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When theCorianis vanished in space between Kholar and Maninea, she was missed at once, which was
distinctly unusud. Jack Bedell was aboard her a the time, but his presence had nothing to do with it; it
was pure chance. Ordinarily a ship is missed only when her follow-up papers, carried from her port of
departure by another ship, arrive at her port of destination and say that she left at such-and-such atime,
bound for the place where she didn't arrive. This can be asurprisingly long time later.

But in the case of theCorianis, therewas no timelost. The Planetary President of Manineahad paid a
gate visit to Kholar for the beginning of negotiations for atrade-treaty between the two neighbor worlds.
Now he headed back home on theCorianis, which was chartered for the trip. Important politica figures
of Kholar accompanied him to try to finish the trade-treaty job on Maninea. It was a charming picture of
interplanetary political cordidity, and Jack Beddll got passage by accident. It was a short hop
anyhow—barely six light-years— calling for two daysin overdrive. Then, the day after theCorianis
departure, apolitical storm blew up in the Planetary Congress of Kholar, and a second ship was
chartered to follow and give new and contradictory in-

gructionsto the Kholarian negotiators. So the second ship arrived less than two days after theCorianis
should have touched ground. Only, theCorianis hadn't; it had vanished in space.

From any viewpoint, it was anasty business. There was alimit to the distance at which ships could
communicate in space, and there was alimit to the speed of radiation by which adistresssgna could be
sent; the combination was depressing. Cdl alight-second an inch: then six light yearsisthirty-six miles. In
thisframe of reference, aship like theCorianis— abig one—is smaler than avirusparticle; and if
something happensto it on the two-day run, thejob of finding it is trictly comparable to finding one lost
virus-particle on several dozen miles of highway, with only avery few other motes able to move around
and look for it.

It was an extra-nasty bit of business, too, because the Planetary President of Manineawas on board,
accompanied by the Minister of State of Kholar; the Minister of Commerce of Kholar; the Speaker of
the Planetary Senate of Manines; the Chairman of the Lower House Committee on Extra-Planetary
Affarsof Kholar; and athronging assortment of assistants, aides, secretaries, wives, children, and
servants. They were ahlsettled down for the journey when Jack Beddl| diffidently applied for passage.
Somebody misunderstood, and thought him part of the two officia parties; he got on board less than ten
minutes before take-off.

Hewasn't important; he was only amathematica physicist. When theCorianis was realized to be
missing, people worried about the more important people and felt badly about the women and children.
Nobody was disturbed about Beddll, but theCorianis needed to be found and helped in her emergency.
Nobody had ever yet located a ship once vanished in space, but theCorianis was remarkably
well-found, with specid devicesfor distress signds. She might be located.



Naturaly, when she lifted off there was no faintest hint of disaster ahead. She was a huge ship and
licensed for journeys of any length within the gdaxy. On the Kholar City spaceport she towered
twenty-five stories high, and was a least as much in diameter. She was an imposing spectacle as she
waited for the clear-to-rise signal. When she rose, she was even more Stately.

Shelifted at 4:11 Kholar City time. In two minutes, the sky outside her ports was dark. In four minutes,
gtars appeared and automatic shutters cut off the burning light of the local sun. In twelve minutes, shewas
well out of atmosphere and merely a peck of dazzling sunlight reflected down to those who watched her
departure. Shewas an artificid gar, visblein daylight. She went on out and out and out for some tens of
thousands of miles, then she swung dightly about some inner axis, she steadied.

Sheflicked ingtantaneoudy out of Sight as her overdrive field sprang into being, and drove for the
Maninean solar system a some hundreds of times the speed of light. By the nature of the structured field
about her, theCorianis could not remain stationary. Wherever the field was, the fact of being there was
intolerable. It acted asif it, and dl its contents, were possessed of anegative inertia, so that enormous
energy would be needed to hold it ill. The theory of the overdrive field was not fully understood, but the
best guesswasthat it partly neutralized those cosmic forces which tend to keep things asthey are, and
what they are, and where they are. Nobody knew just how delicate the balance of such forces might be,
but the overdrive field worked.

Anyhow, theCorianis trandated hersalf from one place to another with a cdlerity that was unthinkable.
She did not so much move through space as exist for infinitesmal parts of a second in a series of places
where she could not continue to exist. Y et she was safe enough. Since two things cannot be in the same
place a the sametime, theCorianis could not cometo bein aplace where

there was something ese; she could not collide with ameteor, for example. If one existed at the spot
where she should be a single one-millionth-of-a-second ahead—why —she skipped that space and
existed temporarily where otherwise she would have been two one-millionths-of-a-second in the future.
There were limitsto the process, to be sure; it was doubtful asto how far aship in overdrive could skip;
it would not be wiseto risk collison with asun, or even asmall planet. But such athing had never been
known to happen.

So the big ship seemed to float, utterly tranquil, in her bubble of modified space, while actudly she
changed her position with relation to the planet sheéld I eft at the rate of some seven hundred fifty thousand
million miles per hour. She was divided into dozens of compartments with separate air-systems and
food-supplies for each, and she had two overdrive units—one a spare—and she was equipped with
everything that could makefor safety. If any ship should have made the journey from Kholar to Maninea
without incident, that ship wastheCorianis. It seemed that nothing lessthan a specia intervention of
cosmicill-will could possibly do her any harm.

The cause of her disaster, however, was pure blind chance. It was as unreasonabl e as the presence of
Jack Bedell among her passengers. He was a smal man with athoughtful expression and a diffident
manner. To afew men working in extremely abstruse research, Bedell was a man to be regarded with
respect. But he was dmost painfully shy; to an average under-secretary he was unimpressive. He was on
theCorianis because aman held gone to Kholar to consult had stepped in front of a speeding ground-car
the day before hisarrival in Kholar City, and there was no reason for him to stay there. The whole thing
was accident.

The disaster to theCorianis was at least as unreasonable. Something of the sort had to happen some
time or another, but it didn't have to be theCorianis— and it didn't have to be the particular mass of
planetary debrisit was.



For the firgt twenty-seven hours of her journey, the Sate of things aboardship was perfectly normd. The
| Planetary President of Maninearemained in his suite, except for asingle forma appearance at dinner.
The Minigter of State of Kholar practiced equa dignity. The Kholarian Minister of Commerce
relaxed—which meant that he strolled through the public rooms and looked over the girl secretarieswith
alecheroudy parentd air. Other palitical figuresdid other things, none of them outstanding. Nursestook
children to the children's diversion-rooms, and some were obediently diverted, while others howled and
had to be taken back to their mothers. Jack Bedell wandered about, watching his fellow-passengers with
interest, but much too shy to make acquaintances.

Thetimefor deep arrived—the time by Kholar City meridian, which the passengers observed. It
passed. Thetime for getting up arrived. It passed. Thetime for breskfast came around. It went by.

Bedd| sat in arecreation-room, mildly watching his ship-companions, when the disaster took place. He
was probably the only person in the passenger's part of the ship who noticed. The vanishing of the
Corianis was not spectacular, to those who vanished with it.

Thelights dimmed momentarily; there was the faintest possiblejar. That wasdl.
1l

From outside, something visible did occur. True, theCorianis could not be seen; where she was, she
exigted for such immeasurably small fractions of amicrosecond that she wouldn't have been visble even
inthelight of aclose-crowding sun. But there was no sun hereabouts, the sun Kholar wasa
fourth-magnitude star back aong the ship's course, the sun of Manineawas a third-magnitude star ahead.
Herewas only garlight.

It was very faint and unable to make anything seem brighter than thetiny glitterings of the gdaxy's
uncount-

able digtant suns. Even if somebody had been hereabouts in a ship out of overdrive, it isunlikely that any
warning would have appeared. Now and again atiny pin-point of light winked out and on again. It
couldn't have been observed; there were too many stars, and too few of them blinked out for too-short
instants. But there was something out here.

It was debris—aclump of lumps of stone and metd, hurtling to nowhere. They were the fragments of a
planet, broken to bits and thrown away through space by die explosion of anova, like the one that
formed the Crab Nebula. The explosion happened before men, back on Earth, had learned to warm
themselves by camp-fires. The gas-nebula part of the explosion was long-since expanded to nothingness,
but the fragments of aworld went on. There were scraps of stone the size of pebbles, and lumps of metal
the size of mountains. Some floated aone, up to hundreds of milesfrom any other. But therewas aloose
meass of objects gathered together by then: small gravitationa fields, which was of the size but not the
solidity of aminor moon.

All these objects flew onward as they had since the galaxies were closer and aimost new. The
moon-sized mass of clumped objects crossed the path along which theCorianis trandated itsdf. The ship
wasinvisble, the planetary debris undetectable.

There was asudden, mongtrousflare of light. It blazed frenziedly where the largest clump of fragments
floated. It was an explosion more savage than any atomic explosion; it volatilized a quantity of metal
equd to haf theCorianis mass. It jolted the few hundreds of cubic milesof ceestid trash which had



gathered into aclump. It made aflame of white-hot metal vapor ten milesin diameter, whichin
milliseconds expanded and dimmed, and in hundredths of a second had expanded so far that it did not
even glow.

From afew thousand miles away, it would have looked like afairly bright spark which went out
immediately. From afew million, it would have seemed the temporary

shining of arather faint star. At adistance theCorianis would cover in three heartbests, anaked eye
could not have seenit a all. It was merely some few thousands of tons of metal turned to vapor and
expanding furioudy. Presently it would congtitute a cloud of iron-and-nickd atomsfloatingin
space—which would be unusud; there are calcium clouds between the stars, and hydrogen clouds, but
no iron-and-nickel ones. But thiswould be one.

TheCorianis was gone.
v

Beddl tensed alittle where he sat in an easychair in alounge on board theCorianis. Thelightshed
blinked; there was abarely noticegble jar. In a partly-filled dining-room just beyond him, people
continued with what might be either breakfast or lunch, depending on when they got up. Those who
sipped at drinks did not missadrop. Jack Bedell gazed around him and automatically cocked an eye
where speaker-units permitted warnings and information to be given to the entire ship at once. But
nothing happened. Nothing. In acity, perhaps, one might not notice if the dectricity flickered, or if the
floor bumped dightly; but in aship in space such things are matters of importance.

After alittle, Bede| stood up and moved toward the door of that particular room. He glanced dong the
corridor outside. Y es. At the end there was a view-port, closed now because the ship wasin overdrive
and there was nothing to be seen. But such ports were very popular among ship passengers at
landing-time; they offered the thrill of seeing aworld from hundreds, then scores, and then tens of miles
asthe ship went down to itslanding.

A stout woman got in hisway, and Beddl| diffidently moved asde. He went on to theend of the
corridor. There was amanua control by which the shutters outside the port could be opened. He took
the handle to open them.

Someone said hesitantly, "Is—isthat dlowed?!

Bedd | turned. It was agirl, afellow-passenger. He'd noticed her. With the instinct of onewho isshy
himsdf, hed known that she suffered, like himself, the unreasonable but rea agonies of
self-consciousness. She flushed as he looked at her.

"l 1 just thought it might be—forbidden," she hdf-stammered.

"It'squitedl right,” he said warmly. "I've done it before, on other ships.”

She stood stock-till and he knew she wished herself away; held felt that way, too. So he turned the
handle and the shutters drew aside. Then heforgot the girl completely for amoment; his hair tried to

stand on end.

Because he saw the stars. In overdrive, one does not see the stars; in mid-journey, one does not go out
of overdrive. But the stars were visible now—more, there was an irregular blackness which shut out



many of them. It moved very dowly with relation to the ship. It was an object floating in emptiness. It
could be smd| and very near, or farther away and many times the size of theCorianis.

There was another object, jagged and irregular. There were others. TheCorianis was out of overdrive
and in very bad company, something like three light-years from port.

He swalowed, and then moved aside.

"Therearethe stars," hetold the girl. He very carefully kept hisvoice steedy. "They're dl the colorsthere
are. Notice?'

She looked; and the firmament as seen from space isworth looking at. "Oh-h-h!" she cried. She forgot
to be shy. "And that blackness...."

"It'sthe effect of the overdrivefied,” he said untruthfully.

She looked. Shewas carried away by the sight. Bedell figured she would probably find someoneto tell
about it, and if there was an emergency—and there was— the fewer passengers who knew about it, the
better.

She asked eager questions, and then she turned and

looked at him and realized, that she had been talking; she was embarrassed.

"Look!" said Beddl uncomfortably. "I've done quite alot of space-travel, but I—I find it hard to talk to
people, though it's perfectly proper for fellow-passengersto tak. I'd be grateful.. ."

She hesitated; but his diffidence was real. He'd spoken because she would not tell anyone that the ship
was out of overdrive. Maybe—maybe—something could be done about it. And people who are shy can
often talk together because they understand.

"Then well find aplaceto st down," he suggested.

Presently, inconspicuoudy, he wiped sweet off hisforehead. The ship would be about hafway onits
journey. If it made asignd, and if the signd could reach so far, it would reach the two nearest planets
some three years from now, when theCorianis was forgotten. There were other resources, but they
depended on the ship being missed right away. That wasn't likely.

So he talked to the girl. Her name was Kathy Sanders. She was secretary to an assistant to the
Secretary of Commerce.

When they separated, he thought of something.

"Now, why the hell didn't | remember that a passenger ship hasto have a spare overdrive unit?' he
demanded of himsdlf. "How glly can | get? Everything'sdl right. It must bel”

But it wasn't.
V

TheCorianis lay dead in space. Dark objects floated about her; they were lumps, bits, masses,



mountain-sized things which millions of years before had been part of aplanet.

There'd been only the skipper and the first officer and a quartermaster in the control-room when the
disaster happened. Utterly without warning of any sort, the overdrive unit bucked and roaring arcs legped
and crackled;

the overdrive unit turned to scrap metd in less than seconds. The brownish, featureless haze outside the
unshuttered ports vanished. There were myriads of stars—and objects. Something the size of a
mountain-range turned dowly, off to one Sde of the ship. Innumerable other floating things hung
suspended on every hand.

Save for the arcs—and they were momentary—there was no sound. Therewas ajar from the bucking
of the Unit beforeit dumped into melted metd, but there was no flash of flame—no explosion of any
sort. Y et the ship which had moved at the rate of three-quarters of atrillion miles per hour was till, and
thefirgt officer gaped stupidly out the ports, and the quartermaster began to shake visibly where he
stood.

ThiswaswhiletheCorianis lay dead in space. But the skipper sprang across the control-room. He
flipped on the ship's radars and swung the control which would warm up the planetary drive, normally
used only for lifting from a space-port and for landing. The radars began to register. TheCorianis was
within miles of afloating rock-and-metal continent which existed in emptiness. She was within tens of
miles of hundreds of bits of cosmic junk, ranging from the size of sand-grainsto that of houses. Within
hundreds of miles, there were thousands of floating dangers.

The"ready" light for planetary drive glowed green. The skipper jerked the lever to minimum power; the
ship gathered way. He steered her clear of the nearest dangers. Below, the engine-room crew
matter-of-factly cut away the wrecked drive-unit and began to braze the spare to functioning connection.

Time passed. The skipper, swesting, navigated theCorianis among theleisurdy, rolling, gigantic things
which could crush the ship'shull like an eggshell. It took him hoursto get to where he dared use more
than a quarter-gravity drive. It was more hours before he dared use half-gravity. Many hours passed
before the radars promised safety if he went again into overdrive.

When the brown haze settled before the control-room

ports once more, the skipper was jumpy; the ship would be at least ten hourslate to Maninea. The
skipper let histhird officer make the announcement over the public-address system. He couldn't do it
himsdlf; histhroat clicked spasmodicaly shut when hetried to talk.

TheCorianis should have been destroyed! She should have gone out of existence in amonstrous gout of
flame; by thisinstant she should be no more than acloud of vapor-fine particles, floating in emptiness.
She had hit an enormous mass of planetary wreckage while speeding faster than light; she had hit asolid
object she could not skip beyond. She had burned out her overdrive in what could only have been a
collison! But it was not concelvable that the ship would remain as she was, solid and undtrained, after-a
collison with acontinent of metal out between the stars.

The skipper knew he couldn't be alive. He had a strange, numb conviction that he was aghost, and the
ship and al on board her with him. Despite this belief, however, he was cautiousin his gpproach to
Maninea. Ordinarily held have come out of overdrive for a corrective sight something over aminute short
of estimated time of arriva; athousand thousand million milesisleaway enough for anybody. But the
skipper cut overdrive three hours short of arrival, and an hour, and twice more before he went on



interplanetary drive again and caled down hoarsdy for permission to land. TheCorianis was more than
thirteen hourslate.

Even s, shedidn't land immediately. Instead of getting clearance in forty-five seconds, it required more
than an hour to get permission to descend. There was confusion aground; there was argument; there was
acute gpprehension and flat dishelief and the degpest of deep suspicion. When theCorianis did settle on
the spaceport tarmac, there was hysteria.

Because theCorianis— at leasta Corianis— was dready aground. She had landed on Manineajust
forty-saven hours thirteen minutes after lifting off from Kholar. She had brought home the Planetary
President of Maninea,

the Speaker of the Senate of Maninea, and various persons dependent upon them. She had a so brought
the Minister of State for Kholar, the Minister of Commerce, the Chairman of the Lower House
Committee on Extra-Planetary affairs, and amass of aides, assistants, secretaries, wives, children, and
servants. The ship itself was till aground at the spaceport.

When theCorianis landed—the Con'anw-with-a-burned-out-drive-unit—she settled down beside
hersdf. There weretwoCorianis. There were two Planetary Presidents of Maninea. There were a'so
two Speakers of the Senate, two Ministers of State for Kholar, two Ministers of Commerce, two
Chairmen of the Lower House Committee, and two of very nearly everybody € sewho'd sailed from
Kholar. And the twos, the twins, the sets, the pairs of individuas, were not merely as much adike astwo
peas are like each other. They were as much dike asapeaistoitsalf. They were exactly aike.

It was quite impossible. It was utterly impossible.
But it was even more embarrassing.
VI

Barely aday after the departure of theCorianis from Kholar, a hagtily-chartered mail-ship lifted off to
carry corrected instructions to the emissaries negotiating atrade-tresty on Maninea. This other ship went
out some twenty thousand milesfrom the planet Kholar, winked into overdrive, stayed in overdrive with
its pogition rlative to Kholar changing a the rate of seven hundred fifty thousand million miles per hour,
and arrived a the Maninean solar system on schedule and without incident. But theCorianis had not
arrived before her. TheCorianis was overdue. There had been a disaster; theCorianis wasmissng.

The shipping-service force on Manineatoreits collective hair. There was a ship aground, taking off for
Ghdlt. It carried away with it a pleafrom the shipping

servicefor shipsto help hunt for the missngCorianis. The mail-ship sped back to Kholar; it carried a
pleafor aid in the urgently necessary search. Meanwhile, Man-ineawould take dl possible measures.
Kholar would do the same.

The main reason for hope, about theCorianis, wasthat she carried on board the very latest
distress-signal system for ships of her size and class. She carried arocket which could drive some
thousands of rffiles away from adisabled ship, and then detonate a fission-type atomic bomb. The rocket
was of iron, which would be volatized by the explosion. It would be spread asacloud of iron particlesin
gpace. In lessthan aweek the innnitesmaly thin cloud should spread to amillion miles. Inamonthit
would be asizeable patch of vapor. It would be thinner than an ordinary hard vacuum, but it could be
detected. In six monthsit would still be detectable, and it would cover an dmost certainly observable



area of a gpectrotelescope’s field between Kholar and Maninea.

The point was that there are no iron-atom clouds in space. Should one appear it would have to be
artificid and hence adistress-signd. In the case of theCorianis, her course was known; one could know
along what lineto look for an appedl for ad.

So, immediately, the shipping-service force on Maninea sent up a space lifeboat with a spectrotel escope
on board. It would look for an iron cloud in space dong the line to Kholar. The evidencefor such a
cloud would be thefact that it absorbed iron-spectrum frequencies from the starlight passing throughiit.

If theCorianis set off her sgna-bomb amere one hundred sixteen thousand thousand million milesfrom
Maninesg, the cloud could be detected within aweek. If it were set off farther away, its detection would
be delayed. But shipsto search had been asked for; when they came, they'd follow theCorianis course
back toward Kholar, stopping to look for iron-clouds every few light-days along the way. They'd pick
up an artificid cloud of iron vapor

long before light passing through it could get to elther planet.

So the shipping-service forces hoped. Thejob of finding one space-ship on asight-light-year course,
with possible errors hi dl three dimensions—it wasn't an easy one. But if the shipping service did find the
Corianis, it could fed proud.

But it didnt. It only found out where theCorianis had vanished.
Vi

TheCorianis loudspesker system bellowed, demanding attention. An agitated voicetried to explain to
the passengers why they must remain on board for the time being. There was now in port—in fact right
next to theCorianis— another ship of the same name and same design and same interior and exterior
fitting. That other ship had brought passengers to Manineawho had claimed to be, and been believed to
be, the persons theCorianis brought. Somebody who claimed to be the Planetary President had been on
that other ship. Naturally, there was concern when a second claimant to that identity and office appeared.
Thered been aMinister of State from Kholar on the other vessal. And a Speaker of the Senate, and a
Chairman of aLower House Committee and—in short—persons claiming to be nearly everybody down
to the smallest child on board the ship.

The passengers on theCorianis erupted in indignation. Everybody knew whohe was! 1t was ridiculous
to ask him to stay on board while the identification of the other person claiming to be him was
investigated! That other person was an impostor! Hewas ascoundrel! Clap himinjail and ...

Jack Bedell was possibly the only person on board theCorianis who redly tried to make sense of the
agitated words from the public-address system. The others seethed and growled and roared their
resentment; helistened.

His expresson changed from astonishment to in-

credulity, and then much later to avery great thoughtful-ness. Kathy watched his face as bewilderment
and uneasinessincreased in her.

"It'sofficid!" he said presently, dmost in awe. "And no politician would dare try to make anybody
believe such athing! It's panic—jpure, unimaginative panic that makes them admit it!"



Kathy swalowed. "I can—imagine one person impersonating somebody else” she sad uneasly. "But a
lot of people—ashipload! And—the President of the planet? How could anybody impersonate him?
Too many people know him too well'— Couldn't they be crazy to suspect us of being impostors?*

Bedd| shook his head. "Delusions have asort of cockeyed logic to them,” hetold her. "Nothing isas
crazy asfacts. | believethis. Redlity can dways outguessimagination!™

She gtared at him.

"I'veforgotten the figures," he added, "but the odds are billions to one against any person having the
same fingerprints as any other member of the human race since time began. Of course, twoina
generation is unthinkable. And here we've got scores of identical-fingerprint pairs of people turning up.
The odds againgt it—oh, nobody will believeit!"

"But it can't betrue, canit?' asked Kathy. She felt more comfortable, talking to Bedell, than sheld ever
felt with anybody else. She hoped he felt the same way.

"Oh, it's probably true," said Bedell. "It'sjust impossible. That's dways upsetting . . . Let's get some
lunch and think about it."

They moved past corridors full of people who had been prepared to |eave the ship and now were
forbidden to do so0. They wereinfuriated; they were insulted.

"L eaving asde the impossibility of thething,” observed Bedd| as he and Kathy seated themselvesin one
of the ship'sdining salons, "there are some other angles. There are two Planetary Presidents. Whichis
which? There are two Ministers of State for Kholar. The duplication runs

al down theline. | wonder if there's another me on board that other ship. I'd guessthat the odds are less
than for most people. And | wonder if there's another you.”

Kathy started. She turned pale. "Nobody'd have reason to impersonate me!" she protested. But she was
frightened. " Anyhow that—that couldn't be!™

Jack Bedell shrugged, but he smiled at her, reassuringly. They saw awaiter, but no one cameto serve
them. Presently other passengers came into the dining-room, talking indignantly of the affront of
suspecting them of being fakes.

Strangersin uniform moved past the doorway of the dining-saloon. A pompous figure, the Minister of
State, stood splendidly in their way. He addressed them asif they were voters, hisvoice rolling and
sonorous and angry. He oratoricaly protested the outrage of doubting hisidentity. It would be resented!
Therewould beretaliation! An gpology wasin order, and an immediate withdrawa of the order
forbidding himtoland. . .

The strangers walked around him and moved on. A bewildered man in ship's uniform led the way.
"They're going to the purser's office," said Bedell, nodding his head. "They'll take the passenger-list to
compare with the otherCorianis list of people on board. Of coursetheloca problem isthat their
president exigtsin two copies. That will upset the whole planetary government.”

"Y ou—seem to know what's going on,” said Kathy, uneasly.



"I don't," Bedell told her. "But there's such athing as a universe of discourse—an acceptance of the
preposterous so you can arrive a sense. // it'strue that there are doubles of dmost everybody, dike even
to fingerprints —why—such-and-such other things must be true, so. But not even in auniverse of
discourse would absolutely everybody on both ships be absolutely dike! Thered haveto be some
exceptions. . . . How long have you been the secretary of somebody who would naturally want you on
thistrade-treety trip?"

Shelicked her lips. She was scared; the idea of another, independent version of hersdlf, knowing
everything she knew, capable of anything she could do, but not under her contral...

"I've had my job three months," she said. "Before
that..."

"The chances are good that you're unique,” said Bedell, "if the universe of discourse I'm thinking of is
vdid"

The men in strange uniforms went back past the dining salon door. They were followed by the Speaker
of the Senate of Maninea. He expostulated furioudy. The men in the strange uniformslooked hunted and
upset. They il had the ship's purser with them.

"I think," said Bedell, "that thisis going to go pretty far. How'd you like to look out a port at thislunatic
world which says we can't be ourselves because somebody eseisus?’

Heled the way down two levels to where nobody crowded the corridors. It was quite silent, here.
Someone had turned off the thread-thin whisper of music which prevented ghastly silence on the ship
whilein flight. They went to the end of a corridor. Bedell cranked open the shutters of aport and they
looked ouit.

They werein theCorianis, but theCorianis rested solidly aground two hundred yards away. The other
ship was gigantic; it was solid. It was an absolutely perfect duplicate of theCorianis fromwhich they
looked. It was not the kind of object one could imagine as partaking of the impossible or the unred.
There was nothing ghostly about it; it was defiantly an actua thing.

Bedell looked down at the spaceport's surface.

"There," he observed with careful camness, "there's the purser—from this ship. And there's the other of
him, over there. There aretwo df him, just asthe loudspeskers said.”

The men in strange uniforms had reached the spaceport tarmac with theCorianis purser intheir midst.
They now met another group of uniformed men with theCorianis purser in their midst. The port from
which

Bedd|l and Kathy looked down was a good fifty feet high, but they could see perfectly. The purser just
emerged from the ship wasidentica to the man aready on the spaceport ground. They wereidentica in
height and weight and the fit of their uniforms. That was concelvable. But they moved dike; they made
the same gestures. It was insanely like seeing mirror-images making independent motions. Onefelt the
same shocked incredulity.

Kathy pointed a shaking finger. "Therés Mr. Brunn! My boss! But he's here on the ship! If—if



theres—if I'm down theretoo ..."

She searched for her own salf among the figures down below, shaking with terror lest she might
succeed.

A ground-car rolled out past the spaceport buildings and came to ahalt below. Beddll recognized the
man who stepped out; he was the Planetary President. With him wasthe Kholarian Minister of State.
Both of them happened—as Beddl knew very well—also to be on board theCorianis which had
recently landed.

"Now | wonder," said Bedd | meditatively, "if the President who got herefirst isgoing to try to face
down the President who got here second! And if the Minister of State of Kholar is going to denounce his
other sdlf, who'sfoaming a the mouth at thisinstant on board this ship!™

Another ground-car arrived and disgorged dignified persons. The intention was clear; the head of the
Maninean planetary government found himself accused of imposture. Somebody €l se claimed to be him.
Lesser officias who had seen the claimant were uncertain and unsure. But the President knew who he
was! With enormous dignity he came to confound the impostor who could bewilder his subordinates.
Face-to-face, he was sure, there could be no doubt of who was who!

But Jack Bededll, staring from overhead, saw the confusion and then the terrific and undignified row
which followed the discovery that it was hopel ess—not only to know who was who, but which was
which. Other ground-cars arrived, and the two identical Planetary Presidents of Manineafaced each
other. They were backed by equal-

ly identica Ministers of State of Kholar, two identica Speakers of the Maninean Senate, two Chairmen
of the Lower House Committee, and so on down to the utterly identical nurses—identical to fingerprints
and eye-patterns—who tended the utterly identical children of identical assistant undersecretaries, and
even to theidentical undersecretaries identica wives. And even the wives wereidentica to the very
number and location of gray hairsin their heads caused by identical griefs caused by their identica
husbands! Naturdly, there was tumult.

It was abeautiful row, a stupendous one, and it settled nothing whatever. The governmental process of
an entire planet clanked to a halt pending the solution of the problem posed by theCorianis tardy or
over-hasty arrival. The government of another planet would be thrown into confusion as soon asthis
news reached it.

"l think," said Beddll, gazing down, "1 think they're going to haveto try something else. They'll never be
able to settle the matter on objective evidence. They've just tried to act on the theory that two people
can't be exactly alike—but it appears that they can be, and are. Now they'll try to find some people who
aren't identical and study them to find out why not. | suspect that we may be caled on, Kathy."

Kathy's teeth chattered.

"|—didn't see mysdlf down there," she said shakily. "1—I don't want to! I'd—I think I'd hate her."

Bedd | looked surprised. Then his expression changed.

"Yes. | suppose onewould. Hmmm . .. Simple, natura ingtincts like that will probably have agood ded
to do with settling this business.



Asthey turned away from the port, loudspeakers clicked and everywhere over the ship the same voice
was heard in innumerable echoings of the same words."Will the following passengers please go to the
exit-port? Will the following passengers please go to the exit-port?" Therefollowed four names.
One was Beddll's. One was Kathy's. Neither of them recognized the other two.

"Thisisgood," said Beddll. "They hopeto learn some-

thing from us because we came on theCorianis and we are nevertheless like everybody else on every
other planet in the galaxy. We're peculiar. We are ourselves done. We can fed proud.”

Presently, in one of the spaceport offices aharried Maninean officia looked at them with greet though
precarious sdf-control.

"Look here!" he said uneasily. "On both ships together there are just seven people who don't match up
to the last pimple with somebody else. Y ou're two of the seven. Can you explain why you aren't part of
the business that is driving everybody crazy?'

Bedd| found himsdf hestating. Then he cursed himsdf for self-consciousness. He sad, "I got onthe
Corianis at thelast minute—by accident. | wasn't redly supposed to be on the ship. | imagine you'd say
my presenceisaccidenta. That might explainit.”

The officid said drearily, "The ship record says you're amathematica physicigt. Isthere anybody on
Manineawho might know you persondly?"

"l think s0," said Beddll. "There was a convention of astrophysicists on Hume, someyearsago. | read a
paper there. Some men from your astrophysical ingtitute here will probably remember me.”

"Well check that,” said the official. He seemed to brood. "Thisisthe devil of amess The planetary
vice-presdent hasissued an executive order, keeping authority in hisown hands until it'sdecided whois
the real president. Both—both men who seem to be President have agreed to it, though both of them are
raging. Thetwo Minigters of State from Kholar have agreed to hold up officia conferences until things
are straightened out. And we're sending a ship to Kholar with areport and records and memos from
everybody on both ships, to seeif they can solveit on Kholar. Y ou aren't anybody's double. But do you
want to send any message? Nobody claimsto be you—or her."

Beddll frowned. "l think," he said thoughtfully, “that ther€lll be somebody back on Kholar who'll clam to
be

me. Hell be registered at the Grampion Hotel in Kholar City. Hell be waiting for aship that will be
coming here. He missed theCorianis. I'd liketo write him anote.”

"Y ou wouldn't," said the Maninean officid sardonicaly, "you wouldn't let deeping doubleslie?!

"No," said Beddll. "I know him rather well. If heisn't there, it will beinformative. If he answers, it will be
more helpful till. And | think | can promise that hell stlay on Kholar. He won't come here. | wouldn't. |
dont think hewill."

"It's nice that somebody believes he can arrange something helpful!” said the officid bitterly. "1 don't see
achance! Do you redizethat every pair of doubles weve tested so far has had the same blood type and
same RH factor and same immunity-antibodiesin hisblood at the same intendties? And they dso have
the same fingerprints and same teeth and same height and weight and metabolic readings? I'm getting so |



talk to mysdlf! If thiskegps up I'll Start answering back!"

"It could beworse," said Beddll, after consderation. "1 don't think it likely, but there could be athird
Corianis."

"Dont say it!" snapped the Maninean vehemently. "Don't say any more! | wasrelaxing, talking to aman
fromtheCorianis that there's only one of! It felt good! Don't say any more!"

Heturned to Kathy. "Y oung lady," he said. "I'd like you to talk to another girl from the other Corianis.
She doesn't claim to be you, but she does claim to have the job of secretary to the same man. Will you
see what you can find out about each other?”

"N-naturdly,” said Kathy.

The officid pressed abutton and said, "Ask her to comein, will you?"

He dumped back in his chair. Within seconds, agirl camein. She was nervous, she was jumpy. She
looked relieved to see, in Kathy, somebody who didn't ook in the least like herself.

"MissKossuth,” said the officid, "thisis Miss Sanders. It seemsthat you've got something but not too
much in common.”

"Y-yes" sadthegirl from thefirg-arrivedCorianis. "I'm Mr. Brunn's secretary. He's Assistant
Undersecretary of Commerce.”

"I'm Mr. Brunn's secretary, too," said Kathy. She moistened her lips. "Is hiswifes name Amelie, and
does he have three children—two boysand agirl 7"

Thegirl from thefirg-arrivedCorianis said uneasly, "Yes. Thisiscrazy! Isyour Mr. Brunn rather fat,
and does hefiddle with his ear when he's dictating?'

"Yed" said Kathy. She looked appalled. "Does your Mr. Brunn have a picture of abaseball team on his
dek?'

"Yes!" said the other girl. "Alton High School. He played second base."”

"So did my Mr. Brunn," said Kathy. Then she added, "|—I've seen you before. I—know you. I'm sure
of it!" Thefirg-arrived girl said helplessy, "I don't remember you. But at least we aren't doubles!™

Kathy swallowed. "But | remember you. Y ou had the job I've got. Y ou'd resigned to get married, three
months ago, and you showed me about the work | wasto do. Y ou were going to marry aboy named Al
Loomis. Y ou said he was adraftsman.”

Thefirgt girl went ashen-white. "I m-married him?—1 ... But | didn't! W-we had aquarrel and—broke
up! . .. How did you know? | never saw you before! | never told you. . . How do you know all about
my private affairs? How . ..

The other girl from the otherCorianis began to cry. She ran out of the room.

There was sllence. Kathy turned unhappily to Beddll. He said encouragingly, "That wasfine, Kathy! It
clearsup severa points. Y ou did splendidly!™



The officid girred. He said without hope, "1'm glad somebody's pleased! If you've got atheory, don't tell
me. Get it worked out and well have the Astrophysical In-

stitute boyslook you over and then we'll have whoever should pass on what you think passonit. | don't
want to understand this business, because | don't want to believeit! But there's nobody claiming to be
you, S0 far, so you can leave theCorianis if you chooseto.”

"No," said Beddll. "I think I'd better stay on the ship. This state of things should be unstable. | want to do
some cal culating from some books | have withme. . . But | would like to talk to the Astrophysics

people”

"Y ou sound like you think you know what's happened,” the officid said. "It'sdl right with meif you stay
aboard your ship. We're trying to keep the two sets of people apart, anyhow. Do you know what
happens when duplicates see each other?"

"l can guess,” said Beddll, "but I'd rather not. Come along, Kathy. Let's get back to the ship.”
vin

TheCorianis had vanished between Kholar and Mani-nea. After the fact was discovered, it took amere
few hoursto get aspace lifeboat out of atmaosphere with a spectrotelescope on board to watch for the
iron-atom cloud in emptiness which would be apleafor aid, and only two days and afew hours were
needed to get the news back to Kholar. On the way back, the mail-ship which took the news may have
passed within light-hours of the spot where theCorianis had collided with a celestial scrap-heap. But it
was not equipped for search.

By thetimetheCorianis was four days overdue, atrampship took off from Manines; it dso was
equipped with a spectrotel escope. It began, methodicaly, to make short hopsin overdrive dong theline
theCorianis should have followed. Each time it came out of overdrive it made a search. It searched from
three light-days from Manineaand six, and twelve, and so on. It did not redlly expect to pick up a
distress-sgnd so early. An iron-atom cloud would be relatively small so soon after its presumed
formation. But it would enlarge, and the fact that it would also thin out didn't matter.

That first hunting ship from Manineareached Kholar. No news. It wasjoined by another ship which had
come into port. The two ships spaced themsalves some light-minutes apart and headed back for
Manineg; they reached it without any discovery. Two other ships had arrived from other worldsin
response to the shipping service's request. Four ships headed back for Kholar.

Empty spaceisdark. The firmament glitterswith innumerable stars, of al the colorsthat light can be; but
thetotd light isfaint, and wherethereisno sunitisvery, very londy. Each of the ships making
multi-billion-mile casts through emptiness seemed utterly solitary. A ship came out of overdriveto
unstressed space. It located the sun Kholar. It focussed a spectrotel escope upon afive-degree square
area of space with Kholar at its center. It turned on the scope. Only stars with strong absorption-linesin
their spectrawould appear in the scope-field. They were examined separately. If or when one of them
showed the lines dightly widened, it would indicate that iron existed between the star and the ship. Then
there must be acloud of iron particlesin space—asigna of distress.

A little more than halfway across, a ship from Ghat— thelast ship to join in the search—found the
telltale widening of iron-spectrum linesin thelight of Kholar itself. It amed for the cloud and jumped for
it. It overlegped. It went back. It found the cloud—and danger-signds clanged insde it. The iron-atom



cloud was then two and ahaf million milesin diameter. The ship sought its center; it found debrisfloating
in space. It measured the iron-vapor cloud and computed its mass. There was too much vaporized metal
to have come from a signal-rocket's substance; there was not enough to say that theCorianis itsdf had
broken down to atoms.

The ship began to examine al the debrisits radars picked up. It found some rocky and many metalic
masses, some were the size of houses. There was adense cloud of il larger metal lumps. Its parts were
inmoation,

asif it had only recently been jolted by something enormous.

Thefirgt ship wasjoined by a second, which aso had found theiron-cloud. Later athird ship drove up
and joined the search.

They did not find theCorianis. They did find amountain-sized mass of metal, on one of whose flanks
therewas acircular, hollow, glistening scar, asif some incredible blast of hest had burned or boiled away
the metd there. Rough estimate suggested that the amount of metal boiled away at this spot might
account for the metal-cloud.

It did. An andysis of the cloud's substance disclosed nickel in considerable quantity with theiron. A
measurement of the cloud's expangon gave the time of its beginning to expand—its creation.

Theiron-cloud did not come from theCorianis hull or signal-rocket. It was not iron done; it wasa
nickel-iron cloud. It was metal vaporized from amass of metallic debris. It had been vaporized at the
timetheCorianis had passed through this part of emptiness. Here, then, was where theCorianis had
vanished.

But there was no trace of the ship itself, though one or another of the three ships examined every particle
of solid suff within thousands of miles.

The search-ships, though, had done aremarkable job; they'd located the scene of a disaster in space.
The ship involved could not be found—but to pinpoint even the place where a ship had been wrecked
was more than had ever been accomplished before.

IX

The confusion on Manineadready made for jumpiness. When amail-ship camein from Kholar and
caled down for landing-permission, panic began. But thiswas not athirdCorianis; it was an ordinary
small mail-ship. It brought new and confidentia ingtructions for the diplomatic party from Kholar.

The skipper of the mail-ship landed. He saw theCorianis, then he saw her duplicate. He did not believe
his eyes. He had diplomatic mail for the Minister of State for Kholar. Shaking his head, he asked
guestions. He learned that there were two Ministers of State for Kholar hereabouts. He did not know to
which he should déliver the diplomatic pouch. Hetried to find out from lesser officids—from Kholar.
There were two Ministers of Commerce. There were two Chairman of the Lower House Committee on
Extra-Planetary Affairs. There were two of everybody that had |left Kholar. Everybody ...

He learned of the gibbering mix-up that defied all possibility and al reason. He saw the armed guards
placed to keep the two shipsisolated from each other. He heard of the freak discovery of acrimind in
theCorianis crew. In the ordinary course of events this man—an oiler —would never have been
detected; he had only to stay aboardship and nobody would pay any attention to him. But everybody on



bathCorianis had been fingerprinted. This murderer was identified by hisfingerprints; the police wanted
him bedly.

But they didn't want two of them—which they had. He was taken from both shipsand put injail. The
cellsto which the two copies of one man were assigned happened to face each other. When alawyer
was gppointed, he verified certain crucid items, and the crewmen in their cells howled with laughter.

Two men, obvioudy, could not be punished for a crime that only one had committed. So far asany
conceivable test could determine, these two men were identical; they were the same man. But they could
not both be punished; they could not even be kept in jail. They would have to be freed, because there
was no way to assign guilt to one rather than the other; both were the crimina meriting punishment.

The upsetting fact was that they could now go out and commit any conceivable crime—and provided
only one had committed it, and they contrived to mix them-

selvestogether so that one couldn't be picked out, the law could not touch them.

The mail-skipper went back to Kholar for instructions. He carried a painstaking account of the confusion
on Maninea, and carefully-written documents by each person involved, claming hisidentity and
beseeching help to establish it past question. There was only one person whose letter was addressed to
his own counterpart on Kholar; that was Jack Bedell. He wrote to a person of hisown namein the
Grampion Hotdl; he was quite certain that he would receive informed and cheerful cooperation.

Two men from the Astrophysical Ingtitute came to talk to Beddll on theCorianis. He was with Kathy
when they arrived. The atmosphere in the ship was that of advanced neurosis, and Kathy could not bear
the bright-eyed, indignant tension which led everybody to try to buttonhole everybody €lse and ing<t that
they were who they had aways been, and that their doubles wereimpostors and criminas. Thereis
nothing more mortifying than to be uncertain who oneis. And these people had faced other people who
claimed their names and possessions and pasts, their persondities and their futures.

Kathy kept closeto Bedell.

The talk with the astrophysicists, though, was technica to adegree that Kathy found impenetrable. The
two spectacled men recognized Bedell. One of them remembered a conversation, on Hume three years
before; they had no doubt of him. So they plunged into talk, and Kathy heard stray phrases.” Obviously
there could be no impact, but . . ." "The effect is of replication, of course."— That was the shorter
astrophysicigt's contribution. Bedell demurred.” Replication,” he sad carefully,"implies the idea of
folding. | don't think it's that. | think we have multiple reality with true simultaniety in the
different sequences.”

Kathy could make nothing of it. She stopped listening, though rdlatively smple termslike "trans-chrona”
and "dternative presents’ and "tangentia displacement” followed and sounded asif they might mean
something.

She did notice with some surprise that presently they were talking absorbedly about the sacks of mail the
two ships had brought with them.

The astrophysicistss went away, ill talking enthusiagtically to each other. Bedell shrugged. "Maybe well
work out something practical. They're going to try to get permission to read the mail."

"Why?" asked Kathy. Shefelt horribly stupid.



"Weve agreed on atentative hypothess," he explained. "It ssemsthat the mail, like the people, should
be amost but not quite identical in the two ships. Some letterswill be exactly aike, but some should
differ alittle
This, dso, did not register with Kathy.

"What'stangentia displacement?' she asked. "l felt so stupid!”

"It'swhat they're going to look for in the letters," said Bedell. "If the postd authorities permit it, they'll
send someof ittome.”

The postd authorities did permit. A creditable reaction had begun among the persons on Maninea
actualy concerned with the problem the duplication of theCorianis had produced. At first, the sheer,
stark impossibility of the facts made everybody's thinking chaotic. But the officials of the spaceport and
the government devel oped adogged, unhopeful, resolute point of view. Thiswas no ordinary affair, but
they would act asif it were. They would go through the motions of anormal investigetion, using their
brains as sanely as possible upon what had to be deluson. They were not sure that they would get
anywhere; it did not seem that anybody could. But to act rationaly about even alunatic occurrence
would be better than mere dithering or howling at the nearest of Maninea's two moons.

The head of the spaceport police interviewed the skipper of theCorianis— oneCorianis. Hisanswvers
made sense; if there hadn't been a secondCorianis in port hed have made an excdllent impression. He
seemed artruth-

ful and conscientious man. But then the same spaceport officer interviewed the second skipper.

"Y ou graduated from the Merchant Space Academy on Ghat?"

"Yes," said the skipper of the Coran/s-with-the-burned-out overdrive.

"Y ou were fourth officer on theUlysses?"

IIYaII

"Third on thePanurge and second on theDhombula?"

"Yes" sad the skipper.

"Y ou got your first command as recognition of your behavior in an emergency theDhombula raninto on
AgrisIV?

"No," said the skipper.
The spaceport officer looked at the record of the other talk. "It says here you did."

"I didn't," indsted the skipper. "I remember putting in to Agtris 1V while | was second on theDhombul a,
but there wasn't any emergency.”

The interviewer made amemo and observed, "Y ou skippered theContessa, theEllen Trent, and the
Cas-siopia before you took over theCorianis.”



"No," said the skipper doggedly. "TheCassiopia was my first command. | went from her to the
Corianis."

The spaceport man chewed on hispencil. "This hgppensdl thetime!" he said distastefully. "The other
skipper—the other you, you might say—did nearly everything you've done. But not quite! Each two
people who are absolutely identical make nearly identica statements, but never completely identical ones.
It can be checked whether you skippered theContessa and theEllen Trent! We can find out whether
you're ating the facts. But when you're identical in every way but apart of your professiona history,
why do you differ on that? And even if we find out one of you iswrong—what then? Y ou'll till be
identica!"

The skipper looked a him numbly.
"Haven't you any idea, however unlikely, to explain the—this mess?' demanded the officid.
"I don't know what's happened,” said the skipper in adull voice, "unlessI'm dead and in hell.”

The spaceport man could have asked, "Why dead?' He might have gotten asuggestive answer. But
instead, he asked, "Why hell?"

The skipper said heavily, "I've got awife and kids. He saysthey're his. | know they're mine. I've seen
-him. | don't know how to prove heisn't me! But | know he's not!—Do you think I'm going to let him go
back to my family, and my wife not able to know heisn't me, and my kidsthinking he'stheir father? Will |
let that happen?”

His hands clenched and unclenched. The spaceport officia said very tiredly, "l give up,
skipper—Maybe you'll be interested to know that he said exactly what you just said, in nearly the same
words and with apparently the same sincerity."

Hewaved ahand in dismissal, and then watched out the window of his office to make sure the skipper
went back to his own ship and not the other. Thereld been one deplorable incident. An aideto the
Minigter of Commerce had met his duplicate and his duplicate's wife while both were taking exercise
between the two grounded ships, and there was very nearly amurder there and then. One of the two
men had made the trip aone, hiswife having sprained her ankle two days before the take-off. The other
had brought hiswife dong. She'd tripped, but not quite sprained her ankle.

The man who'd come a one went into a murderous rage when he saw his wife with the other man. She
was living with the other man on the other Corianis! Openly! She was hiswife and the other man was
himsdlf. The man who'd traveled alone tried desperately to kill his duplicate—who as determinedly tried
to destroy him. The wife screamed in horror because she could not tell which of the two was her
husband.

But not al minor non-correspondences produced so much emotion as, in that case, the fact that one
woman had sprained her ankle while her duplicate had not.

Therewas the mail. In some dozens of sacks from eachCorianis, less than a score of |etters were not
twinned. In many cases the twin missves were exactly dike, down to thelast and least and most
unconsidered comma. In others, aword or an occasiona phrase differed from one counterpart to the
other. One persond |etter, however, mentioned in one copy that a certain person had died, and inthe
other copy that he had made an unexpected recovery.



Kathy said desperately, "But it'sall so—soimpossble! Thingslikethis... | fed asif wed dl gone
insane! We, and the peoplein the other ship, and the people on Manineawho believein the people of the

other ship— everybody!"

Bedd| nodded. "Yes. It'slike waking up to abig mirror, and suddenly you find that thereisn't any glass
there, and the people can walk out of the mirror—or maybe weve walked into it. We don't know."

"But its—impossiblel™

"Hmmm. . ." said Beddl. "There was atime when people thought you couldn't talk to anybody amile
away, and people couldnt fly, and nobody could travel faster than light. All these things are ill
impossible. You sill can't do them. But you can do things that have the same consequences. We use
those other things as substitutes for things that can't happen. In away, this apparently impossible state of
things may be a subgtitute for something that couldn't happen.”

"Such," demanded Kathy, "such aswhat?'

"Such asthe wrecking of theCorianis,” he suggested. "Maybe dl this has happened asthe dternative to
theCorianis exploded to vapor from some collision, with al of usfloating around as gas-particlesin

Soace."

Kathy didn't bedieveit. Still Bedell acted more like a sane man than anybody else on theCorianis. The
nervous strain ingde the ship was nerve-racking.

X

When the twoCorianis had been aground for two weeks, the situation took avery nasty turn. At firgt,
the ordinary citizens of Maninea accepted the problem of the two ships as a sort of sporting event. They
assumed that daring and clever crooks had planned a massive imposture, and that they'd been stymied by
the appearance of the impersonatees. It seemed ill more of a sporting event when the assumed frauds
gdlantly seemed to try to bluff it out; when they defied the police to unmask them. And when the police
failed, the citizens of Maninea admired the impostors more than ever—but they were no longer certain
which set of passengers were the frauds. So they waited for the scientists to make their tests and say,
with confident certitude, that these persons were who they said they were, and those other personswere

impostors.

But the scientists couldn't answer either. That was ashock. It was a disappointment. It was frightening.
For example, the news-broadcasters found a man who'd been a schoolmate of the Planetary President
when both of them were ten years old. He hadn't spoken to the President since. He would remember
things that nobody but the President and himself could possibly know about. He could tell! The
newscasters aso found a grandmother who—at seven—had made mud pies with the now Speaker of
the Senate. Nobody could fool her! The two unimportant persons spoke, respectively, to the two
clamantsto the Planetary President'sidentity, and to the two men who claimed to be Speaker of the
Senate. They came from their interviews shaking and unable to decide. Both Planetary Presidents
remembered everything from the age of ten. They reminded their pre-presidentia playmates of things that
the playmates had forgotten. The woman who'd made mud pies with the Speaker of the Senate was
positive after sheld spoken to only one. He'd reminded her of the spanking she got for using the morning
milk to manufacture mud-pie pan-

cakes. Only her old playmate knew about that! But the second copy of the Speaker of the Senate not



only remembered it too, but described to her the funera of a defunct mouse and the decoration of its
grave. So he was her former playmate, too.

During the ships third week aground the citizens of Manineareacted violently. It seemed asif they
suddenly redlized that the naturd order of things was defied, that something sneskingly suggestive of the
supernatural wasinvolved. When science could not reved the mystery, the mystery might be beyond
science. Rumors sprang up and flew about. Some were ominous; some were pure horror.

There was the rumor that devils out of hell had somehow escaped confinement and planned to movein
among mankind and ultimately destroy it. Only afew people bdieved this.

There was the rumor that witches, by compact with the powers of evil, had become able to take forms
other than their own. They would rule humanity; they would eventudly endaveit. A larger number
believed this.

Themost popular of the rumors had atouch of scientific imagination init. OneCorianis and the beings
on board it, said this rumor, had come from aremote and hidden world where there existed arace of
mongters. They were non-human Things which could make even scientists believe them human. They
could read human minds, they could take control of human bodies. They had come to Manineato begin
the extermination of humanity. And thisrumor declared that the monsters could duplicate human bodies
and that humans were being missed, about the space-port. Children had vanished; women had
disappeared. The monsters who passed for men were anthropophagi. They devoured human fleshin
orgiestoo horrible to be described, and then went out in the likeness of their victimsto alure or seizeon
other

victims,

Very many people accepted thisideaand felt agrowling, rumbling hatred for the two shipswhich could
not

be explained except by some such tale asthis. And the fact that this story spread and spread brought
denids. There were women who had sons and daughtersin government service; they'd madethetrip to
Kholar and returned, but in duplicate. Some of these women fiercely demanded to see their children.
They'd know their flesh and blood!

But they didn't. A woman who'd had one son found that she had two. And she could not have two, but
she did. Then there were women whose husbands were aboard theCorianis. They protested that they
would know them! And they came to weep horribly because they could not know which of two
burning-eyed, frantic men had been their hushand before he went to Kholar.

Enmity to theCorianis passengers became athing to shudder over. Almost any man would agreethat, in
al probability, one of the two sets of human beings was human; but one was not. It was something more
horrible than death, and it must be destroyed. I it could not be decided which was human and which was
not—then, regretfully but remorselesdly, dl must die...

Kathy no longer made any attempt to mingle with the other passengers. She and Jack Bedell had been
two retiring, diffident, salf-conscious people who found talk with other people absurdly difficult. Now the
confined shipload of diplomats and political appointees was so nerve-racked that Kathy felt aoof rather
than retiring; she was defensive instead of shy. And Bedell's manner had taken on atinge of authority.
Hed garted to work with the men of the Astrophysica Indtitute, testing materias from the two shipsin
extreme conditionsto find out some basic difference. Very soon it was unwise for Beddll to try to go



from the spaceport to the Ingtitute and back. Shortly after, it became even dangerous for the people at
the Indtitute to come on board the ship. So they worked together with a vison-screen connection in
being. As other gpproachesto the mystery proved hopeless, the research of which Bedell wasthe driving
force came to be the only hope for atruly scientific solution. In sdf-defense

he had to adopt amanner pushing aside hysterica passengerswho'd have taken up dl histime.

Then there came a day when a delegation from the ship-passengers waited on him. The Planetary
President of Maninea headed it; he was accompanied by the Minister of State of Kholar, the Chairman
of the Lower House Committee, the Speaker of the Senate, the Minister of Commerce, and others. It
was astately delegation, though now and again muscles twitched in what should have been composed
features.

"Mr. Bedd|!" said the Planetary Presdent. "The municipa authoritiestell me that some scientists believe
you know what has caused the monstrous state of affairsin which wefind oursalves.”

"Together with the Astrophysical Indtitute,” said Beddll mildly, "I've offered some suggestions. Were
trying to get experimental evidencefor certain ideas. There are anumber of things that seem to support
the opinion we hold. But it isn't yet proved.”

Therewas a pause. The Planetary President said firmly, "Suppose you tell us, Mr. Beddl! Decisve
action must be taken, and soon! Where did that other ship and its company of impostors come from?"

"Where did we come from?" asked Bedell matter-of-factly.

"No hocus-pocus!" rasped the Minister of Commerce. "We'rein no mood to be trifled with! Answer the
Quedtion!”

"Ther€'s some resembl ance between the two ship's companies,” insgsted Bedell, "so the question's
relevant. We come from Kholar. But more certainly we come from ten days ago and the marriage of our
parents. We come from the voyages of the early explorers of space. We come from events more surely
than from places. I'm here because by accident | got passage on theCorianis. You are herefrom a
longer but certain series of events. Do you understand? If you want to know where the other ship comes
from, | have to name eventsrather than places!"

"Thisisnonsensal" fumed the Minister of Commerce.
"It'sthefact...”

"Answer the question!” commanded the Planetary President, ominoudy. "Where did the impostors come
from?How have they deceived the police? | warn you that there can be no more delay! These frauds
must be unmasked, and at once...."

"The evidence—what thereis—" said Beddll angrily, "pointsto this ship asthe abnorma, and you asthe
impostord! It's very probable that thisis the ship which doesn't belong herel™

Anger bubbled over. These were practical men who'd been unable to do anything practical. They were
half-mad with nerve-strain and frustration and bewilderment. Every man of them faced the possibility that
an impostor might take his name and place and identity, and acquire with them hisdestiny and dl his
achievements. It wasintolerable even to fear such athing. These men wanted an answer that would give
them something violent and satisfying to do.



"Damned nonsense!" raged the Minister of Commerce. "We know what we've got to do. Let's get it
over with!"

And Beddll suddenly roared at them. He astonished himself. But he was no longer the mild and diffident
and sdlf-conscious person that previous events had made of him. Recent events had made it necessary
for himto actin anew fashion.

"ldiots!" heroared. "ldiots! Y our doubles on the other Corianis think the same way you do! Half an
hour ago— not having ame to annoy beforehand—they tried to rush the police between these two ships,
to get insgde here and every man kill his own counterpart! The police gassed them down! That's what
you'll try! And the police will gasyou down! Try to reach that other ship to do murder! Try it!"

Heglared a them and stamped from the room. Kathy followed him. Outside, he turned to glare at her
because he thought she was one of the delegation. But he nodded when he recognized her.

"I had to shout at them*" he said morosdly. "They aren't actudly idiots. They're desperate. They're ready
to kill to settlewho they are, and who their familieswill welcome, and who their children will cal father.
Damn them! They've gotten so worked up that they're willing to commit suicide to get things back to
normal! The men at the Astrophysical Ingtitute have worked with me, and that's what has to be done.
And therés no danger toit a dl! But how can aman argue with men half-crazy with worry? Damn this

Xl

Asamatter-of-fact precaution, the police of Maninearemoved the signd-rockets from bothCorianis
during the forenoon of the next day. The signa-rockets carried fission bombs. The police aso mounted
gunsthat could be used if eitherCorianis took off without authority. The occupants of both shipsvisibly
teetered on the edge of crackups. It was Smple reason to disarm them asfar as possible, after amass
attempt by the men of one ship to invade the other. The authorities of Maninea, withholding authority
from the Planetary President because there were two of him, behaved with conspicuous sanity.

But sanity did not make matters easier for anybody. There were rumblings and mutterings everywhere.
Science could not explain how duplicate ships and duplicate persons had comeinto being; so the man on
the street ether tried to think for himsel f—without much success—or el se accepted the most dramatic
explanation suggested by anybody else.

The most darming suggestion was, of course, that protean, monstrous creatures from far-away worlds
of horror, able to assume the forms of men, had come to Manineato pass as humans and practise their
gridy amusements with humans as victims and subjects.

Anill-advised humorigt presented himself in asmal city ahundred milesfrom the capitd. Asapractica
joke, he pretended to have been a passenger on theCorianis.

To increase the effect of hisjest, he was so unwise asto pretend an ill-concea ed appetite for human
flesh. To bring his practical joketo its peak, he put what appeared to be bloodstains on hislinen where
he could pretend to be unaware of them. He saw the horror and the terror he inspired. He was
enormoudy amused. In fact, hewasin avisiphone booth, hilarioudy telling adistant friend about the joke
he'd played on the smple yokels, when he found them congregating about the booth.

He opened the door and, chortling, made terrifying noises.



They tore him to pieces.

A child was missed by its mother half athousand miles from the spaceport. She screamed that the
mongters from space had taken it. A mob formed and went surging here and there looking for somebody
to kill. Fortunately, they found nobody.

A horror-broadcast impresario misguidedly took advantage of the public absorption in monsters. He
produced abroadcast play dealing with theinvasion of aplanet by creatures which could take the forms
of men, a will. The production smulated a newscast, but it wasfiction. It was announced as such, and
three times during its presentation the audience was reminded that it was make-believe. But the audience
saw charactersin the drama— of perfectly human aspect—Il et themsdves relax and flow into horrible,
shapdess dugs, which crawled over and devoured other members of thedramatis personae. It was not
agood play, but its audience panicked because it had the form of anews broadcast. Citizens armed
themsdlves desperately. They overwhemed the police with demands for instruction and protection. Many
sober-gded, civilized men fled with their familiesto thewilds.

And nobody seemed ashamed, afterwards. Two ships still rested at the spaceport. There were two
duplicate sets of people. But this could not be, so one set could not be human. Therefore the other et ...

A sullenness came over the population of Maninea.

There was not one single person who'd arrived on theCorianis— either of her—who had not returned
to the ship. A few had | eft the firg-arrivedCorianis before the second appeared. They came back and
asked to come on board. People looked at them with ominous eyes. Everywhere they went,
conversations stopped; small mobs tended to gather before their houses. They weren't safe away from
the ship they'd come on.

They weren't safe there.

Raging, rumbling, aimless congregations of people seemed to roam the streets of the capitd city. Hours
passed and night fell and they did not disperse. There were many people who were literdly afraid to go
to their own homes. They felt safe only when among many others. Now and again men gathered around
someone who talked in alow tone. Presently there were orators with swesting, earnest faces, shouting
about the mongters at the spaceport. Some of the people there were human— maybe. But there were
otherswho were aliens, who weren't human, who passed as human ... It was too bad if human people
had to be killed to make surethat al the monstersdied, bt...

These things were reported to the two ships by the police. The police gathered strong forces at the
Spaceport. Jack Bedel worked feverishly, with a continuous vis on-phone connection to the
Adgtrophysicd Indtitute. On a certain morning the Indtitute reported that identical meta platesfrom insde
the two ships acted differently at blue-white temperature. One vanished on reaching an apparently critica
hest.

Kathy took notesfor Bedell, these days. She gathered that it proved that the Situation of one of the two
Corianis wasinherently ungtable. If it got the right kind of anudge, it would shift to astable condition.
Kathy had no ideawhat a stable condition would be, but she was beginning to imagine a satisfactory
date of thingsfor hersdf.

Bedd | depended on her. That stout and wistful Mr. Brunn, who was her officia boss, took no interest in



anything but the liquids which enabled him to face fate and chance and destiny from aroseate haze. But
Jack Beddll talked absorbedly to her in the rare moments when he was not working by remote control
with the gaff of the Astrophysicd Indtitute.

On the second night after the delegation demanded an answer from him to prove the other ship's
company impostors—three hours after dark—Bedell was restless.

"Everything ssems stdled,” he said irritably. "They're getting worried over at the Ingtitute. They found a
high-temperature difference in the hull-materias reaction, but that's hardly apractical answer. And time's
running out. There's contagious hysterical hatred of us building up. Something's got to happen!™

Kathy waited, watching his expression as he frowned.

"In one sense, our being here—and the other Corianis too—does nobody any harm. But they believe
one st of usian't human. They figure we can't be! They figure every duplicate may be—must
be—something aien and horrible that's only pretending to be aman. So that hate.”

"You and I—we aren't duplicates," said Kathy forlornly.

"Weve duplicates back on Kholar," said Beddll. "By theway, | wrote to my duplicate to look your
duplicate up. | told him helll likeyou."

Kathy writhed internally. It was not pleasant to think of another self who knew al she knew and thought
exactly as she did and could do anything she thought of. It was frightening, even six light-years away.

"I'm bothered about that hatred,” said Beddll again. He paced jerkily up and down the room. "Thereve
been mobs formed to storm the spaceport and kill us. The police headed them off. Trucks have been
found loaded with explosives, hauled by men desperate enough to run them under the ships and set them
off. But the police won't always be able to hold the mobs back. Therell come atime when they'll haveto
kill, to protect us. | doubt wereworth it."

"Couldn't we go somewhere else?" asked Kathy.
"Where? If they went off, we'd know where they went. We think alike. If we went off ... No."

Kathy said unhappily, "But you talk asif they were— redl! You talk asif the people on the other ship
were asred asthe people on thisl Asif they weren't—monsters or impostors.”

He checked in his pacing to stare at her in astonishment.

"Haven't you redized? Don't you remember |ooking out of a port between worlds and seeing the stars,
and great black masses floating about. Didn't you redlize what they meant at least when you saw the
otherCorianis?"

Kathy shook her head. It occurred to her that Bedell would awaystalk about ideas—even to
her—when there were much more satisfying things to talk about. She suddenly had aforlorn little
daydream in which Jack Bedell would look at her with shining, adoring eyes, and they'd be close together
and neither one say aword for along time.

But she heard phrases ™. . . In overdrive aship skips from one place where it can't stay to another place
whereit can't Say either . . . much fagter than light . . . But it can't skip into a place where theré's



something else... ameteor . .. Then ..."
Shelooked at him dutifully and tried to understand.

". .. Weran into some debris that was rolling through space. We ran into a clump too big to be skipped.
We couldn't skip beyond it, or to the right or left or up or down. But we had to skip! It wasn't possible
for usto stay long enough to be destroyed by the collision! We had to skip somewhere. And we did!"

Kathy blinked. Her hands twisted, one insde the other.

"We skipped into another sequence of events. This sequence,” said Bedell triumphantly—"1'm not talking
about another place. It isn't placesthat count. It's events. We started out in asequence in which | caught
theCorianis and you had the job another girl gave up to get married.

We skipped to a sequence of eventsin which | hadn't caught theCorianis and you hadn't gotten the job.
We made that skip when we ran into stuff in space.”

Thevigphone called. He siwung to answer it. Kathy tried to figure out what held just said. Places didn't
maiter. Eventsdid ... Suddenly she caught her bresth, redizing.

"Hell'sbroken loose," said Beddl grimly. "The Indtitute just called. Mobs were roaming around the city,
and there weren't enough police to keep them apart. They joined up. They're coming out hereto kill us."

"But. . ."

"Well haveto take off," said Bedd | vexedly. "And just when our experimental results were so good! But
we have to take the chance ..."

He started for the door.
"Wh-what'll you do?" asked Kathy in darm.

"Unfortunately I'm not ahero,” said Beddll, "so | haveto act like ascoundrel. Maybe | can persuade the
skipper to commit suicide for dl of us. That'sthe only chance weve got. But | don't redlly think it's very

risky!"
XII

The control-room of theCorianis looked out upon the spaceport. It was night, but both of Maninea's
moons floated overhead, and the other Corianis glittered in the palid light. There were rows of
cold-white sparks which were the lights at the spaceport's edges. Lights showed in the ports of the other
ship. The skipper of theCorianis looked dully toward the sky-glow which wasthe reflection of the
Sreet-lamps of the capitd city.

Beddl forced hisway into the control-room. Kathy came close behind him. The skipper turned hopeless
eyestoward them.

"l know!" said Beddll testily. "I know passengers aren't allowed in the control-room! But there'samob
headed out from the city. They've got explosives. They've got thermite. They've got sticks and stones and
bombs,



and they're going to smash both ships and kill everybody in them—they think!"
The skipper said drearily: "They might aswel.”

"Don't beanidiot!" snapped Beddll. "Y ou know I've been working with the Astrophysical Ingtitute to get
thisthing straight! Our cdculations are finished—just finished! | can tell you how to handle everything!
Get st to lift of 1"

The skipper said asdowly asbefore:

"The police are moving away. | saw 'em go. | wasjust thinking that with them gone | can lift theCorianis
and smash that other ship. Maybe smash theCorianis, too, but at least that other skipper won't go to my
family and have my children cdl him father."

Bedd| growled, "He's planning exactly the samething!™ he snagpped. "I'm the only factor-of-difference!
Otherwise youll think exactly dike! I'll call him! Wherée's the intership communicator?'

Hefound it. He called, impatiently. A suspicious, raging voice replied, it was the voice of the skipper,
coming from the other space-craft. Bedell spoke crisply.

There was confusion by the control-room door. The Planetary President of Maninea pushed in. With
him were other passengers.

"Captain!" sad the President, with fine dignity. "Therésamob on the way here from the city. Either it
has to be fought off by the police, costing lives, or this ship must take off to prevent senseless daughter.
AsPresident of thisplanet, | order you to take off to space and go in orbit until this Stuation can be
adjusted.”

Beddll, talking into the intership phone, said harshly, "Y es. The President in this ship just gave the same
order! Now listen! If we get out to space, and you destroy usthere, therell be no survivorsfrom this
ship. Y ou want that! We want it the other way. But we both want thisthing ended! Well go up ten
thousand miles and wait for you! Then well settle things!”

Kathy made an exclamation from where she gazed out a port of the control-room. There was apeculiar
darkness

at the edge of the spaceport. The darkness flowed like water toward the two ships. The ground grew
black where it spread.

It was people. It was amaob of humans, desperate beyond measure, frightened past mercy, swarming
out to destroy the two ships which seemed to them the most horrible of dangers. There were few who
had not heard the explanation Beddll had given Kathy only alittle while since, but they had that hysterica
terror of the abnorma which made their ancestors kill witchesin the past ages. To them, the duplicate
humans in the two ships seemed worse than witches. They were impossibilities—unless they were most
malignant doom.

So the people of Maninea blackened the ground as they marched to destroy the spaceships. They
blackened acres of ground, tens of acres. They were mad with fear and horror. They flowed on ...

Beddl used avoice he hadn't known he owned. He rasped at the skipper in atone of utter,
unguestionable authority, "Prepare for take-off!"



The skipper moved convulsively. But he had intended to, anyhow.
"Straight up!™ snapped Beddll. "Up to ten thousand miles! The other ship will follow!™

The skipper pressed a button. TheCorianis lifted. Jack Bedell could not let anyone elseissue orders, or
the impetus of his leadership would be log.

"Full vertical thrust!" he rasped. "Y ou—" He pointed to the Planetary President. "Watch the other ship!
It'sfollowing. Watch it!" He pointed afinger a the Minister of State for Kholar. "Y ou! Clear that mob
away from the door! We want no interference!”

The ship rose and rose. The sky had not been bright. It became black, with specks of starsinit. The
vast bulk of the planet underneath lost al its festures. The ship rose toward the shining moons. The rim of
the planet became visible because it blotted out half the galaxy. Up and up and up ...

The sun of Manineacameinto view, and automatic shutters dimmed its blinding light.

"Watch for that other ship!" rasped Beddll. He had no authority, but he had a plan. The others knew
only fury and despair. "Keep watching!"

The Planetary President said tensdly "It'scoming! It just roseinto sunlight!™

"Off to one sde!” snagpped Bedell to the skipper. "Set up for overdrivel Were going to hit them from
overdrive! Therell not be aparticle of that ship left! Aimforit! Lineit up! You'll not leave one man
aboard it to take your place and your family and your destiny!"

The skipper'sfingersfumbled. He leaned back.

"Into overdrivel" rasped Beddl. "Now!"

With agrimace of satisfied hatred, the skipper stabbed home the overdrive button.

The starswent out. Something arced horribly. There wasthe reek of burned insulation. The arcing
ended. The stars came back.

The ship lay dead in space, with the dark mass of the night side of Maninea below and that planet'stwin
moons shining brightly above. The spare overdrive was burned out, now. But there was no other
Corianis.

"Now," said Bedd| inawhally different tone, "now cal down to the planet and ask for landing
indructions”

There were babblings, but there was no other Corianis. Jack Bedell's orders had been followed, and the
other ship was gone. In fact, Bedell was the only man in the control-room who had any clear idess. The
quartermaster made the call, somehow numbly. Because he was bereft of al opinions, he used the form
all ships use when coming in from space, to ask for clearance for descent.

Now every man in the control room heard the astounded reply from bel ow.

"Corianis? Y ou're the Corianis? What the hell happened! Y ou're written off aslost in space! Comeon



down! Y our coordinates are—\Wait aminute!" They heard the voice cdling excitedly, away from the
micro-

phone at the spaceport down below." The Corianisis coming in! She'snot lost! She's coming in!
She'scoming in!”

There was dead silence in the control-room. And Bedell said in an explanatory tone, with something like
diffidence, "He's surprised to hear from us. Naturaly! Thisisour origind time-track. In this sequence of
events, we've been missing in space for dmost three weeks. Our being in the other sequence was an
ungtable condition. We got into it because we ran into amass of rock and meta out in emptiness. We
couldn't skip ahead or aside, but we couldn't stay in contact with it long enough to be destroyed. So we
skipped out of that sequence of events. When we hit the other Corianis, just now, it wasthe samething
inreverse. We didn't belong in that sequence of events. So when we couldn't skip past or to any sde of
it—why—uwe came back to our own universe.”

He paused, and said paingtakingly, "It's very much like the old nursery rhyme, redly.' There was a man
in our town and he was wondrous wise. He jumped into a bramble bush, and scratched out both
his eyes. And when he found his eyes were out, with all his might and main, he jumped into
another bush, and scratched themin again.' I'm explaining to you becausethey'll have sometrouble
bdievingus”

Xl

He was quite right. On Manineathey didn't know anything about recent events. Rather, the recent events
they knew about were quite different ones from those the passengers on theCorianis remembered. They
were adifferent sequence.

But things adjusted. The Planetary President resumed his office, with no competition. The Minigter of
State for Kholar had the shakes for severa days, and then dig-nifiedly suggested that the trade-treaty
under discussion be completed. It was. And the aides and assistants and secretaries, and the wives and
nurses and children, were

all congratulated for their .successin reaching port after their disaster in space.

But Jack Beddl didn't want any of it. Nor did Kathy. Bedell wanted to work out, at the Astrophysical
Ingtitute on Maninea, the mathematics and the new information derivable from his experience. Hewas
offered living-quartersthere, for his convenience. He conferred with Kathy. They went off for a
honeymoon in the Leaning Hills didrict, and then settled down at the Indtitute for the time being.

Therewas only one professional consequence for Beddl from theCorianis disaster. The Planetary
President invited Bedell and Kathy to the Presidentia palace, and gave him ameda—which he passed
onto Kathy to weer if shefdt likeit. And then, while they were having luncheon, the President said,
"Hm. We crashed into the other Corianis at full overdrive speed. We bounced back into our own
time-line—our own sequence of events. But what happened to the other ship?’

"Nothing,” said Bedell. "We didnt hit it. We bounced to keep from hitting it. So they undoubtedly
decided that we had run away. And that would be proof that we were the impostors. So the real
you—and—everybody isreceived without question in the best human society again, and everybody's
idfied."

"l—see," said the President doubtfully.



But he didn't. Nor did anybody else. The Minister of Commerce had abad case of nervesfor sometime
after. So did others. And it is history that after the trade-treaty was concluded, it was a very white-faced
group which boarded a space-ship to go back to Kholar, and it is history that none of them ever made

another space-journey.

But everything seemed to work out al right. Once, to be sure, Kathy brought up a subject Beddl hadn't
mentioned.

"There was another you on Kholar," she said uneasily, "and you said there was another me. And you
wrote to the other you and suggested that—that he try to get

acquainted with the other me. ... Do you suppose he did?’

"Oh, | suppose 0!" said Beddll abstractedly. "If 1'd gotten aletter from him, saying something like that,
I'd have looked up the girl."

Kathy grimaced. "What I'm pondering is—are they happy?'

"Why not?' asked Bedd | in surprise. "Why shouldn't they be? They'rethe same as us, aren't they?' Then
he said cautioudy. "Mmmmm. Weve been doing some computations a the Astrophysical Ingtitute here,
Kathy. We're pretty sure that what happened to theCorianis by accident can be accomplished on
purpose. There are some of us who want to take a small ship and ram aminor asteroid hi overdrive and
see what other sequence of events we can run into. Well be able to get back, of course!”

Kathy drew a deep breath. She began to speak. She'd been avery shy person; she'd found it difficult to
talk to anybody. But it was surprising how many things she found to say, without hesitation or delay or
embarrassment, in telling her husband what she thought about that proposal.



