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The Goblin Reservation

Clifford D. Simak
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Ingpector Drayton sat, solidly planted behind the desk, and waited. He was arawboned man with
afacethat looked asif it might have been hacked, by adull hatchet, out of ablock of gnarled wood. His
eyeswere points of flint and at times they seemed to glitter, and he was angry and upset. But such aman,
Peter Maxwell knew, would never give way to any kind of anger. There was, behind that anger, a
bulldog qudity that would go plodding on, undisturbed by anger.

And thiswas just the Situation, Maxwell told himsdlf, that he had hoped would not come abot.
Although, as now was evident, it had been too much to hope. He had known, of course, that hisfailureto
arrive a his proper destination, some six weeks before, would have created some consternation back
here on the Earth; the thought that he might be able to dip home unobserved had not been redlistic. And
now here he was, facing this man across the desk and he'd have to take it easy.

He said to the man behind the desk: "I don't believe | entirely understand why my return to Earth
should be amatter for Security. My nameis Peter Maxwell and I'm amember of the faculty of the
College of Supernatural Phenomenaon Wisconsin Campus. Y ou have seen my papers...

"l am quite satisfied,” said Drayton, "asto who you are. Puzzled, perhaps, but entirdy satisfied. It's
something else that bothers me. Would you mind, Professor Maxwell, telling me exactly where you've
been?'

"Therés not very much that | cantell you," Peter Maxwell said. "1 was on aplanet, but | don't
know its name or its coordinates. It may be closer than alight-year or out beyond the Rim?

"In any event," said Drayton, "you did not arrive a the destination you indicated on your travel
ticket."

"l did not,” said Maxwell.

"Can you explain what happened?’

"l can only guess. | had thought that perhaps my wave pattern was diverted, perhaps intercepted
and diverted. At first | thought there had been tranamitter error, but that ssemsimpossible. The
transmitters have been in use for hundreds of years. All the bugs should have been ironed out of them by

"Y ou mean that you were kidnaped?”

"If you want to put it that way."

"And gill will tell me nothing?'

"l have explained there's not much to tell.”



"Could this planet have anything to do with the Whed ers?'

Maxwell shook hishead "I couldn't say for sure, but | don't believeit did. Certainly there were
none of them around. There was no indication they had anything to do with it."

"Professor Maxwell, have you ever seen aWheder?!

"Once. Severd years ago. One of them spent amonth or two at Time. | caught sight of it one
day.”

"So you would know a Wheder, if you saw one?'

"Yes, indeed," said Maxwell.

"| see you started out for one of the planetsin the Coonskin system.”

"There was the rumor of adragon,” Maxwel told him. "Not substantiated. In fact, the evidence
was quite sketchy. But | decided it might be worth investigating...”

Drayton cocked an eyebrow. "A dragon?' he demanded.

"l suppose,” said Maxwell, "that it may be hard for someone outside my field to grasp the
importance of adragon. But the fact of the matter isthat there isno scrap of evidence to suggest such a
creature a any time existed. This despite the fact that the dragon legend is solidly embedded in the
folklore of the Earth and some of the other planets. Fairies, goblins, trolls, banshees-we have al of these,
inthe actua flesh, but no trace of adragon. The funny thing about it isthat the legend here on Earth isnot
bascaly ahuman legend. The Little Folk, aswdl, have the dragon legend. | sometimesthink they may
have been the ones who transmitted it to us. But the legend only. Thereisno evidence..."

He stopped, feding alittle silly. What could this stolid policeman who sat across the desk care
about the dragon legend?

"I'm sorry, Inspector,” hesaid. "1 let my enthusiasm for afavorite subject run away with me.”

"l have heard it said that the dragon legend might have risen from ancestrd memories of the
dinosaur.”

"l have heard it, too," said Maxwell, "but it ssemsimpossible. The dinosaurs were extinct long
before mankind had evolved."

"ThentheLittle Falk..."

"Possibly,” said Maxwell, "but it ssemsunlikely. | know the Little Folk and have talked with them
about it. They are ancient, certainly much more ancient than we humans, but there is no indication they go
back that far. Or if they do, they have no memory of it. And | would think that their legends and folk tales
would easily carry over some millions of years. They are extremely long-lived, not quite immorta, but
amogt, and in agtuation such as that, mouth-to-mouth tradition would be most persistent.”

Drayton gestured, brushing away the dragons and the Little Folk. ™Y ou started for the Coonskin,"
he said, "and you didn't get there."

"That isright. There wasthis other planet. A roofed-in, crystal planet.”

"Crygd?"

"Some sort of stone. Quartz, perhaps. Although | can't be sure. It could be metal. There was some
metd there”

Drayton asked smoothly. ™Y ou wouldn't have known, when you started out, that you'd wind up on
this planet?'

"If it'scollusion you havein mind," said Maxwdll, "you're very far afield. | was quite surprised. But
it seemsyou arent. Y ou were waiting herefor me."

"Not particularly surprised,” said Drayton. "It has happened twice before.”

"Then you probably know about the planet.”

"Nothing about it," said Drayton. "Simply that there's a planet out there somewhere, operating an
unregistered transmitter and receiver, and communicating by an unlisted signal. When the operator here at
Wisconsin Station picked up their signa for trangmittal, he Sgnaed them to wait, that the receiversdl
were busy. Then got in touch with me."

"The other two?"

"Both of them right here. Both tabbed for Wisconsn Station.”

"But if they got back..."



"That'sthething,” said Drayton. "They didn't. Oh, | guessyou could say they did, but we couldn't
talk with them. The wave pattern turned out faulty. They were put back together wrong. They were dl
messed up. Both of them were aliens, but so tangled up we had a hard time learning who they might have
been. Were dill not postive.”

"Dead?"

"Dead? Certainly. A rather frightful business. Y ou're alucky man.”

Maxwdll, with some difficulty, suppressed a shudder. "Yes, | supposel am," hesaid.

"You'd think," said Drayton, "that anyone who messed around with matter transmisson would
make sure they knew how it was done. There's no telling how many they may have picked up who came
out wrong in their receiving gtation.”

"But you would know," Maxwell pointed out. "Y ou'd know if there had been any losses. A station
would report back immediately if atraveler failed to arrive on schedule.”

"That'sthe funny thing about it," Drayton told him. "There have been no losses. We're pretty sure
the two aienswho came back dead to us got where they were going, for there's no one missing.”

"But | garted out for Coonskin. Surely they reported...”

Then he stopped as the thought struck him straight between the eyes.

Drayton nodded dowly. "I thought you would catch on. Peter Maxwell got to the Coonskin system
and came back to Earth dmost amonth ago.”

"There must be some mistake,” Maxwell protested weakly.

For it was unthinkabl e that there should be two of him, that another Peter Maxwell, identicd in all
detalls, existed on the Earth.

"No mistake,” said Drayton. "Not the way we haveit figured. This other planet doesn't divert the
pattern. What it doesis copy it."

"Then there could be two of me! There could be..."

"Not any more,” said Drayton. "Y ou're the only one. About aweek after he returned, there was an
accident. Peter Maxwell's dead.”
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Around the corner from the tiny room where he/d met with Drayton, Maxwell found avacant row
of seatsand sat down in one of them, rather carefully, placing his single piece of luggage on the floor
beside him.

It wasincredible, he told himself. Incredible that there should have been two Pete Maxwellsand
now one of those Maxwells dead. Incredible that the crystal planet could have had equipment that would
reach out and copy awave pattern traveling faster than the speed of light- much faster than the speed of
light, for a no point in the galaxy so far linked by the matter transmitters was there any noticesblelag
between the time of tranamittal and arrival. Diversion-yes, perhaps there could be diversion, areaching
out and asnatching of the pattern, but the task of copying such a pattern would be something else
entirely.

Two incredibles, he thought. Two things that should not have happened. Although if one of them
had happened, the other surely followed. If the pattern had been copied, there would, quite necessarily,
have been two of him, the one who went to the Coonskin system and the other who'd gone to the crystal
planet. But if this other Peter Maxwell had redlly gone to Coonskin, he should till be there or only now
returning. He had planned a six weeks stay at least, longer if more time seemed necessary to run down
the dragon business.

Hefound that his hands were shaking and, ashamed of this, he clagped them hard together and
held themin hislap.

He couldn't go to pieces, hetold himsalf. No matter what might be facing him, he had to seeiit
through. And there was no evidence, no solid evidence. All that he had was what amember of Security



had told him and he couldn't count on that. It could be no more than a clumsy piece of policetrickery
designed to shake him into talking. Although it could have happened. It just could have happened!

But even if it had happened, he till had to seeit through. For he had ajob to do and one he must
not bungle.

Now the job might be made the harder by someone watching him, although he could not be sure
thered be someone watching. It might not, he told himsalf, make any difference. His hardest job, he
redlized, would be to get an appointment with Andrew Arnold. The president of a planetary university
would not be an easy man to see. He would have more with which to concern himsdf than listening to
what an associate professor had to say. Especidly when that professor could not spell out in advance
detail what he wished to talk about.

His hands had stopped the trembling, but he still kept them tightly clasped. Injust alittle while hed
get out of here and go down to the roadway, where held find himsdlf aseat on one of the inner, faster
belts. In an hour or so he'd be back on the old home campus and then held soon find out if what Drayton
said wastrue. And held be back with friends again-with Alley Oop and Ghost, with Harlow Sharp and
Allen Preston and dl the rest of them. Thered be rowdy midnight drinking bouts at the Pig and Whistle
and long, dow walks along the shaded malls and canoeing on the lake. There'd be discussion and
argument and the telling of old tales, and the leisurely academic routine that gave onetimeto live.

Hefound himsdlf looking forward to thetrip, for the roadway ran along the hills of Goblin
Reservation. Not that there were only goblinsthere; there were many other of the Little Folk and they all
were friends of his-or at least most of them werefriends. Trolls at times could be exasperating and it was
rough to build up any rea and lasting friendship with a creature like abanshee.

Thistime of year, he thought, the hillswould be beatiful. It had been late summer when held |eft
for the Coonskin system and the hills till had worn their mantle of dark green, but now, in the middle of
October, they would have burgt into the full color of their autumn dress. Thereld be the winy red of oak
and the brilliant red and yellow of the maples and here and there the flaming scarlet of creeping vines
would run like athread through al the other colors. And the air would smell like cider, that Strange,
intoxicating scent that came upon the woods only with the dying of the leaves.

He sat there, thinking of the time, just two summers past, when he and Mr. O'Toole had goneon a
canoetrip up theriver, into the northern wilderness, hoping that somewhere along the way they might
make some sort of contact with the spirits recorded in the old Ojibway legends. They had floated on the
glass-clear waters and built their fires a night on the edges of the dark pine forests; they had caught their
fish for supper and hunted down the wild flowers hidden in the forest glades and spied on many animas
and birds and had a good vacation. But they had seen no spirits, which was not surprising. Very few
contacts had been made with the Little Folk of North America, for they weretruly creatures of the wilds,
unlike the semicivilized, human-accustomed sprites of Europe.

The chair in which he sat faced the west and through the towering walls of glass he could see
acrosstheriver to the bluffs that rose aong the border of the ancient state of lowa-great, dark purple
masses rimmed by a pa e blue autumn sky. Atop one of the bluffs he could make out the lighter bulk of
the College of Thaumaturgy, Saffed in large part by the octopoid creatures from Centaurus. Looking at
those faint outlines of the buildings, he recalled that he had often promised himsalf held attend one of thelr
summer seminars, but had never got around to doingit.

He reached out and shifted hisluggage, preparing to get up, but he stayed on sitting there. He lill
was alittle short of breath and hislegs seemed weak. What Drayton had told him, heredlized, had hit
him harder than heldd thought, and till was hitting him in a series of delayed reactions. Hed haveto take it
easy, hetold himsdf. He couldn't get the wind up. It might not be true; it probably wasn't true. There was
no sensein getting too concerned about it until he'd had the chanceto find out for himself.

Slowly he got to his feet and reached down to pick up hisluggage, but hesitated for amoment to
plungeinto the hurried confusion of the waiting room. People-aien and human-were hurrying purposefully
or stood about in little knots and clusters. An old, white-bearded man, dressed in stately black-a
professor by the looks of him, thought Maxwell-was surrounded by a group of studentswho had to
cometo seehim off. A family of reptilians sprawled in agroup of loungers set asde for people such as



they, not equipped for sitting. The two adultslay quietly, facing one another and talking softly, with much
of the hissing overtones that marked reptilian speech, while the youngsters crawled over and under the
loungers and sprawled on the floor in play. In one corner of atiny acove abeer-barrel creature, lying on
itsside, rolled gently back and forth, from one wall to the other, rolling back and forth in the same spirit,
and perhaps for the same purpose, aman would pace the floor. Two spidery creatures, t heir bodies
more like grotesque matchstick creations than honest flesh and blood, squatted facing one another. They
had marked off upon the floor, with a piece of chalk, some sort of crude gameboard and had placed
about upon it anumber of strangely shaped pieces, which they were moving rapidly about, squesking in
excitement as the game devel oped.

Wheders? Drayton had asked. Was there any tie-up with the crystal planet and the Whedlers?

It dwayswas the Whedlers, thought Maxwell. An obsession with the Whedlers. And perhaps with
reason, athough one could not be sure. For there was little known of them. They loomed darkly, far in
space, another great cultura group pushing out across the galaxy, coming into ragged contact dong a
far-flung frontier linewith the pushing human culture.

Standing there, he recalled that first and only time he had ever seen a\Whed er-a student who had
come from the College of Comparative Anatomy in Rio de Janeiro for atwo-week seminar a Time
College. Wisconsin Campus, he remembered, had been quietly agog and there had been alot of talk
about it, but very little opportunity, gpparently, to gain aglimpse of the fabled creature Snceit stayed
closely within the seminar confines. He had met it, trundling along a corridor, when he'd gone across the
mall to have lunch with Harlow Sharp, and he recalled that he'd been shocked.

It had been the whedls, he told himself. No other creature in the known galaxy came equipped with
whedls. It had been apudgy creature, aroly-poly suspended between two wheels, the hubs of which
projected from its body somewhere near its middle. The whedls were encased in fur and the rims of
them, he saw, were horny caluses. The downward bulge of the roly-poly body sagged benesth the axle
of thewhed s like abulging sack. But the worgt of it, he saw when he came nearer, was that this sagging
portion of the body was transparent and filled with amass of writhing things which made one think of a
pail of gaily colored worms.

And those writhing objectsin that obscene and obese belly, Maxwell knew, were, if not worms, at
least somekind of insect, or aform of life which could equate with that form of life on Earth which men
knew asinsects. For the Whedl ers were a hive mechanism, a culture made up of many such hive
mechanisms, a population of colonies of insects, or at least the equivaent of insects.

And with apopulation of that sort, the tales of terror which came from the far and rough frontier
about the Wheslers were not hard to understand. And if these horror tales were true, then man here
faced, for the first time since hisdrive out into space, that hypothetica enemy which it dways had been
presumed would be met somewherein space.

Throughout the galaxy man had met many other strange and, at times, fearsome creatures, but
none, thought Maxwell, could match fearsomeness with a creature that was awhed-driven hive of
insects. There was something about the whole idea that made one want to gag.

Today outlandish creatures flocked to the Earth in thousands, to attend the many colleges, to staff
the faculties that made up that great gdactic university which had taken over Earth. And in time, perhaps,
thought Maxwell, the Whedlers might be added to this gal actic population which swarmed the colleges of
Earth-if only there could be some kind of understanding contact. But so far there hadn't been.

Why wasit, Maxwell wondered, that the very idea of the Whedlers went againgt the grain, when
man and al the other creaturesin the galaxy contacted by the humans had learned to live with one
another?

Here, in thiswaiting room, one could see a cross section of them-the hoppers, the creepers, the
crawlers, thewrigglers, and rollers that came from the many planets, from so many stars. Earth wasthe
galactic melting pot, he thought, a place where beings from the thousand stars met and mingled to share
their thoughts and cultures.

"Number Five-sx-nine-two," shrilled the loudspesker.

"Passenger Number Five-six-nine-two, your departure timeis only five minutes from now. Cubical



Thirty-seven. Passenger Five-six-nine-two, please report immediately to Cubica Thirty-seven.”

And where, Maxwell wondered, might No. 5692 be bound? To the jungles of Headache No. 2, to
the grim, windswept glacia cities of Misery 1V, to the desert planets of the Saughter Suns, or to any of
the other of the thousands of planets, dl less than a heartbeat away from this very spot where he stood,
now linked by the transmitter system, but representing in the past long years of exploratory effort as
discovery ships beat through the dark of everlasting space. Asthey were beating out there even now,
dowly and painfully expanding the perimeter of man's known universe.

The sound of the waiting room boomed and muttered, with the frantic paging of late or missing
passengers, with the hollow buzz of ahundred different tongues spoken in athousand different throats,
with the shuffling or the clicking or the clop of feet acrossthefloor.

He reached down, picked up hisluggage, and turned toward the entrance.

After no more than three steps, he was halted to make way for atruck carrying atank filled with a
murky liquid. Through the cloudiness of theliquid, be caught a suggestion of the outrageous shape that
lurked within the tank- some creature from one of the liquid planets, perhaps, and one where theliquid
was not water. Here, more than likely, as avisiting professor, perhaps to one of the colleges of
philosophy, or maybe one of the science ingtitutes.

Thetruck and itstank out of the way, he went on and reached the entrance, stepped through the
opening onto the beautifully paved and terraced esplanade, along the bottom of which ran the roadway
belts. He was gratified to notice that there were no waiting lines, as often was the case.

He drew adeep breath of air into hislungs-clean, pure air with the sharp tang of frosty autumninit.
It was awelcome thing after the weeks of dead and musty air up on the crysta planet.

He turned to go down the steps and as he did he saw the signboard just beyond the gate to the
roadway bets. The sign waslarge and the lettering wasin Old English, screaming with solid dignity:

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, ESQ.
Of Stratford-on-Avon, England
"How It Happened | Did Not Write The Plays'
Under the sponsorship of Time College
Oct 22, 8 P.M. TimeMuseum Auditorium

Ticketsavallable at dl agencies

"Maxwell," someone shouted and he swung around. A man was running from the entrance, toward
him.

Maxwel put down his luggage, haf-raised his hand in greeting and acknowledgment, then dowly
dropped it, for he realized that he did not recognize the man.

The man dowed to atrot, then arapid walk.

"Professor Maxwell, isn't it?" he asked as he came up. "I'm sure I'm not mistaken.”

Maxwell nodded stiffly, just abit embarrassed.

"Monty Churchill," said the man, thrusting out his hand. "We met, ayear or so ago. At one of
Nancy Clayton's bashes."

"How areyou, Churchill?' Maxwell asked, alittlefrodily.

For now he did recognize the man, the name at least if not the face. A lawyer, he supposed, but he
wasn't sure. Doing business, if he recalled correctly, as a public relations man, afixer. One of that tribe
that handled thingsfor clients, for anyone who could put up afee.

"Why, I'mfine," said Churchill happily. "Just back from atrip. A short one. But it'sgood to be
back again. There's nothing quite like home. That'swhy | yelled out a you. Firgt familiar face I've seen
for severd weeks."

"I'm glad you did," said Maxwell. ™Y ou going back to the campus?*

"Yes. | was heading for the roadway."

"No need of that," said Churchill. "I have my flier here. Parked on the strip out back. There'sroom



for both of us. Get there agood dedl faster.”

Maxwell hesitated. He didn't like the man, but what Churchill said wastrue; they would get there
faster. And he was anxious to get back as quickly as he could, for there were things that needed
checking out.

"That'svery kind of you," he said. "If you're sure you have the room.”
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The motor sputtered and went dead. The jets hummed for a second and then fell sllent. Theair
sghed shrilly againgt the metd hide.

Maxwell glanced swiftly at the man beside him. Churchill sat stiff-perhapsin fear, perhapsonly in
astonishment. For even Maxwel| redlized that a thing like this should not have happened-was, in fact,
unthinkable. Fliers such asthe one in which they rode were regarded as fool proof.

Below them lay the jagged rocks of the craggy cliffs, the spearlike, upthrusting branches of the
forest covering the hills, clinging to the rocks. To theleft theriver ran, asilver ribbon through the wooded
bottom lands.

Time seemed to drag, to lengthen out, asif by some strange magic each second had become a
minute. And with the lengthening of time came a quiet awareness of what was about to happen, asif it
might be happening to someone else, Maxwell told himself, and not to him, afactual and dispassonate
assessment of the Situation by an observer who was not involved. And even as he knew this, headso
knew, inadim, far corner of hismind, panic would come later and when that came time would take up
itsusual pace again asthe flier rushed down to meet the forest and the rock.

Leaning forward, he scanned the terrain that stretched ahead, and as he did he caught sight of the
tiny opening in the forest, arift in the dark ranks of the trees and the hint of green beneath.

He nudged Churchill, pointing. Churchill, looking where he pointed, nodded and moved the whed,
dowly, carefully, tentatively, asif he werefeding for some response of the craft, trying to determineif it
would respond.

Theflier tilted dightly, wheded and swung, sill faling dowly, but jockeying for position. For a
moment it seemed to balk at the controls, then did sdewise, losing dtitude more rapidly, but gliding
down toward the rift between the trees.

Now thetrees rushed upward at them and, close above them, Maxwell could see the autumn color
of them-no longer smply dark, but amass of red and gold and brown. Long, dender spears of red
reached up to stab them, clawlike hands of gold grasped at them with an angry clutch.

The plane brushed the topmost branches of an oak, seemed to hesitate, amost to hang therein
midair, then was gliding in, mushing toward alanding on the small greensward that lay within the forest.

A fairy green, Maxwell told himself-adancing placefor fairies, but now alanding field.

He switched his head sidewise for a second, saw Churchill crouched at the controls, then switched
back again and watched the green come up.

It should be smooth, he told himsalf. There should be no bumps or holes or hummocks, for at the
time the green had been laid down, the blueprints would have caled for smoothness.

The craft hit and bounced and for aterrifying moment teetered in the air. Then it was down again
and running smoothly on the green. Thetrees at the far end of the grass were rushing at them, coming up
too fast.

"Hang on!" Churchill shouted and even as he shouted, the plane swung and pivoted, skidding. It
cameto rest adozen feet from the woods that rimmed the green.

They sat in deadly Silence, a silence that seemed to be closing in on them from the colored forest
and the rocky bluffs.

Churchill spoke out of the slence. "That was close," he said.

He reached up and did back the canopy and got out Maxwell followed him.



"| can't understand what happened,” Churchill said. "Thisjob has more fail-safe circuitry built into it
than you can wel imagine. Hit by lightning, sure; run into amountain, yes, you can do that; get caught in
turbulence and bounced around, all of this could happen, but the motor never quits. The only way to stop
itistoturnit off."

Helifted hisarm and mopped his brow with his shirt deeve.

"Did you know about this place?" he asked.

Maxwe |l shook hishead. "Not this particular place. | knew there were such places. When the
reservation was laid out and landscaped, the planning called for greens. Places where the fairies dance,
you know. | wasn't looking for anything, exactly, but when | saw the opening in thetrees, | could guess
what might be down here."

"When you showed it to me," said Churchill, "I just hoped you knew what you were doing. There
seemed to be no place eseto go, so | did some gambling...”

Maxwell raised hishand to slence him. "What wasthat?' he asked.

"Soundslikeahorse," said Churchill. "Who in the world would be out here with ahorse? It comes
from up that way."

The clattering and the clopping was coming closer.

They stepped around the flier and when they did, they saw thetrail that led up to a sharp and
narrow ridge, with the massive bulk of aruined castle perched atop the ridge.

The horse was coming down thetrail a adoppy gdlop. Bestriding it wasasmall and dumpy figure
that bounced most amazingly with each motion of its mount. It was afar from graceful rider, with its
elbowsthrust out on ether side of it, flapping like apair of wings.

The horse came tearing down the dope and swung out on the green. It was no more graceful than
itsrider, but ashaggy plow horse, and its mighty hoofs, beating like great hammers, tore up clods of turf
and flung them far behind it. It came straight at the flier, imost asif intent on running over it, then at the
last moment whedled clumsily and came to ashuddering halt, to stand with its Sdes heaving in and out
like belows, and snorting through its flabby nodtrils.

Itsrider did awkwardly off its back and when he hit the ground, exploded in agust of wreath.

"It isthem no-good bummerd™ he shouted. "It isthem lousy trolls. I've told them and I've told them
to leave them broomsticks be. But no, they will not listen. They dways make the joke. They put
enchantment on them.”

"Mr. OToole" Maxwel shouted. "Y ou remember me?"

The goblin swung around and squinted at him with red-filmed, nearsighted eyes.

"The professor!" he screamed. "The good friend of al of us. Oh, what an awful shame! | tell you,
Professor, the hides of them trolls | shall nail upon the door and pin their ears on trees.”

"Enchantment?" Churchill asked. "Do you say enchantment?’

"What other would it be?* Mr. OToole fumed. "What €lse would bring a broomstick down out of
the sky?"

He ambled closer to Maxwell and peered anxioudy at him. "Canit beredly you?' he asked, with
some solicitude. "1n the honest flesh? We had word that you had died. We sent the wreath of mistletoe
and holly to express our deepest grief.”

"Itisl, mogt truly,” said Maxwell, dipping easily into theidiom of the Little Folk. "Y ou heard rumor
only."

"Then for sheer joy," cried Mr. O'Toole, "we three shal down greeat tankards of October ale. The
new batch isready for the running off and | invite you gentlemen most cordialy to sharethefirst of it with
me”

Other goblins, ahaf dozen of them, were running down the path and Mr. OToole waved ludtily to
hurry them dong.

"Alwayslate" helamented. "Never on the ball. Always showing up, but dways somewhat dightly
late. Good boys, al of them, with hearts correctly placed, but lacking the dertness that isthe halmark of
truegoblinssuch asl.,

The goblins came loping and panting down onto the green, ranged themsalves expectantly in front



of Mr. OToole.

"I havejobsfor you," hetold them. "First you go down to the bridge and you tdll them trolls no
more enchantments they shall make. They areto cease and desist entirely. Tell themthisistheir onelast
chance. If they do such things again that bridge we shdl tear apart, stone by mossy stone, and those
stones we shal scatter far and wide, so there never isachance of upbuilding that bridge yet again. And
they areto uplift the enchantment from thisfalen broomstick so it flies as good as new.

"And some others of you | want to seek the fairies out and explain to them the defacement of their
green, being sureto lay al blamefor such upon them dirty trollsand promising the turf shall bedl fixed
smooth and lovely for their next dancing when the moon befull.

"And yet another of you must take care of Dobbin, making sure his clumsy self does no more
damage to the green, but letting him crop, perchance, amouthful or two of the longer grassif it can be
found. The poor beast does not often get the chance to regale himsdlf with pasturage such asthis.”

He turned back to Maxwe | and Churchill, dusting his hands together in symbolism of ajob well
done.

"And now, gentlemen,” be said, "you please to climb the hill with me and we will essay what can be
done with sweet October de. | beg you, however, to go dowly in very pity of me, since this paunch of
mine seems grown large of late and | suffer most exceedingly from the shortness of the breath.”

"Lead on, old friend," said Maxwell. "We shdl match our stepswith yours most willingly. It has
been too long since we have quaffed October ale together.”

"Yes, by dl means" said Churchill, somewhat weakly. They started up the path. Before them,
looming on the ridge, the ruined castle ood gaunt againgt the paleness of the sky.

"1 must beforehand apologize," said Mr. OToole, "for the condition of the castle. It isavery drafty
place, conducive to colds and sinus infections and other varied miseries. The winds blow through it
wickedly and it smells of damp and mold. | do not understand in fullness why you humans, once you
build the castles for us, do not make them weathertight and comfortable. Because we, beforetimes, dwelt
in ruins, does not necessarily mean that we have forsook al comfort and convenience. We dwelt in them,
forsooth, because they were the best poor Europe had to offer.”

He paused to gulp for breath, then went on again. "1 can well recdl, two thousand years ago or
more, we dwet in brand-new castles, poor enough, of course, for the rude humans of that time could not
build the better, being dl thumbs and without proper tools and no machinery at al and being, in generd, a
dabsided race of people. And usforced to hide in the nooks and crannies of the castles since the
benighted humans of that day feared and detested usin dl their ignorance, and sought, in their ignorance,
to erect great spellsagaingt us.

"Although," he said, with some satisfaction, "mere humans were not proficient with the spells. We,
with no raising of the swest, could afford them spades and clubs and best their spells, hands down.”

"Two thousand years?' asked Churchill. ™Y ou don't mean to say-"

Maxwell made aquick motion of his head in an attempt to sllence him.

Mr. OToole stopped in the middle of the path and threw Churchill awithering glance.

"l canrecal," he said, "when the barbarians first came, most ruddy, from that fenny forest you now
cal Central Europe to knock with the hilts of their crude iron swords upon the very gates of Rome. We
heard of it in the forest depths where we made our homes and there were others then, but dead long
since, who had heard the news, some weeks after its trangpirance, from Thermopylae.”

"l am sorry," Maxwell said. "Not every oneisaswel acquainted with the Little Folk..."

"Please," said Mr. OToole, "you acquaint him, then."

"It'sthetruth,” Maxwell said to Churchill, "or, at least, it could be. Not immortd, for they
eventually do die. But long-lived beyond anything we know. Births are few-very few, indeed, for if they
weren't thered not be room for them on Earth. But they live to an extremely ripe old age.”

"Itis" said Mr. OToole, "because we burrow deep to the heart of nature and do not waste
precious vitdity of spirit upon those petty concerns which make wreckage of the lives and hopes of
humans

"But these," he said, "are dolorous topics on which to waste so glorious an autumn afternoon. So



let usfasten our thoughts, rather, with great steadfastness, upon the foaming aethat awaits us on the
hilltop.”

He lapsed into silence and started up the path again at amore rapid pace than he had set before.

Scuttling down the path toward them came atiny goblin, his multicolored, too-large shirt whipping
inthewind of his headlong running.

"Thede!" hescreamed. "Thede™

He skidded to ahdlt in front of the threetoiling up the path.

"What of the dle?' panted Mr. OToole. "Do you mean to confess to me that you have been the
sampling of it?"

"It has gone sour,” wailed thelittle goblin. "The whole bewitched mess of it issour.”

"But e can't go sour,” protested Maxwell, grasping some sense of the tragedy that had taken
place.

Mr. O'Toole bounced upon the path in devastating anger. His face turned from brown to red to
purple. His breath came gushing out in wheezing gasps.

"It can, bedamned," he shouted, "with aspdl of wizardry!"

He turned around and started rapidly down the path, trailed by thelittle goblin.

"Leave me a them filthy trollsl" shouted Mr. OToole.

"Leave mewrgp my pawsaround their guzzles. | will dig them out with these two hands and hang
theminthesuntodry. I will kinthem dl entire. | will teach them lessonsthey never will unlearn...”

His bellowing dwindled with distance to unintelligible rumbling as he scrambled swiftly down the
path, heading for the bridge beneath which the trolls hung out.

Thetwo humans stood watching, filled with admiration and wonder at such ponderous, towering
wrath.

"Well," said Churchill, "there goes our chance at sweet October de.”

4

Theclock in Music Hall began striking the hour of sx as Maxwell reached the outskirts of the
campus, riding from the airport on one of the dower, outer belts of the roadway. Churchill had taken
another roadway and Maxwell had been glad of that. Not only that hefelt afaint distaste for the man, but
from the wish to be done. He wanted to ride dowly, with the windshield down, in silence, without the
need of conversation, to soak up the Sight and fed of those few square miles of buildings and of
malls-coming home again to the one place that he loved.

Dusk gfted through the campus like amist of benediction, softening the outlines of the buildings,
turning the mallsinto areas that could have been romantic etchings out of storybooks.

Knots of students stood about the malls, talking quietly, carrying their satchels or with books
tucked beneath their arms. A white-haired man sat on abench, watching apair of squirrels playing on the
lawn. Two reptilian diens hunched aong one of the misty walks, moving dowly and engrossed in talk. A
human student strode smartly along the sdewak, whistling as he went, the whistle waking echoesin the
quiet angles of the buildings. Meeting and passing the reptiles, belifted an armin grave sdlute. And
everywherethetrees, great and ancient emsthat had stood since time forgotten, the sturdy sentinels of
many generations.

Then the great clock started the ringing of the hour, the bronze clangor of it besting far acrossthe
land, and it seemed to Maxwdl| that in the clock the campus was bidding him hello. The clock wasa
friend, he thought-not to him aone, but to dl within the hearing of it, the voice of the campus. Lyingin
bed, before he went to deep, he had listened, night after night, to its chiming, itsringing out of time. And
more, perhaps, than the ringing out of time. Rather awatchman in the night crying al waswell.

Ahead of him the mighty complex of Time Collegeloomed out of the dusk-looming up to dwarf the
roadway and the mall, great blocks of plastic and of glass, with lights burning in many of itswindows.



Squatted at the base of the complex crouched the museum and acrossits front Maxwell saw the
wind-fluttered whiteness of asign painted on white fabric. In the dusk and distance he could make out
only oneword: SHAKESPEARE.

He grinned to himself, thinking of it. English Lit would be besideitsdf. Old Chenery and dl therest
of them had never quite forgiven Time for establishing, two or three years ago, that the Earl of Oxford,
not Shakespeare, had been the author of the plays. And this persona appearance of the man from
Stratford-on-Avon would be rubbing sdt into wounds that were far from healed.

Far ahead, stting onitshill a the west end of the campus, Maxwell could make out the great hulk
of the administration section, etched darkly against the last faint brushing of red in the western sky.

The belt moved on, past Time College and its squatting museum with the sign fluttering in the wind.
The clock ended itstelling of the time, the |ast notes of the chimes fading far into the distance.

Six o'clock. In another few minutes he would be getting off the belt and heading for the Winston
Arms, which had been hishome for the last four-no, the last five years. He put his hand into the
right-hand pocket of hisjacket and hisfingerstraced the hard outlines of the small ring of keystucked
into the small key pocket inside the jacket pocket.

Now, for the first time since hel left Wisconsin Station, the story of that other Peter Maxwell
forged to the forefront of histhoughts. It could be true, of course-dthough it didn't seem too likely. It
would be very much the kind of trick Security might play to crack a man wide open. Buit if it were not
true, why had there been no report from Coonskin of hisfallure to arrive? Although, he redlized, that
piece of information aso had come from Ingpector Drayton, aswell asthe further information thet the
same thing had happened twice before. If Drayton could be suspect on one story, be aso was suspect
on the other two. If there had been other beings picked up by the crystal planet, he had certainly not
been told of them when he had been there. But that also, Maxwell reminded himsdlf, was no trustworthy
evidence. Undoubtedly the cregtures on the crystal planet had told him only those things they wanted him
to know.

The thing that bothered him the most, come to think of it, was not what Drayton had said, but what
Mr. OToole had told him: We sent the wresth of mistletoe and holly to express our deepest grief. If
events had turned out differently, he would have talked with his goblin friend about it, but the way things
went, there had been no chanceto talk of anything at all.

It al could wait, hetold himself. In just alittle while, once he had gotten home, hed pick up a
phone and make a call-to any one of many people-and then hed know the truth. Who should he call? he
wondered. Therewas Harlow Sharp, at Time, or Dallas Gregg, chairman of his own department, or
maybe Xigmu Maon Tyre, the old Eridanean with the snow-white fur and the brooding violet eyeswho
had spent along lifetimein histiny cubbyhole of an office working out an andlysis of the structuring of
myths. Or maybe Allen Preston, friend and attorney. Preston, probably, he told himsdlf, for if what
Drayton had told him should happen to be true, there might be some nasty lega questions slemming out
of it.

Impatiently, he snarled at himself. He was believing it, he was beginning to believeit; if he kept on
likethis, he could argue himsdlf into thinking that it might be true.

The Winston Armswas just down the street and he got up from his seet, picked up hisbag, and
stepped to the barely moving outer belt. Standing there, he waited, and in front of the Winston Arms got
off.

No onewasin sght as he climbed the broad stone stairs and went into the foyer. Fumbling in his
pocket, he took out the key ring and found the key that unlocked the outer door. An eevator stood
waiting and he got into it and pressed the button for the seventh floor.

Thekey did smoothly into thelock of his apartment and when he twisted it the door came open.
He stepped into the darkened room. Behind him the door swung shut automatically, with asnicking of the
lock, and he reached out his hand toward the panel to snap on thelight.

But with his hand poised to press, he stopped. For there was something wrong. A fedling, asense
of something, acertain smell, perhaps. That wasit-asmell. The faint, delicate odor of a strange perfume.

He smashed his hand against the panel and the lights came up.



The room was not the same. The furniture was different and the screaming paintings on the wall-he
had never had, he would never have paintings such as that!

Behind him the lock snicked again and he spun around. The door swung open and a saber-tooth
gdkedin.

At the sght of Maxwdll, the big cat dropped into a crouch and snarled, exposing six-inch stabbing
fangs

Gingerly, Maxwell backed away. The cat crept closer by afoot, ill snarling. Maxwell took
another backward step, felt the sudden blow above the ankle, tried to twist away, but was unable to, and
knew that he wasfaling. He had seen the hassock, he should have remembered it was there-but he
hadn't. Hed backed into it and tripped himself and now he was going over flat upon hisback. Hetried to
force hisbody to relax againgt striking on the floor-but he didn't hit the floor. His back smashed down
into ayielding softness and he knew held landed on the couch that stood behind the hassock.

The cat was salling through the air in agraceful leap, its earslaid back, its mouth haf open, its
massive paws outstretched to form abattering ram. Maxwell raised hisarmsin aswift defensive gesture,
but they were brushed aside as if they'd not been there and the paws smashed down into his chest,
pinning him against the couch. The great cat's head, with its gleaming fangs, hung just above hisface.
Sowly, dmost gently, the cat lowered its head and along pink tongue came out and dathered, raspingly,
across Maxwell'sface.

The cat began to purr.

"Sylvester!" cried avoice from the doorway. " Sylvester, cut that out!”

The cat raked Maxwell's face once again with its moist and rasping tongue, then sat back upon its
haunches, with ahaf-grin on itsface and its earstipped forward, regarding Maxwell with afriendly and
enthusiagtic interest.

Maxwell struggled to ahaf-gtting posture, with the small of his back resting on the seat cushions
and his shoulders propped against the couch's back.

"And who might you be?' asked the girl standing in the doorway.

"Why, I..."

"Y ou've got your nerve,” shesad.

Sylvester purred loudly.

"I'm sorry, miss,” said Maxwell. "But | live here. Or at leadt, | did. Isn't this Seven-twenty-one?!

"Itis, indeed," shesaid. "l rented it just aweek ago."

Maxwell shook hishead. "I should have known," he said. "The furniture was wrong."

"| had the landlord throw out the stuff," she said. "It was Smply atrocious.”

"Let meguess,” said Maxwadll. "An old green lounger, somewhat the worse for wear-"

"And awalnut liquor cabinet,” said the girl, "and a monstrous seascape and-"

Maxwell lifted his head wearily. "That's enough,” he said. " That was my stuff that you had thrown

"l don't understand,” said the girl. "The landlord said the former occupant was dead. An accident, |
think."

Maxwell got dowly to hisfeet. The big cat stood up, moved closer, rubbed affectionately against
hislegs.

"Stop that, Sylvester," said thegirl.

Sylvester went on rubbing.

"Y ou mustnt mind him,” she said. "He'sjust agreet big baby.”

"A bio-mech?"

She nodded. "The cutest thing dive. He goes everywhere with me. He seldom isabother. | don't
know what's got into him. It seemsthat he must like you."

She had been looking at the cat, but now she glanced up sharply.

"|sthere something wrong with you?' she asked.

Maxwell shook his head.

"You're sort of frosty around the gills.”



"A bit of shock," hetold her. "'l supposethat'sit. What | told you wasthetruth. | did, a onetime,
live here. Up until afew weeks ago. There was amix-up somehow..."

"Sit down," shesad. "Could you use adrink?"

"l sugpect | could,” he said. "My nameis Peter Maxwell and I'm a member of the faculty-"

"Wait amoment. Y ou said Maxwell? Peter Maxwell. | remember now. That'sthe name..."

"Yes, | know," said Maxwdll. " Of the man who died.”

He sat down carefully on the couch.

"I'll get thedrink," the girl said.

Sylvester did closer and gently laid his massive head in Maxwell's [gp. Maxwell scratched him
behind an ear and, purring loudly, Sylvester turned his head abit to show Maxwell whereiit itched.

The girl came with the drink and sat down beside him. "I till don't understand,” shetold him. "If
you're the man who..."

"Thewholething,” Maxwdll told her, ""becomes somewhat complicated.”

"I must say you'retaking it rather well. Shaken up abit, perhaps, but not stricken in ahegp.”

"Well, the fact of the matter is" said Maxwell, "that | hafway knew it. I'd been told, you see, but |
didn't quite bdieveit. | supposethetruthisthat | wouldn't let mysdlf believeit.”

Herased theglass. "You're not drinking?"

"If youredl right," shesad. "If you fed OK, I'll get onefor mysdf."

"Oh, I'mdl right,” said Maxwdll. "I'll manageto survive."

Helooked at her and for thefirst time redlly saw her-deek and trim, with bobbed black hair, long
eyelashes, high cheekbones, and eyesthat smiled a him.

"What's your name?" he asked.

"l am Carol Hampton. A historian at Time."

"Miss Hampton," he said, "I apologize for the Situation. | have been away-off planet. Just returned.
And | had akey and it fit the door and when I'd |&ft it had been my place...”

"No need to explain,” shesaid.

"WEell havethedrink," hesad. "Then I'll get up and go. Unless..."

"Unlesswhat?'

"Unlessyou'd be willing to have dinner with me. Let'scdl it away for meto repay your
understanding. Y ou could have run out shrieking.”

"If thiswasdl apitch!" shesad. "If you-"

"It couldn't be," he said. "I'd be too stupid to get it figured out. And, besides, how come | had the
key?'

Shelooked a him for amoment, then said, "It was silly of me. But Sylvester will haveto go with
us. Hewon't beleft done.”

"Why," said Maxwell, "I wouldn't think of leaving him. Heand | are pas.”

"It'll cost you asteak,” shewarned. "Heisaways hungry and he eats nothing but good stesks. Big
ones- raw."

5

The Pig and Whistle was dark and clamorous and smoky. The tables were jammed together, with
narrow lanes between them. Candles burned with flickering flames. The murmurous din of many voices,
seemingly talking dl at once, filled thelow-cellinged room.

Maxwell stopped and peered, trying to locate atable that might be vacant. Perhaps, he thought,
they should have gone somewhere else, but he had wanted to eat here, for the place, ahangout of
students and some members of the faculty, spelled the campusto him.

"Perhaps," he said to Carol Hampton, "we should go somewhere el se."

"Therell be someone dong in just aminute,” she said, "to show usto atable. Everyone seems so



busy. There must have been arush-Sylvester, cut that out!™

She spoke appealingly to the people at the table beside which they stood. "Y ou'll excuse him,
please. He has no manners, none at al. Especidly table manners. He snatches everything in sight.”

Sylvester licked his chops, looking satisfied.

"Think nothing of it, miss" said the man with the bushy beard. "I redly didn't want it. To order
ek isjust compulsvewith me.”

Someone shouted across the room. "Petel Pete MaxwelI!”

Maxwell peered into the gloom. At afar table, inserted in a corner, someone had risen and was
waving hisarms. Maxwel| findly made him out. It was Alley Oop and beside him sat the white-shrouded
figure of Ghost.

"Friends of yours?' asked Carol.

"Y es. Apparently they want usto join them. Do you mind?"

"The Neanderthaer?' she asked.

"Y ou know him?"

"No. | just see him around at times. But I'd like to meet him. And that isthe Ghost?!

"Thetwo areinseparable,” said Maxwell.

"Well, let'sgo over, then."

"We can say hello and go somewhereelse.”

"Not on your life," she sad. "Thisplace looksinteresting.”

"Y ou've never been here before?

"I've never dared," shesaid.

"I'll break the path,” hetold her.

Heforged dowly among thetables, trailed by the girl and cat.

Alley Oop lunged out into the aideto meet him, flung hisarms around him, hugged him, then
grasped him by the shoulders and thrust him out a arm'slength to stare into hisface.

"You are Old Pete?' he asked. "Y ou aren't fooling us?"

"l am Pete," said Maxwell. "Who do you think | am?*

"Wdll, what | want to know then,” said Oop, "iswho it was we buried three weeks ago last
Thursday. Both me and Ghost were there. And you owe us twenty bucks refund on the flowers we sent.
That iswhat they cost us.”

"Let usst down,” said Maxwell.

"Afraid of creating ascene," said Oop. "This placeis made for scenes. There arefist fights every
hour on schedule and there's dways someone jumping up on atable and making a speech.”

"Oop," said Maxwell, "thereisalady present and | want you to tame down and get civilized. Miss
Carol Hampton, and this great oaf is Alley Oop."

"l am delighted to meet you, MissHampton," said Alley Oop. "And what isthat you have there
with you? As| live and bregthe, a saber-toother! I'll have to tell you about the time, during ablizzard, |
sought shelter in acave and thisbig cat was there and me with nothing but adull stone knife. | had lost
my club, you see, when | met the bear, and-"

"Some other time," said Maxwell. "At leadt, let us St down. We are hungry. We don't want to get
thrown out.”

"Pete," said Alley Oop, "it isamatter of somelarge distinction to be heaved out of thisjoint. You
an't arrived socialy until you've been thrown out of here.”

But, muttering under his breath, he led the way back to the table and held achair for Carol.
Sylvester planted himself between Maxwel and Carol, propped his chin on the table and glared ba efully
at Oop.

"That cat don't like me," Oop declared. "' Probably he knows how many of hisancestors| wiped
out back in the Old Stone Age."

"He'sonly abio-mech,” said Caral. "He couldn't possibly.”

"I don't bdlieve aword of it," said Oop. "That critter is no bio-mech. He's got the dirty meannessin
his eyes al saber-toothers have.”



"Please, Oop," said Maxwdll. "Just amoment, please. Miss Hampton, this gentleman is Ghost. A
long-timefriend of mine."

"l am pleased to meet you, Mr. Ghogt," said Caral.

"Not Migter," said Ghogt. "Just plain Ghost. That isal | am. And theterrible thing about it isthat |
don't know who I am the ghost of. I'm most pleased to meet you. It is so comfortable with four around
the table. Thereis something nice and balanced in the number four.”

"Wdll," said Oop, "now that we know one another, leave us proceed to business. Let us do some
drinking. It'slonesome for aman to drink al by himsalf. | love Ghogt, of course, for hismany sterling
qudities, but | hate aman who doesn't drink.”

"You know | can't drink," said Ghogt. "Nor est, either. Or smoke. There's not much aghost can
do. But | wish you wouldn't keep pointing it out to everyone we mest.”

Oop said to Carol, ™Y ou seem to be surprised that a barbaric Neanderthaer can ding the language
around with the facility | command.”

"Not surprised,” said Caral. "Astounded.”

"Oop," Maxwel told her, "has soaked up more education in the last twelve years than most
ordinary men. Started out virtualy in kindergarten and now isworking on his doctorate. And the thing
about it isthat he intendsto keep right on. He s, you might say, one of our most notable professiona
sudents.

Oop raised hisarm and waved it, bellowing a awaiter. "Over here," he shouted. "There are
people here who wish to patronize you. All dying of dow thirst."

"Thething," said Ghog, "I have aways admired about him is his shy, retiring nature.”

"l keep on studying,” said Oop, "not so much that | hunger after knowledge as for the enjoyment |
get from the incredul ous astonishment on the faces of those stuffed-shirt professors and those goofy
sudents. Not," he said to Maxwell, "that | maintain al professors are stuffed shirts.”

"Thank you," Maxwel sad.

"There are those who seem to think," said Oop, "that Homo sapiens neanderthdensis can be
nothing other than a stupid brute. After al, he became extinct, he couldn't hold hisown-whichinitsdf is
prime evidence that he was very second-rate. I'm afraid that I'll continue to devote my lifeto proving-"

The waiter appeared a Oop'selbow. "It'syou again,”" he said. "I might have known when you
yelled a me. Y ou have no breeding, Oop."

"We have aman here," Oop told him, ignoring the insult, “who has come back from the dead. |
think it would befitting that we should celebrate his resurrection with aflourish of good felowship.”

"Y ou want something to drink, | takeit."

"Why," said Oop, "don't you smply bring a bottle of good booze, a bucket of ice and four-no,
three glasses. Ghost doesn't drink, you know."

"l know," the waiter said.

"That is" said Oop, "unless Miss Hampton wants one of these fancy drinks?

"Who am |," asked Caral, "to gum up the works? What isit you are drinking?’

"Bourbon," said Oop. "Peteand | have alousy tastein liquor.”

"Bourbon let it be" said Caral.

"| takeit," said the waiter, "that when | lug the bottle over here, you'll have the cash to pay for it. |
remember thetime-"

"Whatever | may lack," said Oop, "will beforthcoming from Old Pete.”

"Pete?' the waiter glanced at Maxwell. "Professor!" he exclaimed. "I had heard that you..."

"That'swhat | been trying to tell you," said Oop. "That's what we're cel ebrating. He came back
from the dead.”

"But | don't understand.”

"Y ou don't need to," said Oop. "Just rustle up the booze."

Thewaiter scurried off.

"And now," said Ghost to Maxwell, "please tell uswhat you are. Y ou are no ghost, apparently, or
if you are, there's been avast improvement in procedure since the man | represent shuffled off hismortal



coil."

"It seems," Maxwdl told them, "that I'm asplit personality. One of me, | understand, got inan
accident and died."

"But that'simpossible,” said Caral. "Split persondity in the mental sense-sure, that can be
understood. But physicdly...”

"Therés nothing in heaven or earth,” said Ghogt, "that isimpossible.”

"That's abad quotation," said Oop, "and, besides, you misquoted it."

He put ahand to his hairy chest and scratched vigoroudy with blunt fingers.

"Y ou needn't look so horrified,” he said to Caral. "I itch. I'm abrute creature of nature, therefore |
scratch. And I'm not naked, either. | have apair of shortson.”

"He's housebroken," said Maxwell, "but just barely.”

"To get back to thissplit persondity,” said the girl, "can you tell uswhat actualy did happen?!

"| set out for one of the Coonskin planets,” said Maxwell, "and adong the way somehow my wave
pattern duplicated itself and | wound up in two places.”

"Y ou mean there were two Pete MaxwelIS?"

"That'stheway of it."

"If I wereyou," said Oop, "I'd sue them. These Transportation people get away with murder. You
could shake them down for plenty. Me and Ghost could testify for you. We went to your funerd.

"Asameatter of fact," hesaid, "I think Ghost and | should sue aswell. For mental anguish. Our best
friend cold and rigid in his casket and us progtrate with grief.”

"Weredly were, you know," said Ghost.

"1 have no doubt of it," said Maxwdll.

"I must say," said Caral, "that al three of you take it rather lightly. Here one good friend of three-"

"What do you want of us?' demanded Oop. "Sing haldujahs, perhaps? Or bug out our eyesand
be filled with the wonder of it? We lost apal and now he's back again and-"

"But oneof himisdead"

"Well," said Oop, "asfar aswe were concerned, there was never more than one of him. And
maybe thisis better. Imagine the embarrassing situations that could develop if there were two of him."

Carol turned to Maxwell. "And you?' she asked.

He shook hishead. "In aday or two, I'll take some serious thought of it. Right now, | guess, I'm
putting off thinking about it. To tell you the truth, when | do think about it, | get alittle numb. But tonight a
pretty girl and two old friends and agreat big pussy cat and a bottle of liquor to get rid of and later on
somefood.”

He grinned a her. She shrugged.

"l never saw such acrazy bunch,” shesad. "l believel likeit."

"I likeit, too," said Oop. "Say whatever you will of it, thiscivilization of yoursisavast
improvement over the days of yore. It was the luckiest day of my life when a Time team snatched me
hence just at the point when some of my loving brother tribesmen were about to make amed of me. Not
that | blame them particularly, you understand. It had been along, hard winter and the snow was deep
and the game had been very scarce. And there were certain members of the tribe who felt they had a
score or two to settle with me-and I'll not kid you; they may have had a score. | was about to be
knocked upon the head and, so to speak, dumped into the pot.”

"Cannibdism!" Carol said, horrified.

"Why, naturdly,” hetold her. "In those rough and ready days, it was quite acceptable. But, of
course, you wouldn't understand. Y ou've never been redly hungry, | takeit. Gut hungry. So shriveled up
with hunger-"

He halted histalk and looked around.

"Thething that is most comforting about this culture,” he declared, "is the abundance of the food.
Back in the old days we had our ups and downs. We'd bag a mastodon and we'd eat until we vomited
and then we'd eat some more and-"

"l doubt," Ghost said warningly, "that thisis a proper subject for dinner conversation.”



Oop glanced at Carol.

"You must say thismuch for me" heingsted. "I'm honest. When | mean vomit, | say vomit and not
regurgitate.”

The waiter brought the liquor, thumping the bottle and the ice bucket down upon the table.

"Y ou want to order now?" he asked.

"Weain't decided yet," said Oop, "if we're going to eat in thiscrummy joint. It'sal right to get
liquored up in, but-"

"Then, 5r," the waiter said, and laid down the check.

Oop dug into his pockets and came up with cash. Maxwell pulled the bucket and the bottle close
and began fixing drinks.

"We're going to eat here, aren't we?' asked Carol. "If Sylvester doesn't get that steak you
promised him, | don't know what will happen. He's been so patient and so good, with the smdll of al the
food..."

"He's dready had one steak,” Maxwel|l pointed out. "How much can he eat?'

"An unlimited amount,” said Oop. "'In the old days one of them monsterswould polish off andkin
asngledtting. Did | ever tel you-"

"l am sureyou have," said Ghodt.

"But that was a cooked stegk,” protested Caral, "and he likesthem raw. Besides, it wasasmall
one."

"Oop," said Maxwell, "get that waiter back here. Y ou are good at it. Y ou have the voicefor it."

Oop signaled with abrawny arm and bellowed. He waited for a moment, then bellowed once
again, without results.

"He won't pay attention to me," Oop growled. "Maybe it's not our waiter. | never am ableto tell
them monkeys apart. They al look aliketo me."

"l don't like the crowd tonight,” said Ghost. "I have been watching it. Theréstroubleintheair.”

"What iswrong with it?" asked Maxwdll.

"Thereare an awful lot of creepsfrom English Lit. Thisisnot their hangout. Mostly the crowd here
are Time and Supernaturd .”

"Y ou mean this Shakespeare business?

"That might beit," said Ghost.

Maxwell handed Carol her drink, pushed another across the table to Oop.

"It ssemsashame," Carol said to Ghogt, "not to give you one. Couldn't you even sniff it, just a
litle?"

"Don't let it bother you," said Oop. "The guy gets drunk on moonbeams. He can dance on
rainbows. He has alot of advantages you and | don't have. For one thing, he'simmortal. What could kill
aghogst?'

"I'm not sure of that," said Ghost.

"There's onething that bothersme," said Carol. ™Y ou don't mind, do you?'

"Not at al," said Ghost.

"It'sthisbusiness of your not knowing who you are the ghost of. Isthat true or isit just ajoke?"

"Itistrue,” said Ghogt. "And | don't mind telling you, it'sembarrassing and confusing. But I've just
plain forgotten. From England-that much, at least, | know. But the name | can't recall. | would suspect
most other ghosts-"

"We have no other ghosts," said Maxwell. " Contacts with other ghodts, of course, and
conversations and interviews with them. But no other ghost has ever cometo live with us. Why did you
doit, Ghost-cometo live with us”

"He'sanaturd chisder," said Oop. "Alwaysfiguring out the angles.”

"Y ou'rewrong there," Maxwell said. "It's damned little we can do for Ghost.”

"Yougiveme" said Ghog, "asense of redity.”

"Wdl, no matter what the reason,” said Maxwell, "l am glad you did it."

"Thethree of you," said Caral, "have been friendsfor along, long time."



"And it seems strange to you?" asked Oop.

"Wdll, yes, maybeit does," shesaid. "I don't know really what | mean.”

Sounds of scuffling came from the front of the place. Carol and Maxwel turned around in their
chairsto look in the direction from which the scuffling came, but there wasn't much that one could see.

A man suddenly loomed on top of the table and began to sing:

Hurrah for Old Bill Shakespeare;

He never wrote them plays;

He stayed a home, and chasing girls,

Sang dirty rondelays

Jeers and catcalls broke out from over the room and someone threw something that went sailing
past the singer. Part of the crowd took up the song:

Hurrah for Old Bill Shakespeare;

He never wrote them...

Someone with abull voice howled: "To hdl with Old Bill Shakespeare!™

The room exploded into action. Chairs went over. There were other people on top of tables.
Shouts reverberated and there was shoving and pushing. Fists began to fly. Variousitemswent sailing
through theair.

Maxwell sprang to hisfeet, reached out an arm and swept it back, shoving Carol behind him. Oop
came charging across the tabletop with awild war whoop. His foot caught the bucket and sent theice
cubesflying.

"I'll mow 'em down," heydled & Maxwdll. "Y ou pile'emto onesde!"

Maxwell saw afist coming at him out of nowhere and ducked to one side, bringing hisown fist up
inaviciousjab, hitting out a nothing, but aiming in the direction from which the fist had come. Over his
shoulder came Oop's brawny arm, with amassivefist attached. It smacked into aface with a splattering
sound and out beyond the table a figure went dumping to thefloor.

Something heavy and traveling fast caught Maxwell behind the ear and he went down. Feet surged
al around him. Someone stepped on his hand. Someone fell on top of him. Above him, seemingly froma
long ways off, he heard Oop's wild whooping.

Twigting around, he shoved off the body that had fallen across him and staggered to hisfeet.

A hand grabbed him by the elbow and twisted him around.

"Let'sget out of here" said Oop. "Someone will get hurt.”

Carol was backed againgt the table, bent over, with her hands clutching the scruff of Sylvester's
neck. Sylvester was standing on hishind legs and pawing the air with hisforelegs. Snarlswere rumblingin
histhroat and hislong fangs gleamed.

"If we don't get him out of here," said Oop "that cat will get his steak.”

He swooped down and wrapped an arm around the cat, lifting him by the middle, hugging him tight
agang hischest.

"Take care of thegirl,” Oop told Maxwell. "There's aback door around here somewhere. And
don't leave that bottle behind. Well need it later on.”

Maxwell reached out and grabbed the bottle.

There was no sign of Ghost.
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"I'macoward," Ghost confessed. "1 admit that | turn chicken at the sight of violence."

"And you," said Oop, "the one guy in the world no one can lay amitt on."

They sat at the rude, square, rickety table that Oop once, in amoment of housekeeping energy,
had knocked together from rough boards. Carol pushed away her plate. "l was starved,” she said, "but
not any more."



"Y ou're not the only one," said Oop. "L ook at our putty cat.”

Sylvester was curled up in front of the fireplace, his bobbed tail clamped down tight againgt his
rump, hisfurry paws covering his nose. Hiswhiskers stirred gently as his breath went in and out.

"That'sthefirst timein my life," said Oop, "I ever saw a saber-toother have more than he could

He reached out for the bottle and shook it. It had an empty sound. He lumbered to hisfeet and
went across the floor, knelt and raised a smdl door st into the floor, reaching down with hisarm and
searching in the space underneath the door. He brought up aglassfruit jar and set it to one side. He
brought up asecond fruit jar and set it beside the first. Finally he came up triumphantly with a bottle.

He put the fruit jars back and closed the door. Back at the table, he snapped the seder off the
bottle and reached out to pour drinks.

"You guysdont wantice," hesaid. "It just dilutes the booze. Besides, | haven't any.”

Hejerked athumb back toward the door hidden in thefloor. "My cache," he said. "'l keep ajug or
two hid out. Some day | might break aleg or something and the doc would say | couldn't drink..."

"Not with abroken leg," said Ghost. "No one would object to your drinking with abroken leg.”

"Well, then, something else" said Oop.

They sat contentedly with their drinks, Ghost saring at the fire. Outside arisng wind worried at the
shack.

"I've never had a better medl,” said Carol. "First time | ever cooked my own steak stuck on astick
above an openfire."

Oop belched contentedly. "That'sthe way we did it back in the Old Stone Age. That, or eat it raw,
like the saber-toother. We didn't have no stoves or ovens or fancy thingslike that.”

"l havethefeding," said Maxwell, "that it would be better not to ask, but where did you get that
rack of ribs?1 imagine al the butcher shops were closed.”

"Well, they were," admitted Oop, "but there was this one and on the back door it had thisitty bitty
padlock...."

"Someday," said Ghogt, "you'l get into trouble.”

Oop shook hishead. "I don't think so. Not thistime. Primal necessity-no, | guess that's not the
phrase. When aman is hungry he has aright to food anywhere he findsit. That wasthe law back in
prehistoric days. | imagine you still might make acase of it in acourt of law. Besides, tomorrow I'll go
back and explain what happened. By theway," he said to Maxwell, "have you any money?"

"I'm loaded,” Maxwell told him. "I carried expense money for the Coonskin trip and | never spent
acent of it."

"On this other planet you were aguest,” said Carol. "l suppose| was," said Maxwdll. "l never did
figure out our exact relaionship.”

"They were nice people?’

"Wadll, yes, nice-but people, | don't know."

He turned to Oop. "How much will you need?"

"| figure ahundred ought to settleit. Thereisthe meat and the busted door, not to mention the
bruised fedings of our friend, the butcher.”

Maxwell took hishillfold from his pocket and, counting out some bills, handed them to Oop.

"Thanks," said Oop. "Someday I'll pay you back."

"No," said Maxwdll. "The party ison me. | started out to take Carol to dinner and things got
somewhat upset.”

On the hearth, Sylvester stretched and yawned, then went back to deep, lying on his back now,
with hislegsgickinginthearr.

Ghost asked, "Y ou're on avist here, Miss Hampton?"

"No," said Carol, surprised. "l work here. What gave you that idea?"

"Thetiger," said Ghogt. "A bio-mech, you said. | thought, naturaly, you were with Bio-mech.”

"l see,”" said Caral. "Viennaor New York."

"Thereisacenter d0," said Ghog, "somewherein Asa. Ulan Bator, if my memory is. correct.”



"Y ou've been there?'

"No," said Ghog. "l only heard of it."

"But he could,” said Oop. "He can go anywhere. In the blinking of an eyelash. That'swhy the folks
at Supernatura continue to put up with him. They hope that someday they can come up with whatever he
has got. But Old Ghost is cagey. He's not telling them.”

"Thered reasonfor hissilence" said Maxwell, "isthat he's on Transport's payroll. It'sworth their
whileto keep him quiet. If he reveded histraveling techniques, Transport would go broke. No more
need of them. People could just up and go anywhere they wished, on their own-amile or amillion
light-years"

"And he'sthe soul of tact," said Oop. "What he was getting at back there was that unlessyou are
in Bio-mech and can cook up something for yoursdlf, it costs money to have something like that
saber-toother.”

"Oh, | see" said Caroal. "'l guessthere'struth in that. They do cost alot of money. But | haven't got
that kind of money. My father, before heretired, wasin Bio-mech. New Y ork. Sylvester was ajoint
project of aseminar he headed. The students gave him to my dad.”

"l &till don't believe," said Oop, "that cat's abio-mech. He's got that dirty glitter in his eyeswhen he
looksat me."

"Asamatter of fact,” Caral told him, "thereisalot more bio than mechin al of themtoday. The
name originated when what amounted to a highly sophisticated e ectronic brain and nervous system was
housed in specific protoplasms. But today about the only mechanical things about them are those organs
that are likely to wear out if they were made of tissue-the heart, the kidneys, the lungs, thingslike that.
Wheat is being done a Bio-mech today isthe actua crestions of specific life forms-but you al know thét,
of course.”

"There are some strange stories,” Maxwell said. "A group of supermen, kept under lock and key.
Y ou have heard of that?"

"Yes, heard of it," shesad. "There are dwaysrumors.”

"The best onethat I've heard in recent days," said Oop, "redlly isalulu. Someonetold me
Supernatural has made contact with the Devil. How about thet, Pete?!

"l wouldn't know," said Maxwell. "l suppose someone hastried. I'm amost sure someone must
havetried. It's such an obviousthing for oneto haveago a.”

"Y ou mean," asked Carol, "that there might redly be aDevil ?"

"Two centuries ago," said Maxwell, "people asked, in exactly the same tone of voice you are using
now, if there actualy were such things astrollsand goblins.”

"And ghogts," said Ghogt.

"You'reserioud" Carol cried.

"Not serious,”" said Maxwell. " Just not ready to foreclose even on the Devil "

"Thisisamarvelous age," declared Oop, "as| am sure you've heard me indicate before. You've
done away with superdtition and the old wives tales. Y ou search in them for truth. But my people knew
there were trolls and goblins and al the rest of them. The stories of them, you understand, were dways
based on fact. Except that later on, when he outgrew his savage smplicity, if you can call it that, man
denied the fact; could not alow himsdlf to believe these things that he knew were true. So he varnished
them over and hid them safe away in the legend and the myth and when the human population kept on
increasing, these crestures went into deep hiding. Aswell they might have, for there was atime when they
were not the engaging creatures you seem to think they are today."

Ghogt asked: "And the Devil?"

"I'm not sure,” said Oop. "Maybe. But | can't be sure. There were all these things you have lured
out and rediscovered and sent to live on their reservations. But there were many more. Some of them
fearful, dl of them anuisance”

"Y ou don't seem to have liked them very well," Carol observed.

"Miss" said Qop, "I didn't."

"It would seem to me," said Ghogt, "that thiswould be afertile field for some Time investigation.



Apparently there were many different kinds of these-would you cal them primates?’

"| think you might," said Maxwell.

"Primates of adifferent stripe than the gpesand man.”

"Of avery different stripe,” said Oop. "Viciouslittle gtinkers."

"Someday, I'm sure," said Carol, "Timewill get around to it. They know it, of course?’

"They should,” said Oop. "I've told them often enough, with appropriate description.”

"Time hastoo much to do," Maxwell reminded them. "Too many areas of interest. And the entire
past to cover."

"And no money to do it with," said Caral.

"There" declared Maxwell, "spesks aloyad Time staff member."

"But it'strue,” she cried. "The other disciplines could learn so much by Timeinvestigation. You
can't rely on written history. It turns out, in many cases, to be different than it actudly was. A matter of
emphasisor bias or of just poor interpretation, embamed forever in the written form. But do these other
departments provide any fundsfor Timeinvestigation? I'll answer that. They don't. A few of them, of
course. The College of Law has cooperated splendidly, but not many of the others. They're afraid. They
don't want their comfortable little worlds upset. Take this matter of Shakespeare, for example. You'd
think English Lit would be grateful to find that Oxford wrote the plays. After al, it had been aquestion
that had been talked about for many years-who redly wrote the plays? But, after al of that, they resented
it when Time found out who really wrote the plays.”

"And now," said Maxwdll, "Timeis bringing Shakespeare forward to lecture about how he didn't
write the plays. Don't you think that's rubbing it in just abit too much?"

"That'snot the point of it, a dl,” said Carol. "The point isthat Timeisforced to make asideshow
out of history to earn alittle money. That'stheway itisal thetime. All sorts of schemesfor railsing
money. Earning alousy reputation as abunch of clowns. Y ou can't believe Dean Sharp enjoys-"

"I know Harlow Sharp,” said Maxwell. "Believe me, he enjoys every minute of it."

"That is blasphemy,” Oop said in mock horror. "Don't you know that you can be crucified for
blabbing off likethat?"'

"Y ou're making fun of me," said Caral. ™Y ou make fun of everyone, of everything. Y ou, too, Peter
Maxwell."

"] gpologize for them," said Ghogt, "'since neither one of them could summon up the graceto
gpologize, themsdves. Y ou haveto live with them for ten or fifteen years to understand they really mean
no harm.”

"But the day will come,” said Caral, "when Timewill have the fundsto do whatever it may want.
All their pet projects and to heck with dl the other colleges. When the ded goes"

She stopped abruptly. She sat frozen, not moving. One could sense that she wanted to put her
hand up to her mouth and was refraining from it only by iron will.

"What deal 7' asked Maxwell.

"l think | know," said Oop. "I heard arumor, just atiny little rumor, and | paid no attention to it.
Although, cometo think of it, these dirty little rumors are the ones that turn out to be true. The grest big,
ugly, noisy ones-"

"Oop, not aspeech,” said Ghogt. "Just tell uswhat you heard.”

"It'sincredible,”" said Oop. "Y ou never would believeit. Not in dl your born days."

"Oh, stopit!" Carol exclaimed.

They al looked at her and waited.

"I madeadip,” shesad. "l got al worked up and made adip. Can | ask the three of you just
pleaseto forget it. I'm not even sureit'strue.”

"Certainly," said Maxwell. "Y ou've been exposed this evening to rough company and ill manners
and..."

She shook her head. "No," she said. "No, it'snot any good to ask. | have no right to ask. I'll
smply haveto tel you and trust to your discretion. And I'm pretty sureit'strue. Time has been made an
offer for the Artifact.”



Silence reverberated in the room as the other three sat motionless, scarcely breathing. She looked
from oneto the other of them, not quite understanding.

Findly Ghogt gtirred dightly and therewas arustling in the sllence of theroom, asif hiswhite sheet
had been an actual sheet that rustled when he moved.

"Y ou do not comprehend,” he said, "the attachment that we three hold to the Artifact.”

"You struck usin ahegp,” said Oop.

"The Artifact," said Maxwell softly. "The Artifact, the one great mystery, the one thing in the world
that has baffled everyone..."

"A funny stone," said Oop.

"Not astone," said Ghost.

"Then, perhaps,” said Caral, "youl'l tell mewhat itis"

And that was the one thing, Maxwell told himsdlf, that neither Ghost nor any one €l se could do.
Discovered ten years or 0 ago by Time investigators on a hilltop in the Jurassic Age, it had been brought
back to the present at agreat expenditure of funds and ingenuity. Itsweight had demanded energy far
beyond anything so far encountered to kick it forward into time, an energy requirement which had made
necessary the projection backward into time of a portable nuclear generator, transported in many pieces
and assembled on the site. And then the further task of bringing back the generator, since nothing of that
sort, as amatter of smple ethics, could be abandoned in the past-even in the past of the far Jurassic.

"l cannot tell you," said Ghogt. "Thereis no onewho cantell you.”

Ghost was right. No one had been able to make any sense of it at al. A massive block of some
sort of material that now appeared to be neither stone nor metal, although at one time it had been thought
to beastone, and later on, ameta, it had defied all investigation. Six feet long, four feet on each side, it
was ameass of blackness that absorbed no energy and emitted none, that bounced al light and other
radiation from its surface, that could not be cut or dented, stopping alaser beam as negtly asif the beam
had not existed. There was nothing that could scratch it, nothing that could probeit-it gave up no
information of any sort at dl. It rested onitsraised base in the forecourt of Time Museum, the one thing
in the world about which no one could even make avalid guess.

"Then," asked Caral, "why the consternation?”

"Because," said Oop, "Pete here has the hunch it may, at onetime, have been the god of the Little
Folk. That is, if the lousy little stinkers had the capacity to recognize agod.”

"I'm sorry,” Carol said. "I am truly sorry. | didn't know. Perhapsif Timeknew..."

"Therésnot enough data," Maxwell said, "to make any talk about it. Just ahunchisdl. ust a
feding from certain things I've heard among the Little Folk. But even they don't know. It was so long
ago."

So long ago, he thought. For the love of God, dmost two hundred million years ago!
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"ThisOop," said Caral. "l can't get over him. That funny house he has out at the end of nowhere.”

"He'd be offended,” said Maxwadll, "if he heard you cdling it ahouse. It'sashack and he's proud of
it-as a shack. Thejump from cave to house would have been too grest for him. Hed have felt
uncomfortable.

"A cave?Heredly lived in acave?'

"Let metell you something about old friend Oop,” said Maxwell. "Heisan awful liar. Y ou can't
believe dl the storiesthat hetdls. The cannibaism, for instance...”

"That makesmefed alittle better. People eating one another!”

"Oh, therewas cannibaism, dl right. Thereisno doubt of that. But whether Oop himsdlf was
headed for the pot is another matter. On items of generd information, heisreliable enough. It's only when
he getsto yarning about his persona experiences that you should begin to doubt him."



"It'sfunny,” said Caral. "I've seen him around and have wondered a bit about him, but | never
thought I'd meet him. Never redly wanted to, in fact. Certain people | can draw aline a, and he was one
of them. | imagined he would be uncouth...”

"Oh, he/suncouth,” said Maxwell.

"But charming, too," said Caral.

Clear autumn stars shone frostily deep in the darkened sky. The roadway, dmaost unoccupied,
wound itsway dong the ridge. Far below gleamed the far-spreading campus lights. Thewind, blowing up
theridge, carried the faint smell of burning leaves.

"Thefirewasnice" said Caral. "Why isit, Peter, that we don't have fires? It would be so smple.
A fireplace wouldn't be so hard to build.”

"Therewas atime, severd hundred years ago,” said Maxwell, "when every house, or dmost every
house, had a |east one fireplace. Sometimes severd. The whole thing, the whole business of having fires,
was athrowback, of course. Back to the days when fire was a protection and awarmth. But, finally, we
outgrew it."

"l don't think we did," she said. "We just walked away, isal. Turned our back upon thisone
segment of our past. We still have need of fire. A psychologica need, perhaps. | found that out tonight. It
was S0 exciting and so comfortable. Primal, maybe, but there till must be some of the primd in us.”

"Oop," hetold her, "couldn't live without afire. Thelack of afire wasthe thing that bugged him
most when Time brought him back. He had to be held captive for atime, of course, when hefirst was
brought here-closaly watched over, if not actualy confined. But when be became his own master, soto
speak, he got hold of apiece of land out at the edge of the campus and built himsalf the shack. Rough,
the way hewanted it. And, of course, afireplace. And agarden. Y ou should see his garden. The idea of
growing food was something new to him. Something that no one back in hisday had ever thought abot.
Nails and saws and hammers, and even lumber, also were new to him, aswas everything. But hewas
highly adaptable. He took to the new tools and ideas without asingle hitch. Nothing astonished him. He
used hammer and saw and lumber and al the rest of it to build the shack. But | think it wasthe garden
that seemed the most wonderful to him-to grow one'sfood and not hunt for it. | suppose you noticed-eve
n now heisimpressed with the sheer bulk and the easy availability of food."

"And of liquor,” said Caral.

Maxwell laughed. "Another new ideathat hetook to. A hobby of his, you might dmost say. He
makes hisown. Hes got atill out in the back of hiswoodshed and be runs off some of the worst
moonshine that ever trickled down your throat. Pretty vile stuff.”

"But not to guedts,” said Caral. "That was whiskey tonight.”

"You haveto beafriend of his" said Maxwell, "before helll allow you to drink his moon. Those
fruit jarshe set out..."

"1 wondered about those. They seemed to have nothing in them.”

"Clear, rotgut moonshine, that was what wasin them.”

"Y ou said he was a captive once. And now? Just how closdly ishetied to Time?'

"A ward of the college. Not redly tied a al. But you couldn't drive him off. HEsamore loyal
partisan of Time than you are."

"And Ghogt? He lives here at Supernaturd? He'saward of Supernatural ?'

"Hardly. Ghost isadtray cat. He goes anywhere he wishes. HE's got friends all over the planet.
He'sbig stuff, | understand, at the College of Comparative Religions on the Himalayan Campus. But he
manages to drop in here on afairly regular basis. He and Oop hit it off from the moment Supernatura
madeitsfirg contact with Ghost."

"Pete, you cdl him Ghogt. What ishe, redly?"

"Why, heisaghog."

"But what'saghogt?'

"l don't know. | don't think anybody does.”

"But you're with Supernaturd .

"Oh, sure, but al my work has been with the Little Folk, with emphasis on goblins, athough | have



an interest in every one of them. Even banshees and there's nothing that comes meaner or more
unreasonable than a banshee.”

"There must be speciaistsin ghosts, then. What do they have to say about it?"

"I'd guess they might have afew ideas. There are tons of literature on spookery, but I've never had
thetimeto gointoit. | know that back in the early agesit was believed that everyone, when they died,
turned into aghost, but now, | understand, that no longer is believed. There are certain specid
circumstancesthat giverise to ghodts, but | don't know what they are.”

"That face of his," said Carol. "A little spooky, maybe, but somehow fascinating. | had ahard time
to keep from staring at him. Just adark blankness folded inside his sheet which, | suppose, is not a sheet.
And at timesahint of eyes. Littlelightsthat could be eyes. Or was | imagining?'

"No. I'veimagined them mysdif.”

"Will you," asked Caral, "grab hold of that fool cat and pull himin afoot or so. He's dipping out
onto the faster belt. He has no sense whatever. Helll go to deep any time, at any place. Eat and deepis
al hethinks about.”

Maxwell reached down and tugged Sylvester back into hisorigina position. Sylvester growled and
mumbled in hisdeep.

Maxwell straightened and leaned back into his chair, looking up into the sky.

"Look at the stars," he said. "Thereis nothing like the skies of Earth. I'm glad to be back again.”

"And now that you're back?'

"After | see you safely home and pick up my luggage, I'm going back to Oop's. HEll have one of
those fruit jars al unscrewed and well do some drinking and Sit and talk till dawn, then I'll get into the
bed he hasfor guests, and helll curl up on hispile of leaves..

"| saw those leaves over in the corner and was consumed with curiogity. But | didn't ask.”

"He deepstheredl thetime. Not comfortable in abed. After al, when for many yearsapile of
leaves has been the height of luxury...”

"Youretrying to make afool of meagan."

"No, I'mnot," said Maxwell. "I'm telling you the truth.”

"I didn't mean what will you do tonight. I mean what will you do? Y ou are dead, remember?”

"Il explain,” said Maxwdl. "I'll continudly explain. Everywhere| go therell be people who'll want
to know what happened. There might even be an investigation of some sort. | sincerdly hope there won',
but | suppose there may haveto be."

"I'm sorry," Carol said, "but, then, I'm also glad. How fortunate it was that there were two of you."

"If Trangport could work it out,” said Maxwdll, “they might have something they could sdll. All of
us could keep a second one of us stashed away somewhere against emergency.”

"But it wouldn't work," Carol pointed out. "Not personally. This other Peter Maxwell wasa
second person and-oh, | don't know what | mean. It'stoo late at night to get it figured out, but I'm sure it
wouldn't work."

"No," said Maxwell. "No, | guessit wouldn't. It was abad idea.”

"It wasaniceevening," said Caral. "'l thank you so much for it. | had alot of fun.”

"And Sylvester had alot of steak.”

"Yes, hedid. Hell not forget you. He loves folkswho give him steak. He's nothing but a glutton.”

"Thereisjust onething,” said Maxwdll. "Onething you didn't tell us. Who wasit that made the
offer for the Artifact?'

"l don't know. Just that there was an offer. Good enough, | gather, for Timeto consider it. | Smply
overheard a snatch of conversation | was not supposed to hear. Does it make a difference?!

"It could,” said Maxwell.

"l remember now," she said. "There was another name. Not the one who meant to buy it, or |
don't think it was. Just someone who was involved. It had dipped my mind till now. Someone by the
name of Churchill. Doesthat mean anything to you?"
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Oop was gtting in front of the fireplace, paring histoenailswith alarge jackknife, when Maxwell
returned, carrying his bag.

Oop gestured with hisknife toward the bed. "Sing it over there and then come and sit down with
me. I'vejust put acouple of new logs on the fireand | have ajug haf finished and a couple more hid

"Where's Ghost?" asked Maxwell.

"Oh, he disappeared. | don't know where he went; he never tellsme. But helll be back again. He
never isgonelong.”

Maxwell put the bag on the bed, went over to the fireplace and sat down, leaning against itsrough
stone face.

"Y ou played the clown tonight,” he said, "somewhat better than you usualy manage. What wasthe
big idea?'

"Those big eyes of hers," said Oop, grinning. "And just begging to be shocked. | am sorry, Pete. |
amply couldn't hdpit."

"All that talk about cannibalism and vomiting," said Maxwell. "That was pretty low."

"Well," said Oop, "I guess| just got carried away. That's the way folks expect acrummy
Neanderthal to act."

"Thegirl'snofool,” said Maxwell. " She planted that story about the Artifact as neetly as| have
ever seenit done.”

"Panted it?"

"Sure, planted it. Y ou don't think it just dipped out, do you, the way she pretended that it did?"

"I hadn't thought of that," said Oop. "Maybe she did. But if she did, why do you think she did it?"

"l would guess she doesn't want it sold. Figured that if shetold it to ablabbermouth like you it
would be al over the campus before noon tomorrow. A lot of talk about it, she might figure, would help
to kill the dedl."

"But you know, Pete, that I'm no blabbermouth.”

"l know it. But you acted like one tonight.”

Oop closed the jackknife and did it in his pocket, picked up the haf-empty fruit jar and handed it
to Maxwell. Maxwell put it to hismouth and drank. Thefiery liquid dashed like aknife dong histhroat
and he choked. He wished, he thought, that for once he could drink the stuff without choking on it. He
took it down and sat there, gasping for breath, shivering just alittle.

"Potent suff,” said Oop. "Best batch I've run off for quite awhile. Did you see the bead on it?"

Maxwell, unable to speak, nodded.

Oop reached out and took thejar, tilted it up, lowered itslevel by aninch or more. Hetook it
down and hdd it lovingly againgt hishairy chest. Helet out his breath in awhoosh that made the flamesin
the fireplace dance. He patted the bottle with hisfree hand.

"Fird-rate Suff,” hesaid.

Hewiped his mouth with the back of hishand and sat, saring at thefire.

"She couldn't, certainly, have taken you for ablabber-mouth," hefinaly said. "1 notice that you did
some fancy skating of your own tonight. All around the truth.”

"Maybe because | don't entirely know the truth myself,” said Maxwell. "Or what to do about it.

Y ou st to do somelistening?”

"Any time," said Oop. "If that iswhat you want. Although you don't need to tell me. Not out of
friendship. Y ou know well il befriendsif you tell me nothing. We don't even need to talk about it.
There arealot of other things we could talk about.”

Maxwell shook hishead. "I haveto tel you, Oop. | haveto tell someone and you'rethe only onel
would dareto tdll. Theré'stoo much of it for meto go on carrying it done.”



Oop handed him the fruit jar. "Take another dug of that, then start any time you want. What | can't
figure out isthe goof by Transport. | don't believe it happened. | would make aguessthat it was
something ese”

"And you'd beright,” said Maxwell. "There's a planet out there somewhere. Fairly close, I'd guess.
A freawhedling planet, not tied to any sun, athough | gather that it could insert itself into asolar system
any timeit wishes."

"That would take some doing. It would mess up the orbits of al the other planets.”

"Not necessarily,” said Maxwell. "It wouldn't have to take an orbit in the same plane as the other
planets. That would hold down the effect of its being there.”

Helifted thefruit jar, shut his eyes, and took a hedlthy gulp. Thetop of his head came off and his
stomach bounced. He lowered the jar and leaned back against the roughness of the masonry. A wind
was mewing in the chimney-alondy sound, but asound shut outside by the rough board walls. A log fell
in the fireplace and sent up ashower of gparks. The flames danced high and ifickering shadows chased
one another al about the room.

Oop reached out and took the jar out of Maxwel's hands, but did not drink immediately. He held
it, cuddled, in hislap.

"So this other planet reached out and copied your wave pattern,” he said, "and there were two of
you."

"How did you know that?'

"Deduction. It was the most logicd way for it to happen. | know there were two of you. Therewas
this other one who came back before you did. | talked with him and he was you-he was as much Pete
Maxwell asyou are, sitting there. He said there was no dragon, that the Coonskin business had been a
wild-goose chase, and so he came home ahead of his schedule.”

"So that wasit," said Maxwell. "'l had wondered why he came back early.”

"I'm hard put to it,” said Oop, "to decideif | should rejoice or mourn. Perhaps a bit of both, leaving
some room for wonderment at the strange workings of human destiny. This other man was you and now
he's dead and | have lost afriend-for he was a human being and a persondity and that humanity and
persondity came to an end with death. But now there€'s you and if, before, I'd lost afriend, now | have
regained that lost friend, for you are astruly Peter Maxwell asthat other one.”

"l wastold an accident.”

"I'm not sure,” said Oop. "I've been doing some thinking abot it.

Since you came back, I'm not so sure at al. He was getting off aroadway and he tripped and fell,
hit hisheed...”

"Y ou don't trip when you're getting off aroadway. Unlessyou're drunk or crippled up or
awkward. That outside belt isbardly crawling.”

"l know," said Oop. "That's what the police thought, too. But there was no other explanation and
the police, as you well know, require some sort of explanation, so they can closethefile. Itwasina
londly place. About halfway between here and Goblin Reservation. No one saw it. Must have happened
when there was dmost no onetraveling. Maybe at night. He was found about ten o'clock in the morning.
Therewould have been people traveling from six o'clock on, but probably they'd have been on the inner,
faster belts. They wouldn't have seen too much on the outside of the belt. The body could have been
lying there for along time before it wasfound."

"Y ou think it wasn't an accident? That it may have been amurder?'

"l don't know. The thought has occurred to me. There was one funny thing about it-.something that
never was explained. There was afunny smell about the body and the area. A strange sort of odor, like
nothing anyone had ever smelled before. Maybe someone found out that there were two of you. For
some reason, someone may not have wanted two of you."

"But who could have known there were two of me?"

"The people on that other planet. If there were people...”

"There were people,” Maxwell said. "It wasamost amazing place...."

It al came back as he sat there talking, dmost asif he were there again. A crystal place-or that



had been what it had looked to be when he first had seenit. An extensive crystd plain that ran on and on
and acrystd sky with crystd pillars reaching from the plain and upward, gpparently to the sky, dthough
the tops of them werelost in the milkiness of sky-pillars soaring upward to hold the sky in place. An
empty place, to make onethink of adeserted ballroom of extensive size, al cleaned and polished for a
ball, waiting for the music and the dancers who had never come and now would never come, leaving the
ballroom empty through al eternity, shiningin al its polished glitter and its wasted graciousness.

A bdlroom, but a balroom without any walls, running on and on, not to a horizon, for there
seemed to be no horizon, but to a point where the sky-that strange, milk-glass sky-came down to meet
the crystd floor.

He stood astounded in the vast immensity, an immensity not of boundless sky, for the sky wasfar
from boundless, nor from great distances, for the distances were not great, but immengty that was
measured as aroom would be, asif onewerein agiant's house and lost and were looking for a door,
and without aclue asto where adoor might be. A place with no distinguishing features, with each pillar
like the next, with no cloud in the sky (if it were asky), with each foot, each mile like every other foot
and mile, level and paved with acrysta paving that stretched out in dl directions.

He wanted to cry out, to ask if anyone were there, but was afraid to cry out-perhapsin the fear,
athough he did not redize it then and only thought it later, that a Single sound would send dl this cold and
shining splendor shimmering into acloud of frosty dust. For the place was slent, with no dightest whisper
of asound. Silent and cold and lonely, dl its splendor and itswhitenesslost in the loneliness.

Sowly, carefully, fearing that the scuff of his moving feet might bring thiswhole world into dust, he
pivoted and out of the corner of his eye he caught aglimpse-not of motion, but the flickering sense of
motion, asif something had been there, but had moved so fast that his eye had failed to catch it. He
halted, the short hairs prickling on the back of his neck, engulfed by the sense of utter strangeness rather
than of actua danger, apprehensive of a strangeness so distorted and so twisted out of the normal human
context that a man gazing at it might go mad before he had achanceto jerk hiseyes away.

Nothing happened and he moved again, pivoting inch by cautiousinch, and now he saw that he
had been standing with his back turned on what appeared to be an assemblage of some sort-an engine?
an indrument? ameachine?

And al a once he knew. Here was the strange contraption that had brought him here, this crazy
crystal world's equivalent of a matter transmitter and receiver.

But this, he knew at once, was not the Coonskin system. It was no place he had ever heard of .
Nowhere in the known universe was there a place like this. Something had gone wrong and he had been
hurled, not to the Coonskin planet which had been his destination, but to some far, forgotten corner of
the universe, to some area, perhaps, where man would not penetrate for another million years, so far
away from Earth that the distancesinvolved became unimaginable.

Now again there were flickering motions, asif living shadows moved againg the crystd
background. As he watched, the flickering flowed into shifting shape and form and he could see that
there were many moving shapes, dl of them, strangdly, separate entities that seemed to hold, within the
flicker of them, individua persondities. Asif, he thought in horror, they were things that had once been
people-asif they might be dien ghosts.

"And | accepted them," he said to Oop. "' accepted them-on faith, perhaps. It was either that or
regject them and be |eft there, sanding dl aone upon that crystd plain. A man of a century ago, perhaps,
would not have accepted them. He would have been inclined to sweep them out of hismind as pure
imagination. But | had spent too many hours with Ghost to gag at the thought of ghosts. | had worked too
long with supernatural phenomenato quibble a the idea of creatures and of circumstances beyond the
humean pae.

"And the strange thing about it, the comforting thing about it, isthat they sensed that | accepted
them.”

"Andthat isit?' asked Oop. "A planet full of ghosts?' Maxwell nodded, " Perhaps that's one way
of looking at it. But let me ask you-what redlly isaghogt?'

"A spook,” said Oop. "A spirit.”



"But what do you mean by spook? Define aspirit for me.”

"I know," said Oop regretfully. "I was being abit facetious and there was no excusefor it. We
don't know what aghost is. Even Ghost doesn't know exactly what heis. He smply knowsthat he
exigs-and if anyone should know, he should. He has mulled over it alot. HE's thought about it deeply.
He has communed with fellow ghosts and there is no evidence. So you fall back upon the
Supernaturd...”

"Which isnot understood,” said Maxwell.

"A mutation of some sort," suggested Oop.

"Collinsthought so," said Maxwell. "But he siood done. | know | didn't agree with him, but that
was before | was on the crystal planet. Now I'm not so sure. What happens when a race reaches an end,
when, asarace, it has passed through childhood and middle age and now has reached old age? A race
dying as aman does, dying of old age. What doesit do, then? It could die, of course. That's what one
would expect of it. But suppose there was areason that it couldn't die, suppose it had to hang on, had to
gtay divefor some overriding reason, that it could not alow itsdlf to die?"

"If ghodtlinessredly isamutation,” said Oaop, "if they knew it wasamutation, if they were so far
advanced they could control mutation-"

He stopped and looked a Maxwell. ™Y ou think that's what might have happened?’

"I think it might," said Maxwdll. "1 am beginning to think very much it might.”

Oop handed acrossthefruit jar. "Y ou need adrink," he said. "And when you're through with it, I'll
have one, mysdf.”

Maxwdll took thejar, holding it, not drinking right away. Oop reached out to the stack of wood,
lifted achunk in one massivefist and threw it on thefire. A spray of sparks gushed up the chimney.
Outsde the night wind moaned along the eaves.

Maxwell lifted thejar and drank. The splash of liquid ran down hisgullet like atorrent of lava He
choked, wishing that he could drink the stuff, just once, without choking on it. He handed the jar back to
Oop. Oop lifted it, then took it down again without drinking. He squinted acrossitsrim at Maxwell.

"Y ou said something to live for. Some reason that they couldn't die-that they had to keep on
exidting, any way they could.”

"That'sright," said Maxwdll. "Information. Knowledge. A planet crammed with knowledge. A
storehouse of knowledge-and | would doubt that atenth of it duplicates our own. Therest of itisnew,
unknown. Some of it materia we have never dreamed of. Knowledge that we may not ferret out short of
amillion years, if weever ferret it. It isstored, eectronicaly | suppose-arranging atlomsin such amanner
that each atom carries abit of information. Stored in metal sheets, like the pages of a book, stacked in
great heaps and piles and each layer of atoms-yes, they are arranged in layers-carries separate
information. Y ou read thefirst layer and then go down to the second layer. Again, like pagesin abook,
each layer of atoms apage, one stacked atop the other. Each sheet of metal-don't ask me, | can't even
guess, how many layers of atomsin each metal sheet. Hundreds of thousands, | would suspect.”

Oop lifted the jar hadtily, took atremendous gulp, part of the liquor spraying out across hiswoolly
chest. Helet out hisbreath in alusty belch.

"They can't abandon thisknowledge," said Maxwell. "They have to passit on to someone who can
useit. They haveto stay aive, somehow, until they passit on. And that, for the love of God, iswherel
comein. They commissioned meto sl it for them.”

"Sdl it for them! A bunch of ghosts, hanging on by their very toenailsl What would they want?
What's the price they ask?"

Maxwell put up his hand and wiped his forehead, which had sorouted a sudden mist of swest. "I
don't know," he said.

"Don't know? How can you sl athing if you don't know what it'sworth, if you don't have an
asking price?'

"They said they would tell melater. They said to get someone interested and they'd get word to me
on what the price would be."

"That," said Oop, disgusted, "isahell of away to make abusinessded.”



"Yes, | know," said Maxwell.

"Y ou have no hint of price?"

"Not the faintest. | tried to explain to them and they couldn't understand, maybe they refused to
understand. And since then | have gone over it and over it and therésno way | can know. It dl boils
down, of course, to what agang like that might want. And for thelife of me, I can't think of athing they'd
want."

"Well," said Oap, "they picked the right place to make their sales pitch. How do you planto go
about it?"'

"I'll go up and talk to Arnold.”

"Y ou pick them tough," said Oop.

"Look, | haveto talk with Arnold and to no one ese. This can't go up through channels. There
can't aword of it leak out. On the surface, it sounds harebrained. If the communications mediaor the
gossp-mongers got hold of it, the university wouldn't dareto touchit. If it were known and they did
consder it and the dedl fdll through-and, believe me, working in the dark, as | have to work, the dedl
could well fdl through-theréd be just one loud guffaw al the way from here clear out to the Rim. It
would be Arnold's neck and my neck and..."

"Pete, Arnold is nothing but abig stuffed shirt. Y ou know that aswell as| do. HEsan
adminigtrator. He's running the business end of thisuniversity. | don't careif he hasthetitle of president or
not, he's just the manager. He doesn't give adamn about the academic end of it. He won't stick out his
neck for three planets full of knowledge."

"The president of the university hasto be an adminigrator...."

"If it could have come at any other time," mourned Oop, "you might have had a chance. But asit
gands right now, Arnold iswalking on a crate of eggs. Moving the administration from New Y ork to this
jerkwater campus...”

"A campus,” put in Maxwell, "with agrest liberd tradition and-"

"Univerdty politics," declared Oop, "doesn't care about liberd traditions or any other kind of
traditions.”

"l suppose not,” said Maxwadll, "but Arnold's the man | haveto see. | could wish it were someone
else. | have no admiration for the man, but he'sthe one | have to work with."

"Y ou could haveturned it down.”

"The job of negotiator? No, | couldn't, Oop. No man could have. They'd have had to find
someone else and they might get someone who'd bungleit. Not that I'm sure | won't bungleit, but at least
I'll try. And it'snot only for us, it'sfor them aswell.”

"Y ou got to like these peopl€?’

"I'm not surejust how much | liked them. Admired them, maybe. Felt sorry for them, maybe.
They're doing what they can. They hunted for so long to find someone they could pass the knowledge on
to."

"Passiton? You saidit wasfor sde”

"Only because there is something that they want or need. | wish | could figure out what it is. It
would make everything easier for everyone concerned.”

"Minor question-you talked with them. How did you go about it?"

"Thetablets," said Maxwdll. "I told you about the tablets. The sheets of metd that carried
information. They talked with me with tablets and | talked with them the same way."

"But how could you reed..."

"They gave me acontraption, like apair of glasses, apair of goggles, redly, but bigger than apair
of goggles. It wasasort of bulky thing. | supposeit had alot of mechanismsinit. I'd put it on and then |
could read the tablets. No script, just little jigglesin the metd. It's hard to explain. But you looked at the
Jjiggles through the contraption that you wore and you knew what the jiggles said. It was adjustable, |
found out later, so you could read the different atomic layers. But to Sart with, they only wrote me
messages, if wroteisthe word to use. Like kids writing back and forth to one another on dates. | wrote
back to them by thinking into another contraption that wastied into the pair of gogglesthat | wore."



"A trandator,” said Gop.

"| supposethat'swhat it was. A two-way trandator.”

"Wevetried to work one out,” said Oop. "By we | mean the combined ingenuity not only of the
Earth, but of what we laughingly cdl the known galaxy."

"Yes, | know," said Maxwell.

"And these folks had one. These ghosts of yours.”

"They have awholelot more," said Maxwell. "I don't know what they have. | sampled some of
what they had. At random. Just enough to convince mysdlf they had what they said.”

"Onething still bugsme,” said Oop. "Y ou said aplanet. What about the star.”

"The planet isroofed over. Therewasadtar, | gather, but you couldn't seeit, not from the surface.
Thepoint is, of course, that there needn't be astar. Y ou are acquainted, | think, with the concept of the
ocillating universe.”

"Theyo-yo universe," said Oop. "The one that goes bang, and then bang, bang again.”

"That'sright,” said Maxwdll. "And now we can quit wondering about it. It happensto betrue. The
crystal planet comes from the universe that existed before the present universe wasformed. They had it
figured out, you see. They knew the time would come when al the energy would be gone and dl the
dead matter would start moving dowly back to form another cosmic egg, so that the egg could explode
again and give birth to yet another universe. They knew they were gpproaching the death of the universe
and that unless something were done, it would be desth for them aswell. So they launched a project. A
planetary project. They sucked in energy and stored it-don't ask me how they extracted it from wherever
they extracted it or how they stored it. Stored somehow in the very materia of the planet, so that when
the rest of the universe went black and deed, they still had energy. They roofed the planet in, they made a
house of it. They worked out propulsion mechanisms so they could move their planet, so that th ey would
be an independent body moving independently through space. And before the inward drifting of the dead
meatter of the universe began, they left their star, adead and blackened cinder by thistime, and set out on
their own. That's the way they have been since then, aholdover population riding on a planetary
spaceship. They saw the old universe die, the one before this one. They were |eft donein space, in space
that had no hint of life, no glint of light, no quiver of energy. It may be-l don't know-that they saw the
formation of the brand-new cosmic egg. They could have been very far from it and seenit. And if they
saw it, they saw the explosion that marked the beginning of thisuniversewelivein, the blinding flash, far
off, that sent the energy streaking into space. They saw thefirst stars glow red, they saw the galaxiestake
shape. And when the gal axies had formed, they joined this new universe. They could go to any galaxy
they chose, set up an orbit about any star they wished. They could mov e anytime they wanted to. They
were universa gypsies. But the end is nearing now. The planet, | suppose, could keep on and on, for the
energy machinery must il be operative. | imagine there might even be alimit to the planet, but they're
not even closeto that. But theraceis dying out and they have stored in their records the knowledge of
two universes”

"Fifty billion years," said Oop. "Fifty billion years of learning.”

"At least that much,” said Maxwell. "It could be agreat ded more.”

They s, dlent, thinking of thosefifty billion years. The fire mumbled in the chimney'sthroat. From
far off camethe chiming of the clock in Music Hall, counting off thetime.

Maxwell awoke.

Oop was shaking him. " Someone here to seeyou.”

Maxwdl| threw back the covers, hoisted hisfeet out on the floor, groped blindly for histrousers.
Oop handed them to him.

"Whoisit?'



"Sad his name was Longfellow. Nagty, high-nosed gent. HEs waiting outside for you. Y ou could
see he wouldn't risk contamination by stepping in the shack.”

"Then to hell with him," said Maxwell, starting to crawl back into bed.

"No, no," protested Oop. "I don't mind at dl. I'm above insult. Thereis nothing that can faze me.”

Maxwell struggled into histrousers, did hisfeet into his shoes and kicked them on.

"Any ideawho thisfdlow is?"

"Noneat all," said Oop.

Maxwell ssumbled across the room to the bench set against the wall, spilled water from the bucket
standing there into awashbasin, bent and s oshed water on hisface.

"What timeisit?' he asked.

"A little after saven.”

"Mr. Longfelow must have been in ahurry to see me.”

"He's out there now, pacing up and down. Impatient.”

Longfdlow wasimpatient.

AsMaxwell came out of the door, he hurried up to him and held out a hand.

"Professor Maxwell," hesaid, "I'm so glad | found you. It was quite ajob. Someone told me you
might be here," he glanced at the shack and hislong nose crinkled just atrifle, "so | took the chance.”

"Oop," sad Maxwell, quietly, "isan old and vaued friend.”

"Could we, perhaps, take asroll,” suggested Longfdlow. "It isan unusudly fine morning. Have
you breakfasted yet? No, | don't suppose you have."

"It might help," said Maxwell, "if you told mewho you are.”

“I'min Administration. Stephen Longfellow isthe name. Appointments secretary to the president.”

"Then you're just the man | want to see" said Maxwell. "'l need an gppointment with the president
assoon aspossihle.”

Longfellow shook hisbead. "I would say offhand thet is quiteimpossible.”

They fell into step and walked dong the path that led down toward the roadway. L eaves of
wondrous, shining yellow fell dowly through the air from a thick-branched wanut tree that stood beside
the path. Down by the roadway a maple tree was a blaze of scarlet againgt the blueness of the morning
sky. And far in that sky streamed a 'V -shaped flock of ducks heading southward.

"Impossible” said Maxwdll. "Y ou makeit sound find. Asif you'd thought about it and cometo
your decison.”

"If you wish to communicate with Dr. Arnold,” Longfelow told him coldly, "there are proper
channels. Y ou must understand the president is a busy man and-"

"l understand dl that," said Maxwdll, "and | understand as well about the channels. Innumerable
delays, arequest passed on from hand to hand and the knowledge of one's communication spread
among so many people-"

"Professor Maxwdll," Longfelow said, "thereis no use, it seems, to beat about the bush. You'rea
persistent man and, | suspect, arather stubborn one, and with aman of that bent it is often best to lay it
on theline. The president won't see you. He can't afford to see you."

"Because there seems to have been two of me? Because one of meis dead?'

"The presswill befull of it thismorning. All the headlines shouting about aman come back from the
dead. Have you heard the radio, perhaps, or watched televison?'

"No," Maxwell sad, "I havent."

"Well, when you got around to it you'l find that you've been made athree-ring circus. | don't mind
telling you thet it isembarrassng.”

"Y ou mean ascanda?'

"l suppose you could call it that. And administration has trouble enough without identifying itself
with a situation such asyours. There isthis matter of Shakespeare, for example. We can't duck that one,
but we can duck you."

"But surdy,” said Maxwadll, "administration can't be too concerned with Shakespeare and mysdf as
compared to dl the other problemsthat it faces. Thereisthe uproar over thereviva of dueling a



Heidelberg and the dispute over the ethics of employing certain alien students on the football squads
and-"

"But can't you see," walled Longfellow, "that what happens on this particular campus are the things
that matter."

"Because adminigtration was transferred here? When Oxford and Cdiforniaand Harvard and half
adozen others-"

"If you ask me," Longfellow declared stiffly, "it was a piece of poor judgment on the part of the
board of regents. It has made things very difficult for adminigtration.”

"What would happen,” asked Maxwell, "if | just walked up the hill and into administration and
sarted pounding desks?'

"Y ou know well enough. Y ou'd be thrown out.”

"But if | brought along a corps of the newspaper and television boys and they were outside
watching?'

"| suppose then you wouldn't be thrown out. Y ou might even get to see the president. But | can
assure you that under circumstances such as those you'd not get whatever it may be you want.”

"S0," said Maxwdll, "I'd lose, no matter how | went about it."

"Asamatter of fact,” Longfelow told him, "1 had come this morning on quite adifferent mission. |
was bringing happy news."

"l canimaginethat you were," said Maxwell. "What kind of sop are you prepared to throw meto
make me disappear?'

"Not asop," said Longfellow, much aggrieved. "l wastold to offer you the post of dean at the
experimenta college the university isestablishing out on Gothic V.

"Y ou mean that planet with al the witches and the warlocks?"

"1t would be a splendid opportunity for amanin your field," Longfellow ingsted. "A planet where
wizardry developed without the intervention of other intelligences, asisthe case on Earth.”

"A hundred and fifty light-years digtant,” said Maxwdll. " Somewhat remote and | would think it
might be dreary. But | suppose the salary would be good.”

"Very good indeed.”

"No, thanks" said Maxwell. "I'm satisfied with my job, right here."

"Job?" asked Longfellow.

"Why, yes. In case you have forgotten, I'm on the faculty.”

Longfellow shook his head. "Not any longer,” he said. "Have you, by any chance, forgotten?Y ou
died, more than three weeks ago. We can't et vacancies go unfilled."

"Y ou mean I've been replaced?’

"Why, most certainly,” Longfellow told him nadtily. "Asit stands right now, you are unemployed.”
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The waiter brought the scrambled eggs and bacon, poured the coffee, then went away and |eft
Maxwell at the table. Through the wide expanse of window, Lake Mendota stretched away, a sheet of
glassy blue, with the faint suggestion of purple hills on the other shore. A squirrel ran down the bole of the
gnarled oak tree that stood just outside the window and halted, head downward, to stare with beady
eyes at the man gitting at the table. A brown and red oak leaf planed down deliberately, from branch to
ground, wobbling in thetiny therma currents of air. On the rocky shore aboy and girl walked dowly,
hand in hand, through the lakeshoreé's morning hush.

It would have been civilized and gracious, Maxwell told himself, to have accepted Longfellow's
invitation to eat breskfast with him, but by that time he had had al that he could take of the appointments
secretary and al that he wanted, at the moment, wasto be adone, to gain alittle timeto sort out the
Stuation and to do some thinking-athough probably he could not afford the time for thinking.



Oop had been right; it was apparent now that to see the university president would be no easy
task, not only because of that officid's busy schedule and his S&ff's obsess on of doing things through
channels, but because for some reason, not entirely understood, this matter of twin Peter Maxwells had
assumed the proportions of ascandal from which Arnold had the fervent wish to be disassociated.
Maxwell wondered, sitting there and gazing out the window at the popeyed, staring squirrel, whether this
attitude of the administration might go back to the interview with Drayton. Had Security zeroed in on
Arnold? It didn't seemtoo likdly, but it was, Maxwell admitted, apossibility. But bethat asit may, the
depth of Arnold'sjittery attitude was emphasized by the hurried offer of the post on Gothic V. Not only
did adminigtration want nothing to do with this second Peter Maxwell, it wanted him off the Earth aswell,
buried on a planet where in the space of alittle time he would be forgotten.

It was understandable that his post at Supernatural had been filled after the degth of the other Peter
Maxwell. After all, classes must go on. Gaps could not be left in the faculty. But even so, there were
other positions that could have been found for him. The fact that this had not been done, that the Gothic
IV position had been so quickly offered, was evidence enough that he was not wanted on the Earth.

Yet, it dl was strange. Administration could not have known until sometime yesterday that two
Peter Maxwells had existed. There could not have been a problem, thered have been no basisfor a
problem, until that word had been received. Which meant, Maxwell told himsdlf, that someone had
gotten to administration fast-someone who wanted to get rid of him, someone who was afraid that he
would interfere. But interfere in what? And the answer to that seemed so glib and easy that hefdlt,
ingtinctively, that it must be wrong. But search as he might, there was one answer only-that someone ese
knew of the hoard of knowledge on the crystal planet and was working to get hold of it.

There was one name to go on. Caral had said Churchill-that Churchill somehow wasinvolvedin
the offer that had been made to Time for the Artifact. Wasit possible that the Artifact was the price of
the crystal planet's knowledge? One couldn't count on that, of course, athough it might be so, for no one
knew what the Artifact might be.

That Churchill wasworking on the dedl was no surpriseat dl. Not for himsdlf, of course, but for
someone e se. For someone who could not afford to have hisidentity revealed. It wasin dedls such as
thisthat Churchill might prove useful. The man was aprofessond fixer and knew hisway around. He had
contacts and through long years of operation undoubtedly had laid out various pipdines of information
into many strange and powerful places.

And if such were the case, Maxwell redlized, his job became much harder. Not only must he guard
againg the rumormongering that wasimplicit in administration channels, he must now be doubly sure that
none of hisinformation fell into other handswhereit might be used againgt him.

The squirrel had gone on down the tree trunk and now was busily scrounging on the dope of lawn
that ran down to the lake, rustling through the falen leavesin search of an acorn he might somehow have
missed before. The boy and girl had walked out of sight and now a hesitant breeze was softly rumpling
the surface of thelake.

Therewere only afew othersat breskfast in the room; most of those who had been there when
Maxwell entered had finished now and |eft. From the floor above came the distant murmuring of voices,
the scuffling of feet asthe daily flow of students began to fill the Union, the off-hours gathering place of
undergraduates.

It was one of the oldest structures on the campus and one of the finest, Maxwdll told himself. For
over five hundred yearsit had been the meeting place, the refuge, the study hall of many generations and
inthe course of dl these generationsit had settled easily and comfortably into the functiona tradition that
made it a second home for many thousand students. Here could be found a quietness for reflection or for
study, here the cozy corners needed for good talk, here the game roomsfor billiards or for chess, here
the eating places, here the meeting hdls, and tucked off in odd cornerslittle reading rooms with their
shelves of books.

Maxwell pushed back hischair, but stayed stting, finding himsalf somehow reluctant to get up and
leave-for once heleft this place, he knew, held plunge into the problems he must face. Outside the
window lay a golden autumn day, warming as the sun rose in the sky-a day for showers of golden leaves,



for blue haze on the distant hills, for the solemn glory of chrysanthemums bedded in the garden, for the
quiet glow of goldenrod and aster in the fields and vacant lots.

From behind him he heard the scurrying of many hard-shod feet and when he swung around in his
chair, he saw the owner of the feet advancing rapidly across the squared red tilestoward him.

It looked like an outsize, land-going shrimp, with itsjointed legs, its strangely canted body with
long, weird rods-apparently sensory organs-extending outward from itstiny head. Its color was an
unhedlthy white and its three globular black eyes bobbed on the ends of long antennae.

It cameto ahalt beside the table and the three antennae swiveled to aim the three eyes Straight at
Maxwell.

It sad inahigh, piping voice, the skin of itsthroat fluttering rapidly beneath the seemingly
inadequate head, "Informed | am that you be Professor Peter Maxwell."

"Theinformation happensto beright,” said Maxwell. "I am Peter Maxwell."

"I be acreature out of the world you would name Spearhead Twenty-seven. Name | haveisof no
interest to you. | appear before you in carrying out commission by my employer. Perhaps you know it by
designation of Miss Nancy Clayton.”

"Indeed | do," said Maxwell, thinking that it was very much like Nancy Clayton to employ an
outlandish creature such asthisfor an errand boy.

"I work mysdf through education,” explained the Shrimp, "doing anything | find."

"That'scommendable,” said Maxwell.

"| train in mathematics of time," declared the Shrimp. 1 concentrate on world-line configurations. |
amintizzy overit."

The Shrimp didn't look asif it werein any sort of tizzy.

"Why dl theinterest?' Maxwel asked " Something in your background? Something in your cultura
heritage?'

"Oh, very much indeed. Is completely new idea. On my world, no thought of time, no appreciation
such athing astime. Am much shocked to learn of it. And excited, too. But | digresstoo grestly. | come
here on an errand. Miss Clayton desires to know can you attend a party the evening of thisday. Her
place, eight by the clock."

"I bedievel can," saidd Maxwell. "Tdl her | dways make apoint of being a her parties.”

"Overjoyed," sad the Shrimp. " She so much wants you there. Y ou are talked concerning.”

"l see" said Maxwell.

"You hard to find. | run hard and fast. | ask in many places. Findly victorious."

"l am sorry,” Maxwell said, "'l put you to such trouble.”

He reached into his pocket and took out a bill. The creature extended one of itsforward legs and
grasped the bill inapair of pincers, folded it and refolded it and tucked it into asmall pouch that extruded
fromits chest.

"Y ou kind beyond expectation,” it piped. "Thereis one further information. Occasion for party is
unveiling of painting, recently acquired. Painting lost and gonefor very long. By Albert Lambert, Esquire.
Great triumph for Miss Clayton.”

"l just betitis" said Maxwell. "Miss Clayton isaspecidigt in triumphs.”

"She, asemployer, isgracious,” said the Shrimp reprovingly.

" am sure of that," said Maxwell.

The cresture shifted swiftly and galloped from the room.

Listening to its departure, Maxwell heard it clatter up the dairsto the street level of the building.

Maxwel got up and headed for the stairs himsdlf. If he were going to witnessthe unveiling of a
painting, hetold himself, he'd better bone up on the artist. Which was exactly, he thought with agrin,
what almost every other person invited to Nancy's party would be doing before the day was out.

Lambert? The name held adight ring of recognition. He had read somewhere about him, probably
long ago. An articlein amagazine, perhaps, to help passanidle hour.
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Maxwell opened the book.

"Albert Lambert," said the opening page of text, "was born in Chicago, lllinois, January 11, 1973.
Famed as a portrayer of grotesque symbolism, hisearly years gave no promise of his great
accomplishments. Hisinitia work, while it was competent and showed askillful craftsmanship and adeep
ingght into his subject matter, was not particularly outstanding. His grotesque period came after hisfiftieth
year and, rather than developing, burst into full flower dmost overnight, asif the artist had developed it
secretly and did not show his canvasses of this period until he was satisfied with this new phase of his
work. But there is no evidence that this actualy was the case; rather, there seems to be some evidence
that it wasnot..."

Maxwell flipped over the text pagesto reach the color plates and leafed quickly through examples
of the artist's early work. And there, in the space of one page to the next, the paintings changed-the
artigtic concept, the color, even, it seemed to Maxwdll, the very craftsmanship.

Asif thework had been that of two different artists, thefirst tied intellectualy to some inner need
of orderly expression, the second engulfed, obsessed, ridden by some soul-shaking experience of which
hetried to cleanse himself by spreading it on canvas.

Stark, dark, terrible beauty beat out of the page and in the dusky silence of the library reading
room it seemed to Maxwell that he could hear the leathery whisper of black wings. Outrageous creatures
capered across the outrageous landscape, and yet the landscape and the creatures, Maxwell sensed at
once, were not mere fantasy, were no whimsical product of awillful unhinging of the mind, but seemed to
be solidly based upon some outré geometry predicated upon alogic and an outlook aien to anything he
had ever seen. The form, the color, the approach and the attitude were not merely twisted human values,
one had the ingtant fedling that they might be, instead, the prosaic representation of asituationin an area
entirely outside any human vaue. Grotesgue symbolism, the text had said, and it might be there, of
course, but if so, Maxwell told himsdf, asymbolism that could only be arrived at most tortuoudy after
painful study.

He turned the page and there it was again, that complete divergence from humanity-a different
scene with different creatures againgt a different landscape, but carrying, as had that first plate, the
shattering impact of actudity, no figment of the artist's mind, but the representation of a scene he once
had gazed upon and sought now to expurgate from mind and memory. Asaman might wash his hands,
Maxwell thought, lathering them fiercely with abar of strong, harsh soap, scrubbing them again and yet
again, endlesdy, in adesperate attempt to remove by physical means apsychic stain that he had incurred.
A scenethat he had gazed upon, perhaps, not through human eyes, but through the dien optics of alost
and unguessed race.

Maxwell sat fascinated, Staring at the page, wanting to pull his eyes away, but unable to, trapped
by theweird and awful beauty, by someterrible, hidden purpose that he could not understand. Time, the
Shrimp had said, was something that his race had never thought of, auniversa factor that had not
impinged upon his culture, and here, captured in these color plates, was something that man had never
thought of, had never even dreamed.

He reached out his hand to grasp the book and closeit, but he hesitated asiif there were some
reason he should not close the book, some compelling reason to continue staring at the plate.

And in that hesitancy, he became aware of a certain strangeness that might keep him staring at the
page-a puzzling factor that he had not recognized conscioudy, but that had been nagging at him.

Hetook his hands away and sat Saring at the plate, then dowly turned the page and as he glanced
at that third plate, the strangeness leaped out at him-a brushed-in flickering, an artistic technique that
made an apparent shimmer, asif something of substance were there and twinkling, seen one moment, not
quite seen the next.

He sat, dack-jawed, and watched the flickering-atrick of the eye, most likely, atrick of the eye
encouraged by the mastery of the artist over paint and brush. But trick of the eye or not, easy of



recognition by anyone who had seen the ghostly race of the crystal planet.
And through the hushed silence of the dusky room one question hammered a him: How could
Albert Lambert have known about the people of the crystal planet?
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"l had heard about you," Allen Preston said, "and it seemed incredible, of course. But the source of
my information seemed unimpeachable and | made an effort to get in touch with you. I'm abit worried
over thissituation, Pete. Asan attorney, I'd say you werein trouble.”

Maxwell sat down in the chair in front of Preston's desk. "I suppose | am,” he said. "For onething,
it appears've lost my job. Isthere such athing astenure in acase like mine?”’

"A caselikeyours?' the atorney asked. "Just whét is the Stuation? No one seems to know.
Everyoneistaking about it, but no one seemsto know. I, mysdf..."

Maxwell grinned wryly. "Sure. Y ou'd like to know. Y ou're puzzled and confused and not quite
sureyoure sane. You st therewondering if I'm really Peter Maxwell."

"Wadl, areyou?' Preston asked.

"l ansure |l am. | wouldn't blame you, or anyone, if you doubted it. There were two of us.
Something happened to the wave pattern. One of uswent to the Coonskin system, the other somewhere
€else. The one who went to Coonskin came back to Earth and died. | came back yesterday.”

"And found that you were dead.”

Maxwell nodded. "My apartment had been rented, my possessionsall are gone. The university tdls
me my position has been filled and I'm without ajob. That'swhy | asked about the tenure Stuation.”

Preston leaned back in his chair and squinted thoughtfully at Maxwell. "Legdly,” hesad, "1 think
wed find that the university stands on solid ground. Y ou are dead, you see. Y ou have no tenure now.
Not, at least, until it can be reestablished.”

"Through along process at law?"

"Yes, | would suspect so. | can't give you an honest answer. Thereis no precedent. Oh, sure there
are precedents in the case of mistaken identity-someone who is dead being mistakenly identified as
someonewho is il dive. But with you, there's no mistake. A man who undeniably was Peter Maxwell is
undeniably dead, and thereis no precedent for reestablishing identity in a Stuation such asthat. Wed
have to set our own precedent as we went aong, a very laborious beating through the thickets of lega
argument. It might take years. To tell you the truth, I'm not sure where or how to start. Oh, it could be
developed, it could be carried forward, but it would take alot of work and thought. First, of course,
we'd have to establish, legdly, who you are.”

"Who | really am? For God's sake, Al, we know who | am."

"But the law doesn't. The law wouldn't recognize you asyou aretoday. Y ou have no lega being.
Absolutely none. All your identification cards have been turned in to Records and have been filed by

"But | havethose cards" said Maxwdl quietly. "Right herein my pocket.”

Preston stared a him. "Y es, cometo think of it, | suppose you have. Oh Lord, what a mess!”

He got up and walked across the room, shaking his head. At the wall, he turned around and came
back. He sat down again.

"Let methink about it," hesaid. "Give mealittletime. | can dig up something. We haveto dig up
something. And therésalot to do. There's the matter of your will..."

"My will?1'd forgot about the will. Never thought of it."

"It'sin probate. But | can get a stay of some sort.”

"I willed everything to my brother, who'swith the Exploratory Service. | could get in touch with
him, dthough it might be quite achore. He's usudly out with the fleet. But the point isthat therell be no
trouble there. As soon as he knows what happened...”



"Not with him," said Preston, "but the court's a different, matter. It can be done, of course, but it
may taketime. Until it'scleared, you'll have no claim to your estate. Y ou own nothing except the clothes
you stand in and what isin your pockets.”

"The university offered me apost on Gothic I'V. Dean of aresearch unit. But at the moment, I'm
not about to takeit."

"How are you fixed for cash?'

"I'm al right. For the present. Oop took mein and | have some money. If | had to, | could pick up
some sort of job. Harlow Sharp would help me out if | needed something. Go on one of hisfied trips, if
nothing dse. | think I might likethat."

"But don't you have to have some sort of Time degree?”

"Not if you go as aworking member of the expedition. To hold a supervisory post of some sort, it
would take one, | suppose.”

"Beforel start moving,” Preston said, "I'll have to know the details. Everything that happened.”

"I'll write out a statement for you. Have it notarized. Anything you want.”

"Seemsto me," said Preston, "we might file action againgt Trangportation. They put you inthis
mess”

Maxwell hedged. "Not right now," he said. "We can think of it later on."

"Y ou get that statement put together,” Preston told him. "And in the meantime, I'll do somethinking
and look up some law. Then we can make a start. Have you seen the papers or looked at televison?”

Maxwell shook hisheed. "I haven't had thetime.”

"They'regoing wild," said Preston. "It'sawonder they haven't cornered you. They must belooking
for you. All they have asyet is conjecture. Y ou were seen last night at the Pig and Whistle. A lot of
people apparently spotted you there last night, or thought they did. The lineright now isthat you've come
back from the dead. If | wereyou, I'd keep out of their way. If they should catch up with you, tell them
absolutely nothing.”

"l have no intention to," saild Maxwell.

They sat inthe quiet office, looking slently a one another.”

"What amessl” said Preston, findlly. "What alovely mess! | believe, Pete, | might just enjoy this."

"By theway," said Maxwdll, "Nancy Clayton invited meto a party tonight. I've been wondering if
there might be some connection-although there needn't be. Nancy used to invite me on occasion.”

Preston grinned. "Why, you're a celebrity. Y ou'd be quite acatch for Nancy."

"I'm not too sure of that," said Maxwell. "She must have heard | had shown up. She'd be curious,
of course.”

"Yes" sad Preston dryly, "shewould be curious.”
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Maxwell expected that he might find newsmen lying in wait for him at Oop's shack, but there was
no one there. Apparently the word hadn't spread that he was staying there.

The shack stood in the drows ness of |ate afternoon, with the autumn sunlight pouring like molten
gold over the westherbeaten lumber scraps of which it had been built. A few bees buzzed lazily in abed
of astersthat grew outside the door, and down the stretch of hillside above the roadway afew yellow
butterflies drifted in the hazy afternoon.

Maxwell opened the door and stuck in his head. There was no one there. Oop was off prowling
somewhere and therewas no sign of Ghost. A banked fire glowed redly in the fireplace. Maxwell shut
the door and sat down on the bench that stood before the shack.

Far to the west one of the campus four lakes shone as athin blue lens. The countryside was
painted brown and yellow by dead sedges and dying grasses. Here and there littleidands of color flared
in scattered groups of trees.



Warm and soft, thought Maxwell. A land that one could dream in. Unlike those violent, gloomy
landscapes that Lambert had painted so many years ago.

He sat wondering why those landscapes should stick so tightly, like abur against hismind.
Wondering, too, how the artist could have known how the ghostly inhabitants of the crystdl planet
flickered. It could not be merely happenstance; it was not the sort of thing a man might readily imagine.
Reason said that Lambert must have known about those ghostly people, reason just as plainly said it was
impossible

And what about all those other creatures, al those other grotesque monstrosities Lambert had
gpread with an insane, vicious brush across the canvasses? Where did they fit in? Where might they have
come from? Or were they smply mad figments of imagination, torn raw and bleeding from astrangely
tortured mind? Were the people of the crystal planet the only authentic creastures Lambert had depicted?
It did not seem too likely. Somewhere or other, somehow or other, Lambert must have seen these other
creatures, too. And was the landscape pure imagination, brushed in to maintain the mood established by
the creatures, or might it have been the landscape of the crystal planet at some other time, beforeit had
been fixed forever in the floor and roof that shut it in againgt the universe? But that, he told himsdlf, was
impossible, for the planet had been enclosed before the present universe was born. Ten billion years at
least, perhaps as much asfifty billion.

Maxwell stirred uneasily. It made no sense at al. None of it made any sort of sense. He had
trouble enough, he told himself, without worrying about Lambert's paintings. He had lost hisjab, his
estate was locked in probate, be didn't have alega standing as ahuman being.

But none of that mattered too much, not right now, anyhow. First came the matter of the hoard of
knowledge on the crystal planet. It was a knowledge the university must have-a body of knowledge that
most certainly was greater than the totd of al knowledge in the known galaxy. Some of it would
duplicate what was dready known, of course, but there would be, he was certain, other huge areas of
understanding which were yet unthought of. Thelittle that he had had the time to see bolstered that
belief.

Once again, it seemed, he was hunkered down before the table, most like a coffee table, on
which hed piled the metd sheets he had taken from the shelves, and with the contraption that was a
reader, an interpreter, call it what one might, fastened to his head.

There had been the sheet of metd that talked about the mind, not in metaphysical or philosophic
terms, but as a mechanism, employing terms and concepts that he could not grasp. He had struggled with
the terminology, he remembered, for he knew that here was atrestise on an area of understanding no one
yet had touched, but after atime had put it to one side, for it was beyond him. And there was that other
piece of meta, that other book, which appeared to be abasi ¢ text on the application of certain
mathematica principlesto the socia sciences, although some of the socia sciences that were mentioned
he could only guess at, groping after the concepts as ablind man might grope after flitting butterflies.
There had been histories, he recaled, not of one universe, but two, and naturad history which had told of
lifeforms so fantagtic in their basic principles and their functions that they seemed unbelievable, and a
very thin sheet of metal, so thin it bent and twisted, like a sheet of paper, when he handled it, that had
been so far beyond his understanding that he could not quite be sure what it was about. And athicker
piece of metal, amuch thicker piece, wherein he read the thoughts and philosophies of creatures and of
cultureslong since gone to dust that had sent him reeling back, frightened, disgusted, outraged and
dismayed, but till full of afearful wonder, at the utter inhumanity expressed m those philosophies.

All that and more, much more, atrillion times more, waswaiting out there on the crysta planet.

It wasimportant, he reminded himsdlf, that he carry out the assgnment that he had been given. It
wasvita that thelibrary of the crystal planet be attained and, probably, although no time limit had been
placed, that it be done quickly. For if he failed there was, he fdlt sure, agood possibility that the planet
would go elsewhere to seek another market, to offer what it had, out into another sector of the galaxy,
perhaps out of the galaxy entirely.

The Artifact, he told himsdlf, could be the price, dthough he could not be sure of that. The fact that
an offer had been madefor it, and that Churchill somehow wasinvolved in it, made that seem reasonable.



But at the moment he could not be sure. The Artifact might be wanted by someone for some other
purpose, perhaps by someone who might finally have figured out exactly what it was. He tried to imagine
exactly what they might have found, but he had no factsto go on, and hefailed.

A flight of blackbirds came swirling down out of the sky, skimming just above the roof of the
shack, saling over the roadway. Maxwell watched them settle into the dying vegetation of a stretch of
marsh, balancing their bodies ddlicately on the bending stems of rank-growing weeds, come thereto feed
for an hour or so before flying off to roost in some secluded woodland they had picked as a bivouac on
thelr migration southward.

Maxwd |l got up and stretched. The peace and the quiet of the tawny afternoon had soaked into his
body. He'd like anap, he thought. After atime Oop would come back home and wake him and they'd
have something to et and talk for awhile before he went off to Nancy's.

He opened the door and went into the shack, crossing the floor to sit upon the bed. Maybe, he
thought, he ought to seeif he till had a clean shirt and an extrapair of socksto don before the party. He
reached out and hauled his bag off the floor and dumped it on the bed.

Opening the catches, he threw back the lid and took out apair of trousersto get at the shirtsthat
were packed beneath them. The shirts were there and so was something el se, acontraption with a
headband and two eyepieces folded up againd it.

He gtared at it in wonder, recognizing it. It was the trandator which he had used on the crystal
planet to read the metal tablets. He lifted it out and let it dangle in his hand. Here was the band to clamp
around the head, with the power pack in the back, and the two eyepieces one flipped down into position
once the device was fastened on the head.

He must have packed it by mistake, he thought, athough be could nat, for thelife of him,
remember packing it. But there it was and perhaps no harm was done. It might even be used at some
future time to help substantiate his claim he had been on the planet. Although, he realized, it was not good
evidence. It wasjust agadget that had an ordinary look about it, athough it might not, he reminded
himself, seem so ordinary if someone poked around in the mechanism of it.

A light tapping came from somewhere and Maxwell, surprised by so small anoise, stiffened and
held himsdlf rigid, listening. Perhgps awindblown branch, he thought, tapping on the roof, athough it had
adightly different sound than abranch againgt the roof.

The tapping stopped and then began again, thistime not a steady rapping, but rather like a code.
Three quick taps and then a pause, followed by two rapid taps and then another pause, with the pattern
of the tapping repeated once again.

It was someone at the door.

Maxwell got up from the bed and stood undecided. It might be newsmen who had findly tracked
him down, or thought they'd tracked him down, and if that should be the case, it might be best to leave
the door unanswered. But the tapping at the door, it seemed to him, was not boisterous enough, not
demanding enough, for anewsman, or saverd newsmen, who had finaly run himto hislair. Thetaps
were soft, amogt tentative, the kind of tapping that might be done by someone who did not want to
advertise their presence, or who, for one reason or another, was not quite sure of purpose. And if it were
newsmen, Maxwel| redlized, it would do no good not to let them in, for in alittle while they'd try the door
and find it open and then come burgting in.

The tapping, which had stopped for amoment, took up again. Maxwell trudged to the door and
threw it open. Outside stood the Shrimp, aghostly, gleaming white in the wash of sunlight. Beneath one
of hislimbs, which now served as an arm rather than aleg, he clutched a paper-wrapped bundle tight
agang hisbody.

"For the love of God, comein,” said Maxwell sharply, "before someone seesyou here.”

The Shrimp came in and Maxwell closed the door, wondering what it was that had caused him to
urgeitin.

"Y ou need no apprehension,” said the Shrimp, "about news harvesters. | was careful and | noticed.
No one followed me. I'm such afoolish-looking creature no one ever follows me. No one ever accords
to me any purpose whatsoever."



"That isafortunate thing to have," said Maxwell. "I think thet it is called protective coloration.”

"| gppear again,”" said Shrimp, "on behalf of Miss Nancy Clayton. She knowsyou carried little on
your trip, have had no chance to shop or have laundry done. No wish to embarrass-charging me to say
thiswith goodly emphasis-but wish to send you clothesto wear."

Hetook the bundle from underneath hisarm and handed it to Maxwell.

"That isnice of Nancy."

"Sheisthoughtful person. She commissioned meto say further.”

"Go ahead,” said Maxwell.

"Therewill be wheded vehicle to take you to the house.”

"Thereisno need of that," said Maxwell. "The roadway runsright past her place.”

"Once again gpology,” said the Shrimp, with firmness, "but she thinksit best. Thereismuch
hithering and thithering, by many types of crestures, to learn your whereabouts."

"Canyoutdl me" asked Maxwell, "how Miss Clayton knows my whereagbouts?'

Said the Shrimp, "I truly do not know."

"All right, then. Y ou'll thank Miss Clayton for me?"

"With gladness," said the Shrimp.
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"I'll take you around to the back,” the driver said. "Thereisaswarm of newsmen hanging around
out front. They'll be gone later on, but now they're therein droves. Miss Clayton suggested you might not
want to meet them.”

"Thank you," Maxwell said. "It isthoughtful of you." Nancy, hetold himsdlf, had taken over, as
was her usua practice, viewing it as her prerogative to order people'slives.

Her house stood on the low bluff that hemmed in the western edge of the lake. Off to the left the
water gleamed softly in the early moonlight. The front of the house was ablaze with light, but the back
was dark.

The car turned off the highway and climbed dowly aong anarrow driveway lined by massve
oaks. A dartled bird flew, squawking, across the roadway, aflurry of desperately beating wings caught
for amoment in the headlights. A pair of dogs came raging down the hollow tunndl of the drive, split and
swung on either sde of the car.

Thedriver chuckled. "If you werewaking, they'd eat you dive."

"But why?" asked Maxwdll. "Why, al a once, must Nancy be guarded by a dog pack?"

"Not MissClayton," the driver said. "It issomeonedse.”

The question came to Maxwell'stongue, but he choked it back.

The driver swung the car into a curved driveway that ran beneath an open portico, and pulled up
to ahdt.

"In the back door," the driver said. ™Y ou don't need to knock. Then straight down the hall past the
curved daircase. The party'sup in front.”

Maxwell started to open the car door, then hesitated.

"Y ou need not mind the dogs,” the driver told him. "They recognize the car. Anyone who steps out
of itisOK with them."

Therewas, in fact, no sign of the dogs, and Maxwell went swiftly up the three steps of the stoop,
opened the back door, and stepped into the hall.

The hal wasdark, A littlelight filtered down the winding staircase-someone apparently had left on
alight on the second story. But that was dl; there were no other lights. From somewherein the front of
the house came the muffled sound of revelry.

He stood for amoment without moving and as his eyes became accustomed to the darkness, he
could see that the hall ran for some distance toward the center of the house, past the foot of the winding



stairs and beyond. There was a door back there, or perhaps an abrupt turn in the hall, that would take
him party-ward.

It was strange, he told himsdlf. If Nancy had instructed the driver to bring him to the back, she
would have had someone thereto greet him, or at least she would have seen that therewas alight so he
could find hisway.

Strange, and very awkward, to arrive thisway, to grope hisway along the hal in search of the
otherswho were there. For amoment he considered turning about and leaving, making his way back to
Oop's place. Then he remembered the dogs. They would be out there and waiting and they looked like
vicious brutes.

Thiswhole busness, hetold himsdlf, wasnot at dl like Nancy. Nancy wouldn't do athing likethis.
There was something very wrong and he did not like it.

He moved cautioudy down the hall, dert for chair or table that might be thereto trip him up. He
could see alittle better now, but the hall was till atunnd without any detalls.

He passed the dtairs, skirting around their base, and now, with the light from the Stairway partialy
cut off, the hall became darker than it was before.

A voice asked, "Professor Maxwell? Isthat you, Professor?’

Maxwell stopped in mid-gtride, balancing on one leg, then carefully put hislifted foot down against
the floor and stood, not stirring, while goose bumps prickled on his skin.

"Professor Maxwell," said the voice, "I know that you are out there.”

It was not avoice, actualy, or it didn't seem to be. There had been no sound, Maxwell could have
sworn, yet he had heard the words, not so much, perhaps, in his ear, as somewherein hisbrain.

Hefdt theterror mounting in him and hetried to fight it off, but it didn't go away. It stayed,
crouched somewhere out there in the dark, ready to rushin.

Hetried to speak and gulped instead. The voice said, "I've waited here for you, Professor. | want
to communicate with you. It isto your interest asmuch asitisto mine."

"Where areyou?' Maxwell asked.

"Through the door just to your left.”

"l do not see adoor.”

Good common sense hammered hard at Maxwell. Break and run, it said. Get out of here asfast as
you can go.

But he couldn't bresk and run. He couldn't bring himself to do it. And if he ran, which way should
he run? Not back to the door, for the dogs were waiting out there. Not clattering down the darkened
hall, more than likely to bump into something and raise aterrible clatter, to aert the guests up therein
front and to be found, when they investigated, disheveled and bruised and sweeting with hisfear. For if
he ran, he knew, fear would pounce upon him and held give way to it.

It was bad enough sneaking in from the back door on a party without being found in a condition
such asthat.

If it had been just avoice, any kind of voice, it would not have been so frightening, but it was a
strange kind of voice-there was no intonation to it and there was about it a certain raw, mechanica,
amogt rasping quality. It was not a human voice, Maxwell told himsalf. Therewas an dien in that room.

"Thereisadoor,” theflat, hard voice said. " Step dightly to your left and push againgt it."

The whole thing was becoming ridiculous, Maxwell told himself. Either he went through the door or
he broke and ran. He might try to smply walk away, but he knew that the minute he turned his back
upon that hidden door, he would run-not because he wanted to, but because he had to, running from the
fear he had turned his back upon.

He stepped to the left, found the door, and pushed. The room was dark, but from alamp
somewherein the yard outside, some light filtered through the windows, faling on aroly-poly cresture
that stood in the center of the room, its pudgy belly gleaming with awrithing phosphorescence, asif a
group of luminescent sea-dwellers had been imprisoned in a bowl.

"Yes," the creature said, "you are quite right. | am one of those beingsthat you cdl aWheder. For
my vist here | have given mysdf adesignation that falls easy on your mind. Y ou may call be Mr.



Marmaduke. For convenience only, | suspect you understand, for it's not my name. In fact, none of us
have names. They are unnecessary. Our persond identity isachieved in another way."

"l am pleasad to meet you, Mr. Marmaduke," said Maxwell, speaking dowly, the only way he
could, since hislips had become, likethe rest of him, dightly <tiff and frozen.

"And | you, Professor.”

"How did you know who | was?' asked Maxwell. ™Y ou seemed to have no doubt at al. You
knew, of course, I'd be coming down the hall."

"Of course," the Whedler said.

Now Maxwell could see the creature abit more clearly, the bloated body supported on two
whedls, the lower part of the body gleaming and twisting like a pail of worms.

"Y ou are Nancy's guest?" he asked.

"Yes," sad Mr. Marmaduke, "certainly | am. The guest of honor, | believe, at this gathering she
hes”

"Then, perhaps, you should be out with the other guests.”

"| pleaded tiredness,” said Mr. Marmaduke. "A dight prevarication, | must admit, sncel am never
tired. So | went to rest awhile-"

"And to wait for me?"

"Precisdy,” said Mr. Marmaduke.

Nancy, Maxwell thought. No, Nancy, he was sure, wasn't in on it. She had afrothy brain and al
she cared about were her everlasting parties and she'd be incapable of any kind of intrigue.

"Thereisasubject we can talk about,” said Mr. Marmaduke, "with some profit, | presume, to the
both of us. Y ou arelooking for abuyer, | believe, for alarge commodity. | might have some passing
interest in that commodity.”

Maxwell moved back astep and tried to find an answer. But there was no ready answer. Although
he should have known, he told himself, or at least have suspected.

"You say nothing," said Mr. Marmaduke. "1 cannot be mistaken. Y ou are, without fail, the agent
for the sale?’

"Yes," sad Maxwell. "Yes, | anthe agent.”

There was no use denying it, he knew. Somehow or other, this creature in the room knew about
the other planet and the hoard of knowledge. And he might know the price aswell. Could it have been
the Whed er, he wondered, who had made the offer for the Artifact?

"Well, then," said Mr. Marmaduke, "let us proceed immediately to business and adiscussion of the
terms. Not forgetting, in the course of it, to mention the commission that will be coming to you.”

"l am afraid," sadd Maxwell, "that isimpossible at the moment. | do not know the terms. Y ou seg, |
wasfirst to find a potentia buyer and then-"

"No trouble whatsoever," said Mr. Marmaduke, "for | have the knowledge that you lack. | am
acquainted with theterms.”

"And you will pay the price?'

"Oh, without any question,” said the Whedler. "It will take just alittletime. There are certain
negotiations which must be terminated. Once those are done, you and | can complete dl business and the
matter will be done, without any fuss or trouble. The only thing, it would appear to me, isa determination
of the commission which you will have earned sorichly.”

"l would imagine," said Maxwell blegkly, "that it might be agood commisson.”

"Wehad in mind,” said Mr. Marmaduke, "of naming you-shal we say librarian?-of the commodity
we purchase. Therewill be much to do working out the various commodities and codifying them. For
work of this sort we will need a cregture such asyou, and | imagine that you might find the work highly
interesting. And the sdlary-Professor Maxwell, we pray you name the salary and the conditions of
employment.”

"1 would haveto think about it."

"By al means" said Mr. Marmaduke. "'In a procedure such asthis, alittle thought isgood. You
will find us most digposed to generosity.”



"That's not what | meant,” said Maxwdll. "I'll haveto think about the dedl. Whether I'd be willing to
arrange asdefor you."

"Y ou doubt, perhaps, our worthiness to purchase the commodity?"

"That might beit,” said Maxwell.

"Professor Maxwell," said the Whesdler, "it would be advisable for you to lay aside your doubts. It
isfor the best that you entertain no doubt of usat al. For we are most determined that we shdl obtain
what you haveto offer. So, in the best of grace, you should dedl with us."

"Whether | want to or not?" asked Maxwell.

"l," said Mr. Marmaduke, "would have not put it quite o bluntly. But you state it most correctly.”

"You are not in the best position,” Maxwdl told him, "to ek in that tone of voice."

"Y ou are not aware of the position that we hold,” the Wheeler said. ™Y our knowledge goes out to
only acertain point in gpace. Y ou cannot know wheat lies beyond that point.”

There was something in the words, something in the way that they were said, that sent achill
through Maxwell, asif from some unknown quarter of the universe asharp, frigid blast of wind had
blown through the room.

Y our knowledge goes only to a certain point in space, Mr. Marmaduke had said, and what lay
beyond that point? No one could know, of course, except that in certain areas beyond the shadowy
frontier of man's probing it was known the Whedlers had staked out an empire. And seeping across that
frontier came horror stories, such tales as any frontier might inspire, ssemming from man's wonder
concerning that unknown which lay just alittle way ahead.

There had been little contact with the Wheders and there was dmost nothing known of them-and
that in itself was bad. There was no thrusting out of hands, no gestures of goodwill, either from the
Wheders or from the humans and their friends and dlies. The frontier lay there, in that one great sector
out in space, aslent, sullen line that neither side had crossed.

"1 would be better able to cometo some decision,” Maxwell said, "if my knowledge did extend, if
we could know more about you."

"Y ou know that we are bugs," said Mr. Marmaduke, and the words fairly dripped with scorn.

"Y ou areintolerant-"

"Not intolerant,”" said Maxwell angrily, "and we do not think of you as bugs. We know you are
what we would cal hive mechanisms. We know each of you isacolony of crestures smilar to thelife
formsthat here on Earth we think of asinsects, and that sets us apart from you, of course, but no more
distant from us than many other creatures from many other stars. | do not like the word 'intolerant,” Mr.
Marmaduke, because it impliesthat there is ground for tolerance and there is no such thing-not for you,
nor me, nor any other creaturein the universe.”

He found that he was shaking with his anger and he wondered why he should suddenly become so
angry at asingle word. He could remain calm at the thought of the Wheder buying the knowledge of the
crystd planet, then flare with sudden anger at one specific word. Perhaps because, he told himsdlf, with
so many different races who must live together, both tolerance and intol erance had become dirty words.

"You arguewell and amiably,” said Mr. Marmaduke, "and you may not be intolerant-"

"Even were there such athing asintolerance,” said Maxwell, "I cannot understand why you'd
resent it so. It would be a reflection upon the one who had exhibited it rather than upon the one toward
whom it was directed. Not only areflection upon good manners, but upon one's basic knowledge. There
can be nothing quite so stupid asintolerance.”

"Thenif not intolerance,” asked the Wheder, "what makes you hesitate?*

"I would have to know how you meant to use the commaodity. | would want to know your
purpose. | would need to know a great deal more about you."

"So that you could judge?!

"l don't know," said Maxwell bitterly. "How can one judge aSituation such asthis?'

"Wetak too much,” said Mr. Marmaduke. "And the talk is meaningless. | perceive you have no
intention to make aded with us."

"At the moment,” Maxwell told him, "I would say that you wereright.”



"Then," said Mr. Marmaduke, "we must find another way. Y ou will cause us, by your refusd, a
great ded of time and trouble and welll be most ungrateful to you."

"l have afeding,” Maxwedl said, "that | can bear up under your ingratitude.”

"Thereisacertain advantage, Sir," warned Mr. Marmaduke, "in being on the winning sde.”

Something big and moving swiftly brushed past Maxwell and out of the corner of his eye he caught
the sudden flash of gleaming teeth and the stresk of tawny bodly.

"No, Sylvester!" Maxwell shouted. "L eave him done, Sylvester!™

Mr. Marmaduke moved swiftly. Hiswhedls blurred as he spun and swept in aquick haf-circle,
skirting Sylvester's rushing charge and heading for the door. Sylvester's claws screeched as he turned,
swapping end for end. Maxwell, seeing the Wheder bearing down upon him, ducked out of the way, but
awhed grazed his shoulder and brushed him roughly to one sde. With aswish, Mr. Marmaduke went
streaking out the door. Behind him came Sylvester, long and lithe, atawny shape that seemed to flow
smoothly through theair.

"No Sylvester!" Maxwel screamed, flinging himsdlf through the door and making aquick turnin
the hall, hislegs pumping rapidly as he skidded on the turn.

Ahead of him the Wheder was rolling smoothly down the hall, with Sylvester close behind him.
Maxwell wasted no more breath in yelling at the cat, but drove his body forward in pursuit.

At thefar end of the hdl, Mr. Marmaduke swung smoothly to the left and Sylvester, dmost on top
of him, lost precious seconds as he fought, and failed, to make as smooth aturn. Warned of theturning in
the hal, Maxwell took it in his stride and ahead of him he saw alighted corridor that led to a short marble
staircase and beyond the staircase a crowd of people standing about in little knots, with glassesin their
hands.

Mr. Marmaduke was heading for the staircase, going very fast. Sylvester was one leap ahead of
Maxwdll, perhaps three legps behind the Whedler.

Maxwell tried to yell awarning, but he didn't have the breath and, in any case, events were moving
much too fast.

The Wheder hit the top step of the staircase and Maxwell launched his body through the air, arms
outstretched. He came down on top of the saber-tooth and wrapped his arms around its neck. The two
of them sprawled to the floor and out of the corner of his eye, as he and Sylvester cartwhedled down the
corridor, Maxwell saw the Whedler bouncing high on the second step and beginning to tip over.

And then, suddenly, there was the screaming of frightened women and the ydlls of startled men and
the crash of breaking glasses. For once, thought Maxwell grimly, Nancy was getting a bigger boot out of
her party than she had bargained for.

He piled up against awall, at the far edge of the staircase, and somehow or other, Sylvester was
perched on top of him and reaching down to lap fondly at hisface.

"Sylvester," he said, "thiswasthetime you did it. Y ou got usin amess."

Sylvester went on lapping and arasping purr rumbled in his chest.

Maxwell pushed the cat away and managed to dide up thewall to asitting position.

Out on the floor of the room beyond the staircase, Mr. Marmaduke lay upon his side, both whedls
spinning crazily, thefriction of thewhed that was bottom-most making him rotate lopsidedly.

Caral came running up the steps and stopped, with fists firmly on her hips, to stare down at
Maxwell and the cat.

"The two of you!" she cried, then choked with anger.

"Were sorry," Maxwell said.

"The guest of honor," she screamed at them, amost weeping. "The guest of honor and you two
hunting him down the hals asif he wereamoose."

"Apparently we didn't hurt him much,” said Maxwell. "l see heisintact. | wouldn't have been
surprised if hisbelly broke and al those bugs of hiswere scattered on the floor.

"What will Nancy think?' Carol asked accusingly.

"l imagine," Maxwdll told her, "that shell be delighted. There hasn't been this much ruckus a one
of her parties since the time the fire-bresthing amphibian out of the Nettle system set the Chrismastree



onfire"

"Y ou make those things up,” sad Caral, "I don't believe it happened.”

"Crossmy heart,” said Maxwell. "'l was here and saw it. Helped put out thefire.”

Out on the floor some of the guests had laid hold of Mr. Marmaduke and were pulling him over to
stand upright on hiswhedls. Little serving robotics were scurrying about, picking up the broken glassand
mopping up the floor where the drinks had spilled.

Maxwell got to hisfeet and Sylvester moved over close beside him, rubbing againgt hislegsand
purring.

Nancy had arrived from somewhere and was talking with Mr. Marmaduke. A large circle of guests
stood around and listened to the talk.

"If | wereyou," suggested Carol, "I'd skin out of here the best way that | could. | can't imagine that
you'll be welcome here.”

"On the contrary,” Maxwell told her, "I'm aways welcome here."

He started walking down the staircase, with Sylvester pacing regaly beside him. Nancy turned and
saw him, broke through the circle and came across the floor to meet him.

"Petel" shecried. "Thenit'sredly true. Y ou are back again.”

"Why, of course" said Maxwll.

"I saw it in the papers, but | didn't quite bdieveit. | thought it was ahoax or agag of some sort."

"But you invited me," said Maxwell.

"Invited you?"

She wasn't kidding him. He could see she wasn't kidding.

"Y ou mean you didn't send the Shrimp..." "The Shrimp?”

"Wel, athing that looked like an overgrown shrimp.”

She shook her head and, watching her face, Maxwell saw, with something of ashock, that shewas
growing old. There were many tiny wrinkles around the corners of her eyesthat cosmeticsfailed to hide.

"A thing that looked like ashrimp," he said. "Said it was running errands for you. It said | was
invited to the party. It said a.car would be sent to fetch me. It even brought me clothes, because it said-"

"Pete," said Nancy, "please believe me. | did none of this. | did not invite you, but I'm glad you're
here"

She moved closer and lay ahand upon hisarm. Her face crinkled in agiggle. "And I'll be interested
in hearing about what happened between you and Mr. Marmaduke."

"That I'm sorry about,” said Maxwell.

"No need to be. HEsS my guest, of course, and one must be considerate of guests, but he'sareally
terrible person. Pete, he'sbasically abore and asnob and-"

"Not now," Maxwell warned her softly.

Mr. Marmaduke had disengaged himself from the circle of guests and was whedling acrossthe
floor toward them. Nancy turned to face him.

"Youredl right?" sheasked. "Youredly aredl right?’

"Very right,” said Mr. Marmaduke.

Hewheded close to Maxwell and an arm extruded from the top of his roly-poly body-aropelike,
flexible arm more like atentacle than arm, with three clawlike fingers on the end of it. He reached out
with it and draped it around Maxwell's shoulders. At the pressure of it, Maxwell had the ingtinct to shrink
away, but with an exercise of consciouswill, forced himself not to Htir.

"| thank you, gr," said Mr. Marmaduke. "I am most grateful to you. Y ou saved my life perhaps.
Just as| fell | saw you leap upon the beast. It was most heroic.”

Pressed tight against Maxwell's side, Sylvester lifted his head, dropped his lower jaw, exhibiting his
fangsinasglent snarl.

"He would not have hurt you, sir," said Carol. "He's as gentle as akitten. If you had not run, he'd
not have chased you. He had the fool ideathat you were playing with him. Sylvester likesto play.”

Sylvester yawned, with afine display of teeth.

"Thisplay,” said Mr. Marmaduke, "1 do not care about.”



"When | saw you fal," said Maxwdll, "I wasfearful for you. | thought for amoment you would
burst wide open.”

"Oh, no need of fear," said Mr. Marmaduke. "1 am extremdly resilient. The body is made of
excdlent materid. It is strong and has abouncing quality.”

He removed hisarm from Maxwell's shoulder and it ran like an oily rope, writhing in the air, to
plop back into hisbody. There was no mark on the body surface, Maxwell noticed, to indicate where it
might have disappeared.

"Youll excuse me, please," said Mr. Marmaduke. "There's someone | must see” He whedled
about and rolled rapidly away.

Nancy shuddered. "He gives me the cregps,” she said. "Although | must admit heisagreat
attraction. It isn't every hostess who can snag aWhedler. | don't mind telling you, Pete, that | pulled alot
of wiresto get him for ahouse guest and now | wish | hadn't. Therésadimy fed about him.”

"Do you know why he'd be here-here on Earth, | mean?’

"No, | don'. | get theimpression that he'sasmpletourist. Although | don't imagine such acresture
could beasmpletourigt.”

"l think you'reright," said Maxwell.

"Pete," she said, "tell me about yoursdlf. The papers say-"

Hegrinned. "I know. That | came back from the dead.”

"But you didn't, redlly. | know that's not possible. Who was that we buried? Everyone, you must
understand, smply everyone, was a the funeral and we dl thought it was you. But it couldn't have been
you. Whatever could have-"

"Nancy," said Maxwell, "l came back only yesterday. | found that | was dead and that my
apartment had been rented and that | had lost my job and-"

"It ssemsimpossible" said Nancy. "Such things just don't happen. | don't see how this happened.”

"I'm not entirely clear about it dl mysdlf,” Maxwell told her. "Later, | suppose, I'll find out more
about it."

"Anyway," said Nancy, "you are here and everything's dl right and if you don't want to talk about
it, I'll circulate the word that you would rather not.”

"That'skind of you," said Maxwell, "but it wouldn't work."

"Y ou don't need to worry about newspapermen,” said Nancy. "There are no newspaper people
here. | used to let them come. A handpicked few, ones| thought that | could trust. But you can't trust any
of them. | found that out the hard way. So you won't be bothered with them."”

"| understand you have apainting...”

"Y ou know about the painting, then. Let'sgo and look at it. It'sthe proudest thing | have. Imagine
it, aLambert! And one that had dropped entirely out of sight. I'll tell you later how it happened to be
found, but I won't tell you what it cost me. | won't tell anyone. I'm ashamed of what it cost me."

"Muchor little?"

"Much," said Nancy, "and you have to be so careful. It's so easy to be swindled. | wouldn't even
talk of buying it until | had it examined by an expert. In fact, two experts. One to check againgt the other,
athough | suppose that was unnecessary."

"But thereé's no doubt it isa Lambert?*

"No doubt at dl. | wasdmost sure, myself. No one else ever painted quite like Lambert. But he
could be copied, of course, and | had to be sure.”

"What do you know about Lambert?' Maxwell asked. " Something more than the rest of us?
Something that's not found its way into books?'

"No. Redly not agreat deal. Not about the man himself. Why do you ask?"

"Becalse you are o excited.”

"Well, redly! Just finding an unknown Lambert isenough, of course. | have two other paintings of
his, but this one is something specia because it had been lost. Well, actualy | don't know if lost isthe
word or not. Never known, perhaps, would be better. No record of hisever painting it. No record that
survived, at least. And it isone of his so-called grotesques. Y ou would hardly think one of them could be



lost or midaid or whatever happened to it. One of his earlier ones, that might be understandable.”

They worked their way across the floor, skirting the little clustered groups of guests.

"Hereitis" said Nancy.

They had pushed their way through a crowd that had been grouped in front of thewall on which
the painting hung. Maxwell tilted hishead to sare up at it.

It was somehow different than the color plates he had seen in the library that morning. Thiswas
because, hetold himsdlf, of the larger size of the painting, the brilliance and the clarity of color, some of
which had been lost in the color plates. But this, he redlized, was not dl of it. The landscape was different
and the creaturesin it. A more Earth-like landscape-the sweet of gray hills and the brown of the shrubby
vegetation that lay upon the land, the squatty fernlike trees. A troop of creaturesthat could be gnomes
wended their way across adistant hill; agoblinlike creature itting at the base of atreeleaned back
againgt the bole, apparently adeep, with some sort of hat pulled down across his eyes. And
others-fearsome, leering creatures, with obscene bodies and faces that made the blood run cold.

On the crest of adistant, flat-topped hill, about the base of which clustered alarge crowd of many
kinds of creatures, asmal black blob stood outlined against the grayness of the sky.

Maxwdl drew in his breath in a startled gasp, took aquick step closer, then halted and stood stiff
and draight, afraid to give himsdf away.

It seemed impossible that no one e se could have noticed it, he told himsdf. Although, perhaps,
someone had and had not thought it worth the mention, or had been unsure and thus reluctant to say
anything about it.

But for Maxwel| there could be no doubt. He was sure of what he saw. That small black blob on
the distant hilltop wasthe Artifact!
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Maxwell found a secluded corner, a couple of chairs screened by ahuge flowering plant of some
sort, planted in amarble tub of generous proportions. There was no one there and he sat down.

Out beyond the corner where he sat, the party was drawing to its close, beginning to dwindle
down. Some people had |eft and those who till were there seemed to be less noisy. And if one more
person asked him what had happened to him, Maxwell told himsdlf, he'd belt them in the jaw.

I'll explain, he had told Carol when she had asked the night before-1'll explain over and over again.
And that waswhat he'd done, not entirdly truthfully, and no one had believed him. They'd looked at him
with glassy eyes and they had figured that either he was drunk or was making fools of them.

And he, he redlized, had really been the one who had been made afool. He had been invited to the
party, but not by Nancy Clayton. Nancy had not sent him clothes to wear and had not sent the car that
had let him out at the back door to walk down the hall, past the door where the Whedler waited. And ten
to one, the dogs had not been Nancy's either, athough he had not thought to ask her.

Someone, he redlized, had goneto alot of trouble in avery awkward and involved manner to
make sure the Wheder had a chanceto talk with him. It was al so melodramatic, stinking so of cloak
and dagger, that it wasridiculous. Except that, somehow, he couldn't quite bring himself to think of it as
ridiculous.

He coddled hisdrink with both his hands and listened to the clatter of the dying party.

He peered out around the greenery of the plant roosting in the tub and he could not seethe
Wheder, dthough the Whedler had been around for agood part of the evening.

He passed the drink, absentmindedly, from one hand to the other, and he knew he didn't want i,
that he'd had atouch too much to drink-not so much, perhaps, too much to drink, as the wrong place to
be drinking it, not with awarm, tight group of friendsin afriendly room, but with too many people who
were either strangers or only dightly known, and in aroom that was too large and too impersond. He
wastired, more weary than held known. In just alittle while, hed get up on hisfeet and say good night to



Nancy, if she were around, and stumble back to Oop's shack, the best way that he could.

And tomorrow? he asked himself. Tomorrow there were things that he should do. But held not
think of them tonight; held wait until tomorrow.

Helifted the drink over the rim of the marble tub and poured it on the soil.

"Cheers" hetold the plant.

Carefully, bending dowly so as not to loose his baance, he set the glass upon the floor.

"Sylvester," asked avoice, "do you see what we have here?!

Hetwisted around and there, on the reverse side of the plant, stood Carol, Sylvester close beside
her.

"Comeonin," heinvited them. "It'sahideaway | found. If the two of you Stay very quiet..."

"I've been trying to get you by yoursdlf al evening,” Caral told him, "but there never was achance.
| want to know what was this routine of you and Sylvester hunting down the Whed er?!

She came farther back into the corner and stood waiting for his answer.

"Y ou were no more surprised than | was," he said. " Sylvester's showing up fairly left me gasping. |
had no idea-"

"| get invited around alot,” said Carol coldly. "Not for mysdlf, of course, since | supposeyou're
wondering, but because of Sylvester. He makes agood conversation piece.”

"Widll, good for you," said Maxwdll. "Y ou're one up on me. | wasnot invited."

"But you got herejust the same.”

"But don't ask me how. | would be somewhat pressed for an explanation.”

"Sylvester has dways been adecent cat,” she said accusingly. "Perhaps alittle greedy sometimes,
but agentleman.”

"Oh, | know," said Maxwdll. "I'm abad influence on dmost everyone.”

She cameall the way around the plant and sat down in the other chair. "Are you going to tell me
what | asked?"

He shook hishead. "I don't know if | can. It was somewhat confusing.”

"l don't know," she said, "that I've met amore exasperating man. | don't think you're being fair.”

"By theway," he said, "you saw the painting, didn't you?"'

"Why, of coursel did. That waswhat the party was dl about. The painting and that funny
Wheder."

"Did you notice anything unusua ?"

"Unusud?'

"Y es, about the painting.”

"l don't think | did."

"Up onthe hill therewas atiny cube. Black, sitting on the hill. It looked like the Artifact.”

"I missedit. | didn't look that closdly at it."

"Y ou saw the gnomes, | presume.”

"Yes, | noticed them. Or, at least, they looked like gnomes.”

"And those other creatures,” Maxwell said. "They looked different, somehow.”

"Different fromwhat?"'

"Different from the other crestures Lambert usudly painted.”

"I didn't know," she said, "you were aLLambert expert.”

"I'mnot," hesaid. "1 went to the library thismorning, after | learned about this party and the
painting Nancy had and hunted up abook that had plates of his paintings.”

"But what if they were different?' Carol asked. "A painter surely hasaright to paint anything he
wantsto."

"Of course he has," said Maxwell. "There's no question of that. But this painting was of Earth. Or,
at leas, if that wasthe Artifact, and | think it was, then it was of Earth. But not this Earth, not the Earth
we know. Perhapsthe Jurassic Earth.”

"And you don't think his other paintings were of Earth? They'd have to be of Earth. When Lambert
lived, there was no other place to paint. There wasn't any space travel-not any real spacetravel, just out



to theMoon and Mars."

"There was the space travel of imagination,” Maxwdll told her. " Space travel and timetravel of the
mind. No painter ever has been circumscribed by the here and now. And that's what everyone had
thought, of course-that Lambert painted in the reelm of imagination. But after tonight | wonder if he might
not have been painting actual scenes and actual creatures-places where he'd been.”

"Youmay beright,” said Carol, "but how could he have gotten there? This business of the Artifact
isexciting, of course, but-"

"It's something that Oop isdwaystalking about,” he explained. "He remembers the goblins and the
trollsand al therest of the Little Folk from Neanderthaer days. But there were others then, he said.
Othersthat were worse. They were more malicious and mischievous and the Neandertha people were
scared to death of them.”

"And you think some of these thingsin the painting may be the crestures Oop remembers.”

"It wasin my mind," he admitted. "I wonder if Nancy would mind if | brought Oop here tomorrow
30 he could see the painting.”

"l don't imagine that shewould," said Caral, "but, actually, it's not necessary. | took pictures of the
painting."

"Butyou..."

"I know, of course," she said, "that it's not the proper thing to do. But | asked Nancy and she said
shedidn't mind. What else could she say? | didn't take the picturesto sdll or anything likethat. | just took
them to have them for my own, for my personal enjoyment. A sort of pay, perhaps, for bringing Sylvester
with me so people could have alook at him. Nancy knows what the score is and there wasn't anything
that she could do about the picturetaking. If you want Oop to have alook at them...”

"Y ou mean you would?' he asked.

"Why, of course | would. And don't blame me, please, for taking the pictures. It'saway of getting

"Getting even?With Nancy?'

"Not with her, particularly, but with al these other people who invite meto their parties. With
everyone who does. For they don't want me, redly. It's Sylvester they invite. Asif he were atrained bear
or aclown of some sort. And, of course, to get him to their parties, they must invite me, too. But | know
why they'reinviting me and they know that | know and they keep oninviting me."

"l think | understand,” he said.

"I think," she said, "it'svery patronizing of them.”

"Sodol," hesaid.

"If were going to show Oop the pictures," she said, "perhaps we'd best get going. Thisparty is
dying onitsfeet. Y ou are positive you won' tell me what happened with the Wheder.”

"Later on," hesaid. "Not right now. Maybe later on." They |eft their place behind the potted plant
and walked across the floor, heading for the door, threading their way through the thinning clusters of
guesis.

"We should hunt up Nancy," Carol suggested, "and say good-byeto her."

"Some other time," said Maxwell. "We can write her anote or phone her to say we couldn't find
her and thank her for the evening, say how much we enjoyed it, how her parties are the oneswetry to
never miss, how much we liked the painting and how clever it was of her to get hold of it and-"

"Cut out the clowning,” Carol said. "Y ou areforcing it too much. Y ou're not very good at it."

"I know it," Maxwell said, "but | dwaystry."

They cameto the door and started down the long flight of wide, curving stone stairswhich led
down to the roadway.

"Professor Maxwell!" cried avoice.

Maxwell turned. Coming down the stairs was Churchill.

"Just amoment, Maxwell, if you please," he said.

"Yes, what isit, Churchill ?*

"A word. Alone, if the lady doesn't mind."

even.



"I'll wait for you at theroad,” Carol said to Maxwell. "Don't bother,” Maxwell said. "I'll settlehim
red fast."

"No," said Carol, "I'll wait. | don't want any trouble.”

Maxwell waited while Churchill came swiftly down the sairs. The man was dightly out of bresth
and he reached out a hand to grab Maxwell by the arm.

"I've been trying to get to you al evening long,” he said, "but you were dwayswith acrowd.”

"What isit that you want?' Maxwell asked him sharply.

"TheWheder," Churchill said. ™Y ou must pay no attention to him. He doesn't know our ways. |
didn't know what he intended to do. In fact, | told him not to-"

"Y ou mean you knew the Wheder might be laying for me?’

"l told him not to," Churchill protested. "I told him to leave you done. I'm very sorry, Professor
Maxwell. Beieveme, | did my very best."

Maxwell's hand shot out and grabbed Churchill by the shirt front, twisting the fabric and pulling the
man closeto him.

"So you'rethe Wheder'sman!™ he shouted. ™Y ou're fronting for him. 1t was you who made the
offer for the Artifact and you made it for the Whedler."

"What | did," declared Churchill angrily, "was my own business. | make my living representing
people.”

"The Wheder isn't people,” Maxwell said. "God knowswhat aWheder is. A hivefull of insects,
for one thing. What else we do not know."

"Hehashisrights" said Churchill. "He's entitled to do business.”

"And you're entitled to help him," Maxwell said. "Entitled to take hiswages. But be careful how
you earn them. And don't get in my way."

He sraightened his arm and flung Churchill from him. The man staggered, lost his balance, fell and
rolled down severd steps before he could catch himsdlf. He lay there, sprawled, not trying to get up.

"By rights," said Maxwell, "I should have thrown you down the stairs and broken your filthy neck.”

He glanced up toward the house and saw that asmall crowd of people had collected at the door
and were gtaring down at him. Staring and muttering among themselves.

Heturned on his hed and went stalking down the sairs.

At the bottom Carol was clinging desperately to afrantic cat.

"| thought he was going to get away and go up there and tear that man to pieces," she gasped.

Shelooked at Maxwell with disgust written on her face.

"Can't you get dong with anyone?' she asked.
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Maxwell got off the roadway at the point where it crossed the mouth of Hound Dog Hollow and
stood for amoment, staring at the rocky cliffs and bold headlands of the autumn bluffs. A short distance
up the hollow, he caught aglimpse, through the red and yellow of the tinted leaves, of the bare rock face
of Cat Den Point and up there, high againgt the sky, standing just back of the most prominent of the
headlands, he knew held find the castle of the goblins, with one OToolein residence. And somewherein
that wilderness lay the mossy bridge that served asaden for trolls.

It was gill early in the morning, Since he had started out well before the dawn. A frosty dew lay
upon the grass and twinkled on clumps of weeds the sun had not yet found. The air had awiny flavor to it
and the sky was so faint and ddlicate ablue that it seemed to have no color and over dl of it, over the
entire landscape, hung a sense of strange expectancy.

Maxwell walked across the high-arched foot bridge that spanned the double roadway and on the
other side he found a path that led him up the hollow.

The trees closed in around him and he walked through afairy land that held its breeth. He found



himsdalf moving dowly and very carefully so that no quick movement or noise would bresk the forest
hush. L eaves came planing down from the canopy above, fluttering wings of color faling gently to earth.
Ahead of him amouse ran, humping in its haste, moving through and over the falen leaves, but making
scarcely arugtlein itsfleeing. Far up the hollow ablugjay screeched, but among the trees the screech
was muted and robbed of its customary harshness.

The path forked, with the | eft-hand fork continuing up the hollow, while the right-hand fork angled
up the bluff. Maxwell took the right-hand path. Ahead of him lay along and wearying climb, but he
would takeit easy and stop to rest at frequent intervas. It would be a shame on aday like this, hetold
himsdlf, not to stop to rest as often as he could, begrudging the time that eventua ly would take him out of
this place of color and of slence.

The path was steep, with many turnings to dodge the massive boulders crouched upon the ground,
anchored in the soil, gray-bearded with their crops of lichens. The tree trunks crowded close, the rough,
dark bark of ancient oak, the satin whiteness of the birches, showing little tan blotches where the thin
bark had pedled off but still clung, fluttering in the wind. In the cluttered trash of the surface rose the fat
red pyramid of the jack-in-the-pulpit fruit, the shriveled hood drooping like atittered purple robe.

Maxwell climbed dowly, saving his breath, stopping often to look around, to soak in thefed of
autumn that lay dl about. He reached, findly, the fairy green where Churchill'sflier, with himsdlf as
passenger, had come crashing down under the spdll of the trolls enchantment. Just up the hill awayslay
the goblin cadtle.

He stood for amoment on the green, resting, then took up the climb again. Dobhbin, or another
horse very smilar to him, was cropping at the scanty grass which grew in ragged bunchesina
pole-fenced pasture. A few doves fluttered about the castl€s turrets, but there were no other signs of
life

Sudden shouits shattered the morning's peace and out of the open castle gate came agang of tralls,
moving rapidly and in curious formation. They werein three lines and each line had arope acrossits
shoulders, exactly, Maxwell told himself, like the old painting he had seen of the V olga boatmen. They
charged out onto the drawbridge and now Maxwell could see that the three ropes were attached to a
block of hewn stone which bounced aong behind them, raising ahollow, booming racket when it hit the
drawbridge.

Old Dobbin was neighing wildly, kicking up hisheels and galoping madly around theinsde
perimeter of the fence.

Thetrolls, their fangs gleaming againgt the brown, wrinkled viciousness of their faces, their roached
hair sseming to bristle more gtiffly than was the usual case, came pounding down the path, with the
massive sone bouncing adong behind them, raising puffs of dust asit gouged into the ground.

Boailing out of the gate behind them came a cloud of goblins, armed with clubs, with hoes, with
pitchforks, apparently with anything they could lay their hands upon.

Maxwell leaped out of the path asthe trolls bore down upon him. They were running silently and
with vast determination, their weight bent against the ropes, while the goblin horde pursued them with
wild war whoops and shrieks. In the forefront of the goblin band, Mr. OToole ran heavily, hisface and
neck violet with his anger, atwo-by-four brandished in hisfist.

At the point where Maxwel | had leaped out of the way, the path took a sudden dip, toboganning
downward in arocky dideto thefairy green. At the top of the dip the block of stone took amighty leap
asitsforward edge struck arocky ledge. The ropes hung dack and the block came down and bounced
and then, with the ropes flying, started pinwhedling down the hill.

One of thetrollslooked behind him and shouted afrantic warning. Thetrolls dropped the ropes
and scattered. The block of stone went tearing down the Sope, gaining speed with every revolution. It
struck thefairy green and gashed agreat holein it, made one last bounce into the air, mushed down into
the grass and skidded, ripping up the sod, tearing an ugly gash across the place of dancing. Crashing into
alarge white oak a the far end of the green, it findly cameto rest.

The goblinswent roaring down the hill in pursuit of thetrolls, scattering out into the treesto hunt
down the stedlers of the stone. Hoots of fear and yel ps of rage floated up the hill, intermingled with the



sound of many bodies thrashing through the underbrush.

Maxwell crossed the path and walked over to the pole fence. Old Dobbin now had quieted down
and stood with hislower jaw resting on one of the topmost poles, asif he needed it to prop him up. He
was staring down the hill.

Maxwell reached out a hand and stroked Dobbin's neck, pulled gently at one ear. Dobbin danted
agentle eye toward him and whuffled his upper lip.

"l hope," Maxwell said to him, "that they won't expect you to drag back that stone. It'salong,
Steep pull.”

Dobbin flicked one ear languidly.

"If I know OToole" Maxwell said, "I don't expect you'll haveto. If he can round up thetrolls,
they'll be the oneswho'll doiit.”

The uproar down the hill had quieted now and in alittle while Mr. OToole came puffing up the
path, carrying the two-by-four across one shoulder. He still was purple of face, but gpparently from
exhaustion rather than from rage. He hurried from the path toward the fence and Maxwell walked out to
meet him.

"My gregt gpology,” said Mr. OToole, in as stately a voice as he could manage with the shortness
of hisbreath. "1 glimpsed you and was happy of your presence, but engaged most earnestly and very
urgently. Y ou witnessed, | suspect, the low-down happening.”

Maxwell nodded.

"My mounting stone they took," raged Mr. OToole, "with maiciousintent of putting me afoot.”

"Afoot?' asked Maxwell.

"Y ou comprehend most feebly, | see. My mounting stone, up which | must scrambleto get astride
Old Dobbin. Without amounting stone there gets no horseback riding and | must trudge afoot unhappily,
with much pain and puffing.”

"l see," said Maxwdll. "Asyou say, at first | did not comprehend.”

"Themdirty trolls," sadd Mr. OToole, grinding histeeth in fury, "at nothing will they stop. After the
mounting stone it would have come the castle, piece by piece, stone by stone, until there be no more than
the bareness of the rock upon which it once had roosted. It is necessary, in such circumstance, the bud to
nip with quick determination.”

Maxwell jerked his head in adownhill direction. "How did it come out?" he asked.

"Weroot them out,” said the goblin with some satisfaction. "They scatter like the quail. Wedig
them out from under rocks and from hiding in the thickets and then we harness them, like so many mules,
of which, indeed, they bear adtriking likeness, and they drag the mounting stone, most |aborioudy, |
think, back to where they found it."

"They're getting back at you," said Maxwell, "for tearing down their bridge.”

Mr. OToolejigged in exasperation. ™Y ou arewrong!" he cried. "Out of great and misplaced
compassion, we refrained from the tearing of it down. Just two little onesis dl-two tiny little stones, and
much effective roaring at them. And then they betook the enchantments off the broomstick and aso off
the sweet October de and, being smple souls much given to good nature, welet it go at that."

"They took the enchantment off the ale? | would have thought that impossible once certain
chemicd changes..."

Mr. OToolefixed Maxwell with alook of contempt. "Y ou prate," he said, "in scientific lingo,
which brings no more than errant nonsense. | fail to fathom your engagement in this science when magic
you could have for the asking from us and the willingnessto learn. Although | must confessthe
disenchantment of the deleft something for desire. It hasafaintly musty touch about the tasting of it.

"Although,” he said, "it isanotch or two improved upon no deat dl. If you would only join me, we
could do asampleof it."

"There has been nothing dl day long," said Maxwdll, "that sounds as good asthat.”

"Then leave usretire,” cried Mr. OToole, "to the drafty hals built so inexpertly by you crazy
humans who thought we doted upon ruins and regd e oursaves with foaming mugs of cheer."

Inthe drafty great hal of the castle, Mr. OToole drew the foaming mugs from amighty cask set



upon two sawhorses and carried them to the rough-hewn table before the large stone fireplace in which a
smoldering and reluctant fire was smoking rather badly.

"The blasphemy of it," said Mr. OToole, as he lifted hismug, "isthat this preposterous outrage of
the mounting stone was committed at atime when we goblins were embarked upon awake.”

"I'm sorry,” Maxwell said. "A wake, you say. | had not been aware...”

"Oh, not oneof us" Mr. OToole said quickly. "With the possible exception of mysdf, in disgusting
good hedthisdl the goblin tribe. We were in observance of it for the Banshee."

"But the Bansheeis not dead.”

"Not dead,” said Mr. OToole, "but dying. And, oh, the pity of it. He be thelast of agreat and
nobleracein this reservation and the ones il left esewhere in the world can be counted upon less than
the fingers of one hand.”

Helifted the mug and buried hismuzzlein it, drinking degp and gustily. When he put it down there
was foam upon hiswhiskers and he |ft it there, not bothering to wipe it off.

"Wedie out most notably,” he said, in somber tones. "The planet has been changed. All of usLittle
Folks and some who are not o little walk down into the valey, where shadows hang so densely, and we
are gone from the ken of al living things and that isthe end of us. And the very shame of it makes one
tremble when he thinks upon it, for we were agoodly people despite our many faults. Even thetralls,
before degradation fell upon them, still had afew wesk virtuesdl intact, dthough | would proclaim that,
at the moment, they are destitute of virtue. For surdly the stealing of amounting stoneisavery low-down
trick and one which clearly demongratesthey are bereft of dl nobility of spirit."

He put the mug to his mouth again and emptied it in severd lusty gulps. He dammed it down on the
table and looked a Maxwell's mug, still full.

"Drink up," he urged. "Drink up, then | fill them yet again for afurther wetting of the whigtle."

"Y ou go ahead," Maxwell told him. "It'sashameto drink ae the way you do. It should be tasted
and appreciated.”

Mr. OToole shrugged. "A pig | am, no doubt. But this be disenchanted ale and not oneto linger
over."

Nevertheess he got to hisfeet and shuffled over to the cask to refill hismug. Maxwell lifted his
mug and took adrink. Therewas a mustiness, as Mr. OToole had said, in the flavor of the ale-atang
that tasted not unlike the way that leaf smoke smelled.

"Well?' the goblin asked.

"It hasastrangetasteto it, but it is paatable.”

"Someday that troll bridge | will take down," said Mr. O'Toole, with asurge of sudden wrath.
"Stone by stone, with the moss most carefully scraped off to rob the stones of magic, and with ahammer
break them in many smadlish bits, and trangport the bits to some high cliff and therefling them far and
wide so that in al eternity there can be no harvesting of them. Except,” he said, letting his shoulders
droop, "'so much hard labor it would be. But oneistempted. This be the smoothest and sweetest de that
was ever brewed and now look at it-scarcely fit for hogs. But it be aterrible sin to waste even such
foul-tagting dop if it should be de."

He grabbed the mug and jerked it to hisface. His Adam'’s apple bobbed and he did not take down
the mug until dl the dewasgone.

"Andif | wreak too great adamage to that most foul bridge," he said, "and should those craven
trolls go sniveling to authority, you humanswill jerk me on the rug to explain my thinking and that is not
theway it should be. Thereisno dignity in theliving by the rule and no joy, ether, and it was arotten day
when the human race arose."

"My friend," said Maxwell, shaken, "you have not said anything like thisto me before.”

"Nor to any other human,” said the goblin, “and to dl the humansin the world, only to you could |
display my feding. But I, perchance, have run off a the mouth exceedingly."

"Y ou know well enough,” said Maxwell, "that I'll not breathe aword of it."

"Of coursenot,” said Mr. OToole. "That | did not worry on. Y ou be dmost one of us. You'rethe
closest to agoblin that ahuman can approach.”



"1 am honored," Maxwell told him.

"Weareancient,” said Mr. OToole, "more ancient, | must think, than the human mind can wonder.
Y ou're sure you don't want to polish off that most foul and terrible drink and start another one afresh?”

Maxwell shook hishead. "Y ou go ahead and fill your mug up again. I'll sit here and enjoy mine
ingead of gulpingit.”

Mr. O'Toole made another trip to the cask and came back with abrimming mug, dapped it on the
table, and settled himsdf daborately and comfortably.

"Long yearsgone," he said, shaking his head in sadness, "so awful long ago and then afilthy little
primate comes dong and spoilsit dl for us”

"Long ago," said Maxwdll. "Aslong asthe Jurassc?'

"Y ou speak conundrums. | do not catch the term. But there were many of us and many different
kinds and today there be few of usand not al the different kinds. We die out very dowly, but inexorably.
A further day will dawn to find no one of us. Then you humanswill haveit to yourselves."

"Y ou are overwrought,” Maxwell cautioned him. ™Y ou know that's not what we want. We have
goneto much effort..."

"Loving effort?" asked the goblin.

"Yes, I'd even say to much loving effort.”

Wesk tears ran down the goblin's cheeks and he lifted a hairy, calloused hand to wipe them away.

"You must pay medight attention,” he told Maxwell. "' degp am in the dumps. It'sthis business of
the Banshee."

"The Bansheeisyour friend?' Maxwell asked in some surprise.

"No friend of mine," said Mr. OToole. "He stands on one side the pale and | upon the other. An
ancient enemy, but till one of us. One of the redly old ones. He hung on better than the others. He dies
more stubbornly. The othersal are dead. And in days likethis, old differences go swiftly down the drain.
We could not sit awake with him, as conscience would decree, but in the absence of thiswe pay him the
smdl honor of awake for him. And then these low-crawling trollswithout a flake of honor in them-"

"Y ou mean no one, no one here on the reservation, could St the deasthwatch with the Banshee?”

Mr. O'Toole shook his head wearily. "No single one of us. It isto the law contrary, to the old
custom inviolation. | cannot make you understand-heis outsde the pale.”

"But heisdl done"

"Inathorn bush," said the goblin, "close beside the hut that was his domicile.”

"A thorn bush?'

"Inthethorns™ the goblin said, "dwell magic, inthetreeitsdf..."

He choked and grabbed hastily at the mug and raised it to his mouth. His Adam'’s apple bobbed.

Maxwell reached into the pocket of his jacket and pulled out the photo of the lost Lambert that
hung on Nancy Clayton'swall.

"Mr. OToole" hesad, "theré's something I must show you."

The goblin set down the mug.

"Let meseeit, then," he said. "All this beating amongst the bushes, when there was something that
you had."

He reached for the photo, bending his head to puzzle over it.

"Thetralls," hesaid, "of course. But these others| do not recognize. Asif | should, but fall. There
be stories, old, old stories..."

"Oop saw the picture. Y ou know of Oop, of course.” "The great barbarian who claimsto be your
friend."

"Heismy friend," said Maxwell. "And Oaop recallsthese things. They are old onesfrom the ancient

days.
"But what magic is called upon to get apicture of them?"
"That | don't know. That's a picture of apainting, painted by aman many years ago.”
"By what means...
"l do not know," said Maxwdll. "I think that he wasthere."



Mr. OToole picked up hismug and saw that it was empty. He tottered to the cask and filled it. He
came back with hisdrink and picked up the photo, looking at it carefully, athough somewhat blearily.

"l know not," hefindly said. "There were others of us. Many different ones no longer present. We
here are thetail end of anoble population.”

He pushed the photo back acrossthe table. "Mayhaps the Banshee," he suggested. "The
Bansheesyearsare beyond al telling.”

"But the Banshees dying.”

"That heis," said Mr. OToole, "and an evil day it isand abitter day for him, with no oneto keep
the desthwatch."

Helifted hismug. "Drink up," he said. "Drink up. Can one drink enough, it may not be so bad.”

17

Maxwell came around the corner of the tumble-down shack and saw the thorn tree standing to one
sde of it. There was something strange about the tree. It looked asif acloud of darkness had settled
aongitsvertica axis, making it appear to have amassive bole, out of which emerged short and dender,
thorn-armed twigs. And if what O'Toole had said was true, Maxwdl| told himsdlf, that dark cloud
clustered in the tree must be the dying Banshee.

Hewaked dowly across the intervening space and stopped afew feet from the tree. The black
cloud moved restlesdy, like acloud of dowly roiling smoke.

"Y ou are the Banshee?' Maxwell asked the tree.

"You've cometoo late," the Banshee sad, "if you wish to talk with me."

"l did not cometo talk,” said Maxwell. "I cameto Sit with you."

"Sit then," the Banshee sad. "It will not be for long.”

Maxwell sat down upon the ground and pulled his knees up close againgt his chest. He put his
hands down beside him, palmsflat againgt the mat of dry and browning grass. Below him the autumn
valey stretched to the far horizon of the hills north of the river-unlike the hills of this southern shore, but
gentle, rolling hillsthat went up toward the sky in danted, Staircase fashion.

A flurry of wings swept across the ridge behind him and aflock of blackbirds went careening
through the blue haze that hung againgt the steep ravine that went plunging downward from the ridge. But
except for that Sngleinstant of wings beating in the air, there was a soft and gentle silence that held no
violence and no threat, adreaming slence in which the hills stood quiet.

"The othersdid not come," the Banshee said. "I thought, at first, they might. For amoment |
thought they might forget and come. There need be no distinction among us now. We stand as one, al
besten to the selfsame level. But the old conventions are not broken yet. The old-time customs hold."

"| talked with the goblins,” Maxwdll told him. "They hold awake for you. The OTooleisgrieving
and drinking to blunt the edge of grief.”

"Y ou are not of my people," the Banshee said. "Y ou intrude upon me. Y et you say you cometo Sit
with me. How doesit happen that you do this?"

Maxwdll lied. He could do nothing ese. He could not, hetold himsdlf, tell thisdying thing he had
comefor information.

"I have worked with your people," he said, "and I've become much concerned with them.”

"You arethe Maxwell," said the Banshee. "I have heard of you."

"How do you fed ?* asked Maxwdll. "Isthere anything | can do for you? Something that you
need?'

"No," the Banshee said. "I am beyond al needing. | fed dmost nothing. That isthe trouble, that |
fed nothing. My dying isdifferent than your dying. It is scarcely physicd. Energy drains out from me and
thereésfindly nothing left. Likeaflickering light thet findly guttersout.”

"l am sorry," Maxwell said. "If talking hastens-"



"Taking might hasten it alittle, but | no longer mind. And | am not sorry. | have no regret. | am
amos thelast of us. There arethree of us il 1€ft, if you count me, and | am not worth the counting. Out
of the thousands of us, only two are left.”

"But there are the goblins and the trollsand fairies..." ™Y ou do not understand,” the Banshee said.
"No one has ever told you. And you never thought to ask. Those you name are the later ones, the ones
that came after uswhen the planet was no longer young. We were colonists, surely you know that.”

"l had thought s0," Maxwell said. "In just the last few hours."

"Y ou should have known," the Banshee said. "'Y ou were on the elder planet.”

Maxwell gasped. "How did you know that?"

"How do you breathe air?' the Banshee asked. "How do you see? With me, communicating with
that ancient planet isas natura asis breath and sight with you. | am not told; | know."

So that wasiit, thought Maxwell. The Banshee had been the source of the Whedler's knowledge
and it must have been Churchill who had tipped the Wheder to the fact that the Banshee had the
information, who had guessed the Banshee might have knowledge no one e se suspected.

"And the others-thetralls, the..."

"No," the Banshee said. "The Banshees were the only ones to whom the road was open. That was
our job, that was our only purpose. We were the links with the elder planet. We were communicators.
When the elder planet sent out colonies, it was necessary that some means of communicating should be
established. We dl were specidigts, dthough the specidties have little meaning now and nearly dl of the
specidigts are gone. Thefirst oneswere the specidists. The ones who came later smply were settlers
meant to fill theland."

"Y ou mean thetrolls and goblins?'

"Thetrollsand goblins and the rest of them. With abilities, of course, but not specidized. We were
the engineers, they the workers. There was a gulf between us. That iswhy they will not cometo St with
me. Theold gulf ill exigs”

"Youtireyoursdf," sad Maxwel. ™Y ou should conserve your strength.”

"It does not matter. Energy drains out of me and when the energy isgone, lifeisgoneaswell. This
dying | am doing has no concern with matter or with body, for | never redlly had abody. | wasdl
energy. And it does not matter. For the elder planet diesaswell; you have seen my planet and you
know."

"Yes, | know," said Maxwell.

"It would have been so different if there had been no humans. When wefirst came here there were
scarcely any mammals, let done a primate. We could have prevented it-this rising of the primates. We
could have pinched them in the bud. There was some discussion of it, for this planet had proved
promising and we were rel uctant a the thought that we must giveit up. But there wasthe ancient rule,
Intelligence istoo seldom found for one to stand in the way of its development. It is a precious thing-even
when we stepped aside for it most reluctantly, we still had to recognize that it was a precious thing.”

"But you stayed on," said Maxwell. "Y ou may have stepped aside, but you still stayed on.”

"It wastoo late," the Bansheetold him. "There was no place for usto go. The elder planet was
dying even then. There was no point in going back. And this planet, strange asit may seem, had become
homefor us"

"Y ou mugt hate us humans.”

"At onetime, wedid. | supposethere il is hatred. But hate can burn out in time. Burn low,
perhaps, but never entirely disappear. Although, perhaps, even in our hatred, we held some pridein you.
Otherwise, why should the eder planet have offered you its knowledge?”

"But you offered it to the Wheder, too."

"The Wheder-oh, yes, | know who you mean. But we did not redly offer it. The Wheder had
heard about the elder planet, apparently from some rumor heard far in space. And that the planet had
something that it wished to sdll. It came to me and asked one question only-what was the price of this
commodity. | don't know if it knew what might befor sde. It only said commodity.”

"And you told it the price was the Artifact."



"Of coursel told it that. For at thetime | had not been told of you. It wasonly later | wastold |
should, after asuitable time, communicate the price to you."

"And, of course," said Maxwell, "you were about to do this?'

"Yes," said the Banshee, "I was about to do it. And now I've done it and the matter's closed.”

"Y ou can tell me one thing more. What isthe Artifact?'

"That," the Banshee said, "1 cannot do.”

"Can't, or won't?'

"Wont," the Banshee said.

Sold out, Maxwell told himself. The human race sold out by this dying thing which, despite what it
might say, had never meant to communicate the price to him. Thisthing which through long millenniahad
nursed cold hatred againg the human race. And now that it was gone beyond al reaching, telling him and
mocking him so that he might know how the humans had been sold out, so that the human race might
know, now that it wastoo late, exactly what had happened.

"And you told the Wheder about me aswdll," he said. "That's how Churchill happened to be
waiting at the station when | returned to Earth. He said he'd been on atrip, but there had been no trip."

He surged angrily to hisfeet. "And what about the one of me who died?'

He swung upon the tree and the tree was empty. The dark cloud that had seethed around its trunk
was gone. The branches stood out in sharp and naturd relief against the western sky.

Gone, Maxwell thought. Not dead, but gone. The substance of an elementd creature gone back to
the eements, the unimaginable bonds that had held it together in strange semblance of life, findly
weskening to let thelast of it dip away, blowing off into the air and sunlight like a pinch of thrown dust.

Alive, the Banshee had been a hard thing to get aong with. Dead, it was no easier. For ashort
gpace of time he had felt compassion for it, asaman must fed for anything that dies. But the compassion,
he knew, had been wasted, for the Banshee must have died in silent laughter at the human race.

There wasjust one hope, to persuade Timeto hold up the sale of the Artifact so he could have the
time to contact Arnold and tell his story to him, persuade him, somehow, that what he told wastrue. A
story, Maxwell redlized, that now became even more fantastic than it had been before.

He turned about and started down the ravine. Before he reached the woods, he stopped and
looked back up the dope. Thethorn tree stood squat against the sky, sturdy and solid, braced solid in
the soil.

When he passed the fairy dancing green agang of trollswere grumpily at work, raking and
smoothing out the ground, laying new sod to replace that which had been gouged out by the bouncing
stone. Of the stone there was no sign.
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Maxwell was hdfway back to Wisconsin Campus when Ghost materialized and took the seat next
tohim.

"l have amessage from Oop," he said, ignoring any preliminary approach to conversation. Y ou
are not to return to the shack. The newspaper people seem to have sniffed you out. When they cameto
inquire, Oop went into action, without, | would guess, too much thought or judgment. He put the bum's
rush on them, but they're still hanging around, on the lookout for you."

"Thanks," said Maxwell. "I gppreciate being told. Although asamatter of fact, | don't imagineit
makes too much difference now."

"Events," asked Ghogt, "do not march too well?

"They bardly march at dl," Maxwell told him. He hesitated, then said, "I suppose Oop hastold you
what isgoing on.”

"Oop and | areasone," said Ghost. "Y es, of course he's told me. He seemed to take it for granted
that you knew he would. But you may rest assured...”



"It'snot that,” said Maxwell. "I was only wondering if | had to reciteit al again for you. Y ou know,
then, that | went to the reservation to check on the Lambert painting.”

"Yes" said Ghogt. "The one that Nancy Clayton has."

"l have afeding,” Maxwell told him, "that | may have found out more than | had expected to. | did
find out one thing that doesn't help at dl. It was the Banshee who tipped off the Wheder about the price
the crystal planet wanted. The Banshee was supposed to tell me, but he told the Wheeler instead. He
claims hetold the Wheeler before he knew about me, but | have some doubt of that. The Banshee was
dying when he told me, but that doesn't mean that he told the truth. He always was adippery customer.”

"The Banshee dying?'

"He's dead now. | sat with him until he died. | didn't show him the photo of the painting. | didn't
have the heart to intrude upon him."

"But despite this he told you about the Whedler."

"Only to let me know that he had hated the human race sinceiit first began its evolutionary climb.
And to let me know that he was findly getting even. He would have liked to have said that the goblins
and therest of the Little Folk hated us aswell, but he never quite got around to that. Knowing, perhaps,
that | would not believeit. Although something that the OToole had said earlier made me redize that
there probably is some ancestral resentment. Resentment, but probably not any real hatred. But the
Banshee did confirm that aded isbeing made for the Artifact and that the Artifact actudly isthe price for
the crystal planet. | thought so from thefirg, of course. And what the Wheder said last night made it
amogt acertainty. Although | couldn't be absolutely sure, for it doesn't seem that the Wheder himsdlf is
actudly sure of the Situation. If he were, what would have been the point of waylaying me and offering me
ajob? It sounded to me asif he weretrying to buy me off, asif he were afr aid that there was something
| could do to louse up hisded."

"It looksfairly hopeless, then," Ghost observed. "My good friend, | am very sorry for this. Isthere
anything that we can do to help-Oop and me and perhaps even that girl who drank with you and Oop so
gtaunchly. The onewho hasthe cat."

"It looks hopeless,” Maxwell told him, "but there are a couple of thingsthat | ill can do-goto
Harlow Sharp at Time and try to convince him to hold up the dedl, then crash in adoor or two up at
Adminigtration and back Arnold into acorner. If | can talk Arnold into duplicating the Wheder's offer in
funding for Harlow's Time projects, | am sure that Harlow will turn down the Wheder's offer.”

"Y ou will make anoble effort, | am sure," said Ghogt, "but | fear for the results. Not from Harlow
Sharp, for he'safriend of yours, but President Arnold isafriend of no one. And he will not relish the
breaking down of doors."

"You know what | think," said Maxwell. "I think that you areright. But you can't tell until you try. It
may bethat Arnold will have alapse of mord fiber and will, for once, set prejudice and stuff-shirtedness
adde”

"I must warn you," said Ghogt. "Harlow Sharp may havelittle timefor you or for anyone. He has
worries. Shakespeare arrived thismorning-"

" Shakespeare!" ydled Maxwell. "For the love of God, I'd forgotten about him coming. But | do
remember he speaks tomorrow night. Of al the lousy breaks. It would haveto be at atimelike this."

"It would seem,” said Ghogt, "that William Shakespeare is not any easy man to handle. He wanted
a onceto go out and have alook at this new age of which held been told so much. Time had arough
time persuading him to change his Elizabethan dress for what we wear today, but they positively refused
to let him go until he agreed to it. And now Timeis sweating out what might happen to him. They haveto
keep himin tow, but they can't do anything that will get his back up. They have sold the hdl down to the
last inch of standing room and they can't take the chance that anything will happen.”

"How did you hear dl this?' asked Maxwell. " Seemsto me you manage to come up with campus
gossip ahead of anyone.”

Ghost said modestly, "I get around alot.”

"Widl, it'snot good," said Maxwell, "but | have to take the chance. Timeis running out for me.
Harlow will see meif hell see anyone.”



"It seemsincredible,” said Ghost sadly, "that such adire combination of circumstances should have
arisen to block what you try to do. Impossible that through sheer stupidity, the university and Earth
should fail to obtain the knowledge of two universes.

"It wasthe Wheder,” Maxwell said. "His offer putsthe pressure on, setsup atimelimit. If | only
had moretime, | could work it out. | could talk to Harlow, could findly get ahearing from Arnold. And if
nothing else, | probably could talk Harlow into adedl, Time, rather than the university, buying the planet's
library. But thereisn't any time. Ghogt, what do you know about the Whed ers? Anything the rest of us
don't know?'

"| doubt it. Just that they could be that hypothetica enemy weve dways figured we would finaly
meet in space. Ther actions argue that they, at least potentidly, are that enemy. And their motives, their
mores, their ethics, their entire outlook on life, must be different than ours. We probably havelessin
common with them than a man would with a spider or awasp. Although they are clever-and that isthe
worgt of it. They have absorbed enough of our viewpoints and manners that they can mix with us, can
pass with us, can do businesswith us-and they have demonstrated that in the ded they are trying to make
for the Artifact. My friend, it isthis cleverness of theirs, thisflexibility, that | fear abovedl. | doubt if the
positions were reversed that man could do aswell."

"You areright, | think," said Maxwdll. "And that iswhy we can't afford to |et them have what the
crysta planet hasto offer. God knows what's to be found in that library. | had awhack at it, but | could
do no more than sampleit, could barely touch the edge of it. And there was materia that | couldn't come
within ten light-years of understanding. Which doesn't mean that given time and skillsthat | haventt got,
that perhaps I've not even heard of, man wouldn't be able to understand it. | think man could. | think the
Wheders can. Vast areas of new knowledge that we haven't any inkling of. That knowledge might just be
the margin between us and the Whed ers. If man and the Whed ers ever come into collision, the crystal
planet's knowledge just possibly could be the difference between our victory or defeat. And it might
mean aswell that the Whed ers, knowing that we had this knowledge, might never dlow that collisonto
happen. It might spell the difference between peace and war."

He sat crouched in the seat and through the warmth of the autumn afternoon felt achill that blew
from somewhere other than the colorful land and the sky of China-silk that enclosed this portion of the
earth.

"Y ou talked with the Banshee," said Ghogt. "Just before he died. He mentioned the Artifact. Did he
giveyou any clueastowhat it redly is? If we knew what it really was..."

"No, Ghost. Not in so many words. But | got the impression-no, you'd better call that a hunch.
Not strong enough to be an impression. And not at the time, but afterward. A funny fegling and no basis
for thebdief-if itisabdief. But | think that the Artifact is something from that other universe, the one
before this one, from the earlier universe in which the crystal planet was formed. A preciousthing,
perhaps, preserved through all the aeons since that other universe. And something else as wedll-that the
Banshee and the other Old Ones that Oop remembers are natives of that other universe aswell, related
somehow to the creatures on the crystal planet. Life formsthat rose and devel oped and evolved in that
past universe and came here, and to other planets aswell, as colonists, in an attempt to establish anew
civilization which could follow inthe crysta planet'stracks. But something happened. All of those
colonization attempts failed. Here on earth because man devel oped. For other reasons, perhap s, on the
other planets. And | think that | know why some of those other attempts failed. Maybe races do die out.
Quite naturally and for no other reason than that they must die out to make room for something else. A
natural law of some sort that we don't understand. Maybe arace can only live so long. Maybe ancient
creatures carry their death warrants with them. Some principle that we have never thought about because
we are 0 young, anatural processthat clears the way for evolution, so that no race can live forever and
gtand in theway of evolution.”

"It sounds reasonable,” said Ghost. "That al the coloniesdied out, | mean. If there had been a
successful colony anywhere in the universe, it would seem likely the crystal planet would passonits
heritageto it instead of offering it to us or the Whedlers, to some race that had no connection with the
crystd planet.”



"What bothersme," said Maxwell, "iswhy the people of the crystal planet, so close to degth that
they are no more than shadows, should want the Artifact. What good will it do them? What use can they
make of it?'

"Maybeif we knew what it was," said Ghogt. "Y ou're sure that you have no idea? Nothing that you
heard or saw or..."

"No," said Maxwell. "Not the least idea."

19

Harlow Sharp had a harried look about him.

"Sorry you had to wait solong," he told Maxwell. "Thisisahectic day."

"l wasglad to get in any way at al,” said Maxwell. "That watchdog of yours out at the desk was
not about to let me."

"I've been expecting you," said Sharp. "Figured you'd turn up soon or late. Been hearing some
srange Sories.”

"And mogt of them aretrue,” said Maxwell. "But that's not what I'm here for. Thisisabusiness
matter, not asocia vist. | won't take much time.”

"OK, then," said Sharp, "what can | do for you?'

"Youresdling the Artifact,” said Maxwell.

Sharp nodded. "I'm sorry about that, Pete. | know you and afew others had an interest in it. But
it's been out there in the museum for years and, except as a curiosity to be stared at by visitors and
tourigts, it's done no one any good. And Time needs money. Surely you know that. The university holds
the purse strings fast and the other collegesfeed ustiny driblets for specific programs and-"

"Harlow, | know dl that. | supposeit'syoursto sel. | recdl the university, at the time you brought
it forward, would have no part of it. The cost of moving it was yours and-"

"Weve had to scrape and beg and borrow," said Sharp. "We've worked up project after
project-good sound, solid projects that would pay off in knowledge and new data-and submitted them
and no one's buying them. Can you imagineit! With dl the past to dig around in and no one interested.
Afraid, perhaps, that well upset some of their pet theories they have worked out so nicely. But we have
to get money somehow to carry on our work. Do you think I've liked some of the things we've doneto
get some extramoney? Like this Shakespeare circus we are putting on-and alot of other stunts aswell.
It's done us no good, | tell you. It's degraded our image, and the trouble-Pete, you can't imagine the
trouble that we have. Take this Shakespeare, for example. He's out there somewhere, like atourist,
casing thejoint, and me sitting back here with my nails chewed down to the elbow, imagining dl the
things that could happen to him. Can you envision the ruckus therewould be if aman like Shakespeare
should not be re turned to his proper age-a man who-"

Maxwell brokein to head him off. "I'm not arguing with you, Harlow. | didn't cometo-"

"And then, suddenly," said Sharp, interrupting him, "there was this chance to sell the Artifact. For
more money than well ever get from this crummy university in ahundred years. Y ou must redlize what
this sale meant to us. A chance to do the job we've not been able to do because of the lack of finance.
Sure, | know about the Whedlers. When Churchill came sucking around to sound us out, | knew he was
working for someone behind the scenes, but | wasn't dealing with anyone behind the scenes. | nailed
Churchill hard and refused to talk business until | knew who it was he was fronting for. And when he told
me, | gagged a bit, but | went ahead, because | knew it was our only chance to set up a decent fund. I'd
have done business with the Devil, Pete, to get that kind of money.”

"Harlow, dl | want to ask," said Maxwell, "isfor you to hold up the dedl, to give me alittletime..."

"Time? Timefor what?"

"l need the Artifact."

"Y ou need the Artifact! Whatever for?'



"l cantradeit,” Maxwell told him, "for a planet-for a planet crammed with knowledge, with
recorded knowledge, not from one universe, but from two, knowledge that may span fifty billion years."

Sharp leaned forward, then sank back into his chair.

"Y ou mean this, Pete? Y ou aren't kidding me? There are some funny stories that I've heard. There
were two of you and one of you waskilled. And you've been ducking the newsmen, perhaps the cops as
well. Y ou've gotten into some sort of hasde with the adminigration.”

"Harlow, | could tell you all of it, but it wouldn't help. Y ou probably wouldn't believe me. But what
| say istrue. | can buy aplanet...”

"Y ou? For yoursdf, you mean?'

"No, not mysdlf. The university. That'swhy | need time. To get into see Arnold..."

"And sdll him on it? Pete, you haven't got a chance. Y ou had arow of some sort with Longfellow,
and Longfellow runsthejoint. Even if you had alegitimate propostion...”

"Itislegitimate. | tdl you it'slegitimate. | talked to the people on the planet, | saw some of the
records.”

Sharp shook hishead. "Weve been friendsfor along, long time," he said. "'I'd do dmost anything
for you. But | can't go dong with this. | can't throw away this opportunity for Time. Besides, I'm afraid
you cametoo late."

"Toolae?'

"The purchase price was paid this afternoon. The Whedler takes possession of the Artifact
tomorrow morning. He wanted to immediately, but there was ahitch or two in arranging transportation.”

Maxwell sat slent, stunned by what he'd heard.

"So | guessthat'sit," said Sharp. "Theres not much | can do about it."

Maxwell started to get up, then sat back in the chair.

"Harlow, if | could see Arnold tonight. If | could talk him into duplicating the price..."

"Dont beridiculous," said Sharp. "Hed faint when you mentioned the price.”

"It was that much?'

"It was that much,” said Sharp.

Maxwell got dowly to hisfeet.

"Onething | will say, however," Sharp told him, "you must, somehow or other, have thrown a
scare into the Wheder. Churchill was here thismorning, nervous as a cat, frothing at the mouth, to close
the dedl at once. | wish you could have seen me earlier. We might have been able to work something o,
athough | can'timaginewhat it might have been.”

About to turn away, Maxwell hesitated, turned back to the desk behind which Sharp was sitting.

"Onething more. About timetravel. Nancy Clayton hasa Lambert painting..."

"l heard she had,” said Sharp.

"In the background there's a hill and astone uponiit. | could swear that stoneisthe Artifact. Oop
saysthe creaturesin the painting are like the ones he remembers from Neandertha days. And you did
find the Artifact on a Jurassic hilltop. How could Lambert have known about it being on that hilltop? The
Artifact wasn't found until centuries after he had died. | think Lambert saw the Artifact and the crestures
that he painted. | think he traveled back to the Mesozoic. Thereis an argument, isn't there, about aman
named Simonson?’

"| seewhat you're getting a," said Sharp. "It'sjust barely possible. Simonson did some temporal
investigation back in the twenty-first century and claimed some measure of success, but admitted he had
problemsin control. Thereisalegend that he lost aman or two in time-sent them back and couldn't get
them out. But there dway's has been a question asto whether he had any actud success. His notes, the
oneswe have, aren't too revealing, and he never published. He carried the work on secretly because he
seemed to have the idea that time travel would turn out to be agold mine, that he could rent it out to
scientific expeditions, transport hunters back to the big-game fields-stuff like that, you know. Oneidea
that he seemed to have was going back in time to South Africaand clean out the Kimberley diamond
fields. So he kept it secret; no one ever knew too much about what he redly did.”

"But it could have been possible” Maxwell inggted. "The timeisright. Simonson and Lambert



were contemporaries and there's an abrupt break in Lambert's style-as if something had happened. That
something could have been going into time.”
"Sureit'spossble,” said Sharp. "But | wouldn't bet oniit.”

20

When Maxwell came out of the Time building, the stars were coming out and the night wind had an
edge of chill. The great mswere clumped masses of a deeper darkness, blotting out the lights of the
windowsin the buildings acrossthe mall.

Maxwel|l shivered and turned up the collar of hisjacket close about histhroat, and went quickly
down the stairsto the sdewak which flanked the mall. There were few people out.

He redlized that he was hungry. He had not esten since early morning. And that he should think of
hunger when the last hope he had held had been shattered seemed to be amusing. Not only hungry, he
thought, but rooflessaswell, for if he hoped to dodge the newsmen he could not go back to Oop's.
Although, he reminded himsdlf, there was no longer any reason he should shun the newsmen. Now
theréd be nothing gained or logt in the telling of his story. But he shrank from the thought of it, from the
thought of the incredul ous expressions their faces would assume, from the questions they would ask, and
then, more than likely, the tongue-in-cheek style they would employ in the writing of the story.

He reached the sdewak and stood for amoment, undecided as to which direction he should go.
Hetried, vainly, to remember where he might find a café or restaurant which would not be frequented by
any of thefaculty who might recognize him. Tonight, of al nights, he had an aversion to facing the kind of
questions they would ask.

Something rustled behind him and he turned quickly to come face to face with Ghost.

"Oh, it'syou," hesaid.

"I've been waiting for you,” Ghost said. "Y ou were along timein there."

"| had to wait. Then we got to talking.”

"Do you any good?"

"Noneat al. The Artifact issold and paid for. The Wheder haulsit away tomorrow. I'm afraid
that'sthe end of it. | could go up and try to see Arnold tonight, but there's no point to it. Not any more,
thereign't.”

"Oop isholding down atablefor us. | imagine you are hungry.”

"l am garved,” said Maxwell.

"Then| lead theway."

They turned off the mall and with Ghost leading, wound their way for what seemed to Maxwell an
unusually long time, through back streetsand dleys.

"A place" Ghost explained, "where we won't be seen. But where the food is edible and the
whiskey's cheap. Oop made a point of that."

They findly reached the place, walking down an iron staircase to reach the basement level.
Maxwel pushed open the door. The interior was dim. From somewhere in the back came the smell of
cooking.

"They servefamily style here)" said Ghogt. "Plank it down upon the table and everyone helps
himsdlf. Oop isddighted with that way of serving.”

Oop's massive figure moved out from one of the tablesin therear. Hewaved an arm at them.
Therewere, Maxwell saw, only ahalf dozen or so other peoplein the place.

"Over herel" yelled Oop. " Someone for you to meet." Followed by Ghost, Maxwell made hisway
across the room. From the table, Carol's face looked up at him. And another face, a bearded, shadowed
face-the face of someone that Maxwell felt he should remember.

"Our guest tonight,” said Oop. "Master William Shakespeare.”

Shakespeare got up and held out his hand to Maxwell. A white-toothed smile flashed above the



beard.

" deem mefortunate,” he sad, "to have falen in with such rough and rowdy felows."

"The Bard isthinking of staying here," said Oop. "Of settling down among us.”

"Nay, not the Bard," said Shakespeare. "l will not have you cdl meit. | be no more than an honest
butcher and adeder in thewool."

"A meredip of thetongue,” Oop assured him. "We have grown so accustomed...”

"Aye, aye, | know," said Shakespeare. "One mistake treads hard upon the footsteps of the one it
follows."

"But Say here," said Maxwell. He shot a swift glance at Oop. "Does Harlow know he's here?!

"I think not," said Oop. "We took some pains hewouldn't.”

"] dipped theleash,” said Shakespeare, grinning, pleased with himsdlf. "But with assstance, for
which | acknowledge gratitude.”

"Assgtance," said Maxwell. "l just bet there was. Will you clowns ever learn..."

"Pete, don't carry on," said Carol. "I think it very noble of Oop. Here wasthis poor fellow from
another time and al he wanted was to see how the people lived and-"

"Let'sst down,” said Ghost to Maxwell. "Y ou have the look of a man who could stand agood stiff
drink."

Maxwell sat down, next to Shakespeare, Ghost taking the chair on the other side of him. Oop
picked up abottle and handed it acrossthe table to him.

"Go ahead," he urged. "Don't stand on ceremony. Don't bother with aglass. Wereinformal here.”

Maxwell tilted the bottle to his mouth and let it gurgle. Shakespeare watched him with admiration.
When hetook it down, Shakespeare said, "I cannot but admire your fortitude. | essayed adrink of it and
it fair to srivded me"

"After atimeyou get usedtoit,” said Maxwell.

"But thisale," said Shakespeare, touching with afinger ahalf-filled bottle of beer. "Now, thereis
stuff soft to the palate and pleasing to the ssomach.”

Sylvester wormed hisway behind Shakespeare's chair, squeezed in beside Maxwell and laid his
head in Maxwdl'slap. Maxwel | scratched behind hisears.

"Isthat cat bothering you again?' asked Carol.

"Sylvester and | are comrades,” Maxwell told her. "Weve been through wars together. We took
on the Wheder last night, you must remember, and we vanquished him."

"Y ou bear acheerful countenance,”" Shakespeare said to Maxwell. "'l would presume that the
busi ness you have been about, and which had detained you until now, has gone favorably.”

"Thebusnessdid not go a dl," said Maxwadll. "The only reason | have a cheerful countenanceis
because | am in such good company.”

"Y ou mean Harlow turned you down!™ exploded Oop. " That he wouldn't give you aday or two of
time"

"There was nothing elsefor him to do,” Maxwell explained. "He's aready been paid and the
Wheder carts off the Artifact tomorrow."

"We have the means," Oop declared darkly, "to make him change hismind."

"Not any longer," said Maxwell. "He can't pull out now. The ded isdone. He won't give back the
money, be won't bresk hisword. And if what you havein mindiswhat | think itis, al heneedstodois
cal off the lecture and refund the money for the tickets."

"| suppose you'reright,” Oop agreed. "We hadn't known the deal had gone so far. We figured we
might pick up alittle bargaining strength.”

"Y ou did the best you could,” said Maxwell, "and | thank you for it."

"We had figured," said Oop, "that if we could buy aday or two, then dl of us could go marching
up the hill and bust in on Arnold and explain thingsto him by hand. But it'sal over now, | guess-so have
another drink and passit over to me."

Maxwell had another drink and passed the bottle to him. Shakespeare finished off his beer and
thumped the bottle back onto the table. Carol took the bottle from Oop and poured a couple of inches



into her glass.

"I don't care how the rest of you conduct yoursaves," she said. "I will not go utterly barbaric. |
ingst on drinking from aglass.”

"Beer!" ydled Oop. "More beer for our digtinguished guest.”

"I thank you, Sir," said Shakespeare.

"How did you ever find thisdump?' asked Maxwell. "I know," said Oop, "many of the backwaters
of thiscampus.”

"It was exactly what we wanted," said Ghogt. "Time will be beating the bushesfor our friend. Did
Harlow tell you he had disappeared?’

"No," said Maxwell, "but he seemed somewhat on edge. He mentioned that he was worried, but
you couldn't tell it on him. He's the kind who can sit on the edge of an exploding volcano and never turn a
hair."

"How about the newsmen?' Maxwel| asked. " Still covering the shack?'

Oop shook his head. "But they'll be back. Well have to find some other place for you to bunk.”

"l suppose | might aswell facethem,” Maxwell said. "The ory will haveto be told someday."

"They'll tear you apart,” warned Caral. "And Oop tells me you are without ajob and Longfelow's
sore at you. Y ou can't stand bad publicity right now."

"Noneof it redly matters” Maxwdll told her. "The only problem ishow much of it | should tell
them.”

"All of it,”" said Oop. "Tear the thing wide open. L et the galaxy know exactly what waslog."

"No," said Maxwdll. "Harlow ismy friend. | can't do anything to hurt him."

A waiter brought a bottle of beer and put it down. "One bottle!" raged Oop. "What do you mean,
one bottle? Go back and get an armload of it. Our friend here hasadry on."

"Youdidn't say," thewaiter said. "How was| to know?"

He shuffled off to gather up more beer.

"Y our hospitdity," said Shakespeare, "isbeyond reproach. But | fear | am intruding in atime of
trouble.”

"Trouble, yes," Ghost told him. "But you are not intruding. We are glad to have you."

"What was this Oop said about your staying here?' asked Maxwdll. "About your settling down.”

"My teeth are bad,” said Shakespeare. "They hang loosdly in thejaw and a times pain
exceedingly. | haveintelligence that hereabout are marvel ous mechanics who can extract them with no
pain and fabricate a set to replace the ones | have.”

"That can be done, indeed,” said Ghost.

"I left at home," said Shakespeare, "awife with anagging tongue and | would be rather loath to
return to her. Likewise, the dethat you call beer iswondrous above any | have drunk and | hear tell that
you have arrived at understanding with goblins and with fairies, whichisamarvelousthing. And to St at
mest with aghost ispast dl understanding, although one hasthe feeling here he must dig close a the root
of truth.”

The waiter arrived with an armload of beer bottles and dumped them on the table.

"Therel" he said, disgusted. "That'll hold you for awhile. Cook saysthefood is coming up.”

"You don't intend,” Maxwell asked Shakespeare, "to appear for your lecture?’

"Forsooth, and if | did," said Shakespeare, "they would forthwith, once that | had finished, whisk
me homeagain."

"And they would, too," said Oop. "If they ever get their paws on him, they'll never let him go.”

"But how will you earn aliving?' Maxwell asked. "Y ou have no skillsto fit thisworld.”

"1," sad Shakespeare, "will surely devise something. A man'swits, drivento it, will come up with
ansvers”

Thewaiter arrived with acart, laden with food. He began putting it on the table.

"Sylvester!" Caral cried.

Sylvester had risen swiftly, put his two paws on the table and reached to grab two dabs of rare
roast beef which had been carved off a standing roast of ribs.



Sylvester disappeared benegth the table, with the meat hanging from hisjaws.

"The pussy cat ishungry,” Shakespeare sad. "He harvests what he can.”

"In the matter of food," Carol complained, "he has no manners whatsoever."

From benegath the table came the sound of crunching bones.

"Magter Shakespeare,” said Ghogt, "you came from England. From atown upon the Avon.”

"A goodly country to the eye," said Shakespeare, "but filled with human riffraff. There be poachers,
thieves, murderers, footpads, and dl sort of loathsomefolk..."

"But | recdl," said Ghog, "the swans upon the river and the willows growing on its banks and-"

"Y ou what?" howled Oop. "How can you recdl?" Ghost rose dowly to hisfeet and there was
something about hisrising that made dl of them fix their eyes upon him. He raised ahand, dthough there
was no hand, just the deeves of hisrobe, if robeit was.

Hisvoice, when it came, was hollow, asif it might have come from an empty place far distant.

"But | dorecdl," hetold them. "After al these years, | do recdll. | either had forgotten or | had
never known. But now | do..."

"Master Ghogt," said Shakespeare, "you act exceeding strange. What queer distemper could have
seized upon you?"

"l know now who | am," said Ghost triumphantly. "I know who | am the ghost of ."

"Widll, thank God for that," said Oop. "It will put an end to dl this maundering of yours about your
heritage.”

"And who, pray," asked Shakespeare, "might you be the ghost of 7'

"Of you," Ghost keened. "I know now-I know now-1 am William Shakespeare's ghost!”

For an ingtant they al sat silent, stricken, and then from Shakespeare's throat came a strangled
sound of moaning fright. With a sudden surge, he came out of his chair and leaped to the tabletop,
heading for the door. The table went over with a crash. Maxwell's chair tipped back and he went
sprawling with it. The edge of the tipping table pinned him to the floor and abowl of gravy, skating off its
edge, caught himin the face.

He put up both his hands and tried to wipe the gravy off hisface. From somewhere above him he
heard Oop's raging bellows.

Ableto see again, but with hisface and hair till dripping gravy, Maxwell managed to crawl from
beneath the table and stagger to hisfest.

Carol sat flat upon the floor amid the litter of the food. Beer bottles were rolling back and forth
across the floor. Framed in the kitchen door stood the cook, a mighty woman with chubby armsand
touded hair, and her hands upon her hips. Sylvester was crouched above the roast, ripping it apart and
rgpidly swalowing great mouthfuls of meet before anyone could stop him.

Oop came limping back from the door.

"No sign of them," he said. "No sign of either one of them.”

He reached down ahand to haul Carol to her feet.

"That rotten Ghogt," he said bitterly. "Why couldn't he keep till? Even if heknew..."

"But he didn't know," said Carol. "Not until just now. It took this confrontation to jar it out of him.
Something Shakespeare said, perhaps. It's something he's been wondering about al these years and
when suddenly it hit him..."

"Thistearsit," Oop declared. " Shakespeare never will quit running. Ther€ll be no finding him."

"Maybe that iswhat Ghost isdoing now," said Maxwell. "That iswhere he went. To follow
Shakespeare and stop him and bring him back to us.”

"Stop him, how?", asked Oop. "If Shakespeare sees him following helll set new records running.”
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They sat dejectedly about Oop's rough-lumber table. Sylvester lay on hisback on the hearthstone,



with hisfront paws folded negtly on his chest, his back feet thrust up into the air. He wore aslly grin of
satisfaction pasted on hisface.

Oop shoved the fruit jar aong the boardsto Carol. She picked it up and sniffed. "It smdllslike
kerosene," she said, "and, as| remember it, it tastes like kerosene." Shelifted the jar with both her hands
and drank, then pushed it acrossto Maxwell.

"l do believe," she said, "that after atime one could become accustomed to drinking kerosene.”

"That isgood booze," said Oop defensively. "Although,” he admitted, "it could do with just atouch
more aging. Seemsthat it gets drunk up quicker than | can get it made.”

Maxwell lifted the jar and drank moodily. The hooch burned itsway fiercely down hisgullet and
exploded in his stomach, but the explosion did no good. He still stayed moody and aware. There were
times, hetold himsalf, when there was no such thing as getting drunk. Pour it in two-fisted and you il
stayed sober. And right now, he thought, he would dearly love to get sodden drunk and stay that way for
aday or so. Maybe when he sobered up, life wouldn't seem so bad.

"What | can't understand,” said Oop, "iswhy Old Bill should take this business of his ghost so bad.
Hedid, of course. He was scared pink with purple spots. But the thing that bothers me is that he wasn't
upset with Ghogt. Oh, alittlejittery at first, as one might expect of a sxteenth-century man. But once we
had explained it to him, he seemed rather pleased with it. He accepted Ghost much more readily than
would have been the case, say, with atwentieth-century man. In the sixteenth century they believed in
ghosts and ghosts were something that could be accepted. He never got the wind up until he found that
Ghogt was hisghost and then..."

"Hewas quiteintrigued,” said Caral, "by our relations with the Little Folk. He made us promise
we'd take him down to the reservation so he could get acquainted with them. Aswasthe case with
ghodts, he bdieved in them implicitly.”

Maxwell took another hooker out of thejar and did it across to Oop. He wiped his mouth on the
back of hishand. "Being free and easy with aghogt, with just any ghost,” he said, "would come under a
different heading than meeting up with one particular ghost that turned out to be your ghost. Itis
impossible for aman to accept, to actually accept and believein, his own degth. Even knowing what a
ghogtis..."

"Oh, don't please start that up again,” said Carol.

Oop grinned. "He sure went out of therelike ashot,” he said. "Like you'd tied afirecracker to his
tall. He went through that door without even touching the latch. He just busted throughit.”

"l didn't see" said Maxwell. "I had abowl of gravy in my face."

"There wasn't anyone got anything out of the whole mess," said Oop, "except that saber-toother
over there. He got a haunch of beef. Rare, the way he likesit."

"The cat's an opportunist,” Carol observed. "He adways comes out smelling pretty.”

Maxwdll stared at her. "'I've been meaning to ask you. How do you come to be mixed up with us?
| thought you washed your hands of uslast night after the affair with the Wheder."

Oop chuckled. "She was worried about you. Also, sheisnosy.”

"There's something eseaswell,” said Maxwell. "How comeyou aremixed upinit at dl? Let'stake
it from thefirst. Y ou were the one who tipped us off about the Artifact-about it being sold.”

"l didn't tip you off. | misspoke. It jugt-"

"Y ou tipped us off," Maxwell declared. "I think you meant to do it. What do you know about the
Artifact? Y ou must have known something to not have wanted it sold.”

"Yeah, that isright,” said Oop. "Sigter, you better Sart telling uswhat it isal about.”

"A coupleof bullies..."

"No," said Maxwell, "let's not turn it to ajoke. Thisis something that'simportant.”

"Wdll, | had heard about it being sold, as| told you. | wasn't supposed to know. And | was
worried about it and | didn't like the sound of it. Not that there was anything really wrong with the sale of
it, legdly, | mean. | understood that Time had titleto it and could sell it if it wished. But it didn't seemto
me that athing like the Artifact should be sold, even for umpteen billion dollars. Because | did know
something about it-something that no one e se knew about it and | was afraid to try to tell anyone what |



knew. And when | mentioned how important the Artifact was to other people, | could see that they
couldn't care less. Then, that night, when you two talked about it and were so interested-"

"Y ou thought maybe we could help.”

"Well, | don't know what | thought. But you were the first oneswho had shown any interestinit.
Although | couldn't tell you. | couldn't come right out and tell you, because, you see, | wasn't supposed
to know it and there was a maitter of being loya to Timeand | wasal mixed up.”

"Were you working with the Artifact? Isthat how..."

"Well, no," she said, "not working with it. But one day when | stopped to look at it-like any tourist,
you understand, just walking through the inner court of the museum and stopping to have alook at it,
because it was an interesting object and amysterious one aswell-and | saw something, or thought | saw
something. | don't know now. | can't be sure. Although &t thetime, | remembered | was sure, | was
absolutely certain that | saw thisthing about it no one had ever noticed, or if they had noticed...”

She stopped and looked from one to the other of them. Neither spoke. They sat sillent, waiting for
her to go on.

"l can't be sure," she said. "Not now. Now | can't be sure.”

"Go ahead," said Oop. "Tdll usthe best you can.”

She nodded soberly. "It was just for an instant. So quick, so fast, and yet at the time there was no
doubt | had redly seen it. The sun was shining through the windows and the sunlight was faling on the
Artifact. Maybe no one had ever looked at the Artifact before when the sunlight had been shining on it a
precisaly the angle it shone on it that day. | don't know. That could be the explanation, | suppose. But it
seemed to me | saw something insde the Artifact. Well, redly not ingde of it, either. Rather, asif the
Artifact was something that had been pressed or shaped into an oblong block, but you couldn't know this
except when the sun shone just right upon it. It seemed to methat | could see an eye, and for just an
instant, when | saw that eye, | knew that it was dive and that it was watching me and-"

"But that can't bel" yelled Oop. "The Artifact islike astone. Like apiece of metd."

"A funny piece of metal," said Maxwell. " Something that you can't pry into, something that-"

"It'sonly fair to say,” Carol reminded them, "that now | can't be sure. It might have been only my
imaginaion.”

"WEell never know," said Maxwell. "The Wheder will haul off the Artifact tomorrow."

"And buy the crystal planet withit," said Oop. "It ssemsto me we shouldn't just be sitting here. If
we could have held onto Shakespeare...”

"It wouldn't have done abit of good,” Maxwdl told him. "This business of kidnaping
Shakespeare-"

"We never kidnaped him," said Oop, outraged at the thought. "He came dong with us very
pesaceably. He was glad to come. Hed been figuring dl the time how he could lose this escort that Time
had sent dong. It wasredly hisown idea. We only helped alittle.”

"Like clunking the escort on the head?'

"No, never," declared Oop. "We were gented about it. We created what you might have called a
mild diverson.”

"Wéll, anyhow," said Maxwell, "it was abum idea. There was too much money involved. You
could have kidnaped a dozen Shakespeares and you'd never got Harlow Sharp to give up hisdedl for the
Artifact.”

"But even 0," said Carol, "there should be something that we could be doing. Like rousting Arnold
out of bed."

"Theonly way," said Maxwell, "that Arnold could help usis by giving Timethe kind of money the
Whedler is paying Sharp. | can't seethat, can you?"

"No, | can't," said Oop.

He picked up thejar, put it to hismouth and drained it, got up and went to the hideout in the floor
and got another jar. Ponderoudly, he unscrewed the lid and handed the jar to Caral.

"Leave us settle down," he suggested, "to building up ahangover. The newsmen will be here by
morning and | got to build up the strength for throwing them al out.”



"Now, wait asecond,” said Maxwell. "I fed an ideacoming on."

They sat and waited for the ideato come on.

"Thetrandator,” said Maxwell. "The one | used to read the records on the crystal planet. | found it
inmy bag."

"Yes?' asked Oop.

"What if the Artifact were Smply another record?"

"But Carol says..."

"l know what Carol says. But she can't be sure. She only thinks she saw that eye staring out at her.
And it seemsimprobable.”

"That'sright," said Caral. "I can't be absolutdly sure. And what Pete says does make a crooked
sort of sense. If he'sright, it would have to be avery important record-and arather massive one. Perhaps
awhole new world of knowledge. Maybe something the crystd planet |eft here on Earth, believing that
no one would ever think of looking for it here. A sort of hidden record.”

"Evenif that should bethe case," said Oop, "what good will it do us. The museum islocked and
Harlow Sharp is not about to open it for us."

"l could get usin,” said Carol. "I could phone the guard and say | had to get in and do some work.
Or that | had left something there and wanted to pick it up. | have clearancefor that sort of thing."

"And lose your job," suggested Oop.

She shrugged. "There are other jobs. And if weworked it right..."

"But therés so little point to it,” protested Maxwell. "It's no better than amillion-to-one shot.
Maybe lessthan that. | don't deny I'd liketo have atry at it, but-"

"What if you found that it was really something important?* asked Carol. "Then we could get hold
of Sharp and explainit to him and maybe..."

"l don't know," said Maxwell. "1 would doubt that we could find anything so important that Harlow
would renege upon the dedl "

"Wdl," said Oop, "let's not waste time Sitting here and talking about it. Let usbe about it."

Maxwell looked at Caral. "I think so, Pete," she said. "I think it'sworth the chance.

Oop reached out and took the jar of moonshine from in front of her and screwed on the cap.
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The past surrounded them, the cabineted and cased and pedestaled past, the lost and forgotten
and unknown snatched out of time by the far-ranging field expeditions that had probed into the hidden
corners of mankind's history. Art and folklore objects that had been undreamed of until men went back
and found them; still new pottery that had heretofore been known only as scattered shards, if even that;
bottles out of ancient Egypt with the salves and ointments till imprisoned, fresh, within them; ancient iron
weapons new-taken from the forge; the scrolls from the Alexandrian library which should have burned,
but didn't, because men had been sent back in time to snatch them from the flames at the moment before
they would have been destroyed; the famed tapestry of Ely that had disappeared from the ken of manin
along-gone age-all these and many more, atreasure trove of articles, many of them no treasuresin
themselves, snatched from the bowels of time.

The place was misnamed, Maxwell thought. Not Time Museum, but rather the Museum of No
Time, aplace where al ages came together, where there was no time distinction, a building where dl the
accomplishments and dreams of mankind might eventually be gathered, not aged things, but al fresh and
new and shiny, fashioned only yesterday. And here one would not have to guessfrom old and scattered
evidence what it had been like back there, but could pick up and hold and manipulate the tools and
instruments and gadgets that had been made and used through all the days of his development.

Standing beside the pedestd which held the Artifact he listened to the footsteps of the guard ashe
tramped away again on hisregular rounds.



Carol had managed it, and there had been atime he had doubted she would be able to. But
everything had gone OK. She'd phoned the guard and told him she and a coupl e of friends had wanted
onelast ook at the Artifact before it was carted off and he had been waiting to let them in &t thelittle
entryway set into one of the large doors that were opened when the museum was open to the public.

"Don't taketoo long," he grumbled. "I'm not sure| should let you do this."

"It'sdl right," sheld told him. "Thereisno need for you to worry."

He had shuffled off, mumbling to himsdf.

A bank of overhead spotlights shone down on the black block that was the Artifact.

Maxwell ducked beneath the velvet rope that guarded the pedestal and clambered up beside the
Artifact, crouching down besideit, fumbling in his pocket for the interpreting gpparatus.

It was acrazy hunch, hetold himsdif. It was no hunch &t al. It smply was an idea born of
desperation and he was wasting histime, more than likely making himsalf somewhat ridiculous. And even
if thiswild venture should prove to have some point, there was nothing that he could do, at thislate hour,
about it. Tomorrow the Wheder would take possession of the Artifact and of the knowledge stored on
the crystal planet and so far as the human race might be concerned that would be the end of fifty billion
years of knowledge dredged most [aboriously and devotedly from two universes-knowledge that should
have belonged to the University of Earth, that could have belonged to the university, but that now would
belost forever to an enigmatic cultura bloc which might, inturn, prove to be that potentia cosmic enemy
Earth had always feared would be found in space.

His start had been too late, he knew. Given abit more time and he could have turned the dedl,
could have found the people who would have listened to him, could have gained some backing. But
everything had worked against him and now it wastoo late.

Hedid the interpreter onto his head and fumbled with it, for somehow it didn't want to fit.

"Let me help,” said Carol. Hefet her fingers manipulating it deftly, straightening out the straps,
diding them into place.

Glancing down, he saw Sylvester, seated on the floor beside the pedestal, sneering up at Oop.

Oop caught Maxwell'slook. "That cat doesn't like me," said the Neanderthaler. "He senses that
I'm his natural enemy. Some day hell work up hisnerveto have ago a me."

"That'sridiculous," snapped Caral. "He'sjust alittle putty cat”

"Not theway | seeit,” said Oop.

Maxwdll reached up and pulled the assemblage of the interpreter down across his eyes.

And |ooked down at the Artifact.

There was something there, something in that block of black. Lines, forms, a strangeness. No
longer just ablock of unimaginable blackness, rgecting al influence from outside, tolerating nothing and
giving up nothing, asif it might be athing that tood apart, sufficient to itsalf within the universe,

Hetwisted his head to try to catch the angle from which it might be possible to untangle what he
saw. No lines of writing, surely-it was something el se. He reached up to the headpiece and pushed over
the whed! that increased the power, fiddled for amoment with the adjustment for the sensor.

"What isit?' Carol asked.

"l don'..." Then, suddenly, he did know. Then he saw. Imprisoned in one corner of the block was
atalon, with iridescent flesh or hide or scale and gleaming claws that looked asiif they had been carved
from diamonds. A talon that moved and struggled to be free so it could reach out for him.

Heflinched away, moving back to get out of reach, and helost hisbalance. He felt himsdlf faling
and tried to twist to one side so he wouldn't land flat upon his back. One shoulder struck the velvet rope
and the standards that held the rope in place went over with aclatter. The floor came up and smacked
him hard. Striking the rope had served to twist him to one side and he came down heavily on one
shoulder, but his head was protected from the floor. He struck at his forehead with an open hand,
knocking the interpreter off to one sdeto free hiseyes.

And there, above him, the Artifact was changing. Out of it something was rising-rearing up out of
the oblong of blackness, jerking itsdf free. Something that was dive, athrob with vitdity and glittering in

its beauty.



A dender, dainty head, with an € ongated snout, and a sharp serrated crest that ran from the
forepart of the head dong the length of neck. A barrel-like chest and body, with apair of wings
haf-folded, and shapely forelegs, armed with the diamond claws. It glittered blindingly in the spotlights
that pointed at the Artifact, or, rather, where the Artifact had been, each gleaming scale apoint of hard
white light striking off the bronze and gold, the yellow and the blue.

A dragon! Maxwell thought. A dragon rising from the blackness of the Artifact! A dragon, finaly
risen, after long aeons of being imprisoned in that block of blackness.

A dragon! After dl theyears held hunted one, after dl the years of wonder, herefinaly wasa
dragon. But not ashed pictured it in hismind-no prosaic thing of flesh and scale, but athing of glorious
symbolism. A symbol of the heyday of the crystal planet, perhaps of the universe that had died so that
this present universe could be born anew-ancient and fabulous, afellow of those strange tribes of beings
of which thetrolls and goblins, the fairies and the banshees were the sunted and pitiful survivors. A thing
the name of which had been handed down through generations that numbered into thousands, but never
seen by any member of humanity until thisvery moment.

Oop stood out on the floor, beyond one of the tumbled standards that had held the velvet cord, his
legs more bowed than ever, asif hed started to sink into a crouch and had frozen there, with his hamlike
hands hanging at his sde, hisfingers hooked like claws, while he stared upward at the terror and the
wonder on the pedestd. In front of him, Sylvester crouched close againgt the floor, knotted muscles
standing out aong hisfurry legs, his great mouth agape, with the fangs exposed and ready for attack.

Maxwell felt ahand upon his shoulder and twisted around.

"A dragon?' Carol asked.

Her words were strange, asif she had been afraid to ask them, asif she'd forced them from her
throat. She was not looking at him, but upward at the dragon, which now seemed to be complete.

The dragon switched itstail, which was long and sinuous, and out on the floor Oop tumbled down
ungracefully to duck the sweep of it.

Sylvester squawled in anger and crept forward afoot or so.

"Cut it out, Sylvester," Maxwell said sharply to the cat.

Oop scrambled forward hastily on his hands and knees and grabbed Sylvester by one of hishind
legs

"Tak to him," Maxwell said to Carol. "If that fool cat tackleshim, therell be the devil to pay.”

"Oop, you mean. He wouldn't tackle Oop."

"Not Oop," said Maxwell. "The dragon. If he takes off on the dragon-"

A bellow of rage came thundering out of the darkness, and the thump of running feet.

"What isgoing onin here?' howled the watchman, charging from the shadows.

The dragon spun upon the pedestal and came swiftly off it, switching around to face the running
watchman.

"Look out,” Oop ydled, fill with atight grip upon Sylvester'sleg.

The dragon moved forward carefully, dmost mincingly, its head canted at aquestioning angle. It
flourished itstail and the tail swept acrossthe top of adisplay table, brushing off ahaf dozen bowlsand
jugs. The pottery thudded and gleaming shards went skating across the floor.

"Hey, you cut that out!" the watchman yel ped and then, apparently for thefirgt time, saw the
dragon. The yelp turned into ahow! of fear. The watchman turned and fled. The dragon trotted after him,
not in any hurry, but very interested. His progress was marked by a series of thudding and splintering
crashes.

"If we don't get him out of here," sad Maxwell, "ther€ll be nothing left. At the rate he's going, there
won't be athing intact in less than fifteen minutes. Hell have the place wiped out. And, Oop, for the love
of God, hang onto that cat. We don't want afull-fledged brawl breaking out in here.”

Maxwell got to hisfeet, grabbed the interpreter off hishead and stuffed it in his pocket.

"I could open the doors,” Carol offered, "and we could shoo him out of here. The big doors, |
mean. | think that | know how."

"How areyou, Oop," Maxwel| asked, "at dragon-herding?"



The dragon had blundered to the rear of the building and now had turned around and was coming
back.

"Oop," said Caral, "help me with these doors. | need aman with muscle.”

"What about this cat?"

"Leave himto me" said Maxwell. "He may behave himsdf. Maybe helll mind me.”

A long chain of crashes marked the progress of the dragon. Listening to them, Maxwell moaned.
Sharp would have his scap for this. Friend or not, he would be plenty sore. The whole museum wrecked
and the Artifact transformed into rampaging tons of flesh.

Hetook afew tentative steps across the floor toward the crashing sounds. Sylvester dunk close
agang hisheds. In the dimness, Maxwell could make out the dim outlines of the floundering dragon.

"Nicedragon,” Maxwell said. "Takeit easy, fellow."

It sounded rather silly and somehow inadequate. How in the world, he wondered, should onetalk
to adragon?

Sylvester |et out ahacking growl.

"You stay out of it," said Maxwell sharply. "Things are bad enough without you messingin.”

He wondered what had happened to the watchman. More than likely phoning the police and
building up astorm.

Behind him he heard the cresking of the doors asthey came open. If the dragon would only wait
until those doors were open, then he could be shagged outdoors. And once the dragon had been gotten
out, what would happen then? Maxwell shuddered, thinking of it-of the great beast blundering down the
streets and across the malls. Maybe it would be better, after dl, to keep him penned in here.

He stood indecisively for amoment, weighing the disadvantages of a dragon caged with adragon
on the loose. The museum was more or less wrecked now and perhaps the complete wrecking of it
would be preferable to turning this creature loose upon the campus.

The doors sill were creaking, dowly opening. The dragon had been ambling along, but now he
burgt into agalop, heading for the opening portd.

Maxwell spun around. "Close those doors!" he shouted, then ducked quickly to one side asthe
gdloping dragon came charging down upon him.

The doors were partly open and they stayed partly open. Oop and Carol were racing off in
different directions, intent on leaving plenty of room for the lumbering tons of flesh that were heading for
the open.

Sylvester's thunderous roars boomed and echoed in the museum as he took off in pursuit of the
running cregture.

Off to one sde, Carol was shrieking a him. "Cut it out, Sylvester! No, Sylvester, no!"

Thedragon's sinuoustal flicked nervoudy from sideto side asit ran. Cabinets and tables crashed,
statues were sent spinning-a path of destruction marked the dragon'sflight for freedom.

Groaning, Maxwell ran, following Sylvester and the dragon, dthough, for thelife of him, he didn't
know exactly why he should be running. He didn't, he was certain, want to catch the dragon.

The dragon reached the opening and went through it in asingle leap, high into the air, and asiit
leaped, the wings unfolded and swept downward in athrumming best.

At the doorway Maxwell skidded to astop. On the steps below the entrance, Sylvester aso had
spun to adiding hat and now was straining upward, raging loudly at the flying dragon.

It was asight to make one catch his bresth. Moonlight on the besting wings, reflecting off the
burnished scales of red and gold and blue, made a flashing rainbow that quivered in the sky.

Oop and Carol burst out of the door and stopped to stare into the sky.

"Beautiful!" said Carol.

"Yes igntit," sad Maxwell.

And now, for thefirst time, heredlized in full exactly what had happened here. Therewas no
longer any Artifact and the Whedler dedl was dead. And, likewise, any ded that he could make in behalf
of the crysta planet. The chain of eventsthat had been started with the copying of hiswave pattern when
he had been launched for Coonskin had been canceled out. Now, except for that flashing rainbow in the



sky, it was asif nothing at al had happened.

The dragon was higher now, whedling in the sky, no longer anything more than the flashing of the
ranbow colors.

"Thistearsit,” Oop declared. "What do we do now?"

"It was my fault," said Carol.

"It was no one'sfault,” said Oop. "It'sjust the way things happen.”

"Well, anyhow," said Maxwell, "we loused up Harlow's dedl.”

"I'll say you did," avoice said behind them. "Will someone please tel me what isgoing on?"

They turned around.

Harlow Sharp stood in the doorway. Someone had turned on all the museum lights and he stood
out sharply againgt the lighted oblong of the doors.

"The museum iswrecked,” he said, "and the Artifact is gone and here are the two of you and |
might have known. Miss Hampton, I'm astonished. | thought you had better sense than to become
entangled in such low company. Although that crazy cat of yours"

"Y ou leave Sylvester out of this," she said. "He never had athing to do with it.”

"Well, Pete?' asked Sharp.

Maxwell shook hishead. "l find it abit hard to explain.”

"I would think s0," said Sharp. "Did you have dl thisin mind when you talked with methis
evening?'

"No," said Maxwell. "It was a sort of accident.”

"An expensve accident,” said Sharp. "It might interest you to know that you've set Timeswork
back a century or more. Unless, of course, you somehow moved the Artifact and have it hidden out
somewhere. In which case, my friend, | give you aflat five seconds to hand it back to me."

Maxwell gulped. "I didn't moveit, Harlow. In fact, | barely touched it. I'm not sure what
happened. It turned into adragon.”

"It turned into awhat?'

"A dragon. | tell you, Harlow-"

"l remember now," said Sharp. "Y ou always were blathering around about a dragon. Y ou started
out for Coonskin to find yoursalf adragon. And now it seemsyou've found one. | hopethat it'sagood
one."

"It'sapretty one" said Carol. "All gold and shimmery."

"Oh, fine," said Sharp. "lsn't that just bully. We can probably make afortune, taking it around on
exhibition. We can whomp up acircus and give top billing to the dragon. | can seeit now in grest big
letterss THE ONLY DRAGON IN EXISTENCE."

"But itisn't here,” said Caral. "It up and flew away."

"Oop," said Sharp, "you haven't said aword. What isgoing on? Y ou are ordinarily fairly mouthy.
What isgoing on?'

"I'm mortified,” said Oop.

Sharp turned away from him and looked at Maxwell.

"Pete," he said, "you probably realize what you have done. The watchman phoned me and wanted
to call the police. But | told him to hold up on calling the police and I'd come right down. | had no ideatit
would turn out as bad asit did turn out to be. The Artifact isgoneand | can't ddliver it and that means|'ll
have to hand back al that cash, and alot of the exhibits have been smashed to smithereens-"

"Thedragon did that,” Maxwell said, "beforewelet him out.”

"Soyou let him out? He didn't actually get away. You just let him out.”

"WEéll, hewas smashing al that stuff. | guesswe weren't thinking."

"Tell me honest, Pete. Was there actualy adragon?’

"Y es, there was one. He wasimmobilized insde the Artifact. Perhaps he was the Artifact. Don't
ask me how he got there. Enchantment, | would guess.”

"Enchantment really happens, Harlow. | don't know how. I've spent yearstrying to find out and |



don't know much more about it now than when | started out.”

"It seemsto me" said Sharp, "that there is someone missing. When dl hell breaksloose, there
usually issomeone elsewhoistied into it. Can you tell me, Oop, where Ghost, that gresat, good friend of
yours, might be?"

Oop shook his head. "He'sahard oneto keep track of. Always dipping off."

"Thatisntdl of it," said Sharp. "Thereis il another situation that we should pay some heed to.
Shakespeare has come up missing. | wonder if any of you could shed some light on his disappearance.”

"Hewaswith usfor awhile," said Oop. "We were just setting down to eat when he became quite
frightened and lit out of there. It happened when Ghost remembered that he was Shakespeare's ghost.
He's been wondering al these years, you know, who heisthe ghost of "

Slowly, lowering himself one section at atime, Sharp sat down on the top step and looked dowly
from oneto the other of them.

"Not athing,” hesaid. "Y ou didn't miss a thing when you started out to ruin Harlow Sharp. Y ou
made ajob of it."

"Wedidn't start out to ruin you," said Oop. "We never had athing againgt you. It seemed,
somehow, that things started going wrong and they never stopped.”

"By rights," said Sharp, "'l should sue every one of you for every cent you have. | should ask a
judgment-and don't fool yoursdlf, I'd get it-that would keep al of you working for Time the rest of your
natural lives. But the three of you together couldn't offset by afraction, during your collective lifetimes,
what you cost Time tonight. So theré's no sensein doing it. Although | suppose the police will haveto get
into thisruckus. | don't see how they can be kept out of it. Thethree of you, I'm afraid, will haveto
answer alot of questions.”

"If someone would only listento me," said Maxwell, "I could explainit al. That'swhat I've been
trying to do ever snce| got back-to find someone who would listen to me. | tried to talk to you this
afternoon..."

"Then," said Sharp, "suppose you start right now by explaining it to me. I'll own to adight curiosty.
Let'sgo across the street to my office, where we can settle down and have atalk. Or might that
inconvenience you? There's probably athing or two you still have to do to finish up the job of
bankrupting Time"

"No, | guessthereisnt,” said Oop. "I'd say, offhand, that we've done about everything we can.”

23

Ingpector Drayton rose heavily from the chair in which he had been sitting in Sharp's outer office.

"I'm glad you findly arrived, Dr. Sharp,” he said. " Something has arisen-"

Theingpector cut short his speech when he caught sight of Maxwell. "So it'syou,” said the
ingpector. "I am glad to see you. Y ou've led me along, hard chase."

Maxwell made aface. "I'm not sure, Ingpector, that | can reciprocate your gladness.”

If there was anyone he could get dong without right now, hetold himself, it was Inspector
Drayton.

"And who might you be?" Sharp asked shortly. "What do you mean by busting in here.”

"I'm Ingpector Drayton, of Security. | had ashort talk with Professor Maxwell the other day, on
the occasion of hisreturn to Earth, but I'm afraid that there are still some questions....”

"Inthat case," said Sharp, "pleasetake your placein line. | have businesswith Dr. Maxwell and
I'm afraid that mine takes precedence over yours.”

"Y ou don't understand,” said Drayton. "I had not come here to apprehend your friend. Histurning
up with you isa piece of good fortune | had not expected. There is another matter in which | thought you
might be helpful, amatter which came up rather unexpectedly. Y ou see, | had heard that Professor
Maxwell had been aguest at Miss Clayton's recent party and so | went to see her-"



"Tak sense, man,” said Sharp. "What has Nancy Clayton got to do with al of this?'

"I don't know, Harlow," said Nancy Clayton, appearing a the doorway of the inner office. "l never
intended to get involved in anything. All | ever try to do isentertain my Mendsand | can't see how there's
anything sowrongin that.”

"Nancy, please," said Sharp. "First tell mewhat isgoing on. Why are you here and why is
Inspector Drayton here and-"

"It'sLambert," Nancy said.

"Y ou mean the man who painted the picture that you have.”

"l have three of them," said Nancy proudly.

"But Lambert has been dead more than five hundred years."

"That'swhat | thought, too,” said Nancy, "but he turned up tonight. He said that hewas|ogt.”

A man stepped from the inner room, urging Nancy to one side-atal and rugged man with sandy
hair and deep linesin hisface.

"It appears, gentlemen,” he said, "that you are discussing me. Would you mind if | spoke up for
mysdf?’

There was a strange twang to the way he spoke hiswords and he stood there, beaming at them, in
agood-natured manner, and there was not much that one could find in him to make one didike the man.

"You are Albert Lambert?' Maxwell asked.

"Indeed | am," said Lambert, "and | hope | don't intrude, but | have a problem.”

"And you're the only one?" asked Sharp.

"I'm surethat | don't know," said Lambert. "I suppose there are many other persons who are faced
with problems. When you have a problem, however, the question is of where to go to haveit solved.”

"Miger," said Sharp, "I amin the same position and | am seeking answers just the same asyou
are"

"But don't you see," Maxwell said to Sharp, "that Lambert hasthe right idea. He has cometo the
one place where his problem can be solved."

"If | were you, young fellow," Drayton said, "l wouldn't be so sure. Y ou were pretty foxy the other
day, but now I'm onto you. Therearealot of things-"

"Ingpector, will you please keep out of this," said Sharp. "Things are bad enough without you
complicating them. The Artifact is gone and the museum iswrecked and Shakespeare has disappeared.”

"But al | want," said Lambert reasonably, "isto get back home again. Back to 2023."

"Now, wait aminute,”" Sharp commanded. "Y ou are out of line. | don't-"

"Harlow,” Maxwell said, "l explained it al to you. Just this afternoon. And | asked you about
Simonson. Surely you recdl.”

"Simonson? Yes, | remember now." Sharp looked at Lambert. "Y ou are the man who painted the
canvastha showsthe Artifact.”

"Artifact?'

"A big block of black stone set atop a hill.”

Lambert shook hishead. "No, | haven't painted it. Although | suppose | will. Infact, it seems|
must, for Miss Clayton showed it to me and it's undeniably something that | would have done. And |
must say, who shouldn't, that it is not so bad.”

"Then you actudly saw the Artifact back in Jurassic days?'

"Jurassc?'

"Two hundred million years ago.”

Lambert looked surprised. "So it was that long ago. | knew it was pretty far. There were
dinosaurs”

"But you must have known. Y ou weretraveing intime.”

"Thetroubleis" said Lambert, "the time unit has gone haywire. | never seem to be ableto go to
thetime |l want."

Sharp put up his hands and held his head between them. Then he took them away and said: "Now,
let'sgo at thisdowly. Onething at atime. First one step and then another, till we get to the bottom of it.”



"l explained to you," said Lambert, "that there'sjust onething that | want. It'svery smpleredly, all
| want isto get home again.”

"Whereisyour time machine?"' asked Sharp. "Where did you leaveit. We can have alook at it."

"l didn't leave it anywhere. Theré's no place | could leaveit. It goes everywhere with me. It'sinsgde
my head."

"Inyour head!" ydled Sharp. "A time unit in your head. But that'simpossible.”

Maxwell grinned at Sharp. "When we were talking this afternoon,” he said, "you told me that
Simonson reveded very little about histime machine. Now it appears-"

"| did tell you that," Sharp agreed, "but who in their right mind would suspect that atime unit could
beingaled in asubject's brain. It must anew principle. Something that we missed entirdly.” He said to
Lambert, "Do you have any ideahow it works."

"Not the dightest,” Lambert said. "The only thing | know isthat when it was put into my head-a
rather mgjor surgica operation, | can assure you-l gained the ability to travel intime. | Smply haveto
think of where | want to go, using certain rather smple coordinates, and | am there. But something has
gonewrong. No matter what | think, | go banging back and forth, like ayo-yo, from onetimeto yet
another, none of which arethetimes| want to be."

"It would have advantages," said Sharp, Speaking musingly and more to himself than to the rest of
them. "It would admit of independent action and it would be smal, much smdler than the mechanism that
we haveto use. It would have to beto go insde the brain and... | don't suppose, Lambert, that you
know too much about it?"

"l told you," Lambert said. "Not athing. | wasn't redlly interested in how it worked. Smonson
happensto be afriend of mire..."

"But why here? Why did you come here? To this particular place and time?"

"An accident, that's al. And once | arrived it looked alot more civilized than alot of places| had
been and | sarted inquiring around to orient myself. Apparently | had never been so far into the future
before, for one of thefirst things| learned was that you did have time travel and that therewasaTime
College. Then | heard that Miss Clayton had a painting of mine, and thinking that if shehad apainting |
had done she might be disposed favorably toward me, | sought her out. In hope, you see, of finding out
how to contact the people who might be able to use their good offices to send me home again. And it
waswhile | wasthere that Inspector Drayton arrived.”

"Now, Mr. Lambert,” Nancy said, "before you go any further, thereis something that | want to ask
you. Why didn't you, when you were back in the Jurassic or wherever it was that Harlow said you were,
and you painted this picture-"

"You forget," Lambert told her. "I haven't painted it yet. | have some sketches and someday |
expect-"

"WEell, then, when you get around to painting that picture, why don't you put in dinosaurs. There
aren't any dinosaursin it and you just said you knew you were along way in the past because there were
dinosaurs”

"l put no dinosaursin the painting,” said Lambert, "for avery smple reason. There were no
dinosaurs”

"But you sad..."

"You must redize" Lambert explained patiently, "that | paint only what | see. | never subtract
anything. | never add anything. And there were no dinosaurs because the creaturesin the painting had
chased them dl away. So | put in no dinosaurs, nor any of the others.™

"Any of the others?' asked Maxwell. "What are you talking about now? What were these others?'

"Why," said Lambert, "the oneswith wheds™

He stopped and looked around him at their stricken faces.

"Did | say something wrong?"' he asked.

"Oh, not a al," Carol said swestly. "Go right ahead, Mr. Lambert, and tell usall about the ones
with whedls"

"Y ou probably won't believe me," Lambert said, "and | can't tell you what they were. The daves,



perhaps. Thework horses. The bearers of the burdens. The serfs. They were life forms, apparently-they
weredive, but they went on whedlsinstead of feet and they were not one thing aone. Each one of them
was a hive of insects, like bees or ants. Social insects, gpparently. Y ou understand, | don't expect that
you'l believeaword | say, but | swear..."

From somewhere far away came arumble, thelow, thudding rumble of rapidly advancing whedls.
And asthey stood, transfixed and listening, they knew that the wheels were coming down the corridor.
Nearer came the rumble, growing louder asit advanced. Suddenly it wasjust outside the door and
dowing down to turn and al a once aWheder stood inside the door.

"That's one of them!" screamed Lambert. "What isit doing here?!

"Mr. Marmaduke," said Maxwdll, "it isgood to see you once again.”

"No," the Wheder told him. "Not Mr. Marmaduke. The so-cdled Mr. Marmaduke will not be
seen by you again. Heisin very bad disgrace. He made avast mistake.”

Sylvester had started forward, but Oop had reached down and grabbed him by the loose skin of
the neck and was holding him tightly while he struggled to bresk free.

"There was a contract made," the Whedler said, "'by ahumanoid that went by the name of Harlow
Sharp. Which one of you would be Harlow Sharp?’

"I'm your man," said Sharp.

"Then, Sr, | must ask you what you intend to do about the fulfillment of the contract.”

"Thereisnothing | can do,” said Sharp. "The Artifact is gone and cannot be delivered. Y our
payment, of course, will be refunded promptly.”

"That, Mr. Sharp," the Wheder said, "will not be sufficient. It will fall far short of satisfaction. We
ghal bring thetria of law againgt you. We shdl bust you, mister, with everything we can. We shall do our
best to poverty you and-"

"Why, you miserable go-cart,” Sharp yelled, "thereisno law for you. Galactic law does not apply
with a creature such as you. If you think you can come here and threaten me..."

Ghost appeared, out of thin air, just insde the doorway.

"It'sabout time," Oop yeled angrily. "Whereve you been dl night? What did you do with
Shakespeare?"

"The Bard issafe," said Ghogt, "but there is other news." The arm of the robe raised and gestured
at theWheder. "Others of hiskind swarm in Goblin Reservation to try to trap the dragon.”

So, thought Maxwell, somewhat illogically, it had been the dragon they had wanted, after all.
Could the Whedlers have known dl aong, he wondered, that there had been adragon? And the answer
was that, of course, they would have known, for it had been they or their far ancestors who had done the
work back in Jurassic days.

In Jurassic days on Earth, and how many otherstimes on how many other planets? The serfs,
Lambert had said, the horses, the bearers of the burdens. Were they now, or had they been, inferior
members of that ancient tribe of beings, or had they been, perhaps, smply domesticated animals,
harnessed biologically by genetic engineering, for the jobs they were assgned?

And now these former daves, having established an empire of their own, reached out their hands
for something that they may have reason to believe should be their heritage. Theirs, snce nowhereesein
the universe, except, perhaps, in scattered, dying pockets, was there left any trace of the great
colonization project dreamed by the crystal planet.

And perhaps, thought Maxwell-perhaps it should be theirs. For theirs had been the labor that had
engineered the project. And had the dying Banshee, laden with an ancient guilt, sought to right awrong
when he had doublecrossed the crystal planet, when he had sought to help these former daves? Or had
he, perhaps, believed that it was better that the heritage should go, not to some outsider, but to arace of
beings who had played a part, however menia, however small, in the great project that had crumbled
into fallure?

"Y ou mean," Sharp said to the Wheder, "that the very moment you were standing here and
threatening me, you had your banditsout..."

"Heworks dl the anglesthat there are,” said Oop.



"The dragon went home," said Ghogt, "to the only home that he could recognize upon this planet.
Towherethe Little Folk resde, so that he could see hisfdlows once again, flying in the clear moonlight
abovetheriver valey. And then the Whed ers attacked him in the air, trying to force him to the ground,
so that he could be captured, and the dragon is fighting back most magnificently, but-"

"Whederscant fly," protested Sharp. "And you say there were alot of them. Or you implied there
were alot of them. There can't be. Mr. Marmaduke wasthe only..."

"Perhaps," said Ghog, "they are not bdieved to fly, but they aretruly flying. And asfor the number
of them, | am mystified. Perhgps here dl the time, hiding from the view. Perhaps many coming in through
the trangport stations.”

"We can put astop to that," said Maxwell. "We can send word to Transportation Central. We

Sharp shook his head. "No, we can't do that. Transportation isintergalactic, not of Earth alone.
We cannot interfere.”

"Mr. Marmaduke," said Inspector Drayton, spesking in hisbest officid voice, "or whoever you
may be, | think I'd better runyouin."

"Leave off thisblathering," said Ghogt. "The Little Folk need help.”

Maxwell reached out and picked up the chair. "It'stime we put an end to fooling,” he declared. He
raised the chair and said to the Wheder. "It'stime for you to start talking, friend. And if you dontt, I'll
caveyouin."

A circle of jets suddenly protruded from Wheder's chest and there was ahissing sound. A stench
hit them in the face, aterrible fetor that struck like a clenched and savagefig, that made the somach
somersault and set the throat to gagging.

Maxwell fdt himsdlf faling to thefloor, unable to control hisbody, which seemed tied up in knots
from the fearful stink that exuded from the Wheeler. He hit the floor and rolled and his hands went to his
throat and tore at it, asif to rip it open to alow himsalf more air-although there seemed to be no air, there
was nothing but the foulness of the Whedler.

Above him he heard afearful screaming and when he rolled around so he could look up, he saw
Sylvester suspended above him, hisfront claws hooked around the upper portions of the Whedler's
body, hisrear legs clawing and striking at the bulging and transparent belly in which writhed the disgusting
meass of roiling insects. The Wheeler'swhedlswere spinning frantically, but something had gonewrong
with them. One whed spun in one direction and the second in another, so that the Wheder whirled about
in agiddy dance, with Sylvester clinging desperately and his back legs working like driving pistons at the
Wheder'sbdly. It looked for al the world, thought Maxwell, asif the two of them were engaged ina
rgpid and unwieldy waltz.

An unseen hand reached out and grasped Maxwell by the arm and hauled him unceremonioudly
across the floor. His body thumped across the threshold and some of the foulness diminished and there
now was abregth of air.

Maxwdl| rolled over and got on his hands and knees and fought hisway erect. He reached up with
hisfists and rubbed at his streaming eyes. The air sill was heavy with the stench, but one no longer
gagged.

Sharp sat propped againgt the wall, gasping and rubbing at his eyes. Carol was dumped upon the
floor. Oop, crouched in the doorway, was tugging Nancy out of the fetid room, from which still camethe
screaming of the saber-tooth at work.

Maxwell staggered forward and reaching down, picked up Carol and dung her, like asack, across
one shoulder. Turning, he beat an unsteady retreat down the corridor.

Thirty feet away he stopped and turned around and as he did, the Whedler burst out of the
doorway, findly free of Sylvester and with both wheels spinning in unison. He came down the hdll,
whesdling crazily and lopsidedly-staggering blindly, if athing with whedls could be said to stagger,
damming into onewall and caroming off it to smash into the other. From agreet rent in hisbelly small
whitish objects dropped and scattered al acrossthe floor.

Ten feet from where Maxwell stood, the Whed er findly collgpsed when one whed hit the wall and



caved in. Slowly, with what seemed to be arather strange sort of dignity, the Whedler tipped over and
out of the torn belly gushed abushel or so of insectsthat piled up on the floor.

Sylvester came dinking down the hail, crouched low, his muzzle extended in curiosity, taking one
dow step and then another as he crept upon his handiwork. Behind Oop and Sylvester came the rest of
them.

"Y ou can let me down now," said Carol.

Maxwdll let her down, stood her on her feet. Sheleaned against the wall.

"l never saw amore undignified way to be carried,” she declared. "Y ou haven't got a spark of
chivary to pack agirl around in amanner such asthat.”

"It wasdl amigtake," said Maxwell. "I should haveleft you there, laid out on the floor."

Sylvester had stopped now and reaching out his neck, sniffed a the Whedler, al the while with
wrinkles of disgust and wonder etched upon hisface. Therewas no sign of lifein the Wheder. Satisfied,
Sylvester pulled back and squatted on his haunches, began to wash hisface. On the floor beside the
falen Whedler, the mound of bugs were seething. A few of them started crawling from the pile, heading
out into the hall.

Sharp swung out past the Whedler.

"Comeon," hesaid. "Let'sget out of here." The corridor still was sour with the terrible stench.

"But what isit dl about?' wailed Nancy. "Why did Mr. Marmaduke..."

"Nothing but stink bugs," Oop told her. "Can you imagine that? A galactic race of stink bugsl And
they had us scared!”

Ingpector Drayton lumbered forward importantly. "I'm afraid it will be necessary for you dl to
comewithme" hesaid. "I will need your satements.”

"Statements,” Sharp said vicioudy. "Y ou must be out of your mind. Statements, at atimelikethis,
with adragon loose and...”

"But an dien hasbeen killed,” protested Drayton. "And not just an ordinary dien. A member of a
race that could be our enemies. This could have repercussions.”

"Just write down," said Oop, "killed by a savage beast.”

"Oop," snapped Caral, "you know better than to say athing like that. Sylvester isn't savage. He's
gentle as akitten. And heisnot abeast.”

Maxwd |l looked around. "Whereis Ghogt?' he asked. "Hetook it on thelam,” said Oop. "He
always does when trouble starts. He's nothing but a coward.”

"But hesaid..."

"That he did," said Oop. "And we are wasting time. OToole could do with help.”
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Mr. O'Toole was waiting for them when they got off the roadway.

"l knew coming you would be," he greeted them. "Ghogt, he said he would get you yet. And badly
do we need someone who will talk senseto thetrolls, who hide and gibber in their bridge and will listen
to no reason.”

"What have thetrolls got to do with it?" asked Maxwell. "For oncein your life, can't you leavethe
trollsaone?'

"Thetrolls" Mr. OToole explained, "filthy asthey are, may be our one sdvation. They betheonly
oneswho, from lack of any civilization whatsoever, or any niceties, remain proficient in the enchantments
of old times, and they specidizein theredly dirty kinds of work, the most vicious of enchantments. The
fairies, naturdly, aso cling to the old abilities, but al of their enchantments are of the gentle sort and
gentlenessis something of which we do not stand in need.”

"Canyoutdl us" Sharp asked, "exactly what isgoing on. Ghost didn't hang around to explain
much of it to us.’



"Gladly," said the goblin, "but leave us Sart to walking, and walking, I'll relateto you al the
happenstance. We have but little time to waste and the trolls are stubborn souls and vast persuasion they
will need to do ajob for us. They lurk within the mossy stones of that senseless bridge of theirs and they
titter like thingswhich havelogt their minds. Although, bitter truth to tell, them stinking trolls have little
mindsto lose"

They trudged in singlefile up the rocky ravine which lay in the notch between the hillsand in the
east the dawn-light had begun to show, but the path, buried in the trees and flanked by bushes, was dark.
Here and there birds woke from deep and twittered and somewhere up the hill araccoon was
whickering.

"The dragon came hometo us," OTooletold them as they waked, "the one place on Earth lft for
him to go, to be with hisown kind again, and the Whed erswhich, in ancient times had another name than
Wheders, have attacked him, like broomsticks flying in formation. They must not force him to the
ground, for then they have him caught and can whisk him hence very rapidly. And, forsooth, he has made
anoblefight of it, the fending of them off, but heis growing tired and we must hurry rapidly and with
much dispatch if weareto givehimaid.”

"And you're counting,” Maxwell said, "on thetrolls being able to bring the Wheders down like they
brought down theflier."

"Y ou apprehend mogt easily, my friend. That'swhat lingersin my mind. But these befouled trolls
make abargain of it."

"l never knew," said Sharp, "that the Wheders could fly. All I've seen them do wastrundle.”

"Of dhilitiesthey have many," said OToole. "From their bodies they can grow devices without
number and beyond imagination. Nozzles for the spreading of their nasty gas, gunsto shoot the letha
bolt, jets to make them broomsticks that move with amazing speed. And never are they up to any good.
Full of anger and resentment after al the ages, lying out there, deep in the galaxy, with rancor edting like a
cancer into their putrid minds, waiting for achance to be what they never can be-for no more than
meniasthey are or ever will be."

"But why bother with the trolls?* asked Drayton, out of sorts. "I could have gunsand planes...”

"Don' try to be any more of afool than you aready are," said Sharp. "We can't lay afinger on
them. We can't create an incident. The humans can take no part in this. Thisis something between the
Little Folk and their former daves."

"But the cat areedy killed-"

"The cat. Not ahuman. We can-"

"Sylvester,” Carol said, "was only trying to protect us.”

"Do we haveto go so fast?' protested Nancy. "I'm not used to this."

"Here" said Lambert, "take my arm. The path does seem dightly rough.”

"Do you know, Pete," said Nancy, bubbling, "that Mr. Lambert has agreed to be my house guest
for ayear or S0 and paint some picturesfor me. Isn't that alovely thing for him to do?"

"Yes" sad Maxwell. "l ansureitis”

The path had been climbing the hillsde for the last hundred feet or so and now it dipped down
toward the ravine, which was clogged with tumbled boulderswhich, in thefirst faint light of morning,
looked like crouched, humped beasts. And spanning the ravine was the ancient bridge, a structure jerked
raw from an old medievd road. Looking at it, Maxwell found it hard to believe that it had been built only
afew decades ago when the reservation had been laid out.

Two days, he thought-had it been only two days since he had returned to Earth to find Inspector
Drayton waiting? So much had happened that it seemed much longer than just two days ago. So many
things had happened that were unbelievable, and still were happening and gtill unbelievable, but on the
outcome of these happenings, he knew, might depend the future of al mankind and the federation that
man had built among the other gars.

Hetried to summon up a hatred of the Whedlers, but he found there was no hatred. They were too
dien, too far removed from mankind, to inspire ahatred. They were abstractions of evil rather than actua
evil beings, athough that distinction, he redized, made them no less dangerous. There had been that other



Peter Maxwell and surely he had been murdered by the Whedlers, for when he had been found there had
been acurious, repulsve odor lingering, and now, since that moment in Sharp's office, Maxwel knew
what that odor was. Murdered because the Whedlers had believed that the first Maxwell to return had
come from the crystdl planet and murder had been away to stop him from interfering with the dedl with
Timefor the Artifact. But when the second Maxwell had appeared, the Wheders must have been afraid
of asecond murder. That waswhy, Maxwel| told himself, Mr. Marmaduke had tried to buy him off.

And there was the matter of a certain Monty Churchill, Maxwell reminded himsdf. When thisall
was finished, no matter how it might come out, he would hunt up Churchill and make certain that the
score he owed him was al evened out.

They came up to the bridge and walked under it and halted.

"All right, you trashy trolls"" Mr. OToole yelled & the silent stone, "thereisagroup of us out here
to hold conversation with you.”

"You hush up," Maxwell told the goblin. ™Y ou keep out of this. Y ou and the trolls do not get
adong.”
"Who," the O'Toole demanded, "aong can get with them. Obstinate things they are and without a

ghred of honor and of common sense bereft..."

"Just keep gtill," said Maxwell. "Don't say another word.”

They stood, dl of them, in the silence of the coming dawn, and finally a squeaky voice spoketo
them from the area underneath the far end of the bridge.

"Who isthere?' the voice asked. "If you cometo bully us, bullied well not be. The loudmouthed
OToolg, for dl these years, has bullied us and nagged us and no more welll have of it."

"My nameis Maxwell," Maxwell told the speaker. "I do not cometo bully you. | cometo beg for
hdp."

"Maxwel? The good friend of OToole?"

"The good friend of dl of you. Of every one of you. | sat with the dying Banshee, taking the place
of those who would not come to see out hisfinal moments.”

"But drink with O'Toole, you do. And talk with him, oh, yes. And give credenceto hislies.”

The O'Toole strode forward, bouncing with wrath.

"That down your throats I'll stuff," he screamed. "L et me get my paws but once upon their filthy
guzzles"

Hiswords broke off abruptly as Sharp reached out and, grabbing him by the dack of his
trouser-seet, lifted him and held him, gurgling and choking in hisrage.

"You go ahead,” Sharp said to Maxwdll. "If thislittle pipsqueak so much as partshislips, I'll find a
pool and dunk him."

Sylvester sidied over to Sharp, thrust out his head and sniffed ddlicately at the dangling O'Toole.
OToole batted at the cat with windmilling arms. " Get him out of here," he shrieked.

"Hethinks you'reamouse," said Oop. "He's trying to make up hismind if you are worth the
trouble”

Sharp hauled off and kicked Sylvester in the ribs. Sylvester shied off, snarling.

"Harlow Sharp,” said Carol, starting forward, "don't you ever dare to do athing like that again. If
you do, I'll-"

"Shut up!" Maxwell yelled, exasperated. " Shut up, dl of you. The dragon is up therefighting for his
lifeand you stand here, wrangling.”

They dl fell slent. Some of them stepped back. Maxwell waited for amoment, then spoke to the
trolls. "l don't know what's gone on before," he said. "I don't know what the trouble is. But we need your
help and were about to get it. | promise you fair dedling, but | aso promisethat if you aren't reasonable
we're about to see what a couple of sticks of high explosiveswill do to this bridge of yours.”

A feeble, squesky voiceissued from the bridge. "But all we ever wanted, &l we ever asked, was
for that bigmouthed O'Toole to make for us a cask of sweet October de.”

Maxwell turned around. "Isthat right?' he asked.

Sharp set O'Toole back upon hisfeet so that he could answer.



"It's the breaking of aprecedent,” howled OToole. "That iswhat it is. From timeimmemoria us
goblins are the only oneswho ever brewed the gladsome de. And drink it by ourselves. Make we cannot
more than we can drink. And makeit for thetrolls, then the fairieswill be wanting-"

"Y ou know," said Oop, "that the fairieswould never drink the de. All they drink ismilk, and the
brownies, too."

"Athirgt you would have usdl," screamed the goblin. "Hard labor it isfor usto make only what we
need and much time and thought and effort.”

"If itsasmple matter of production,” suggested Sharp, "we certainly could help you.”

Mr. O'Toole bounded up and down in wrath. "And the bugs!" he shouted. "What about the bugs?
Exclude them from the de | know you would when it was brewing. All nasty sanitary. To make October
ae, bugsyou must havefalinginto it and dl other matters of great uncleanliness or the flavor you will
miss”

"Wl put in bugs,” said Oop. "Well go out and catch abucket full of them and dump them into
it

The OToole was beside himsdf with anger, hisface aflaming purple. "Understand you do not,” he
screamed at them. "Bugs you do not go dumping into it. Bugsfal into it with wondrous selectivity and-"

Hiswords cut off in agurgling shriek and Carol caled out sharply, " Sylvester, cut that out!™

The OToole dangled, wailing and flailing hisarms, from Sylvester's mouth. Sylvester held his head
high so that Mr. O'Tool€e's feet could not reach the ground.

Oop wasroalling on the ground in laughter, beating his hands upon the earth. "He thinks OToolesa
mouse!" Oop ydled. "Look at that putty cat! He caught hissalf amouse!™

Sylvester was being gentle about it. He was not hurting O'Toole, except hisdignity. Hewas
holding him lightly in hismouth, with the two fangsin his upper jaw closing nestly about hismiddle.

Sharp hauled off to kick the cat.

"No," Carol yelled, "don't you dare do that!"

Sharp hesitated.

"It'sal right, Harlow," Maxwell said. "Let him keep OToole. Surely he deserves something for
what he did for us back therein the office."

"WEll doit,” OTooleyelled franticaly. "Well make them their cask of de. Well make two casks
of it."

"Three," said the squeaky voice coming from the bridge.

"All right, three," agreed the goblin.

"No weasdling out of it later on?" asked Maxwell.

"Usgoblinsnever weasd," said OToole.

"All right, Harlow," said Maxwell. "Go ahead and belt him."

Sharp squared off to kick. Sylvester dropped O'Toole and dunk off a pace or two.

Thetrolls came pouring from the bridge and went scurrying up the hillsde, yelping with
excitement.

The humans began scrambling up the dope, following thetrolls.

Ahead of Maxwell, Carol tripped and fell. Maxwell stopped and lifted her. She jerked away from
him and turned to him aface flaming with anger. "Don't you ever touch mel" she said. "Don't even spesk
to me. You told Harlow to go ahead and kick Sylvester. Y ou yelled a me. Y ou told meto shut up.”

Sheturned then and went scrambling up the hill, moving quickly out of sight.

Maxwell stood befuddled for amoment, then began the climb, skirting boulders, grabbing at
bushesto pull himsdlf dong.

Up on thetop of the hill he heard wild cheering and off to hisright agreet black globe, withits
whedls spinning madly, plummeted out of the sky and crashed into the woods. He stopped and |ooked
up and saw, through the treetops, two globes streaking through the sky on collision courses. They did not
swerve or dacken speed. They came together and exploded on impact. He stood and watched the
shattered piecesflying. In afew seconds there were pattering sounds among the leaves asthe debris
cameraning down.



The cheering gtill was going on atop the bluff and far off, near the top of the hill that rose beyond
theravine, something that he heard, but did not see, came plunging to the earth.

Therewas no one dsein sight as he began the climb again.

It was dl over now, hetold himself. Thetrolls had done their work and now the dragon could
come down. He grinned wryly to himsdlf. For years hed hunted dragons and here finaly was the dragon,
but something more, perhaps, than he had imagined. What could the dragon be, he wondered, and why
had it been enclosed within the Artifact, or made into the Artifact, or whatever might have been done
withit?

Funny thing about the Artifact, he thought-resisting everything, rgjecting everything until that
moment when he had fastened the interpreting mechanism on his head to examineit. What had happened
to release the dragon from the Artifact? Clearly the mechanism had had apart to play in the doing of i,
but there <till was no way of knowing what might have happened. Although the people on the crysta
planet certainly would know, one of the many things they knew, one of the many artsthey held which ill
lay outside the knowledge of othersin the galaxy. Had the interpreter turned up in hisluggage by design
rather than by accident? Had it been planted there for the very purpose for which it had been used? Was
it an interpreter, at al, or wasit something e se fashioned in amanner that resembled an interpreter?

Herecaled that a one time he had wondered if the Artifact might not once have served as agod
for the Little Folk, or for those strange creatures which early in the history of the Earth had been
associated with the Little Folk? And had he been right, he wondered. Was the dragon agod from some
oldentime?

He began the climb again, but went dower now, for there was no need to hurry. It wasthe first
time since he had returned from the crystal planet that there was no urgency.

He was somewhat more than halfway up the hill when he heard the music, so faint at first, so
muted, that be could not be sure he heard it.

He stopped to listen and it was surely music.

The sun had just moved the top part of its disk over the horizon and a sheet of blinding light struck
the treetops on the hill above him, so that they blazed with autumn color. But the hillside that he climbed
dill lay in morning shadow.

Helistened and the music was like the sound of slver water running over happy stones. Unearthly
music. Fairy music. And that was what it was. On the dancing green off to hisleft afairy orchestrawas
playing.

A fairy orchestraand fairies dancing on the green! It was something that he had never seen and
here was a chance to seeit. He turned to hisleft and made hisway, as sllently as he could, toward the
dancing green.

Please, he whispered to himsalf, please don't go away. Don't be frightened by me. Please stay and
let me seeyoul.

He was close now. Just beyond that boulder. And the music kept on playing.

He crawled by inches around the boulder, on guard against making any sound.

And then he saw.

The orchestrasat in arow upon alog at the edge of the green and played away, the morning light
flashing off theiridescent wings and the shiny insruments.

But there were no fairies dancing on the green. Instead there were two others he never would have
guessed. Two such smple souls as might danceto fairy music.

Facing one another, dancing to the music of the fairy orchestra, were Ghost and William
Shakespeare.
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The dragon perched upon the castle wall, its multicolored body glittering in the sun. Far below, in



itsvaley, the Wisconsin River, blue as aforgotten summer sky, flowed between the shores of flaming
forests. From the castle yard came sounds of revelry asthe goblins and the trolls, for the moment with
animosity laid aside, drank great tankards of October ale, banging the tankards on the tables that had
been carried from the great hal, and singing ancient songs that had been composed long before there had
been such athing asMan.

Maxwell sat upon a deep-buried boulder and gazed out acrossthe valley. A dozen feet away the
edge of the bluff cut off above ahundred feet of diff and on the edge of the cliff grew atwisted cedar
tree, twisted by the winds that had howled acrossthe valley for uncounted years, its bark a powdery
dlver, itsfoliage alight and fragrant green. Even from where he sat, Maxwel| could catch the sharp tang
of thefoliage.

It al had come out right, he told himsdlf. There was no Artifact to trade for the knowledge of the
crysta planet, dthough there was the dragon and the dragon, after dl, probably had been what the
people on that planet wanted. But even if this should not prove to be the truth, the Whedlers had lost out,
and this, in thelong run, might be more important than the acquiring of the knowledge.

It dl had worked out OK. Better than he could have hoped. Except that now everyone was sore
at him. Carol was angry at him because held told Harlow to go ahead and kick Sylvester and because
he'd told her to shut up. O'Toole was sore at him because he'd abandoned him to Sylvester and thereby
forced himto giveinto thetrolls. Harlow more than likely still was plenty burned up because he had
messed up the dedl for the Artifact and because of dl the busted piecesin the museum. But maybe the
fact that he'd got Shakespeare back might make up for some of that. And there was Drayton, of course,
who still might want to question him, and Longfdlow, a Adminitration, who wouldn't like him any better
no matter what had happened.

Sometimes, hetold himself, it didn't pay to care too much about anything or to fight for anything.
Maybe it was the ones like Nancy Clayton who really had it made—festher-headed Nancy with her
famous house guests and her fabulous parties.

Something brushed againgt him and he turned to see what it might be. Sylvester reached out a
rough and rasping tongue and began to wash hisface.

"Cut it out," said Maxwell. "That tongue of yourstakes off hide."

Sylvester purred contentedly and settled down beside him, leaning hard against him. The two of
them sat and gazed acrossthe valey.

"You got an easy life," Maxwell told the cat. "Y ou don't have any problems. Y ou don't haveto
worry."

A foot crunched on some stones. A voice said, ™Y ou've kidnaped my cat. Can | sit down and
sharehim?'

"Sure, sit down," said Maxwell. "I'll move over for you. | thought you never wanted to speak to me
agan."

"Y ou were a nasty person down there," said Caral, "and | didn't like you much. But | suppose you
had to be."

A black cloud cameto rest inside the cedar tree.

Carol gasped and shrank against Maxwell. He put out an arm and held her close against him.

"It'sdl right,” hesad. "It isjust abanshee.”

"But he hasn't any body. He hasn't any face. Heisjust acloud.”

"That isnot remarkable," the Bansheetold her. "That iswhat we are, thetwo of usthat are left.
Grest dirty dish-cloths flapping in the sky. And you need not be frightened, for this other humanisa
friend of ours"

"l wasn't afriend of thethird one," said Maxwell. "Nor was the human race. He sold out to the
Wheders™

"And yet, you sat with him, when no one dsewould do it.”

"Yes, | did that. Even your worst enemy could demand that you do that.”

"Then, | think," the Banshee said, "that you can understand alittle. The Whedlers, after dl, were us,
dill are us, perhaps. And ancient tiesdie hard.”



"l think | do understand,” said Maxwell. "What can | do for you?'

"l only came," the Bansheetold him, "to tell you that the place you cal the crysta planet has been
notified."

"And they want the dragon?' Maxwel | asked. "Y ou'll have to give usthe coordinates.”

"The coordinates," said the Banshee, "will be given to Trangportation Centrd. Y ou will want to go
there, you and many others, to transfer the data. But the dragon stays on Earth, here on Goblin
Reservation.”

"| don't understand,” said Maxwell. "They wanted..."

"The Artifact,” the Banshee said, "to set the dragon free. He had been caged too long.”

"Sincethe Jurassic,” said Maxwadll. "l agree. That isfar too long.”

"But wedid not plan solong," the Banshee said. "'Y ou moved him before we could set him free
and we thought that we had lost him. The Artifact was only to preserve and hide him until the colony on
Earth could become established, until it could protect him."

"But protect him? Why did he need protection?

"Because," the Banshee said, "heisthelast of hisrace and therefore very precious. Heisthe last of
the-1 find it hard to say-you have creatures you call dogs and cats?'

"Yes," sad Carol. "We have one of them right here.”

"Pets" the Banshee said. "And yet much more than pets. Creatures that have waked the Earth
with you from the very early days. The dragon isthe pet, the last pet, of the people of the crystal planet.
They grow old, they will soon be gone. They cannot leave their pet behind uncared for; he must be
ddivered into loving hands."

"The goblinswill take care of him," said Caral. "And thetrollsand fairiesand al the rest of them.
They will be proud of him. They will spoil him rotten.”

"And the humans, too?'

"And the humans, too,” she sad.

They did not see him go. But he was no longer there. There was not even adirty dishcloth flapping
inthe sky. Thetree stood empty.

A pet, thought Maxwell. Not agod, but asimple pet. And yet, perhaps, not so smple asit
sounded. When men had first made the bio-mechs, what had they created? Not other men, at least at
firgt, not livestock, not freaks engineered to specific purposes. They had created pets.

Caral tirred againg hisarm. "Wheat are you thinking, Pete?"

"About adate," hesaid. "Yes, | guess| wasthinking of adinner date with you. We had one once,
but it never quite came off. Would you liketo try again?'

"At the Pig and Whigtle?'

"I that iswhat you want."

"Without Oop and Ghogt. Without any troublemakers.”

"But with Sylvester, of course."

"No," shesaid. "Just the two of us. Sylvester stays at home. It istime helearned.”

They got up from the boulder and started back toward the castle.

Sylvester looked up &t the dragon perching on the castle wall and snarled.

The dragon lowered its head on its sinuous neck and looked himin the eye. It stuck out at him a
long and forked tongue.






