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EIGHT KEYSTO EDEN

SEVEN DOORSTO SEVEN ROOMSOF THOUGHT

1 Accept the statement of Eminent Authority without basis, without cuestion.
2 Disagree with the statement without basis, out of general contrariness.

3 Perhaps the statement is true, but what if it isn't? How then to account for the phenomenon?



4 How much of the statement rationalizes to suit man's purpose that he and his shall be ascendant at the center of
things?

5 What if the minor should become mgor, the recessive dominant, the obscure prevaent?

6 What if the statement were reversible, that which is considered effect isred ly cause?

"/ What if the natural law perceived in one fidd adso operates unperceived indl other phases of science? What if
there be only one naurd lav manifeding itsdf, as yet, to us in many facets because we cannot
apperceive the whole, of which we have gained only the most dementary glimpses, with which we can
cope only at the crudest level?

And arethose still other doors, yet undefined,
on down the corridor?

[13]

One minute after the regular report cal from the planet Eden was overdue, the communications operator
summoned his supervisor. His finger hestated over the key rductantly, then he gritted his teeth and
pressed it down. The supervisor came bailing out of his cubicle, haf-running down the long aide between
the forty operators hunched over their panels.

"What isit? What isit?' he quarreled, even before he came to a stop.
"Eden’'s due. Overdue." The operator tried to make it laconic, but it came out sullen.

The supervisor rubbed his forehead with his knuckles and punched irritebly & some buttons on an
adtrocdculator. An up-to-the-second star map lit up the big screen at the end of the room. He didn't
expect there to be any occlusons to interfere with the communications channd. The astrophysicists didn't
st up reporting schedules to include such blunders. But he had to check.

There werent.
He heaved a dgh of exasperation. Trouble aways had to come on his shift, never anybody else's.

"Lazy colonigts probably neglecting to check in on time" he raiondized cynicadly to the operator. He
rubbed his long nose and hoped the operator would agree that's dl it was.[14]



The operator |ooked skeptica instead.

Eden was 4ill under the firg five-year test. Five-year experimentd colonists were arrogant, they were
zany, they were a lat of things some unprintable, which qudified them for being test colonizers and
nothing el se apparently. They were dmost as much of a problem as the Extrapolators.

But they weren't lazy. They didn't forget.

"Some foal ship captain has probably messed up communications by inserting a jump band of his own."
The supervisor hopefully tried out another idea. Even to him it sounded weak. A jump band didnt last
more than an ingtant, and no ship captain would risk his license by usng the E frequency, anyway.

He looked hopefully down the long room at the bent heads of the other operators at their panels. None
was Sgnding an emergency to draw him away from this, give hm an excuse to leave in the hope the
problem would have solved itsdf by the time he could get back to it. He chewed on a knuckle and stared
angrily at the operator who was stting back, relaxed, looking at him, walting.

"You sure you're tuned to the right frequency for Eden?’ the supervisor asked irritably. "You sure your
equipment is working?'

The operator pulled a wry mouth, shrugged, and didn't bother to answer with more than a nod. He
dlowed adight expression of contempt for supervisors who asked slly questions to show. He caught the
surreptitious wink of the operator at the next panel, behind the supervisor's back. The disturbance was
beginning to attract attention. In response to the wink he pulled the dogged expression of the unjusly
nagged employee over his features.

"W, why don't you give Eden an dert, then!" the supervisor muttered savagdly. "Blagt them out of their
seats. Make 'em get off ther—their pants out therel™

The operator showed an expresson which planly sad it was about time, and reached over to press
down the emergency key. He hdd it down. Eleven light-years away, if one had to depend upon
impossibly dow three-dimensona space time, a Sren which[15] could be heard for ten miles in Eden's
atmosphere should be blaring.

The supervisor stood and watched while he transferred the gnawing at his knuckles to his fingernails

He waited, with apprehensive satisfaction, for some angry colonigt to come through and scream at them
to turn off that unprintable-phrases Sren. He braced himsdf and worked up some choice phrases of his
own to scream back a the colonist for neglecting his duty—getting Extrgpolation Headquarters here on
Earth dl worked up over nothing. He wondered if he dared threaten to send an Extrapolator out there to
check them over.

He decided the threat would have no punch. An E would pay no attention to his recommendation. He
knew it, and the colonist would know it too.

He began to wonder what excuse the colonist would have.



"Jugt wanted to see if you home-office boys were on your toes" the insolent colonist would drawl.
Probably something like that.

He hoped the right words wouldn' fail him.

But there was no response to the Siren.

"Lock the key down," he told the operator. "Keep it blasting until they wake up.”

He looked down the room and saw tha a couple of the near operators were now frankly lisening.
"Get on with your work," he said loudly. "Pay atention to what you're recording.”

It was enough to cause severa more heads to raise.

"Now, now, now!" he chattered to the room at large. "This is nothing to concern the rest of you. Just a
delayed report, that's dl. Haven't you ever heard of a delayed report before?”

He shouldn't have asked that, because of course they had. It was like asking a mountain climber if he had
ever fdt ataut rope over the razor edge of a precipice suddenly go dack.

"But theré's nothing any of you can do," he said. He tried to cover the plaintive note by adding, "And if
you louse up your[16] own messages ..." But he had threatened them so often that there was no longer
any menace.

He spent the next ten minutes hauling out the logs of Eden to see if they'd ever been tardy before. The
logs covered two and a fraction years, two years and four months. The midgit-idgit scanner didn't pick
up asngle symbol to show that Eden had been even two seconds off schedule. The fird year dally, the
second year weekly, and now monthly. There wasn't a Sngle hiccough from the machine to kick out an
Extrapolator's 9gnd to watch for anything unusud.

Eden heretofore had presented about as much of an outré problem as an lowa cornfield.

"You're redly sure your equipment is working?' he asked again as he came back to stand behind the
operator's chair. "They haven't answered yet."

The operator shrugged again. It was pretty obvious the colonigts hadn't answered. And what should he
do about it? Go out there persondly and shake hisfinger a them—naughty, naughty?

"Wdl why don't you bounce a beam on the planet's surface, to see?' the supervisor grumbled. "I want to
see an echo. | want to see for mysdf that you haven't let your equipment go sour. Or maybe there's a
space hurricane between here and there. Or maybe a booster has blown. Or maybe some star has
exploded and warped things. Maybe ... W, bounce it, man. Bounce it! What are you waiting for?'

"Okay, okay!" the operator grumbled back. "I was waiting for you to give the order.” He grimaced a the



operator behind the supervisor. "l can't just go bouncing beams on planetsif | happen to be in the mood.”
"Now, now. Now, now. No insubordingtion, if you please,”" the supervisor cautioned.

Together they waited, in growing dread, for the automatic relays strung out through space to take hold,
automaticaly caculaing the route, set up the required space-jump bands. It[17] was cdled ingantaneous
communication, but that was only relative. It took time.

The supervisor was frowning deeply now. He hated to report to the sector chief that an emergency had
come up which he couldnt handle. He hated the thought of Extrapolators poking around in his
department, upsetting the routines, asking questions held aready asked. He hated the forethought of the
admiraion hed see in the eyes of his operators when an E waked into the room, the eagerness with
which they'd respond to questions, the thrill of merely being in the same room.

He hated the operators, in advance, for giving fredy of admiration to an E that they withheld from him.
He dlowed himsdf the momentary secret luxury of heting dl Extrapolators. Once upon a time, when he
was a kid, he had dreamed of becoming an E. What kid hadn't? He'd gone farther than the wish. Hed
tried. And had been rebuffed.

"Clinging to established stientific beliefs” the tester had told him with the inherent, inescapable superiority
of a man trying to be kind to a lesser inteligence, "is like being afraid to jump off a precipice in ful
confidence that youll think of something to save yoursdlf before you hit bottom.”

It might or might not have been figurative, but he had alowed himsdf the pleasure of wishing the tester
would try it.

"To accept what Eminent Authority says as true" the tester had continued kindly, "wouldn't even qudify
you for being a scientist. Although,” he added hopefully, "this would not bar you from an excellent career

in enginesring.”

It was a bitter memory of falure. For if you disbelieved what science said was true, where were you?
And if it might not be true, why was it said? Even now he shuddered at the chaos he would have to face,
livewith. No certainties on which to stand.

He washed the memory out of his thought, and concentrated on the flashing pips that chased themselves
over the operator's screen. There was nothing wrong with the equipment. Nothing wrong with the
communication channds between Eden and Earth.[ 18]

"Blasted colonigts™" the supervisor muttered. "Instead of a beam on their planet, 1'd like to bounce a rock
on their heads. I'll bet they've et dl the sets a their end get out of order.”

He knew it was a foolish statement, even if the operator's face hadn't told him so. Any emergency
colonigt, man or woman—and there were fifty of them on Eden—could build a communicetor. That was
regulation.

"You sure there haven't been any emergency cdls from them?' he asked the operator with sudden



suspicion. "You're not covering up some neglect in not natifying me? If you're covering up, you'd better
tdl me now. I'll find out. It1l dl come out in the investigation, and ..."

The operator turned around and looked at him levely. He looked him over, with open contempt, from
bad head to splayed feet. Then he codlly turned his back. There was a limit to just how much a men
could stand, even to hold a job at E Headquarters.

It was about time the supervisor got somebody with brains onto the job. The sector chief should be
cdled immediatdly. Supervisors were supposed to have enough brains to think of something so obvious
asthat. That much brains at least.

[19]

Thefird reaction of the sector chief to the dreaded words "delayed report” was a shocked negation, an
illusory belief that it couldn’t happen to him.

To the intense annoyance of the communications supervisor, his fird act was to rush down to
communications and go through al the routines for rousng the colonists the supervisor had tried. His
worry was mounting so rgpidly that he hardly noticed the resigned expression of the operator who knew
he would have to go through dl these usdess motions agan and agan before it was dl over, and
somebody did something.

"Wadl," the chief said to the supervisor. "It's my problem now." He sighed, and unconscioudy squared his
shoulders.

"Yes, Chief Hayes," the supervisor agreed quickly. Perhaps too quickly, with too much rdief? "Wadl, that
is, | mean ..." hisvoice tralled off. After dl, it was.

"You understand my check of your routines was no reflection on you or your department,” Hayes said
diplomaticdly. "It's a heavy responshility to dert E.H.Q., pull the scientists off who knows what delicate,
criticd work—maybe even hope to get the attention of an E—dl that. | had to make sure, you know."

"Of course, Chief Hayes," the supervisor said, and relaxed some of his resentment. " Serious metter,” he
chattered. "Diggrace if an[20] E, without hdf trying, put his finger on our oversght. We dl understand
that." He tried to include the nearby operators, his boys, in his eager agreement, but they were dl busy
showing how intensdly they had to concentrate on their work.

"That's probably dl it is—an oversght,” Hayes said with unconvincing reassurance; then, at the hurt look
on the supervisor's face, added, "Beyond our control here, of course. Something it would take & least a
scientist to spot, something we couldn't be expected ... What | mean is, we shouldn't get darmed until we



know, for sure. And—ah—Kkeep it confidentid."

"Of course, Chief Hayes" the supervisor said in a near whisper. He looked meaningfully around at the
room of operators, but did manage not to put hisfinger to his lips. Those who were obsarving out of the
corners of their eyes were grateful for at least thet.

On hisway back to his own office Chief William Hayes reflected that the bit about keeping it confidentia
was on the corny sde. Within fifteen minutes hed start soreading it dl over E.H.Q., himsdf. Every
scientis, every lab assstant would know it. Every clerk, every janitor would know it. E.H.Q. would have
to work full blast dl night long, and some of the lesser personnd had homes down in Ydlow Sands at the
foot of the mountain.

These would be cdling their husbands and wives, tdling them not to fix dinner, not to worry if they didn't
come home dl night. No matter how guarded, the news would leak out, the word spread, and the
newscast reporters would pick it up for the delectation of the public. Eden colony cut off from
communication. Nobody knows ... Wonder ... Fear ... Ddicious ... Exciting....

Or was this the kind of thinking that had kept him from qudifying as an E? What was it the examiner had
asked? "Mr. Hayes, why do you fed it is dl right for you to view, to read, to know—»but that others
should be protected from seeing, reading, knowing? What are these gerling qudities you have that make
it dl right for you to censor what would not be right for others?'

He abruptly brought his mind back to the present. Perhaps he'd[21] fird better prepare a news statement
before he did anything €lse, something noncommitta, reassuring. No point in getting the populace stirred
up.

As he sat down behind his desk, a big man in a brown suit, naurd iron-gray har, a cdm and
adminigraive face, he began to redize that for the next twenty-four hours, a least, he would be in the
gpotlight. Well, hed give a good account of himsdf. Demondrate that he had an executive capacity
beyond the needs of his present job. More than a mere requisition Sgner, interoffice memo initider.

For one thing the scientists would give him trouble. If he had been deeply hurt that they thought he
couldn't open up his mind enough to become an E, what about scientists whaose limits were reached dill
father dong? He must remember to keep his temper, use persuasion, maybe kid them a litle The
blasted experts were dmogt as bad as E's—worse, in a way, because the E didn't have to remind
anybody of hisdignity, or how important the work was he was doing.

But then, you never asked an E to drop what he was doing, and ligen. You never asked an E to do
anything. He either noticed and was interested, or he didn't notice, or wasn't interested.

But nobody ever told an E that he must gpply himsdf to a problem. Once a man became a full-fledged
Extrapolator he was outside dl law, dl frameworks, dl duty, dl socid mores. That was the essence of E
science, that any requirement outside of his own meking didn't exis. It had to be that way. That kind of
mind could not tolerate barriers, but spent itsdf congtantly in destroying them. Erect barriers of trividity,
and it would waste its substance upon trivid matters. The only answer was to remove dl possible barriers
for the E, lest immergon in something trivid prevent that mind from seeking out a barrier to knowledge, a
problem of ggnificance.



But the scientistsl Hayes sghed. If only the scientists wouldn't keep thinking they were cut from the same
cloth asthe E. They[22] had to have redtrictions, organization imposed upon them. Y es indeed!

They'd grumble at being taken away from ther work to assemble a review of dl the known facts about
Eden—a dead issue as far as their own work was concerned, for Eden had been assayed and filed away
as solved. They'd moan and groan about having to drag up the facts that had been anadyzed and settled

long ago.

He saw himsdf compared with the producer of a show, and theatricd performers didn't come any more
temperamentd than scientists. He'd be hearing about how much of their time held wasted for months to
come. Every time any adminigtrator asked why they hadn't produced whatever it was they were working
on, it would be because Chief Hayes had interrupted them at the most crucid moment and they'd had to
begin dl over again.

Oh, they'd drag their hedls, dl right, and hed have to remind them, tectfully, that their prime duty was to
serve the Extrgpolators, that they were employed here only because someday, in some co-ordinate
system, somebody might be able to supply a key fact that some E might want to know.

They'd ask him, dyly, what guarantee he had that any E would be ligening if they did produce areview of
the Eden complex, knowing he could give no such guarantee.

They'd drag their hedls because, deep down, they carried a basic resentment againg the E—because,
experts though they were, each of them, somewhere dong the line, had learned the bitter limitsin hismind
that prevented him from going on to become an E.

They'd drag their hedls because the E's, each blasted one of them, would regard the absolutdly true facts
proved beyond question by science with an attitude of sSkepticism, temporarily accepting the
uncontestably immutable as only provisonary, and probably quite wrong.

Oh, they'd grumble, and they'd drag their heds at firs; but they would get into it. They'd get into it, not
because the sector chief had babied them dong, kidded them, coaxed them, but because,[23] as surdy
as his name was Bill Hayes, some unprintable E would ask a question for which they had no answer. Or
even worse, some question that made no sense, but Ieft the scientist feding that perhaps it should havel

That was the E brand of thinking which gave everybody trouble—and without which man could never
have gone on cregping outward and outward among the stars. Every new planet, or subplanet, or sun or
blasted asteroid seemed to call for some revision of known laws. Sometimes an entirdy new co-ordinate
system had to be resolved. Oh, science was easy, a veritable snap, while man crawled around on the
muddy bottom of his ocean of ar and concluded that throughout dl the universe things must conform to
histhen notion of what they must be. Asignorant as a damned hdibut must be of the works and thoughts
of man.

And often the E was ungble to resolve the co-ordinate sysem—which was Smply a euphemigtic way of
sying that he didn't come back. And without him, man could go no farther. An E, therefore, was the
rarest and most valuable piece of property in the universe. Whatever se man might be, he will go to any
lengths to protect the vaue of his property.



All right, Bill, perhaps a part of that is true. But give the scientists their full due. They'd work with a will
once they grew aware of the need of it, because they were just as concerned as anybody dse with what
might have happened to those colonidts.

But firg they would argue.

His secretary interrupted his thought by coming in from her own office. She had an inch-thick stack of
midgit-idgit cards in her hand.

"Here's that batch of scientists who worked on the origind Eden survey,” she said.
"So many?' Hayes asked ruefully. "Maybe I'd better send an dl-points bulletin.”
"Yourethe boss," she sad easlly. "But if | know scientists, they don't read bulletins

"Yegh, sure” he agreed. "You made sure thisis everybody? Nobody[24] is dighted? They'll scream like
stuck pigs when | ask them, but they'll be even worseif | dight anybody by not asking."

"Double checked with Personnel's own midgit-idgit," she replied. "The machine says if anybody is left
out, it's not its fault, that it would only be because we stupid humans forgot to informiit in the first place.”

"Sometimes | think that machine complains more than people do," he answered. "Certanly itisalot more
insolent.”

"Gets more work done, though,” she said comfortably. "Y ou want anything more?"
"Not right now."

"Buzz if you do. Theidgit is working out the supply lig for that new exploration ship, and it wants service,
too," she reminded him. "It's worse than you are," she added.

He looked up a her familiarity with a twinkle.
"It can't fireyou," he said softly.

"Oh?' she asked. "You think not? Just let me feed it a few wrong data and watch what happens to your
Ii1 o' lovin' secretary.” She winked a him, laughed, and went back to her office.

Sector Chief Hayes sghed, and pulled the stack of cards toward him. Firg he must sort them out
according to protocol because his diplomacy wouldn't be worth the breath used in it if he cdled the
wrong man fird. At a glance he saw thet the idgit had aready sorted them correctly according to satus.

"If you're so smart,” he muttered to the absent machine, "why didn't you cal them too?"

He picked up the firg card, and dided the man's intercom number. It would be like opening the lid of



Pandora’s box....

At that indant the red light of the E intercom flashed on. Hayes dropped the ordinary key back into its
dot, and pushed the E key to open. He did not recognize the voice that came through.

"How soon,”" the voice asked, "will we be able to get into this Eden matter?'

"I'm setting it up now,” he said quickly. "By tomorrow morning,[25] surely. That is, if we haven't solved it
oursaves. Something minor that wouldn't require an E."

"Morming will be fine. Two, possbly three Seniorswill be available™

The red lighnt flashed off, showing the connection had been broken. He sat back in his chair, suddenly
conscious that his forehead was wet with swest, that his shirt was dicking to his body. Not conscious
that he was grinning joyfully.

Now let those pesty scientists chdlenge him with the question of whether any E's would be ligening to
their review. Two of 'em. Maybe three. Besides, of course, dl the Juniors, the apprentices, the students.

He dided the firg scientist again. But this time he didn't mind it being Pandora's box. It was a terrible
thing for a man to redize he could never be an E. The scientigts had to take it out on somebody. He
understood.

"Helo, Dr. Milleg" he sad cordidly in answer to a gruff grunt. "This is Bill Hayes, of Sector
Adminidration.”

"All right! All right!" the voice answered tedily. "Whét isit now?"

[26]

In the early dawn, out at the hangar, away from the main E buildings and the endless discussons going on
ingde them, Thomas R. Lynwood moved methodicaly through his preflight inspection.

Speculative thinking was none of his concern. His job was to pilot an E wherever he might want to go,
and bring hm back agan—if possible. To Lynwood redity was a physcd thing—the fed of controls
benegath his broad, square hands; the hum of machinery responsive to his will. He liked mathemétics not
for its own sake but because it best described the substance of things, the weight, the sze, the properties
of things, how they behaved. He was too intdligent not to redize mathematics could dso communicate
Speculative unredities, but he was content to wait until the theorists had turned such equdtions into



machines, controls, forces before he got excited.

He was one who, even in childhood, had never wanted to be an E. He didnt want to be one now.
Somebody had once told him in Personnd that was why he was a favorite pilot of the E's, but he
discounted that. They didn't try to tdl him how to run his ship—well, most of them didn't—and he didn't
try to tdl them how to solve their problems.

The men around the hangar had another versdon of why the E's liked him to pilot them around—he was
lucky. Somehow he[27] aways managed to come back, and bring the E with him. W, sure. He didn't
want to get suck somewhere, wind up in a gulio's gullet, gassed by an amosphere that turned from
oxygennitrogen into pure methane without warning or reason, and againg dl known chemicd laws, or
whiffed out in the lash of a dead star suddenly gone nova

But sometimes a pilot couldn't hdp himsdlf. These E's would fiddle around in places where human beings
shouldn't have gone. Most of the time they weren't dlowed even one mistake. He was lucky, sure, but
part of it might be because held never been sent out with the wrong E.

There could be afirg time. Luck ran out if you kept piling your bets higher and higher. But until then ...

He was square-jawed, a freckled man with red har. Contrary to superdtition, he didn't have a fiery
temper. He was forty and had dready built up a seniority of twenty years in deep space. He was cgptain
of his ship and wanted nothing more. Sure, it was only a three-man crewv—himsdf, a flight engineer, an
adtronavigator. But it was an E ship, which meant that he outranked even the captains of the great luxury
liners.

There was atime when the redlization caused him to drut alittle, but held got over it. He was single, had
no ties, wanted none. He had a good job which he took serioudy, was doing sgnificant work which he
adso took serioudy, was paid premium wages even for a space captain, which didn't matter except in
terms of recognition. He didnt mind going anywhere in the known universe, or how long he would be
away. He hoped he would get back someday, but he wasn't fanetic abot it.

In a routine so well-practiced that it had become ritud, he checked over the cruiser point by point. Of
course the maintenance men had checked each item when they had, after his lagt trip, dismantled,
cleaned, ailed, polished, tested, and reassembled one part after another. Then maintenance supervisors
hed checked over the ship with a gimlet-eyed attitude of hoping to find some flaw, just one tiny flub, so
they could turn some luckless mechanic[28] insde out. The Inspection Department, traditiondly an
enamy of Maintenance, took over from there and inspected every part asif it had been dapped together
by a bunch of army goof-offs who knew that pilots were expendable in peace or war and, unconscioudy
a leadt, aided in expending them.

Both departments had certified, with formd preflight papers, that the ship was in readiness for deep
space. But Lynwood considered such papers as so much garbage, and went over the entire ship himsdf.
Thismight have had something to do with his so-called luck.

He wondered if Frank and Louie had checked into the ship this morning. Probably had; last night's outing
wasn't much to hang over about. A steak at the Eagle Cafe down in Yellow Sands, a couple of drinks at
Smitty's, a game of pool a Smiley's, a few dances a the Stars and Moons. Big night out for his crew



before they left for deep space. Ydlow Sands was drictly for young families where bright-boy hubby
worked up on the hill at E.H.Q., and wifey raised super-bright kids who adready considered Dad to be
behind the times. Ther idea of gnin that town was to snub the wrong matron at a cocktail party; or not
sub, as the case might be. Not that it mattered much, nether Frank nor Louie was dedicated to
hdl-rasng.

When he a last opened the door to the generator room, he saw his flight engineer, Frank Norton, had a
couple of sudent E's on his hands.

It was one of the nuisances of being dationed here a E.H.Q. that youd have swarms of these
super-bright youngsters hanging around, asking questions, disputing your answers, arguing with each
other, and, if you didn't watch them carefully, teking things apart and putting them back together in
different hookups to see what would happen.

The firg thing these kids were taught was to disregard everything everybody had ever sad; to start out
from scratch asif nobody had ever had the sense to think about the problem before; to doubt most of dl
the opinions of experts, for, obvioudy, if thel29] experts were right then there would be no problem.
Most of them didn't have to be taught it, they seemed to have been born with it. Time was you batted a
young smart deck down, told him to go get dry behind the ears before he shot off his mouth. But not
these days. These days you looked at him hopefully, and crossed your fingers. He might grow up to be
anE.

Tom wondered what it would be like to doubt the redities, the very machinery under his hands, to
assume that dthough it had dways worked it might not work this time. He could not concelve that state
of mind, or how a man could livein it without going insane. Every time he saw these tortured kids saying,
"Wdl, maybe, but what if ..." he was glad to be nothing more than a ship captan who knew his
machinery was exactly what it was supposed to be and nothing else.

But, in away, it was nice for the lads too. After thousands of years of man's dmogt rabid determination
to destroy the brightest and best of his young, the world had findly found a place for the bright boy.

This morning, probably because of the early dawn hour, there were only two of them in the generator
room. As expected, they were arguing over the space-jump band. Frank was sanding over to one side,
observing but not participating. His cap was pushed back on his blond head, his big face expressonless.
It was common gossip throughout flight crews everywhere that Frank, blindfolded, could take a cruiser
apart and put it back together without missng a mation.

"The jump band is founded on the basic of the Moebius grip," one student E was saying heatedly. "This
little gadget sends out a fidd in the shape of such a drip, a band with a hdf twist before rgjoined. Its
width is as variable as we need it, up to alight-year."

"Only it hasn't any width at dl," the other student argued. "That's the whole point. The Moebius strip has
only one edge, s0 it can't have width. We enter that edge, go through a line that doesn't exist, and come
out a light-year away, without taking any longer than the time to pass a point."[30]

"But that's what happens, not how," the other shouted angrily. "Everybody knows what happens. Tdl
me how and maybe I'll ligen."



Tom caught his flight engineer's eye and sgnded with his head that it might be a good idea to get rid of
the students. Any other time it would be dl right, a part of ther stand-by job, but they'd got word last
night to have the ship in readiness from sx o'clock on. They might have to wait dl day, but then again,
some E might get an idea and want to go shooting out to Eden right off.

Frank caught the Sgnd, grinned, and began to herd the two students toward the door. They were in such
heated argument now, accusing one another of parrot repetition ingtead of thinking for himsdf, that they
didntt redlize that they were being nudged out of the ship, down its ramp, and out on the field.

"Dont think it hasn't been educationd, and dl," Frank murmured to them as he got them off the ramp.
"You get the how of it figured out, you let me know."

The two looked at him as if he might be an interesting phenomenon, decided he wasn't, and wandered
away, back toward the school dormitories, ill arguing.

"Sometimes | think a quiet milk run out to Saturn would have its brighter Sde" Frank muttered to Tom
when he came back insde the ship. Tom grinned a himin wordless understanding.

There was no tenson between them. They had worked together so long that they had got over dl the
attraction-repulson conflicts which operate far benesth the surface mind to cause likes and didikes. Now
they accepted one another in the way a man accepts his own hands—proud of them when they do
something with extra skill, making alowances when they fumble but never congdering doing without
them.

"Wonder who the E will be thistime?* Frank asked, without too much concern. It didn't realy matter. An
Ewas an E, for better or for worse.

"Haven't heard,” Tom answered. "Probably not decided yet. If the Senior E's think it isnt much of a
problem, they might[31] send a Junior. Or if they don't want to be bothered, they might send a Junior
who's up for his solo problem.”

"Whoever, or whatever, I'm sure it will be interesting,” Frank commented with a grin. Tom returned the
grin. There wasn't any mdice in it, nor any of the basic enmity and destructiveness of the stupid toward
the bright, just a recognition that an E was an E. They had a vast respect for an E, but you couldnt get
around it that some of them were—well, maybe eccentric was the word.

"I hear there's trouble on that planet we're going to—Eden, isn't it?" Frank commented.
"You think we'd be hauling an E out there if there weren't?' Tom countered wryly.

They continued to check over each item in the generator room, their flying fingers making sharp contrast
to their dow, idle conversation. They gave the room extra care this time because there had been some
quick-fingered students around who just might have got it into ther heads to improve the machinery.
Sidfied at last that there had been no subtle meddling, they snapped the cowl of the generator back into
position. They took one more sharp look around, then walked, sngle file, up the narrow passage to the
control room. Louie LeBeau was gtting in the astronavigator's seat, checking over his star charts and



indruments. He glanced up a them as they came levd with his cubicle. He was the third man of the team,
as used to them as they were to him.

"Fourteen hop adjustments to get us past Pluto and out of the heavy tréffic," he grumbled sourly. His
round face and liquid brown eyes were perpetudly disgusted. "They keep saying over a Trafic tha
they're going to provide a freeway out of the solar systlem so we can take it in one hop, but they don't do
it. Wonder when well ever go modern, start doing things scientific?'

They paid no atention to his grumbling. That was just Louie.
"Then how many hops to Eden, after Pluto?' Tom asked.

"I figure twenty," Louie answered. "Cant take ful light-year[32] legps every time. There's uff in the
way. There's dways suff in the way to louse up a good flight plan. Universe is too crowded. Therell be
no trouble getting to Eden, no trouble getting there. Make it in about fourteen hours. Fourteen hours to
go deven lousy little light-years. Fourteen hours | got to work in one stretch. Waitll the union agent hears
you're working me fourteen hours without a relief. And are you letting me get my rest now, so | can work
fourteen hours? Or are you stopping me from resting with alot of questions?’

"But you think there may be trouble after we get to Eden?' Tom asked.

Louie looked a him. There was no fear in the soft, brown eyes; just an enormous indignetion that life
should dways treat him so dirty.

"Don't you?" he asked.

[33]

Cavin Gray, Junior Extrapolator, stood nude before his bathroom mirror and played a no-beard light
over his chin and thin cheeks. That should take care of the beard problem for the next Sx months or so.
He leaned forward and examined the fine lines beginning to appear at the corners of his eyes. Well, that
was one of the Sgns held reached the thirty mark. One couldn't stay forever a the peak of youth—not
yet, anyway. Perhaps he should think about that sometime.

Trouble was, there was dways something more urgent....

He became conscious that Linda was standing in the bathroom door watching him. He hadn't heard her
get out of bed.



"You used the no-beard just last month, Cd," she said. There was a questioning note in her voice.

"Want to keep handsome,” he said lightly. "Never know when | might have to run out to some other
world. Wouldn't want one of my other wives to catch me with stubble on my face.”

It was a e joke, achildish one, but it served to introduce the topic foremost in his mind.

"This Eden problem. | can't plan on it, but | hope it's my solo to quaify me for my big E. I'm due, you
know."

Linda chose to avoid coming directly to gripswith it.

"Yehudi is dready at the door," she said, and made a face of[34] exasperation. "Someday I'm going to
turn off the gadget that Sgnds the orderly room the minute you get out of bed, so | can have you dl to
mysdf.”

"It's better if you get used to him," Ca cautioned. "Turn off the Sgnd and that turns on an darm. Instead
of one Y ehudi, you'd have twenty rushing in to see what was wrong."

"W, it seems to me a grown man ought to be able to take his morning shower without an observer
ganding by to see that he doesn't drown himsdf or swalow the soap," she commented with a touch of
acid.

"Get used to it, woman,” he commanded. "There's only one observer now. When—if | get my Senior
rating, therell be three”

She didn't say anything. Instead she stepped over to him, pressed her nude body againg his, and tenderly
nuzzled hisarm.

"Maybeif we go back to bed, hell go away," she said, and glittered her eyes at him wickedly.
"Hewont, but it'sagood idea" Cd grinned a her.
"You could tdl him to go away," she whispered with alittle pout.

She was fighting. She was fighting with the only wespon she had to hold him, to keep him from going
away, to face an unknown. He knew it, and the bitterness in her eyes, back of her teasing, showed she
knew he knew it.

He took her tenderly in hisarms, held her close to him, stroked her hair, kissed her mouth. She pulled her
face away, buried it in his chest. He fdt her sobbing.

He picked her up, lightly, carried her back into the bedroom, laid her gently on the bed, and, oblivious to
the attendant who stood expressionless ingde the door, kndt down beside the bed and held her head in
hisarms.



"Dont fight it," he said softly. "It isn't the first time aman has had to go."
"It'sthe fird time it ever happened to me" she sobbed.
"You knew when you married me.... You agreed...."

"It was easy to agree, then. There was the glamor of being[35] known as the wife of an E. Now tha
doesn't matter. There's just you, and the thought of losng you, never seeing you again.”

"I haven't gone yet," he reminded her. "'l don't know that I'll get the job. There are three Seniors a base
right now. One of them might want it. Evenif | do get the problem, who says | won't be back? You take
old McGinnis. HE's eéghty if he's a day. He's been an E for nigh on to fifty years. He's ill around, youll
notice."

She was quieter now. She lay, looking at him, drinking in his dark hair, blue eyes, handsome face, the
shape of his intdligent head, the dope of his neck and shoulders, the tapering wait, dl the masculine
grace and beauty. She pressed her closed fig into her mouth. All the beauty she might never see again,
fed enfolded around her, enfold with hersdlf.

"I'm alittle fool," she said through clenched teeth. "Of course youll be back. And you'd better make it
quick, or I'll come &fter you."

He kissed her, rumpled her short hair, straightened her crumpled body on the bed, pulled the sheet over
her.

"Why don't you go back to deep,” he suggested. "Rest. I'll have breskfast in the E dub room. That's
where well be watching the Eden briefing. Sleep. Sleep dl morning.”

Gently he closed her eyes with the tip of his forefinger. Gently he kissed her once more. This time she
didn't ding to him, try to hold him.

He tucked the sheet in around her throat. Dutifully, she kept her eyes closed. He stood up then, and
Sgnded the orderly.

"Il take my shower now," he said.

The orderly didn't speak, just followed him into the bathroom to stand in the doorway and watch him
through the shower glass. He was rigidly obeying the cardind rule of E.H.Q.

Unless hislifeisin danger, never interrupt the thinking of an E. The whole course of man's degtiny in the
universe may depend onit.

How much of the future of the universe depended upon hig36] not interrupting the scene he had just
witnessed wasn't for him to say. He sghed. He thought of his own wife—shrewigh, fat, coarse, dways
complaining. He wondered what she would do if he picked her up, carried her to bed, closed her eyes
with hisfingers. For once, he'd bet, sheld be speechless.



He mud try it sometime. But firgt, sheld have to lose about fifty pounds.

When Cd got to the E dub room two Seniors were dready there—McGinnis and Wong. He thought
their gregting was a shade more cordia, a shade more interested than usud. They seemed, this time, to
be looking a him asif he were a person, not merdy a Junior E. When he turned away from them to greet
the three Juniors, who, dong with himsdf, ranked the club-room privileges, he became certan of his
impressons. Their faces were frankly envious.

Eden was to be his problem!

He'd hoped for it. Even haf expected it. Yet dl the way through his shower, dressng, coming down the
elevator from his apartment, he'd been nagged with the fear he might not be considered; that the grief of
Linda and her rise above it would lead only to antidimax. By the time held got to the club-room door,
followed by his orderly, he had dready conditioned himsdf to disappointment.

Now he subdued his dation while he told his orderly what he wanted for breskfast.
"You fdlows join mein something?" he asked both Juniors and Seniors.

"A second cup of coffee” Wong agreed.

"A second bourbon," old McGinnis said drily.

The Juniors shook their heads negeatively. Y esterday they had been his constant companions, only a few
degrees below him in accomplishment, pushing rgpidly to become his equal competitors for the next solo.
Today, this morning, there was dready a gap between them and him, a chasm they would make no move
to[37] bridge until they had earned the right. They seated themselves a another table, apart.

"Of course we haven't asked you if you want this Eden problem,” McGinnis commented while orderlies
placed food and drink in front of them. "We ought to ask him, hadn't we, Wong?"

"Hra | should ask if e@ther of you want it?" Ca said quickly. "Or perhaps Mdinkoff, if he shows up.”
"Mdinkoff is too deep in something to come to the brigfing,” Wong said.

"Wong and | came only to hep on your firg solo, if we can,” McGinnis said. "Always think a young
fdlow needs alittle send-off. | remember, about fifty years ago, more or less ..."

"Worg thing to guard againg,” Wong interrupted, "is disgppointment. This whole thing might add up to
nothing. Might not turn out to be a genuine solo at dl, just something any errand boy could do. In that
case it wouldn't qudify you. Y ou know that.”

"Sure" Cd sad. Naturdly the problem would have to give red chdlenge. You didnt just go out and
knock a home run to become an E. You tackled something outside the norma frame of reference,



something that required origind thinking, the E kind of thinking. You brought it off successfully. A given
number of Seniors reviewed what you'd done. If they thought it was worth something, you got your big
E. If they didn't, you tried again. And you didn't get it by default, just because somebody thought there
should be a given quota of Seniors on thelig.

“Little or big," he added, "1'd like the problem.”

They said no more. He knew the score. HEd had twelve years of the mogt intendve training the E's
themsalves could devise. He knew that sometimes a Junior spent another ten or twelve years chasng
down jobs which anybody on the spot could have solved if they'd used their heads allittle before they ran
on to something that challenged that training. He'd be lucky if this was big enough—but not too big.

Tha was in ther minds, too.

[38]

On ordinary days there were only the usud few science reporters in the press room of E.H.Q. These
held their jobs by the difficult compromise between the scientists ingstence upon accuracy and ther
publishers equa indgstence upon sensaionaism.

Since the publisher paid the sdary; snce rewrite men, like tevison writers, mantained their own feding
of superiority to the mass by writing down to the leve of a not very bright twelve-year-old; snce the facts
hed to be trimmed and atered to fit the open space or time dot; even these reporters had a difficult time
of mantaining the usud odds—that there is only a twenty-to-one chance that anything said in the
newspapers or on the ar may be accurate.

But on this morning the press room was crowded. In spite of dl efforts of journdism to ir up old
animogties to make news, or to force factiond leaders into rashness which could not be settled without
violence the various states of world government ingsted upon negatiating ethnica differences amicably,
and factiond leaders persasted in keeping ther heads. There had been no world-shaking discoveries
made in the last week or so; the public no longer believed that changing a screw thread was exactly a
stientific "break-through; no red or imagined scanda's seemed of such journdidic stature asto work the
public into a frenzy of intolerance for one another's aberrations,[39]

In such a dry spel, when advertisers were beginning to question circulation figures, and editors were
racking their brains for a strong hate symbol to create interest, the delayed report from Eden came as a
summer shower, that might be magnified into a flood.

EDEN SILENT quickly became COLONY FEARED LOST and progressed normdly to COLONY
WIPED OUT.



That there was no proof of loss or destruction bothered no one in journdism. If it did turn out this way,
they'd have been on top of the news, and if it didn't, well, who remembers yesterday's headlines in the
press of today's new hate and panic.

The public, with an established addiction to ever increasng dally doses of sensationdism, and deprived of
its shots through this dry spell, snapped out of its gpathy to greet this new thrill with vociferous cdls to
editors, wires to congressmen, telegrams to the Adminigration.

What are we doing about this colony that has been wiped out? Where is our space battle fleet? Who is
going to be punished?

It was an overnight sensation, and on this morning following the news lesk there could even be seen some
secretaries to the writers for top commentators and columnigts in the crowded press room.

Naturaly these stood in little groups apart and associated only with each other to mantan the literary
tradition of proper insulaion from the redlities of what was going on in the rest of the world. Obvioudy no
firg-rate writer could have afforded to appear in person not only because of damage to his Sature lest it
be noted he was doing his own spadework; but, more important, firg-hand observation might limit his
capacity for raiondizing the gtuation into the mold demanded by the bias of his commentator or
columnig. It was dways difficult to maintain author integrity when the facts did not support the
sensationdiam required by the employers, and best not to put oneself in such a position.

Now two of these secretaries could be seen over in a corner of the press room exchanging their views,
probing one another for[40] information. No one thought it curious they werent trying to get the
information from source for everyone in journdism understands the importance lies in what the
competition isgoing to say, not in what happened.

"How long has it been snce the firs message came through, or didnt?'
"Fourteen hours, about."

"We could have had a rescue flegt out there by now."

"To rescue 'em from what?'

"Whatever's wrong."

"l undergtand an assgtant attorney generd is checking into it."

"So Gunderson's il gunning for the E's, en?’

"Has he ever let up since he became attorney generd? Gripes his soul he can't arrest them for not doing
what he wants, or for doing what he doesn't want.”

"How'd they ever get immune, anyhow?'



"SKip class that day in higory?'
"Mug've"

"Vague, mysdf. Right after the insurrection. Seems there were two powers, Russa and America. The
people of the world got fed up, gave a pox to both their houses, boiled over, formed a world
government. Somehow the scientists got in their licks in the turmoail, pointed out that scientists who have
to confine thar discoveries to what suits the ideology of the non-scientists can only find limited solutions™

"Quite a ded.”

"Could only happen in a world turmail, when everything was fluid. Anyhow, they got away with it, for a
certain group, Extrapolators, had to be free to extrgpol ate without fear of reprisd.”

"Boy, something. Imagine. Take any dame you want. Nobody can squawk. Take any money, riches you
want. Nobody can stop it."

"Funny thing. Nothing like that happens. Idea seems to be that[41] when you don't have to fight aganst
redrictions, they aren't important any more. At least not to an E."

"Guess that's why one of 'em pointed out that police are the mgor cause of crime.”

"Whether he was right or wrong, that's what sent Gunderson into a tail spin. | wouldn't be surprised but
what he's alittle hipped on that subject. Hell get 'em one of these days. Even an E can make a mistake,
and when one of 'em does, hell be there.”

"I dunno, the public has alot of hero-worship for the E. Pretty tough for any politician to buck that.”
"The public! You know aswel as | do—they think what we tdl ‘em to think, you and me."

"You think that's why he's got aman out here on this Eden thing? Looking for a mistake?!

"Maybe. Maybe not. He just never passes up the chance that maybe this time he can grab something.”
"Between Gunderson and the E's, I'll take the E'S.”

"Your boss fed the same way?'

"Far as| know."

"But if your boss changed his mind, you would have an agonizing regppraisal.”

"Wdl, sure. A guy'sgot to est.”



[42]

The west wall of the E club room began to glow, lose its appearance of solidity. Cd sgnded his orderly
to lift away his table. Now, where the west wal had been, another room seemed to join this one, an
office. A large man in a brown suit made an entrance through the door of the office and sat down back of
the desk. His face was drawn with weariness.

"I am Bill Hayes" he said. "Sector adminidration chief of the Eden area. | am acting moderator of this
review. We follow the usud rules of procedure. | just want to say, as an asde, tha the scientists involved
inthis problem have been up dl night reviewing every known fact about Eden. We ask the indulgence of
the E's not only for the kind of knowledge that may prove too little, but for any srain caused by trying to
assemble such massve data into order in o short atime.

"For the press, let me say we are aware of some questions of why we didn't immediaidy send out a fleet
of ships as soon as the cdl failed to come through. A military man does not rush troops into battle until he
has some idea of what he must oppose; even a plumber needs to get some idea of the problem before he
knows what tools to take with him. It would serve no congtructive purpose to rush an unprepared flegt
out to rescue, and might prove the highest fally."[43]

All over E.H.Q., in the various buildings where anybody was directly concerned, the same effect would
be taking place as appeared herein the dub room. The tri-di screen wal would seem to join the room of
the person speaking. A pressed button sgnded the desire to speak, and like the charman of a meeting,
Bill Hayes decided whom to recognize. It was a way to conduct a medting of two or three thousand
people asintimatdy as asmdl conference.

"The E's have 9gnded they are ready for the Eden briefing," Hayes continued formdly. He faded out his
own office, and was immediady replaced by an astrophysics laboratory. The review of Eden was under

way.

With sky charts, pointers, math formulae and many references to documentation, the astrophysicist
edtablished the cdedtiad postion of Ceti rdative to Earth, and its second planet Ceti 11—popularly caled,
he had heard, Eden. For his part, bitterly, he preferred a little less popularizing of scientific data, a little
more exactitude. He would, therefore, continue to cal it Ceti I1.

He reminded Cd of certain teachers in schools he had been asked to leave back in his ugly duckling
days. How didacticdly, postively, they dung to their exactitudes—like frightened little children in a
chaotic world too hig for them to face, hanging on to mother's skirts, something safe, sure, dependable.

The adrophysicist continued, a consderable length, to establish the postion of Ceti 1l to his own
complete satisfaction.



In hisown mind Cd willingly conceded that, a least in terms of third-dimensiond space-time continuum,
Eden could be found where the man said it was. Then he reminded himsdf, sernly, that the essence might
be that Eden was there no longer; that held better pay closest atention to everything said, however
postive and didactic, lest he find his own mind closed to a solution. He reminded himsdf that, after dl,
these people had worked dl night for his benefit, while he lay peacefully in Lindas arms.

He reminded himsdf that one little bit of datum, one little phrase, cardesdy heard now, might mean his
success or falure[44] Didactic pedantry hasits place in science, and these were scientists, not vaudeville
performers. Slently, he gpologized to the lot of them.

A geophyscig took over the review. He quickly got down out of space to the surface of Eden.
Persondly he didn't mind caling it Eden, just so dl the purists knew he was referring to Ceti 11. This was
supposed to be humorous, and he waited until dl the viewers had had a chance to chuckle with him.

If the astrophysicist sgnded his demand for a retraction and gpology for this public ridicule, Bill Hayes
goparently didn't fed it worth bresking up the review to oblige him.

After he had enjoyed his own humor, the geophyscigt did present his capsule of knowledge with
excellent brevity.

There were no large continents. Instead, there were thousands of idands, so many that the land mass
roughly equaled the sea surface. The idands had not been counted, he admitted, and then neediesdy
explained that Eden had been discovered only ten years ago. Since universe exploration was expanding
much fagter than properly qudified scientists could follow to cata ogue conditions, details such as this had
been |eft for future colonists to complete.

He took time out to complain that the younger generation was too dazzled by glamor and wanted to
become entertainment stars, sports stars, jet jockeys exploring space, and there weren't enough going
into the solid sciences to keep up with the work to be done.

A biophyscig interposed here and stated that his research with the injection of uric acid into rats caused
amarked riseinintdligence, and if the Adminigration would just pay attention and let him have the grant
he was asking, he felt confident that research in how to change the human kidney structure would take us
along mutant legp ahead toward humans with super-intelligence.

Bill Hayes cut him off as tactfully as possible and suggested that the Eden problem was here and now,
and perhaps we should[45] get that one out of the way fird. Both scientists, by their expressons,
indicated that they did not appreciate being frustrated, hampered, driven—but they did comply.

Back to Eden they went.

The dimate was something like that of the Hawaiian area. Partly this was due to the variable plane
rotation that heated dl parts evenly, partly due to favorable flow of ocean currents. It had been noted that
there was such an interweaving of cool and warm currents dl over the globe that a rdativey even
temperature was maintained throughout. Some differentid in spots, of course, enough to cause rainfdl,
but no real violence of storms, not as we dassfied hurricanes, typhoons, tornadoes here on Earth.



"Probably no sudden storm to wipe out the colony before they could send news, then," Wong suggested
inan asdeto Cd.

"Or afreak one did occur and they weren't prepared because it wasn't supposed to happen,” Cd said.

Wong and McGinnis exchanged a quick glance, and Cd knew Wong had lad a little trap to see how
eesly he might be lulled into a premature conclusion.

The gravity was dightly less, the geophysicist was saying, but only to the extent that man, newly arrived
from Earth, walked with a springier step, didn't tire as quickly. Not enough to cause nauses, even to the
inexperienced. The oxygen content of the air, in fact the whole make-up of the air, was so close to Earth
qudlity there were no breathing adaptations necessary.

So much for generdities. He went on to document them with exactitudes. He teamed up with a
meteorologigt to explain the digribution of rainfdl in spite of lack of frigid and torrid air masses. Cd's
doubt was not appeased. Wesather prediction was about on a par with race-horse handicapping, and
easy to explan after it happened.

Eventudly the geophyscis and the meteorologis completed ther duet to the accompaniment of
oceanographers and geologids.

A chorus of botanists replaced them on the tri-di screen, the[46] major theme of their epic being that an
adonishing proportion of the plant forms bore edible fruit, nuts, seeds, leaves, sems, roots, flowers. A
chair of zoologids joined their voices here to point out the large number of amdl meat animds, fish, and
crustaceans—with the whole thing sounding like a pean of thanksgiving.

After two hours, the condensed information added up to a most interesting fact. In essence, due to quite
natural conditions—odd how much the scientists seemed to need stressing the word "naturd"—Eden
was more favorable to easy human life than Earth!

Cd leaned forward. Here was the spot where some student or apprentice might distinguish himsdf by
asking an embarrassing question or so. Say the range of easly possible conditions on any given planet
was a scae ten miles in length. Then that area on the scale where man could exigt without attificd ads
would dill be less than a hair's breadth. And now to find a planet more nearly perfect for man than the
one on which he evolved....

Or were the students congdering this too obvious to mention? He decided to nudge them a little.
Sometimes a discussion of the too obvious brought out things not obvious &t dl.

"How frequently,” he asked, when Hayes had cut him in, "do we find a mass revalving in such a manner
thet its poles revolve at right angles to its forward revolution, so there isno red pole?’

"It requires near-perfect roundness, and an even didribution of land and water masses, such as we have
on Ceti I1," the firg astrophysicist answered.

"How frequently do we find that?' Cd repeated.



"I know of no other," the astrophysicist replied shortly.
"Any evidence of tampering with those ocean currents to get them flowing so bendficidly?' Cal asked.
"None yet discovered,” an oceanographer cut in.

Wedl, a least he hadnt stated with podtiveness that there hadn't been and couldn't be. But an
anthropaeontologist inserted himsdf and spoiled the effect of open-mindedness.[47]

"There is ddfinitdy no life form on Eden with sufficient inteligence for that," the man said, "nor has there
ever been. Such a feat would require enormous engineering works. Such works under the ocean would
be matched by comparable works on land, and would therefore show up in our aerid surveys, however
ancient and overgrown.”

Cd sghed softly to himsdf. The human kind of dvilization, yes, that would have left traces. But whet of
some other kind? Perhaps a deep-sea kind that had never come out upon the land? Never mind the
arguments that such a dvilization could not have developed—that was looking at it from the humen point
of view again. Had man grown so accustomed to not finding comparable intdligence anywhere in the
universe he had begun to discount, or forget, there could be?

The review went on and on. The zoologist sketched in the prevaent animas and fish forms, showed there
was nothing in land animds higher than a large rodent, no sea mammas a dl, no fish larger than the
tarpon. Nothing a dl to hint at aline of primates.

A bacteriologist exdamed at length over the amilarity of minute life forms to those on Earth, and used the
occasion to again expound the old theory of space-floating life spores to seed dl favorable matter, and
thus develop dmilar forms through evolution, wherever found. Quickly and tactfully Bill Hayes nudged
him back on the track before the expected storm of controversy could break out.

Then there was a short lunch time, but not aleisurdy one. Quite aside from the emergency of what might
be happening to the colonigts, there was growing clamor from the people and pressure from various
governmental bodies to get off the dime and get going—rescue those people, or, cynicdly, at least make
a show of action to quel the flood of tdegrams. E.H.Q. ressted the pressures in favor of doing a
workmanlike job in preparation for a genuine rescue ingtead of a haphazard show, but was mindful of
them nevertheless.

[48]

Anyone who has witnessed even so much as a traffic-court trid cannot help but redize that "government
by lav ingead of man" is a mere paliticad phrase without meaning in redity. The ascendancy of



me-and-mine over you-and-yours runs so deep in the human psyche that abstract idedisms mug dways
take second place where such ascendancy is threatened. Thus we see that the belly-crawler, meek and
subservient to the judge, comes off with a token sentence while the man who atempts to maintain his
pride, hisrights, his self-repect gets the book thrown at him.

No practica attorney is unaware that the judgment of his case depends largdy upon who presides, the
whims, the prgudices, the moods, the viewpoint of the judge; and that the lav merdy provides
judtification for the impogtion of those whims, moods, prejudices, and viewpoaints.

And ambitions.

The announcement at E.H.Q. that a Junior E would be given this problem gave Gunderson's man the
opening he had hoped to find. A hurried cdl to the capitol and a brief conversation with Gunderson
himsdf confirmed his conclusions. Perhaps the E was above dl law, and it might not be expedient to
chdlenge that right now, but immunity did not necessarily extend to the Junior E.[49]

In view of the known ambitions of certain judges, it should not be difficult to make a test case of
this—whether the E's had aright to jeopardize a colony of human beings by assgning an unqudified man
to the problem.

A quedtion, too, of who had jurisdiction over the Juniors, the apprentices, the students. How far down
the line did the mantle of the E extend to protect those not yet qudified? How far out did the
Adminidration of E.H.Q. extend to subgtitute for government? How much of a state within a state had
E.H.Q. become?

Now, while the public was damoring for action, and E.H.Q. was, instead, droning on through a mass of
inconsequentia detail, now while public sentiment was crydalizing, or could be crysdlized into placing
humen welfare over science procedures, now was the time.

It was not difficult to find a judge who was predisposed to favor the request of the attorney generd.

[50]

After lunch at E.H.Q., the colonizing administrator took over the review.

The precolonizing scientists had not been trapped by the obvioudy favorable aspects of Eden into
neglecting their full duties. No indeed they had given the full routine of tests and had come up with exactly
nothing that might be unfavorable to man, at least not more so than on Earth.



Colonization had followed the usud plan. Ffty professond colonists had been sent out to Eden. They
knew ther jobs. They were temperamentdly suited to the work.

Asusud, they were to live there for five years, leaning as lightly as possible on Earth supplement. Ther
prime purpose was to adapt primitive ecology to human needs, how it could be done. It was not the job
of this fird colony to explore, to catdogue. They were expected to do only what any pioneer
does—endure, exist, and prove it possible.

In honesty the colonizing adminisirator had to point out there had been more than the usud dissatisfaction
from this colony. The burden of ther complant was that they found living too easy. They were
professonds, accustomed to chalenge.

They had firs recommended, then demanded, that they be transferred and the planet given over to the
second-phase colonists[51]

They complained they were dying on the vine, that easy living was making farmers and storekeepers out
of them, that they were getting soft, ruined by disuse of ther talents for meeting and coping with hogtile
conditions. There had even been threats that one of these days they would dl pile into ther ship and
come back home. So far he had stopped them by threats of his own, that he would persondly see they
never got another assgnment.

He had resisted their demands. Five years was a short enough time. Some organisms took longer than
that to develop in the human body or mind, to make their inimicad presence known. Some did not show
up until the second or third generation; which was the reason for the second-phase colonidts, to live there
for three generations, before the planet could be opened to young John Smith and his wife Mary who
dreamed of owning a little chicken ranch out away fromit dl. He had argued that boredom might be just
the very inimicd condition they were having to test.

Cd fdt atwinge of disgppointment here. Perhaps the disstisfied colonists had merely gone on strike!
Unable to get satisfaction from their administrator, they chose not to communicate as a means of drawing
atention, getting an invedtigation of thar plight. Drastic, perhaps, but man had been known to do dragtic
things before when he fdt treated unfairly.

This seemed such alikdy solution that for a moment he let his disgppointment override his interest. Such
would be an adminigrétive hasde, nothing to challenge an E at dl, not even a dunior.

Sill, it might not be the solution. He had better ligen to the whole of the problem.

The colonigts had chosen alarge idand for their first settlement. In the center was a smdl mountain. It had
been given the name of Crystd Padace Mountan because it was crested with an outcropping of
amethydine quartz-crysta structuresin natural pillars, domes, arches, spires.

Like spokes of a whed radiaing out from the hub, ridges fdl[52] away from this mountain, and in
between the ridges there lay fertile valeys watered by perpetuad streams.

It wasin one of these vdleys, about hdfway between the mountain and the sea, that the colonists settled.



Some bucolic wit had named the firs settlement Appletree, because there they would gain knowledge,
and everybody knows that the gpple was the Garden of Eden's fruit of knowledge. No one quite knew
when the name Eden was firg gpplied to the planet. Suddenly, during the fird sdientific expedition,
everyone was referring to it that way.

"For exactitude," the adminigtrator said diplomaticadly. "Of course we 4ill designate it as Ceti 11."

As was customary, the colony had communicated multitudes of progress pictures over the space-jump
band. Here was the valey before they had started to fdl trees. Here it was in progress of dearing. Here
they were converting the trees into lumber for houses. Here were the fird houses so that some could
move out of the living quarters in the ship. Here they were uprooting the stumps, turning the sod, planting
Earth seed. These were barns for the cattle and horses sent with them from Earth.

A collection of community buildings came next in the series of photographs, and findly there was the
whole village of Appletree, with a collection of smal farms surrounding it. The pictures showed it dl as
ided for men as a digant view of a rurd vdley in Ohio. Productive, progressive, and peaceful—from a
distance.

But back of the post-card scene, human psychology progressed normdly aso.

The reporting psychologist was most emphatic on this issue. His department would have been mogt
darmed had differences and schisms not developed. That would have been an abnormdity cdling for
invedigation.

Differences in outlook became apparent in spite of the common temperament and experience of the
group. Little personal enmities developed and grew. Sympathizers drew together in littlg[53] groups,
each group conddering its stand to be the right one, and therefore al who disagreed wrong.

The psychologist said he was sure dl viewing would remember the classcd picture of primitive Earth
men a fird awareness. He stands upon a hill and looks about him. There comes the astonishing
redization that he can see about the same distance indl directions.

"Why," he exdams to himsdf, "I must be a the very center of creation!”

His awe and wonder was to grow. Wherever he went, he found he was dill a the center of things. There
could be only one conclusion.

"Because | am dways a the center of things, | must be the most important event indl creation!™
Sill later comes another redlization.

"Those who are with me, and are therefore a part of me-and-mine, are o a the center of things and
share my importance. Those who are not with me, and not a part of me-and-mine, are not at the center
of things, and are therefore of an inferior nature!™

It could readily be seen—the psychologist was dlowing a note of dryness to enter his comments—that



the bulk of man's philosophy, rdigion, politics, socid vaues, and yes, too often even his scentific
conclusons, was based upon this egocentric notion; the supreme importance and rightness of
me-and-mine ascendant &t the center of things, opposed to those who are not a part of me-and-mine, on
the outside, and therefore inferior.

There mugt have been asgnd from Bill Hayes, for the psychologist left the generdities behind and came
back to theissue.

The very ease of living on Eden fostered the growth of schisms, for there was no common enemy to band
the group into one solid me-and-mine organism—the audience would recdl that when Earth was divided
into nations it had aways been imperative to find a common enemy in some other nation; that this was
the[54] only cohesive force man had been able to find to keep the nation from disintegrating.

Ancther nudge.

Factions took shape on Eden and clashed in town meetings. At lad, as expected, some dissdent
individuas and family groups could no longer tolerate the irritation of living in the same neighborhood with
the rest. These broke off from the main colony, and migrated across the near ridge to settle in an adjacent
valey.

Psychologicdly, it was a mogt satisfactory development, playing out in classcad microcosm the massve
behavior of totd man. For, as everyone knew, had men ever been able to sttle ther differences, had
men been able to get dong peacefully with himsdf, he might have developed no avilization at dl.

Man's inahility to stand the stench of his own kind was the mogt potent of al forces in driving him out to
the Stars.

Bill Hayes, a weary and red-eyed moderator now, apparently decided he could no longer stand the
gench of the psychologist and abruptly cut him off. He himsdf took over the summation. It boiled down
to agmple statement.

The colonigts had reported everything that happened, of sgnificance or not. These reports had dl been
thoroughly sfted in the normd course of E.H.Q.'s daly work as they were received. They had been
collated and extended both by human and machine minds to detect any subtle trends away from norm.

There had been nothing, absolutely nothing. The reports might as wel have originated somewhere near
Eugene, Oregon. They were about as unusud as a Saturday night bath back on the farm.

Then sllence. Sudden, inexplicable silence.

[55]



"It bothers me, it bothers me alot," Cd sad to the two E's, following the review, "that Eden should be
more favorable to effortless human existence than Earth.”

He snapped on the communicator and asked the ship be in readiness for take-off.
McGinnis and Wong looked at one another.

"You think it might have been the origind Garden of Eden?' Wong asked. His face was impassve. "It
fits, you know. Man was banished from an ided condition and forced to live by the swest of his brow."

"Not that so much,” Cd sad. "Not unless the whole concept of evolution is haywire, and we're
reasonably sure it isn't that far off. Probably the colonists have gone on gtrike, but | ill keep thinking that
when we want to catch rats we set a trap with a better food than they can get normaly.”

There was atwinklein McGinniss eye.
"You think Eden isan dluring trap, especidly baited to catch human beings?' he asked.
"I don't exactly think that. | just keep wondering,” Ca answered.

They were interrupted by a diffident yet indstent knock on the door. Thisin itsdf was such a vidlation of
E.H.Q. rules, never[56] to interrupt the thinking of an E, that dl three stopped taking. The three Juniors,
who had been stting by, ligening, arose from their seats and stood facing the door. The orderlies looked
to the E's for ingruction. At a nod from McGinnis, one of them walked over to the door and opened it.

Bill Hayes was standing there, flushed with embarrassment.

"Your pardon, E'S" he sad hurriedly. "I'm jus an erand boy, under indruction from Generd
Adminidration. We have been served with a court injunction to prevent assgnment of a Junior to the
Eden matter.”

Cd frozein darm and disappointment. At the last moment to have his chance snatched away from him.
He should have gone immediady the review was over, without waiting for any advice McGinnis and
Wong might care to give. Now ...

McGinnis caught his eye and gave a dight nod toward a door that opened on another hdlway. He flashed
acommand with his eyes to get going, then turned back to Hayes.

"I was unaware that the E's must heed court orders,” he said frodtily.

"It's a question of where avil jurisdiction stops and E jurisdiction takes over,” Hayes explained nervoudy.
"While the colonists are employed by E.H.Q., and under ther direction, it is held they are dso Earth



ctizens, with dtizen rights. Civil authority fedsit must answer for their welfare.”

"I thought redtrictions upon the E were removed by act of World Congress some seventy years ago,”
Wong said mildly.

"Theinjunction makes it clear there is no redtriction upon the Senior E; just the Junior, who redly isn't an
Eya.”

"It isthe decidon of the E's that a Junior will handle this problem,” McGinnis said, and turned his back as
if that settled the matter.

Hayes cleared his throat nervoudy.

"I'm sorry,” he said. "If it were up to me ... Well, the argument before the court ran this way: That where
there is no redriction upon the E in ariving a a solution, there is aso no[57] compulson upon avil
authority to adopt that solution. They cited ingtances ... Wel, any number of instances. It seems ..."

Cd heard no more. He had been pacing the room, and now, while Hayess perspiring attention was
focused imploringly on Wong and McGinnis, he dipped out the door.

The orderly a that door raised afinger in sdute, and a Ca's request quickly wheded a hdl-car from a
storage closet.

"Take me out to the Eden ship," Cd said quiglly. "You know where it is?'
"Yes" the orderly answered. He took his place at the controls and Cd dipped into the seat beside him.

They sped through the hdls a maximum speed, out the rear exit of the E building, down the maze of
ramps and out across the landing fidd to the entrance of the ship.

Cd expected to see guards posted there to enforce the injunction, but none were in evidence. As they
drew up to the open door, he saw Lynwood and Norton, pilot and engineer, ganding just insde waiting
for him. There was no drain in their faces to show they had received orders not to take off with him.

He dimbed out of the car, and with another nod the orderly drove it back to the E building.
Henceforward the ship's crew would be the E's orderlies.

Cd dimbed the short ramp and entered the ship.
"You have clearance to take off at once?' he asked Lynwood.
Lynwood nodded. "Since early moming,” he answered.

"Hne Let'sget going,” Cd sad. "I'min ahurry, of course," he added with a grin.



"Of course," the two men answered, then seaing his grin, relaxed and returned it. Apparently this E was
humen.

It took only a minute for them to reach the control room, where Louie sat in his navigator's cubby; and
only ten more seconds for the ship to lift clear. And dill no command came over the radio to hdt them.

Someone in avil authority had dipped. Had Gunderson redly fdt that a Smple injunction would stop
everything, that the E'958] would not chdlenge this encroachment? Was he playing some deeper game,
dlowing the Junior to dip through hisfingersin the hope he would louse up the Eden rescue, add strength
to the campaign to bring the E's back under avil control—his control ?

Or had someone genuindy dipped?

The command to hdt, turn around, and return to base did not come until their second hop had brought
them into the Mars orbit. Then it came from space police in charge of shipping traffic at thet point.

"I am under orders from E.H.Q. to proceed,” Tom answered, after a quick, questioning look at Cal.
"The attorney generd's office orders you to hdt," the voice commanded.

Tom looked at Cd again, questioning. This was bucking the federal government, his license wouldn't be
worth the paper it was written on if he ignored the order. To say nothing of any other punishment they
might choose to hand him.

"Keep going," Cd answered shortly. "And make your next jump as quickly as you can.”

"I am under orders to keep going,” Tom answered the police. If he refused the request of an E, a lifetime
of work would go down the drain.

Over in his seat, Frank Norton's fingers were speeding through the intricate pattern of setting up the next
jump. He and Louie were working as one man.

"I am under orders to disable you if you refuse” the police warned.

"We have an E on board,” Tom answered. "Y ou'd be risking alot.”

"l am advised heisaJdunior E," the voice said in clipped speech. "Not such arisk.”

"Far as I'm concerned,” Tom answered laconicaly, "hés an E. | have to follow his orders.”

He nodded to Frank who touched the jump switch. There wag[59] an indant silence. They were at the
approach to the asteroid belt.

"They can get us here," Louie spoke up. "We have to give over controls so they can take us through. No
chart can keep up to the microsecond on these asteroid movements. They have to cdculate a path in



short hops, and take us through a step a atime. | keep saying there ought to be an expressway out of
the solar system, but ..."

"What about a good long jump at right angles?' Cd asked. "Get over it ingtead of through it?'
"It'sillegd," Louie complained.

"Our necks are dready out,” Tom said quietly.

"Okay, you're the boss. But I'll have to figure it. It takes timeto figureit.”

"Wdl, get going on it."

"Theres quff dl over,” Louie explained. "Not just a band, like most people think. The asteroids have
moved at right angles, too. Not so thick, but there's a globe of duff, not just a belt. Maybe a bunch of
litte jumps.”

"We can't start making them until you figure them, Louie™ Frank reminded him.
Theradio gave its hum of life, and a voice came through.

"We have orders from space police not to escort you through, to turn you back.”
"Thisisan E ship, with an E on board. His command is to come through,” Tom said.

"I just work here," the voice answered as if it were bored and tired. "I take my orders from Space
Control."

Tom looked over a Louie. Louie gpparently caught the look out of a corner of his eye, and impatiently
waved a finger not to bother him. His other hand was speeding through the movements of manipulaing
the astrocd culator. Then he nodded his head, ill not looking up, and the co-ordinates flashed in front of
Frank. Now, as rgpidly as Louie, Frank set up the pattern of the jump band.[60]

"I take my orders from the E's™ Tom answered in a voice tha matched the boredom, tiredness. Then
with a nod from Frank, "Now!" he said.

There was Slence again.
"It'sgoing to add at least an hour," Louie complained. "I've got to pick my way through this muck.”

"Weve got time now," Tom answered eadly. "Not likely they can find us out here, avay from the regular
lanes™

"Not unless we run across a prowl ship,” Louie said. "You know there's some smuggling, and now and
then a shipping company thinks it can beet the rap, not pay the toll, by doing the same thing we're doing.



The prowl patrol ison to dl the tricks. We're not the firgt onesto try it."
"Jugt keep figuring, Louie” Tom said.

"All right, dl right!" Louie quarreled back.

Tom looked at Cal and grimaced.

"Louiesdl right," he said. "Jugt has to complain.”

"I'm sure of it," Cd answered with agrin.

It took closer to two hours. They had no way of knowing how many times the space police had made a
fix on their pogtion only too late to catch them hovering there. There must have been some fix made and
apretty careful caculation of where they could go next, for as they neared the outer moons of Jupiter the
radio crackled into life again.

"Thisis your last warning. We intend to board you and take over. We will disntegrate your ship if you
ress.”

Cd took the microphone in his own hand to answer.

"Weintend to keep going,” he said. "Thisiis a juridictiond dispute between the attorney generd's office
and E.H.Q. We will not dlow you to board us, and | suggest you get confirmation of orders to
disntegrate us directly from the atorney generd in person. Meanwhile you can pass the buck to your
Saturn patral if those orders are confirmed.”

Tom nodded to Frank, and the next jump key was pressed.

In the Saturn fidd, dill another voice came through. "Orderg61] from the attorney generd himsdf are to
dlow you to proceed. Say, Lynwood, what isthisdl about?'

"Some sort of petty squabble over who gives orders to who," Lynwood answered. "l just work here" he
added tiredly.

"Wdl," said the voice. "So do I. Guess they'll fight it out in the courts now. You understand, we had our
orders."

"You understand, so did 1." Tom answered.
"Sure" the voice answered, and cut Out.

Cd wondered whether the orders to disintegrate had been a bluff. Would the attorney generd have
dared disntegrate a ship with even a Junior E on board? Maybe it had been just a threet of the loca
police, one they didn't expect to have cdled.



Or maybe he had played directly into the atorney genera's hands by defying him, and getting that
defiance on record was what the man had wanted.

Whatever it was, the Eden matter had become bigger than merdly finding out what had happened to
some colonists. Whatever it was, held better find a successful solution, because the attorney generd was
counting on him to fal. And if he did fal, certainly the postion of the Junior E would be altered, and
possibly a deep thrugt into the very heart of the Senior E position, as wdll.

[62]
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Louie was right. After they cleared the solar system there was no trouble getting to Eden. And there was
no trouble crcumnavigating the globe while dill in space.

Closer, but dill outsde the atmospherein tharr surveying spird, they had no trouble in locating the idand
with Crystad Palace Mountain at its center. There was only one such spot on Eden, and in ther telescope
viewer its crydaline spires and minarets sparkled back at them like a diamond set in jade.

The trouble began when they hovered over the location, when they amplified their magnification to get a
close look at the Appletree village before dropping down to land.

Louie found the right valey. He said it was the right valey, and he stuck to hisdam stubbornly.
But there was no settlement there. No sgn there had ever been.

Louie could see that for himsdf, they told him. There was nothing but virgin land. The trees were
undisturbed, and old. There were splashes of ralling meadows spotted here and there by other trees,
untilled meadows doping downward from the ridges to the river. And not a blemish nor scar to show that
men had ever landed there.

"Hnething," Norton chaffed him. "Fine navigation, Louie. Get us clear across the universe in grest shape,
and then you can't even find the landing field."[63]

But Louie was in no mood for banter. He wished Tom would go back and hold the manud controls of
the ship instead of Ietting it hover on automatic. He wished Ca would go back to his stateroom and think.
He wished Frank Norton would shut up. He wished they wouldn't dl stand over him, reading his charts
over his shoulder.

In irritated dlence he reduced the viewscope dimensons to scae, and snapped a picture of the whole
idand. He took the fresh picture, dill moist from its self-developing camera, and lad it beside the chart.



Wordlessly, for the benefit of them dl, he traced his pencl over the outlines of the chart and their
duplicates in the picture. Asin comparing fingerprints, he flicked his pencil a the points of identity. There
were far too many to ignore. He poked the point of his pencl at Appletree where it was located on the
chart. Then he picked out the same location in the picture.

It was not the science of navigation that was wrong.

"It'sjust one of those dirty tricks life plays on afdlow,” Tom sad over Cal's shoulder. "You got usin the
right place, Louie, but probably in the wrong time dot. Y ou've warped us right out of our own time, and
Eden hasn't been discovered yet. Maybe won't be for another million years. Maybe, back on Earth, man
isjust discovering fire

"Yeeh," Norton agreed. "Or maybe in the wrong dimension. You and your fancy navigatiion. Now you
take a midgit-idgit navigating machine. It wouldn't know how to pull such fancy short cuts. Take a little
longer, maybe, but when we got there we'd be there”

They were both taking nonsense and knew it. Time and dimensond travel were dill purely theoretical.
Louie ignored the ribbing with elaborate patience.

"You know what | think," he asked serioudy. "I think the whole thing's a hoax. I'll betcha there never was
any settlement there. I'll betcha the colonists have pulled awhingding dl the way through.”[64]

"Therés awhole raft of pictures to show they were there Frank reminded him.

"Fictured” Louie answered scornfully. ™Y ou think they couldn't fake pictures?’ He thought for a momen.
"And wher€'s their ship, thelr escape ship?' he asked as a clincher. "They didnt like it here and have
gone off somewhere else, and then covered up by sending reports and pictures on how things would
have devel oped if they'd Sayed.”

There was a sense of unredity in the whole conversation. Cd et the tak flow on, knowing it was a
reection to shock. What if a modern ocean liner pulled into the harbor of New York—to find an
untouched Manhattan Idand in its virgin state?

It couldn't happen, therefore it wasn't to be treated serioudy.
"Better set up communication with Earth,” Cd said quiely.

In E science the unpredictable, the incredible, the illogicd could happen a any time. With a mind more
open to acceptance of this, he had fdt the run of shock sooner. For them, the shock impact was delayed
since thar minds regjected the illogicd as unred. For him the human shock came a once, and then, as E
thinking took over, passed off.

"Sure, Cd," Lynwood agreed. It was a measure of ther acceptance that they had quite normdly fdlen
into usng hisfirg name.

On the emergency dgnd it took less than three minutes to clear through eeven light-years to



E.H.Q.—and then sixteen minutes for the operator a base to find Bill Hayes.
"Sector Chief Hayes here" the voice said at last through the speaker.
"Gray here, on the Eden matter,” Ca answered. "Any other E's avalable?'

"Hmm," Hayes answered. "Wong has picked up on a problem in the Pleiades sector, and left this
morning. Malinkoff has given out word not to disturb him if the whole universe fdls apart. That leaves
McGinnis, who, | bdieve, is soending his time working on the defense agang the injunction by
Gunderson. An examplg[65] of the way petty redtrictions can bring a fine mind down to trivid problems.
But he said cdl himif you need him."

"Pleasg" Cd sad. "And you might stay on while| talk to him, if you're not busy.”

"Sure, E Gray, sure" Hayes answered. "I'm flashing the operator to locate McGinnis. Seen anything of
the police ship, yet? | understand one is following to observe what you do."

"I'm sure it will be abig hep," Cd said drily. "Not that it matters, so long asit doesn't get in the way."
McGinnis came on at that point.

"I'm not ydling for help, yet," Cd told him. "But heré's what it is like at this end." He sketched in the
detalls, and heard a sharp gasp a the other end from Hayes.

"Now I'd like to stay on this problem,” he concluded his brief summary. "But somewhere there's fifty
colonigs in trouble because this whole thing is out of focus. I'm not a full E, and maybe their lives are
more important than my ambition to do a solo job. Certainly more important. Then, trivid asit is, we'd be
playing right into Gunderson's hands if we've sent out a boy to do a man's job."

"Digmiss the Gunderson sde of it," McGinnis said drily. "It's inconsequentid to the main issue. As for
that, | don't know any more than you do. Therés never been anything like this. Colonists have been
wiped out on other planets, sure; but what happened left traces. This one is an oddbdl, and I'd say
you're as wel equipped to handleit as anybody d<e."

"I don't—I don't understand this at dl," Hayes said in a worried voice.

"Who does?' Cd asked. "I'd say set up for continuous communicetion. I'll leave it wide open here, s0
that everything we say will come through. Then, if anything should happen to us, youll have the record up
to that point.”

"It's the only thing we can do," Hayes agreed.

"If you think | should come out there to stand by, I'll doit," McGinnis said. But the tone of his voice said
he hoped Ca would[66] shoulder the full responsibility, not weaken out of a chance a ared solo.



"I'm not crying uncle, yet," Cd said. "But | may have to take you up on the offer. | hope not."

"But do you know anything is wrong?' Hayes asked increduloudy. He was having the same trouble
fadng the redlity as the ship's crew.

"If you were flying to Los Angdes and found only desert where the dty is supposed to be, you might
assume something was wrong,” Ca answered drily. "But | don't know what it is. Do you have a recorder
St up, S0 | can begin trying to find out?!

"Yes yes E Gray," Hayes sad hurriedly. He was suddenly conscious that he had been interrupting an E
conversation, not once but severa times. "Pardon the intrusons. It was just thet ..."

"l undersand,” Cda reassured him.

When Cd stood up from the communicetor, the eyes of the crew were on him. Overhearing his
conversation with Earth had sobered them, made redity come closer.

"You think it might be amirage?' Tom asked. "Some fresk ar current reflecting from another idand and
superimposing over this one?' Then he answered himsdf. "No. | guess it isnt. There aren't enough
discrepancies.”

"Let's pan down to the ground with the scanner,” Cd said. "Take it dow over the area where the village
is supposed to be."

Glad to be doing something with his hands, Lynwood twisted the controls to take them indantly, in
megnification, to a distance dightly above the tops of the trees. The automatic pilot caused the ship to
drift with the rotation of the planet, keeping them in fixed relative position.

They scanned the ground rod by rod. There were expanses of heavy tree and bush growth that they
could not penetrate. Some of these trees grew where the pictures showed cleared fidds, buildings, truck
gardens, cattle pastures.

"Those big trees didn't grow up in a month, since the last[67] colonigt report,” Louie said pogtively. He
dill dung to hisbdlief that it was dl a hoax.

Cd made no comment. He was intent on the scanner screen. There were heavy foliage spots, but there
were a0 bare areas covered by a soft, springy turf and patches of wild flowers. But there was no sgn of
men or hisworks. There was not so much as a board, the dlint of a nail, not a furrow, not even the scar
of acampfire. And no indication thet there had ever been.

In the sandy patches dong the banks of the smal meandering river, there was not even a footprint.
They swept the scanner down the valey.

"Wait a minute” Cd said. "There are some cows and horses™ He hdd the scanner fixed while they
gudied the animds. In two amd| herds, the animds grazed contentedly near a patch of woods.



"Weére in the right time dot, then," Tom said, with an attempt to pick up the spirit of treating it lightly.
"They've been here. Else the cows and horses wouldn't be."

"Funny thing about those horses,” Frank commented in a puzzled voice. "I grew up on a farm. Those are
work horses, but fidd horses dways have harness marks on them where the hair gets rubbed off or the
skin gets caloused. If they used these horses for work, there ought to be collar and hames rubs on their
necks. There ought to be worn streaks left by the traces on thar sdes. There isnt. Far as the evidence
shows, they might have been wild dl their lives"

"Whatever happened didn't seem to hurt them any,” Cd agreed.

He swept the scanner on down the valley to the sandy shore of the sea. They were close enough to pick
up the brown streaks of beached seaweed. A flock of shore birds were busy running up the sand away
from the gentle, beaching waves, then fallowing the water line back down to dig their beaks into the soft,
wet sand for food. The birds showed no darm, no 9gn of lurking presence near them.

Cd brought the scanner back up the valey and over to one of[68] the ridges bordering it. High on the
crest of the ridge, the undergrowth was less luxuriant than down in the vdley.

And it was here they caught ther first glimpse of a human being.

He was hunkered down behind some rocks at the crest, peering over them at the valey below. From the
shape of his shoulders and back, the set of his head, they knew it to be a man. As far as they could tell,
he had no clothes on. Apparently they had caught him at the moment of hisarrivd at the crest.

They watched him turn his head as he looked quickly, then searchingly, up and down the vdley. They
watched his hand come up to shade his eyes againg the light from Ceti as he attempted to see into the
dark patches of foliage where the village ought to be.

Wha he saw, or did not see, seemed to sun him. He squatted, as frozen as a statue for long moments.
Then, on hands and knees, they saw him back away from the crest. Now they saw he did not wear even
s0 much as a breechclout. When the height of the ridge conceadled him from the other side, he sprang to
his feet and began to run, zigzagging in the manner of an obstacle racer to avoid the bushes.

"Looks like they've decided to make a nudist colony of it," Lynwood commented.

"And faked the pictures so nasty-minded old Earth people wouldnt come out to break it up," Louie
persisted.

"Then why should he be so scared?' Frank asked.

"Notice that patch of bare dirt hel's crossng?’ Ca asked. "See the little spurts of dust when he puts his
feet down? Now look behind him."

The three crewmen leaned closer to look over his shoulder at the scanning screen. Cd adjusted it
minutdly, to get a sharp focus on the ground.



"No footprintd™ Lynwood exclamed. "He doesn't leave any footprints!"[69]

The three of them looked a Cd, wide-eyed. Cd didn't like what he saw in Loui€'s eyes. The habitud
irritetion and annoyance with lifes little petty tricks was gone.

The look had been replaced with fear, and something more.

[70]
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The naked man, running franticdly down the side of the dope, disappeared momentarily under some
tdler growth, came out the other sde of it gill running. He legped over a amdl raving, stumbled,
recovered himsdf, and disappeared again beneath a larger growth of trees. Below him, on his Sde of the
ridge, there lay another vadley with its own stream.

They caught one more flegting glimpse, a mere flash of sunlight on tan skin. He was 4ill heading
downward in the direction of the stream. It was their last Sght of him. They watched for a while longer,
but he did not reappear under the green canopy of forest.

"Jud a guess”" Cd said. He spoke matter-of-factly in the hope the casuaness would wash the fear and
awe from Loui€s eyes. "That's probably one of the dissdent men who broke away from the main colony
and set up housekeeping in this adjacent valey. Apparently the same things have happened to him as
happened to the main colony, whatever it was.

"I'd guess it came as pretty much of a shock and he's just now worked up courage to scout the man
valey. From that I'd say whatever happened wasn't very long ago, not more than a week. Just a guess”

None of the crew answered him. It was obvioudy not the case of a voyeur spying on others—not with
the kind of excitement the running man had shown. Running avay—that is[71]

"Let's drop down into the atmosphere,” Cd suggested. "I'd assume it is bresthable from the fact weve
seen earth animas and a human being. Still we'd better make tests.”

"Yegh," Louie sad unexpectedly. "If the man isn't making any footprints maybe he ian't breething, ether.”
He tried to make it a joke, to fight his fear with self-derison. He didn't succeed. Nobody laughed. He
swalowed hard and studied the charts again for no apparent reason.

Cd glanced quickly from Tom to Frank. A look a Norton's face showed him Frank wasn't very far
behind Louie in the progress of shock. Perhaps, as with himsdf, it was Lynwood's sense of respongbility
for his crew that was hdping the pilot to maintain a better control. But there was a white line around



Lynwood's mouth, running up the line of his jaw. Caused by denching his teeth too tightly? Clenched, to
keep them from chaitering?

However experienced a man became, however dependable the reactions, one never knew how to
predict reaction in the face of the completely unknown. Yet Ca knew that even if he asked any of the
menif they feared to take him down it would be an insult never forgotten. It was their job to take an E
where he wanted to go. It wouldn't be the firg time they had gambled their lives on the judgment of an E.

"Oh-oh,” Tom exdamed. "We have company.” He pointed to an indicator on the pand.

They swept the space around them with the scanner, and hovering off to one side they picked up another
ship. They watched it for a while, as it hovered there. It made no move to come closer, no move to
communicate with them.

"From its markings” Tom said at lagt, "l think that's a specid invedtigation ship from the atorney generd's
office. Wonder whet they're doing here?'

"To make firg-hand observation of my falure” Cad said shortly. "Let's get on with our work."

Perhaps it helped the crew to redlize they were not done, that[ 72] whatever might happen to them would
not only be heard on the E.H.Q. channd back to Earth, but would aso be seen by these specid
observers. Perhaps it bucked them up a little to know that they were being watched, that fdtering
uncertainty would be noted and scorned. Perhaps it was the mechanicd routine of ar sampling and
tegting as they lowered the ship by degrees.

Norton grew more relaxed, more sure of himsdf. Lynwood handled the ship on manud control with
ease, dmog with flourish. But Louie's hands, gripping the edges of the chart table, ill showed bloodless
white at the knuckles. Perhaps because there was nothing for him to do at the moment, he aone wasn't

Sgpping out of it.

The tests showed norma atmosphere. It checked exactly with the readings for this dtitude established by
the surveying scientists. To complete the record, Ca repeated them aoud each time so the open
communicator would carry the information back to Earth where, by now, not only McGinnis and Hayes
would be ligening, but probably a group of scientists as well. Perhaps their hands, too, gripped the edges
of tables, showed bloodless a the knuckles?

To wait, helplesdy, eeven light-years away might create more tenseness than being right on the scene.
Y & no voice came through the ship's speaker, ether from Earth or from the observer's ship.

Perhaps McGinnis, forgetting his eighty years, wished now he were a Eden ingtead of Cd. Perhaps,
mindful of his years, he didn't. He made no comment.

Tom dropped the ship lower and lower, each time pausing for an ar sample. Each time they scanned the
valey where the village of Appletree should be. There was no change. Now the unlikdy idea of a
superimposed mirage was dispelled. The disappearance of the colony was no trick of vison. The ship
hovered, at the last, not more than fifty feet from the ground.



"Let's set her down, Tom," Cd sad quietly.
Tom shrugged, asif that were the only thing left to do.

"Youre the E," he said. His glance at Louie showed he was placing the responghility not so much to
avoid consequences for[ 73] himsdf, nor so much to assure they were willing to folow an E's orders
without question, as to remind Louie thet there was, dfter dl, an E with them. And if he were willing to
face this unknown, they could hardly do less themsdlves.

But Louie's eyes were fixed in unblinking stare upon the ground below them. He was frozen and
unheeding.

The actud landing was 0 flawless that Cd, involuntarily, glanced out of the port to confirm that they
were no longer hovering.

"Might as wel open up," he said. "Nathing has happened to us, so far."

Norton pushed a button. The exit haich dipped open and the ramp unfolded and did down to touch
ground. Cdl, flanked by Tom and Frank, looked through the opening into the woods beyond.

And while they looked, a man came from behind the screening protection of some shrubbery. He was
followed by two other men. All of them were completely naked.

"You three say indde the ship until 1 Sgnd you to come out,” Ca ingtructed. "If anything unusud happens
to me, stand off from the planet until help can come from Earth. Don't be foolish and try to help me”

"Yourethe E" Tom repeated. When a man is outsde his own knowledge, heroics might do more harm
than good.

Cd stepped through the exit and waked dowly down the ramp.

The three colonists seemed in no panic. They waked toward him, dso dowly, obvioudy in attempt at
dignified control. Y et their faces were bresking into broad grins of rdief and welcome.

Cd stepped off the ramp, took a step toward them, then it happened.

He heard breathless grunts of surprise and pain behind him. He whirled around. The three crevmen were
lying awkwardly on the ground. There was no ship. The three crewmen were completely naked.[74]

Cd fdt the dirring of a breeze, and looked down quickly at his own body. He aso was nude.

He turned back to face the colonigts. They had stopped in front of him. Their joyous grins had been
replaced by grimaces of despair.

Behind him the crewmen were in the act of getting to their feet. A quick glance showed Cad none was



hurt. Louie looked around, dazed and uncomprehending. There was not so much as a bent blade of grass
to show where the ship's weight had pressed. Louie sank down suddenly on the ground and buried his
facein his hands.

Tom and Frank stood over him, in the way a man would try to shidd some wounded portion of his own
body, inginctively.

A fact obvious to dl of them was that their own communication with Earth had been shut off. In this
daylight they could not see the observer ship hovering out in space, but its occupants had no doubt seen
them, seen what had happened. It, no doubt, was tdling Earth what it had seen—the attorney generd's
office, a any rate. Doubtful that it was induding E.H.Q. in its report. Problematica that the attorney
generd would tdl E.H.Q. what had happened.

Cd hoped the observers would have enough sense not to try to land.

[79]
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A second shock, powerfully magnified, hit him then. Because he was persondly involved?

For wha seemed an intermingble time, Ca's mind ceased to function rationdly, and like an animd
suddenly faced with the unknown he froze, shrank within himsdf, stood motionless. Yet far down within
his mind, there was 4ill detached observation, as if a part of him were removed from dl this, dill in the
role of disinterested observer.

The crew behind him was likewise frozen in tableau. And the colonigts in front of him. A baance in
number, with himsaf in between, a dill picture from a modernist ballet.

Or acharade. Guess what thisid

He fdt laughter bubbling to his lips, recognized it for the beginning of hysteria, and the impulse was
washed away.

With that portion of detached curiogity he watched hismind functioning, darting franticaly here and there
for rationd explanation, and momentarily taking refuge in irrationdity. It was dl being done with trick
photography! Such a sudden trangtion could take place in amation picture, a trangtion from redlity into a
dream sequence lying discarded on the cutting-room floor.

Reverson to the primitive, accounting for the phenomena by devisng a mind more powerful than his own.
The childhood view[76] of the omnipotent parent, redity's disllusonment, the parent subgtitute, the



cregtion of a god in his parent's image without the weakness of his parent, so that he might go on in
perpetua irresponghility snce he could now place responsibility outside himsdf.

Or thiswas afairy story in which he lived. This was the spell of enchantment. This was magic. And at the
fird concept of magic, the first lesson of E sharpened into focus once more.

"Anything is magic if you don't understand how it happens, and scienceif you do.”

In that odd, detached portion of his mind he deliberately used the statement as a foundation. Upon it he
reconstructed the science of E. The universe and dl in it islogicd, logicd at least to man because he is
part of that universe, of its essence. There can be nothing in the universe that is wrong, or out of place,
except and only as the limited interpretation of man who sees a force in terms of a threat to the
ascendancy of himsdf-and-his at the center of things. This is the sole basis of mordity, and prevents
man's gppreciation of tota redity.

He had been trapped in the first concept, and was accepting these phenomena as a statement of Eminent
Authority. But what if this were not the whole of redity, what then?

Once begun, his mind progressed rapidly through the seven stages of E science, and in the seventh he
found rationdity. If thereisonly one naturd law, and we seeit only in seemingly unrelated facets because
of our ignorance, because we cannot gpperceive the whole, then this, too, is no more than another facet.

Perhaps it was this which broke the spdl. Perhaps it was the movement of the colonists. They were
moving, withdrawing, waking backward step by step. Ther faces were masks of despair, and in them
Cd read the knowledge that what had just happened to him, his men, his ship, had previoudy happened
to them.

Sowly they backed away, backed out of the open space, sought[77] the shelter of a great and spreading
tree at the edge of the dlearing. There they paused.

It was a return to bdlet, a gravely executed change in the proportions of the tableau. They stood, a
drooped and huddled group, cowering beneeth the tree, in nude dgection, in the suggestion of a wary
crouch, uncertain whether to flee precipitoudy, or freeze to make themsdves as amdl and inconspicuous
asposshle.

In the same grave choreography he turned to look at his crew. And a the turning, as if on 9gnd, on
muscd cue, Tom and Frank began the pantomime of urging Louie to his feet. Louie looked at the two
ganding men dternatdy. With bloodless lips he tried to grin wryly, gpologeticdly, for what his nervous
system was doing to his body againg hiswill.

The old flash of an expresson which seemed to say, "Thisis just the kind of dirty trick life dways plays
on me" came back into his eyes for an indant, and he tried to grin. But the attempt was a grimace of
terror. He cowered back down &t ther feet, his courage swamped in funk.

"Let's get him under the tree” Ca said, and wondered why he had spoken in such alow voice, dmog a
whisper. That, too, was a part of the dassicd pattern of fear, to make no noise. As was getting him under



the tree, an animd's indinct to hide from the eyes of the unknown.

As the four of them approached the tree, with Tom and Frank haf-carrying, haf-dragging Louie—and he
dill trying to make his legs behave, support him—the colonists made a fluttering movement of uncertainty,
asif to balt, to runin panic, farther and farther back into sheltering protection of the deep forest.

But they stood their ground, in acceptance. The seven men came together under the protecting branches
of the tree. Protection? From what?

Louie sank down gratefully, and clutched the trunk of the tree, asif, on ahigh place, he feared fdling[78]
"Sorry," he muttered through clenched teeth. "Just can't hdp it."”

One of the colonigts answered firg, the tall, leather-faced, spare-framed one. Stamped on his face was
his origin, the imperishable impresson of the West Texan, grown up in a harsh land that can be made
responsive to man's needs only through strength, hiswill to survive againg dl odds.

"It figgers" the man said in his quiet drawl. "Weve dl been like that for days, maybe a week or more.
Logt count. You're doin' dl right. Better than some.”

Cd drew a deep breath, conscioudy squared his shoulders, fought off the urge to like dgection.
"Then everybody's il dive?' he asked.

"Oh yeah, sure. Nobody's kill't. Just hidin' out in the woods, and mostly from each other. It's a turrible
thing." He looked down at himsdf with awry grimace. "Not outta shame," he added. "Weve seen naked
bodies before. Just plumb scared, | guess”

To tak, to hear hmsdf talking, and that to strangers, to tdl somebody about it, seemed to restore some
confidencein himsdf. Something of quiet dignity came back over him, a knowledge of responghility for
leadership. He straightened, asif slently reminding himsdf that he was a man.

"I'm Jed Dawkins" he sad. "Sort of the kingpin of the colony, | reckon you might say. Mayor of
Appletree, or what was Appletree. | don't rightly know if I'm mayor of anything now. This hereis Ahmed
Hussain, and this miserable hunk o' man is Dirk Van Tassel. Manner of speakin',” he amended. "He ain't
no more miserable than the rest of us”

"I'm Cavin Gray," Ca answered. He indicated his crew. "Thisis Tom Lynwood, Frank Norton, Louie
LeBeau. They're dl good men. Just under the weather right now."

"You should'a seen uswhen it first happened,” Jed said with feding. "I reckon you're the E? Come to find
out why we didn't communicate?' He spread his open hands and waved them to indicate the area around
him. "Now you see why we didn't.[79] Hollerin' loud as we could wouldn't do the job, and that's dl we

got left”

Somehow the introductions relaxed them dl a little, as if the familiar formdity provided some kind of



normalcy in an incredible Stuation.

"Dont seem right hospitable, just Standin’ here)” Jed added with a shrug. "But there aint no house, nor
camp, nor fire to share with you."

"Weé're not suffering at the moment, except mentdly,” Cd reassured him. Involuntarily he glanced up a
the spreading branches of the tree, asif to reassure himsdf aso; then grinned in self-consciousness at the
pantomime of fear. "Fr4 thing is to find out what happened.”

"Might as wdl hunker down right here on the ground,” Jed said. "One place is good as another right

Themen dl crouched or sat on the dead leaves which carpeted the ground. Ca suddenly redlized he was
glad to take the drain from hislegs, asif he had been maintaining stance through sheer will.

"Itisa poor gregting to vistors from home," Ahmed spoke up, then cleared his voice in surprise to hear
himsdf speaking. "We cannot even provide a cup of coffee.”

"Cain't have no fire" Dawkins explained. " See?'

He picked up two dead twigs laying on the ground near him. He began rubbing them together, in the
ancient way of creating fire. The two sticks flew apart and out of his hands.

"Try it" heinvited Cal.

Curious, even unbdieving, Cd picked up two broken branches. He started to rub them together. He felt
them twisted, wrenched, and pulled out of his hands. He saw them flying through the air with a force he
hed not provided. He got up, picked them up again, sat back down, and held the sticks very tightly in his
hands. He tried to bring them together. Suddenly, he Smply lost interest.

"Oh to hdl with it," he said unexpectedly, and dropped the sticks. His astonishment & himsdf was a
shock.[80]

There was akind of chuckle from Van Tassd, one without mirth. "Kind of gets you, doesn't it?" he said.
Cd looked at his hands, and at the sticks laying beside him.

"Now why would | do that?' he asked. "All a once it seemed unimportant to start a fire, or even try.
What's happened here? What's been going on?"

"Cant explainit," Dawkins said. "Sort of hoped you bein'an E, and dl ..."
"Maybeif you told me just what happened, started at the beginning when everything was normd...."

"Something ese you should tdl him, Jed,” Ahmed spoke up. He looked at Cal, and explained himsdf.



"We don't think easlly,” he added. "Can't keep our minds on anything for more than a minute or so. In
fact, I'm alittle surprised that we've been able to carry on the conversation thislong. From the way weve
been behaving, | would have expected more that we'd have wandered away back into the woods before
now—samply left you to your own devices without interest in you. Strange.”

"Yeeh," Jed confirmed, "I was thinkin' that, too. Funny thing. Right now | fed like | could tdl the whole
yan. | fed like ... Well, while I'm in the mood I'd better git it said. Don't know how long | can keep
interested.

"Wadl, there we were, one day, seems like it ought to be about a week ago, give or take a couple of
days. Anyway, | remember it was around noon...."

[81]
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It was one day around noon.

Jed Dawkins had come in early from his experimenta fidd to get his dinner, wel, city folks would cdl it
lunch, and so held be ready afterwards for a tak with the colony committee. HeE'd eaten his lunch, dl
right, a good one. There was never any scarcity of food on Eden. Always plenty, and wide variety. If
anything, aman ate too much and didn't have to work hard enough to get it. That was the man thing that
hed been wrong with Eden, right from the start. Man was ordained to earn his bread by the sweet of his
brow, and there's no reason to swest for it on Eden.

He was lying on the hammock that was stretched between two hig trees in the front yard of his house.
The house was s&t alittle way off from the rest of the village, oh maybe five hundred yards more or less,
not so far he couldn't be handy when he was needed by the colony, but ill far enough to give a man
Some space.

The domestic sound of rattled pots and pans came from the kitchen window where his wife Martha was
waghing up after dinner. It was a drowsy, peaceful time. Honeybees they'd brought from Earth were
buzzing the flowers Martha had planted dl around. A bird was sSnging up in the trees above him. A men
ought to be pretty contented with alife like that, he remembered tdling himsdf. Ought to be.[82]

He fdt like taking a nap, but made himsdf keep awake because the committee was coming right over,
and he didn't want to wake up dl groggy, the way a man does when he deeps in the daytime. Couldn't
afford to be groggy because the committee was dl set up to scrap out something that was Salitting the
colony right down the middle.

He remembered looking out at the fidds where the grains and vegetables were growing, thinking how
eagy it was to faam here—plenty of rain, plenty of sun, no storms to flatten and ruin the crops, not even



enough insect pests to worry a man. He looked out at the fenced pastures where the colony's community
stock grazed.

The horses had eaten their fill and were ambling up from the drinking pond, getting ready to take a Sedta
of their own in the shade of some trees at the corner of ther pasture. The cows were aready lying down
in a grove of trees and were deepily chewing ther cuds. The green grass around them was o tdl he
could bardly see thelr heads and backs.

His house was on top of alittle hill, knoll you might cdl it. Martha, like himsdlf, had been raised in West
Texas where dl you could see, as the dity fdler said, was miles and miles of miles and miles She never
could stand not being able to see along ways off, and sheld picked out this spot hersdf. They could see
dl the vdley and the sea, and some dim shapes of idandsin the distance. Right nice.

Yes, it was dl very peaceful—and tame.

That was the main trouble in the colony. Too tame. Some of them got restless. They argued the five-year
test was dl right for most planets. You needed every bit of it to prove that man could make it there, or
couldn't, or how much hdp he would need from Earth, maybe for awhile, maybe dways.

On Eden you didn't have to prove anything. There wasn't anything to make a man fed like a man, proud
to be one. Maybe that would be dl right for ordinary folks, but for experimental colonigts it was a dow
death—amog as bad asliving on Earth.[83]

Sure, they'd made their complaints to Earth. Haf a dozen times or maybe more. They'd asked for an
ingpector to come out and see for himsdf, and see what it was doing to the colonigts. Jed put it right up
to E.H.Q. that they were plumb ruining a prime batch of colonists with this easy living.

A man had to stretch himsdf once in awhileif he expected to grow tal.

Some of the colonists were getting so lazy they'd stopped bitching and were even taking about maybe
just saying on here after the experimental was over—maybe getting a doctor to reverse the operation so
they could have kids—which, of course, you couldn't have in an experimenta colony.

And that was bad. What with easy living and wanting kids as was normd to most, experimental colonists
weren't so plentiful that Earth could afford to lose any.

Some of the colonists wanted to leave this—well, they cdled it a Lotus Land, whatever that was—right
away, before everybody went under, got plumb ruined. They were dl for taking the escape ship and
hightalling it back to Earth. Sure, they knew thered be a gink, and they'd get a little black mark in
somebody's book for not obeying orders to stick it out. But that was better than loang ther trade, thar
desre to follow it. Maybe thered be a pendty and they'd be marooned to stay on Earth for a while. But
they'd bet there was a hundred planets laying idle right now because there weren't enough experimentas
to go around.

They'd get ablack mark, but after awhile they'd get another job too. Anyway, living on Earth couldn't be
any worse for them than living here.



Hdf of them wanted to stay here permanently. The other hdf wanted to leave right now. That was what
the committee was going to decide today. He'd done some checking around, and it looked like they were
going to vote to go. He'd dso checked with them who wanted to stay permanently, and it looked like, in
a showdown, they'd come dong. They were proud to be men,[84] too, men and women. Everybody
would join. He'd been pretty sure of it.

Even the dissenters who'd moved away across the ridge. That was the trouble with them. There hadn't
been enough hardship to bind the community together. People forgot how to be kind to one another and
get dong when there wasn't any hardship to share among themsdves.

It would mean deserting the planet entirdly. Even though his sympathies were with the ones who wanted
to go, Jed fdt there was something wrong, redl bad, about deserting the planet. Still and dl, if they voted
to go he couldn't stop them.

Maybe Earth would let the three-generation colonists come on out without the totad test period. But
maybe not. Maybe E.H.Q. would decide that Eden was too hard to colonize because it was too easy.
Maybe they'd abandon the planet entirdy. Theréd be no more humans here, and no more coming.

That was when he hit the ground with a solid thump!

He firg thought the hammock had somehow twisted out from under him, and he looked up at it
resentfully, the way a man blames something ese for his own fault. There wasn't any hammock.

At the same time, he heard Martha cry out. He craned his neck quickly in the direction of the house.
There wasn't any house. Martha was standing there on bare ground, and there wasn't a dad-blamed thing
else, not a stove, nor a chair, a dish, nothing.

And Martha didn't have a stitch of clothes on her!

Hisfirg thought was that she ought to have more sense than to stand right out in the yard plumb naked.
What was the matter with her anyhow? He peered quickly down toward the village to see if anybody
was looking up in this direction.

The whole thing hit him like a blow on top the head. There wasn't any hammock. There wasn't any
house,

There wasn't any village.

He saw awhole passel of people squirming around down there]85] where the village ought to be. They
were standing, or crouched, or lying around asif they'd fdlen down.

And every one of the crazy gdoots was plumb naked.
And so was hel He'd judt redlized it.

It had dl happened so quietly that that fool bird up in the tree was dill snging. Hadn't missed a note.



Funny how athing like that stood out above dl the rest. Still Snging.

Jed got up on his knees, scrambled to hisfeet, and dodged behind a tree. Fine lot of authority held have
as village mayor if anybody saw him standing out in his front yard naked as ajay bird.

The reminder of his responghility caused him to sweep his eyes beyond the dght of the village to where
their spaceship should be inits hangar, aways ready for indant escape if anything should go wrong, red
wrong, that is. This ship wasn't there. The hangar wasn't there. Nothing.

For alittle bit he thought he must be looking in the wrong direction. He'd got turned around or something
inthe confuson, because there was a grove of trees where the hangar ought to be. And it was the same
grove they'd cleared away over two years ago. He recognized one of the trees because it had a peculiar

shape.

And he remembered feeding the trunk of that very tree into the power saw for lumber. It was twisted and
gnarled, and Martha had asked him to save the wood for furniture because it was red pretty. That was
the tree, there on the edge of the grove.

Hefdt drunk, in a daze. He turned the other direction and looked out where the experimenta fids ought
to be. They'd cleared that whole area of timber and brush because it was a good, fla land. Only they
hadn't, because that was virgin forest, too.

Maybe held gone insane? He fdt a flood of relief. Sure, that was it. HEd just gone insane, that was dl.
Eveything ese was dl right.[86]

"The calves have got loose to the cows and they're going to take dl the milk, Jed.”

He turned around and looked a Martha. If he was crazy, so was she. Her eyes showed it. Her words
showed it, at atime like this to be worrying about them fool caves getting out. It took al the comfort
away from him. Her face was white, her eyes were dazed.

"You got some dirt on your cheek, Martha," he heard himsdf saying. "And for Pete's sake, woman, put
on some clothes. The committeg's coming over, and you running around like that!"

He thought he had the solution then. He'd falen adeep in the hammock after dl, while he was waiting for
the committee, and he was dreaming. Of course, he ought to have known dl dong. Thiswas just the way
things happened in a dream—even him and Martha running around naked. He even chuckled to himsdf.
He mugt be a pretty mora kind of fdlow after dl, because even in a dream it was his own wife that was
next to him there, naked—not some other man's.

Thefool things a man can dream! Might as wdl make the mogt of it. He took her into his arms, and she
dung to him.

Must have got the sheet tangled around his throat to choke him, and he was dreaming it was her arms.
But there hadn't been any sheet in the hammock when he went to deep.



And he wasn't dreaming.

"What's happened, Jed?' she whispered. Even her whisper was sheking with fear, and her ams were
wound around his neck so tight now he could hardly breathe.

"Now, now, Martha" he cautioned. "Don't you go getting hysericd.”
"What has happened?' she asked again.

"I don't know," he said. They were both taking in low tones.

"It's some kind of amirade™ she whispered.

"Now there's a woman's thinking for you," he chided her fondly, joshing her a little. "Nothing of the sort.
It's just plan ... Wdl any scientist would tdl you that ..." And then he stopped.[87] He was pretty sure
the frameworks of science, as he knew them, wouldn't be able to tdl you.

He guessed that while they stood there dinging to one another, they both went a little nuts. It was sort of
like drowning, he guessed. Y ou'd have the feding of snking down and down, and there'd be nothing but
blinding, swirling chaos dl around you. Then you'd kind of come to for a minute, and thereld be the trees,
the sky, the fam animdls, the seain the distance.

You'd look down toward the village, and make a mentd note, amog absently, that people were getting
to ther feet now, some of them dinging together the way you and Martha were—and then back down
into mental chaos you'd go agan.

That went on severd times, he remembered, before he'd begun to snap out of it alittle.

"But the funniest thing of dll," Jed said, and looked at Cd quickly, penetratingly. "I had the feding dl the
time that we were being watched!"

Cd sad nothing.

"You know," Jed explained. "Like catching an animd in a trap? Then watching it, to see what it will do?"
Cd nodded, without speaking.

"It was jugt another crazy thought, | guess” Jed said deprecatingly. "Plumb crazy."

But, clearly, he didn't believeit was.

[88]
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At E.H.Q. on Earth communication had been working fine The operator sat back and listened with
traned ear dert for flav or fade. A glance at the adjacent recording ingrument told him it was taking
down everything said—had been for hours.

Nice ded about those naked colonists. Maybe the astronavigator on the E cruiser had been right. Maybe
they'd dl just gone back to nature, dl the way back.

He wondered if there were any pretty young femae colonists. And how far did that word experimentd
take you? Some experiment! He redized his interest was running deeper than that of a detached
technician's concern for well-operated equipment—mechanica, that is. Wdll, Iet it. Live a litle once in a
while At least dream.

The department supervisor hovered near the back of the operator's chair, breathing down his neck. He
gnawed a the knuckles of his hand, and hoped nothing would go wrong this time. That astronavigator,
Louie LeBeau, was probably right. Those colonigts had turned nudigt, and were afrad to report what
they'd done back to Earth!

Wdl!
He looked around guiltily, wondering if he'd exclamed it doud. He decided he hadn't.[89]

If he were out there, ingtead of that E, he'd make them put their clothes back on, on the double. Getting
evarything dl upset, caudng dl this trouble, getting everybody excited, dl of E.H.Q. aroused, teking up
the time of an E—just because they wanted to fralic around without any clothes on!

If they were going to act like irrespongible children, they should be spanked like irresponsible children.
He wondered if there were any young pretty femae colonists who ought to be spanked.

"... E Gray has just stepped off the landing ramp,” the pilot out there was reporting. "He is waking
toward the three colonigts. Now they have started waking toward him. They do not seem hodtile. They
seem glad to see us. My crew and | are dill at our stations, ready for ..."

Slence
The set Imply didn't register anything more except that faint 9gh of uncompleted force fiddsin space.

"Wha now? What now?' the supervisor pushed the operator to one Sde, and bardly redtrained the
impulse to cuff him on the sde of the head. "Now what did you do? Why did you meddie with it when it
was coming in so clear and strong? What's happened?’

"I didn't do anything. | didn't meddle with it. | don't know what's happened,” the operator flared back.
"Thesgnd just stopped. That'sdl.”



There was an imperative flashing of the 9gnd light on the line that had been rigged to give direct
connection of the running report to Hayes's office. The operator hesitated, then flipped open the key, asif
he were touching a rattlesnake.

"What's happened down there?' Hayes complained abruptly, without diplomatic softness. "This is a very
crucid point!"

"I don't know what happened. | don't know," the supervisor quarreled back. "The sgnd just stopped
coming. We weren't doing anything to the equipment.”

He looked up at the continuoudy changing tri-di star map which[90] made the far wal appear to be a
view into a miniature universe. "There's no reason for an occluson,” he said to Hayes. "And the set here
isdive. It mus be at the other end.”

He turned to the operator, and said loudly, "Bounce a beam on Eden's surface. Just see if any booster
has gone out between here and there” Mogt of it was meking a show of efficiency for Hayes.

"Here we go again,” the operator mumbled to himsdf, and pressed down a key. The returning pips
showed the 9gnd was getting through to Eden.

"Alat Lynwood! Rilot Lynwood!" the supervisor nagged into the mike. " Speak up! Do you hear me?"

The operator sighed deeply. His pand partner grimaced something hdfway between a grin and a sneer of
disgust.

"They don't answer,” the supervisor said at lagt to Hayes. "It's the same as before.”

"Here we go again," Hayes groaned, but not only to himsdf. "All right,” he said weerily, after a moment's
hestation. "Keep the channd open. Keep trying to contact them. Let me know if Sgnd resumes.”

But he dready fdt the conviction that it would do no good. It was too much of the same pattern as
before. What could have happened?

Thered have to be another review, he supposed. A longer and more detailed one. There must be, had to
be, something they'd overlooked in the first one. Had he been right in freezing out so many who wanted
to speculate in that first one? But in the interests of time!

The scientists would grumble, even worse than before, because now each one of them would be worried
lest it was hisown fidd of knowledge that had faled. Hunting a needle in a haystack was easy. At least
you knew what a needle looked like, could recognize it when you saw it.

It would probably al end with nothing solved. E McGinnis would go out in a rescue ship. He'd aready
told E Gray that he]91] would be avallable in an emergency, and this looked like an emergency. And that
would leave E.H.Q. without asngle E in residence.

Why didn't Generd Adminigtration get busy and quaify more E's? It shouldn't be o difficult as dl that to



teach people to think! There was something mighty wrong with the way kids were brought up if only one
inamillion could ill think by the time he was grown. Less than one in amillion could qudlify as an E.

A boy had to be a naturd rebd to start with, because if he believed what people said he wouldn't get
anywhere, no farther than the people who sad it. And if he didn't believe what they told him, they
punished him, outcast him, whipped him, violenced him into submisson if they could. If they couldn't they
shut im up in a prison, labeled him dangerous to society.

It was a wonder that any were able to walk the thin line between rebeliousness and ddinquency! And if
afew were able, they were 4ill of no use unless they learned what science had to offer as a base. Ah,
there was the rub. How to keep dive the curiogty, the inquidtiveness, the skepticiam; and a the same
time teach him the basics he mugt have for congructive thought? For if he were not beaten into
submisson by the punitive methods of society, he was persuaded into it by his teachers, who were ever
S0 sure of ther facts and proofs.

Now you take this Eden problem. Probably wouldn't be tough at dl if a guy could just think. But what
could have happened?

He understood there was an observer ship out there, sent out by the atorney generd's office. Why
wasn't it reporting? Probably was—to the attorney generd'’s office. Fine lat of good E.H.Q. would get
out of that. He was no fool. He knew the atorney generd would gladly sacrifice the whole lot of
colonigs, if it would give him a weapon to fight E.H.Q.

Why hadn't E.H.Q. sent dong an observer ship dso? These cocky E'S Probably hadn't thought it
necessary. Always ready to assume they could handle the Stuation by themselves[92]

He wondered if he dared voice that criticiam during the review, get it on record. He thought about it, and
decided in favor of playing it safe. Maybe that was the trouble. Everybody was too concerned with his
own skin, too willing to play it safe. But an employee of E.H.Q. to make a public criticism of an E! No,
better play it safe.

He dghed heavily, and asked the operator to please see if E McGinnis would talk to him.

He suspected that E McGinnis would just stand off from the planet and wait for E Gray to get in touch.
Nothing seemed to have happened while E Gray's cruiser was out in space. It mugt be something
connected with landing, being on the surface of the planet.

But E Gray could sgnd to E McGinnis. Those pesky colonistlsd Why hadn't they sgnded to E Gray?
Why hadn't they come out of their bushes and signded the danger? Surely they must know what it was.
They were dive and hedlthy, three of them at least. Why hadn't they used their supid heads?

But then, how could they have known E Gray was out in space, or even in their stratosphere? Well, they
hed tel escopes, didn't they? Or did they? Sure they did. No matter what happened to the buildings, they
mud have dl sorts of equipment hidden under the trees, or in caves.

Why hadn't E Gray been more cautious about landing? Rushing in there like a green school kid, without



even rudimentary precautions. That's what came from sending out a boy to do a man's job. Maybe the
attorney generd’s office had been right in its attempt to prevent a Junior from going. What was the use of
dl that E training, if the boy didn't have enough sense ...

At lesst E McGinnis would have enough sense to stand off, not go rushing in blindly. Grand old man, E
McGinnis. Now there was a real product of E science, the veritable dean of the E's.

E Gray would probably have enough sense to know held be followed by a rescue ship as soon as
something went wrong. And[93] between an E out in space and another on the ground, they shouldn't
have any trouble in working it out. He wondered if he should suggest that to E McGinnis as soon as the
operator located him. Even if the grand, lovable old man thought of it for himsdf, held compliment Hayes
for thinking it, reasoning it dl out!

The intercom operator came on hisline

"Sr," she said, and cleared her throat. He could hear her gulp. Her voice was very samdl, thin. "Sir," she
began again. "I contacted E McGinnis. He said some things. He told me to tdl you exactly what he said,
word for word. | took it down in shorthand, so | could.”

"Wdl! Wel!" he exdlaimed impatiently. His brusgueness seemed to give her courage.

"Sr," she sad a little stronger. "E McGinnis won't talk to you. He says the foggy, rambling way that
review was conducted was a disgrace. He says why don't you get on with what you have to do instead
of bothering people. He says not to waste any more of his time unless you can come up with something
he doesn't dready know. He says he doubts you'd know what that was even if it hit you in the face. He
sad to tdl you the exact words, so | took it down in shorthand, so | could. Because—he said to.”

She was dl but walling, as she finished.

"All right,” Hayes dghed tiredly. Senile old devil! No wonder things were going to pot, if this was a
sample of E traning. "Send me your notes so | can follow them carefully,” he told the operator.

"S0 you can tear them up before they get spread dl over the joint," she mumbled, but she had adready
thrown the key so he couldn't hear her.

Resignedly, because he knew he was going to catch it from the scientids just as bad, because he was
feding very sorry for himsdf that he mugt dways be in the middle of things, he began to arouse the
sientigs.

He fdt so sorry for himsdf that he dropped his tentative plan to have the midgit-idgit check the persona
atributes of the[94] individud colonigs out there—to see if some of them might be young, pretty,
female—34-24-34.

Asif the idea were now red hot, he dropped the plan of tdling Generd Adminidration that, Snce Eden
was in his sector, perhaps he should go out there, persondly.
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The observer ship, with an assgtant attorney generd aboard was, indeed, reporting directly to the
attorney generd's office—to Gunderson in person. On their own secret channd, of course. Had to be
secret. All right for them to know, because they were very specid persons, but the people should not be
told.

"Gray is coming out of the ship,” the assstant was saying. "He is sarting down the ramp. He is done. He
has no apparent weapons. Making a grandstand play of it. Far as we can tdl, the crew isnt covering him.
Now heis at the foot of the ramp. The three unclothed men are moving toward him, spread out a little,
crouching, obvioudy going to attack. The stupid fool doesn't seem to redizeit. HE's ...

"Wait aminute. | don't believeit...."

"Wdl, what?' Gunderson exploded from his end.

"Sr," the assgtant gulped, "the ship disappeared, just like that.”
"Nonsense!”

"No, gr. It did. The three crewmen are sprawled on the ground. Now two of them are getting up. There
it aggn of the ship, the ramp, or anything.”

"Can't be. Has to be around somewhere.”
"No, gr. Isn't. Sorry to contradict you, Sr. It isnt anywhere”

"They probably set controls to send the ship back into space,[96] and jumped out before it took off.
Search space. Youll find it. Ships don't just disappear.”

"Il search, of course. But this ship just disappeared.”
"All right, what's going on? What ls=?"
"They're naked. Naked as the day they were born. All four of them. Same as the colonigs.”

"Keep track of where they put ther clothes. Photograph it. Get the evidence.”



"Sir, ther clothes disappeared right off their bodies. First they were fully dressed, Gray was, anyhow.
Maybe the crew could have undressed indgde the ship, but Gray was fully dressed—and then he wasn'.
Jud like that."

"Hmm."
"Sdl | land, Sr? Place them under arret?"

"Wait aminute. Let's think of a good charge. Something to stand up in court. Have to make this artight
right from the beginning in case some stupid judge decides to make a show of independence.”

"Indecent exposure, sir? Lewd public behavior?!
"Pretty weak, in view of what's involved."

"A suggestion, Sr. Maybe a mords charge is the most effective wegpon we could have. Attack the E
gructure on the grounds of bad scientific judgment, and every egghead on Earth will fed compelled to
rise up in their defense—except, of course, those employed by the government. But on a mords charge
there wouldn't be one voice raised—fear of being tarred with the same brush. Except maybe a few
radicas that are dready discredited. Any other charge might get public sentiment aroused againg us, but
amoras charge—think of the backing we'd get from the women's clubs, P.T.A., dl the pressure groups
determined to dictate to the rest of the world how it should behave. It's worked for hundreds of years,
gr. Never fals”

"Hm:m," Gunderson mused. "Y ou may be right.”

"Shdl | land, g, make the arrest?'

"Youve got plenty of photographic evidence?'[97]

"All we'd need, g, at least for the lewd, public indecent exposure charge.”
"Wait aminute. How about the colonists? Got pictures of them?'

"The three men, Sr. No others”

"Let'sdon't rush into this™ Gunderson said dowly. "Without a ship they're not going to get far. Hold off,
and keep taking pictures. Maybe we can get something stronger on Gray than just an indecent exposure,
or a least get some pictures that could be interpreted as more than just that. Get pictures of as many
colonigs as possible, too, in case they've gone nudig.”

"Youd want to prosecute the colonigts, too?!

"Might be a smart idea. That way, nobody could dam wed been gunning for the Junior E. Make it
impatid, play no favorites. Hm-m, even if we decided not to prosecute, we'd have the pictures in tharr



dossers, so that anytime in the future, for the rest of thair lives if any of them gave us any trouble, we
could quietly et them know what we've got, and theyll just fold up and quit. That's worked for hundreds
of years, t00."

"Yes gr. Smart thinking, Sr." The assstant knew that already Gunderson had adopted the idea as his
own, and to hold his job held better let Gunderson go on thinking so. Of course, if the idea should
backfire, then Gunderson would remember quickly enough where it had originated.

"Hm-m, you know," Gunderson was saying. "This could work out dl right. If their ship's gone they're not
communicating with E.H.Q. And if they're not communicating, E.H.Q. will send out another ship to see
why. Maybe therell be an E oniit. | hear the only one avalable is McGinnis—that guy who's planning to
fight us on that injunction.

"Now suppose he landed. Suppose he went nudigt, or we could make pictures look like he did. The guy
would have to undress sometime, take a bath. Sap a moras charge on him. Nobody with a public
reputation ever fights a charge like that, guilty or innocent. They pay up or knuckle under to keep it quiet.
Have[98] for hundreds of years, dways will, as long as a bunch of fat, old, ugy biddies, mde and
femde, who nobody wants that way are vidoudy resentful that they can't have what somebody e<e is
enjoying. Young ones, too, so twisted and warped with frudrations they dont dare try what they
daydream about. They're even worse. Y eah, amords charge is the way to get at hm."

"But | understood there was alaw, that we couldn't charge an E for any offense”

"We can try him in the newspapers, can't we? On the tdeviewers. That's the whole point. We can't
charge an E now, but wait until we get things stirred up on a moras basis. That lawll be changed in a
hurry, because any legidator thet tried to hold out againgt changing it would be drawn and quartered by
his congtituents—and has enough sense to know it.

"Hmm," he breathed in satisfaction. "That's the way to go about it. Don't know why | haven't thought of
it before. If you guys would read your history of how police enforcement officers got things back under
control each time some idedist started squawking about human rights, you'd think of these things, too.

"Now don't go off half-cocked. Just stand by. Keep me posted on every move. If I've got to do the
thinking on how to get those E's back under police control, the way scientists were before, 1've got to
have informetion.

"And keep taking pictured!”

[99]
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"After everything disappeared, the buildings, the escape ship, everything,” Ca reviewed, "and you, with
your wife, found yoursdf crouching under the treesin what had been your front yard, without any clothes
on—whet then?'

"That was the beginning of it," Jed Dawkins answered. He looked toward his two companions as if for
confirmation. He looked at the three crewmen, a Cd, dl sprawled or crouched there beneeth the tree a
the edge of the dearing. "We thought it was the end of everything," he said in retrospect, "but we found
out quick that things had just begun.”

Cd nodded. Dawkins had told his tale smply, without fictitious emotionaism, without graining to get the
horror of it across—and thereby succeeded. He glanced a his three crewmen, to see how they were
faring. Louie seemed to have gained some control over his nerves, and yet the way he sat there daring at
nothing showed he was enduring some specid horror of his own. Frank Norton shifted his position,
pulled a dry stick from beneath the leaves, looked &t it resentfully, and tossed it asde. He settled back
down and indicated by his expression that now he could be more comfortable.

One grateful fact, the day was warm, the breeze under the tree was gentle, the ground on which they sat
was not too wet for[100] comfort. Except for custom, for modesty, clothes weren't redly needed; and
perhaps the shock of being without them would pass. Nudigts, on Earth, daimed that one very quickly
log dl sdf-consciousnessif no one were clothed; that such was part of the vdue that sex, for ingance,
became less of an issue ingtead of more because, without concealment, one could see ingead of
imagining, and the sght more often discouraged than enticed. Cd wondered what the militant mordists
would make of the idea that clothes encouraged immordlity.

"It was a hard thing to bdieve" Jed was saying. "It wasn't like a naturd thing—like a cyclone, or
earthquake, or fire, or flood. Nothin' like that. Them things a man can understand. Even if he's dyin, a
leest he knows, he understands, what's killin' him. | never thought I'd hear mysdf say it would be a
comfort to know what you was dyin’ of, but, believe me ..."

He broke off and stared in front of himsdlf. His voice took on a note of perplexity.

"Only nobody died. Nobody even got hurt. We was like little kids screamin' at the top of ther lungs
when they aint hurt at dl—only scared." He looked abashed. "I got to tdl you, red truthful,” he said,
"mod of the ydlin' came from the men. The women, by and large, was red swll.

"Fact is" he continued, "come to think of it, | don't recollect ever seein’ a woman in red hyserics. Plenty
of fake, of course. Say she's tryin' to hook some man into protectin' her; or lay public blame on him for
not doin' it. Other times, in real danger, womenfolks, our kind of womenfolks, anyhow, they pitch right in
and hdp. It takes a man to make a jackass outta himsdf at the wrong time.”

Cd nodded and amiled. There was an atempt at a hollow laugh from Louie, as if the shoe had fit. Jed
didn't seem to redlize it, and made no gpology about present company being excepted.

"It wasn' like the aftermath of a storm, ether," Jed said, "where you begin pickin' up the pieces to start
over. We—we couldn't pick up any pieces."[101]

They couldnt pick up any pieces. In a way, that was worse than the disappearance of things. In a



catastrophe, after taking care of those that are hurt, firg thing a man does is gather the materids and tools
to fix things up again. The women, after soothing them that's hurt, taking care of them as much as
possible, firg thing they think of is making hot coffee, maybe hot soup.

That was when they began to redize this was more than the desolation following a cyclone or other freak
of nature.

Cd wanted to know what happened? Wdl, there he was, dill sort of hiding behind his tree. It was
Martha who snapped out of it firet, who ingsted that clothes or no clothes it was their plain duty to get
down to the village where they could hep somebody. He'd need other men to help him get things back in
shape; she could help the other women take care of the needy.

And dill he hung back, ashamed of his nakedness. She scolded him then, pointed out that if everybody
was naked, their being naked too wasn't likdy to start up a passdl of gossip.

He gave in to her scolding, because she was right, and came out from behind his tree. It seemed more
then passing strange to be waking down that dope naked, in plain sght of everybody. Thing that helped
was that nobody seemed of amind to stop and stare at them.

Everybody had hismind on his own problems, and then a funny thing happened. Maybe, Jed reasoned, it
was seaing that everybody ese was naked too. Anyway, the self-consciousness disappeared dl of a
sudden, and they didn't think any more about it—not right then, anyhow.

By thetime they'd got to the foot of their hill and into the crowd of people, he forgot dl about it. There
was plenty of other things to think about. Martha pitched right in, the way he ought to have done. She
was the one who thought of giving the men something to do, get them over their hysterics.

"Why don't some of you men get afire going!" she cdled out, as soon as they got to the edge of the
crowd. "Something hot to drink iswhat we need most. Hot water, in case anybody is hurt."[102]

Of course she wasn't thinking straight, not entirdy. They didn't have a pot to heat water in. Or maybe she
was, because right away he heard her asking other women if any of them knew where there might be
some dried gourds. He remembered then an old pioneer trick—cutting open a gourd, scooping out the
seed, filling it with water, dropping hot stonesinto it until it boiled, Indian style.

It might seem funny to city women, aways protected againg everything, tha Martha wasn't more
excited, and helpless. Firg place, she had her man dready, and didn't need to put on such a show.
Second place, she was a colonis woman, an experimental colonist woman, trained dl her life to take
care of the unexpected; and for the experimentas something unexpected was dways happening.

Under her influence, and maybe a little under his, Jed acknowledged, now that held been set draight by
Martha's example, everybody began to settle down a little, like they would after the firgt shock of a fire
or flood. It was dl over. Now it was time to start picking up the pieces, rebuilding.

Only it wasnt dl over.



That's when they found out they couldn't build afire.

Easest way, without matches, is to sring a bow and twirl a sick in a hole punched into another stick.
Next easest way isto find a piece of flint, strike two pieces together to make sparks and hope one will
set awad of punk on fire. If no other way, rubbing two dry sticks together will do it if you can rub them
fast enough, get them hot enough to make the powdered fibers burst into flame. Or if they'd had some of
those quartz crystas from the top of the mountain to focus sun rays....

But they couldnt make a bow, or dtrike two stones together, or rub two sticks together. It couldn't be
done. Wdll, Ca had seen for himsdf what happened when it was tried. All the men were trying it, and for
a little bit everybody thought it was only happening to him, tha he must have logt the knack, or
something. For alittle bit there the men were more worried about how their[103] wife would bring it up
for weeks or months, how he had let the rest of the men show him up when it came to building afire,

One of the men tore it then.

He ydled out that somebody he couldn't see was watching him over his shoulder, that it wasn't meant
they should have fire.

Cd looked quickly at Louie at that point of the story. Louie was staring, with mouth open, at Jed; and in
his eyes was confirmation of that same feding. But Jed didnt notice the effect, and went on with the
tdling.

Everybody stopped and listened to the man, because they were having the same feding. Jed knew it.
Him, too. The crowd might have panicked right there if the man had |t it rest, but he started explaining it,
the way aman does, and makes himsdf ridiculous.

He kept on ydling how the men shouldn't listen to the women. That it was in the first Garden of Eden that
men had made the mistake of ligening to woman; thet it was Eve who had egged Adam into eating that
apple because a woman was never saiisfied to leave wel enough done. And now, he said, in this new
Eden, man was being given another chance. If he was smart, if he's learned anything at dl, this time he
wouldn' listen to no woman.

Somebody bust out laughing when he said that, and it kind of eased the tenson alittle

A woman said, red disgusted, that if the men was too hdpless to start alittle fire, least they could do was
scrape up some dry leaves because in afew hoursit would get dark. Magic or no magic, watchers or no
watchers, nignt would fal, and she for one liked a soft bed. That caused them to look up a the sky, and
sure enough the sun, Ceti, was dready hdf way down the sky from where it had been a noon. At least
the world was turning and time was moving. That, at least. About three hours had passed in what seemed
like minutes

Somebody else, one of the men this time, said why didn't they go a little farther than scraping up some
leaves. Why didn't they get busy and knock together some sheltersin case it rained during the night—the
way it often did.[104]



Now any one of them, man or woman, ought to have been able to put up a amdl shdter in less time than
it takes to tdl about it, even without no tools. Break off a limb, or take a sharp stone, dig holes in the
ground with it. Take draight sgplings, trim them, stick them upright in the ground, tamp in the dirt good
and hard, lash them together with vines, lash other poles together to make the frame of the roof, lift that
onto the poles and lash them dl together with braces. Thatch it with grass, and there you were.

But there they weren't. They couldn't do it.

Things just wouldn't behave. They dug a hole, and it filled right up again. They couldn't cut down a
spling, because the sharp stone, the only tool they had, would fly out of their hands. They even tried
lashing some saplings together where they grew, and the saplings were like things dive. They wouldn't be
bound. The vines dithered out of their hands and dropped to the ground, and the saplings sprang up
agan draght.

Not only that. They could scrape together some leavesinto a pile, dl right, but when anybody tried to lie
down in them the leaves would scatter asif blown by awind. Only there wasn't any wind.

Some of the women got pretty disgusted with their menfolks. They tried it themsdlves, and the same
things happened. After that, they was alittle more forgiving.

A couple more hours had passed while they were trying that. The sun got low. People began to redize
they were getting hungry, and they began to redlize there wasn't any way to cook supper.

Now there wasn't any red hardship, not physica. Nobody'd been hurt. Shook up alittle, scared for sure.
But not hurt.

The river was dill flowing good, clean water. All they had to do was go down to the river bank and cup
the water intheir hands, lift it to ther lips; or even better, lie down on the bank and lower their faces into
the water. They could do that. It helped alittle to know they could.

The wild bushes and trees dl around had plenty of fruit and nuts to eat. One thing you could say for
Eden, the fruit didnt seem[105] to depend on seasons. There was dways something ripe, and plenty of
it.

The people wandered off from the village Ste then, to forage therr supper, for dl the world like animas
grazing in a pasture. They sort of hung together, in herds, glad to be together—then.

By dark they dl came back and sat around in a circle, the way people in the wilds St around a campfire.
It seemed funny without a campfire. The darker it got, the funnier it fet. The more you thought about it,
the stranger it got. The excitement had begun to wear off, and people were garting to think a little. It got
dranger and stranger. In the dusk you could see the same thought in dl the gleaming eyes.

They couldn't have firel

Maybe the strangest thing of dl, nobody was trying to explan wha had happened. Now you take
mankind, he's dways right in there with an explanation for everything. Maybe it's not the right one,



maybe, looking back, it's aglly one—but at the time he believesiit, and that's a comfort.

But this was like being in a dream, knowing it's a dream, knowing it can't happen this way, and so it
doesn't have to be explained. And yet, isnt that the worst part of a bad dream? No explandion for
what's happening in it? Nothing you can do about it, either?

Somebody said, it being dark and dl, they should get some deep. Somebody mentioned being thankful
there weren't any children. That was one of the hardships of being an experimentd colonigt, you couldn't
have children. Wouldn't be right to expose children to hardships they'd have to suffer helpless. Only here,
the way kids were, he wouldn't have been surprised if kids would have taken to it alot easier than the
grown folks.

The people sort of bedded down dl together, the way a herd of animds take shelter, each, even in its
deep, taking comfort from the presence and protection of the others. They bedded around on the
ground, making themsdalves comfortable as possible. One thing you could say, experimenta colonists
might not be long on brains, the way scientists are, but they weren't picked for that.[106] They were
picked for endurance, and the brainy will often crack up under a drain tha the enduring kind hardly
notices. Far as endurance went, physcd, this wasn't bad.

Up through the leaves, and in between the trees, the stars were as bright as ever—brighter because there
wasnt no fire to dim their glow. They couldn't see Earth, of course, but everybody knew right where to
look for Sol. Thereit was, atiny little spot of light in its congtelation. It was ill there.

Somebody said into the darkness that it was only two more days urtil the regular monthly communication
with Earth was due. That as soon as E.H.Q. didn't hear from them, theréd be a rescue party out herein
nothing flat. So, at wordt, it meant living this way only five or Sx more days.

Tha made everybody fed better. It was a comforting thing to look up through the leaves, to see Sal in
the sky, to know they weren't forgotten back home; that on Earth people would soon be buzzing around
like a disturbed hive of hornets, with gingers cocked and ready as soon as the message didnt get

through.

Y ep, somebody said, just like the museum collection of Western movies where the U.S. cavary dways
got thereintime. At least they weren't being attacked by no Indians, somebody said.

Or were they? Maybe everybody asked that to themsalves, but nobody sad it.
Most everybody got some deep. No one redly suffered, any discomfort just showed them how soft they
were getting with easy living. Consdering everything, they were coming dong just fine Andin a few days

everything would be dl right again. They went to deep thinking that even if there was some equivaent to
the old-time Indians attacking them, rescue would soon be here and they would be safe.

Because man dwayswins.

Most people were wide awake by dawn. Some had dept in little bits, waking often enough to keep a
sense of continuity. Others, those who dept better, awoke with a sart; looked around themsdves wildly,



redized they were lying out in the open plumb[107] naked in front of other people; maybe wondered for
an indant what kind of party they'd been to the night before; and nearly bolted in panic before they
remembered.

Most everyone fdt sort of surprised that things weren't back to normd, with yesterday being something
soonest forgot soonest mended. It takes time for folks to redize—things.

Not having a hot drink for breskfast was another little hardship, a reminder of how soft they'd got. But
nobody complained. Seemed like everybody had woke with a determination to make the best of things
and help one another do the same. Everybody was pitching in together to make the best of things. Once
they bit into the cool fruit on the trees around them, even not having a hot drink to start the day didn't
Seem to matter.

Some of the women got together and decided it would help things get back to normd if the people
covered thair nakedness, or least parts of it. It might be dl right just among themsalves, they sad,
because everybody was in the same fix and knew what happened—but how would they fed when the
rescue ship landed and they had to walk out in front of strange men with nothing on?

They picked some big green leaves without any trouble. But when they strove to pin them together with
thorns, the thorns just dipped out and fdl to the ground. Then they tried sewing the leaves together with
bindweed. Same thing. The bindweed dithered out and fdl to the ground.

One woman figured to stick some leaves together with thick mud from the river and paste them with
more mud on her body. It wouldn't stick, peeled right off like she was oiled. One man said he could do it
without leaves, just cover himsdf with mud. He lay down in a muddy pool and got himsdf covered with
wet clay.

He was adght. All a once he looked vulgar, obscene. And nobody had, before. That did it. Somebody
sad they were humans, not pigs, and if the men on the rescue ship had never[108] seen a naked body
before it was time they did. What was so wrong about the human body, anyhow?

They made the muddy man go bathe himsdf in the river, and gave up trying to cover themsdlves. All at
once the desire to cover themsaves was a nasty kind of thinking, something to be ashamed of.

Midmorning somebody got to wondering if the ten colonists who'd broken off from the main colony and
moved across the ridge were dl right.

Soon as he reminded them, everybody began to laugh. What fools they'd dl been. Showed you how a bit
of trouble could keep a men from thinking straight. Here they'd been edting and deeping like animas
when, dl the while, just across the ridge thereld be houses and beds, fires and clothes. Sure, those folks
might differ in some opinions, but humans dways stood ready to help one another in distress, differences

forgotten.

In a body, they started for the ridge. Everybody knew just where the dissidents had built their homes. But
when they got to the top of the ridge there weren't no houses there. Nothing but virgin woods, same as
this sde. That shook them up. They'd been so sure.



Maybe it was the jolt of that, maybe it was a measure tha we dgill weren't thinking Sraight,
something—they didn't go on down and join forces. Nobody thought of it, somehow. They went back
down and congregated around where the village had been. Maybe it was the beginning of something that
would come later, something Ca would see for himsdf. That they were dready not thinking the way
humans do. Thinking and behaving more the way dumb animds do.

Nothing €se worth mentioning happened that day, nor the next. In some ways it was ill like a dream.
The way people were just accepting things, without question, maybe without curiogity. Jed remembered
onetime an E had said there was awider gap between the thinking man and the average man than there
was between that average man and the ape. Held resented it at[109] the time, of course, but now he
thought of it again and began to redize what the E had meant.

Two or three people commented on how easy it was to go back to nature, wondered why they hadn' dl
doneit before. How stupid it was for man to knock himsdf out chasing dl over the universe, undergoing
such hardships, when dl aman could ever want was right here.

Jed tried to put down this kind of tak when it came up. He reminded them it was Lotus Land thinking,
and would be the ruination of a prime bunch of coloniss. He reminded them they'd been through
hardships worse than this, and had ought to keep their wits about them.

Funny thing, though. He couldn't get very excited about it. Just did it because it was his duty. Maybe not
even that strong, maybe because once upon atime, long ago, hardly remembered, it had been his duty.

It was the next day that things got redl rough.

Somebody, in a clearer-thinking moment, said they couldn't be sure when the rescue ship would get here;
that when the rescuers came and didn't see any village they wouldn't know what to think—maybe they'd
just go away. Shows we weren't thinking so draight after dl, to believe that you'd go away just because
you didn't find our village

Anyhow, hadn't we ought to work out some kind of a message? Maybe scrape some kind of a message
on the ground? They decided the smooth sand above the tide line down on the sea shore was the best
place for it.

Nobody had anything ese to do, so the whaole colony, dl forty of them, walked the couple of miles down
to the seashore. They picked out a nice stretch of white sand, and with a broken piece of driftwood they
dtarted to scratch a message, just a big SOS. The driftwood wriggled out of their hands like a snake.
Nobody could hold it. Several men tried together, made no difference.

Somebody started scooping out a furrow with his hands. The[110] furrow closed up and smoothed out
right behind him. Somebody tried piling up sand, fird in letters, then in code sgnds. Made no difference.
Sand smoothed right out again.

Then somebody got a bright idea. All right, he said. Didn't need to use a stick, or scoop out a furrow, or
pile up the sand. They had their bare feet, didn't they? They could tromp out the letters that way.
Footprints, close together, would be as good as a furrow.



That's when it happened.

Jed tried it himsdf. And his footprints disappeared. They just weren't there. Everybody looked behind
himsdf, where held been waking. Nobody was leaving any footprints.

That's when they bolted in panic.
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Jed looked quickly a Ca when he told him how the colonists had spooked, bolted in panic. As if he
expected dishelief.

"Maybe that seems funny to you,” he commented. "After taking so much we'd spook like crazy animds
and hightall for the woods over not meking footprints.”

"Pretty fundamenta thing,” Cd sad with a shrug. "Animds are aware of spoor long before they are
aware of tools. It hit deep down into fundamenta being, athing like thet."

Jed looked relieved. Hussaein and Van Tassd exchanged glances, as if confirming their belief that an E
would understand their problems. Ca appreciated the confidence expressed in that glance, but did not
fed it was judtified. It was now pretty obvious that this was some dien co-ordinate system, never before
encountered by man. But how to get hold of it? How to reconcile with it? Coexist with it?

Never before encountered by man? What if the myths of early man be true? And too authentic the
legends of his being a pawn to the will of the gods? Could there have been some factud basis for the
gods? And not, as was supposed, rationdizations dreamed up by man to account for the control of
phenomena a aleve beyond his own power to control?

"It's been bad since then,”" Jed continued. "Seems like once they[112] got the wind up, the whole thing hit
them dl over again. Like cattle in a stampede, they didn't have a lick of sense. They didnt even Stay
together. They scattered indl directions, hid out in the bushes from each other.

"You could hunt for 'em, cdl for ‘em, ydl your lungs out. You could pass within ten feet of one of 'em,
cdlin, pleadin’, and they wouldn't say a word. Just stand there and watch you like a hunted animd, not
even breethin' et you discover them.

"After a couple of days, some of uskind of pulled ourselves together—me and Martha, Ahmed and Dirk
here. Maybe a dozen of us now have got together again. Funny thing though, even so, dl we want is to
hide. Can't get over hidin', somehow. That's why you didn't see us from the air. We was hidin' from you.



"Martha, couple other womenfolks, they practicdly had to push us out of the woods to come greet you,
lead you to us. They wouldn't come themsdlves, being naked and dl. They told us, fird thing was to get
some clothes for them from the ship.

"We was countin' on the arriva of your ship to bring the rest of the colonists back to their senses. Some
ant been found yet, not Snce the footprint thing. If they were watchin' you from hidin' places, if they dso
saw your ship disappear—wdl now, | just don't know."

"Therell be another ship from Earth,” Cd said. "In a matter of fifteen or twenty hours at most. We were
communicating at the time. They'll know we didn't cut out through choice.”

"Yes" Tom Lynwood confirmed. "As | remember, | got cut off in the middle of a sentence. They'll know
something was wrong.”

"Theres another ship out there right now,” Cd added. "Not an E.H.Q. ship, but one that would have
seen what happened. Well not count on anything from them, but an E.H.Q. ship will be here soon,
probably with an E on board—McGinnis."

"Don't know what good it would do," Jed said despondently. "That ship might disappear, too, soon as it
landed. And the next, and the next."

"I don't plan to let it land," Cd told them. "Youll notice nothing[113] happened to us until we touched
ground. I'll find away to tak to the ship, keep it from landing until we've got aline on whatever thisis"

"You figger to solve thisone?' Jed asked curioudy, unbdieving.

"I'm going to try," Ca said with more confidence than he fdt. "It's what I'm here for. Maybe | can't solve
it, but | can try."

"I don't know how you're going to gtart,” Dirk spoke up. "Were jus like animds here. We can't use
tools"

"But animals do use tools”" Ca answered after a moment. "Materias, anyway. Birds build nests usng
dicks, grass, clay. Monkeys and apes throw sticks and stones. Even insects use materids Basc
difference between man and the rest is that man gives specid shapes to tools, where manly the rest use
whatever fdlsto hand. But dl higher, organized protoplasmic life uses toolsin one form or another.”

"We ant dlowed to," Jed sad emphdticdly. "Not even what's a hand. Somebody, or somethin, is
bound and determined we ain't goin' to."

At that moment Cd fdt close to a solution, or a least an understanding of the nature of the problem,
which isthe firg step toward solution. But like the specter seen in twilight from the corner of the eye, as
soon as he tried to focus on the problem, the concept disappeared. Something about protoplasmic life
usng materids. Non-protoplasmic life? Could there be, and dill meet the definitions of what conditute
life? As compared with our evolution, from its earliest beginning finding some other approach to the
meanipulaion of the physcd universe? A totdly dien kind of science? Come to think of it, the use of



materid to affect other materid was a cumbersome, indirect, awkward way of going about it, as
compared with ...

Compared with what?
The concept would not yet dlow him full focus upon it. He filed it away for future contemplation.

He saw Dawkins and the other colonists looking at him defiantly, asif interpreting his slence to be doubt
of their veracity about[114] the taboo on tools. Ther eyes chdlenged him to disbelieve them, to find out
for himsdf.

"Other than the feding of being watched,” he said carefully, "have you had any sgn, any other evidence
or indication of somebody, or something? | know about the feding, because | fed it too. And very
grongly, right now. But any specific evidence?

Jed Dawkins looked rdlieved at the confession.
"Everything's the evidence. Everything that's happened. What more evidence would you want?' he said.

"One of the strongest arguments in favor of something, or some kind of intdligence” Cd said dowly, "is
that nobody's been hurt. All naturd law hasn't been canceled. We ill have light radiation, heat radiation,
gravity, water dill flows, the planet Hill turns. Trees ill grow and fruit gill ripens. We can tak and be
understood, usng our tongues and minds as tools. We can ill eat and drink. We can 4ill know.

"Thisis no chaotic co-ordinate sysem that defies dl naturd law. Thisis a deliberate manipulaion of some
naturd laws to get a result. Man manipulates naturd laws by the use of tools and materids, but he doesn't
sugpend them. Here, apparently without tools, at least tools we can perceive, naturd law is manipulated,
but not suspended.

"When the village disappeared, no one was hurt. A lot of people were caught in awkward postions and
fdl, some of them severd feet. There should have been a leest a few broken bones, pulled ligaments
There weren't. Our ship landed safely. We were a long time in the atmosphere of Eden, and for a few
minutes there on the ground we were ill usng tools of a high order. It was only when danger of red
harm to us was past that the ship disappeared.”

"I reckon it's comfortin' to know we ain't meant to be hurt,” Jed said, and looked at his two companions.
"I guessitis" he repeated doubtfully. "Maybe it ain't Something as nice and familiar as a cyclone, or a den
of rattlesnakes, something you could understand,[115] but you got to admit we aint been hurt yet." It
was asif he were arguing the point with his companions.

"Something I've been noting, Jed,” Ahmed spoke up. "A discrepancy of a sort that has me puzzled. Sun
reckoning, we've been able to keep our minds on this subject for over two hours now. As if, whatever
thisis manipulaing naturd laws can aso manipulate the way our minds work."

"Yeeh," Jed admitted dowly, his face thoughtful. He turned to Cdl. "Like | sad at the start. Our minds
have sort of wandered of late. Start to do something, and firg thing y'’know, were doin' something else.



Can't keep our minds on one thing very long—like animas™
"That might be no more than the aftermath of deep shock,” Cd said.

"It'sfor a purpose!”
Startled at the outburst, they dl turned and looked & Louie.

"It's for a purpose,” Louie repeated in a kind of rapture. "They want us to understand we are being
watched over, cared for. Tha colonig you dl laughed a was right. This is the firg Garden of Eden,
where man lived in complete innocence. Now man has been returned to it, to live again in complete
innocence. You do not think straight because there is no reason. You will be cared for. Woe unto him
who seeks to despail it again by seeking vain knowledge!™

His eyes were wild, his face contorted with a mixture of exatation and condemnation.
"Shut up, Louie" Tom said in alow, firm voice.

"We understand,” Jed said tolerantly. "Some of the colonigts are takin' the same way. He's got plenty of
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All the rest of that day, and throughout the following, Cd and Tom worked with Jed in trying to round up
the colonigts, get them living together again.

By agreement, Ahmed and Dirk stayed with the amdl band of colonigts that had overcome their fears
enough to mingle together again. Louie frankly deserted his shipmates, and spent dl his time with the
colonigs. Frank, as if reverting to his childhood farming days, occupied himsdf with trying to round up
the stock. He tried to keep the cows separated from ther caves so the colonists would have milk to
drink, but without ropes or corras it was hopeless. He findly gave up his attempt to husband the stock,
and he too seemed content then to mingle with the colonigts.

The marked change in Louie could not be ignored, for he was not iding away histime in lazy feeding and
degping. He had dropped his lifdong pose of superficid complaint that the fates dways gave him the
dirty end of the stick, and now he spent his time preaching to the little band of colonists. Or wandering
through the forests and undergrowth cdling, praying, comforting.

Cd fdt no condemnation for him. He was not the fird man, seemingly dedicated to science, who,



confronted with mysteries beyond his power to comprehend, reverted to childlike superdtitious awe for
an explanation. In the face of mystery or catastrophe,[117] it takes a fath beyond the capacity of most to
continue bdlieving that the universe has a rationd order to its laws that can be comprehended if man
persgs. It istemptingly easy for man to revert back to the irresponghility of childhood, assuming that the
control of phenomenais in the hands of those stronger, wiser than he. It takes a strength, in the face of
this temptation, to go on bdieving that man can know, thet it is not moraly wrong for him to know.

No blame then for Louie

Tom was torn in his loydties. He frequently remembered that away from E.H.Q. the crew become the
E's atendants, and that ther firs duty is dways to the E. But separation from the other two men of his
crew was like the loss of a part of himsaf. To these dso he had a duty. He tried to solve his problem by
dternating histime, spending part of it with Cd, the remainder with his crew.

Cd and Jed made a trip the following morning across the ridge, and found the dissdent group huddled
together in abject terror. They had seen the ship coming down through the atmosphere and, dl together,
they had climbed the ridge, where one of their scouts had recently gone, to watch the ship's landing—and

its disappearance.

Once they were found, it took little persuasion to convince them they should return to the other colonigts,
that differences of opinion meant nothing now as againg the need of human beings to ding together in the
face of catastrophe.

But they too were having trouble thinking in a sraight ling, and even though they firs appeared eager to
join the other colonidts, it took some doing to keep them dl together and moving forward to cross the
ridge, to come down the other side, to assemble again at the Ste of the village with the others.

And yet, within minutes, neither band seemed to remember that they had ever been separated.

By the time they had returned, it was apparent that Louie was succeeding where Jed had faled in finding
the colonigts. In the[118] few hours that had eapsed, the nudeus had tripled in sze. Louie's wandering
through the brush, caling, pleading with them to follow him, promisng there was no danger if they would
dlow him to watch over them, intercede for them with Those who had caused dl this, had indeed coaxed
them from their hiding places, camed ther fears.

And 4ill through the day he toiled, finding them, bringing them back into the fold, one and two and three
a atime until, at last, by Jed's count, dl were there, no more missng.

And yet, in spite of his success, there was a kind of hurt and disgppointment in Loui€'s eyes. For once
back, they not only forgot their fears, they seemed dso to forget him. They coaesced into a placid herd,
without memory of their panic. Without memory of the shepherd who had found the lost sheep and
returned them to the fold.

They wandered among the trees and bushes, picking fruit and nuts, eating leaves and sems and flowers
of plants. They wandered down to the river to lie prone on the sand, dip their faces into the clear cold
water to drink. During the heat of the day they bathed in the river, and as they lay on white sand or

grassy dopes to dry, they dept contentedly.



The phenomenon was not as gartling to Cd as it might have seemed to others.

On Earth, gradudly learned through trid and error, experimental colonists were not picked for their jobs
because of flexible, incisve, or brilliant minds. Quite the contrary. The basic test of a successful colonist
was endurance—the endurance of hardship, privation, the soic indifference to conditions of discomfort,
monotony, pain, uncleanliness, immodesty—conditions which would send a more imaginative or sendtive
temperament into a downward-spirding syndrome of falure. They were the kind of men and women
who, on Earth in an earlier time, had been able to endure the harshness of the sea, of arctic cold, jungle
disease, desert heet; to make those fird steps in taming a hodile environment, so that men with less
endurance, but with more] 119] ddicately poised and sengtive minds, following them might then endure.

It was characteristic of such men and women, even under Earth conditions, that they seldom questioned
their reasons for these things. They smply went, and endured, and tamed. Even on Earth, when the
taming had been done, they moved on. This was the suff of the experimenta colonidt.

Now, here, that temperament dill persisted. They had fled in panic, but now they had returned to ther
origind purpose—to endure. It was enough.

Louie was to learn, in disappointment, thet falure to be curious about scientific ressoning was usudly
accompanied by an equd failure to be curious about philosophica implications. They ligened idly to his
exhortations, but their eyes did not light with fire nor cloud with doubt. They smply wandered away after
atime and ate or dexpt.

In the evening of that second day, Cd sat with Tom and Jed down by the bank of the river where the sky
was clear and the stars beginning to shine. They were taking quigtlly of home, of Eden, of the colonists
who, more and more, seemed to take on the character of a contented herd of animas. So far there had
been no attempt of the old maes to drive the young ones out of the herd, destroy them, but that might
comeintime as surdly as the old maes on Earth by tacit agreement on both sides, were dways able to
work up awar for the purpose of weeding out and destroying lusty young mae competition.

They were taking of the curious fact that dl three of them seemed able to continue thinking in a straight
ling, hold their minds to a subject, whiledl the rest grew more vague, less retentive, more content to live
from moment to moment, without concern for past or future.

Except Louie. He too seemed able to hold his thinking in a graight line, one tangentid to theirs. He
seemed, in these hours, to have turned wholly mydticd, to a stronger bdief that they were being watched
and cared for by some higher power, and[120] that thiswas for a purpose. Y et not so tangentid, for Cd
hed come to the same conclusion, dthough his interpretation differed.

"I can't doubt thet there is an intdligent direction of this peculiar co-ordinate sysem,” he said to Tom and
Jed. "But | mugt doulbt it is supernaturd inthe way Louie interprets. Anything appears to be magic when
we don't understand how it happens, and becomes science when we do.”

He paused, and looked at his companions faces in the starshine. They were quiet, reposed, ligening.

"Bver Snce man got up off the bottom of his ocean of ar,” he sad, "and out into space, weve been
prepared to run into some form of inteligence which doesn't behave the way we do. Not prepared to do



anything about it, you understand,” he said with a shrug. "Just theoreticaly prepared that it might happen.
It was a possihility. Now it does seem to have happened. E McGinnis asked me, before | |eft Earth, if |
thought Eden was an dluring trap, especidly baited to catch some human beings. It begins to appear that
itis"

"I've caught many awild animd in my day," Jed said dowly, thoughtfully. "I've pinned 'em up in cages,
watched how they behaved. | guess scientists do that dl the time. Don't want to hurt ‘em, fact make 'em
as comfortable as they can—just want to know about 'em. Sometimes, after | watched them awhile I'd
turn 'em aloose and watch 'em scoot back to their naturd world. That could happen to us. Sometimes
they'd die, and | wouldn't know why. That could happen. Some animds won't bear young in captivity.
We can't because of an operation. Maybe whatever's holdin' us don't know that, and might turn us
aoose when, after atime, we don't bear any young.”

He paused and |ooked even more thoughtful.

"Sometimes" he added dowly, "after | studied ‘em, found out how they would behave no matter what, |
had to kill 'em, because they was too dangerous to let run around among humans. That could happen.”

"I haven't done much trapping,” Tom said. "But in zoos I've[ 121] watched animas in cages. The thought
adways came to me that if they could think the way we do, they could just open ther cages and wak
avay."

"Now you take turkeys" Jed answered. "Fin 'em up with a high fence, they'll back up, take off and fly
over it. But pin 'em with alow fence, and they won't. Seems like they know they have to fly over a high
obgtruction, but don't figger on it for alow one. Sometimes they flutter up againd it, or try to push it over,
but most of the time they just walk around and around in the yard lookin' for an opening.”

"Naturd survivd pattern,” Cd commented. "In the woods, in ther naurd state, when they came up
agang afdlen log, it took more effort to lift their heavy bodies in flight over it than it took to walk around
the log. It became afixed pattern of behavior to walk around it."

"That's what they do with a low fence then,” Jed said. "They just keep tryin' to wak around the
obgtruction. Not enough sense to treat it like a high fence, because it ain't high, see? No use tryin' to tdl
‘emit's high, because they know it ain't. So they can't solve it. Seems awful stupid, somehow, a little low
fence, dl that blue sky above 'em, and they can't figger it out.”

" suspect that's what's happening to us" Cd said. "Weve dways argued that wherever there is matter
and energy in the universe, certain naturd laws will preval. Weve learned ways to take advantage of
those naturd laws, to do certain things that will make them work for us instead of againg us.

"Weve dways argued tha for any kind of intdligence to arise in the universe it, too, would have to
become aware of these naturd laws, tha it, too, would have to do these same certain things to take
advantage of those laws; that because the laws and what to do about them would aways be Smilar man
would have a lot in common with that other intdligence, and a means of communicating because of that
amilarity.

"Wed argue that whatever its evolutionary physcd shape, this wasn't so important as its mentd



evol ution—because that mental[122] evolution would follow the same course as ours. They wouldn't be
truly dien, because science would be a common denominator.

"Now it appears we could be wrong. Maybe our concept of science istoo narrow. Maybe we're like the
turkey. Weve become so fixed in our pattern of solving a problem we can't change, can't back off and
take another look, see the problem not asit appears but asit redly is”

"But isn't that the science of E?' Tom asked curioudy. "To be able to extrapolate any co-ordinate
sysem? I'm not critidizing,” he added hedtily. "Just asking.”

"I suspect even our means of extrapolation are too limited, too based on the reationship of things and
forces to each other, too st in the nation that only physicd tools can affect physcd things We may be
looking at alow fence, cdling it alog, and therefore not able to understand why we can't walk around the
obstruction in the usud manner.” He stopped, and added with a shrug. "Stupid, maybe. Or like the
turkey, the yard is so big that he never gets a picture of it as a whole enclosure. By the time he's
wandered down this Sde of the fence he's forgot what he found on the other sde. Never can put the
whole thing together in his mind. That's my trouble, anyhow. So far, I'm not able to put the whole thing
together, seeit dl as one piece.

"When | do, if | do, then maybe like a caged animd I'll see how to unlock an opening, or maybe redize
the only way out isto fly."

There beside the Softly flowing river, where water was obeying naturd law without any trouble, the three
men broke off their discusson when they saw a bright flash high in the sky above them. All three knew
what it meant.

Ancther E ship had arrived.
No doubt the ship would expect light Sgnds from the colonists in acknowledgment of their space flare.

If the ship had come while this portion of the planet was dill in daylight, they would have seen there was
no village, no ship,[123] no equipment for direct communicetion. They may even have reasoned there
was no means of 9gnding with artificd light.

But there was nothing to tdl them that those on Eden could not build afire.

Asif they were present on the ship themselves, the three men could anticipate what must be hgppening
there. Right now they would be anxioudy waiting for sgnd flares to light up, to soring up like sgnd fires
on alondy idand where a marooned man has, a last, Sghted a ship on the horizon.

The colonists were no longer hiding, but were fredy wandering in open spaces. If the ship had arrived
before dusk they would have seen the men and women in the viewscopes. If after dusk, they ill might
have spotted them in the infrared viewers which picked up the heat differentids and gave a far
gpproximation of shapes.

The men on the ship would be waiting and looking at their watches. How long, they would be asking,



does it take those colonists, that E down there, to get asgnd fire going?
About five minutes passed, and another flare lighted the heavens.
"Get off the dime down therel" it seemed to say. "Acknowledge ud"

Cd took the chance that they might have an infrared viewscope directly on him, and he waved his ams
above his head. But apparently they had not spotted him, for there was no answering flare.

At intervds of five minutes at fird, then later cut to fifteen minutes, throughout the long night the flares
continued to light the sky.

"Tdk to us" the flares begged. "Surdy you were expecting us. Surely you would not dl be desgping so
soundly that our light could not rouse you."

Severd times the three men stood up and waved their arms, but it brought no answer from the ship. In
the darkness perhapg124] the equipment wasn't good enough. Perhaps in the night breeze bushes and
trees ds0 swayed with movement.

Once there was arudle in the brush, and in the garlight they recognized the figure of Louie gpproaching
them.

"This has got to stop,” he said worriedly as he came up to them. "Thet light is an unnaturd thing. 1t will
anger Them. It is not meant for the peace of Eden to be disturbed by any atificd thing. And if They
should turn Ther wrath upon us—woe, woe!"

His face was dricken in the light of a new flare, and as suddenly as he had come to object, he left,
plunged back under the trees to seek his people, be beside them, comforting them when disaster struck
down.

After atime the three men gave up trying to wave their acknowledgment of the flares in darkness. They
watched for an hour or so, and then tried to deep. The periodic flares continued to come throughout the
long night, as if now no longer pleading for acknowledgment, but rather reassuring men in such deep
digtress that they could not answer. Reassuring them that hep was a hand and morning would come.

They tried to deep, and dthough fitfully disturbed by the continuing flares, they did deep. But at the first
hint of dawn, Ca awoke and aroused his two companions, and by the time there was enough light for the
ship to see clear detail upon the ground, the three men were ready for a better attempt a answering the
ship'ssgnd.

They went up to the village Ste, where the colonists were deeping in the way a herd is bedded down
together. They awoke Frank and Martha, Ahmed and Dirk, and told them of their plan. Louie, too,
awoke, heard the plan, and tried to warn them againg it. Any atempt, he said, to communicate with
those not on Eden would surely increase the wrath of Those who wanted only the naturd state here—a
wrath dill withheld because of superhuman mercy, but which mugt not be tried too far.[125]



In spite of hiswarnings, Cal, and those co-operating with him, got together enough colonigts to carry out
hisplan.

Good-naturedly, the colonigts did as they were told, but with the attitude that it was something amusing,
that there was nothing they'd rather be doing at the moment. Any sense of urgency about communicating
with home seemed to have been washed from their minds.

Inaclear space, on the soft grass, Cd got the colonigts to St or lie in certain postions. Checked agangt
Tom's knowledge of ancient 9gnd patterns, those certain pogtions took the shape of space-navy
patterns.

Three men lay in a triangle. Next to that, Sx men sat in a cirde, and last three more men lay in another
triangle. Ca hoped someone on the ship would be able to read the ancient message.

"Keep clear of me. | am maneuvering with difficulty.”

Thesgnd had no more than formed when there was a flash from the ship so bright that it could be seen
in the morning sky. They had read his sgnd, and now they began a series of flashes of questions.
"What's going on down there?' was the essence of their questioning.

It was well the ship had caught the first Sgnd, for the colonigts log dl interest in the game which had no
point. They smply stood up and wandered away in search of ther breakfasts from the trees and bushes.

Louie, who had stood to one side glowering, now took charge of them again and shepherded them to a
grove of trees where the fruit seemed especiadly large and succulent.

But now that the ship had spotted him, Ca could sgnd done. He lay down on the ground, himsdf, to
move his amsin semaphore positions. But even as he lay back, he became conscious that he, too, could
hardly care less. With a detached interest that amounted to amusement at such childish, primitive things,
he watched his arms spdl out one more message.

"Keep off! No mechanica science dlowed in this co-ordinate system.”[126]
He stood up then, and made a farewd | gesture toward the ship.

At that indant he fdt strangely that he had passed into another stage of growth, completed a task, cut
himsdf off from an environment that had held him back. What the ship did, in response to his warnings,
no longer mattered. If it landed, its personnd too would join the colonigts. If it obeyed the request of an
E, it might circle there indefinitely.

Indefinitdly watching the turkeys circle indde their low fence, unable to aid them, release them.
He did not particularly care what they did.

They could go on, spluttering out their Sgnas, trying to question him. He didn't even try to read ther
messages. It didn't matter. Ther science had nothing to do with him, nothing to offer him. Through it he



could not reach a solution.

Somehow he knew that already.

[127]
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"This time" the communications supervisor said with dl the firmness he could muger, "this time there
mud not be any interference with communication. There just absolutely must not bel”

"Wadl, it wasn't my fault,” the operator retorted with an exasperation that blanketed prudent restraint.
"You heard what E McGinnis said—that they could identify E Gray, and the ship's crew, and many of the
colonigts, but that there was no sgn of the ship that took them there. If there wasn't any ship there
couldn't be any communication. It's not my fault. | can't receive something that wasn't sent.”

"I know, | know," the supervisor said, and then, worried that he may be giving the appearance of backing
down, commanded savagely, "jus watch it, that's dl!" He chewed vidlently at his knuckle and glared a
the operator.

"Jug watch it," the operator mumbled bitterly. "Just watch it, the man says. And what will | watch if the
message stops coming?'

"Now, now, now, now," the supervisor nagged, "well have no insubordination, if you please."

And updtairs this time more than Bill Hayes, sector chief, were monitoring the message. The top
adminigrative brass of E.H.Q. were assembled in their big plush conference room used for ariving a
mgor policy decisons that sometimes affected[128] the whole course of man's progress and direction in
occupying the universe.

They sat in worried slence as E McGinnis reported the two messages he had received from Junior E
Gray.

Hrd: Keep clear of me. | am maneuvering with difficulty.

Then: Keep off. No mechanicd science dlowed in this co-ordinate system.

They looked a one another under beetled brows. They wondered, at firg privady and then openly if
that Junior E had blown his stack. They had looked a many a problem findly solved by the E's, but
never before had such aridiculous Stuation come up.



And right at the time, too, when the dvil government had decided to place a curb on E.H.Q.'s freedom of
movement, its control over the experimenta phases of planet development. The injunction to hat a Junior
E from taking over the Eden problem fooled none of them. They knew that Gunderson wasn't concerned
for those colonigts out there, that he was merdy usng the public furor to advance his own persona
power. They knew that the police worked unremittingly, unceasingly, dways and ever to bring every
phase of human activity under their control. They knew it was a centuries-old tactic to wait for the right
gtuaion to arise, so that the lawmakers could be stampeded into passng some law which seemed only to
goply to this given condition but in actudity broadened police powers over awide area of man's actions.

Yes, there was far more a stake here than the fae of fifty colonigs. In a sense EH.Q. itsdf was the
stake. The whole science of E was a stake.

And E McGinnis had played right into Gunderson's hands. It was he who had been the E influence in
deciding to alow a Junior to handle the problem in the first place. It was he who was standing off from
the planet, not landing and taking over things as he should.

There was obvioudy no danger. By his own report, the people[129] on Eden were in good hedth, and
from their apparent actions, not even distressed.

This message about no mechanicd science being alowed, for example. Did the Junior mean the colonists
wouldn't dlow it? Must mean that. What ese could prevent it? But when an E, ared E, took charge in
an experimentd colony, the colonists had nothing further to say about the matter. True, when the
five'year experimenta period was over and the three-generation colonists took over a planet, then it
came more under avil control, and E.H.Q. largdy withdrew with the provison that it could step back in
a any time the problem seemed not to have been solved after dl.

But while under the five-year test ... The E was the find word, or should be. The colonigts knew it. The E
knew it, or should know it. Obvioudy then it was weakness on the part of the Junior if he alowed the
colonigs to dictate that there could be no mechanica science. Proof of hisinghility to handle the job.

A perfect setup for Gunderson!

They decided they were forced to take a strong hand with McGinnis. Ordinarily the E was the find word,
not only with the colonigts, but with the adminigration a E.H.Q. But maybe there were times when he
shouldnt be. Yes, ddfinitdy they should take a hand. After dl, Gray was gill a dunior, hardly more than a
boy. Was it right that a mere boy could stop investigation by anyone except himsdf? Tdl Earth with dl its
power and might what to do?

Definitdy there was atime when an exception to generd E policy should be made. Definitdly this was that
time. If nothing dse, they mug take a strong hand to prevent Gunderson from moving in with his police
powers. Protect the E science from Gunderson, or at least sdvage what they might.

Ther conference over, they asked for a connection with McGinnis,

"We assume you will land and take charge, E McGinnis?' the board chairman asked.[130]



"Certanly not,” McGinnis snapped back. "An E has forbidden it."

"Wdl now," the chairman argued, and swesat began to come out on his forehead. "He's only a Junior. We
have decided his judgment isn't mature enough for this problem.”

"I have every confidence in Junior E Gray," McGinnis said acidly. "And every E in the system will back
me It makes no difference what you have decided. Either the science of E means something, or it
doesn't. Either we have complete freedom to handle a problem, or we don't. Let me remind you,
gentlemen, this isn't the firg time that laymen have decided the E is a fool and tried to take maiters into
their own hands. Do you want to repeat past disasters?’

"If we don't land a ship, E McGinnis'—the chairman was dl but pleading now—"Gunderson's police will.
We fed we mug land a ship to take a firmer control over the Stuation. Public sentiment demands it.
Policy demands it. Perhaps the whole future of E demandsiit.”

A new voice cut into the communications hookup, afeminine voice.

"Gentlemen,” she said, "thisis Linda Gray. | requested that | be cut in on any communication concerning
my husband, and E McGinnis made it an order before he left. If another ship doesland, | must be on it. |
want to be with my husband.”

"I will not be landing on Eden, Linda" E McGinnis sad firmly. "An E has forbidden it. That is enough for
any other E in the universe. No other E will land. Your husband is dl right. He is in good hedth, and
goparently mentally sound. At least sound enough to warn us againg landing. He mugt have a reason. We
don't know, yet, what it is.

"Now he has stopped communicating, we don't know why. He must have a reason for that, too. It is
probably a sound reason. E science has been drilled into him until it is a part of his every mind cdl,

perhaps even every body cdll.

"I assume he is not communicating because we can't hdp him,[131] because communicating with us
digtracts him from solving the problem. If E.H.Q. decides to send out a ship on its own, and risk landing
in an unknown co-ordinate system, agang the orders of two E's, which will become the combined
orders of dl E'sin the universe, that isther decison. If you wish to be on it, thet is your decision.

"I am cutting off now. It will be no accident that E.H.Q. cannot connect with me. I'm cutting out because
| don't want to be distracted any further. I'm trying to think."

The acid rebuff of the old E left the adminidrative board hanging in a vacuum of indecison, frugtration.
Angry determination to do something, anything.

They were caught between the intransgence of the E fraternity it was their duty to serve and from whom
they should be able to expect help, and the obvious determination of Gunderson to use thisincident as his
means of regaining control over the E's and E.H.Q. for avil authority. Didn't the stupid E see the danger?
Waant it the same danger that men of science had adways faced, the same mistake they had dways
made—eaving out the human dement in a problem?



The eternd blind spot in men of science! The average man doesn't give a tinker's damn for progress or
knowledge, not redly. He wants only that he and his sl be ascendant at the center of things the
inevitable, the only possible god of the non-science mind. Surely the history of science versus
non-science should have made this evident long ago! Surdly there had been enough incidentsin history ...

Very wdl, it was up to them to hdp the E in spite of himsdf. If he refused the see the clear danger to his
whole structure—and their own ascendant position at the center of it—it was thair clear duty to protect
him nonetheless.

They would send out another ship, a large one, a floaing laboratory, a miniature E.H.Q., & least to be
there on the scene; to hdp in any way they could, perhaps to counter the moves Gunderson's police
might make, at least to stand by.[132]

At leagt, in the face of dl this public damor about Eden, to show ther concern. The chairman of the
board rationdized it magerfully, without once mentioning that their red concern was to remain ascendant
a the center of things at dl costs, and thereby maintained the tradition of al non-science endeavors.

"Gentlemen," he sad in summary, "we have a grave responghility not only to the E structure, but to dl
mankind as well. In every system, in every rule, there must be provison for the exception. Gray is only a
Junior E. Herein lies the weakness of our podtion. Herein lies Gunderson's strength, his wegpon for
swaying the sentiment of the people. A Junior E is not mature enough to make the decisons affecting the
life or death of fifty people. More than that, perhaps the future progress of mankind.

"May | point out, gentlemen, that in a showdown, if it should become necessary for us to land a ship to
rescue those colonigts, in spite of the Junior's demand that we stay clear of the planet, we will not be
overriding the decison of an E, but of a boy who has not yet proved his capacity to merit an E.

"We have to draw the line somewhere. | am forced to agree with Gunderson on that. If we must honor
the command of the Junior E, then why not the Associate E? Why not the student E? Why not the
gpprentice student E? Why not any kid in the universe who thinks he is extra smart?

"The line of demarcation, the point a which avil control over the individud gives way to immunity from
avil control has never been dearly drawn. We may regret that the issue has arisen a dl, but it has arisen.
Gunderson's purpose is clear. He intends to bring the E gtructure back under avil control. We mugt
sdvage what we can. Perhaps if we concede his control over the Juniors on down, we can mantan the
immunity of the Senior E. We must work to save a least that much.”

The floating laboratory, which might have to become a rescue ship, Ieft 9x hours later.

Lindawas onit.

[133]
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There was no frudration, no uncertainty in Gunderson's mind.

His course was now clear. His observer ship had aso read the messages spelled out by the placement of
naked bodies on the grass, and in the semaphore wavings of the Junior E's arms. The photographs taken
were dl the evidence he needed to prove the mords charges he intended to bring.

It might not be wise to alow the tota photographs to show in the newspapers, on tdevison, for there
were ex-navy men here and there who might interpret the code. But enlarged pictures of the individuas,
separated from the total, disporting themsdlvesin lewd, naked postions would do the job.

Clearly the police mugt put a stop to this. He would have every organization in the universe dedicated to
dictating the moras of others on his side. No politician would have the guts to stand up in opposition.

There remained only one thing to do. Go out and get that Junior E, place hm under arrest, bring him
back for trid. Perhaps it might be wise to let the colonigts off easy—he could eesly show that it was the
influence of the Junior which had made a disgugting orgy develop there on Eden. Never mind that they
were naked before the Junior arrived. The public could aways be razzle-dazzled about the nature of the
evidence, its order and[134] meaning. It was an old police, prosecution, and palitica trick to separate a
few items from the tota context, but dill a good one; for the public never bothered to know the whole
context of anything. An old trick to fasten on phrases and dogans to fix an attitude in the public mind, for
aphrase or dogan was about dl the public was able to master. Anyone who had ever served on a jury,
observed its ddiberations, knew that out of dl the welter of evidence, only certain isolated statements or
facts, often minor and inggnificant, penetrated the juror's mind, and around these bits he formed his
conclusons. Any smart lawyer knew that, and tried to set up his case accordingly.

His own course was clear.

His orders to the selected captain of his police ship were equdly clear:

1. Proceed at once to Eden, the scene of the crime.

2. Ignore any protests from the E ship already out there, or any other ship E.H.Q. might have sent.
3. Ignore any signals from the Junior E on the planet.

4. Land on the planet at the site of Appletree, the main site of the lewd and obscene crime.

5. Place Junior E Calvin Gray under arrest.

6. Place the crew of the Junior E's ship, Thomas Lynwood, Franklin Norton, Louis LeBeau, under arrest.

7. Place any colonist who opposed the police under arrest.



8. Place the remainder of the colonists in detention under protective custody.

9. Place E McGinnis under arrest if he interfered in any way with the police in carrying out the foregoing
orders.

The police captain raised his eyebrows when he read the find order.
Place a Senior E under arrest?

Certanly, a Senior E. It was one thing to dlow these birds to][135] wander around, free as ar to do as
they please. It was one thing to let them get away with making such statements as "The police attitude
toward the people isthe mgor cause of crime” It was something else, and time the E's found it out, for
them to make any overt move to interfere with the police in their performance of duty.

Persondly, he hoped the old E would be fool enough to resist. It would strengthen his case.
The police captain obeyed the firg of the orders without a hitch. He proceeded to the scene of the crime.

He obeyed the second order. He ignored the command of E McGinnis, received over the ship's
communicator when they arrived at the scene of the crime, to stand clear of the planet. What policeman
moving in to make an arrest for an illegd act—and certainly running around stark naked, posing in lewd
and indecent postures infull view of the public, was an illegd act—would pay any attention to the request
of an onlooker which amounted to "Aw, let ‘'em aone, copper™?

There was no communicetion & dl from the Junior E on the planet's surface, so the third order did not
apply.

It wasin trying to execute the fourth order that he ran into trouble.

He passed ingde the orbits of the three other ships now drding the planet, the police observer ship, the E
McGinnis ship, the E.H.Q. floating laboratory. He gave orders to lower his ship into Eden's atmosphere.

The proper buttons were pushed, the proper levers pulled.
And nothing happened.

It was asif someinvisble shidd hdd him back. He could not lower the ship into the atmosphere gently,
taking the normd precautions agang crashing. Very wel then, not so gently. Full power. And nothing
happened. They lowered not another inch.

A thrugt. A thrust a tangent to the surface. Once past whatever this barrier was, they could skim the
surface and come back to land on the proper ste. They backed the ship farther out into[136] space.
They made their thrust with full speed and momentum.

There was no sensation when they hit the barrier, but they did not penetrate it. It was asif aflat stone had



been skipped across dick ice, and they shot back out into space again. The tangent penetration would
not do.

Vey wdl, then. A direct thrugt, ful power, sraight down. Be prepared to put braking forces into
immediate power, lest they crash the ship at full power againg the surface.

And again, no sensation. Againg dl naturd laws of inertia, they came to a full stop at the given leved
outsde the atmosphere without any feding of jar or opposing pressure & al.

What now, Mr. Gunderson, Sr?

Rductantly, Gunderson ordered the police cagptain to contact E McGinnis. E science apparently had
some kind of shidd which they'd kept secret from the people—and wouldn't there be a gink over that
one, once he released that information! Contact E McGinnis and find out!

"Why sure," E McGinnis cackled with derisive laughter, "sure there's a shidd. | didn't make it. | wouldn't
know how. No, | don't know what's causng it. But I'l tdl you what | think. | think They've caught the
gpecimen They want. There's an E down there.

"So, naurdly, the trap door is closed.”
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Cd didn't know, couldn't have known, that his efforts to Sgnd McGinnis not to land were unnecessary.
Didn't know, couldn't have known, that he himsdf was the specimen They had hoped to catch. That
having caught what They wanted They would naturdly close the door to the trap to prevent any
possihility of escape, as yet, or any interference with their experiment.

From the moment he walked away from the grassy dope where he had signded the outer ship, he moved
and thought as someone detached from ordinary existence. As he waked away from the dope, ignoring
the frantic 9gnds from the ship out in space, he fdt he was dso waking out of a shel of superficd
cerebration and into a deeper sense of redlity. It was asiif, in spite of E traning, for the firs timein his life,
he could commit himsdf whally, indl areas of his being, to the consideration of a problem.

His conviction was complete that the ship could give him nathing he needed, that dl Earth's mechanicd
science could give him nothing he needed. That it could not provide the key to unlock the door which led
into this new area of redity. He mus find, must define, some new concept of man's relation to the
universe. He mug again travel that road, tha million-year-long road man had traveled in trying to
determine his pogition in redlity.



He wandered down to the river, dimbed to the top of a great[138] boulder that overhung a pool, and sat
down with his feet hanging over the edge. He watched some young colonists wade through the pool to
drive fish into the shdlows where they could pin them, with their legs, catch them with their hands. In their
need for protein, the colonists were finding, as many Earth peoples had found, raw fish were excdlent in
flavor and texture as food.

At the beginning of the road man had traveled fird there was awareness, awareness of sdf as something
separate from environment. There was awareness of salf-gtrength, ability to do certain things to and with
that environment. There was awareness of sdf dways at the center of things, and therefore awareness of
hisimportance in the scheme of things But there was awareness of more,

There was awareness of things happening to his environment which he, in dl his strength and importance,
could not do. Awareness gives rise to reason, reason gives rise to rationdization. If things happened in his
environment which he himsdf could not do, then there must be something stronger and more important
then he,

To be ascendant a the center of things, to remain ascendant, meant that dl things of lesser importance,
outsde the center, must be made subsarvient to him, ese that ascendancy was lost. And if they would
not assume positions of subservience, they must be destroyed.

If there were unseen beings, stronger and more important than he, who could do unexplained things to his
environment; then it was plain that he must assume positions of subservience to those beings, lest he
himsdf be destroyed.

So man created his gods in his own image, with his own attributes magnified.

Was this a wrong turning of the road? No-o.... Awareness carries with it its commands and pendties. A
problem mug have an answer. Conscious and willful beings beyond his own strength and importance
became the only answer open to him at that stage of his mental evolution. And served the important need
of[139] bringing order to chaos. Let dl things he could not do, and therefore could not understand, be
attributed to those higher beings. Without such an answer, awareness without resolution would have
driven him into madness. Without such an answer, man could not have survived to remain aware.

But answers dso carry in themsdves their commands and their pendties. The pendty being that when
one thinks he has the answer he stops looking for it. The command being that he must conduct himsdf in
accord with the answer.

Thelong, long road that led hm nowhere. That today dill leads untold millions nowhere. For the pendty
of awrong answer is falure to solve the problem. That non-science had falled to provide any answer
beyond the primitive one was sdlf-evident.

To some, then, it became evident that the question must be reopened. Through the long written history of
mean, here and there, by accident often, sometimes by cerebration, the use of the brain with which he was
endowed, man found on occasion he could do things to his environment that heretofore had been the
province of the gods—and in the doing had not become a god! To the courageous, the brave, the daring,
the foolhardy questions then that demanded new answers.



Perhaps the mogt daring and courageous question of dl time was asked by Copernicus What if man is
not at the center of the universe, the reason for its creation?

He persondly escaped the pendties for asking it. The question was too new, too revolutionary for the
men of hisday to grasp, for the non-science leaders, secure in their ascendancy at the center of things, to
seeinit the threat to their ascendancy. It was on hisfollowers, those who saw sense in the question, that
the wrath of non-science descended. Non-science used the only method it had ever devised to achieve
the only result it had ever been able to countenance—torture and force to make dissdents kned in
subservience.

But the question had been asked! And once asked, it could not be erased![140]

Sill, it was dmogt an accidentd question. For the method of science, as something understood and
communicable, as a cadculated point of view, had not yet been discovered. The key that would unlock its
door had not yet been found.

Cd lay back on the rock to bathe in the warm rays of Ceti, dmogt to doze, yet with thought running clear
and unimpeded. The splashing and the laughter of the colonists below the rock were no more than
accompanying music.

The key which opened the door to physica science was not discovered until 1646 by a bunch of loafers,
neer-do-wells, beatniks, who hung around the coffee shops of London. Later, because non-science
adways persecutes those who dare ask questions and thereby demondrate some subverson to
subservience, many had to flee to Oxford which, at that time, was sanctuary for those who differed from
popular thought.

As he lay there drinking in the sun, the peacefulness, he sent hisvison back through the card index of his
mind to find the reference, the key that opened the door to physicd science, the pregnant point of view
that would give birth to awhole new concept of man's relationship to the universe. He found the passages
in Thomas Sprat's History of the Royal Society of London (1667).

"... to make fathful records of dl the works of nature, or art which can come within their reach ... They
have stud'd to make it, not only an enterprise of one season, or of some lucky opportunity; but a busness
of time a steddy, alagting, a popular, an uninterrupted work."

He stirred restlesdy and changed his position to lay his head on one arm. Not quite, not yet the key. Ah,
here it was, perhaps the most Sgnificant sentence ever written by man.

"They have attempted to free it from the atifice, and humors, and passions of sects; to render it an
ingdrument whereby mankind may obtain a dominion over Things, and not only over one another's
judgements.”

Tha was it. That was the essence of its difference from non-science[141] for the only method ever
discovered until then was the non-science method of making its judgments prevail over dl others.

Once this answer was discovered, it too could not be erased in spite of dl the efforts of non-science.



With that answer, man had come this far.
And now?

Could it be that science, as with non-science, was only a partid answer? Only another stage? Only a
section of the road man mug travel? Something as limited in its way as non-science was limited?
Something too narrow to contain the whole of redity? Something aso to be left behind? A milestone
passed, instead of the god?

What comes after science? What new door must be opened into a Hill newer point of view? What
pregnant new concept of his relationship to redity must man now discover before he could continue his
journey down the long road toward tota comprehension?

He could ask the question, but it was not the right question; for it contained no hint of an answer. He fet
anirritation in himsdf, dmog asif some teacher in the past had shaken his head in disapproval.

For amoment he welcomed the distracting shout from one of the colonists, and sat up. In the shdlows of
the river one of the men had caught a foot long fish and was holding it up in his hands. Ddightedly, the
others acknowledged his victory, and renewed ther efforts. He lay back down again, and stretched his
cramped muscles.

Too fast! He had come down the long, long road too fast. He had missed something, something early.
Something man had known in pre-science, and had forgotten in science.

These colonigts. Would they grow in awareness? Now they seemed only to be a pat of ther
environment, without curiosity, their fears of even the day before forgotten. Wiped away, as though it had
never been, was their memory of a previous existence[142] to this They were whally a one with their
environment—unaware.

Were they to begin the long road? To telescope its distance? Would they be able to continue living
without peopling the trees, the sireams, the clouds, the winds, with spirits benign and vengeful—created
intheir own image? Could they continue to live aone in the universe?

Y es, that was the thing he had missed. Loneliness.

In separating himsdf from the animas man had cut off his kinship with them. And so he found
companionship with the gods. And cutting himsdf off from the gods ...

Londiness.

Was man the only thing aware throughout the universe? What purpose then his exploraion of it? What
might he find that he had not aready found?

Already, like a minor thread dmost unheard in the symphony of exploding exploration, the questions of
the artists were dready finding themsdves woven into music, painting, literature.



"Are we done? In dl thisdlittering, Serile universe, are there none other than we who are avare?'

The theme would expand as the purposel essness of colonizing gill more and more worlds became wider
known. The minor would become mgor, the recessive dominant. The endless am of non-science to
make dl others subservient had logt its purpose for those who could dill think. The dominion over things
indead of people, the god of science—was that dso to lose its purpose for those who could ill think?
Until man, defeated by purposaessness, sank back in apathy, logt the very willingness to live—and so
died?

What if some other awareness did inhabit the universe, sentient—and londy? What if, farther dong in its
explorations, it was feding that gpathy? Facing that dissolution?

When oneis londy, the sensible thing is to seek companionship! To discover in companionship purpose
not apparent to the alone—or & least hope to discover it.[143]

For companionship there mugt be communication. And yet the exasperation, the futility of trying to
communicate with a friend who dways interpreted everything one said and did as meaning something
entirdy different from the intent.

Some other friend was the normd answer. But what if there were no other? Wouldn't one extra effort, a
find attempt to break through that closed mind be made?

All right.

Communication, then. That was wanted. He would try. But if Therr frameworks were so different from
histhat They misinterpreted dl his efforts?

He was interrupted by the soft pad of footsteps, bare feet on grass that sprang up to leave no Sgn it had
been trod upon. A young colonist and his wife, hand in hand, laughing gaily, were coming toward him.
The men was carrying a fresh-caught fish. They came to a stop at the base of his rock and looked up at
him, the Ceti light glinting on their amiling faces.

"We gave Louie afish because he said it was our duty,” the young man said. "I don't remember why it is
our duty. Perhapsit is our duty to give you one too."

At least they were being impartid.
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When he had pulled the scaled skin of the fish away from the flesh, the flesh away from the bones, and
egten his fill, Cd lay back on the rock agan, to doze, to continue his search for a means of
communicaing.

He was now sharply aware of Ther presence, of Ther urgency, of Ther long patience. Awareness!
Once man had got over his greedy ddight in occupying more and more of the universe Smply because he
could, to protect himsdf againgt the coamic londiness that mug follow, he too would be searching for
awareness.

But he would defineit in his own terms, and pass it by if it did not meet those terms.

That there was some other intdlligence which had found man instead, Cd did not doubt. The experiment
of Eden, the manipulation of naturd laws, the denid of physicd tools—for what purpose? To clear away
the debris which prevented communication of awareness as They defined it?

There was a trace, a minor trace of awareness in man not dependent upon the tools and artifacts of
physca science—extra-sensory perception, ps. Underdeveloped, because with phydcd tools its
development had been made unnecessary? Because having found the answers with physica tools, man
stopped looking for answers other than these?145]

Weas there, then, a science of controlling things, forces, without the use of physicd tools? Was there a
road of trangtion from the crude manipulation of things and forces through tools to a manipulation without
them? There was precedent in man's science. The elaborate wirings of the first bulky and crude dectronic
sets, that gave way to a printed diagram of such wirings on a card to obtain the same result?

A step farther? The visud picture, the mentd image of the diagram to obtain the same result? But how?

To one whose totd orientation is through the use of physcd tools (for the materid printed on the card
diagram was the physcd carrier of the current) how to cause the current to follow the mentd imege of
that diagram? With voice and music bathing one's senses Smply because one thought of the diagram of a
recaiver? How?

Hefdt like the turkey come up againg the obstruction of a fence too low to judify the effort of flying over
it. Instead of flying, he was waking around and around, looking for an opening, waking in an endless
crde.

Circle?
Excitedly, he climbed down from the rock and headed for a patch of bare sand at the river's edge.

In every framework of thought which man had ever devised, the circle was prominent, vitd. It played its
part in every creed of every race, of every time. It was as essentia to the ancient arts of magic as to the
current methods of science. It played its part in the movement of planets, the shape of stars, perhaps the
essence of the total universe.

Man might be too didactic in requiring that awareness develop a physica science comparable to his own,



but surdy awareness, whatever form it took, would know the circle.

He sank down on his haunches beside the smooth sand, and with the tip of his finger he quickly drew a
crde.

The furrow, scratched in the sand, did not close or smooth out!

He sat back and waited. Nothing happened. It was dmog ag146] if the invisble intdligence were
saying, "All right. You are aware of a circle. That was obvious to us from your artifacts. What ese do
you know?'

He leaned forward, and as nearly as he could estimate, he dotted the center of the cirde with a finger,
then scratched aradius to the perimeter. It stayed. To one Sde he drew another line, gpproximating the
radius and in parenthesis he drew a smdl 2. Beside this he wrote R2. He drew an equas sgn. He
scratched the pi Sign.

Then he drew another circle and with the pdm of his hand he smoothed dl its interior. That should be
plan enough. The symbols stayed. They understood his mathematics, then. The equation seemed
undisturbed, yet there was something wrong with it. He had to look closdy at the sand before he saw
whet it was.

The=had changed to : !

Why had they changed the meaning by substituting "proportionate to" for "equas'? He fdt a flash of
exagperation. Wl sure, without tools he could not draw a perfect circle, nor two of them entirdy equdl.
It was pedantic of them to Split hairs over that? He mugt practice, without tools, to draw a perfect circle?

Or was that running around ingde his low fence?

He looked down at the sand, and saw the entire scraiching was now smoothed out. Apparently he was
on the wrong track. Hadn't got what they meant.

He wrote again in the sand: "pi = 3.14159265...."
Agan = changed to : .

Agan hefdt hisflash of exasperation. It must be obvious by his gring of dots that he knew pi had never
been exactly resolved. They were being too pedantic. He must exactly resolve it? Y et the numbers could
be continued to infinity and never exactly resolved. He looked down again, and the equation was gone.

Wrong track again.
He sat forward, hugged his knees, and stared into the water.

The equation had never been exactly resolved, yet man used[147] it as a congtant, an absolute. An



obvious fdlacy. Was the difference between physcd science and ps science based in this inggnificant
difference in exactness? Try something ese. See what happens. There was an equation which had
proved its effectiveness, upon which the whole science of atomics was based.

"E=MC?" hewrote.
Agan = changed to : .

Wha were they saying? That the fdlacy lay in usng the equas Sgn? That the science of ps was one of
proportion. But equals was one of the possible proportions. Had we become wadled in our low fence
because we were too dependent upon the exact baance? Been sdtidfied to find that answer, and
therefore stopped looking for the possihbilities inherent in unbalanced equations?

He looked down at the symbols again haf expecting to see them erased. But they were dill there. So he
was garting on the right track. But wait.

Before his eyes he saw the C? smooth out, disappear. Only "E : M" remained. Were they saying that
dependence upon congtants was the low fence? That man mugt learn to do without his firm absolutes?
That was the ultimate in rddivity: Energy is proportionate to matter. But so dl-indusve as to be too
vague for use.

For more than three centuries now, controversy had raged over Eingein's use of C? in his expression.
Some hdld that it was a product of histime, that he was able to make only one step beyond dasscd
physics where dl things must be related to a fixed vdue. Others hdd that its induson was a ddiberate
fdlacy; that Eingen, by his other work, had shown he knew it was a fdlacy; that, tongue in cheek, he
inserted it into his equation in full knowledge that his fdlow scientists of his day could not even bear to
think of the awesome concept of things without orientation to an absolute; that he knew they would reject
him entirdly, refuse even to condder his thought unless he catered that much to their superdtitions.

The need of the absolute was not mathematical or scientific,[148] but emotiona. Man was dill tortured
by his determination to be the center of things, himsdf the fixed absolute! The need of a familiar, fixed
cave where he might run and hide, close himsdf in securely when the chaos of storm outside became too
frightening to bear. The need of a fixed absolute, whether in philosophy or science, a fixed spot that
would not shift.

The science of pg, then, was based in awillingness to shift?
He looked down at the equation, to seeif he were ill on the track.
It had changed again. Now it read "E&VI": The form of the function of energy to matter isvaridble.

Quickly, another change. "Df(em)": The form of the function and the independent varigble of the function
vay together.

Sill another: "E = f(M)": Thereis a generd rdationship of energy to matter.



And then: "F(em) = 0": Thereis a generd unspecified rdationship between energy and matter.
He dapped his hand down on the sand in frudtration.

"All right,”" he said. "Y ou've made your point. And it means about as much asif | said to the turkey, ‘All
you haveto do isfly."

There was a gir behind him. He turned his head and saw Louie. A deep sSgh, dmog a sob came from
Louie as he stared down at the symbolsin the sand.

"They talked to you," Louie said brokenly. "I wanted only to serve Them, but it was to you They talked."
And dl the tragedy of hislife was contained therein.

Cd sprang to hisfeet, and put his arms around the other man's shoulders. The two of them, the bitter and
the sympathetic, looked down at the sand. The symbols were dill changing, and now read "There is an
infinity of relationships between matter and energy, an infinity of forms to be taken by matter as you
control the energy.”

The sgns were wiped out, and the sense of Ther presence was gone. Cd fdt the withdrawd, the sense
of a lesson being over.[149] He did not regret it, he had enough to think about. But firg, there was
Louie, racked with broken sobbing.

Here was a man whose life had been a search for certainties, absolutes that would not shift under the
weight of his questioning. No doubt in his youth he had turned to the religions of the day—and found
them atissue of rationdizations without contact in redity. Then to science—and found it, too, condantly
ghifting in its interpretations, making new evaudions as evidence discounted the old. The shock of
landing on Eden to drive him back into childhood interpretations agan—at ladt, the clear evidence that
had been denied his bdlief in youth.

Wholehearted in his bdief of Them, yet it was not to him They had talked.

"Louie" Cd sad dowly. "If you were londy, very londy, if you had searched through the years for
companionship, and thought you might have found it, would it please you to have that companion drop to
his knees, grove before you? Would this be your idea of companionship?

"What manner of monstrous egotism would require that? What but the incredible vanity of primitive man,
to whom life meant nathing more than conquering or being conguered, could imagine such conduct would
be pleasing to another inteligence?

"We are men, Louie. If, in our londiness, we found another intdligence, wouldnt we want an equa
exchange ingead of abasement? The use of that intelligence to know, to understand, instead of a denid of
it?'

Louie twisted out of Ca's embracing arm, and ran sumbling toward the depths of the forest.
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For another week, perhaps ten days or more, since time measurement had lost its meaning, Cd lived
among the colonists, watched ther complete retrogression into a state of unawareness. Even the speech
which they had retained seemed now to thin and fater as the Smplifying of their idea-content no longer
required its use.

Only Tom and Jed seemed to retain their orientation to the past, the darity of awareness. These two
spent much time together, seemed dways avalable when Cd needed them, yet did not intrude upon his
thought. Frank now seemed one with the colonists. Louie lived on the outskirts of the herd, near the
colonigs but not of them. He had ceased to exhort, warn, command, argue. His face was closed, told
nothing of what he was thinking.

And he had ceased to demand histithe as intercessor. He was gethering his own food, caiching his own
fish.

And he sddom let Cd out of hissight.

Tom and Jed helped as best they could by mantaining contact with the old redity. They spent much of
the daytime with the colonigs. At night they turned thar faces to the dark sky to watch the ships, now
grown to four, bathed in the light of Ceti like a congdlation of bright stars above them. They read the
intermittent flashes of light from McGinnis, and from the E.H.Q. laboratory. McGinnis told of the police
ship's attempts to break through[151] the barrier surrounding Eden, and itsfalure. The laboratory told of
Linda's presence on board, and now and then flashed out a message to Ca from Linda of her love, her
nearness, her faith in him, her desire to be with him, her patience in waiting.

McGinnistold of the arriva of afifth ship, carrying Gunderson in person. He had been unable to believe
his police captain. Unable to beieve that the ship could not land at will. He had come in person to take
charge, and agpparently fumed his frugtration in idleness, unable to do anything with the Stuation, uwilling
to go back to Earth and leaveit done.

Tom and Jed told Ca the content of these messages, but to Cd the reports of the police activity seemed
noises heard from far away and unrdated to himsdf. The messages from Linda seemed the haunting
drains of a song remembered from long ago.

For his mind was whally enrgpt with the problem. He had been given the key—redlity is a matter of
proportion, change the concept of proportion and you change the materia form—but he had not found
the lock and the door it would open. He knew it, but he couldn't do it.

Perhaps Tom might hep? Tom was well-grounded in math, had to be for hisjob as pilot.



"Look, Tom," Cd sad one morning after they had given him the night's messages from the ships. He
squatted on the ground and brushed away some leaves from an area of dirt. "Watch the equas sgn." He
scratched aformulain the dirt:

"2+2=4"
The = changed to : . Then to & Then through the series of variable relationships.
Tom leagped to hisfeet from the log where he had been stting.
"That's crazy,” he exclamed. "It it just proportionate, it isn't variable. It equals”
Jed was looking from one to the other, obvioudy & aloss.

"Wdl," Cd sad drily, "I'm much more interested in what[152] They have to say than in trying to convince
Them that They're wrong."

"But if everything were only proportionate and variable," Tom argued, "then you'd have nothing fixed,
constant. Why the proportionate relationship might be dependent soldy upon choice. Nothing would be
solid, dependable.”

"Not even the footprints under your feet,” Cd answered softly. "Not a house, nor a fidd of grain, nor a
gpaceship. Smply dter the choice of proportion—and they aren't there anymore.”

[153]
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Throw akey at the feet of aturkey and it is usdless to him. Show him the lock it fits, and it is dill usdess
without the knowledge of how to insart the key and turn it. Unlock it for him, and ill it is useless without
the knowledge of how to push or pull the door.

Thiswas the essence of why so few mastered the smple steps of physica science, the essence of why so
few were able to get beyond step two of E science. Anyone could disagree with a statement, but in
answer to "What if it not be true, how then to account for the phenomena?' most bogged down at that
point, unable to demonstrate with evidence the vdidity of some other answer.

Everyone knew the equation E = MC?, but few could implement it to build an atomic power plant.

Perhaps the reactions of Tom, that taking away the concept of a baanced equation destroyed Al
certainty, and therefore was not to be countenanced, was a reflection of his own reaction, willing though



he might be to consider something else.

In his wanderings about the idand, picking fruits and nuts, sems and leaves, caiching fish when he
hungered, drinking the clear water of the stream when he thirgted, yet so enrapt that he was unaware he
was taking care of his body's needs, Ca built{154] up whole sructures of dien philosophies on the
nature of the universe, and saw them topple of their own weight.

Until, a last, he redized the basic flaw in dl his reasoning. He was too wel-grounded in the essence of
physca science, and dl physca science was huilt on the balanced equation. Even in trying to consider
the unbalanced equation, he had been attempting to determine the exact nature of the unbalance, and to
supply it as an X factor on the other Side of the equation to restore baance.

To restore balance was to mantan the status quo of physicd redlity. To turn the key in the lock, to open
the door, he mugt change the physicd redlity to balance the equation, rather than supply the X factor to
keep redity unchanged.

But how to do it dill duded him.

At times, asif seaing partid diagrams, he seemed very close to a solution. At times it seemed the printed
card of an eectronic wiring was necessary only because the human mind could not visudize the whole
without that aid, that music did not come through because in incomplete visudization some little part was
left dangling, unconnected. And the long history of non-science belief in the magic properties of cabaigtic
sgns and designs rose up to taunt him, to goad him with the possibility that perhaps man had once come
close to the answer of how to control physica properties without the use of tools; that the development
of aphyscd science had taken man down a sidetrack insteed of farther dong the direct route toward his

god.

Or that men had once been shown, and never understood, or forgot. Yet kept dive the memory tha
physcd shifts could be changed if he could only draw the right design.

Through his wanderings, one fact gradualy intruded upon his mind. It seemed the farther inland he
roamed, the closer he came to grasping the problem; the nearer the seashore, the more it eluded him.

One morning he looked up at the gdlittering heights of Crystd Palace Mountain, and suddenly he resolved
to dimb it. Perhapg155] the winds of the mountain being stronger, the fuzziness of his thought would be
blown away? Perhaps the arrangement of the crysdline structures, the arches and spires, might catch his
brain waves, modulate them, transform them, drengthen them, feed them back, himsdf a part of the
desgn ingtead of outsde it?

In the framework of physca science a nonsense notion. But what harm to try?
He sought out Tom and Jed, the two who would miss him, the two who would care.

"There an't no water up there, far as | know," Jed said. "And you can't carry none, now. Me and a party
scouted the mountain once. It's mighty purty, but usdess. The quartz aint vauable enough to cover its
shipping cogts back to Earth. The ground is too rocky to farm. Not much in the way of food growing



there. So we never went back."

"The scientists surveyed it when the planet was firg discovered,” Cd said. "One of the firs places they
went because it was so outstanding. But they found nothing interesting and useful either. Stll, 1 think Il

go.

"Wadl," Jed said with a shrug. "You can't get logt. If you should lose your bearings, just walk downhill and
youll come to food and water. Follow the shore line until you get back, ether direction. And, | reckon,
the way things go now, you ain't goin' to hurt yoursdf. We won't worry about you none. Were dl gettin’
dong dl right, so you needn't worry about us ether.”

"You want me to come with you, Cd?' Tom asked.
"No," Cd answered, "l think better if I'm done

He left them then, went past some colonists who were picking berries and esting them, and on up the
vadley that ran between two ridges.

It was only a few miles to the foathills, a gradud rise of the vdley floor, a graduad shdlowing and
narrowing of the stream, a gradud drawing in of the spokelike ridges until the valey a last became a
ravine. The moring air was clear and 4ill, the scent of flowers and ripening fruit was sweet.[ 156]

Before he |ft the ravine to begin his dimb he ate some of the fruit, and washed the lingering swest taste
from his mouth with along, cool drink of water from one of the many sorings thet fed the stream.

He looked up at the mountain above him, and his eye picked out the mogt likdy approach to its summit.
It was not a high mountain, not in terms of those tremendous, tortured skin folds of other planets. Hardly
more than a high hill in terms of those. Nor, as far as he could see, would the dimb be difficult or
hazardous.

The fandiful thought of Mount Olympus on Eath came into his mind, dthough this one was not so
inaccessible, so parched and barren. The gods of Greece would have found this a pleasanter place,
dthough they might not have lived so long in the minds of man, sSnce the mountan was more eesly
climbed, and therefore man would have been the more easily convinced after repeated explorations that
no gods lived there after dl.

Would the Greeks, as with the later rdigions, have placed the site of heaven farther and farther away,
retresting reluctantly, as man explored the earlier ste and found no heaven there? Retrest after retrest
until at last the whole idea was patently ridiculous?

Dead are the gods, forever dead, and yet—to what may man now turn in rapture? In ecstasy? In
communion? What, indl physicd science, filled the deep human need of these expressions?

The dimb of the firs dope, up to the crest of the ridge he intended to follow, was quickly done. He
turned there and looked behind him, at the vdley of the colonists below, and far down where the vdley
merged into the sea, and far on out a the hazy purple line of another idand. As he started to turn back



agan, to resume his dimb, his eye caught a flash of something moving in the ravine below him, sunlight on
brown, bare skin.

He waited until he caught another glimpse through the trees. As he had suspected it was Louie, ill trying
to keep him aways in sight.[157]

Hisfirg impulse was to cdl out, to wait for Louie, ask him to joinin the dimb. He discarded the impulse.
His need was to get away from dl others. And sympathetic and compassionate though he might be, the
confuson in Louie's mind seemed to intrude upon his own. Nor had his earlier attempts to comfort Louie
Met SUCCess.

Let Louie follow if he willed. Perhaps the clean air would clear his mind as well. He feared no physcd
harm, even if Loui€'s tortured mind intended it. There were no tools to drike a him from a distance. Even
aboulder pushed from a height above him would not strike, for that would be the physicad use of a tool
to gan an end. He feared no bodily attack from ambush, for his own strength and knowledge were
dependable.

He began his dimb again, followed the crest of the ridge where it swept upward to buttress the sde of
the mountain. The going was not difficult. The trees and shrubs grew thinner here, and provided clear
spaces for him to wind among them. The stones, at firg a problem to his bare feet, bothered him less and
less until he forgot them. He fdt no physicd discomfort, neither from tiredness nor thirdt, nor from the
branches scraping his bare skin, nor anything to drag hismind into trividities

Nor tortured theories such as had plagued him in trying to reason out the new concepts of a
proportionate, variable redlity.

Instead, there was a sense of wel being, anticipated completeness, amerging of the often quite separated
areas of thought, intuition, and appreciation.

Although a no great height, now the trees no longer grew so tdl that they obscured his vison of the
heights above. As he climbed they were replaced by shrubs shoulder high, then waist high, then merdy
low, cregping growths which his feet avoided without mentd direction.

A curve of the ridge brought him to the firgt outcroppings of crysdlized quartz. On them he saw no sgns
of scar |eft by the geologist's hammer, no imperfections where nodes may have been broken away. They
were complete, angularly unwesathered.[158]

There was no path, nor hint of one, nor Sgn that ether scientist or colonist had ever passed this way.

The ridge swung back into line, and dill he dimbed, effortlesdy and without consciousness of passng
time Time and space and matter seemed to have receded far into the background of consciousness.
Man's star-strewn civilization was no more than a dream. It was as if he, done and complete, occupied
the whole of the universe, encompassed it as he was encompassed by it.

Yet not done! Their presence, which seemed so evanescent on the vdley floor, was closer now, more
dealy sensed. Almog asif, a any ingant, the val of blindness would disperse and They would stand



revealed.

Now up the find dope of the mountain he threaded his way through higher outcroppings of a more
perfectly formed quartz, with deeper amethystine hue scirttillating in the Ceti sun's light, diffracted not only
inthe purples but into greens and reds and blues.

As he came around the base of one of these, there towering above he caught his firg full view of the
greater spires, pinnacles, buttresses, and arches of the mountain's crest.

It was the crystd palace.

Thedimb had been steep, steeper than it had appeared from below, yet his bresthing was not labored,
his mouth was not dry from thirgt, nor were his muscles protesting the effort. He did not need to stop and
rest, to gather his energy for the last steep assault upon the peak.

Far below him he saw Louie tailing up a dope, then dropping with every appearance of exhaugtion when
he came to each levd place. Still he would rest no more than a minute, and dways his head was turned to
keep sght of Cd above him. He would push himsdf to his knees, then to his feet; and dowly, step by
step, begin hisdimb again.

Asif from far away, Cd fdt a pity a the usdessness of the sdlf-torture, the sensdless need of men to
punish himsdf for the guilt of imagined wrongs, and fdt a wonder if the strangely[159] developed mord
sense of man had not, after dl, done more harm than good. For in the ordered universe, where everything
fitted into the whole, what could be ether good or bad, right or wrong, except as a reflection of man's
inadequacies in his imaginings? Rightness and good, wrongness and evil, these could not possibly be
other than assessments of furtherance or threst to the ascendancy of me-and-mine at the center of things,
and had no meaning beyond that context.

He turned from watching Louie, pitying him, and made the last sharp dimb with no more effort than the
whole had been. Now he drew near to the towering structures of the crest, now he was beside them.
Now he walked benesath and through an arch which seemed dmost a gothic entrance.

And stood trandfixed in ecstasy.

Magnificent the dreams of man that took form in sed and stone and glass, yet none meatched the
lightness, the grace, the intricacy, the sublime smplicity of these interwoven crysdline structures where
light from the noonday sun separated prismaticaly until it filled the ar with myriads of living, darting,
colored sparks of fire above him. Where the breeze that blew through the vibrating spires made blended
sounds the ear could bardly endure in rapture.

As once, in childhood, he had stood in a grove of giant trees that laced ther limbs in gothic splendor
above him, now again he stood, lost intime and space and being, logt in vison and in music which neither
hed nor needed form nor beginning nor end.

And knew it was a Smple tool; Ther concession to the mind of man, to bridge the gap between Ther
minds and his.



Without wondering more, he sank down upon the massy turf of the floor and lay supine to gaze upward,
to follow line to blended line until they seemed mirrored into infinity.

The darting lights above him whirled, spirded up, then down, clockwise, then counterclockwise,
reminding him ... reminding him ...

... theinternd dtructure of crysals....

[160]
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Across the universe, two hillion years ago, there too a planet coalesced from the mutudly attracted
vortices of twisted space; gases compelled by gravitationa forces solidifying to hardened matter, forming
acrugt over amaolten core. In the soupy atmosphere of metdlic sdts and gases, tortured and rent by
eectrica sorms of incaculadle fury, anong the vibraing crystas one formed that was aware.

Not in the sharp awareness of later times, but at the fird only ill-defined, perhaps no more than the
awareness of acid chains of molecules that formed into non-crystdline viscid protoplasm on another
planet across the universe. No distinct line of cleavage where dfinity to other chemicas left off and
sentient sdectivity began marked the didinction here asin that protoplasm.

Aswith its cousn across the universe, the one-celled amoeba, these crystds too were sengtive to light,
to heset, to cold—to food. Ill-defined, but distinct aready from the non-sentient crystals about them, these
life forms grew through absorbing from the rich and soupy atmosphere those dements necessary to
growth, to branching, to cleavage into new individuds.

What is awareness? At what point even in protoplasmic life does it appear? The amoeba avoids pain,
seeks food, reproduces itsdf, and blunders blindly through its environment in search for condition more
favorable to its continuance.[161]

In the monotony of a purposeess exisence, most humans do no more than thet.

Mug awareness, too, be defined in terms of the consciousness of me-and-mine? Defined only by what
me-and-mine can fed, know? A protoplasmic growth feding awareness, exduding al posshbility of
awareness in other kinds of growth because they are not a part of me-and-mine, therefore too inferior to
know awareness?

Each crysd dructure has its own vibration characteristic, and on that planet, in time, one specid
vibratory rate knew awareness of sdf. Mutation here too gave added complexity to the structure, and
self-awareness took on that added growth of awareness of surroundings.



Through eons of time, and the mutations brought by time, awareness of sdf and surroundings grew into
awareness of wider peripheries, to senang their world, its structure, its nature.

Another mutant legp and there was comprehension of other worlds, of other stars. Theirs was a vibratory
awareness, directly &kin to the vibraing fidds of force which compose the materid universe, and the
vibrations of fidds of force can be dtered. To change ther surroundings to a more suitable environment
through vibration rates of things led surdy to negation of distance. To change from crystd form to fidds
of energy and back again combined with negation of distance—they too spread out and out among the
dars.

At fird it was enough. But awarenessiis never dill. Questions form.

In dl the universe were they the only sentient thing? Did any cry but thers rise to the stars, seeking to
know? Because of the nature of ther being their search was unconcerned with the outer shape of things
which could be changed by them at will, but rather with the inner vibratory rate which would sgnd
sentience, awareness.

They found no more than unconscious interaction of forces. Water runs down hill without knowing thet it
does, without the[ 162] internd structure to provide the vibratory rate which would permit knowing.

For long eras they too were imprisoned within the confines of a me-and-mine envisoning, and it took a
mgor legp for them to concelve that other structures than the crygdline might have a form of awareness.
Alien to ther kind, perhaps, yet a kind which must be acknowledged.

For they found something, at lagt, in a vistid non-crystaline substance, protoplasm.

On one distant planet this substance was aready differentiated and specidized to ahigh degree. From the
smplegt to the most complex of its organization there were degrees of awareness, and in the most
complex of these there was undeniable evidence of sentience outsde of sdf.

Joy! Unpardleled ecstasy!

Recognition is not wisdom. With the unwisdom of inexperience in communicating with an unlike thing, not
redizing that the vaues of their kind of awareness might not be the vaues of this differing kind, they
rushed in with dl ther powers and forces, a joyful rapturous pyrotechnicd disolay of maerid
manipulaion to show this new life form that they too were aware—to communicate that the londiness of
one might now be softened by the presence of the other.

And man fdl down to the ground and groveled his face in the dust.

His awareness was of the outer shapes of things, his security lay in adapting himsdf to those shapes, his
certainties lay in the dependability of those shapes. A rock was a rock.

But no! The crystas were ddighted that they had brought something which they could share with this new
life form. The rock could be atree! Seel



And lo, the rock was atree.
And the people were sore afraid.

For that which had been certain and sure was no longer s0.[163] This mountain wal which had formed
an impassable barrier to migration into a new and richer valey was rent asunder, so! And beyond, the
new valey beckoned. But the people huddled in their caves and dared not venture forth.

The vibrding entities, no longer dependent upon ther cryddline forms, withdrew to confer among
themsdlves. To one life form, awareness composed of the outer shape of things, the rationship of those
shapes, security in the unchanging shape. To the other life form, awareness composed of the inner
vibration, the reaionships of those vibrations, with outer shapes changed a will, and therefore
meaningless

Ye even this protoplasmic life mugt see the changing shapes of things. The clouds that formed and
disappeared; the seed that became root and sem and leef and flower; the infant that became man, and
men that decomposed as corpse. Surdly thislife form mugt see an inner cause! Surdy they must see that
even the permanent rock changed dowly into dugt, that the eternd sea was restless, never dill; that stars
moved in the vault of heavens, warmth changed to cold and night to day. How did they account for
changesin these outer formsif not by inner cause?

They changed the shapes of things themselves, these men; the seed ground into med, the moving animd
shat down with stick or stone and Hilled and changed to food, the moving of the smdler rocks, erection
of a dwdling made of poles and thatch to change environment for the man indde. Change, then, man
knew; why fear the greater change, the easier one? Why tug and lift and strain to move the boulder from
the path, when dl was needed was to ghift proportion in one tiny way, rebalance the eguation of
relationship with one dight thought, and lo, the stone no longer barred the way?

Too long ago, logt in the digtant past, the crystd's had forgot their own once-orientation of dl other things
to me-and-mine, forgot to credit it to man. To lift the boulder with one's srength to serve a purpose was
within the ken of man, a thing that he[164] could do. To see it lifted, moved, without his strength,
bespoke a greater srength than his, and purpose that he could not understand. And men fdl to his knees
infear and awe.

For man knew only one relaion to dl things—to conquer if he could, and force acknowledgment of
superior drength and purpose. To kill if that acknowledgment was not given. To survive by giving that
acknowledgment to a stronger one than he.

Man groveled in the dust, the only pattern of surviva that he knew when srength beyond his own was
shown. But even while he kndlt, to scheme a way that he-and-his might find ascendancy in future days.
The one invariable pattern persgting from the cave man dressed in furs to diplomat in striped pants, the
only pattern possible while me-and-mine ascendant is the am and god.

To show another pattern then, the crystals am. Ascendancy of me-and-mine was meaningless, belonged
to orders of awareness lower than intelligence that they could meet in partnership. Ingruct them, then. No
joy or purpose in conquering them. No companionship in these disguding grovelings. Show them the
inner forces that controlled the outer shapes of things.



Once crysds, now divorced from hardened form, the outer shape of things was no longer a
condgderation in ther life but for this form of life, dill dependent for thet life upon the maintenance of
materid form, no doubt the shapes and forms of things were paramount to them. Wl then, show them
the true rdaionship, sketch out upon the sands the diagram of how the forces that control the shapes of
things are interwoven, interact.

Before the kneding men, the cabdidtic diagrams took shape, and lo, a soring of water flowed from dry
and barren stone.

But man saw only shape of diagram, its cabaidtic lines and form. A sacred thing, a magic thing, asgn that
he might draw with finger inthe ar or in the sand, protection from the evil forces that surrounded him.

The sentient fields of force withdrew. Too soon, too soon. Man was not ready for communication. Too
soon, too soon.[165]

But man did not forget, the memory lived on. And fathers spoke to sons, and made the outer forms of
gestures, drew the cabdidic 9gns, and told of magic things and powers tha these sgns could do. To
some, one diagram was shown, a way to build a house of stone that better weathered the storms of
Earth. The house of stone became ahaly place, athing exiging in its own right, and not, as was intended,
an example of one use to which this arrangement of forces might be puit.

And to some other man another diagram was shown, thistime to day an animd for food. And men fought
wars over these differing symbols, each side determined to make its symbol ascendant over the other.

Deep within the Adan land where contact had been made, the memories lived on, and some of the
meaning of the diagrams beyond their outer shape had gained sway. The racid memory persisted, and in
the latter Pleistocene epoch the knowledge of dtering shapes through force of mind became a racid
memory, coaesced into cults of bdief, degenerated into forms and phrases; but from generation to
generation the memory was kept dive that once, when the world was new, the form of things was indeed
changed by thought. This holy man, far away and long ago, had pointed his finger a a tree, and Io! a
beautiful nymph had stepped forth cdad in jewds and coins to make him rich. This hero dimbed a
mountain and a voice spoke unto him, and proof of this were letters cut in stone. Well-witnessed, this
divine one changed some water into wine, and fed a multitude from five amdl loaves and fishes.

A kind of radiation of its own, adways the cults who sought the inner meanings formed within that Adan
land and spread outward through the world.

But out on the periphery, and not exposed to thought of inner meanings, another cult took shape. Here
concern was soley with the outer shape and sze and weight and measurement of things, and how the sze
and shape and weight of one interacted with another. The Dravidian culture, which grasped only the idea
but[166] not the method of how the inner vibration could change the outer shape receded and became
submerged in the Western cult that found a method in the measurement of shape and weight of things to
make them change.

It was Rabindranath, centuries later, who described the essentid difference between the Indian and the
Grecian dvilization as that between a forest culture which had known no walls, and a city culture where
evarything has limit and every inch mugt be mapped.



But perhaps, dso, the Greeks had never seen this tree changed into bird, this cloud changed into flower.
Not trapped by memories grown into tradition that must not die, they hit upon an approach that men
could magter. For it was the Greek beginnings which led to the Oxford definition of how to make
sdentific inquiry into the properties of things

Inquiry into the properties, at fird the outer shapes and weights, led inevitably straight back to vibrations.
All matter is merdy a specific vibration of energy, a range of vibraions feding solid to the senses, as a
range of light vibrations trandate into color through the eyes.

E=MC2
It took man far. He too began an exploration of the stars!

Falure in thar firg atempt had brought a wisdom to the sentient fields of force. This time they did not
rush in with pyrotechnic displays to show the wondrous power they knew. Observing patiently through
the centuries, by now they knew man well. They knew his weskness, yet by making thing react with
thing, he'd proved his strength. For here he was among the stars.

Perhaps by now he might communicate? Perhaps, by now, he would not prostrate himsdf and grovd in
the dugt, if someone said, "Hello!"

But careful, perhaps he would.

There had been a man by name of Gdlileo, with the firs crude telescope hed made, who firg saw the
rings of Saturn. But not ag[167] rings, but rather in the planet'stilting, he had seen a spot of light on ether
sde. And sometime later, when he looked again, the tilting of the planet back had made the rings edge
on, and so they disappeared. He never looked again, nor told of what held seen; for legend had it thet the
god Saturn periodicaly devoured his own children, and this phenomenon held seen, if it became widdy
known, would be interpreted as the proof the legend was correct—and do incdculable damage to
sdentific inquiry. He'd known the temper of his fdlow man well enough to take no chances of this kind,
to note the experience in hisworks, perhaps discuss it with a cautious friend or two, but to add no further
fud to the raging fires of superdtition that consumed men's minds and seared out posshility of retiond

thought.

So walk with care. For superdtition il is paramount, despite the fact that some men know how to reach
the Stars.

To communicate this time, the fidds of force took a sere planet, of barren, blistered rock, and with a
concept made it into the garden of man's dreams. On one idand, they set up a cryddline structure, a
thing, this much concession to the mind of man; atool, to amplify and darify their thought to reach the ill
rudimentary but nevertheless present centers of man's mind—some certain man who might be ready to
receive that thought.

Placed in man's exploratory path, the waiting was not long urtil man found it. They had not led him to it
through any intuitive change of course that he might find suspect. The explorers landed, daimed it for
Earth, and went away. None among them fdt any pull from the crystd tool upon the mountaintop.



The scientists came to make their measurements. Their busy minds were full of weight and Sze and the
relationship of thing to thing. Perhaps by now they too were so committed to the use of a thing to act
upon another thing that they could not countenance the thought that thought could act upon a thing direct.
They measured the crystd tool, and recorded dl their measurements, but found no meaning in its arches
and its spires. If any fdt the impact of the thinking of the fields of force, he made no[168] sgn nor gave
response. Indeed, to preserve his status and reputation with his felow scientists held not have dared
admit a meaning that could not be measured with his insruments. Forevermore held be outcad, if he but
hinted that he thought their science was inaufficent to capture everything of meening there. And to
scentist most of dl, his status with hisfdlow man means more than truth. At lesst to most. But are there
some to whom the truth is paramount?

Yes, for had not scientig after scientist through the years risked and logt his daus through his
questioning? And then perhaps today there are such men.

So walk with care, and wait.

The colonigs came, and as the scientists minds had been filled with measurements and weights and
andyses, the colonists minds were filled with cabins, fields, food.

Surdly, among men somewhere, there must be those not whally captured on the one hand by formless
superdition; and on the other hand not bound within the tightly narrowed cirde of weight and
measurement! Surely man must know by now he could not capture the inner meaning of a thing through a
description of its outer surface.

But as long as man got by, and did great things by usng physicd things to act upon other physica things,
even in conddering the universa energy as a thing, he would look no farther.

All right then, a little nudge in another direction. Change the concept of the planet dightly, so that one
thing cannot act upon another, no tool be used except this crystd set to act as intermediary. Let that
happen, and out from Earth a man would come, perhaps a dozen men, perhaps a hundred ships, a
thousand men, and dl to find ther ships, their tools, were gone. But someday there would come a man
with mind trained in the &bility to conceive that there might be a road to truth outsde the usdess
superdtitions that sent man to groveling in the dust a each smdll[169] bregath that blew, and aso one who
would not quit because he had no weather vane to test the direction of that breath.

And they would know when that mind came.

Thefird man came. Take away histools and wait. He did not fdl to earth in awe nor freeze in fear. His
mind searched curioudy. Enough. The man was here. Shidd off the planet from the rest that he be
undisturbed in his thought.

Could he go farther? Concelve the purpose of this lack of tools, that it was by desgn? And 4ill not
grove in the dust? They'd made their move. Could he respond?

He drew acirdein the sand!



Joy! Ecstasy!

This time there might be surcease to the londiness, and two inteligences so unlike commune. The very
unlikeness of each bringing to the other thought not yet considered, and together going on to find ... to
find ...

Now let him see the fdlacy of such srict measurement. Now let him think, to redize that measuring the
baance of the status quo of things in only one relaionship of an infinity of posshbilities, to redize that he
can change his measurements to balance an equation designed to express the status quo, or with equa
truth, at his desire, he can change the status quo, the shape of things, to fit the equation he desires.

Let him wander, puzzled, worrying on this. Let im work it out himsdlf, for experience from long ago had
taught them that if man was not ready to accept an dien thought he could not, would not, accept but in
his own interpreting.

Now, a lat, a his readiness to make thingsfit the equation he conceives, instead of making the equation
fit the things as they are, bring him closer in the range of the amplifier, the crystd tool, that communication
might be direct.

He holds the key.

He knows the lock.

Hefinds the door.[170]

Show him the one amdl step remaining—the diagram, the design, the movement of the forces of his mind.
Toturn the key.

Unlock the lock.

Throw wide the door.

[171]
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As one awakened from a deep deep, a hypnoatic trance, Cd opened his eyes.

Man's ancient thought filled his being, the subject of man's dreams, of yearnings, of philosophies. In
ancient eldetic memory, the unbroken thread persasted: If | could only grasp this dusive thing, aways just



bardy beyond my reach, | would not need the ox, the wagon, the train, the plane, the spaceship to
trangport me from here to there.

And now, at lagt, the thought was in Cal's grasp. Express the things and forces balanced in equation to
describe them as they are; or, equaly, to dter the things and forces instead to fit the equation balance one
hed in mind; purely a matter of choice. Each was the use of naturd law. No chaos here, no magic, one as
much true science as the other.

How long had he dept, and dreamed? A few minutes? An hour? Or by chance was he another Rip Van
Winkle, doomed to find the colonists aged or dead?

But why wonder?

A short distance fird, just outsde the amphithester, just a andl test. He fird rearranged the relative
postion of himsdf to the amphithesater, to be outsde ingtead of in it. He diagrammed the forces in his
mind that would alter the relationship, connected them.[172]

He was standing outside the entrance arch.

With a hoarse cry, Louie, who had been watching dl the while through the open arch, shrank back away
from Cal, wavered in uncertainty, then fdl to his knees, then groveled in the dust.

"Forgive me" he cried. "Inmy blind, sensaless vanity, | did not know you were a Holy One. | was going
tokill you, | confess. Woe! Woe! | saw you lying there in Their temple, defaming it in blasphemy by your
deep. But when | tried to enter, | could not. Ther will prevented me. Some shidding force protected
you. And then | knew you were a Holy One. Forgive me. Let melive to expiate my sin.”

"Louie Louie" Cd sad sadly.

As if in tangled bdl, the thought stream of Louie, twisted and warped by the fdse reasonings and
interpretations fed to him in childhood, seemed dlearly reveded to Cd. Again a change in concept of
relaionship to redity, the schematic of forces visudized, the untangling, straightening of thought.

Louie scrambled to his feet, arueful grin on his face.

"Sorry, Cd," he said. "I must have gone nuts there for a while, shock and dl. I'm dl right now. Don't
worry anymore about me. I'll get on back to the rest.”

"Sure, Louie. See you there" Cd agreed.
A rearrangement of relationships, and Cal walked out from behind a bush to approach Jed and Tom.

"You mugt not have gone dl the way to the top," Jed said when he looked up and caught sght of Cal.
"It'sjust barely past noon, | reckon. Didn't expect to see you back until nightfall.”



"I took a short cut,” Cal said with a grin. "Little past noon," he continued, as if musng with a thought.
"About the same time of day that everything happened a couple of weeks ago.”

"Y egh, about the same time of day,” Jed said, and looked at him curioudly.

Tom had arisen to hisfeet and was garing & Cd curioudy, sendng a difference in the E. Now Jed fdt it
too, and looked at Ca with puzzlement on his face[173]

"There's something important about it being around thistime of day, Cad?' he asked.

"Not redly,” Cd said, "but | thought it might be hepful. | could restore the village, the fields, the escape
ship, everything just as it was, make it fed like a continuation of the same day to the people. It being the
sametime of day would help theilluson that no time had passed, nothing had happened.”

Tom's eyes narrowed in speculation.
"You can do that, Cd?" he asked. "Y ou've solved the problem?”

"Yes" Cd sad smply. "Il tdl you about it sometime. Ther€'s quite a few loose ends to caich up right
now." He turned to Jed. "How about it, Jed?" he asked. "Think itll be too much of a shock to put things
back as they were?!

In spite of himsAlf, Jed was trembling. He drew a deep bregth, firmed his jaw. Seemed to set himsdf as
one doesin the dentist's chair a the approach of the drill.

It was a bigger equation, a more complex one, but not different in kind.

Thevillage of Appletree sprang suddenly into being, the hangar with the metalic gleam of the ship inside,
the fidds, the pasture fences with the caves separated from the cows. A few people, clothed, were
waking on the dirt street between the houses. They looked a one another. They looked up at the sky, at
the fidlds around them, the forests beyond. They looked back at one another. They shook ther heads,
and blinked their eyes, asif suddenly wakened from a deep, a dream, the craziest dream.

Later they would compare the dream, and with Jed's hep piece together, and fed the shock, and
wonder.

Upon the hill, away from the village, where Jed lay, clothed, in the hammock swvung between two trees,
Martha came out of the house, clothed.

"I mugt have sat down in achair for a minute and fdlen adeep or something, Jed,” she sad as she came
to stand beside him. "And | had the funniest dream. You can't imagine. You know how[174] sometimes
well dream about being out in front of folks, dl naked ..."

"That wasn't any dream, Martha," he answered with a grin. "All the people in the village are going to start
redizing it pretty soon. They'll need some help. We'd better walk down there. Them people across the
ridge, too. Bet they'll be hightalling it back over here firg thing you know. And something ese, there's an



E ship here, come to find out why we didn't communicate.”

"Wd| whatever on Earth are you takin' about, Jed?' she asked curioudy. "It won't be time to
communicate for a couple of days yet. You ought to know that. Have you been dreaming, too? Or you
and the boys fermenting something? Here, let me amdl your breath!”

"Aw, now Martha," he said with a huge grin. He clambered out of the hammock and stood up, took her
inhis arms, hugged her tightly.

"Jed!" she scolded. "Right out here in the front yard in front of everybody." But she didn't sruggle away
from him.

"Won't metter a bit," he said. "Not after what's been goin' on in front of everybody right dong.”
"Whatever has been goin' on can't be hdf as bad as what I've been dreamin’,” she said.
"Better start gettin' used to the idea thet it wasn't a dream, Martha," he cautioned.

"Jed!" she scolded again, her face aflame with embarrassment.

[175]
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The communications operator looked up as the supervisor came down the aide toward him.

"Communication from the E.H.Q. ship a Eden coming in just fine" he said enthusadicaly. He'd thought
it over and decided he'd better repair some fences. Good job here, no use letting his irritetion with the
supervisor's old-maid fussiness make him cut off his nose to spite his face.

"See that it does," the supervisor answered sharply. He recognized the overture for what it was, fdt
relieved that he wouldn't have any more insubordination, was willing to let bygones be bygones—after a
suitable period of punishment. "What's been happening?' he asked with a curiogty that got the better of
his desire to discipline.

"E Gray has come back out of that quartz outcropping where we logt him. He's standing there talking to
the astronavigator who followed him up the mountain.”

"More of the same, | guess” the supervisor said. "Nothing's happened for ten days. Nothing likdy to
happen,” he said. He turned and started back down the aide toward his own office.



"Wait aminute" the operator cdled. "Here's something.”
Other operator heads raised up dl down the aide,

"Now, now; now, now!" the supervisor quarreled a them. "Get[176] on with your work, nothing to
concern you here, none of your business.”

But of course it was everybody's business. Anything different was everybody's business. All over the
world everybody was wondering about the enigma of Eden, everybody speculating, everybody with a
different answer. Some were glesful that science had findly got its comeuppance, and fdt no more than a
pleasure that the bigdomes had proved they weren't any smarter than anybody else. Others took an equd
pleasure in crying woe, woe, a this proof there were mysteries beyond man's knowing, woe, woe, now
that man would be punished for trying to know what he was not meant to know.

The operator took time out, in pite of the supervisor's admonishments, to ligten frankly.

"They've log Sght of the E," the operator exclamed. "No, wat aminute. There he is, down in the vdley,
coming out from behind a bush to talk to the pilot and the head men of the colony.”

"Can't have happened like that," the supervisor grumbled. "Ten or tweve miles from that mountain top to
the valey. The ship has garbled their reporting. Probably got behind in reporting and then just decided to
skip the journey back, and pick up to make it current. There's going to be complaints about this™

"W, you were right here" the operator said. "You were ligening. | didn't skip anything. It wasn't my
fault”

"All right, dl right."

"Wait aminute” the operator said. "Here, ligenin."
The supervisor's eyes grew round.

"Can't be" he exclaimed.

"All the buildings, everything'sjust like it was before,” the operator said loudly to the room at large. "All
of a sudden, the way they report it."

"They're faking the reports,” the supervisor grumbled irritably. "Have to be.”

"Now, no matter how much they fake, you can't rebuild dl those buildings in a couple hours™ the
operator argued.[177]

"None of our busness" the supervisor cautioned. "We jugt take the reports. Can't criticize us for
whatever the E.H.Q. ship out there's doing.”



"And everybody's got thelr clothes back on," the operator said loudly.

There was asgh of regret up and down the aide.

"Now the E's disappeared again,” the operator said, "They're scanning dl over, trying to find him."
The supervisor put down his headset with resolution.

"I'm going to my office to make a report on the doppy way this reporting has been done. There's going to
be fur flying over these skips and jumps, and | don't want it to be our fur. Best thing is to make the
complant fird," he said to the room at large. "Now you cal meif there's any more of this ballix," he said
to the operator as he l€ft.

An hour passed while the supervisor sat in his office. He wrote furioudy, scratched out, wrote some
more, tore up papers and threw them in the vague direction of the wastebasket, started afresh to write
some more. How to report without stepping on anybody's toes?

His buzzer sounded softly to give him respite, and he looked up from a virtudly blank piece of paper to
the board. The Eden operator again.

"Oh, no," he groaned. But he left his desk at once and hdf trotted up the ade.

"Now the captain of the ship says he wants Sector Chief Hayes a once" the operator cdled out.
"Something very important.”

"Veay wdl," the supervisor said. "Ring him."

But Hayes didn't wait for the ring. He had been ligening, red-eyed, tired, gaunt for lack of deep.
"Give me connection,” he said to the operator as soon as the line opened.

"Bill Hayes here, Captain,” he said, as soon as he received the sgnd. "What now?'[178]

"Mrs. Gray, the Junior E's wife, has disappeared from aboard ship,” the Captain said without any
preiminaries

"What do you mean 'disappeared?’ Hayes asked. "How could she disappear in deep space? Have you
looked everywhere? Checked the lifeboats? Maybe she took one and tried to get down to her husband
by hersdlf.”

"Weve looked everywhere. No lifeboats missng. No port has opened. You ought to know we wouldn't
bother you until we'd checked everything out firg.”

"She can't have disappeared into thin air, thin space,” Hayes quarreled back. "She must be on your ship
somewhere. When was she lagt seen?”



"That's—ah—that's mainly why I'm cdling you, Bill," the captain said. "A wild tae, obvioudy a mistake.
One of the crewmen passed her stateroom about an hour ago. Door was open and he looked in, the way
anybody does. Says he saw her ganding indde her cabin embracing a man. Says he didn't stop to look
close, but he was pretty sure it was E Gray. Says he knows because he's had access to the viewscope
and has watched E Gray on the surface of Eden.”

"There's been no report of any ship leaving Eden, joining you, Captain,” Hayes said accusingly.

"Because there hasn't been any," the captain snapped back. "So it can't have been E Gray she was
embracing. That's why | caled you. Looks like were going to have some petty scandd mixed up with
evaything dse”

"Looks like it, then,” Hayes sad with a vast weariness. "Some member of your crew, or one of the
sientigts” he sad. "Keep looking. Somebody's hiding her, probably to keep the scanda from breaking.

But it seems odd to me that she was so anxious to get out there near her husband and then in ten days
shed ..."

"Maybe her red anxiety was to be near somebody dready assgned to the ship,” the ceptain sad. "I
mean, weve got to consder dl the possibilities. Somebody she knew there at EH.Q."

"Keep checking, Captain. Il see if the Board wants to contact[179] E McGinnis. Maybe he knows
what's been going on around here that could lead us to the guy who's hiding her."

"Il keep checking, but she's not on board my ship,” the captain said. He sghed. Bill Hayes sighed. They
broke connection.

Hayes made contact with the Board chairman. It took only a few minutes to spin the latest tale of woe.
Ancther minute for the Board to decide direct intervention.

"Now they want me to make contact with the other ship,” the operator said to the supervisor. "The
Whed himsdf wants to know if E McGinniswill talk to him."

"Wadl, contact it, contact it," the supervisor commanded urgently.
"I'mdaing it! I'm doing it!" the operator quarreled back.

The both of them listened in on the conversation, on the grounds that testing the qudlity of reception was
anecessity. E McGinniss pilot was quite explicit.

"EMcGinniseft orders that under no circumstances was he to be disturbed,” the pilot said. "He, E Gray
and Mrs. Gray arein his cabin, in conference.”

"E Gray! Mrs. Gray!" the chairman exploded. "Impossble. How the devil did they get into your ship?"

"Dont ask me" the pilot said in atired voice. "l just work here. I'm gtting here minding my own business.
| see E McGinniss door open. He leans out the door and gives me my orders. | look past im and | see



E Gray and Mrs. Gray gtting in the room. Don't ask me how they got in there. | don't know. But | do
know this, I'm going to get mysdf a nice quiet milk run to Saturn or someplace, soon as | get back to
E.H.Q. If | ever do get back."

"Now, now," the Board chairman soothed. "I'm sure thereé's a ample explanation.” Crewmen willing to
pilot an E around the universe were hard to find.

"Yeah? After wha I've seen out here, | don't think I'd even want to hear it," the pilot said, and without
gpology cut off the communication.

[180]
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Had the pilot been able, a moment later, to look into the E's stateroom he would have seen ill another
vigtor, another who had not entered his ship by any normd means.

Attorney Generd Gunderson sat in a chair facing the two E's and Linda. He seemed stunned, frozen into
immoahility. Only his eyes were dive, darting here and there, unbdieving. There is limit to the number of
shocks the mind can withstand, and the series had come too fast for im to adjust to them.

He too had picked up Junior E Gray as soon as he came through the arch of the quartz outcropping on
top of the mountain, the structure that somehow interfered with their visoscope's aaility to penetrate and
see what went on indde. He had been watching when Gray suddenly disappeared from where he had
been taking with the astronavigator. That had been a shock, immediaidly followed by a greater one,
when the ship's operator had scanned the valey and found Gray talking with the E's pilot and the chief of
the colonigts. There was no way in which the journey could have been made thet rapidly.

He was dill watching when the village, the fidds, the escape ship, the E ship dl had suddenly materiaized
before his eyes. And the people were dl clothed. It couldn't be done, but he had seen it. But he kept his
head. E science mugt be farther dong[181] than he'd redlized, to produce a miradle such as this—buit it
was science. He mug hold to that, otherwise ...

He saw his case begin to mdt out from under him, and he made one more effort to regain some measure
of control. He gave his own pilot orders to land on the surface of Eden. He transmitted orders to the
other two police ships to follow in close formation; the three of them to land and take custodly.

But the barrier gill remained, and the ships could not penetrate it.

He told himsdf that dl wasn't lost. Maybe the E was back in control of Eden, but he, Gunderson, ill had
amords case. All those photographs! Some of the press and commentators might desert him, now that
the Junior had proved adequate to the job. Unless he chose carefully, some stupid judge might decide the



means were judtified by the end result. But there were those photographs, and the world was full of Mrs.
Grundy. He might have to back up a little bit on the incompetence of the Junior E, but Mrs. Grundy
would be behind hm a hundred per cent on the mords issue—when he rdeased some of the
photographs, and titillated her nasty imeagination by reference to others too indecent to release.

It was then that the observer ship got a cdl through to him, and told him that the photographs, every one
of them, had disappeared from the ship's vault where they had been locked, and the only thing remaining
in the vault was one little dip of paper which read, "Shame on you for taking fedthy pictures. Naughty,

neughty! Cavin Gray."

The case was crumbling, but dl was not lost. He dill had witnesses. He thought for a minute and began to
wonder about those witnesses. Any judge, anybody around the courts, anybody connected with the
press, and maybe even some of the public knew that any police officer will swear to any lie to back up
another police officer because he might need the favor returned tomorrow.

Without concrete evidence ...[182]

He suddenly found himsdf stlanding in the cabin of the E ship, confronted by E McGinnis, Junior E Gray,
and Mrs. Gray. He sank down in a chair and sat frozen, immobile Only his eyes were dive, darting
franticaly here and there as if expecting some hole to open up and swalow him—perhaps wishing one
would.

"I don't know just what to do with you,” Cd said a little sadly, ruefully. "Far as the E's are concerned,
youve only been a minor nuisance, hardly worth noticing, but your intentions were dangerous. As far
back as man's higory goes the growth of police powers immediatdy preceded and caused the fdl and
destruction of each culture.

"ltisalaw of the nature of man that he will resst the ascendancy of any specid me-and-mine group over
him; that this resstance will grow until man will even destroy himsdf in the attempt to destroy thet
ascendancy. In more recent higtory it was the growth, extension, and severity of the police in contralling
every attivity of man that destroyed both the United States and Russa.

"Now you are attempting to rebuild that same police control in world government. The result will be the
same. Man will destroy himsdf in trying to destroy you.

"Wein E don't want that to happen. We see no need of it. We have dready warned that the atitude of
the police toward the public is the mgor cause of crime, that crime will increase with each increase of
police power and severity until the whole structure rots and crumbles.

"Yet man has not yet progressed far enough to know how to maintain an organized society without some
specid body to enforce that organization. It's a problem which the E's haven't solved, probably because
we know too little about the naturd laws afecting the behavior of man. Perhaps it is dill a fidd beonging
to non-science, because science doesn't know enough yet to take hold of it.

"I would suggest, Gunderson, that you turn your tdents and[183] your organization to solving this
problem of how to build an organized society instead of destroying it."



The chair where Gunderson had sat was empty.

EMcGinnis looked at Cd; he too was Sitting Slent and immobile But E science had inured him to shock.
He waited because it was E Gray's show, and he was letting Ca handleit.

"Whereis he now?' McGinnis asked when he saw the empty chair.

"Sitting at his desk in his office back on Earth,” Cd said with a grin. "Our boy has a few things to think
about."

"Youve explained the theory back of dl this'—McGinnis changed the subject—"but | 4ill find it
incredible. It's il just theory.”

"Wdl," Cd sad, "theory comesfirs. Even to add two and two, you firs have to get the idea that it can
be done, atheory of how it is done, but that ill won't get you four. Y ou've got to learn how to gpply the
theory.

"When | firg found | knew how, | was pretty concerned. The whole basis of science is that anybody can
do it, anybody who follows the step-by-step method. It doesn't take any specid gifts that can't be
trained. | had visons of a world, a universe of people, in possession of this theory and method before
they were wise enough to use it, and chaos.

"But when | thought it over, | stopped worrying. The methods of science are dso open to dl. But few
bother to learn them. Most prefer their frugtrations and their miseries to meking the effort which will solve
them. For centuries the libraries containing dl the accumulated knowledge and wisdom of mankind have
been free and open to anybody who wants to read, but few have bothered to absorb that knowledge and
that wisdom.

"This new key we have that unlocks the door to another viga of knowledge, another point of view
whereby we can change materid things to suit our desire, is merdy another advance of science. For
science, after dl, is no more than organized knowledge of redity. You can't multiply Sx times sx until
youve learned how to add two and two. Most people won't bother.[184]

"It will be along, long time before any sgnificant number will graduate through dl the normd seven steps
of E science to become ready for the eighth. Some of the E's will master it, but you know how few E's
there are. And the E's have enough restraint, wisdom, and selflessness to use this new knowledge for the
benefit of man ingtead of his detriment.

"I suspect that one has to be graduated beyond the desire to make me-and-mine ascendant over others
before he can absorb this knowledge.”

"Maybe that's my trouble,” McGinnis said dowly. "I've been thinking, dl dong, of how much power this
givesthe E's. Wondering if even the E's should have that much power over others.”

Linda spoke up.



"EMcGinnis" she said, "Cd has solved the problem of what happened to the colonigts, why they didn't
communicate. Do you think thiswill qudify him for hisbig E?*

Both men burgt into laughter.

"No quedtion of it, Linda" E McGinnis said with a chuckle. "But | doubt it redly matters to E Gray, now.
He can do things none of the rest of us can do, and the redl question now is whether we have the right to
cdl ourselves Seniors until we can match his aility."

"l think," Cd said dowly, "wed better recommend to E.H.Q. that the colonists be withdrawn from Eden,
assigned somewhere dse. I've left the shieddd around the planet so none can enter or leave without the
aghth key. | can unlock the door and close it again. Perhaps Eden should become the next step for the
E, the next hurdle he must cross.

"When I've sent my ship and crew back to Earth, and welve removed dl the colonits, it might be a good
idea to restore Eden to what it was when | arrived—a place where no tools will work, no physicd tools.
To qudify for E, a man will be put on the idand, where he can live as we lived, to work out the
step-by-step method. When he's ready, he can go into the thought-amplifier[185] on top of the mountain,
and if hismind is open enough to the potentials hell recaive the find step of indtruction—as | did.

"One by one, as the E's shake free of ther present projects, they can take this next step.”
"I'm not working on any project right now," E McGinnis said hopefully.
"Il be right back," Cd said with agrin, "and well get started on it."

The chair where he had been stting was empty.

[186]
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Cd stood within the crystal amphitheater atop the mountain and watched the interplay of lights until he felt
communion come.

Rapture! Joy!
Quedtion?

"Be paient,” he said. "There will be more, and more, and more.



"You had an advantage,” he reminded Them. "You started with a crygdline vibration nearer to the force
fidd than that possible in protoplasm. We've had to come up the hard way.

"But we have come up.

"You had no competition. We've had to fight for our very lives every inch of the way, endure the
setbacks lading for centuries, millennia. It is no wonder that the me-and-mine-ascendant concept has
dominated dl our thought, and does Hill. Without it, we'd not have survived at dl.

"It takes time to outgrow it, to learn we can survive without it. Five hundred years after Copernicus, a
aurvey of the high school students in the United States reveded that a third of them dill rgjected his
knowledge, dill believed the Earth to be at the center of the universe and man was the reason why the
universe had been created at dl. But two thirds had adjusted.

"More important, there was a Copernicus.

"Don't sdl man short because he's dow to learn, and you are[187] impatient for fuller, deeper exploration
of the truths in redity. He has much to offer you, as you to him. Competition for survival has given him
ingenuity.

"Once dl learned men believed the Earth to be the center of the universe, but there was a Copernicus
who asked the question, 'What if it isnt so?

"Millions of men watched apples fdl to the ground, but one did ask if this might not be the key to the
dructure of the universe, the balance of the stars.

"Billions watched the stars, but findly one did ask, 'What if the light be curved instead of straight?

"Thereis capacity in man, this protoplasmic life, that had to learn an ingenuity which might surpass even
yours.

"Thisis not the find door in the corridor of thought. Still other doors, on down the corridor, are yet to be
explored. And you may need these specid gifts of man to open them, as he has needed this new room of
thought.

"Be patient. A million or a billion may come here to seek the method that can change things to fit the
equation of desire, before one comes who asks a question even you have not conceived.

"But someday he will come—and ask.”

Thelights danced faster now in patterns of ddight.
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