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GENESIS 500

Beforewe can say "God Is Dead" we must define just what is meant by theterm "God". For a
primitive peopleit'sasmple, primitive term—and very red!

ROBERT F. YOUNG

Hunting down asuperbeing islike driving in that ancient superchariot race they used to call the
"In-dianapolis 500". The only time those drivers were redly alive was when they were on the track.
That'sthe way it iswith us. The only timewereredly diveiswhen were on thetrail of an ogre, adragon
or agod.

—Harry Westwood

Starbrook brought the airfarer in on anear-horizontal plane, keeping it well below the height of the
taller treesand landing it neatly in a pleas-ant meadow not far from the Mesa's southern edge. Since
Y (.(./ did not expect company, it was unlikely that the deity would be watching the skies; but Starbrook
had learned long ago not to take chances on su-perbeing hunts. It was late in the day, but the sun had not
yet set and the meadow was golden with late-afternoon sunlight. Starbrook had told the members of the
Panet Prepara-tory Team that he could reach the Mesa before nightfall, and he had been right.

He made maximum use of the sunlight whileit |asted, canopying the areawith arepulsfield, erecting
his tent and unloading his provi-sions. He took advantage of the af-terglow to open a sdlf-hesting
con-tainer of beans and a self-heating container of coffee; he ate squatting on his haunchesin front of the
tent, gazing across the meadow to the woodland that lay beyond.

By the time he finished eating, the last of the light was gone and the darkness was complete. He
stood up arid threw the two containersinto the tall meadow grass. The face of night was pimpled with
gars, only one of which he recognized. Even thiswas not atrue star, but the sister planet of the one upon
which he stood. Both planets had unpro-nounceable names, and the PPTeam had renamed them. The
one upon which Starbrook stood they had christened "Love," the other, "Light.”

When the starlight became bright enough to see by, Starbrook went over to the airfarer and got the
trans-missifield projector out of the cargo compartment. Rummaging through the cockpit, he found his
V/ii5 gog-gles, and put them on. Ingtantly the pale luminescence cast by the sarsturned into agrayish
murk and the stars themsel ves took on the aspect of orange peels. However, the murk did not hide one



tenth as many de-tails asthe starlight did, and he had an eidetic map to augment it. The origind of the
map was a multi-mag-nified orbital photo belonging to the PPTeam.

Hisrepulsfier unit was aready at-tached to hisbelt, and heturned it on. Thefield it generated
enveloped him at amean distance of three quarters of an inch and was amini-version of the repulsified
that cano-pied the camp. Although both fields provided protection from direct at-tack, their primary
purpose in the present instance was to ground thun-derbolts. Thunderbolts were stan-dard weaponry for
primitive godslike Y (.(./, and he could be counted upon to use them for two reasons: (1) under ordinary
circumstances they could be relied upon to turn an interloper into acinder; and (2) like most such deities,
Y (.(./ was handi-capped by hisown divinity and con-sidered physical contact with amere mortal
demeaning.

Starbrook grimaced asthefield needled his nerve-ends. He waited till he grew accustomed to it;
then, carrying the projector, he crossed the meadow—the smaler field nullified the larger onelong
enough for him to pass through it—and entered the woodland. To hisleft, he knew, the terrain dropped
gradually to form one dope of ashalow cwm; to hisright lay higher ground. He maintained as Sraight a
course as the treeswould alow, and at length he cameto agravelly plain. Beyond the plain arange of
rocky hills showed.

Before leaving the woodland, he spent severd minutes studying the terrain and listening to the night
noises. Theterrain told him nothing he didn't dready know, and the night noises were the onesllittle
animasmakein their pursuits of and flights from one another. When he started acrossthe plain, the hills
seemed to creep out of the grayish murk to meet him. Beyond them, he knew, lay alarge garden, and
be-yond the garden, flanked on the north by athick forest, theidyllic hinterland that congtituted Y (.(/'s
demesne. The map in Starbrook’s mind showed the deity aswell as his demesne. Hewaslying
Jehovah-like on agrassy hillsde, his huge and shaggy head supported by adablike hand whichin turn
was supported by a columnlike forearm.

Starbrook reached the hills with-out incident. They were like the ruins of ancient buildings. Entering
them, he made his way to the ones nearest the garden and began search-ing for a pass. Presently he
found one. It was more than wide enough for asuperbeing of Y (.(/ 'sdimen-sionsto walk through, and it
led directly into the garden. Climbing hafway up the eastern dope, he cut a shelf for the projector and set
the unit in place, anchoring it with apair of saf-driving spikes provided for the purpose. After
ascertaining that it was correctly positioned, heturned it on.

The tranamissifield that the unit generated and projected crosswiseinto the passwasinvisible, but
Star-brook knew it had gone into effect because the feedback rendered the projector invisbleaso. Ina
few mo-mentsthe field would join hands with the receivifield that had aready been set up on Light, and
anyone passing through the former would be atomicaly disassembled and pro-jected to the latter, there
to be reas-sembled and to emerge in anew milieu.

Thetrap was set. In the morning, Starbrook would bait it.

His nocturnd task completed, he lingered on the hillsde. He knew that he should be starting back to
camp so that he could get agood night's deep, for the stratagem he had decided upon after the PPTeam
had briefed him on Y (.(./ involved considerable physica labor. But he was curious about the garden that
lay beyond the hills. The upper dopes of the hill he had climbed hafway were treacherous, and he was
hesitant about climbing higher. Perhapsif he descended and made hisway eastward, he would find
an-other pass.

Hefound one aquarter of an hour later. It was narrower than the first one, and he had to climb a
rocky dopeto reach it. He walked hafway down asimilar dope on the other side. The garden lay below
him. There were trees and flowers, paths wide enough to permit the passage of agod. He could smell
apples, or their equivalent—pears, peaches, grapes . . . Somehow he was reminded—perhaps by the
brooding loveliness of the place—of the many women he had been attracted to, some of whom he had
married, but none of whom he had loved.

As he stood there, he became gradudly aware of a strange outcropping some distance to hisright
and dightly beyond the periphery of hisvison. Turning his head, he saw apair of gray columnsthat
seemed to have broken hafway up and falen back upon the hillsde. Rising from their juncture with the



dope waswhat gppeared to be a granite monolith surmounted by aboulder. Granite pillars somewhat
smaller than the columns seemed to lean againgt the monolith on either sde and these, too, seemed to be
divided into two sections. Tangled vines cov-ered the top and the sides of the boulder and the lower part
of itsface. The face was craglike, fright-ening. A pair of glacid eyes glinted in the depths of two dark
caverns.

Even asrecognition smote him, Starbrook saw the pillarlike arm come up and the blinding
thunder-bolts leap forth from the extended fingers of Y (.(./’ sleft hand. There were at least a dozen of
them. All of them found their mark—and dl of them passed harmlessly into the ground. A terrible sllence
ensued. Starbrook could not move. Suddenly he felt aterrible tearing sensation in his chest, and pale
mists of pain rose aout him. Through the mistshe saw Y (.(./ riseto hisfull height, a scepter-like object
inhisright hand. He saw the deity turn and walk disdainfully away. He felt the ground shudder, saw the
orange-ped gtarsshiver inthe sky. A spasm of pain dedgeham-mered him to his knees. He forced
himsalf to stand erect, made hislegs movein the direction of camp. End of Round One.

(Theintroduction of civilization to the natives of Love parallels the in-troduction of
civilization to the natives of the Solomon Islands. First came the traders with their trinkets, then
came the missionaries with their mis-sals. The neotraders were university bred, but basically no
different from their ancestors. The neomissionaries were suave salesmen, but the god they carried
in their briefcases differed but little from the god their ancestors had sold to the Melanesians.
During their stay on Love they proselytized all of the major races, but only one need concern us
here—the 70Z. The 70Z wer e bronze-age husbandmen without a spoken language who
com-municated by means of mentally projected ideograms. Like most primitive races, they were
capable of creating superbeings—i.e., of subverting reality through the sheer weight of a
collec-tive belief and subconsciously bring-ing to life the object of that belief—and if left to
themsel ves they probably would have come up with a Grendel or two and have supplied
themselves with a suitable cosmogony by inventing—and bringing to life—a pantheon. The
missionaries changed all this by in-stilling in the minds of their converts the concept of one
god—their own—thereby eliminating any need either for a pantheon to explain the in-explicable
or for an ogre to wreak vengeance. The missionaries were unaware of the 70Z 's gift, because at
that time space travel had brought to light only a few superbeings, and the Inquiry into the Past
that was to re-veal that the gift of creation was not confined to extraterrestrial races but had
once existed among the primitive races of Earth had only just begun. Inevitably, after the
missionaries departure, the 70Z gave subconscious birth to a god much like the mis-sionaries
own. They endowed him with both omnipotence and omni-science and programmed him with
Genesis, Exodus, Deuteronomy and all the rest, and located him on a re-mote mesa. Remembering
how their race had been exploited by the traders, they instilled in him—as a sort of sub-conscious
afterthought—a hatred for and an instinct to destroy outsiders. Despite his vindictive nature—or
per-haps because of it— Y(.(./ turned out to be a good god. Although he seldom descended from
the Mesa—or |eft his demesne, for that matter—and was rarely seen, he succeeded by the mere
fact of his existence in keeping the 70Z on a straight and narrow path. As a result, when the
PPTeam arrived to make Love ready for the latest batch of Terran colonists, they decided not
only to relocate the 70Z upon Light but Y(.(./ aswell. They saved himtill the last, only to find that
none of them had the remotest idea of how to go about the job. Ordering him to go was out of the
guestion. Forcing himto go involved the risk of life and limb. At length they decided to con-tact
the Department of Galactic Guid-ance and request that a professional Beowulfer be dispatched to
the scene. Enter Starbrook.)

Therewas an anvil resting on Starbrook's chest. He tried to shoveit off, only to find that it was as
intangible asit wasinvishble,

Herolled over onto his somach and crawled out of histent. Morning sunlight lay softly on the
meadow. Birdsong came sweetly from the woodland, and the morning sky was blue. He found that he



could stand, but every time he breethed, firefilled hisleft lung. Unbuttoning his shirt, he discovered that
the whole left side of his chest was swollen and discolored. Moreover, the entire areawas o senditive he
could not bear to touch it.

He searched for some sign of awound, found not the dightest pinprick. He was angry, though not
surprised, that Y (.(./ should have awespon the PPTeam hadn't found out about. Aerid surveillance
threw agreat dedl of light on a super-being's habits, but left most of his ca-pabilitiesin the dark.

Beforeretiring for the night, Star-brook had injected himsdf with self-renewing antibiotics, so even
had there been awound, there would have been no danger of infection. However, the pain-arresters
which he had taken coincidentaly had long since worn off. He took some more, shaking them into his
mouth out of the plagtic dispenser he had found in the airfarer's medicine cabinet. They took hold quickly,
and he was able to eat agood breakfast.

As soon as hefinished, he went over to the airfarer, pulled the mule out of the cargo-compartment,
teth-ered it to atree so it wouldn't float away and began loading it with the equipment and supplieshe
would need for his morning'swork. It was piled high when he got through and he had to increase the
pressure in the buoyancy tanks and secure the load with severa lengths of rope.

He deactivated the repulsifield to get the mule through, then went back and reectivated it. Before
set-ting forth, he checked the area sur-rounding the invisible canopy for footprints—large ones. He did
not find any, nor had he expected to. One of Y (.(./ 's characteristics that the PPTeam's aerid survelllance
had thrown light on was his dis-inclination to wander far from his demesne. There was yet another
rea-son Starbrook hadn't expected to find footprints: if Y (.(/ had wanted—or been able—to finish him
off, he would have done so last night on the hillside. The fact that he hadn't im-plied elther that he couldn't
or that he had other plans.

Pulling the mule behind him, Star-brook set off across the meadow. The woodland wasfilled with
birdsong and bright splashes of sunlight. At length heleft it behind him and moved out onto the plain. The
hills, brownish now in the light of day, marched to meet him. Entering them, he chose a spot somefifty
yards south of and on adirect line with the invisble transmissifield, tethered the mule and unloaded it.

Thetilt furnace gave him the most trouble. After jockeying it into place, heloaded it with three
twenty-pound 81-3-7-9 brassingots. Then he thrust the muzzle of the flame thrower into the fuel
gperture and turned the thrower on. Before diding the fur-nace cover into place, he checked to see
whether the flame was swirling round the crucible. It was.

Theroar of the thrower filled the morning, driving the slence from the hills. Beforelong, Y (.(/ would
come around to investigate. Star-brook kept an eye out for him as he went on with hiswork. There was
afla expanse of gravely ground not far from the furnace that would do nicely for afloor. He carried the
flask and the pattern over to it, in-serted the pattern between the cope and the drag and set the flask
down, drag uppermost. Then he got the two cartons of perma-moist molding sand and dumped one of
them into the drag. Getting his shove, he tamped the sand down with the handle, then smoothed it out.
Then he got the bottom board, st it in place and turned the mold over. Glancing sdeways, he caught a
vast movement beyond the trans-missifield. He grinned. Y (.(./ was tak-ing the bait. Moreover, hewas
ap-proaching the trap from exactly theright angle.

After making the cope and cutting the sprue, Starbrook checked the heat. The flame thrown by the
thrower was of such high intengty that the ingots were dready molten. Returning to the mold, heraised
the cope to the accompaniment of the ci-cadalike crescendo of the inbuilt vibrator. Both the flask and the
sand were lightweight; nevertheless, the mold was alarge one and the lift required dl his strength. Setting
the cope to one Side, he raised the pat-tern. Thanks to the special molding sand, both the cope and the
drag-impressions were flawless. Getting the core, he st it carefully in place, then he punched haf a
dozen tiny holes in the cope o the gases could escape. Finaly he lowered the cope onto the drag,
searched for and found aflat rock about ninety poundsin weight, and set it on top of the mold.

The metd was not quite ready. While waiting for it to reach the 2,100 degrees Fahrenheit he needed
for teeming he paced back and forth between the furnace and the mold. He could see Y (.(./ clearly now.
The deity was standing just beyond the transmissifield, looking first at the furnace and then at the mold.



By light of day he seemed far less formi-dable, athough his proportions were transheroic. He was
wearing asa-ronglike garment fashioned from alength of materia large enough to sail aboat. Hisgray
beard fell dl theway to hismiddle, and his shaggy hair was shoulder-length. His arms were on the skinny
sde, and so were hislegs, which were dightly bowed. But his eyes|eft no doubt asto his godhood. They
werelikeapair of pulsars. He till carried the scepter-like object Starbrook had noticed the night before.
Somehow it did not jibe with his appearance or his back-ground. A staff would have suited his
Judaeo-Christian character better.

In oneway, it was ridiculous to be going to so much troubleto transmit him to Light. Superbeings
existed only for that length of timetheir creators believed in them strongly enough to keep redlity from
redign-ing itsdf. Generally the length of time they were able to sustain such beliefs was limited to two or
three generations; hence, any superbeing's days— Y (.(./ 'sincluded—were num-bered, and whether he
were trans-mitted to Light or remained where hewas, Y (.(./ was due to pop out of existencein the
foreseeable future.

Starbrook checked the heat again. The yellow-whiteness of the metal told him that it was ready, and
he turned the flame thrower off. Getting the long-handled ladle, he put the furnace on tilt and lined up the
ladle with the lip. He caught the molten flow deftly, hisrepulsfier protecting him from the heat, and when
the fur-nace was empty and the ladle full he set the latter down and skimmed it. Then he carried it over to
the floor and poured the mold.

Laying the ladle aside, he removed the stone weight. He was sweeting, and the pain in his chest was
coming back. Y (.(/ had moved farther into the pass and was stand-ing little more than an arm'slength
from the transmissifield. The success of his siratagem thus far made Starbrook temporarily forget hispain.

While waiting for the casting to cool, he looked for a suitable pedes-ta. There was aflat-topped
boulder savera yardsfrom the floor that would do nicely. An dtar wouldn't be necessary: the analogy
didn't have to be letter-perfect. To kill time, he walked back and forth be-tween the pedestal and the
mold, no-ticing for the first time that the range of hillswas redly two ranges sepa-rated by awide arroyo.
It wasin the middle of thisarroyo that he had set up his one-man foundry.

He waited about forty-five min-utes longer, then approached the mold and raised the cope. Using the
sprue for ahandle, he pulled the casting free from the drag and shook it. It looked good. He got the
au-tomatic saw and the portable sander and, working with his back to Y (.(/, cut off the gate and the
sprue, and the gas-hole risers, after which he sanded the areas flush with the cast-ing proper. Then he
went to work on the metal with awire brush. It began to gleam—though not as brightly as gold would
have; but of course gold had been out of the question, and besides, Y (.(./ wouldn't know the dif-ference.

Starbrook grinned. Picking up the"golden” calf, he carried it over to the flat-topped boulder he had
cho-senfor his pedestal and et it in place. It was dightly smdler than life-size, but redisticin adl other
re-spects. Starbrook grinned again, then backed up severa paces and gen-uflected. Straightening, he
stepped to one side, providing Y (.(/ with an unobstructed view of the object of his reverence.

Y (.(/ 'scraglike face grew gray. Crevices opened up between hisflared nostrils and the corners of
his traplike mouth. His eyes, black to begin with, acquired an even deeper darkness. In the absence of a
Maosesto do hiswill, he should have come rushing through the transmissifield with the intention of dashing
the calf from the pedestd and pulverizing it benegth hisfeet—and have wound up millions of miles avay
onLight.

He should have, and perhaps he would have, if, in his monumenta rage, he hadn't forgotten
Starbrook's immunity to thunderbolts and launched a dozen of them in the hated outsider's direction.
When they vanished less than a cubit from hisfingertips, he blinked.

For along while he stared at the point in space where the bolts had disappeared. At length, he
amiled. A cunning smile. Heraised hisarms.

It begantorain.

Therain sent team rising from the furnace. It hissed when it struck the till-warm "golden” calf.
Star-brook'srepulsfier brokeit up into infinitesma particles, but failled to keep it out.

It fell gently at first. Thenit picked up tempo and was accompanied by lightning and thunder. All at



once, it turned into a cloudburst.

The arroyo filled with frightening rgpidity, and ayoung and vigorousriver took form between the hills.
Starbrook tried desperately to reach the mule, only to seeit break free when he was hafway to it and
drift off in the direction of the current. Next, he tried to reach higher ground, but by thistime the water
had risen to hiswaist, and he hadn't gone three yards before he lost his footing.

Helpless, he went tumbling down-stream. His repulsifier shielded him from the rocks, but it could do
noth-ing about the water that forced itsway into hislungs. He grabbed fran-tically at the bouldershe
collided with, at the outcroppings the current threw him againgt. At last hisfingers found and gripped the
roots of asmall tree and he pulled himsdlf la-borioudy from the torrent and crawled hadfway up afriendly
hill. Asthough by prearrangement, the rain sopped and the sun came out. Dejectedly Starbrook |ooked
back the way he had come. The pain in his chest was so intense he could hardly breathe and the water he
had swallowed made him retch. Once again he forced himself to hisfeet and made hislegscarry himin
the direction of camp. End of Round Two.

(It should be emphasized that both " omnipotence" and "omniscience" are relative terms.
Thus, while the 70Z had endowed Y(.(./ with both quali-ties, he was all-powerful and all-knowing
only to the limited extent they could conceive of him as being. And it should be emphasized also
that although the 70Z attributed to him the ability to create life, his actual ability was severely
curtailed Reality, already strained to the breaking point by the mere fact of his existence,
per-mitted himto exercise his power only if the basic materials were available and allowed himto
perpetuate life only so long as he could, by force of will alone, hold reality at bay. Once hiswill
faltered or once his presence was removed, reality asserted itself and whatever changes he had
made in the natural order of things were quickly corrected.

It waswell past midday by the time Starbrook got back to camp. A handful of pain-arresters had put
his pain to rout, but he was astired as he was bedraggled, and after dipping through the repulsfield, he
headed directly for histent.

Thelossof roundsoneand two to Y (.(/ nettled but did not dismay him. Thetransmissifield
projector was impervious to water and on high enough ground not to have been washed away by the
river. Therefore, he till possessed the means of evict-ing Y (.(./. However, since there wasllittle likelihood
that the diety would voluntarily step into the field, the projector would have to be relocated.

Getting Y (.(/ out of the way long enough to accomplish the task posed no problem, but finding a
new site did. The plan Starbrook finally set-tled upon could not be effected till after dark, so he lay back
on hisin-flatable bed and relaxed. Despite his pain, which was coming back again, and despite his
tiredness, he felt keenly, intensely aive. He was re-minded of aremark Harry West-wood had made
about Beowulfing when the two of them were on ahunt together. "Hunting down a su-perbeing islike
driving in that an-cient superchariot race they used to cal the 'Indianapolis 500'. The only time those
driverswereredly aive was when they were on the track. That'sthe way it iswith us. The only time
we'reredly diveiswhen wereon thetrail of an ogre, adragon, or agod.”

At thetime, he and Harry had been standing about a hundred yards from the mouth of the rocky
cave where their quarry lived. The quarry was a genuine fire-breathing dragon named Sssth which the
Zendi of the planet Lost had invented to scare their children and subconscioudy brought to life when they
began be-lieving in it themsalves. Thefact that Gaactic Guidance had assigned two Beowulfersto
exterminate it was an index of its Sze and ferocity.

"I'll tell youwhat," Harry said presently. "I'll goinand step onitstall and flushit out.”

Starbrook hadn't demurred. He had known it wouldn't do any good. He didliked the idea of working
with Harry Westwood. Westwood was too reckless. He had a prosthetic hand to proveit. Harry never
talked about it, and GG's publicity divison, in con-trast to its usual custom of bruiting the exploits of
Beowulfersto the four thousand corners of the galaxy, had kept the story secret; but Starbrook had it
from areliable source that the reason Westwood had a prosthetic hand was that an ogress had bitten off
hisred one,



Anyway, Harry had gone into the cave to flush Sssth out, and Starbrook had waited about a hundred
yards from the mouth, Dammerung at ready. But the two Beowulfers had been badly briefed, and less
than aminute later Harry came stumbling out of the cave, blinded by a poi-sonous spray neither had
known to be part of Sssth'sarsena. Some thirty yards from the mouth, he tripped and fell, adding a
gprained ankleto histroubles. By then, Starbrook was running to the hunter's aid. By the time he reached
him, Sssth had emerged from its cave like ayoung locomotive under full sleam. Straddling Westwood's
body, Starbrook calmly shot out the beast's four eyes, then sent a charge straight into itsbrain. The
ghadtly thing fell dead hardly afoot from the toe of his boot.

Westwood's vision had returned in time for him to witnessthe finale. "Damn you, Barney," he said,
"why'd you do such acrazy thing!"

"l didn't think you'd look right with a prosthetic head.”

"But you could have got the thing from where you were standing. Y ou could have played it safel™

"l guess| wastrying to prove that my third wife didn't have any more justification for walking out on
me than my first and second ones did,” Starbrook said.

"Only to prove," Westwood said, "that she had dl the justification in the world, because if you'd il
been married to her you'd have done the same thing—without a thought of what your death might do to
her."

Starbrook didn't say anything. He helped Westwood to hisfeet. The two men looked at the
loathsome mountain of carrion before them. Soon, the Zendi would divideit into choice and
not-quite-so-choice cuts and a cel ebration would be held and the two hunters feted. Starbrook
shuddered.

"Knock it off, Barney," Westwood said. "Y ou've killed enough of them by now to beused to it.”

"It'snot the killing that bothers me. It's what makes people like metick."

"Wl it shouldn't bother you," Westwood had said. "Because what makes you tick isthe samething
that made Lindbergh tick when he flew that prop-propelled orange crate of his acrossthe Atlantic, that
made Harding and Cadwdll tick when they refused to be rescued from the Wall of Morning Light, that
made Hannibal crossthe Alps, that made Kennedy into asitting duck in Dal-las. If it didn't bother those
guys, why should it bother you?"

At dusk Starbrook ate aleisurely med. After he finished, he spread out the map of the Mesathat the
PPTeam had provided him and stud-ied it by lantern light. It was based on the same multi-magnified
orbital photo whoseimage he carried in hismind, but it contained amileage scae, and theimage didn't.

After computing the distance to histarget area, herotated the air farer'ssmall turret cannon till its
muzzle pointed in the proper direc-tion, then fed his computationsinto its brainbox. He waited till the
wegpon adjusted itsdlf, and when its reedy light went on he sent threein-cendiary shells climbing into the
sky. Reaching the apex of their trgjec-tory, they coasted down into the thick forest that flanked Y (.(/'s
de-mesne on the north, and detonated. The northern sky turned red.

Starbrook was going to have to movefast. Y (.(./ was bound to in-vestigate aforest fire of such
sudden-ness and intengity, but adeity of his rain-making capability would have no trouble containing it.
Donning his V/ii5 goggles and activating his repulsifier, Starbrook set forth. The northern sky had
brightened to avivid orange by the time he reached the plain, but even as he congratulated himsdlf he saw
thefirg bolts of lightning and heard the thunder, and knew that Y (.(./ was a-ready taking
countermeasures.

Presently he entered the hills. Only a scattering of puddles remained of theriver that had raged
through the arroyo that morning. Nothing whatsoever remained of his founding operation—not even the
"golden” cdf. Alert for the dightest sign of Y (.(./ he climbed the eastern dope of the passto the shelf
wherethe transmissifield projector sat. Carefully hefelt for the switch, and turned thefield off.

Carrying the projector, he de-scended the dope, walked through the pass and entered the garden. It
was hisintention to reset histrap in one of the garden paths. He came to one presently, and began
following it. It was wide, and appeared to be well-traveled. Yes, it ought to do.

He was dumbstruck when a girl emerged from the shadows of the trees and stepped into the
darlight.



Thunder sounded from the north, but above the garden the skies re-mained clear.

The girl barred Starbrook's way. She wore nothing but her nakedness. It was all she needed to wear.
A dark swirl of hair swept the left side of her face. Her black eyes seemed to glis-ten.

He removed his V/ii5 goggles, found her lovelier yet. She projected her nameinto hismind: (* L *).
Hetried to project hisinto hers, but of course he couldnt, for it had no 70Z equivalent.

But she couldn't be a 70Z. She was as Caucasian as he was. Besides, all of the 70Z had been
relocated on Light.

Somehow, it did not seem to mat-ter what she was, or what she was doing on the Mesa. She
reached out to touch hisface, recoiled when her fingers cameinto contact with the re-pulsifier. He turned
it off Shereached forth again, and thistime her fingers brushed his cheek. She drew him eagerly into the
shadows of the trees, down into the scented softness of flowers. It was as though he were the first man
she had ever seen.

He could sméll apples, and the ap-ples were her breath. The pounding of his heart became ahuge
drumbeat in hisears. It grew larger, louder, spread throughout his body and pen-etrated the very earth.
Shudders like rhythmic selsmic waves shook the ground. It was as though a giant were walking

A giant—or agod.

The truth detonated in Starbrook’s brain, brought him to hisfeet. His frantic fingers found the control
knob of the repulsifier on his bdlt, and in a second he was safe.

Theforest fire had saved hislife. If Y (.(./ had not goneto investigate, he would have beenin the
garden, wait-ing. Now, aware that the fire had been aruse, he was hurrying back to check histrap,
hoping that Starbrook had taken the bait and was till vulnerable.

Retrieving the projector from where it had fallen among the flow-ers, Starbrook seized (* L *)'s hand
and began running with her toward the hills. All was not yet logt. With alittle luck, he not only could
escape Y (.(/, but evict him aswell.

Half dragging the girl and ignor-ing the recrudescence of his pain, he entered the hills. From behind
came the crackling of tree branchesas Y (.(./, desperate to reach his enemy beforeit wastoo late,
plunged into the garden. Starbrook moved deeper into the hills, looking for a high ledge that was
unassailable from the front but easily accessible from the side. He was hampered by theloss of hisV/ii5
goggles, which he had dropped in the garden.

The hillswerefull of ledges, and eventudly he found what he wanted. By thistime, Y (.(/, too, had
entered the hills, apparently having con-cluded that Starbrook and the girl were no longer in the garden.
The ground trembled at his gpproach, and therattling of small avdanchesfilled the night. Hanking the
ledge on the |eft was a gentle dope that be-gan at right anglesto it, then U-turned hafway up. Pulling the
girl asfar astheturn, Starbrook Ieft her there and returned to the base. There, he set up the projector
and projected the transmissifield &t right anglesto the cliff.

Rgoining (* L *), who had been watching the proceedings with mysti-fied eyes, he took her hand
and led her up to theledge. There, hewaited till Y (.(/ came striding over the hills, then took the woman
the deity had made of hisribinto hisarms.

Sherecoiled from thetingling of the repulsifier, which now engulfed her aswell ashim, and he had to
hold her tightly so that Y (.(./ would assume that, unable to resist her, Starbrook had turned the
"thunderbolt shield" off. The deity could not know, of course—and indeed, Starbrook himsdlf had
forgotten only a short while ago—that the juxtaposi-tion of asecond body caused the field to double
itsdf.

Y (.(/ had halted about ahundred feet from the diff. Significantly, the " scepter” was missing from his
right hand. The expression on hisface was a curious mixture of self-satisfaction and 'righteous indignation.
Hisan-alogy hadn't been letter-perfect ei-ther, but it had served its purpose. Now, the re-enactment of
the origi-nd sin wastaking place right before his eyes. Small wonder that he should assume that the
"thunderbolt shidd" was no longer functioning.

His self-satisfaction was short-lived. It died with the first series of thunderbolts he sent Starbrook’s
way. After the second, it turned over inits grave. Meanwhile, hisright-eous indignation grew into
righteous wrath—awrath so overwhelming that he forgot he was a god and strode purposefully toward



the dliff, hiseyesburning like black bonfires. But hisfingersfell far short of the ledge where the Man and
the Woman were, and though he tried mightily, he could not claw hisway up the rock face of the cliff.

Suddenly he saw the dope, fol-lowed it up with his black bonfires of eyesto whereit U-turned. A
giant step brought him to its beginning. A second giant step carried him al theway to Light.

Starbrook looked down to where the transmissifield invisibly pulsed in the night. The dope was
empty.

His heroic rescue of Harry West-wood had made him famous. His successful eviction of the 70Z god
would make him legend.

He became aware of the girl be-neath him, of the warmth of her naked body, of the adoration in her
eyes. Of necessity, hislove-making had been smulated. Now, the pas-son he had known in the garden
re-turned, tempered by a quality he had never experienced before and there-fore did not recognize.

As helooked tenderly down upon her childlike face, he redized that the grayness of the ground was
showing through her features. Smul-taneoudy, astherib that Y (.(/ had psychosurgicaly removed began
to remateridize, he experienced aless-ening of the pain in hischest.

"No," hewhispered. "No!"

(* L*) was digphanous now. He watched hel plesdy as she faded away. Only after she had vanished
utterly did the knowledge smite him that he had found—and |ost—the only woman in the world whom he
could ever love—who, inaway, he had beenin lovewith dl hislife.

He got numbly to hisfeet.

Bone of my bones. FHesh of my flesh ...

He struck across the hills and over the plain and walked through the woodland. The airfarer awaited
him. Like Charon, it would ferry him acrossthe Styx. He dways camein first in the Indianapolis 500, but
he never won.



