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Introduction

What istomorrow?

Until Man came aong, the creatures of this planet lived only on the raw data of the immediate
present. Lower forms of life had ingtinct, but no conceptud language, no gift for andogies. Man wasthe
first cresture on this planet with a cortex complex enough to learn from the past or to speculate on the
future; at last, after an unknown number of eons, somebody was around who could make a stab at
understanding the meaning of now . . . and once that concept was formalized, it was only astep to its
analogs, yesterday and tomorrow.

Because Man isanatural question-asker, we've been fascinated by these concepts ever since. In
large measure, thisis due to smple anxiety. We're unsure of ourselves and the world around us. We think
we know what tomorrow will bring—the sun will rise, the seasonswill change, lifewill continue. These
expectations form the basis of our wholelife plan. If the future were completely unpredictable there
would be no point in plans.. . . but then, there might not even be arace of creatures such aswe.

Lower creatures do not know—or understand—the meaning of tomorrow. They live dwaysin the
present, moving through the great time stream like chips tossed upon ariver current, carried where nature
will. Because Man does have that capacity to question, however, the future has cometo have ared
exigtence, firmly foundationed upon today and our myriad yesterdays.

In these pages, you will seefive visons of tomorrow by five of the best questioners around, for
science fiction is nothing more than an extension of our natura inquisitiveness about life and the world into
the far-distant tomorrow. Science fiction opens a door—an infinity of doors —to possible tomorrows,
and the stories here are attempts at finding the secret keys to those doors. Are any of these visons
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correct? Come back in twenty years—or two hundred or two thousand—and ask again.

For the present, settle yoursdlf as these five men tickle your imagination with the
question-festher—for tomorrow is coming at you faster than you think. Right now it's only twenty-four
hours away. Close your eyes and you can seeit coming. Open your imagination and comewith us...
come to tomorrow!

ROBERT HOSKINS

New York City

The Civilisation Game
By Clifford D. Smak

In a today and a future marked by increasing urban growth, Clifford D. Smak is the master of the
simple life. Here he treats of a tomorrow in which the business of politics will carry the mark of
shame ... and to be elected President of the nation isto earn the ultimate dishonor....

For sometime, Stanley Paxton had been hearing the sound of muffled explosions from the west. But
he had kept on, for there might be aman behind him, trailing him, and he could not change his course.
For if he was not befuddled, the homestead of Nelson Moore lay somewherein the hills ahead. There he
would find shelter for the night and perhaps even transportation. Communication, he knew, must be ruled
out for the moment; the Hunter people would be monitoring, dert for any news of him.

One Eagter vacation, many years ago, he had spent afew days at the M oore homestead, and all
through this afternoon he had been haunted by a sense of recognition for certain landmarks he had
sighted. But hisvidt to these hills had been so long ago that his memory hazed and there was no certainty.

Asthe afternoon had lengthened toward an early evening, hisfear of the trailing man began to taper
off. Perhaps, he told himself, there was no one, after al. Once, atop ahill, he had crouched in athicket
for dmogt haf an hour and had seen no sign of any follower.

Long since, of course, they would have found the wreckage of hisflier but they might have arrived
too late and so, consequently, have no ideaiin which direction he had gone.

Through the day, he/d kept close watch of the cloudy sky and was satisfied that no scouting flier had
passed overhead to spot him.

Now, with the setting of the sun behind an angry cloud bank, he felt momentarily safe.

He came out of a meadow and began to climb awooded hill.

The strange boomings and concussions seemed fairly close at hand and he could see the flashes of
explosonslighting up the sky.

He reached the hilltop and stopped short, crouching down againgt the ground. Below him, over a
sguare mile or more of ground, spread the rippling flashes, and in the pauses between the louder noises,
he heard faint chatterings that sent shivers up his spine.

He crouched, watching the flashes ripple back and forth in zigzag patterning and occasiondly asmall
holocaust of explosionswould suddenly break out and then subside as quickly.

Slowly he stood up and wrapped his cloak about him and raised the hood to protect his neck and
ears.

On the near sde of the flashing area, a the bottom of the hill, was some sort of four-square structure
looming darkly in the dusk. And it seemed aswell that amassive, hazy bowl lay inverted above the entire
area, although it was too dark to make out what it was.

Paxton grunted softly to himsalf and went quickly down the hill until he reached the building. It was,
he saw, asort of observation platform, solidly constructed and raised well above the ground with the top
half of it made of heavy glassthat ran dl the way around. A ladder went up one side to the glassed-in
platform.

"What's going on up there?" he shouted, but hisvoice could be scarcely heard above the crashing
and thundering that came from out in front.

So he climbed the ladder.



When his head reached the level of the glassed-in platform area, he halted. A boy, not more than 14
years of age, sood at the front of the platform, staring out into anoisy seaof fire. A pair of binoculars
was sung about his neck and to one side of him stood a massive bank of instruments.

Paxton clambered up the rest of the way and stepped inside the platform.

"Hello, young man!" he shouted.

The youngster turned around. He seemed an engaging fellow, with acowlick down his forehead.

"I'm sorry, gr," hesaid. "I'm afraid | didn't hear you."

"What isgoing on here?'

"A war," said the boy. "Pertwee just launched hisbig attack. I'm hard-pressed to hold him off."

Paxton gasped alittle. "But thisismost unusud!" he protested.

The boy wrinkled up hisforehead. "I don't understand.”

"Y ou are Nelson Moorée's son?"

"Yes, gr, | an Graham Moore."

"I knew your father many years ago. We went to school together.”

"Hewill be glad to seeyou, sr," the boy said brightly, sensing an opportunity to rid himself of this
uninvited kibitzer. "Y ou take the path just north of west. It will lead you to the house."

"Perhaps," suggested Paxton, "you could come along and show me.”

"I can't leavejust yet," said Graham. "I must blunt Pertwee's attack. He caught me off my balance
and has been saving up hisfirepower and there were some manoeuvres that escaped me until it was too
late. Bdieveme, S, I'min an unenviable postion.”

"This Pertwee?'

"He's the enemy. Weve fought for two years now."

"l see," said Paxton solemnly and retreated down the ladder.

Hefound the path and followed it and found the house, set in aswale between two hillocks. It was
an old and rambling affair anong greet clumps of trees.

The path ended on a patio and awoman's voice asked: "Isthat you, Nels?

She sat in arocking chair on the smooth stone flags and was little more than ablur of whiteness- a
white face haloed by white hair.

"Not Nels" hesad. "Anold friend of your son's.”

From here, he noticed, through sometrick of acousticsin the hills, one could barely hear the sound of
battle, although the sky to the east was lighted by an occasiond flash of heavy rockets or atillery fire.

"We are glad to have you, gir," the old lady said, still rocking gently back and forth. "Although | do
wish Nelson would come home. | don't like him wandering around after it gets dark.”

"My nameis Stanley Paxton. I'm with Politics"

"Why, yes," shesaid, "l remember now. Y ou spent an Easter with us, 20 years ago. I'm Corndlia
Moore, but you may cal me Grandma, like al the rest of them.”

"l remember you quitewell," said Paxton. "l hopeI'm not intruding."

"Heavens, no. We havefew visitors. Were always glad to see one. Theodore especidly will be
pleased. Y ou'd better cdl him Granther."

"Granther?'

"Grandfather. That'sthe way Graham said it when hewas atyke.”

"I met Graham. He seemed to be quite busy. He said Pertwee had caught him off his balance.

"That Pertwee playstoo rough,” said Grandma, alittle angrily.

A robot catfooted out onto the patio. "Dinner isready, madam,” it said.

"Weéll wait for Nelson,” Grandmatold it.

"Y es, madam. He should bein quite soon. We shouldn't wait too long. Granther has dready Started
on his second brandy.”

"We have aguest, Elijah. Please show him to hisroom. Heisafriend of Nelson's"

"Good evening, Sir,” Elijah said. "If you will follow me. And your luggage. Perhgps| can carry it.”

"Oh, course you can," said Grandmadrily. "I wish, Elijah, you'd stop putting on airs when there's



"l have no luggage,” Paxton said, embarrassed.

Hefollowed the robot across the patio and into the house, going down the centra hal and up the
very handsomewinding staircase.

The room was large and filled with old-fashioned furniture. A sedate fireplace stood against onewall.

"Il light afire," Elijah said. "It gets chilly in the autumn once the sun goes down. And damp. It looks
likeran.

Paxton stood in the centre of the room, trying to remember.

Grandmawas a painter and Nelson was a naturalist, but what about old Granther?'

"The old gentleman,” said the robot, sooping at the fireplace, "will send you up adrink. HEll insst on
brandy, but if youwishit, | could get you something ese."

"No, thank you. Brandy will befine."

"The old gentleman'sin grest fettle. Hell have alot to tell you. HE'sjust finished his sonata, Sir, after
working at it for dmost seven years, and hel's very proud of it. Thereweretimes, | don't mind telling you,
when it was going badly, that he wasn't fit to live with. If you'd just ook here at my bottom, Sir, you can
seeadent ..."

"So | see" said Paxton uncomfortably.

The robot rose from before the fireplace and the flames began to crackle, crawling up the wood.

"I'll go for your drink," Elijah said. "If it takes alittle longer than seems necessary, do not become
adarmed. The old gentleman undoubtedly will take this opportunity to lecture me about hewing to civility,
now that we have aguest.”

Paxton walked to the bed, took off his cloak and hung it on a bedpost. He walked back to thefire
and sat down in achair, stretching out hislegs toward the warming blaze.

It had been wrong of him to come here, he thought. These people should not beinvolved in his
problems and his dangers. Theirs was the quiet world, the easygoing, thoughtful world, while hisworld of
Paliticswasdl clamour and excitement and sometimes agony and fear.

Hed not tell them, he decided. And held stay just the night and be off before the dawn. Somehow or
other he would work out away to get in contact with his party. Somewhere ese held find people who
would hdp him.

There was aknock at the door. Apparently it had not taken Elijah aslong asit had thought.

"Comein," Paxton called.

It was not Elijah; it was Nelson Moore.

He still wore arough walking jacket and his boots had mud upon them and there was a streek of dirt
across hisface where heldd brushed back his hair with agrimy hand.

"Grandmatold me you were here," he said, shaking Paxton by the hand.

"l hed two weeks off," said Paxton, lying like agentleman. "Wejust finished with an exercise. It might
interest you to know that | was elected President.”

"Why, that isfing," said Nelson enthusiagticdly.

"Yes, | supposeitis”

"Let'sgt down."

"I'm &fraid | may be holding up the dinner. Therobot said —"

Nelson laughed. "Elijah dways rushes usto eat. He wantsto get the day al done and buttoned up.
Weve cometo expect it of him and we pay him no attention.”

"I'm looking forward to meeting Anastasa,” Paxton said. "I remember that you wrote of her often —"

"She'snot here," said Nelson. " She - well, sheleft me. Almost five years ago. She missed Outside
too much. None of us should marry outside Continuation.”

"I'm sorry. | shouldn't have —"

"It'sdl right, Stan. It'sall done with now. There are some who simply do not fit into the project. I've
wondered many times, since Anastasaleft, what kind of folkswe are. I'vewondered if it dl isworth it."

"All of usthink that way at times," said Paxton. "There have been timeswhen I've been forced to fall
back on history to find some shred of justification for what we're doing here. Therésaparalld inthe
monks of the so-called Middle Ages. They managed to preserve at least part of the knowledge of the



Hellenic world. For their own sdlfish reasons, of course, as Continuation hasits selfish reasons, but the
human race wasthered beneficiary.”

"l go back to history, too," said Nelson. "The onethat | come up with isa Stone Age savage, hidden
off in some dark corner, busily flaking arrows while the first spaceships are being launched. It al seems
S0 usdless, Stan ...."

"Onthefaceof it, | supposeitis. It doesn't matter in the least that | was elected President in our
just-finished exercise, there may be a day when that knowledge and technique of politicsmay comein
very handy. And when it does, al the humn race will haveto do is come back here to Earth and they he
living art. This campaign that | waged was adirty one, Stan. I'm not proud of it."

"Th.erésagood ded of dirty thingsin the human culture," Nelson said, "but if we commit oursaves
at dl, it must be dl the humansthe vicious with the noble, the dirty with the splendid." A door opened
quietly and Elijah glided in. It had two cupson atray.

"I heard you comein," it said to Nelson, "so | brought you something, too."

"Thank you," Nelson said. "That waskind of you." Elijah shuffled in some embarrassment. "If you
don't mind, would you hurry just alittle? The old gentleman has dmost killed the bottle. I'm afraid of what
might happen to him if | don't get back to the table.”

Dinner had been finished and young Graham hustled off to bed. Granther unearthed, with grest
solemnity, another bottle of good brandy.

"That boy isacaution,” he declared. "I don't know what's come of him. Imagine him out there dl day
long, fighting fool battles. If he was going to take up something, | should think hed want it to be useful.
There's nothing more usaless than a General when there are no wars.”

Grandma clacked her teeth together with impatience. "It isn't that we hadn't tried. We gave him every
chance there was. But he wasn't interested in anything until he took up warring." "He's got guts,” said
Granther proudly. "That much I'll say of him. He up and asked me the other day would | write him battle
music. Me!" yelled Granther, thumping his chest, write battle music!”

"He's got the seeds of destruction in him," declared Grandma serioudy. "He doesn't want to build. He
just wantsto bugt.”

"Don't look at me," Nelson said to Paxton. "'l gave up long ago. Granther and Grandmatook him
over from meright after Anastasialeft. To hear them talk, you'd think they hated him. But let melift a
finger to him and the both of them -"

"Wedid the best we could,” said Grandma. ""We gave him every chance. We bought him al the
testing kits. Y ou remember?’

"Sure," said Granther, busy with the bottle. "I remember well. We bought him that ecology kit and
you should have seen the planet he turned out. It was the most pitiful, down-at-hedl's, hungover planet
you ever saw. And then we tried robotry —"

"Hedid right well at that,” said Grandmatartly.

"Sure, he built them. He enjoyed building them. Recdll the time he geared the two of them to hate
each other and they fought until they were just two piles of scrap? | never saw anyone have such a
splendid time as Graham during the seven days they fought.”

"We could scarcely get himinto meds" said Grandma

Granther handed out the brandy.

"But theworgt of dl," he decided, "wasthe time we tried religion. He dreamed up a cult that was
positively gummy. We made short work of that ..."

"And the hospitd," said Grandma. "That wasyour idea, Néels. . ."

"Let'snot talk about it," pleaded Nelson grimly. "'l am sure Stanley isn't interested.”

Paxton picked up the cue Nelson was offering him. "1 was going to ask you, Grandma, what kind of
painting you aredoing. | don't recal that Nelson ever told me."

"Landscapes,” the sweet-faced old lady said. "'I've been doing some experimenting.”

"And | tell her sheiswrong,” protested Granther. "To experiment iswrong. Our job isto maintain
tradition, not to et our work go wandering off in whatever direction it might choose."

"Our job," said Grandma bitterly, "isto guard the techniques. Which is not to say we cannot strive at



progress, if it il ishuman progress. Y oung man,” she appeded to Paxton, "isn't that the way you seeit?’

"Widl, in part,” evaded Paxton, caught between two fires. "'In Palitics, we alow evolvement,
naturaly, but we make sure by periodic tests that we are developing logicaly and in the human manner.
And we make very sure we do not drop any of the old techniques, no matter how outmoded they may
seem. And the sameistrue in Diplomacy. | happen to know abit about Diplomacy, because the two
sectionswork very close together and —"

"There!" Grandmasaid.

"Y ou know what | think?' said Nelson quietly. "We are afrightened race. For thefirst timein our
history, the human raceisaminority and it scares us haf to desth. We are afraid of losing our identity in
the great galactic matrix. Were afraid of assmilation.”

"That'swrong, son," Granther disagreed. "We are not afraid, my boy. We'rejust awful smart, that's
al. We had agreat culture a one time and why should we give it up? Sure, most humans nowadays have
adopted the gdlactic way of life, but that is not to say that it isfor the best. Some day we may want to
turn back to the human culture or we may find that later on we can use parts of it. And thisway, if we
keep it dive herein Project Continuation, it will be available, dl of it or any part, any timewe need it.
And I'm not speaking, mind you, from the human view alone, because some facet of our culture might
sometime be badly needed, not by the human race as such, but by the Galaxy itself."

"Then why keep the project secret?’

"I don't think it'sredlly secret,” Granther said. "It'sjust that no one pays much attention to the human
race and none at al to Earth. The human raceis pretty small potatoes againgt al the rest of them and
Earth isjust aworn-out planet that doesn't amount to shucks.”

He asked Paxton: "Y ou ever hear it was secret, boy?”

"Why, | guessnot," said Paxton. "All | ever understood was that we didn't go around shooting off our
mouths about it. I've thought of Continuation asa sort of sacred trust. We're the guardians who watch
over thetriba medicine bag whiletherest of humanity isout among the stars getting civilised.”

The old man chortled. "That's about the size of it. We're just abunch of bushmen, but mark me wdll,
intelligent and even dangerous bushmen.”

"Dangerous?’ asked Paxton.

"He means Graham," Nelson told him quietly.

"No, I don't," said Granther. "Not him especidly. | mean the whole kit and caboodle of us. Because,
don't you see, everybody who joinsin this gaactic culture that they are tewing up out there must
contribute something and must likewise give up something - thingsthat don't fit in with the new ideas. And
the human race has done just like the rest of them, except we haven't given up athing. Oh, onthe
surface, certainly. But everything welve given up is till back here, being kept dive by abunch of
subsidised barbarians on an old and gutted planet that amember of thisfine galactic culture wouldn't give
asecond look."

"He'shorrible," said Grandma. "Don't pay attention to him. He's got a mean and ornery soul insgde
that withered carcass.”

"And what isMan?' yelled Granther. "He's mean and ornery, too, when he hasto be. How could we
have gone so far if weweren't mean and ornery?”

And there was some truth in that, thought Paxton. For what humanity was doing here was deliberate
double-crossing. Although, cometo think of it, he wondered, how many other races might be doing the
very sefsamething or itsequivaent?

And, if you were going to do it, you had to do it right. Y ou couldn't take the human culture and
enshrineit prettily within amuseum, for then it would become no more than ashiny showpiece. A fine
display of arrowheads was a pretty thing to look at, but aman would never learn to chip aflint into an
arrowhead by merely looking at abunch of them laid out on avelvet-covered board. To retain the
technique of chipping arrows, you'd have to keep on chipping arrows, generation after generation, long
after the need of them was gone. Fail by one generation and the art was|ogt.

And the same necessarily must be true of other human techniques and other human arts. And not the
purely human arts done, but the unique human flavour of other techniqueswhich in themselveswere



common to many other races.

Elijah brought in an armload of wood and dumped it down upon the hearth, hegped an extralog or
two upon thefire, then brushed itsdlf off carefully.

"Yourewet," said Grandma

"It'sraining, madam," said Elijah, going out the door.

And 0, thought Paxton, Project Continuation kept on practisng the old arts, retaining within aliving
body of the rape the knowledge of their manipulation and their use.

So the section on palitics practised politics and the section on diplomacy set up seemingly impossible
problemsin diplomacy and wrestled with those problems. And in the project factories, teams of
indudtridists carried on in the old tradition and fought a never-ending feud with the trade unionism teams.
And, scattered throughout the land, quiet men and women painted and composed and wrote and
sculpted so that the culture that had been wholly human would not perish in the face of the new and
wonderful galactic culture that was evolving from the fuson of many intelligences out in the farther sars.

And against what day, wondered Paxton, do we carry on thiswork?Isit pure and smple, and
perhaps even silly, pride? Isit no more than afurther expression of human skepticism and human
arrogance? Or does it make the solid sense that old Granther thinksit does?

"You'rein Politics, you say," Granther said to Paxton. "Now that iswhat I'd call aworthwhile thing to
save. From what | hear, this new culture doesn't pay too much attention to what we call palitics. There's
adminigration, naturdly, and asense of civic duty and al that sort of nonsense - but no red politics.
Palitics can be apowerful thing when you need to win apoint.”

"Politicsisadirty busnessfar too often,” Paxton answered. "It'safight for power, an effort to
override and overrule the principles and policies of an opposing body. In even its best phase, it brought
about thefiction of the minority, with the connotation that the mere fact of being aminority carrieswith it
the pendty of being to alarge extent ignored.”

"Stll, it could befun. | supposeit isexciting.”

"Yes, you could call it that," said Paxton. "This|ast exercise we carried out was one with no holds
barred. We had it planned that way. It was described somewhat delicately asavicious battle.”

"And you were elected President,” said Nelson.

"That | was, but you didn't hear me say | was proud of it."

"But you should be," Grandmainsisted. "In the ancient days, it was a proud thing to be elected
President.”

"Perhaps," Paxton admitted, "but not theway my party did it."

It would be s0 easy, he thought, to go ahead and tell them, for they would understand. To say: |
carried it too far. | blackened my opponent's name and character beyond any urgent need. | used dl the
dirty tricks. | bribed and lied and compromised and traded. And | did it al sowell that | even fooled the
logic that was the referee, which stood in lieu of populace and voter. And now my opponent has dug up
another trick and isusing it on me.

For assassination was palitica, even as diplomacy and war were politica. After al, politicswaslittle
more than the short-circuiting of violence; an eection was held rather than arevolution. But at dl times
the partition between palitics and violence was athin and flimsy thing.

Hefinished . off hisbrandy and put the glass down on the table.

Granther picked up the bottle, but Paxton shook his head.

"Thank you," he said. "If you don't mind, | shall go to bed soon. | must get an early Sart.”

He never should have stopped here. It would be unforgivable to embroil these peoplein the
aftermath of the exercise.

Although, hetold himsdif, it probably was unfair to call it the aftermath - what was happening would
have to be apart and parced of the exerciseitself.

Thedoorbell tinkled faintly and they could hear Elijah stirring in the hall.

"Sakesdive," said Grandma, "who can it bethistime of night? And raining outdoors, too!"

It was a churchman.

He stood in the hall, brushing water from his cloak. He took off his broad-brimmed hat and swished



it to shake off the raindrops.

He came into the room with adow and stately tread.

All of them arose.

"Good evening, Bishop," said old Granther. "'Y ou were fortunate to find the house in this kind of
wegther and we're glad to have Y our Worship."

The bishop beamed infine, fast fellowship.

"Not of the church,” he said. "Of the project merely. But you may use the proper terms, if you have a
mind. It hepsme dtay in character.”

Elijah, trailing in hiswake, took his cloak and hat. The bishop was arrayed in rich and handsome
garments.

Granther introduced them al around and found aglass and filled it from the bottle.

The bishop took it and smacked hislips. He sat down in achair next to thefire.

"You have not dined, | takeit," Grandmasaid. "Of course you haven't - there's no place out thereto
dine. Elijah, get the bishop aplate of food, and hurry."

"I thank you, madam," said the bishop. "I've had along, hard day. | appreciate all you're doing for
me. | appreciate it more than you can ever know."

"Thisisour day," Granther said merrily, refilling hisown glassfor the umpteenth time. "It isseldom
that we have any guests at dl and now, dl of an evening, we have two of them."

"Two guests,”" said the bishop, looking straight at Paxton. "Now that isfine, indeed.”

He smacked hislips again and emptied the glass.

In hisroom, Paxton closed the door and shot the bolt full home.

Thefire had burned down to embers and cast adull glow aong thefloor. Therain drummed faintly,
half-heartedly, on the window pane.

And the question and the fear raced within hisbrain.

There was no question of it: The bishop wasthe nwho had been set upon histrail.

No man without a purpose, and adeadly purpose, waked these hills a night, in an autumn rain. And
what was more, the bishop had been scarcely wet. Hed shaken his hat and the drops had fallen off, and
he'd brushed at his cloak and after that both the hat and cloak were dry.

The bishop had been brought here, more than likely, in ahovering flier and let down, as other
assassins probably likewise had been let down thisvery night in dl of half adozen placeswhereafleging
man might have taken shelter.

The bishop had been taken to the room just across the hall and under other circumstances, Paxton
told himself, he might have sought conclusions with him there. He walked over to the fireplace and picked
up the heavy poker and weighed it in his hand. One stroke of that and it would be dl over.

But he couldn't do it. Not in this house.

He put the poker back and walked over to the bed and picked up his cloak. Sowly hedid it on as
he stood there, thinking, going over in hismind the happenings of the morning.

He had been at home, alone, and the phone had rung and Sullivan's face had filled the visor - aface
al puffed up with fright.

"Hunter's out to get you," Sullivan had said. "He's sent men to get you."

"But he can't do that!" Paxton remembered protesting.

"Certainly hecan," said Sullivan. "It comes within the framework of the exercise. Assassnation has
awaysbeen aposshility ..."

"But the exerciseisfinished!"

"Not so far asHunter is concerned. Y ou went alittle far. Y ou should have stayed within the
hypothesis of the problem; there was no need to go back into Hunter's persona affairs. Y ou dug up
things he thought no one ever knew. How did you do it, man?"

"l have my ways" said Paxton. "And in aded likethis, everything wasfar. He didn't handle me
exactly asif | wereinnocent.”

"Y ou better get going,” Sullivan advised. "They must be dmost there. | can't get anyone there soon
enough to help you."



And it would have been dl right, Paxton thought, if the flier had only held together.

He wondered momentarily if it had been sabotaged.

But bethat asit may, he had flown it down and had been able to walk away from it and now, findly,
here hewas.

He stood irresolutely in the centre of the room.

It went againgt his pride to flee for a second time, but there was nothing el seto do. He couldn't let
this house become involved in the tag-end rough and tumble of hisexercise.

And despite the poker, he was weaponless, for weapons on this now-peaceful planet were very few
indeed - no longer household items such as once had been the case.

He went to the window and opened it and saw that the rain had stopped and that aragged moon
was showing through a scud of racing clouds.

Glancing down, he saw the roof of the porch beneath the window and he let his eye follow down the
roof line. Not too hard, he thought, if aman were barefoot, and once he reached the edge theré'd be a
drop of not much more than 7ft.

Hetook off his sandas and stuffed them in the pocket of his cloak and started out the window.

But, halfway out, he climbed back in again and walked to the door. Quietly he did back the bolt. It
wasn't exactly cricket to go running off and leave aroom locked up.

The roof was dippery with therain, but he managed it without any trouble, inching hisway carefully
down the incline. He dropped into ashrub that scratched him up abit, but that, he told himsdlf, wasa
minor metter.

He put on his sandas and straightened up and walked rapidly away. At the edge of the woods, he
stopped and looked back at the house. It stood dark and silent.

Once he got back home and this affair was finished, he promised himsdlf, he'd write Nelson along
apologetic letter and explainit dl.

Hisfeet found the path and he followed it through the sickly haf-light of the cloudy moon.

"Sir," said avoice close beside him, "'l seethat you are out for alittle strall ..."

Paxton jumped in fright.

"It'sanicenight for it, Sr," the voice went on quietly. "After arain, everything seems so clean and

"Who isthere?" asked Paxton, with his hair standing quite on edge.

"Why, it's Pertwee, Sir. Pertwee, the robot, Sir."

Paxton laughed alittle nervoudy. "Oh, yes, | remember now. Y ou're Graham's enemy.”

The robot stepped out of the woods into the path beside him.

"It'stoo much, | suppose,” Pertwee said, "to imagine that you might be coming out to look at the
batlefidd.”

"Why, no," said Paxton, grasping a astraw. "I don't know how you guessed it, but that's exactly
what I'm doing. I've never heard of anything quite like it and I'm considerably intrigued.”

"Sir," said the robot eagerly, "I'm entirely at your service. Thereisno one, | can assureyou, whois
better equipped to explain it to you. I've been in it from the very first with Master Graham and if you have
any questions, | shdl try to answer them.”

"Yes, | think there is one question. What isthe purpose of it al?"

"Why, at firgt, of course," said Pertwee, "it was Smply an attempt to amuse agrowing boy. But now,
with your permission, Sr. | would venture the opinion that it isagood ded more.”

"Y ou mean apart of Continuation?"

"Certainly, gr. | know thereisanatura reluctance among humankind to admit the fact, or to even
think about it, but for agreat part of Man's history war played an important and many-sided role. Of all
the arts that Man devel oped, there probably was none to which he devoted so much time and thought
and money ashedidtowar."

The path doped down and there before them in the pale and mottled moonlight lay the battle bowl.

"That bowl," asked Paxton, "or whatever it might be that you have tipped over it? Sometimesyou
can just makeit out and other timesyou missit ..."



"l suppose,” said Pertwee, "you'd cal it aforce shield, sir. A couple of the older robots worked it
out. As| understand it, Sir, it isnothing new -just an adaptation. There'satime factor worked into it asan
additiona protection.”

"But that sort of protection ..."

"We use TC bombs, Sir - total conversion bombs. Each side gets so many of them and uses his best
judgmentand ..."

"But you couldn't use nuclear Suff inthere!”

"Assafeasatoy, dr," sad Pertwee gaily. "They are very small, sir. Not much larger than apea.
Critica mass, asyou well understand, no longer is much of aconsderation. And theyield in radiation,
whileitisfarly high, isextremdy short-lived, so that within an hour or 0 ..."

"Y ou gentlemen,” said Paxton grimly, "certainly try to be entirely redidtic.”

"Why, yes, of course we do. Although the operators are entirely safe. We're in the same sort of
position, you might say, asthe generd staff. And that isall right, of course, because the purpose of the
entire busnessisto keep divethe art of waging war."

"Buttheart ..." Paxton started to argue, then stopped.

What could he say? If the race persisted in its purpose of keeping the old culture workable and intact
in Continuation, then it must perforce accept that culturein itsentirety.

War, one must admit, was as much a part of the human culture aswere dl the other more or less
uniquely human things that the race was conserving here asasort of racia cushion againgt afuture need
or use.

"Thereis," confessed Pertwee, "a certain crudlty, but perhaps acrudty that I, asarobot, an more
aliveto than would be the case with ahuman, sir. The rate of casuaties among the robot troopsis
unbelievable. In arestricted space and with extremely high firepower, that would be the natural
consequence.”

"Y ou mean that you use troops - that you send robots in there?"

"Why, yes. Who el se would operate the wegpons? And it would be just alittle silly, don't you think,
to work out a battle and then ..."

"But robots..."

"They are very smdl ones, sir. They would haveto be, to gain anilluson of the spacewhichis
normally covered by afull-scale battle. And the weapons likewise are scaled down, and that sort of
evensthings out. And the troops are very single-minded, completely obedient and dedicated to victory.
We turn them out in mass production in our shops and there's little chance to give them varying
individuditiesand anyhow ..."

"Yes, | see" said Paxton, alittle stunned. "But now | think that I..."

"But, 5r, | have only got agtart at telling you and I've not shown you anything at dl. Thereare so
many cong derations and there were so many problems.”

They were close to the towering, fully shimmering force field now and Pertwee pointed to a stairway
that led from ground level down toward its base.

"I'd like to show you, sir," said Pertwee, ducking down the sairs.

It stopped before adoor.

"This" it sad, "isthe only entrance to the battlefield. We useit to send new troops and munitions
during periods of truce, and at other timeswe useit to polish up the place a bit."

Its thumb stabbed out and hit a button to one side of the door and the door moved upward silently.

"After severa weeks of battle," the robot explained, "the terrain is bound to become alittle cluttered.”

Through the door, Paxton could see the churned-up ground and the evidence of dying, and it was as
if someone had pushed him in the belly. He gulped in a stricken breath and couldn't let it out and he
suddenly was giddy and nearly sick. He put out a hand to hold himsdlf upright againgt the trench-like wall
besdehim.

Pertwee pushed another button and the door did down.

"It hitsyou hard thefirst time you seeit,” Pertwee gpologised, "but given time, one getsused to it.”

Paxton let his bresth out dowly and looked around. The trench with the stairway came down to the



door, and the door, he saw, was wider than the trench, so that at the foot of the stepsthe areahad been
widened into a sort of letter T, with narrow embrasures scooped out to face the door.

"Youdl right, Sr?" asked Pertwee.

"Perfectly dl right,” Paxton told the robot tiffly.

"And now," said Pertwee happily, "I'll explain the fire and tactica control."

It trotted up the steps and Paxton trailed behind it.

"I'm afraid that would take too long," said Paxton.

But the robot brushed thewords aside. "Y ou must seeit, Sir," it pleaded plaintively. "Now that you
are out here, you must not miss seeing it.”

Hed have to get away somehow, Paxton told himsdlf. He couldn't afford to waste much time. As
soon as the house had settled down to deep, the bishop would come hunting him, and by that time he
must be gone.

Pertwee led the way around the curving base of the battle bowl to the observation tower which
Paxton had come upon that evening.

The robot halted at the base of the ladder.

"After you," it said.

Paxton hesitated, then went swiftly up the ladder.

Maybe this wouldn't take too long, he thought, and then he could be off. It would be better, he
realised, if he could get rid of Pertwee without being too abrupt about it.

The robot brushed past him in the darkness and bent above the bank of controls. There was a snick
and lightscame on in the pandls.

"This, you see," it said, "isthe groundglass - arepresentation of the battlefield. 1t is dead now, of
course, because there is nothing going on, but when there is some action certain symbols areimposed
upon thefield so that one can see a dl timesjust how things are going. And thisisthe fire control panel
and thisisthe troop command pand and this...."

Pertwee went on and on with his explanations.

Findly it turned in triumph from theinstruments,

"What do you think of it?" the robot asked, very clearly expecting praise.

"Why, itswonderful," said Paxton, willing to say anything to make an end of hisvist.

"If you are going to be around tomorrow,” Pertwee said, "you may want to watch us.”

And it was then that Paxton got hisinspiration.

"Asamatter of fact," Paxton said, "I'd liketo try it out. In my youth, | did abit of reading on military
matters, and if you'll excuse my saying o, | have often fancied myself somewhat of an expert.”

Pertwee brightened amost visibly. "Y ou mean, s, that you'd like to go one round with me?"

"If you'd beso kind."

"Y ou are sure you understand how to operate the board?"

"| watched you very closdly.”

"Give mefifteen minutesto reach my tower,” said Pertwee. "When | arrive, I'll pressthe ready
button. After that, either of us can sart hodtilities any time wewish."

"Ffteen minutes?'

"It may not take methat long, sir. I'll be quick about it."

"And I'm not imposing on you?'

"Sir," Pertwee said fedingly, "it will be apleasure. I've fought againgt young Magter Graham until the
novelty has worn off. We know one another's tactics so well that there'slittle chance for surprise. Asyou
can understand, Sir, that makes for arather humdrum war.”

"Yes," said Paxton, "l supposeit would.”

He watched Pertwee go down the ladder and listened to its footsteps hurrying away.

Then he went down the ladder and stood for amoment at the foot of it.

The clouds had thinned considerably and the moonlight was bright now and it would be easier
travelling, athough it still would be dark in the denser forest.

He swung away from the tower and headed for the path, and, as he did so, he caught aflicker of



motion in apatch of brush just off thetrall.

Paxton did into the denser shadow of a clump of trees and watched the patch of brush.

He crouched and waited. There was another cautious movement in the brush and he saw it wasthe
bishop. Now suddenly it seemed that there was a chance to get the bishop off his neck for good - if his
ingpiration would only pay off.

The bishop had been let down by theflier in the dark of night, with therain till pouring down and no
moonlight at dl. So it was unlikely that he knew about the battle bowl, though more than likely he must
seeit now, dlittering faintly in the moonlight. But even if he saw it, there was a chance heldd not know what
itwas.

Paxton thought back aong the conversation there had been after the bishop had arrived and no one,
50 far as he remembered, had mentioned aword of young Graham or the war project.

Therewas, Paxton thought, nothing lost by trying. Evenif it didn't work, al hed lose would be alittle
time.

He darted from the clump of treesto reach the base of the battle bowl. He crouched against the
ground and watched, and the bishop came diding out of his clump of brush and worked hisway aong,
closnginupon him.

And that was fine, thought Paxton. It was working just the way he'd planned.

He moved alittle to make absolutdly sure histrailer would know exactly where he was and then he
dived down the stairs that led to the door.

He reached it and thumbed the button and the door did dowly upward without asingle sound.
Paxton crowded back into the embrasure and waited.

It took alittle longer than he had thought it would and he was getting dightly nervous when he heard
the step upon the gairs.

The bishop came down dowly, apparently very watchful, and then he reached the door and stood
there for amoment, staring out into the churned-up bettlefid. And in his hand he held an ugly gun.

Paxton held his breath and pressed his shoulderstight againgt the wall of earth, but the bishop didn't
even look around. His eyes were busy taking in the ground that lay beyond the door.

Then findly he moved, quickly, like aleopard. His silken garments made aswishing noise ashe
stepped through the door and out into the battle area.

Paxton held himsdf motionless, watching the bishop advance cautioudy out into the field, and when
he was far enough, he reached out afinger and pressed the second button and the door came down,
smoothly, slently.

Paxton leaned against the door and let out in agasp the breath he had been holding.

It was over now, he thought.

Hunter hadn't been as clever as he had thought he was.

Paxton turned from the door and went dowly up the stairs.

Now he needn't run away. He could stay right here and Nelson would fly him, or arrange to have him
flown, to some place of safety.

For Hunter wouldn't know that this particular assassin had hunted down his quarry. The bishop had
had no chance to communicate and probably wouldn't have dared to even if he could.

On the top step, Paxton stubbed his toe and went down without a chance to catch himself, and there
was avast explosion that shook the universe and artillery firewas burgting in hisbrain.

Dazed, he got to his hands and knees and crawled painfully, hurling himsdlf desperately down the
gairs - and through the crashing uproar that filled the entire world ran an urgent thought and purpose.

I've got to get him out beforeitistoo late! | can't let him dieinthere! | can't kill aman!

He dipped on the sairsand did until hisbody jammed in the narrowness and stuck.

And there was no artillery fire, there was no crash of shdlls, no wicked little chitterings. The dome
glittered softly in the moonlight and was as quiet as desth.

Except, he thought, alittleweirdly, desth's not quiet in there. It isan inferno of destruction and a
maddening place of sound and brightness and the quietness doesn't come until afterward.

He'd falen and hit hishead, he knew, and al held seen and heard had been within hisbrain. But



Pertwee would be opening up any minute now and the quietness would be gone and with it the
opportunity to undo what he had so swiftly planned.

And somewnherein the shadow of the dome another salf stood off and argued with him, jeering &t his
softness, quoting logic a him.

It was either he or you, said that other self. Y ou fought for your life the best way you knew, the only
way you knew, and whatever you may have done, no matter what you did, you were entirely justified.

"I can't doit!" yelled the Paxton on the stairs and yet even as he yelled he knew that he was wrong,
that by logic he waswrong, that the jeering self who stood off in the shadows made more sense than he.

He staggered to hisfeet. Without his conscious mind made up, he went down the stairs. Driven by
some as yet unredlised and undefined ingtinctive prompting that was past al understanding, he sumbled
down the stairs, with the throb il in his head and a choking guilt and fear rising in histhroat. He reached
the door and stabbed the button and the door did up and he went out into the cluttered place of dying
and stopped in horror at the awful loneliness and the vindictive desolation of this square mile of Earth that
was shut off from dl the other Earth asif it were aplace of fina judgment.

And perhapsit was, he thought - the fina judgment of Man.

Of dl of us, he thought, young Graham may be the only honest one; he's the true barbarian that old
Granther thinks heis; heisthe throwback who looks out upon Man's past and seesit asitisand livesit
asitwas.

Paxton took a quick look back and he saw the door was closed and out ahead of him, in the
ploughed and jumbled sea of tortured, battered earth, he saw amoving figure that could be no one but
the bishop.

Paxton ran forward, shouting, and the bishop turned around and stood there, waiting, with the gun
half lifted.

Paxton stopped and waved hisarmsin frantic sgnalling. The bishop's gun came up and therewas a
stinging dash across the side of Paxton's neck and a sudden, gushing wetness. A small, blue puff of
smoke hung on the muzzle of the distant gun.

Paxton flung himself aside and dived for the ground. He hit and skidded on his belly and tumbled
most inglorioudy into adusty crater. He lay there, at the bottom of the crater, huddled againgt the fear of
the bullet'simpact while the rage and fury built up into white hest.

He had come here to save a man and the man had tried to kill him!

| should have left him here, he thought.

| should havelet him die.

I'd kill himif I could.

And thefact of the matter now was that he had to kill the bishop. There was no choice but to kill him
or bekilled himsdf.

Not only did he have to kill the bishop, but he had to kill him soon. Pertwee's 15 minutes must be
amogt at an end and the bishop had to be killed and he had to be out the door before Pertwee opened
fire

Out the door, he thought - did he have a chance? If he ran low and dodged, perhaps, would he have
achance to escape the bishop's bullets?

That wasit, he thought. Waste no time on killing if he didn't haveto; let Pertwee do the killing. Just
get out of here himsdlf.

He put his hand up to his neck, and when he lifted it, hisfingers were covered with asticky wetness.
It was funny, he thought, that it didn't hurt, although the hurt, no doubt, would come later.

He crawled up the crater's Sde and rolled acrossitslip and found himsdlf lying in asmall, massed
junkyard of smashed and broken robots, sprawled grotesquely where the barrage had caught them.

And lying therein front of him, without a scratch upon it, whereit had falen from adying robot's
grasp, was arifle that shone dully in the moonlight.

He snatched it up and rose into a crouch and as he did he saw the bishop, amost on top of him; the
bishop coming in to make sure that he wasfinished!

There was no timeto run, as he had planned to - and, curioudy, no desire to run. Paxton had never



known actud hate before, never had a chance to know it, but now it came and filled him full of rage and
awild and exultant will and capacity to kill without pity or remorse.

Hetilted up therifle and hisfinger closed upon the trigger and the weapon danced and flashed and
made adeadly chatter.

But the bishop till came on, not rushing now, but plodding ahead with a deadly stride, leaning
forward asif hisbody were absorbing the murderousriflefire, absorbing it and keeping on by will power
aone, holding off death until that moment when it might snuff out the thing that waskilling it.

The bishop's gun came up and something smashed into Paxton's chest, and smashed again and yet
again, and there was aflood of wetness and a pattering and the edge of Paxton's brain caught at the hint
of something wrong.

For two men do not - could not - stand a dozen feet apart and pour at one another a deadly blast
and both stay on their feet. No matter how poor might betheir aim, it smply couldn't happen.

Herose out of his crouch and stood at hisfull height and let the gun hang usdlessly in hishand. Six
feet away, the bishop stopped aswel and flung his gun away.

They stood looking at one another in the pale moonlight and the anger melted and ran out of them
and Paxton wished that he were dmost anywhere but there.

"Paxton," asked the bishop plaintively, "who did thisto us?'

And it wasafunny thing to say, dmogst asif held said: "Who stopped us from killing one another?"

For afleeting moment, it almost seemed to Paxton asthough it might have been akinder thing if they
had been alowed to kill. For killing was abrave thing in the annds of the race, an art of Strength and a
certain proof of manhood - perhaps of humanhood.

A kinder thing to be dlowed to kill. And that wasiit, exactly. They had not been adlowed to kill.

For you couldn't kill with a popgun that shot out plastic pellets of liquid that burst on contact, with the
liquid running down like blood for the sake of realism. And you couldn't kill with agun that went most
admirably through al the motions of chattering and smoking and flashing out red fire, but with nothing
lethd init.

And wasthis entire battle bowl no more than atoy set with robots that came apart at the right and
most dramatic moments and then could be put back together at alater time? Were the artillery and the
total-converson bombstoy things aswell, with alot of flash and noise and perhaps afew well-placed
itemsto plough up the battlefield, but without the power to redlly hurt arobot?

The bishop said, "Paxton, | fed like an utter fool." And he added other words which areal bishop
could never bring himself to say, making very clear just what kind of obscenefool he was.

"Let'sget out of here" said Paxton shortly, feding like that same kind of fool himsdif.

"I wonder . . ." said the bishop.

"Forget about it,” Paxton growled. "Let's just get out of here. Pertweewill be openingup ..."

But he didn't finish what he was about to say, for he readlised that even if Pertwee did open up,
thered belittle danger. And there wasn't any chance that Pertwee would open up, for it would know that
they were here.

Like ametal monitor watching over agroup of rebellious children - rebellious because they weren't
adult yet. Watching them and |etting them go ahead and play so long asthey werein no danger of
drowning or of faling off aroof or some other reckless thing. And then interfering only just enough to
savether slly necks. Perhaps even encouraging them to play so they'd work off their rebelliousness -
joining in the gamein the typicaly human tradition of let's pretend.

Like monitorswatching over children, letting them develop, alowing them to expresstheir foolish little
selves, not standing in the way of whatever childish importance they could muster up, encouraging them
to think they were sufficient to themselves.,

Paxton started for the door, plodding aong, the bishop in his bedraggled robes ssumbling aong
behind him.

When they were ahundred feet away, the door started diding up and Pertwee stood there, waiting
for them, not looking any different than it had before, but somehow seeming to have anew measure of
importance.



They reached the door and sheepishly trailed through it, not looking right or |eft, casualy and
elaborately pretending that Pertwee was not there.

"Gentlemen,” said Pertwee, "don't you want to play?"

"No," Paxton said. "No, thank you. | can't speak for both of us-"

"Yes, you can, friend," the bishop put in. "Go right ahead.”

"My friend and | have done dl the playing we careto do,” said Paxton. "It was good of you to make
surewedidn't get hurt."

Pertwee managed to look puzzled. "But why should anybody be alowed to get hurt? 1t wasonly a
game.”

"So we've discovered. Which way isout?’

"Why," said the robot, "any way but back."

Trojan Horse Laugh
by John D. MacDonad

John D. MacDonald is famed as master of the suspense novel . . . storiesin which the familiar
here-and-now can suddenly become terrifying beyond belief. His views of the future can be no less
terrifying, and tomorrow may be closer than we wish in this story of a society victimto the
ultimate huckster—the man who sells control of the emotions.

DIVERT YOUR PSYCHE
ADJUST YOURID

JOIN THE CROWD AND
GROOVE YOURSELF, KID.

"Like honey on adow fire" Joe Morgan said in amildly nauseated tone. "Where on earth they get
babes with those voices?

Sadie Barnum, beside him on the front seet of Joe's vast and asthmatic monster of an automobile,
grinned in the darkness, crooned low in her throat, Snging an dmost perfect imitation of theradio
commercid. ". . . and groove yoursdlf, kid."

"Oh, no!" said Joe. "No!"

The car wasin the park above the city, nuzzling the scone wall, cheek and jowl with the newer and
shinier models on elther sde. The commercia had originaly come from theradio in the car on their l€ft.

Below them, the lights of the city of Dayton made it avery nicelooking night indeed.

"Y ou could turn my overpowering loveto hate, Barnum," Joe said. "L et us get back to what we
camefor." Hereached for her.

Sadie, her jaw set, fended him off deftly. She had turned so that the dim light touched her face. It was
asmall, dert, vitd face, some of the force of it stolen by eyesthat were big and sea-gray and an invitation
to drown quietly.

"Now that the subject has been brought up, Joseph,” she said firmly, "we will dwell on it apace.”

Joe dumped grimly behind the whedl. He was alongheaded citizen, a crisp black crew-cut peppered
with premature gray, alimp and lazy body which he threw into chairsin the manner of someonetossng a
wet towel, which body, during war years, he had tossed out of various and sundry aircraft.

"Godwel," hesaid.

She hed up asmadl hand, counting firmly on her fingers. "One—Daylon isatest city for Happiness,
Incorporated. Thusthe priceisreasonable. Two—it doesn't hurt a bit. Marge told me that. Three—you
areamoody cussand | expect to marry you the next time you ask me and you're going to be rugged to
livewith unlesswe get adjusted.” Her voice began to quaver. "Besides, | think you're just being ... oh,
stuffy and narrow-minded about the whole thing.”

Joe sighed. He had heard it before. And aways before he had managed to change the subject before
he was pinned down. But something in Sadie's tone made him redlize that thistime it wasn't going to be



quiteassmple.

He collected hisforces, turned in the seet, took her small handsin hisand said, "Honey, maybe you
have the idea that Joseph Morgan, reporter for the News, likesto think of himsdlf asarugged
individuaist. Maybe you think it's a pose with me. Look, Barnum, I'm Joe Morgan and I'm the guy you
happen to love. At least | think you do. Fm not aconformist and it isn't apose. | don't run around in the
same mad little circles as other people because I'm not sold on the ideathat what they're after isagood
thing."

Inasmal voice she said, "But they're after happiness, and security, and ahome, and kids. Isthat
bad?’

"By itsdlf, no. But what happensto their heads? Nobody talks any more. Nobody thinks. All those
thingsarefineif you can get them without losing intellectua self-respect. Why do you think | drivethis
crate instead of anew one? Just because | won't play patty-cake with the people I'm supposed to play
patty-cake with. When | want to be amused, | don't have to go to the moviesor turn onthe TV or go
see afloor show. I'm the unmechanized man, baby. Maybe I'm wrong, but it's no pose.”

"But Joe, darlin', what's that got to be with going and taking the shots?

"Everything. | don't want any needles stuck in meto make mejoyous. | don't want my emotiona
cycle analyzed and adjusted to match everybody el se's cycle. | want to be my own man, dl the way.”

"Y ou don't |et that attitude creep into the feature stories you've been writing about Happiness,
Incorporated.”

"Because I'm a conscientious hack, baby. | make the little words do what | want them to do.”

"But, Joe—"

Histone softened. He said, "Sadie, if we both went and got adjusted, we'd never know how much of
our happiness together was due to a gent with aneedle and amess of charts, and how much was dueto
Sadie and Joe. Let's make our own music, without outside help.”

She cameinto hisarms, her lipscloseto hisear. "That's the first argument that's made any sense,
Joseph,” shesaid.

Inavery few moments all thoughts of Happiness, Incorporated, fled from the minds of Joe and
Sadie. But, even asthey were fleeing, Joe thought, atrifle darkly, of Dr. August Lewsto and thefield
crew he had brought to Dayton. There was something odd about Lewsto, vaguely unsavory, vaguely
disquieting.

There was agreat deal of money behind Happiness, Incorporated. They had arrived three months
before and it was a newsworthy item that Daylon had been selected asthe test city.

Joe Morgan had been assigned the task of gathering the data for the first story. Lewsto had received
himin the hotel suitewith dl courtesy. Lewsto wasagaunt man in hisearly fiftieswith hollow eyes, thin,
nervous hands, and a habit of smiling broadly at nothing at all.

"Of course, of course. Do sit down, Mr.—"

"Morgan. Of the News. Maybe you can give me the dope on this happiness you expect to peddle. It
sounds like atough thing to do.”

Lewsto smiled broadly. "Not at al, Mr. Morgan. Our procedure has been tested and approved by
the foremost medica associations. It isabit difficult to explainit to the layman.”

"You can try me, Doc."

"Everyone, Mr. Morgan, has an emotiond cycle. The period between the peaks varies with the
individud, as does the degree of inclination and declination. Cdl this cycle the emotiond rhythm of the
individud. This chart shows you the emotiona cycles of each individud in afamily of four. Note how the
mother's cycleis of ten days duration, avery short cycle, and aso note how the peak in each caseis so
high asto be dmost psychatic. In the depths of depression sheisoften closeto suicidd. A very difficult
homelifefor thefamily."

"l imagine”

"Thisbasic life rhythm isthe product, Mr. Morgan, of the secretions of the glands and variaionsin
the intensity of the dectrica impulseswithin the brain itself. Now look at this chart. This showsthe same
family after adjustment. We have not diminated the cycle. We have flattened the woman's cycle, made



the man'sabit more intense, and adjusted the cycles of the two children. Now this family can plan ahead.
They know that during each thirty-day period they will fed increasingly better for twenty days. Then there
will be five days of warm joy, and afive-day decline, not too abrupt, to the starting point. They will fed
good together, mildly depressed at the sametime. They can plan holidays accordingly and they can
awaysjudge the mood of the other members of the family by their own mood.”

"l suppose you have to get the glands and the eectricity in line, en?’

"Quiteright. We chart the cycle of each person by amethod which, | am afraid, must be kept secret.
Then, for each individua, we prepare an injection designed to stimulate certain endocrinologica
manifestations, and suppress others. After thirty days abooster shot is necessary.”

"How big agtaff do you have?"

"I brought forty personswith me. Morewill be employed locally. Certain equipment is being shipped
to meand | am negotiating to rent a building on Caroline Street.”

"Y ou are going to advertise?’

"Oh, certainly! Radio, television, posters, newspaper ads, direct mail, and ateam of industrial
sdesmen.”

"What do you mean by industria sdesmen?

"Take Company X. It employsthree hundred men. A round dozen are chronic complainers and
trouble-makers Others have bad days when their work is poor. Moraeis spotty. If one hundred percent
of the employees are adjusted, the personnd director will know what the plant’s morae will be a any
time. It will thus be possible to plan ahead and set production schedules accordingly. Labor difficulties
areminimized and profit goesup.”

"Sounds like Nirvana," Joe Morgan said dryly. "What does paradise cost?"

"Ten dollarsfor theindividual. Eight dollars per person for industria contracts. Frankly, Mr. Morgan,
that islessthan our costs, though I do not wish you to print that information.”

At that moment there was aknock at the door. Dr. Lewsto went to the door, brought in avery tall,
very grave young woman who, in spite of her severe dress, her air of dignity, seemed to wak to the
haunting best of ahalf-heard chant.

"Mr. Morgan, thisis Miss Pardette, our statistician.”

Her handshake was surprisingly firm. Dr. Lewsto continued, "Miss Pardette has been in Dayton for
the past month with her assstants, compiling statistics on industria production, retail sales, and Smilar
matters. She will compile new figures as our work progresses.” Lewsto's voice degpened and he took on
alecture platform manner. "It is our am to show, with Dayton as our test city, that the American city can,
through Happiness, Incorporated, be made a healthier, happier, and more profitable place in which to
live"

Joe Morgan gravely clapped his hands. Both Miss Pardette and Dr. Lewsto stared at him without
friendliness

Dr. Lewsto sad, "I'm afraid, Mr. Morgan, that | detect arather childish sort of skepticism inyour
manner. Y ou should not be blind to progress.”

"How could you say such athing, Doc?" Joe asked blandly. "I'm impressed. Redlly impressed. Every
red-blooded American wants happiness. And you're the man to seethat he getsit.”

Lewsto said, vishly melting, "Ah.... yes. Yes, of course. Forgive me, Mr. Morgan.”

But Joe fdt the cold eye of Miss Pardette on him.

Hesaid quickly, "Am | to assume, Dr. Lewsto, that you will give every one of your patients the same
basic emotiona cycle?’

"Yes. That isthe key to the whole picture. Instead of atangled maze of cycles, everyone we treat will
have exactly the same cycle, coordinated with everyonedse.”

WHERED YOU GET THAT
EMOTIONAL BINGE?



ITSASOUT OF STYLEAS
A RUSTY HINGE.

WIPE THAT FROWN

OFF YOUR SULKY BROW—
WITH A TEN DOLLARBILL
GET ADJUSTED NOW!

Main Street. It just happensto be Dayton. It could be anybody's main street. Warm May sun,
sweating cops implementing the street lights at the busiest corners. A rash of paned delivery trucks,
housewives cruising looking for a place wide enough in which to park, music blaring from atelevison
store.

Three blocks from the very center of the city another cop has been detailed to keep the line orderly
infront of 34 Caroline Street. It isasmall building, and acrossthe front of it isahuge
sgn—HAPPINESS, INCORPORATED.

The line moves dowly toward the doorway. Insde, it israpidly and efficiently split into the
appropriate groups. Thosewho are arriving for thefirst time pay at the desk on the right, receive their
number. There are ahundred thousand people in Daylon. The new numbers being issued arein the
eleven thousand series.

Those whose cycles have been charted, are shunted up the stairsto where asmal vid awaits,
bearing their number. A smaller group filestoward the back of the building for the essential booster
shots.

A plump little man sulksin line, herded aong by hiswife who looks oddly like aclipper ship under a
full head of sal.

Shesays, "And you listen to me, Henry. After nineteen years of putting up with your childish moods
thisisonetimewhen you aregoing to ..."

Her voice goes on and on. Henry pouts and moves dowly with the crowd. Hetells himsdf that no
shot in the arm isgoing to make hislife any more enjoyable. Not with the free-whedling virago he has
endured for these many years.

The policeman on the begt is swesting but he smilesfondly at the line. Fastened to the lapel of his
uniformisatiny bronze button with an interlocked H and |. Happiness, Incorporated. The bronze button
isissued with the booster shot.

Back to themain drag. A diaper ddlivery truck tangles fenders with abread truck. Both drivers are at
fault. They climb out, and through force of habit, walk stiff-legged toward each other, one eye on the
damage. They both wear the little bronze button. They smile at each other.

"No harm done, | guess. Anyway, not much.”

"Same here. Hey, you're one of the happiness boys, too."

"Yeah, | got herded into it by thewife."

"Metoo, and I'm not sorry. Gives everything aglow, sort of.”

They stand and measure each other. The cycleis on the upswing. Each day is better than the last.
The peak is approaching. It isbut three days away.

"Look, let'sroll these hegps around the corner and grab a quick beer.”

Main Street in May. A smdll, ruffian child, pressed too closdly in a department store, unleashesa
boot that bounces smartly off the shin of an elderly matron.

The matron winces, smiles placidly at the child's mother, limps away.

The mother grabsthe infant by the ear. "Y ou're lucky she was one of the adjusted ones, Homer. I'm
going to take you home and belt you afew, and then I’'m going to take you and your father down and get
both of you adjusted.”

Main Street with asmall difference. People smilewarmly at strangers. Thereisahint of laughter in
theair, ahint of expectancy. Thelittle bronze buttons catch the sun. The unadjusted stare blegkly at the
amiles, at the little buttons, and wonder what has happened to everybody. They begin to fed asthough
they wereleft out of something.



Joe Morgan walks dourly aong the street, rigidly suppressing an urgeto glare at every smile.

A man hurrying out of adoorway runs solidly into him. Joe, caught off balance, stsdown smartly. He
ishauled to hisfeet, brushed off. Hishand is pumped up and down by he stranger.

"Whyn't yah look where you're running?' Joe asks. "Fella, Fm sorry. | wasjust plain clumsy. Say,
can | buy you adrink? Or can | take you anywhere? My car's right around the corner.”

Joe squints at the little bronze button, says, "Skip it," walks down the street.

Joe is unhappy. The managing editor, proudly sporting alittle bronze button, has set up a permanent
department called, "The Progress of Happiness," and he has assigned Joe Morgan to run it. Joe is out
tracking down progress.

He stands across the street and glares at the long line waiting to be processed. He istorn by doubts,
wonders vaguely whether he ought to join the line and be adjusted. But he cannot permit such aviolation
of hisright of privacy.

He goesinto the offices assgned to Miss Pardette.

Miss Pardette was busy. Joe Morgan sat near her desk, cocked his head to one side and listened
carefully to the music she seemed to carry around with her. He couldn't help thinking of Mice Pardette as
wasted tdent. All she would haveto do in any floor show would be to walk acrossthe floor. In the
proper costume she would make strong men clutch the tablecloth and signal for another drink. The vitality
of her seemed to press against the dark suit shewore like atorrentia river held taut by anew dam.

At last shelooked up. Joe said, "What's new on delirium today, kitten?"

"I find your attitude offensive," she said. The words were prim and proper. The tone was husky gold,
awarm wrapping for hidden caresses.

Joe amiled brightly. "I find happiness offensive. So were even. What can | put in the paper, Mona
Lisa?'

She shuffled the papers on her desk. "I have just compiled areport on the first month of operation of
the Quinby Candy Company since the last of their employees received the booster shot. Y ou will haveto
clear thisreport with Mr. Quinby before publishing it. He reportsasix point three percent drop in
absenteeism, atwo percent drop in pilferage, an eleven percent drop in tardiness. Totd production was
up eight point eight percent over the preceding month, with adrop in rejections and spoilage and
consequent increase in estimated net profit from the yearly average of four point six percent to five point
three percent. The feeto adjust hisworkers was two thousand three hundred four dollars. It is Mr.
Quinby's estimate that he recovered thisinitid cogt in the first two weeks of operation.”

"How nicefor him," Joe said, glancing at the figures he had scribbled in his notebook. He said, "How
did adish like you get into this racket?"

"Dr. Lewsto employed me."

"l mean in the Satigticsgame.”

She gave him along, steady look. "Mr. Morgan, | have found that figures are one of the few thingsin
life you can depend upon.”

"| thought you could depend on the kind of happiness that you people sell.” He looked at the bronze
button she wore.

She followed the direction of his glance, looked down at the button. She said, "I'm afraid I'm not
entitled to wear this. Dr. Lewsto insisted that it would be better for morale for meto weer it. But a
datistician must maintain arigidly objective atitude. To become adjusted might prejudice thet attitude.”

"How about Lewsto? He wears one."

"It isthe same thing with him. The backers fdt that, as adminigtrator, he should refrain from becoming
adjusted.”

"Jugt like the restaurant owner who goes out to lunch?”

He saw her firgt amile. It rang like hidden slver bells. " Something like that, Mr. Morgan.”

He sighed. "Well, how far are we as of today?'

"New patients are in the €l even thousand series. Fifty-nine hundred totaly adjusted.”

"Where are those fifty-nine hundred on the chart?

She stood up, took apointer and touched it to the big chart on the wall behind her. "Right here. In



three days they will be a the peak. They will remain at the peak for five days, then five days of regression
before they begin the climb back up again.”

Joe said softly, "It givesme afunny feding in the pit of my scomach. All those people being pushed
through an emotiond cyclelike cattle being herded down the runwaysin Chicago.”

"Y ou'd change your attitudeif you would submit to adjustment.”

Joe stood up and stretched. "Exactly what I'm afraid of, friend. Morgan, the Unadjusted. That's me.”

At the door he turned and waved at her. But she was studying reports and she did not ook up.

]
FROM GIMMY RIKER'S COLUMN IN THE NEW YORK Sandard Tribune:

The boys with the beards couldn't find anything wrong with one Doc Lewsto and his gland band, so,
financed by mysterious backers, Doc Lewsto isturning the tanktown of Dayton into acarniva of joy.
They say that things are so gay over there lately that the Federal Narcotics people are watching it. If the
nationa debt is getting you down, maybe you ought to run over and let the good doctor give you the
needle.

FROM AN EDITORIAL IN THE Hotel-Keepers Guide FOR JUNE:

If this sdle of Happinessis extended on a countrywide basis, it is evident from reports we have
received from our Dayton members, that managers of bars, clubs, and hotelswill have to make
dterationsin basic policy. The money coming into thetill closdly followsthe emotiona cycle set up by Dr.
August Lewsto to such adegree that during the pesak of the curve our members were unable to meet the
demand, wheress, at the bottom of the curve, businessfell off to nothing. However, the overal picture on
amonthly basis showed a 15 to 18 percent improvement.

FROM THE MINUTES OP A SECRET MEETING IN THE PENTAGON BUILDING,
EXCERPT FROM THE SUMMARY BY LIEUTENANT GENERAL GRADERSBY':

Thus, gentlemen, we can conclude that this sociologica experiment in Dayton congtitutes no threet to
our essential defense production at the X plant four miles distant. In fact, production hasimproved as has
the qudity of the end product. It isagreed that it is only coincidence that this experiment by Happiness,
Incorporated, was set up in the nearest city to X plant, the only current manufacturer of that item so
essentia to our military strength. However, it is recommended that acommittee be formed to consider
the question of setting up an dternate facility and that al necessary steps be taken to implement and
facilitate the formation of such acommittee and that the workings of this committee be facilitated by a
further implementation of —

DECODED EXCERPT FROM AN INNOCENT-APPEARING PERSONAL LETTER SET TO
DR. AUGUST LEWSTO:

UnitsB, C, D, and E have arrived a the key cities originally indicated. Y our reports excellent,
providing bassfor immediate industrid contracts, one of which aready sgned involving five thousand
workersin basic industry with subcontract for propulsion units. Foward subsequent reports of progress
directly to menin charge of indicated units, detailing to each of them five trained technicians from your
staff. Report in usua way when booster shot record reaches 50 percent total population Daylon.

Joe Morgan, before going up to the newsroom, went into the room off the lobby of the News
building where Sadie Barnum and two other girls handled many detallsincluding the taking of classfied
advertisng. He didn't see Sadie. Julie, the redhead, winked over the shoulder of aman laborioudy writing



out an ad. Joe leaned againgt the wall until the man had paid and gone.

"Wherésmy gd?' Joe asked.

"Which one. I'm here, Joey."

"You'refor Thursdays. | want today's gal, the ineffable Miss Barnum."

"She hit Clance for an extra hour tacked onto her lunch hour. Love must wait."

Joe turned toward the door. "Tell her to buzz me when she getsin.”

Hewent up, winked at the city editor, walked down to his desk, rolled a sheet of paper into the
machine, and stared glumly &t it. Smal warning bells seemed to be ringing in the back of hismind. He
was all set to write the story of the second big period of depression, of what happened to Daylon when
twenty-two thousand of the adjusted had a s multaneous dump, but he couldn't get hismind off Sadie.
She had been abit difficult about hisrefusal to be adjusted the night before.

On ahunch he hurried out, climbed into his asthmatic car and roared to Caroline Street. He parked
in the bus stop, went down the line looking for Sadie. When he did not see her, he began to breathe
more dowly. He had a hunch that it would somehow turn out to be avery bad thing if Sadie were
inoculated.

Hewas glad that he had been wrong. He glanced back at his car, saw the cop writing out aticket.
Asheturned to hurry back, he saw Sadie come out the exit door of Happiness, Incorporated.

Muttering, he ran to her, took hold of her arm, spinning her around.

"Hey, my vaccination!" she said, looking up at him with awide smile.

"You little dope!" he said. "Y ou feather-headed little female cretin. What on earth possessed you to
jointhisrat race.

She didn't seem disturbed. " Somebody had to take the first step, Joseph, and it didn't look as though
you would. So | had to. Now you'll do it too, won't you, darlin?* He saw that her smile was brave, but
that there were tears behindiit.

"No," hesaidflatly. "I stay like | am. | suppose you snesked off and had your cycle charted last
week?'

She nodded. "But, Joe, thereisn't any harminiit! It's been so wonderful for everybody. Please, Joe."

Hetook her by the shoulders and shook her. "Oh, wonderful! It's been ducky! Y ou should know
that—" He stopped suddenly as some of the information in the back of his mind assumed new meaning,
new ominous meaning. He turned on his hed and walked away from her. She called out to him but he
didn't stop. He climbed into his car, drove through the grim streets of unsmiling people.

Score for Daylon: May-5,900. June-14,100. July-22,000. August-31,000. September-50,200.

Over hdf the population of the city.

The period of intense joy in September had been atime of dancing in the Street, of song, of an
incredible gaiety almogt too frantic to be endured.

And the dump touched the hitter depths of despair. Sowly the city climbsback up into the sunlight.
The dumped shoulders begin to straighten and the expressions of bleak gpathy lighten once more. The
road leads up into the sunlight.

And then the building is as it was before. The big sign, HAPPINESS, INCORPORATED, has been
taken down. People gather in the street and stare moodily at it. They are the ones who were going to be
adjusted "tomorrow."

They have read the article in the paper by Dr. Lewsto. "I wish to thank the citizens of Daylon who
have cooperated so splendidly in helping us advance the frontiers of human knowledge in the redm of the
emotions. It iswith more than atrace of sadnessthat | and my staff leave Daylon to set up asmilar
project in another grest American city. But we leave, armed with the statistics we have acquired here,
confident in the knowledge that, through our efforts, more than haf of you have at |ast attained that
ultimate shining god of mankind—HAPPINESS!"

Y es, the building is empty and the line has ceased to worm dowly toward the open doors. Two
techniciansremain in ahote suite to administer the booster shots yet remaining to be given.

Joe Morgan spends five days with Sadie, watching her sink lower and lower into despondency,



trying vainly to cheer her, infected himsalf by her gpathy, learning to think of her asa stranger.

Hewalksinto the office where she works. She gives him atremulous smile. She hasafragilelook, a
convaescent look.

"Honey," he sad, "it's nice to see that you can smile.”

"But itsworth it, Joe. Believe me. Look what | have ahead of me. Twenty-five days without ablue
moment, without a sad thought, without abit of worry.’

"Sure, sure" he said, hisvoicerough. "It'slovely."

She said, "Joe, I've been thinking. Theré's no point to our going on together. | want somebody | can
laugh with, be gay with for the days ahead.”

He was amazed at the deep sense of relief insde of him. He pretended hurt. He said, "'If that's the
way you fed about it—"

"I'm awfully sorry, Joe. But | don't want the dightest cloud on my happiness now that I've got it. Not
thetiniest cloud. Y ou do see, don't you?'

"It hasn't been the same since thiswhole thing came to town, thisgrin circus, hasit?'

"Not redlly, Joe. Beforel was. . . well, | wasjust walking in the shadows. Now I'm out in the sun,
Joe. Now | know how to be happy."

Her hand was smal and warmin his. "Be good, kid," he said softly.

Hewent up to hisdesk. The city editor had blue-penciled ahuge X across the copy Joe had turned
in. Joe snatched the sheet, went up to him: "L ook, Johnson, thisis news. Understand? En ee doubleyou
ess. What cooks?'

Johnson touched hisfingertipslightly to the bronze button in hislapd, amiled faintly. "I don't think it
would be good for the city. Nice job and al that, Morgan. But its againgt policy.”

"Whose policy?

"Themanaging editor's. | showed it to him."

Joe said firmly and dowly, with emphasis on each word, "Either it goesin the paper or Morgan goes
out the door."

"There's the door, Morgan.”

Joe went back to hisroom, rage in his heart. He uncovered his own typewriter, rewrote his copy in
dispatch style, made five carbons, addressed the envelopes and sent them out specia delivery.

And when that was done, in the late afternoon, he found asmall bar with bar stools, took a corner
sedt, his shoulder againgt the wall, began treating himsdlf to respectable jolts of rye.

No girl, no job—and afear in the back of hismind so vast and so shadowy as to make his skin crawl
whenever he skirted the edge of it.

Businesswas poor in the bar. He remembered happier, more normal times, when every day at five
there was a respectable gathering of the quick-one-and-home-to-dinner group.

A deepy bartender wearing amyopic smilelazily polished the glasses and sighed ponderoudy from
timeto time. He moved only when Joe raised hisfinger asasgnd for another.

The bar had achieved an aching surredistic qudity and Joe'slips were numb when she did up onto
the stool beside him.

Hefocused on her gravely. "I thought you left town with the rest of the happy boys," he said.

Alice Pardette said, "'l waswalking by." She stared at his shotglass. "Would those help me?

"What've you got?'

"The horrors, Mr. Morgan.”

"The nameisJoeand if afew of these won't help, nothing will. Why are you ill intown?

Asthe bartender poured the two shots she said, "When | finished the atistical job, Dr. Lewsto said
| could go dong with them in an adminidtrative capacity.”

"And why didn't you?'

The professional look had begun to wear off Alice Pardette. Joe noticed that her dark eyebrows
inscribed two very lovely arcs. He noticed a hollowness at her temples and wondered why this particular
andillusvelittle dement of dlure had thusfar escaped him. He wanted to plant avery gentle kisson the
nearest temple.



"Joe, they wanted to adjust me."

"I hear it'svery nice. Makes you happy, you know."

"Joe, maybe I'm afraid of that kind of happiness." She finished her shot, gasped, coughed, looked at
him with dark brimming eyes. "Hey," she said, "you didn't go and get—"

"Not Morgan. No maam. Uh-uh. All that happened to meisthat my girl got hersdf adjusted and
gave me up for the duration. And today | was fired because | had an article they wouldn't print. Oh, I've
been adjusted, but not with aneedle.”

She giggled. "Hey, these little things are warm when you get them down. Gimme another. What was
the article about, Joe?"

"Suicides," he said solemnly. "People gunning holesin their heads and legping out windows and
hanging themselves to the high hook in the closet wearing their necktiesthe wrong way."

"Don't they dwaysdo that?'

"In the five days of depression, baby, fourteen of them joined their ancestors. That ismoreinfive
daysthan this old town has seen in the last seventeen months.”

He watched the gtatigtica mind take over. "Hm-m-m," she said.

"And'hm-m-m’ again,” Joe said. "Asfar asethica responghility is concerned, who knocked 'em off?
Answer methat.”

"Ole Doc Lewsto, natch."

"Please don't use that expression, Pard. And who helped ole Doc by compiling al those pretty
figures? Who but our girl, Alice? Wannastand trid, kitten?"

She looked a him for long seconds. "Joe Morgan, you better buy me another drink."

Hesaid, "1 mailed out releases to abatch of syndicates. Maybe somebody'll print the stuff | dug up.”

vV

FROM DELANCEY BOOKER'S COLUMN IN THE WASHINGTON MORNING Sentinel:

Happiness, Incorporated, is expanding their operations at an amazing speed. It isonly aweek since
their Washington Agency was established and aready it is reported that over seven thousand of our
fellow citizens have reported to have profiles made of their emotiond cycles. Asusua with every move
intended to improve the lot of the common man, severa Congressmen who represent the worst elements
of isolationism and conservatism are attempting to jam through a bill designed to hamstring Happiness,
Incorporated. These gentlemen who look at life through a perpetua peashooter are trying to stir up
public alarm on the basis that the procedures used by Happiness, Incorporated, have not been properly
tested. They will find the going difficult, however, because, though they do not know it, some of their
enemiesin Congress have aready received theinitia inoculaion. Y our columnist saw them therewhile
having his own cycle plotted.

EXCERPT FROM THE INFORMAL TALK GIVEN TOALL EXECUTIVESOF THE
HEATON STEEL COMPANY BY THE CHAIRMAN OP THE BOARD:

Using our Daylon Plant as atest, it has been conclusively proven that Happiness, Incorporated, isthe
answer to industrid unrest, high taxes, and dwindling profit. Consequently you will be glad to know that,
starting tomorrow morning, we have made specia arrangements with Happiness, Incorporated, to set up
an inoculation center in every one of our fourteen plants. Within forty days the entire hundred and sixteen
thousand employees of Heaton Stedl will be happy and adjusted. This procedure will be optiond for
executives. Any man who refuses to be so treated will plesserise.

NOTE ON BULLETIN BOARD AT PAXINSON FIELD, HEADQUARTERS OF THE 28TH
BOMBARDMENT GROUP:.

All personnd is advised that, beginning tomorrow, 18 Sept., Bldg. 83 will be set asdefor civilian



employees of Happiness, Incorporated. Any military personnel desirous of undergoing adjustment can
obtain, for aspecid price of five dallars, acard entitling him or her to receive a complete emotional
adjusment styled to fit the optimum curve. In this matter you will notice that the Air Force has once again
moved with greater rapidity than either the Army or the Navy-2nd Lt. Albert Anderson Daey, Post
Exchange Officer.

MEMO TO ALL MEMBER STATIONS, INTERCOAST BROADCASTING COMPANY::

In the spot commercids previoudy contracted for, kindly reviselyric to read asfollows, utilizing loca
talent until new disks can be cut:

Divert your psyche

Repair your Id

Join the crowd and

Adjust yoursdf, kid.

Remainder to be, "Go to your nearest adjustment station set up in your community by Happiness,
Incorporated. See those happy smiles? Do not wait . . . et cetera... et cetera... et cetera

FROM THE SCRIPT OF THE CAROLAX PROGRAM, FEATURING BUNNY TUXESAND
HISGANG:

Bunny: ... yeah, and fellas, | went in nand they fastened those gimmicks on my head and they started
plotting my cycle.

Others: And what happened, Bunny?

Bunny: While they were working this dolly walked through the office and boy, do | mean dolly! My
tired old eyes glazed when she gave me that Carolax smile, what | mean.

Stooge: And what then? (eegerly)

Bunny: The doc looks down at the drum where the pen is drawing my cycle and he says, "Mr. Jukes,
you arethe firgt patient in the history of Happiness, Incorporated, whose cycle formsthe
word—WOw!"

Audience: Laughter.

Daylon in trangition. For twenty days the spiral has been upward. Tomorrow it will reach a pesk.
Thereislaughter in the streets and people sing.

The city has anew motto—The Original Home of Happiness. The city is proud of being thefirst one
Selected.

Everyone walks about with alook of secret glee, asthough barely able to contain themsalves with the
thought of the epic joy the morrow will bring.

And those that have not been adjusted find that they, too, are caught up in the holiday spirit, inthe air
of impending revel. Strangers grin a each other, and whole buses, homeward bound from work, ring
with song aseveryonejoinsin. Old songs. "Let aSmilebe Y our Umbrdla" "Singing in the Rain,”
"Smiles” "Smilethe While"

Joe Morgan and Alice Pardette have grown very close in the past twenty days. To himitisanew
rel ationship—awoman who can think as frankly and honestly as any man, who has about her none of the
usua feminine deviousness, though physicaly sheis so completely feminine asto make his pulse pound.

And Mice, too, fords something in Joe she has never before experienced. A man willing to take her
at face value, aman who does not try to force their relationship into channels of undesired intimacies, a
man who listens to what she says and who will argue, person to person, rather than man to woman.

Dusk isover the city and the buzzing neon lights up the overcast in ahue of pink-orange. The old car
is parked where often he parked with Sadie Barnum. He wonders what Sadie is doing. They look out
over the city and they are not at ease.



"Joe," she said suddenly, "don't you fed it when you're down there with them?"

"Y ou mean fed asthough | want to go around grinning like an idiot, too? Yes, and it scaresme,
somehow. | knew afew other guyswho didn't want to have anything to do with being adjusted. Now
they're as bad as the oneswho had the shots. That good cheer islike abig fuzzy cloud hanging over the
aty.”

"And it'sworsethan last time, isn't it, Joe?" she asked softly.

He nodded. "Worsein afunny way. It's sort of like the city was abig machine and now the governor
isbroken and it'smoving too fast. It's creaking itsway up and up and up to where maybe spin apart.”

Shesaid, "Or like aboat that was going over gentle regular waves and now the waves are getting
bigger and bigger.”

Heturned and grinned &t her. ™Y ou know, we can scare each other into atizzy."

Alicedidn't respond to hisgrin. She said, in aremote voice, 'Tomorrow isgoingto be. . . odd. | fed
it. Joe, let's stay together tomorrow. Please.”

Sherested her hand on hiswrist.

Suddenly shewasin hisarms. For thefirgt time. Thirty seconds later Joe said unsteadily, "For a
ddidician you—"

"I guessyou'd better make ajoke of it, Joe. | guess maybe it'sthe only thing you can do, Joe. | guess
... itwasn't ever thisway before.”

Like adow rocket risng for twenty days, burgting into abright banner of flame on the twenty-first
day.
Joewalked out of his gpartment into the street, turned and stared increduloudly at an €lderly man
who, laughing so hard that he wept, held himsdlf up by clinging to alamppost. Theimpossible laughter
was contagious, even asit frightened. Joe felt laughter stretching hislips, painting itself across his mouth.

At that moment he dodged aside, barely intime. A heavy convertible, awoman with tears of laughter
streaming down her cheeks behind the whedl, bounced up over the curb. The old gentleman, ill
laughing, was cradled nestly on the bumper, was carried over and crushed againgt the gray stone front of
the apartment building.

Blood ran in aheavy dow current down the dope of the sidewak toward the gutter. The crowd
gathered quickly. For just afleeting second they were solemn and then someone giggled and they were
off. They howled with laughter and pounded each other's shoulders and staggered in their laughter so that
the blood was tracked in wavered lines back and forth.

Joe fought free of them, and, even with the horror in hismind, he walked rapidly down the street, his
lips pulled back in awide grin. Behind him he could hear the woman, between great shouts of laughter
explaining, "I ... | got laughing and the car ... it came over here ... and he was standing there and he ...
and he..." She couldn't go on and her voice was drowned by the singing and laughing around her.

They were singing, "For He'sa Jolly Good Fellow." The counterman where Joe usualy had breskfast
hed just finished printing alarge crude Sgn. "Everything on the house. What will you have?’

The girl next to Joe yelped and grabbed hisarm, laughed into hisfaceand said, "Tdl him | want gin."
The man beyond the girl, holding his belly, wavered to the door, whooping with laughter. He kicked the
front window out of the nearby liquor store, came back with the gin.

Thegirl ripped the top off, lifted the bottle, and drank heavily. More bottles were passed around.
Theliquor sore man cameinwith an armful.

As Joetried vainly to order hiseggs, the girl, gin heavy on her bresth, ran warm fingers up the back
of Joe's neck and, breathing rapidly, said, "Honeylamb, | don't know who you are, but you're cute asa
bug. Who can work on a happy day like this? Come on adong with me, huh?"

Joeg, dill feding that infuriating smile on hislips, stared at her. She had avery respectable look about
her, and she was well-dressed.

Joe meant to say, "No thanks." He heard himsdlf saying eagerly, "Sure. That soundsfine.”

They went arm in arm dong the Street and she stopped every ten paces to take another swig out of
the bottle. Two blocks further she gave alittle sgh, dipped down onto the sidewalk, rolled over onto her



back and passed out. She had awarm smile on her lips.

Joe stood over her, laughing emptily, until awhole crowd of people, arm in arm, swept down on him,
pushing him aong with them. He saw aheavy hed tear open the mouth of the girl on the sdewalk, but
Joe couldn't stop laughing.

He went down Main Street and it was adelirium of laughter and song and the crash and tinkle of
plate glass, the crunch of automobile accidents.

There was an enormous scream of laughter, getting closer every moment, and alarge woman fell
from agreat height onto the sdewalk, bursting like aripe fruit. Joe grew dizzy with laughter. The crowd
who had caught him up passed by and Joe Morgan leaned againgt a building, tears running down hisface,
hisbelly cramped and sore from the laughter, but till horror held tightly to his mind with cold fingers.

Through brimming eyes he saw the street turn into a scene of wild, bacchanalian revel where people
without fear, without shame, without modesty, with nothing left but lust and laughter, cavorted, more than
half mad with the excesses of their glee.

Sowly he made hisway to the News Building. In the lobby he saw Sadie Barnum with astranger.
He saw how eager her lips were and she turned glazed eyes toward Joe and laughed and turned back to
the man.

And then he stumbled out, bumping into an old man he had seen in the bank. The old man, with an
endless dry chuckle, waked dowly wearing a postman's mailbag. The bag was crammed full of bills of dl
denominations. He cackled into Joe's face, stuffed ahandful of billsinto Joe's side pocket, went on down
the street, throwing handfulsinto the air. The wind whipped them about and they landed on the sidewalk
where they were trampled by people who had no inclination to pick them up.

A fat, grinning man sat in the window of the jewelry store, cross-legged, throwing rings out onto the
sdewalk through the shattered window.

"Happy New Year!" heyelled as Joe went by.

And then awoman had come from somewhere and she clung to Joe's neck with moist hands and her
eyeswere wide and glassy.

Her weight knocked Joe down. He got to hisfeet and she lay there and laughed up at him. Joe
looked across the street to where a burly man strode along dragging another woman by thewrist. A
small cold portion of Joesmind told him, "Thereis Alice. That isAlice. Y ou have to do something.”

He ran between the spasms of hel pless laughter and at 1ast he spun the big man around. He wanted
to hit him, but instead he collgpsed against him and they both howled with insane glee.

Alice sat on the sdewalk, the tears dripping off her chin, her mouth spread in afantastic smile. He
picked her up, held her tightly, staggered off with her. She kept trying to kisshim.

He knew that he had to get her out of there, and soon.

Twice she was taken away from him by men who roared with joy and twice he staggered back, got
hold of her again.

A crowd of men were going down the Street, tipping over every car, having the time of their lives. A
grinning cop watched them. One of the men took out agun, pointed it at the cop, and emptied it. The
cop sat down on the street and laughed and hugged his perforated belly until he died.

Two men stood playing Russian Roulette. They passed the gun back and forth and each man spun
the chamber before sucking on the barrd, pulling the trigger.

As Joe staggered by, clutching Alice, the gun went off, spattering them both with tiny flecks of brain
tissue from the exploded skull. The man lurched into them, yelled, "Wanna play? Come-on, play with
ma”

"Play hisgame, Joe," Alice squeded.

But Joe, spurred by his hidden store of horror, pulled her dong, got her to the car. He shoved her in,
climbed behind the whesdl, got the motor started.

Inthefirst block awoman tried to ram him. He dammed on the brakes. She went across his bows,
smashed two people on the sidewalk, and crashed through the main window of asupermarket.



Joe, with Alice gasping helplesdy beside him, went three blocks north, turned onto Wilson Avenue,
and headed out of town. His eyes streamed o that he could barely see.

Ten milesfrom Daylon heturned up adirt road, parked in awide shalow ditch, pulled Alice out of
the car, hauled her up across adoping field to where awide grassy bank caught the morning sunshine.

They lay sde by side and the gasps of laughter came with less and lessfrequency. Alice, her eyes
tortured, pulled hersdlf to her feet, went over behind the shelter of aline of brush, and he could hear that
shewas being very ill. In afew moments the reaction hit him. Hewasill, too.

They found abrook at the foot of the field and cleaned up. Their clothes were smeared with dots of
blood from the city.

Back on the grassy bank sherolled onto her ssomach, cradled her head in her arms, and cried
monotonoudy while he gently stroked her dark hair.

Findly she got control of hersdlf. She sat up and he gave her alighted cigarette.

Shesad, "I'll never be without the memory of those hours, Joe. Never."

He thought of the scenes, till vivid in hismind. "Do you think you're different?’

"Thank God, Joe, that you found me when you did. Thank God that you kept hold of alittle bit of
sanity!

There was a cold objective place downin meand | could see everything around me and | knew the
horror of it, but | couldn't stop joiningin."

"Me, too. My mouth's sore from laughing. And my sdes.”

Because it had to be talked out, because it couldn't be permitted to stay inside to fester, they told of
what they had seen, leaving much unsaid, but nothing misunderstood.

Hetold her about Sadie Barnum and her eyes were soft with pity.

After along silence he said, "What can we do?"

"That's the question, isn't it? | won't let you go back, Joe."

"What could | doiif I went back? Pick the money off the streets?!

He remembered the old man with the mailbag. He took the crumpled bills out of his pocket. Seven
hundreds, threefifties, and four ones.

Her fingerswere tight on hisarm. "Joe, weve got to let the rest of the country know what happens.”

He shrugged. "They wouldn't even print my dispatches. Why should they listen to me now?"

"But we can't just St here! Think of the children back in the city, Joe. Can't we ... save any of them?"

"Let methink," hesaid. "Let methink of someway we could keep from getting infected by that ...
that insanity back there."

She said softly, " Suppose you couldn't hear dl that ... that laughing around you?

Hejumped up and snapped hisfingers. "I'll bet that's part of it. Not al of it, because deaf men join
lynch mobs. But some of it. If you couldn't see and couldn't hear, you'd still sense the excitement around
you and some of it would gtill get to you. Y ou need something to take your mind off it, likein the old days
when they bit on bullets, you know, for operations.”

"Likeatoothache," shesad.

"I'm going to try it, kitten," Joe Morgan said. 'With my ears stuffed up with cloth and with my pet
filling removed and a pebblein the socket where| can bite down onit. | haveto see what's going on
down there."

"And | gowith you, Joe. | won't stay hereaoneand | can help and if it should start to get you,
darling, I'll bethereto ... to help you."

Vv

Joe Morgan, big crooked grin loosely in place, and Alice Pardette, pale and shaking with the white
horror of what they had seen in the streets, stood in the almost deserted telephone building.

"Y ou sure you can run one of those long distance switchboards?!

"| did that work for over ayear. Comeon.”

Her fingers were quick with the plugs. He said, " Get the state capitol. Seeif you can land the



governor himsdf.”

Shetalked into the mouthpiece, her toneflat and indstent. At last she motioned to him. He picked up
the phone off the nearby desk.

A warm, hearty voice said, "Gudlou spesking. Who did you say thisis?

"Governor, thisis Joseph Morgan speaking from Dayton. | want to make an immediate apped for
help. Cdll out the Nationa Guard. Get men here. Men and ambulances and tear gas. The town has gone
crazy."

"|sthis some sort of ajoke?"

"Check with the phone company and the telegraph people. Try to get our loca station on your radio,
gr. Believe me, thisisaterrible messhere

"But | don't understand! What has happened there?!

"This Happiness, Incorporated, thing, sir.”

The governor laughed heartily. "Very clever publicity sunt, Morgan, or whatever your nameis.
Sorry, my boy, but we can't use the National Guard to promote your product, evenif | do have an
gppointment for my first shot."

"Look, sir, send over aplane. Get pictures—"

But the line was dead. Joe sighed heavily. "Didn't work, angd. Seeif you can get me the President.”

But after two hours of fighting their way up through ranks of incredulous underlings, they were forced
to give up. Theworld would know soon enough. With the trains hated, buses and trucks staled in the
city, all communications cut, the world would begin to wake up and wonder what had happened to

Dayton.

One day of madness, and another, and another, and another. The streets resound with hoots of
hoarse laughter. Bodieslie untended. It is discovered that detachments sent in to help fall under the
genera spell. News planes circle overhead by day and al roadsleading to town are jammed with the
cars of the curious, those who come to watch. Many of them get too close, stay to revel and to die.

The power plants have failed and a night the city islighted by fires that burn whole blocks.

The laughter and the madness go on.

Throughout the nation the various clinics set up by Happiness, Incorporated, cut the fees and go on
twenty-four hour operation. The spokesmen for Happiness, Incorporated, say that the riotsin Dayton are
due to an organized group attempting to discredit the entire program.

And a the end of thefifth day the laughter stops as though cut with avast knife.

Joe Morgan, unshaven and pae with fatigue, drove the last budoad of screaming children out of
Dayton. With the money he and Alice had taken on that first day, nearly two million dollarsin cash, they
had set up emergency headquartersin Lawper, afair-sized village seventeen miles from Dayton. Renting
space, hiring alarge corps of assstants, they had managed to evacuate nearly thirty-six hundred children,
tend their wounds, feed them and house them.

Organized agencies were beginning to take some of the adminitrative burden off their hands.

Alice, looking pounds thinner, stood by him as the attendants took the children off for medical
processing. "What wasit like, Joe?" she asked.

"Thewhole city hasa stink of death. And the laughter has stopped. It's quiet now. | saw some of
them gitting on the curb, their facesin their hands. | think it'sgoing to get worse.™

VI
NEWSBULLETIN, 6 P.M., OCT. 3RD:
Firg in the newstonight is, as usud, the city of Dayton. The stupendous wave of suicidesis now over

and the city islicking itswounds. Those wounds, by the, way, areimpressive. Twenty-one hundred
known dead. Four thousand serioudy injured. Fifteen hundred missing, believed dead. Property damage



isestimated at sixty millions, onethird of the city's total assessed vauation. Today the Congressiond
Investigating Committee arrived at Dayton, accompanied by some of the nation's outstanding reporters of
the news. The courage with which the good people of Dayton are going about the repair of their city is
heartwarming. Psychologists call this a perfect example of mass hysteria, and the causeisnot yet
explained.

FROM THE DETROIT Citizen Banner, OCT. 7TH:

Judge Fawlkon today refused to dlow an injunction againgt the three loca clinics of Happiness,
Incorporated, brought by the Detroit Medica Association who state that the Dayton disaster may have
itsrootsin the inoculations given in the city, used as atest locale by Happiness, Incorporated. Judge
Fawlkon stated thet, in his considered judgment, there was no logical reason to link these two
suppositions. Court was adjourned early so that the judge could keep his appointment at the nearest
clinic of Happiness, Incorporated.

PROM THE BUNNY JUKES PROGRAM:

Stooge: Hey, Bunny, | understand that you've got the lowdown on what happened over therein
Dayton.

Bunny: Don' tel anybody, but Dayton wasthe first place where the new income tax blanks were
distributed.

Audience: Laughter.

EDITORIAL IN THE DAYLON News:

The attitude of the courtsin making no effort to prosecute citizens of Dayton who unknowingly
committed crimes during the recent Death Week is an intelligent facing of the facts. However, this paper
fedsthat no such specia dispensation should be madein the case of the codefendants Joseph Morgan,
onetime reporter on this newspaper, and Alice Pardette, one-time employee of Happiness, Incorporated.
It has been proven and admitted that the codefendants were able to resist the inexplicable hysteriaand
did knowingly enter the city and make away with close to two million dollarsin cash. Thefact that a
portion of thismoney was used to evacuate children is mildly extenuating, but, since the codefendants
were cagptured by police before they had fulfilled their expressed "intent” to return the balance of the
funds, their position is feebleindeed. Other organizations were prepared to aid the children of thiscity. It
is hoped that Joseph Morgan and Alice Pardette, when their case comesto trial, will be punished to the
full extent of the law, astheir crimeisindeed despicable.

EXCERPT FROM TOP SECRET MEETING IN THE PENTAGON, GENERAL OF THE
ARMIES LOEFSTEDTER PRESIDING

To summarize, akey utility, the X Plant, has been dmogt totally destroyed in the Dayton hysteria. We
believe that the riot was fomented by enemies of this nation for the express purpose of destroying the
plant. The report of the Committee on the Establishment of Alternate Facilitieswill be ready at next
month's meeting at which time decisions can be made and contracting officers appointed. Asthefinished
productsin storage a the X Plant were aso destroyed by fire, our Situation is grave. Head of Field
Servicewill immediately suspend al tests at the Proving Ground and assembled itemsin the hands of
troopswill be strictly rationed.

Thefat guard said, "I shouldn't do this, you know."
Joe said, "Sure, | know. But we just happened to keep your kid from being burned to death and you
want to make it up to us."



"Yeah," theguard said. "Youwait in here. I'll go get her.”

Joe waited five minutes before Alice was brought into the small room. She waswan and colorless,
dressed in agray cotton prison dress. She gave Joe one incredul ous look and then ran to him. Hefelt her
thin shoulders shake as he held her tightly.

"Hey, they can't put you in herel" he said softly, and was rewarded by her weak smile. He winked
over her shoulder at the guard. "Wait inthe hdl, junior.”

The guard shrugged, left them done in the room. Alice said, "Why arethey doing thisto us?*

"They've got to be sore at somebody, you know. They've got to take asmack at something. Only
they aren't taking it at the right people, that's dl. Besides, weve got nothing to fret about.”

Sheregained her old fire. "Just what do you mean, Joe Morgan?"'

He grinned. "When does our case come up for trial ?* "November tenth they said." Alice cocked her
head on one side.

"And before that we wak out of here during the next little attack of 'hysteria." "

"Oh, Joe!" shesaid. "It isn't going to happen again! Not again!™

"Theway | seeit, baby, it's going to keep right on happening. So get the earmuffsready.”

"Keys, Joe!" she said in ahaf whisper.

"Leavetha tome.”

Once again the spring iswound taut in Dayton. Once again the joy comes bubbling up, the joy and
the anticipation. There is no more mourning for the dead. The streets are festive. The October days are
crip and cool. Many have sudden little twinges of fear, but the fear isforgotten in the heady flood of
anticipation of ddightsto come.

Two dozen cities have passed the 50 percent mark. Among them are Detroit, Chicago, New
Orleans, San Francisco, Philadelphia, Pittsburgh, Boston, Buffalo, Los Angeles, Houston, Portland,
Sedttle, Cleveland, Cincinnati, Atlanta, and ten other big cities. A round three dozen smdller citiesare
above 40 percent.

And then dl of the clinics are suddenly closed. Millionsareinfuriated at missing their chance.

But the clinic personnel al show up in New Y ork City. Mobile units are established and the price of
inoculation is cut to fifty cents. New methods speed up the work. The clinicswork day and night.

All over the country happiness grows constantly moreintense. It can befdt everywhere. Man, for a
time, isgood to hisneighbor and to hiswife.

All over the country the vast spring iswound tighter and tighter. At the éeventh hour the original
personne of al the clinics, and they are asurprisingly smal number, board asteamship a aBrooklyn
dock. Reservations have been made weeksin advance.

On the morning of explosion, the ship istwo hundred miles at sea.

And 51 percent of the population of Greater New Y ork have been inoculated.

A famed public document speaks of "the pursuit of happiness.”

It has been pursued and it has been at last captured, asilver shining grail, throughout the ages always
amisty distance aheed, but now at lagt, in hand. Itisagrail of slver, but it isfilled with asurprisng
bitterness.

On the morning of explosion, every channel of communication, every form of public conveyance, dl
lines of supply are severed so cleanly that they might never have existed.

Anairline pilat, his plane loaded with ajumbled heap of gasping and spasmed humanity, makes pass
after pass at the very tip of the Empire State Bulding until at |ast the television tower rakes off onewing
and the plane goes twisting down to the chasm of the street.

On aHollywood sound stage a hysterical cameraman, aming hislensat the vista of script girlsand
sound men and actresses and agentstakes redl after redl of film which could not have been duplicated
had he been transported back to some of the revels of ancient Rome.

In Florida screaming technicians shove a convul sed and world-famous scientist into the instrument
package of arocket and project him into aquick death in space.



In Houston atechnician, bottle firmly clutched in hisleft hand, opensthe vaves of tank after tank of
gasoline.

Heis amiling asthe blue-white explosion of flame meltsthe bottle in afraction of a second.

When he opened the door to her cell, Alice had ataut, mechanica smile on her lips. He dapped her
sharply until she stopped smiling. He carried two guns taken from the helpless guards who rolled on the
floor in the extremity of their glee at thisludicrous picture of two prisoners escaping.

He found abig new car with afull tank of gasablock from thejail. Together they |oaded it with
provisons, with riflesand cartridges, with camping equipment. And, five milesfrom the city hewas
forced to stop the car.

It was twenty minutes before he could stop trembling sufficiently to drive. Hetold her of hisplans,
and of what he expected, and about their destination.

At dusk he drove down to the lake shore, the tall grasses scraping the bottom of the car. There were
kerosene lampsin the small camp, adrum of kerosene in the shed back of the kitchen.

The last of the sunset glow was gone from the lake. The birds made a deepy noisein the pines. The
air was sweset and fresh.

While Alice worked in the kitchen, he went out and tried the car radio. He heard nothing but an
empty hum. His heart thudded as he found one station. He listened. He heard the dim jungle-sound of
laughter, of the sort of laughter that floods the eyes and cramps the stomach and rasps the throat. With a
shudder of disgust, Joe turned off the radio.

They finished the med in odd silence. He pushed his plate away and lit two cigarettes, passed oneto
her. "Not exactly cheery, arewe?' she said.

"Not with our world laughing itsdlf to deeth.”

She hunched her shoulders. "To desth”?’

He nodded. "L ewsto was a phony. He knew what would happen, you know. He had a plan. He was
under orders."

"Whos?"

"How should | know? The country is laughing itself to deeth. They'll wait, whoever they are. They'll
wait for the full five days of hysteriaand thefirst few days of mass suicide—and then they'll movein.
Maybe therell be enough of usleft to make an honest little scrap of it.”

"But why, Joe? Why doesit work that way?"

"Y ou ever hear of resonance?"

"Likeasound?"

"The word covers more than thet, Alice. It covers coffee doshing out of acup when you wak withit,
or soldiers breaking step crossing a bridge. Daylon and the other cities were fine when everybody had
their own pattern. But now al the patterns are on the same groove. Everybody isin step. Everybody
addsto everybody else's gaiety and it build up and up to a peak that breaks men apart, in their heads.
Pure resonance. The same with the depression. Ever hear one of those records with nothing but laughter
on them. Why'd you laugh? Y ou couldn't help it. The laughter picked you up and carried you along. Or
did you ever see people crying and you didn't know the reason and you felt your eyes sting? Same dedl.”

"What's the answer, Joe?'

"Isthere any? Isthere any answer at al? We had the best ships and the best planes and the best
bombs and the biggest guns. But we're laughing ourselves out of them.”

He stood up abruptly, grabbed his jacket off the hook and went out onto the long porch of the camp
overlooking the dark lake. Porch and lake that were a part of his childhood, and now a part of his
defest.

Therewas only afaint trace of irony left in him. He grieved for his nation and he fet the helpless tir
of anger at thisthing which had been so illfully done, so carefully done, so adequately done.

She came out and stood beside him and he put hisarm around her waist

"Don't leave me, Jog," she whispered. "Not for aminute.

His voice hoarse, hetook the massive sedl ring off finger, dipped it over hers, saying, "With thisring |



wed. Fugitives get cheated out of the pageantry, angd.

She shivered againgt the night, said, "Dandy proposd. I'm wearing the ring before | can open my
mouth to say no."

"Thengiveit back.”

"A vaduablering likethisl Don't bedlly."

He laughed softly. She moved away from him. Her face was pale against the darkness. "Please don't
laugh, Joe. Ever. | never want to hear laughter again.”

Her hands were likeice and her lipswere tender flame.

Vil
FOURTH BULLETIN OF THE PROVISIONAL GOVERNMENT, NOV, 12:

Remnants of the 11th and 14th Army Corps, fighting without air cover, today bent the left prong of
the pincer movement of the two enemy columns converging on the provisiona capital at Herkimer, Idaho.
In spite of determined resistance, eventual capture of the provisona capital ssemsimminent. All troops
and irregularsisolated by enemy columnswill endeavor to make their way through enemy linesto bolster
our posgition. Live off theland. Conserve ammunition. Make each shot mean the death of aninvader. All
troops and irregulars who did not undergo adjustment under the auspices of the invader's Trojan Horse,
miscalled Happiness, Incorporated, will be careful to stay away from the cities. All commanders will
discover which men under their command have been "adjusted” and will mark these men unfit for further

duty.

PAMPHLET AIR-DROPPED BY BOMBERS OF THE INVADER EXPEDITIONARY
FORCES:

Americans! Lay down your arms. Further resstanceisusdaless. Y our active army is outnumbered five
to one and virtualy without equipment. Y ou have lost the war. Help to make the peace as easy on you as
possible. For each day of continued resistance your eventua food ration will be cut a certain percentage.
Lay down your arms!

"Drop it!" Joe Morgan snapped. He held therifleleveled. The two men in ragged field uniform,
swaying with weariness dropped their weapons, a carbine and a submachine gun. They were dirty and
unshaven and one of them had abandage, dark-stained with blood, across hisleft hand.

"Move over to the side!" he ordered. The men obeyed meekly. Alice went down the steps and
picked up the weagpons, staying well out of theline of fire.

"Who are you?' Joe demanded.

The older of the two said, deep wearinessin hisvoice, "Baker Company, Five oh eight battalion,
Eighty-third." Then he added, with anote of ironic humor, "I think maybe Harry and me are the whole
company.”

"Y ou've given up, en? Y ou'relooking for aholeto hidein.”

The younger one took two heavy stepstoward the porch. He said, "Put down that pop-gun, junior,
and well talk thisover. | don't like what you said.”

"Shut up, Harry," the older one said. "Mister, yesterday we picked us a nice spot and kept our heads
down until they come along with a high-speed motor convoy. They were too close together. Wekilled
the driver in the lead truck and piled up the convoy. We sprayed ‘em redl nice and got away up the hill.
Aslong aswe got afew rounds we're not through.”

Joe grinned. "Then welcome to the Morgan Irregulars. Come on in. We've got food and hot water
and some bandages for that hand. How close do you guessthey are?’

"Fifteen miles, maybe. But they're not headed thisway. They're using the main road asasupply line, |
think "



The men came up on the porch. Joe stood hisrifle beside the door. The older man said, "What
makes you think we won't bust you one and take your food and take over your nest, mister?

"Because," Joe sad, "you have ahunch that maybe| can help you be alittle more effective. You
don't know what | got up my deeve. And besides, you're not the first guysto get here, you know. If
you'd made amove toward that rifle, you would have caught a surprise from the brush out there.” He
turned and said, "O.K., guys. Thesetwo will do.”

By twos and threes about fifteen well-armed men sauntered out of the brush.

Americain turmoil. Not aman but who, at sometimein hislife, had speculated on how the country
would behave under theiron hed of an invader. Had the softness of life in thisbig lush country destroyed
the hidden focus of resistance? Where was the heart of the country?

Gaunt and bearded men, with nothing left but fury, rushed the armored columns with home-made
bombs of rags and gasoline. The jacketed bullets smashed them down but ways afew got close enough
to throw the bomb and die. And black greasy smoke wound up into the fall sky and the blackened hull of
avehiclewastowed off onto the shoulder, sentingl of desth, monument to valor.

In the night an absurdly young man wormed on his belly behind the hangars, killed the guard with a
knife, crawled into the cockpit of the jet fighter, ripped off into the pink dawn. They climbed after him.
Hewent around in ascreaming arc, leveled out twenty feet above the ground, and smashed himsdlf and
the dlien ship into whining fragments—but he took with him six of the enormous bombers.

A destroyer, thelast of the fuel dmost gone, cut dl lights, drifted like awraith through the night,
drifted with the tide into avast harbor where the enormous supplies of invasion were being unloaded
under the floodlights.

Erupting with al weapons, with the boiling wake of torpedoes, the can fought and smashed itsway
down the line of freighters, drifting at last, aflaming ruin into onelast supply ship, blanketing it in the
suicideflame.

In the Sangre de Cristo Mountainsthree full divisonshide, and a night the patrolsin strength smash
invader communications, blow up ammunition dumps. When the bombers sail out a dawn to punish such
insolence, nothing can be seen but the raw red rock of the mountains.

The Invader, taunted and stung from every side, lashesin fury, destroying without cause, forsaking al
plans of gentle adminigtration to rule by flame and by the firing squad and with machine gunsaimed down
the deserted streets of the silent towns.

The common denominator isfury, and the pain of loss. But thirty-five millions, the city dwellers, are
yet hostage to the new weapon of emotiona resonance, and as the long days go by, the empty and
hopel ess days, once again within them builds up the cretin joy, the mechanica gaiety, the vacuous
death-dance, threatening to explode once more into crazy violence.

Thirty-five millions, tied, one to another, by alife-rhythm so carefully adjusted asto be thefind
indignity meted out to the human spirit.

They have not |eft their cities and neither the attacks of the Invader nor the destructive joy of the
adjusted has served to destroy those cities.

The Invader, wise in the ways of his own weapon, evacuates his troops from the afflicted cities during
the week before the emotional pesk isreached.

Joe Morgan, grown to new stature during thistime of tria, has carefully husbanded his strength, has
made no move so flagrant asto cause a punitive column to be sent to the smdl lake. He has sent hismen
on recruiting missons and hisforce has grown to over two hundred.

Seventy milesaway isasmal city where, before the invasion, there was a splendid medical center. A
spy returns and reports to Joseph Morgan that the doctors from the medical center have been impressed
into the medical service of the Invader, that they work in the original medical center, now filled with
Invader troops.

Joe Morgan remembers afeature story he once wrote—on a certain Dr. Horace Montclair.

Five days before the adjusted were to reach their emotiona peak, their five-day orgy, Joe Morgan,
leading a picked group of ten men, crouched in the back of abig truck while another of his men, dressed
in a captured uniform, drove the truck up to the gate of the medical center.



The gate guard sauntered over to the cab window, reached ahand up for the transportation pass.
The entrenching tool smashed the guard's throat and he dropped without asound. The truck rolled up to
the main building and Joe led theten meninsde.

In the stone corridor the wegpons made a sound like amassive hammering on thick metal.

But four men backed with Joe out the door to the waiting truck. One of them was Dr. Montclair.

The dead guard had been found. Whistles shrilled near the gate. Joe, at the whedl, raced the truck
motor, smashed the dowly closing gates, rode down the men who stood in his path.

Hetook the road west out of town, as planned, pursuit in swifter vehicles shrilling behind them.

At the gppointed place he stopped the truck. The five of them ran awkwardly acrossthe field,
dropped into ashallow ditch. The pursuit screamed to a stop by the abandoned truck. A patrol spread
out, advanced dowly acrossthefield.

At the proper moment Joe shouted. Therest of his command, the full two hundred, opened up with a
curtain of fire. Two men of the patrol turned, tried to race back, and they, too, were smashed down by
theamedfire.

In the black night they circled the town, headed back across country to the quiet lake. Thereturn trip
took three days.

The windows of the cabin were carefully sealed. Joe Morgan sat at the table facing Dr. Montclair.
They were alone, except for Alice who sat back in the shadows. She, like Joe Morgan, had acquired a
new strength, a new resolution, born both of anger and despair and the shared weight of command.

"It was daring, my friend," the doctor said. He was asmall man with too large ahead, too frail a
body, looking oddly like an aging, clever child.

"It was something we had to do,” Joe said, "or go nuts sitting here waiting for company.”

"l didn't carefor you, Mr. Morgan, when you interviewed me. | thought you lacked integrity of any
sort.” Joe grinned: "And now I've got some?"

"Maybe that wrynesswhich isan essentid part of you iswhat al men need in thesetimes. But we are
getting too philosophical, my friend. What can | do for you?'

"Doc, you've studied this Trojan Horse of theirs, where the people defeat themsalves. What's the
answer?'

"Just likethat? The answer?' Dr. Montclair snapped hisfingers. "Out of the air? Answers have to be
tested. | have suppositionsonly."”

"Thereisn't much timeto set up alab to do the testing. Just pick your best supposition and well work
onit."

Dr. Montclair rubbed his sharp chin, stared at the table top. "Obvioudy one of the basic quadlities of
the disease, and we will cal it that, isthe progressive infectiousness of it. The pesks are intensified by the
proximity of the other victims. Thus one possible answer isisolation. But the infected must be thinned out
to such an extent that they do not, in turn, infect their neighbors, eh?"

"Oh, sure. Thirty-something million people, so weisolate them.”

"Do not be sarcadtic, Mr. Morgan. Another thought iswhether, if aman were drugged heavily
enough, it would delay his cycle so that his peak would come at a different time, thus destroying the
synchronization which appears to be the cause of resonance.”

"Look, Doc, those suppositions are interesting, but we have alittle war on our hands. I've been
wondering how we can turn their Trojan Horse againgt them. A horse on them, you might say.”

"They have withdrawn from the foca points of infection, my boy. They are unwilling to risk infection
of their troops.”

"How many men would you say they have inside our borders?

"l can make a guess through having seen consolidated medica reports. Forty divisions, | believe.
With service troops you could estimate the total strength at one and aquarter millions.”

Joe Morgan whistled softly.

Hesad, "Intwo daysthe peak of hysteria hits again. The citieswill belike ... like something never
seen before on earth. How doesthe Invader plan to handle it after al resistance has stopped?



Montclair spread his hands, shrugged his shoulders. "Do they care? Left done the thirty-something
millionswill a last tear themselves apart. The human mind cannot stand that congtant pattern. Suicide,
laughing murder. They will cease to be a problem and then the empty cities can be occupied safdly.”

"Theré's nothing we can do in time for the next big binge?"

"Nothing,” Montclair said sadly.

"Then weve got roughly thirty-two days to dream up aplan and put it in operation. What've we got?
A few hundred men, ample supplies, a hidden base and some expert technical knowledge. We're not too
bad off, Doc Not too bad off at all."

VIl

STATUSSUMMARY, RADIO REPORT BY COMMANDING GENERAL,
EXPEDITIONARY FORCES:

Resi stance continued to stiffen up until ten days ago. Then, when the peak of hysteriawas reached,
the cities ceased to operate as supply basesfor guerrillaforces. Death in the citieswas high, our forces
having withdrawn to safe positions to avoid contagion. The breathing space was used to track down and
eliminate hundreds of irregular groups engaging in punishing ambushing tactics. Our lineswere
consolidated. Res stance by organized and uninfected detachments of the enemy army continues high, but
their pogition is, of course, hopeless. With amazing ingenuity they have congtructed certain airfields which
our bombers have, asyet, been unableto locate. But it is merely aquestion of time. It isregretted that so
many of the naval vessals of the enemy were permitted to escape the surprise attacks, asthey are
definitely hampering supply.

REPORT BY COMMANDING GENERAL, ARMIES OF DEFENSE, TO THE
PROVISIONAL PRESIDENT:

Supply and manpower is no longer adequate to permit the utilization of andard military tactics. All
our forces are now concentrated in mountainous regionsin positions which cannot be overrun except by
Invader infantry. All labor battalions are now engaged in the congtruction of defensive points. All future
offengve action will be limited to patrals. It isthus recommended that the production facilities now
housed in the natural caves be utilized entirely for small arms ammunition, mortar projectiles, pack
howitzer ammunition. Strategy will be to make any penetration of our linestoo expensiveto be
undertaken. The critical factor is, as previoudy stated, food supply.

EXCERPT PROM STENOGRAPHIC RECORD, MEETING OF PROVISIONAL CABINET
CALLED BY PRESIDENT TO HEAR PROPOSAL OF GUERRILLA LEADER:

Presdent: | wish to explain, gentlemen, that Joseph Morgan, with four of his men parachuted behind
our linesfrom an aircraft stolen, a great cost to his organization, from the Invader airfield twenty miles
west of Daylon. Two of hismen were shot by our troops asthey landed.

Morgan: We had no way to identify oursalves.

War: Do you have any way to identify yoursalf now? Some of our people have been willing to turn
traitor for the sake of their future safety.

Morgan: Don't you think | could have picked an easier way?

President: Gentlemen, please! Joseph Morgan has been thoroughly interrogated by our experts and
they are satisfied. Mr. Morgan has been in conference at his base with aDr. Montclair, an
endocrinologist of internationd reputation. He brings usaproposa which |, at firdt, refused to
countenance. Its cost is enormous. But it may end this stalemate. | ask you to listen to him. | could not
make this decison by mysdf. | have not the courage.

Finance: Thisisnot astadlemate. Thisisdow defet. | will favor any plan, no matter how costly,



which will give usashred of hope.
Morgan: I'll outline the plan and then give you Montclar's reasoning.

Winter war. December has blanketed the east with thin wet curtain of snow. Winter ishard on the
irregular but works no hardship on the troops of the Invader. The vast food stocks of the nation are his,
as are the wan barracks, the heated vehicles, the splendid medica can

A guerrillawith a shattered ankle dies miserably in the cold brush, near the blasted fragments of the
house in which he took shelter.

The citiesare thinned of people. For thefirst timeit is noticeable. The last emotional debauch took
fivemillions. Now there are thirty millions|eft. They have abreathing spell.

Inveder troops are given leave in the cities. They go armed. They sample the wines, flirt with the
women, sing their barbaric songs and gawp at the huge trenches which were dug to bury the dead of the
cities

Onceagainthereislight and heat in the cities. Thewinter iscrud, but thereis heat. And thereis
foodstuffsin the markets, though not enough. Not nearly enough.

Wereit warm summer, possibly the adjusted would leave their cities, would go into the countryside
to be away from the places of honor. In the South and in Cdiforniathey try to leave, are roughly herded
back by the Invader who seemsto say, "Stay inthetraps | have prepared for you and die there."

Thisisapolicy decreed by aman named Lewsto who, high in the councils of the Invader, walkswith
pigeon tread and squared shoulders, the new and highest meda of his country shining on the left breast of
the drab uniform.

Cycdlica nightmare. The dow upward climb toward crescendo has begun once again, and no man
looks squardly into the face of his neighbor, knowing that he will see there some of the fear and horror
that has coldly touched his heart. And yet, each man and woman has a secret place which revelsin the
thought of the nightmare to come. It islike an addiction to a strange drug. Nightmare there must be, and
death there must be, but with gutturd shouts of anima joy, with awild, unheeding passion of insane
laughter, when consequences are not considered, nor are the customary mores and folkways.

Each adjusted person in the city feels shamein his heart because, though he knowsthat pure
nightmare lies ahead, nightmare which he may not survive, he yet anticipatesit with a certain warm and
soiled sense of expectancy.

This, then, isthe conquered country, the proud race, the men who know defeat, and yet cling to the
manner their defest, an overripe fruit, plucked once each month.

Inaglent cabin Alice Stsat therudetable and | glow of the lantern highlights the strong cheekbones,
the limpid mouth, and sheis beautiful indeed.

Dr. Montclair sits opposite her. Quickly he touches her hand. "He will makeit, Alice. | know he
medeit."

"He'sgone. That'sal | know. Somebody e se could have gone. But he had to go.”

In the brush thereisthe quick and angry spat of arifle, the answering sound of an automatic weapon,
like some vadt fabric being torn, the fabric of the night.

AsMontclair takes the weapon propped againgt his chair, she quickly blows out the lantern and,
together in the darkness, they listen.

Hoarse shouts from the brush, the authoritative cramp of amortar, dlarmingly close, ascarlet
blossom againgt which each bare twig stands out with the bland clarity of deeth.

"They're coming in from both Sdes" shewhispers.

Theriflefirefades and dugs grind againgt the cabin walls, throwing splintersthat whine.

Montclair ison his belly on the porch, Alice behind him in the doorway. Asthey come running across
the dope toward the porch, running with the heavy thump of men in full equipment, Montclair spraysa
line of fire acrossthem. Many fdl, but the others rush the porch. Shefiresagain and again, seeing
Montclair die suddenly, firing until the hand dapstherifle avay.

Sheisthrust into acorner and there are Six of them in the room, seeming to fill the cabin. The lantern



islit and they look at her and talk among themselves; and she knows that she should have saved one of
theriflebullets.

Two of them advance toward her, dowly. They spin and snap to attention as the officer enters. He
looks a her, snaps something at the men. Then, with surprising gentleness he lifts her to her feet. Heleads
her up through the brush to the waiting vehicle. She turns and whimpersin her throat as she seesthrough
the black lacaework of trees, the flower of flame that grows from the cabin.

Every remaining plane is committed to the venture. Every last one.

Brave men have managed, somehow, to set up the short wave radios behind the Invader lines.

Theteams are carefully ingtructed. And there are several teamsfor each portion of the venture, as
losseswill behigh.

At last theword comes. The great emotiona springs are once again winding taut. The word comes.
"Today the Invader moved dl personnel out of the cities."

Joe Morgan, burdened with sixty pounds of equipment, climbed laborioudy into the belly of the
trangport. Theinterior of the aircraft was dark. Cigarette ends glowed and the men laughed with the
calculated steadiness of men who are gambling lifeitsalf.

The officer stood in the doorway and said, " Team Eighty-two?"

Joe answered, "Eighty-two, Morgan commanding. All present and accounted for."

The officer jumped down and the big door dammed. The huge cavern in the sde of the mountain
reverberated to the roar of many motors. The very air shook and quivered with the vibration. Outside the
dozen were dragging the rocks off the runway.

At last the cave doors were rolled back. Thefirst transports rumbled avkwardly to the doorway,
gaining speed, gaining agility, moving out, roaring aong the runway, lifting off into the night.

Team Eighty-two was airborne and Joe, squinting through the side window saw the stresked jets of
the fighter cover.

The scene was duplicated at other hidden fields.

Ten minutes before interception on the basis of radar watch over the mountains,

Interception came. Invader pursuit ships were dark lancesin the night. Distant flames, like weak
candles, blossomed briefly and were gonein ared line of fire toward the deeping earth.

The lumbering transport weaved heavily through the night, and Joe Morgan sat in a cold agony of
fear.

From timeto time he glanced at theilluminated dia of hiswatch. At last he said loudly, over the
motor roar, "Fasten gatic lines.”

He reached up and snapped hisown, tugged on it to test it.

Ten minutes, twelve, fifteen. The wing lifted and the transport dipped down, down, to where the city
lights glimmered through the overcast. Spiraling down.

The plane seemed to brake in the air as the flaps caught hold, seemed to waver on the very edge of
ingtability.

Thewind was ashrill blast through the open door. "What are you doing here, Morgan?' Joe asked
himsdf softly.

He braced his hands againgt the sides of the door, saw the target area below. The man behind him
had a hand on Joe's shoulder.

Joe stepped out into the night, into the cold, tumbling night, and the flatness of the city spun around
him like avast whed. The sharp jolt caught him and he swung pendulum-wise toward the darkened
earth, swinging under the pae flower of slk.

Then he was tumbling on the frozen ground of the park of the big city, grasping the shroud lines,
bracing hisfeet, fumbling with the buckles. The chute collapsed and he stepped clear of the harness.

"Over here" heyelled. "Over here"

Roll cdl. "Peterson, Barnik, Stuyvessant, Simian, Garrit, Reed, Walke, Purch, Norris, Humbol d,
Crues, Riley, Rendlli, Pogt, Charnevak."

All but one. One wasimbedded to haf histhicknessin the frozen earth.



They werein aslent circlearound him.

Hesad, "You al know thistown like the pam of your hand. Y ou each have your sectors and your
ingtructions. Y ou know the plan and you know that it hasto work."

Hewas slent for amoment. Then he said, "After it goes off, it'severy man for himsdf. We meet
back here. Good luck."

At base headquarters of the Invader, the commanding genera listened gravely to the report of his Air
Intelligence.

After listening, he made hisdecision. "Apparently they desireto set up, within the cities, focal points
of resstance. Y ou bdieve that men were airdropped into every one of the mgjor cities and most of the
smaller citieswhich areinfected. It is obviousto me that they underestimate the extent of hysteriawhich
will hit the citieswithin four days. We will wait until after the hysteria, until after the suicide period, and
then we will go in and diminate the men who were airdropped.”

The reporting officer saluted, turned smartly and left the office.

Joe Morgan stood in the cold gray morning and looked at Daylon. He had found and taken over one
of the many empty roomsin the city. The city had suffered grestly.

He carried aheavy suitcase. As he walked down the morning street he looked carefully at the
houses. Whenever he saw an empty one he broke in quickly, opened the suitcase, took out asmal
package the size of a cigarette package.

In each house he | eft the package in adifferent place. But the favorite spot wasin the cellar, wired to
the rafters overhead.

He saw afew people that he knew. They looked blankly at him, smiled, and went vaguely about their
business. The people of Daylon were lean and ragged and eyes were hollow. But they smiled constantly.

In mid-morning, asmiling policeman in adirty uniform asked him what he was doing. Joe said,
"Comein hereand I'll show you." The policeman followed through the door Joe had forced.

Joe pivoted, hit the man on the chin with dl his strength, and walked back out of the house carrying
the suitcase.

Carefully he covered the sector he had dlotted to himself. Public buildings, houses, garages, stores.
In many places he had to be extremely cautious. In stores he hid the packages among dow-moving
merchandise. The city went through the motions of existence, but on every face wasthe look of
expectancy.

Four days before the explosion of emotions, before the laughing orgy of death. Three days. Two
days. The last of the packages has been placed. But there are four much larger packagesto be
delivered.

And these are delivered at night.

At night he found a stout iron bar, used it to pry up the manhole covers. The large packages nestled
comfortably against the welter of cables and pipes.

Thisisthe day before the tight spring will snap. Already thereis empty laughter in the streets of the
city, inthe streets of dl the vast cities.

The armies of the Invader, well removed from the focal points of contagious hysteria, clamp severe
restrictionson dl areasto prevent the curious from sneaking off to cities.

At eleven o'clock on the morning of the day be pandemonium will reign, the Streets of the cities
vibrate to the massive thump of subterranean explosions. Stee manhole covers sail up into theair, turning
lazily, smash pedestrians as they fdl. The underground caverns roar with burning gas and then the roaring
isgone as severed water pipes spill the contents underground.

All dectricity ceasesto flow.

One hundred and seventy-one teams won through. Sixteen men to ateam. Four bombs and one
thousand of the deadly haf-ounce packages to each man. Ten thousand nine hundred and forty-four
explosonsin the bowels of the grest cities. Two million, seven hundred and thirty-seven thousand of the



deadly packages distributed.

For thisisakind of suicide, on avast and generous scae.

The packages are closdly coordinated. A few sputter prematurely, but within afew minutes after the
explosons, the acid has eaten through the lead shields within more than hdf of them. They flameinto life,
burning with awhite dazzling flame that has an intensity of twenty-four hundred degrees Fahrenheit and a
duration of twenty minutes. All of the fading resources of an dmost-conquered nation has goneinto the
preparation of these packages of death.

With the water supply crippled, thereis no possibility of fighting thefires.

Whole streets erupt into flame and the melted glass of the windows runs across the pavement.

It isamost too successful. The densdly populated eastern seaboard is one vast pdl of smoke drifting
in the crisp December air.

Too many diein theflames. Far too many.

But from the roaring furnaces of the cities nearly thirty millionswind like duggish wormsinto the
countryside. They have fear of the flames, fear of death, fear of pain—»buit it is not until tomorrow that
they will be unableto fed fear.

And 0, with empty idle smiles, with vacuous eyes, they move toward the vast camps of the Invader.

The Invader is outnumbered by the victims of his satanic adjustment—twenty-five to one.

Too late, the danger is seen.

The camps of the Invader are near the cities. They straddle the main roads. Machine guns are
manned and white-lipped men fire prolonged bursts into the crowds that move so dowly. And at last they
arerevolted by the daughter of these who smile, even in death, and they refuse to obey orders.

The day darkens and in the night the cities are vast pyresthat redden the sky. The citiesof America
burn with a brave flame and the sound of the roaring can be heard for many miles. Thefireis behind them
and the guns, unmanned by now, are ahead of them.

At dawn the Invader orders the armiesto retreat away from these mad ones, to retrest to the
fastnessof thehills.

But dready theinfection isat work. Already the spirit of spontaneous hysteria has begun to infect the
troops of the Invader.

Massve tanks st empty while men shout hoarsely and dance in the street. The planesareidle, the
guns unmanned, the officersjoining their men in afrenzied rapport with the victims of disagter.

Suddenly the spirit grows among them that they are celebrating victory. Victor and vanquished revel
until they fall exhausted, deep, riseto bellow with laughter, to stare with glazed eyes at the winter sky,
howl with the voices of wolves.

Itisaparty of death, lasting for day after day, with al thought of food forgotten, and the cities burn
brightly every night and the winter sun by day is shrouded with the drifting black smoke of utter
degtruction.

STATUS REPORT, HQ, ARMIES OF DEFENSE:

At dawn today al columnswere within striking distance of al corps headquarters of the Invader
forces. Scouts report utter exhaustion in enemy ranks, black depression among individuals, a constant
sound of smdl-armsfire indicating a high incidence of suicide among the Invader troops. All personnd
has strict ingtructions about the destruction of equipment. The attack will begin at dusk.

INTERCEPTED RADIO PROM CONVOY COMMANDER:

Convoy taking reinforcements to our armies attacked at dawn by strong naval force of enemy. Some
of our ships, manned by enemy, were among attacking vessals. Numerous troopships bombed by our
own planes, apparently manned by enemy forces. Lossincidence so high that we were forced to turn
back at ten hundred hours. Request immediate air cover if convoy isto proceed.



Joe Morgan held tightly to the trunk of asmall tree hafway up the dope six milesfrom Daylon. Even
at that distance he could fed the intermittent waves of heat against hisface.

But five men were | eft of his group. They were scorched, blackened, drugged with weariness.

"Ligen!" hesaid.

The six men stood, listening intently. They heard the rising sound of battle, the hammer blows of
atillery, the distant thin crackling of small-armsfire,

The crescendo of battle rose sharply, faded, subsided, until they could hear nothing.

"Five bucks says we took them," Joe said.

IX
FIRST NATIONAL PROCLAMATION:

The determined attack to land another force on our shores had been besaten back with heavy losses
to the enemy. At the moment our continenta limits are intact once more. Hourly we grow stronger aswe
manufacture weapons to supplement those taken from the Invader armies after the burning of the cities.
The Invader has been weakened by the loss of the cream of histroops, the most modern of his
equipment. Three of our nava teams are pursuing the shattered remnants of the Invader convoys. This
morning the Invader capital was subjected to intensive bombing and his principal port was rendered
untenable by an underwater explosion of an atomic bomb in the main ship basin.

Joe Morgan stood in the barren halway of the temporary building which housed the hospita and
sad, uneasily, to the young doctor, "Isthere anything | shouldn't bring up? | mean, she had such arough
time that maybe—"

The young doctor smiled: "A week ago | would have restricted the conversation. But that was the
day shefound out that you were safe. A powerful medicine, Mr. Morgan."

"Can |—"

"Go right in. She's expecting you.”

Alicewas pae againg the pillow, and, as she stretched her hands toward him her eyesfilled with
tears.

Joe held her closefor long minutes, then said, "Tell me about it if it'll help. If it won't help, I'm not
goingtoinag."

"Y ou know about the camp?”'

"Yes. Montclair's body was till on the charred porch.”

"A young officer took mein astaff car to their central heedquarters. They had taken one of your
men, one that | was wounded when you took the plane from the field near Daylon. They . . . they made
him talk, but he didn't know enough. They thought I would know more."

Joe's figstightened.

"Lewsto was there. When they were taking me down along hall | met him face to face. He went to
someonein authority and got permission to interview me. | didn't want to be ... hurt. So | told him afew
things. Almost right, but not quite right. He believed me.

"The day the fires sarted he came to the room where | was held. He knew | had tricked him. He
sent the matron out of the room. | had stolen the matron's scissors. | . . . | stabbed himin the side of the
throat with them. It didn't kill him quickly enough. He shot me as| |eft the room.”

He stroked her hair back from her forehead. She smiled: "Don't look so grim, darling. It'sdl right
now. Honestly. | wasin their hospital when the people came from the city. It was madness. Worse.. . .
much worse than the time when you saved me in Daylon. That seems athousand years ago.”

"It was athousand years ago.”

"We... werewinning now, aren't we?"'

Joe smiled. "Wevewon. That is, if it'spossbletowin awar.”

"What will we do now, Joe? They'll et me up in afew days."



There was awindow in the hospital room. From it he could see the distant blackened skyscrapers of
what had once been acity.

Hesad dowly, "They'veisolated dl the ‘adjusted’ ones. Therésapitifully smal number left, you
know. The medics are making progress on undoing the adjustment, on fitting the people back into their
origind, individua pattern. Isolated, the peaks aren't as high or the depths as low. So that work isgoing
well, and now dl we have to look out for arethe fools."

"Fools?' she asked.

He gave her atired smile. "A lot of people want to rebuild the cities. They're stuck in the past. The
city isan extinct beadt, like the dodo. We burned beautiful and irreplaceabl e things, but we aso burned
mile after mile of squaid streetsand dirty dums.

"No man should live crammed into a dark room with his neighbors. We have room to expand, and to
grow. Thishasto be anation of smal towns and villages. In no other way could we have got rid of those
vadt, ugly, nerve-jangling cities of ours. To regain our strength we will haveto live closer to the land. Our
trangportation is efficient. Factories can be placed among wooded hills.”

He turned back and looked quickly at her as he heard her warm laugh.

"Whét cooks, angdl?'

"Oh, Joe," she said, "and | asked you what we would do. Theresalot to be done, isn't there?

"Anawful lot."

"Would it bedl right to have just one thing rebuilt? Just one place?’

Hewalked back to her and took her hand. "Angd, if you mean that miserable little cabin, you might
be interested to know that recongtruction starts next week. It'll be finished when you're ready to leave
thisoutfit."

TheEnd of theLine
By JamesH Schmitz

James H. Schmitz is noted for his ability to trandate alien feelings into emotions under standable
to human readers ... while remaining essentially alien. In this story of a far-distant tomorrow, he
tells of arebellion in distant space ... a rebellion by unwilling rebels...

The spaceship dropped near evening towards the edge of a curving beach. A half-mile strip of grassy
growth stood tall and still behind the beach; beyond the jungle smoothly marbled prows of pink and gray
cliffs swept steeply upwards for nearly two thousand feet to the northernmost shelf of awide, flat
continent. The green-black waters of the planet's largest ocean stretched away in aglassy curve ahead,
broken by two narrow chains of idands some thirty miles out.

The deek machine from beyond the stars settled down dowly, awind thundering out below it and
wrinkling the shallows near the beach into sudden zigzag patterns. It fell through explosive sprays of dry
sand, sank its base twenty feet deep into the rock below, and stopped. A sharp click announced the
opening of alock athird of the way up its rounded flank; and seven of the nine members of Centra
Government's Exploration Group 1176 camerriding out of the lock amoment later, bunched forty feet
above the beach on thetip of their ship's extension ramp.

Six of them dropped free of the ramp at various points of its swooping descent. They hit the hard
sand in asuccession of soft, bouncel ess thumps like so many cats and went loping off towards the water.
Grevan alone, with the restraint to be looked for in a Group Commander, rode the ramp al the way
down to the ground.

He stepped off it unhurriedly there: avery big man, heavy of bone and muscle, though lean where
weight wasn't useful, and easy-moving asthe professiond gladiators and beast-fighters whose training
quarters héd shared in histime. A brooding, implacable expresson went so naturaly with the rest of it
that ordinary human beingswerelikely to give him one look and step out of hisway, even when they
weren't aware of histechnica rank of Central Government Officia.



It was apity in away that the members of his Exploration Group weren't so easily impressed.

Grevan scowled reflectively, watching five of the six who had come out of the ship with him begin
shucking off weapon belts, suits, and other items of equipment with scarcely abreak in their run asthey
approached the water's edge. Cusat, Eliol, Freckles, Lancey, Vernet—he checked them off mentally as
they vanished afew seconds later, with dmost s multaneous splashes, from the planet's surface. They
were of hisown experimental breed or something very near it, born in one of Central Government's
germination |aboratories and physicdly, though not quite adults yet, very nearly as capable as Grevan
was himsdlf. However, nobody could tell from here what sort of dien, carnivorous life might be floating
around beyond this ocean's shdlows. . . .

They had too good an opinion of themselves!

Weyer, at any rate, seemed to have decided to stay on shore with his clothes on and his armament
handy, in case of trouble. Somewhat reassured, Grevan turned his attention next to a metallic bumping
and scraping at the ship's open lock overhead. Klim and Muscles, K.P.'sfor the day, weretrying to
move a bulky cooking unit out of the ship so the Group could dine outdoors.

"Boss?' Klim's clear soprano floated down.

"Right here," Grevan cdled back. "Having trouble?"

"Lookslike were stuck,” Klim announced from within the lock. "Would you comeup and.. . . no,
wait aminute! Musclesisgetting it cleared now, | think . .. Wait till I've degraved it again, you big ape!
Now, push!”

The cooker popped into sight with agrinding noise, gected with consderable violence from the
ship'sinterior. For amoment, it hung spinning quietly in the air above the ramp, with Klim perched on
top. Then Muscles came out through the lock and attached himself to the gadget's sde. They floated
down lopsidedly together, accompanied by tinkling sounds from the cooker'sinterior.

"What'sit going to be tonight?" Grevan asked, reaching up to guide them in to an even landing.

"Albert Il in mushroom sauce,” said Klim. Shewas atdl, dender blonde with huge blue eyesand a
deceptively wistful expression. As he grounded the cooker, she put a hand on his shoulder and stepped
down. "Not avery origind menu, I'll admit! But there's a nice dessert anyway. How about sampling some
locd vegetablesto go with Albert?’

"Maybe," said Grevan cautioudy. "Whoseturnisit to sample?' Too often, preoccupied with other
matters, held discovered suddenly that he'd been roped in again for that chore when the itemsto be
sampled were suspected of being of a particularly uncooperative nature. And then the Group would drop
whatever it was doing to gather around and sympathize while he adapted.

"Vernet'sturn, isnt it?' said Muscles.

"Vernet'sthevictim," Klim nodded. "Y oure safe thistime."

"Inthat case" Grevan said, rdieved, "you'll find Vernet out there full fathom five somewhere. Bring
her inif you can and well go browsein the shrubbery abit.”

"This," Klim remarked, gazing out over the shoreline towards which Muscles was heading in search
of Verngt, "is il the best spot of an dl-right little world! Know what the cubs were cdling it when we
first set down here three weeks ago?' She was Grevan'sjunior by agood ten years but ayear or so
older than the Group's other members and inclined to regard them al with motherly tolerance. "Our point
of noreturn.”

Grevan grimaced uneasily, because that phrase did describe the Group's position here, in one way or
another. Never once, in the eight years since Central Government had put him in charge of what had
been aflock of rebellious, suspicious, and thoroughly unhappy youngsters, who weren't even sure
whether they were actually human beings or some sort of biological robots, had the question of escaping
from CG controls been openly discussed among them. Y ou never knew who might be listening,
somewhere. The amazing thing to Grevan even now was that—eight weeks travel on the full fury of their
great ship's drives beyond the borders of Centra Government's sprawling interstellar domain—they did
seem to have escaped. But that was atheory that still remained to be proved.



"Are you going to accept contact with CG tomorrow?" Klim inquired.

Grevan shrugged. "I don't know." Their only remaining connection with CG, so far asthey could tell,
were the vocal messages which flashed subspatialy on prearranged occasions between two paired
contact sets, one of which wasingtdled on their ship. They had no way of guessing where the other one
might be, but it was activated periodicaly by one of the CG officiaswho directed the Group's affairs.

"l was going to put it to avote tonight," Grevan hedged. "They can't possbly trace us through the
sets, and 1'd like to hear what they have to say when they find out we've resigned.”

"It might be agood idea. But you won't get avoteonit.”

Helooked down at her, while she stooped to haul a small portable cooker out of the big one's
interior and dung it over her shoulder.

"Why not?'

"The cubs seem to think there's no way of guessing whether accepting contact at this stageis more
likely to help us or hurt us. They'll leave it up to you to decide.”

"Aren't you worried about it at al?' heinquired, somewhat startled. However well hefelt he knew
the cubs, they till managed to amaze him on occasion.

Klim shrugged. "Not too much." She clamped achemical testing set to the portable cooker. " After
al, were not going back, whatever happens. If CG's till got some fancy way of reaching out and
stopping us, wherever we are, I'd much rather be stopped out here than get another going-over in one of
their psych laboratories—and come out amindless-controlled thistime. . . ."

She paused. Faint, protesting outcries were arising from apoint afew hundred yards out in the water.
"Sounds like Muscles caught up with Vernet. Let's get down to the beach.”

* * %

Vernet raked wet brown hair out of her eyes and indignantly denied that it was her turn to sample.
But the Group contradicted her seven to one, with Lancey withholding his vote on a plea of bad memory.
She dried and dressed resignedly and came along.

Thefirst three likely-looking growths the foraging party tested and offered her were neither here nor
there. They put up no worthwhile argument against assimilation and probably would turn out to be
nourishing enough. But raw or varioudy treated and flavored in Klim's portable cooker, they remained,
Vernet reported, asflatly uningpiring as any potentia mouthful could hopeto be.

Thefourth item to pass the chemica tests was a plump little cabbage-arrangement, sky-blue with
scarlet leaf-fringes. She sniffed around it forebodingly.

"They don't advertise identity like that for nothing!" she pointed out. "L oaded for bear, | bet!" She
scowled at Klim. "Y ou picked it on purpose!™

"Ho-hum," Klim murmured languidly. "Remember who had me sampling that large fried spider-type
on wherever-it-was?"

"That was different,” said Vernet. "1 had ahunch the thing would turn out to be perfectly deicious!”

Klim amiled at her. "I'm K.P. today. I'm having the hunches. How would you like it?'

"Quick-baked," snarled Vernet. "And my blood be on your head!”

Half aminute later, she nibbled tentatively at a crigped leaf of the cabbage, announced with surprise
that it wasindeed ddlicious and hel ped hersalf to more. On thethird leaf, she uttered awild whoaop,
doubled up, and began to adapt at speed. That took about twelve seconds, but they allowed afull ten
minutes then to let the reaction flush her blood stream. Then Vernet was sampled in turn and staggered
back to the beach with a martyred expression, while Klim and Muscles started cabbage-hunting.

Grevan retired to the ship's |aboratory, where he poured the half cupful of blood he had extracted
from the martyr'sveins carefully into asmall retort. Ontogenetic adaptation, with reaction-times that
crowded zero, to anything new in the way of infections or absorbed venoms was one of the more useful
talents of their specidized strain. Consderable unauthorized research and experimentation findly had
reveded to them just how they did it. The invading substance was met by an ingtantaneous regrouping of
complex enzyme chainsin every body cdl affected by it, which matched and nullified its specific harmful



properties and left the Group member involved permanently immune to them.

The experience of getting immunized sometimesincluded the momentary impression of having
swalowed asmall but active volcano, but that illusion didn't last long enough to be taken very serioudy
by anyone but the sufferer. Vernet's blood emerged from processing presently in the shape of small pink
pills, and just before dinner everybody washed down two each of these and thus adapted the easy way,
while the donor denounced them as vampires.

Albert I1, in avintage mushroom sauce and garnished with quick-baked Vernet Cabbages, was
hailed as an outstanding culinary compostion al around. Klim took the bows.

By nightfall, they had built afire among rocks above the highest tide mark, not far from the edge of
the rustling jungle, and alittle later they were settled about it, making lazy conversation or just watching
the dancing flames.

Specia precautions did not seem required at the moment, though Weyer had reported direct
neuronic impressons of carnivorous and aggressive big-lifein the immedi ate neighborhood, and the
Group'sinvestigation of the planet had revealed scattered traces of at least two degp-water civilizations
maintained by life forms of unknown type but with suggestively secretive habits. A half-dozen forms of
sudden death snuggled insde the ornamentd little gadgets clamped to their gun belts, not to mention the
monstrous argument the pocket-szed battleship which had carried them here could put up, and their
perceptions were quick and accurate and very far-ranging. If any of thisworld's denizens were
consdering ahogtile first encounter, the Group was more than willing to let them do the worrying about it.

Not acareintheir heads, to look at them, Grevan thought, atrifle envioudy. Handsome young
animas, just touching adulthood—four young men and four young women, who acted asif they had been
sent on a star-hopping picnic, with Grevan trailing dong as a sort of scoutmaster.

Which wasn't, of course, quitefair.

The cubs were as conscious as he was of the fact that they might still be on along, invisible leash out
here—artificia menta restraintsimposed by Central Government's psychologica machines. They had
developed apractical psychology of their own to free themsalves of those thought-traps, but they had no
way of knowing how successful they had been. If any such hypnotic mechanisms remained undiscovered
in them, the pendty for defying Central Government's instructions would be automatic and disastrous.

Grevan could see himsdlf again as afrightened, rebellious boy inside a subterranean conditioning
vault, facing the apparently blank wall which conceaed one of the machines known as Dominators. He
heard the flat, toneless voice of the legendary monster, dmost as old as Central Government itself,
watched the dazzling hypnotic patterns dide and shift suddenly acrossthe wall, and felt hard knots of
compulsive thought legp up in response and fade dmost ingtantly beyond the reach of his consciousness.

That had been hisfirg experience with CG's euphemidticaly termed "restraints.” The Dominator had
ingtalled three of them and let the boy know what to expect if rebellion was attempted again. Two days
later, he had skeptically put the power of the restraintsto atest, and had very nearly died then and there.

They would know soon enough. Failure to keep the scheduled contact tomorrow would trigger any
compulsive responses | eft in them as certainly as direct defiance of CG'sinstructionswould do. And
because they had findly found aworld beyond CG's reach that could be their home, they were going to
follow one or the other of those courses of action tomorrow. Looking around at the circle of thoughtfully
relaxed young faces, he couldn't even imagine one of them suggesting the possibility of acompromise
with CG ingtead. After eight years of secret planning and preparing, it wouldn't have occurred to them.

Hereaxed himsdf, with asigh and a conscious effort, releasing his perceptionsto mingle with theirs.
A cool breeze was shifting overhead, dowly drawing fresh scents from new sources, while unseen night
things with thin, crying voices flew out over the sea. The ocean muttered about the lower rocks, and a
mileto the east something big came splashing noisily into the shallows and presently returned again to the
deeper water. Resting, the cubs seemed to be fitting themsel vesinto the night, putting out tentative
sensory rootsto gather up the essence of this new world'slife.



Then their atention began to shift and gather, and Grevan again let hismind follow where they
seemed to be pointing without effort of hisown.

It came to him quickly—a composite of impressions which were being picked up individualy by one
or the other of them and then formed by al into an increasingly definite picture. The picture of apair of
shaggy, shambling appetites working their way awvkwardly down the cliffs behind the Group, towards the
gleam of thefire.

The cubs sat gtill and waited while the things approached, and Grevan watched them, amused and
momentarily distracted from hisworries. The shaggy appetites reached the foot of the cliff at length and
came moving down through the jungle. Heavy-footed but accomplished stalkers, Grevan decided. The
locd species of king-beast probably, who knew the need of along, cautious approach before their final
rush upon nimbler prey—hefiled the fact away for future consideration that a campfire seemed to mean
such prey to them.

On arocky ridge two hundred yards above thefire, the stalkers came to asudden halt. He had an
impression of gresat, gray, shadowy forms and two sets of staring red eyes.

It would be interesting, he thought, to know just what sort of intuitive darmswent off in the more
intelligent forms of dien carnivores whenever they got their first good look at the Group. The cubs till
hadn't moved, but the visitors seemed to have come amost immediately to the conclusion that they
weren't nearly as hungry now asthey had thought. They were beginning astedthy withdrawa—

And then Eliol suddenly threw back her head and laughed, aquick, rippling sound like aflash of
wicked white teeth; ayell of pure mirth went up from the others, and the withdrawd turned instantly into
ludicroudy panicky flight.

Theincident had brought them awake and put them into a talkative mood. It might be agood timeto
find out what they redlly thought of their chances of breaking free of CG tomorrow. Grevan sat up,
waiting for an opening in an impassoned argument that had started up on the other sde of thefire.

There had been abet involved, it seemed, in that impulsive five-fold plunge into the ocean on landing.
Last oneinto be tomorrow's K.P.—and Vernet had come out on the sticky end of the bet.

Everybody dse agreed thoughtfully that it just hadn't been Vernet'sday. Vernet appeared
unreconciled.

"Y ou knew my gun belt was stuck again,” she accused Eliol. "Y ou had it planned so I'd be lagt!™

Eliol, having postponed her own turn at the Group's least-favored chore for one day by issuing the
chdlenge, permitted herself agentle chuckle.

"Teach you to keep your equipment in regulation condition! Y ou didn't have to take me up onit.
Weyer didn't."

"Well, anyway," said Vernet, "Lancey will help Vernet live through it. Won't he?!

"Uh-huh!" beamed Lancey. "Y ou bet!"

"How hedoted" Eliol remarked criticdly. " Sometimesit getsalittle disgusting. Take Cusat
there—flat on hisback as usua. There's aboy who shows some decent restraint. Nobody would guess
that he'sactudly adaveto my dightest whim."

Cusat, stretched out on the sand nearby, opened one eyeto look at her. "Dream on, little one!" he
muttered and | et the eyefdl shut again.

The others were off on another subject. There had been an alien awareness, Grevan gathered, which
had followed the five swimmers about in the water. Not ahostile one, but one that wondered about
them—recognized them as avery strange sort of new life, and was somewhat afraid. "They were thinking
they were so very—edible!” Eliol said and laughed. "Perhaps they knew the swim was making us hungry!
Anyway they kept warning one another to stay out of our sight!”

"Plankton eaters," Lancey added lazily, "but apparently very fast svimmers. Anyone else get anything
onthem?'



"Cavebuilders," said Freckles, from behind Weyer, only afew feet from Grevan. She propped
herself up on an ebow to point acrossthefire. "That big drop-off to the west! They'vetunneled it out
below the surface. | don't think they're phosphorescent themsalves, but they've got some method of
keeping light in the caves—bacterid, possbly. And they cultivate some form of plankton ingde.”

"Sounds asif they might be intelligent enough to permit direct contact,” Grevan remarked, and
redlized in the moment of slence that followed that it must have been an hour since held last said aword.

"They'reeasly that," Freckles agreed. Her smdll face, shaded by the rather shapelesswhite hat she
favored, turned to him. "If Klim hadn't been cooking, I'd have called her to giveit atry. | was afraid of
frightening them off mysdf.”

"I'll doit tomorrow," promised Klim, who had much the deftest touch of them al for ddlicate
ambassadoria work.

* % %

There was another pause then—it might have been the word "tomorrow.”

"Going to make contact tomorrow, Grevan?' Frecklesinquired in alight, clear voice, asif it had just
occurred to her.

"Unless," nodded Grevan, "somebody has a better idea.”

It seemed nobody did until Muscles grumbled, "1t's CG who'slikely to have theidess. If it were up to
me, I'd just smash that s, tonight!”

Grevan looked at him thoughtfully. "Anybody elsefed the same way?"

They shook their heads. "Y ou go ahead, Grevan." That was Weyer's cam voice. "Well just see what
happens. Think there's a chance of jolting any worthwhile information out of them &t this sage?'

"Not if they're on guard,” Grevan admitted. "But | think it will be safest for usif wereright there
when it dawns on CG that this Exploration Group hasresigned from its service! And it might prod them
into some kind of informetive reaction—"

"Well, | ill think," Muscles began, looking worriedly at Klim, "that we. .. oh, wdl!"

"Voteseght toone" Klim sad crisply.

"I know it," growled Muscles and shut up.

The rest seemed to have become disinterested in the matter again—aflock of not quite human cubs,
nearly grown and aready enormously capable of looking out for themselves. They'd put themsalvesinto
the best possible position to face the one enemy they'd never been able to meet on his own ground.

And until things started happening, they weren't going to worry about them.

A few of them had drifted off to the beach below, when Grevan saw Klim stop beside Cusat and
speak to him. Cusat opened both eyes and got to hisfeet, and Klim followed him over to Grevan.

"Klim thinks Albert isbeginning to look puny again,” Cusat announced. "Probably nothing much to it,
but how about coming dong and helping us diagnose?*

The Group's three top biologists adjourned to the ship, with Muscles, whose preferred field was
amogt-pure mathematics, trailing dong just for company. They found Albert |1 quiescent in vitro—as
close athing to asdf-restoring six-foot sirloin steek as ever had been devel oped.

"He's quit assmilating, and he's even a shade off-color,” Klim pointed out, alittle anxioudy.

They debated his requirements a some length. As amenu staple, Albert was hard to besat, but
unfortunately he was rather dainty in his demands. Chemical balances, temperatures, radiations, flows of
stimulant, and nutritive currents—all had to be just so; and his notions of what was just so were subject
to change without notice. If they weren't catered to regardless, he languished and within the week
perversdly died. At least, the particular section of him that was herewould die. As an ingtitution, of
course, he might go on growing and nourishing his Central Government clientsimmortally.

Muscles might have been of help in working out the delicate cal culationsinvolved in solving Albert's
current problems, but when they looked round for him, they found him blinking at a steady flow of



invisble symbols over onewal of the tank room, while hislips moved in arapid, low muttering; and they
knew better than to interrupt. He had gone off on impromptu caculations of his own, from which he
would emerge eventudly with some useful bit of information or other, though ten to oneit would have
nothing to do with Albert. Meanwhile, he would be grouchy and usdessif roused to direct his attention to
anything below theleve of an emergency.

They reset the currents finally and, at Cusat's suggestion, trimmed Albert around the edges. Finding
himsdlf growing lighter, he suddenly began to absorb nourishment again a avery satisfactory rate.

"That did it, | guess," Cusat said, pleased. He glanced at the small pile of filets they'd diced off.
"Might aswell have abarbecue now."

"Run adong and get it sarted,” Grevan suggested. "I'll be with you as soon as| get Albert buttoned
up.”

Klim regarded Musclesreflectively. " Just nudge my genius awake when you're ready to come,” she
ingtructed Grevan. "He looks so happy right now | don't want to disturb him."

* % %

It was some minutes later, while Grevan was carefully tightening down a sed vave, that Muscles
suddenly yawned and announced, " Thirty-seven point oh two four hours! Checks either way, dl right,
boss. Say—where's Klim gone?

"Down to the beach, | suppose.” Grevan didn't look up. He could find out later what Muscleswas
referring to. "Drowned dead by now, for al you seem to carel" he added cruelly.

Muscles|eft in the perturbed hurry that was his norma reaction to the discovery that Klim had
strayed out of sight, and Grevan continued buttoning up Albert, undistracted by further mathematica
mutterings. The cubs had finished sorting themsalves out ayear or so ago, and who was to be whose
seemed pretty well settled by now. There had been atime when held thought it would have been anice
gesture on CG's part to have increased their membership by adouble for Klim or Eliol or Vernet or
Freckles—depending more or less on which of them he was looking at at the moment—though
preferably somebody three or four years older. Of late, however, he had developed some plans of his
own for rounding out the Group. If the question of getting and staying beyond CG's range could be
satisfactorily settled . . .

He shrugged off an uncomfortably convincing notion that any plans he might consider had been
discounted long ago by the branch of Centra Government which had devel oped the Group for its own
purpose. Speculative eyes seemed to be following every move he made as he wished Albert pleasant
dreams and aless temperamental future, closed the door to the tank room, and went to the ramp.
Hafway down it, he stopped short. For an endless second, his heart seemed to turn over dowly and, just
asdowly then, to comeright Side up again.

The woman who stood at the foot of the ramp, looking up at him, was someone he knew—and he
aso knew she couldn't possibly be there! The jolting recognition was aimost crowded out by aflash of
hot fright: obvioudy shewasn't redlly there at al. At adistance of thirty feet, the starlight never could have
showed him Priderdl's pae-ivory face so clearly—or the dow gtirring of her long, clever dancer's body
under its red gown, and the sheen of the short red cloak she wore over it, clasped at her throat by a
sone'sgreen glitter.

Afterwards, Grevan could not have said how long he stood there with his thoughts spinning aong the
edge of sheer panic. In actud time it might have been abare ingtant before he became aware of afamiliar
digant voice:

"Hey, boss! Grevan!"

The sound seemed tiny and very far away. But he heard himsalf make some kind of an answer and
suddenly redlized then that the image had vanished.

"Do you want barbecued Albert, or don't you?" Klim shouted again from the direction of thefire. |
can't keep these pigs away from your share much longer!™



He drew a deep breath. "Coming right now!"

But it was another minute or two before he showed himsdlf at the fire, and he had arranged his
thoughts carefully into other lines before he did. The cubs couldn't actudly tell what hewas
thinking—unless he made a deliberate effort to let them; and they weren't too accurate then—»but they
were very quick to trace the genera trend and coloring of one's reflections.

And hisreflections had been that hisvisudization of Priderel might have been something more than
some momentary persona derangement. That it might be the beginning of a purpossfully directed assault
on the fortress of the Group's sanity, backed by a power and knowledge that laughed at their hopes of
escape.

Fortunately his companions seemed to fed that the barbecue had been exactly theright way of
ending the day. A short while later they were stretched out on blankets here and there in the sand, fully
relaxed and adeep, asfar as Grevan could see, though never more than that small fraction of a second
away from complete and active wakefulness which experienced travelerslearn to regard as the margin
that |eaves them assured of awakening at dl.

But Grevan sat aside for awhile, and looked out at the sea and the stars.

Therewere alot of starsto look at around here, and big ones. They had come within twenty-eight
light-years of the center of aglobular cluster near the heart of the Milky Way, where, so far asthey
knew, no humanly manned ship had ever gone before. In every direction the skies were hung, depth on
depth, with the massed frozen flows of strange congtellations. Somewhere, in that huge shining, four small
moons wandered indistinguishably—indistinguishable, at any rate, if you didn't know just whereto ook
for them, and Grevan hadn't bothered to find out.

Something stirred softly, off to hisleft.

"Hello, Freck," he said quietly. "Cometo hdp me plot againgt CG?"

The four little moons couldn't have raised atide in abarrd among them, but therewas abig one at
work below the horizon, and water had crept in to cover the flat stretches of shore. By now it was
lapping at the base of the higher rocks that bordered their camp area. Freckles sat on the edge of one of
the rocks, afew yards off, the white hat pushed to the back of her head and her feet dangling over the
ripples below.

"Just being companionable,” shesaid. "But if you think you need any help in your plotting, fire away!
Thisis one place where CG couldn't possibly haveitslong ears stuck out to listen.”

He played for amoment then with the notion of telling her about his hdlucination. Freckleswasthe
Group's unofficia psychologist. The youngest and smallest of thelot, but equipped with what wasin
some way's the boldest and most subtle mind of them dl. The secret experiments she had conducted on
herself and the others often had put Grevan's hair on end; but the hard-won reward of that rocky road of
research had been the method of dedling effectively with CG'srestraints.

"Wheat kind of psychological triggers,” he said instead, "could CG il pull on us out here—aside from
the ones we know?'

Freckles chuckled. "Y ou're asking the wrong kind of question.”

Hefrowned alittle, that being one of his pet phrases.

"All right," he said. "Then do you think we might gtill be carrying around afew compulsonsthat we
smply don't remember?’

"No," Freckles said promptly. "Y ou can ingdl thingslike that in an ordinary-human, because they're
half adeep to start with. I've done it mysalf. But you'd have to break any one of us down amost to
mindless-controlled before you could knock out our memory to that extent. We wouldn't be much good
to CG afterwards.”

"How do you know?"

She shrugged. "When | was akid, a Dominator worked on me for aweek tryingtolay ina
compulsion | wouldn't be able to spot. And, believe me, after aday or two | was doing my best to



cooperate! Thetype of mind we have smply can't accept amnesia.”

She added, "Of course, aDominator—or a human psycho, if you agreeto it—can hold youina
cloud just aslong asthey can keep on direct pressure. Y ou'll do and believe anything they tell you then.
Like the time when you—"

"I remember that time," Grevan acknowledged shortly. She was referring to an occasion when he had
authorized her without reserve to attempt some ungpecified new line of investigation on him. Some while
later, he had redlized suddenly that for the past half hour he had been weeping noisily because hewasa
smdll, green, very sour apple which nobody wanted to edt.

"Boy, you looked slly!" Freckles remarked reminiscently.

Grevan cleared histhroat. She might, he observed, have looked somewhat silly hersdlf, around the
south polar region, if held caught up with her before he cooled off.

"Ah, but you didn't!" said Freckles. A good researcher knowswhen to include aflying start in her
computations. Actudly, | did come across something redlly fancy in menta energy effectsonce. But if
CG could operate on those levels, they wouldn't need a hundredth part of the organization they've got.
So it sandsto reason they can't.”

"What sort of effects?' heinquired unessly.

"Y ou've got metherel" Freckles admitted, pulling the white hat thoughtfully down on her forehead. "I
haven't the faintest idea of what they were, evenin principle. | was ill aone then—it was about four
years before they got ustogether to make up the Group. They brought aman into the Center where |
was, in an ambulance. He looked unconscious, and our psychoswere dl excited about him. They took
him off to the |aboratories, where they had one of those mobile Dominators—and then people suddenly
darted screaming and falling down al around me, and | felt something like fire—herel” She tapped the
top of her hat. "1 remember | seemed to understand at once that the man was using some kind of mental
energy againg the Dominator—"

"Eh?" said Grevan increduloudly.

"That'sright. And aso some kind of gun which wasn't any CG type, by the sound of it. Of course, |
was out of awindow by then and going straight away; but the whole thing only lasted afew seconds
anyhow. | heard the Dominator cut loose in the laboratories with its physical armament—disruptive
sonics, flash-fire, and plain projectiles. The burning feging suddenly stopped again, and | knew the man
was dead.”

"For amoment,” Grevan said gloomily, "I thought you were going to tell me ahuman being had
besten a Dominator!"

Freckles shook her head. "I doubt that's ever happened. The filthy things know how to take care of
themselves. | saw one handle ariot once—some suicide cult. The suiciders got what they were efter, al
right! But that man had enough on the menta level to make the Dominator use everything it had to stop
him. So there definitely are degrees and forms of mental energy which we know nothing about. And,
apparently, there are some people who do know about them and how to use them. But those people
arent working for CG."

Grevan pondered that for amoment, disturbed and dissatisfied.

"Freck," he said findly, "everybody but Muscles and myself seemsto agree that thereés no way of
knowing whether were improving our chances or reducing them by inviting a showdown with CG viathe
contact s&t. If you had to decideit personally, what would you do?’

Freckles stood up then and looked at the stars for amoment. "Persondly,” she said—and he redlized
that there was atouch of laughter in her voice—"1 wouldn't do anything! | wouldn't smash the set like
Muscles, and | wouldn't accept contact, like you. I'd just stay here, sit quiet, and let CG make the next
move, if any!"

Grevan swore gently.

"Well," shesaid, "that'sthe kind of Stuationitis! But we might aswell do it your way." She stretched
her arms over her head and sniffed at the breeze. "That whole big beautiful ocean! If CG doesn't eat us



tomorrow, Grevan, I'll sprout gillsand be afish! I'll go live with those plankton esters and swim up to the
polar ice and dl the way through beneeth it! I'll—"

"Ligten, Freck; let's be practical—"

"I'm ligening," Freckles assured him.

"If anyone—including Muscles—can think of avalid reason why | shouldn't make contact tomorrow,
right up to the moment | plug in that set, | want to hear about it."

"Youwill! And don't worry about Muscles. He can't see beyond Klim at the moment, so he'sriding a
amal panicjust now. Hell bedl right again—after tomorrow.”

She waited then, but Grevan couldn't think of anything elseto say. "Well, good night, Grevan!”

"Good night, Freck." He watched her move off like adender ghost towards the dim glow of thefire.
The cubsfdt they'd won—smply by living long enough to have left the musty tang of haf-dive,
history-old Central Government worlds far behind them and to be breathing awind that blew over an
ocean ho human being had seen before. Whatever happened now, they were done with CG and dl its
works, forever.

And the difference might be smply, Grevan redized, that he wasn't done with it yet. He ftill had to
win. Histhoughts began to shift back dowly, amost cautioudy, to theimage of awoman whose name
was Priderdll and who had stood impossibly at the foot of his ship's ramp, smiling up a him with danted
green eyes. She had been in hismind agood deal these months, and if present tensions couldn't quite
account for that momentary hallucination, the prospect of future ones might do it. Because while the cubs
didn't know it yet, once he had them settled safely here, he was going to make hisway back into CG's
domain and head for asecond-rate sort of planet called Rhysgaat, where—to be blunt about it—he
intended to kidnap Priderell and bring her back to round out the Group.

It wouldn't be an impossible undertaking if he could get that far unspotted. It seemed rather odd,
when he considered it rationdly, that the few meetings held had with Priderell should have impressed him
with the absolute necessity of attempting it, and that somebody & se—somebody who would be more
accessible and lesslikdy to beimmediately missed—shouldn't do just aswell.

But that was only one of the number of odd things that had happened on Rhysgaat, which had been
the Group'slast scheduled port of cal before they dipped off on thelong, curving run that had taken
them finaly into and hafway through an dien cluster of the Milky Way. Taken together, those
occurrences had seemed to make up a sort of pattern to Grevan. The cubs appeared to notice nothing
very sgnificant about them, and so he hadn't mentioned the fact.

But it had seemed to him then that if he could understand what was happening on Rhysgaat, he would
a0 have the solution to the many questionsthat still remained unanswered concerning the relationship
between Central Government and the Group—their actua origin, for one thing; the purpose for which
they had been trained and equipped at enormous cost; and the apparently idiotic oversight in their
emotiona conditioning which had made them determined to escape. Even the curiousfact that, so far as
they had ever been able to find out, they were the only Exploration Group and the only members of their
drainin exisence.

For some four weeks, the answer to everything had seemed to be lying right there about Grevan on
Rhysgaat. But he had not been ableto grasp it.

* * %

It was four months ago that they had set their ship down at Rhysgaat's single dilapidated spaceport,
with no intention of lingering. Supply inventory, afind ground check, and they'd be off! The taste of
escape, the wonder that it might be so near, the fear that something might still happen to prevent it, wasa
secret urgency in all of them. But the check showed the need for some minor repairs, and to save his
stores Grevan decided to get some materiastransferred to him from local CG stockpiles. AsaCG
officia, hewasin the habit of addressing such requests to whatever planetary governor was handiest, and
after sometracing, he found the gentleman he wanted presiding over asocia gathering in arelaxed



condition.

Rhysgaat's governor gave a horrified start when Grevan stated hisrank. Confusedly, he began to
introduce the officid al around as an unexpected guest of honor. So aminute or two later Grevan found
himsdf bowing to Priderell.

She was, he decided at once, as attractive a young woman as anyone could wish to meet—Iater on,
he discovered that practicaly al of Rhysgaat agreed with him there. Shewas, helearned aso, a
professional dancer and currently the public darling. Not, of course, he informed himself on hisway back
to the ship, that this meant anything at al to him. Nobody who knew himself to be the object of CG's
particular interest would risk directing the same attention towards some likable stranger.

But next day Priderell showed up of her own accord at the spaceport, and he had to explain that his
ship was part of agovernment project and therefore off limitsto anybody not directly connected with it.
Priderdl informed him he owed her adrink, at any rate, for her visit, and they sat around for awhile a
the port bar, and talked.

Just possibly, of course, she might have been CG hersdlf in some capacity. The Group had met much
more improbable secret representatives of government from time to time; and, when in the mood, the
cubs liked to booby-trap such characters and then point out to them gently where their hidden identities
were showing.

After she had |eft, he found the cubsin astate of some congternation, which had nothing to do with
her visit. They had dmost finished the proposed repairs; but signs of deterioration in other sections of
their supposedly amost wear-proof space machine had been revealed in the process. After looking it
over, Grevan calculated unessily that it would take almost aweek before they could leave Rhysgaat now.

It took closer to four weeks, and it had become obvious long before that time that their ship had
been sabotaged deliberately by CG technicians. Nobody in the Group mentioned the fact. Apparently, it
was somekind of lagt-minute test, and they settled down doggedly to passit.

Grevan had timeto try to get Priderdl clear in hismind. The cubs had shown only apassing interest
in her, so she was either innocent of CG connections or remarkably good at covering them up. Without
making any direct inquiries, he had found out as much about her as anyone here seemed to know. There
was no real doubt that she was native to Rhysgaat and had been dancing her way around its mgjor cities
for the past six years, soaking up public adoration, and tucking away a sizable fortune in the process. The
only questionable point might be her habit of vanishing from everybody's sight off and on, for periods that
lasted from aweek to severd months. That was considered to be just another of the planetary darling's
little idiosyncrasies, of which she had a number; and other popular young women had begun to practice
amilar tantalizing retreats from the public eye. Grevan, however, asked her where she went on these
occasions.

Priderell siwore him to silencefirst. Her reputation was at stake.

"At heart," sheexplained, "I'm no dancer a dl. I'm adirt-farmer.”

He might have looked startled for amoment. Technicaly, dirt-farming was a complicated government
conducted science which investigated the hit-or-miss natura processesthat paralleled mankind's defter
manipulations of botanica growth. But Priderell, it gppeared, wasusing theterminitsarchaic sense.
Rhysgaat had the average large proportion of unpopulated and rarely visited areas; and in one of them,
she said, was her hideaway—a small, primitive farm, where she grew thingsinred dirt, al by hersdf.

"What kind of things?" asked Grevan, trying not to sound too incredulous.

"Bultter-sguogs are much the best,” shereplied, rather cryptically. "But thereredl kinds! Y ou've no
idea..."

Shewas not, of course, implying that she ate them, though for amoment it had sounded like that to
Grevan. After getting its metabolism progressively disarmed for somefifty centuries by the benefits of
nutriculture, ordinary-human knew better than to sample the natura growths of even itsown worlds. If
suicide seemed called for, there were gentler methods of doing it.

However, it would hardly be polite, he decided uneasily, to inquire further.



All indl, they met only fivetimes, very casualy. It was after the fourth time that he went to see her
dance.

The place was arather small theater, not at dl like the huge popular circuses of the mgor central
worlds, and the price of admission indicated that it would be avery exclusive affair. Grevan was
surprised then to find it packed to the point of physical discomfort.

Priderell's dance struck him immediately as the oddest thing of itskind he had seen; it conssted
chiefly of adow drifting motion through a darkened arena, in which she done, through some trickery of
lights, was not darkened. On the surfaceit looked pleasing and harmless; but after afew seconds he
began to understand that her motion was weaving a purposeful visua pattern upon the dark; and then the
pattern became suddenly like asmall voice talking deep down in hisbrain. What it said was alittle
beyond his comprehension, and he had an uncomfortable feding that it would be just aswell if it stayed
there. Then he noticed that three thin, black beasts had aso become visible, though not very clearly, and
were flowing about Priderdll's kneesin endless repetitions of a pattern that was related in some way to
her own. Afterwards, Grevan thought criticaly that the way she had trained those beasts was the redlly
remarkable thing about the dance. But at the time, he only looked on and watched her eyes, which
seemed like those of awoman lost but not minding it any more, and dreaming endlesdy of something that
had happened long ago. He discovered that his scalp was crawling unpleasantly.

Whatever the effect was on him, the rest of her audience seemed to be impressed to amuch higher
degree. At first, he sensed only that they were excited and enjoying themsalvesimmensely, but very soon
they began to build up to asort of genera tearful hysteria; when the dance entered itsfinal phase, with the
beasts moving more swiftly and gliding in more closdy to the woman at each successive stage, thelittle
thesater was noisy with amass of emotionsall around him. In the end, Priderell cameto astop so
gradudly that it was some seconds before Grevan realized she was no longer moving. Then the music, of
which he had not been clearly aware before, ended too, in adark blare of sound, and the beasts reared
up in aflash of black motion about her.

Everything went dark after that, but the sobbing and muttering and duggish laughter about him would
not stop, and after aminute Grevan stood up and made hisway carefully out of the theater before the
lights came on again. It might have been asingle insane mongter that was making al those sounds behind
him; and as he walked out dowly with hishair dill bristling, he redlized it was the onetimein hislife that
he had fdlt like running from something ordinary-human.

Next day, he asked Priderell what the dance had meant.

Shetilted her head and studied him reflectively in away she had—asiif she, too, were puzzled at
times by something about Grevan.

"You redly don't know, do you?' she said, and considered that fact briefly. "Well, then—it'saway
of showing them something that bothers them terribly because they're afraid of looking at it. But when |
danceit for them, they can look &t it—and then they fedl better about everything for along time
afterwards. Do you understand now?" she added, apparently without too much hope.

"No," Grevan frowned. "I can't say that | do."

She mimicked his expresson and laughed. "Well, don't look so serious about it. After dl, it'sonly a
dance! How much longer do you think your ship will be stopping a Rhysgaat?*

Grevan told her he thought they'd be leaving very soon—uwhich they did, two days later—and then
Priderdll looked glum.

"Now that'stoo bad," she gtated frankly. "Y ou're avery refreshing character, you know. Intime, |
might even have found you attractive. But asit is, | believe | shdl retiretonight to my lonely farm. Theré's
afresh bed of butter-squogs coming up,” she said musingly, "which should be just ready for . . .
hm-m-m!—Y es, they should be wdll worth my full attention by now . . ."

So they had spoken together fivetimesin all, and he had watched her dance. It wasn't much to go
on, but he could not get rid of the disturbing conviction that the answer to al his questions was centered
somehow in Priderell, and that there was a connection between her and the fact that their ship had



remained mysterioudy stalled for four weeks on Rhysgaat. And he wouldn't be satisfied until he knew the
answer.

It was, Grevan redlized with asigh, going to be avery long night.

By morning the tide was out, but awindstorm had brought whitecapsracing in from the north asfar
as one could see from the ship. The wind twisted and shouted behind the waves, and their long dapping
againg the western cliffs sent spray soaring ahundred feet into the air. Presently apae-gold sun, which
might have been the same that had shone on the first human world of dl, cameralling up out of high-piled
white masses of clouds. If thiswasto be the Group's last day, they had picked agood onefor it.

Grevan wasin the communications room an hour before the time scheduled for their fina talk with
CG. The cubs came drifting in by and by. For some reason, they had taken the trouble to change first
into forma white uniforms. Their faces were sober; their belts glittered with the deadly little gadgets that
were not CG designs but improvements on them, and refinements again of the improvements. The
Group's own designs, the details of which they had carried in their heads for years, with perhagpsa
working model made surreptitiously now and then, to test atheory, and be destroyed again.

Now they were carrying them openly. They weren't going back. They sat around on the low couches
that ran dong three walls of the room and waited.

The stedl-cased, amost featureless bulk of the contact set filled the fourth wall from sdeto side,
extending halfway to thelow celling. One of CG's most closaly guarded secrets, it had the effect of a
ponderous anachronism, sill dive with the power and purpose of acivilization that long ago had thrust
itsdf irresigtibly upon the worlds of athousand new suns. The civilization might be dying now, but its
gadgets had remained.

Nobody spoke &t al while Grevan watched the indicator of his chronometer dide smoothly through
the last three minutes before contact time. At precisdly theright instant, he locked down ablack stud in
the thick, yellowish centra front plate of the set.

With no further prdiminaries at dl, CG began to spesk.

"Commander,” said alow, rather characterless voice, which wasthat of one of three CG speakers
with whom the Group had become familiar during their training years, "it appearsthat you are
contemplating the possibility of keeping the discovery of the colonid-type world you have located to
yoursdlf."

Therewas no stir and no sound from the cubs. Grevan drew a dow bregth.

"It'sagood-looking world," he admitted. "Is there any reason we shouldn't keep it?*

"Severd," thevoicesad dryly. "Primarily, of course, thereisthe fact that you will be unableto do it
againg our wishes. But there should be no need to gpply the customary forms of compulsion against
members of an Exploration Group."

"Whet other forms," said Grevan, "did you intend to apply?"

"Information,” said CG'svoice. "At this point, we can ingruct you fully concerning mattersit would
not have been too wiseto reved previoudy.”

It was what he had wanted, but he felt the fear-sweat coming out on him suddenly. The effects of
lifelong conditioning—the sense of a power so overwhemingly superior that it needed only to spesk to
insure his continued cooperation—

"Dont let it talk to us, Grevan!" That was Eliol'svoice, low but tense with anger and asharp anxiety.

"Letittak." And that was Freckles. The others remained quiet. Grevan sighed.

"The Group," he addressed CG, "seemswilling to listen.”

"Very wdl,” CG'svoice resumed unhurriedly. "Y ou have been made acquainted with somefifty of
our worlds. Y ou may assume that they were representative of the rest. Would you say, Commander, that
the populations of these worlds showed the characteristics of a hedlthy species?”

"I would not," Grevan acknowledged. "We've often wondered what was propping them up.”



"For the present, CG is propping them up, of course. But it will be unable to do so indefinitely. You
see, Commander, it has been suspected for along time that human racid vitaity has been diminishing
throughout avast historical period. Of late, however, the process appears to have accelerated to a
dangerous extent. Actudly, it isthe compounded result of agradualy increasing stock of genetic defects;
and deterioration everywhere has now passed the point of agenerd recovery. The congtantly rising scae
of nonviable mutant birthsindicates that the evolutionary mechanism itself is serioudy deranged.

"Thereis," it added, amost musingly, "one probable exception. A new class of neuronic monster
which gppears to be viable enough, though not yet sufficiently stabilized to reproduce its characteristics
reliably. But asto that, we know nothing certainly; our rare contacts with these Wild Variants, asthey are
cdled, have been completely hogtile. Their number in any one generation is not large; they conced
themsdlves carefully and become traceable as arule only by their influence on the populations among
whom they live"

"And what," inquired Grevan, "hasdl thisto do with us?'

"Why, agrest deal. The Exploration Groups, commander, are Ssmply the modified and stabilized
progeny of the few Wild Variants we were able to utilize for experimentation. Our purpose, of course,
has been to ensure human surviva in anew interstellar empire, distinct from the present oneto avoid the
genetic reinfection of therace.”

Therewas abrief stirring among the cubs about him.

"And thisnew empire," Grevan said dowly, "isto be under Centra Government control ?*

"Naturdly," said CG'svoice. There might have been anote of watchful amusement in it now.
"Ingtitutions, Commander, also try to perpetuate themsaves. And since it was Central Government that
gave the Groupsther existence—the most effective and adaptable form of human existence yet
obtained—the Groups might reasonably fed an obligation to seethat CG's existenceis preserved in
turn.”

There was sudden anger about him. Anger, and a question, and agrowing urgency. He knew what
they meant: the thing was too sure of itself—break contact now!

Hesad instead:

"It would be interesting to know the exact extent of our obligation, CG. Offhand, it would seem that
you'd paid in avery smdl pricefor surviva."

"No," thevoice sad. "It was no easy task. Our mgjor undertaking, of course, wasto stabilize the
vitdity of the Variants asadominant characterigtic in astrain, while clearing it of the Variants tendency to
excessive mutation—and aso of the freakish neuronic powers that have made them impossible to
control. Actudly, it was only within the last three hundred years—within the last quarter of the period
covered by the experiment—that we became sufficiently sure of successto begin distributing the
Exploration Groups through space. The introduction of the gross physiologica improvements and the
neurosensory mechanisms by which you know yoursavesto differ from other human beingswas, by
comparison, smplicity itsaf. Type-variationsin that class, within haf adozen generations, have been
possibleto usfor avery long time. It isonly the genetic drive of lifeitsdf that we can neither create nor
control, and with that the Variants have supplied us."

"It seems possible then,” said Grevan dowly, "that it's the V ariants towards whom we have an
obligation.”

"You may find it an obligation rather difficult to fulfill,” the voice said smoothly. And therewas sill no
red threet in it.

It would be, he thought, either Eliol or Muscles who would trigger the threat. But Eliol wastoo dert,
too quick to grasp the implications of asituation, to et her temper flash up before she was sure where it
would gtrike.

Muscles then, sullen with hisangry fearsfor Klim and atrifle dower than the others to understand—

"By now," CG'svoice was continuing, "we have released approximately a thousand Groups
embodying your strain into space. In an experiment of such a scope that isnot alarge number; and, in



fact, it will be dmost another six hundred years before the question of whether or not it will be possibleto
recolonize the gaaxy through the Exploration Groups becomes acute—"

Six hundred years! Grevan thought. The awareness of that ponderous power, the millenniums of drab
but effective secret organization and control, the endless planning, swept over him again likeaphysica
depression.

"Meanwhile" the voice went on, "anumber of facts requiring further investigation have become
apparent. Your Group is, asit happens, the first to have accepted contact with Central Government
following its disappearance. The systematic methods used to stimulate the curiosity of severd of the
Group's membersto ensure that thiswould happen if they were physically capable of making contact are
not important now. That you did make contact under those circumstances indicates thet the invariable
failure of other Groupsto do so can no longer be attributed smply to the fact that the universeishogtile
to human life. Ingteed, it appearsthat the types of menta controls and compulsionsingtalled in you cannot
be consdered to be permanently effectivein human beings at your levels of mind control—"

It was going to be Muscles. The others had recognized what had happened, had considered the
possihilitiesin that, and were waiting for him to give them their cue.

But Muscles was Sitting on the couch some eight feet away. He would, Grevan decided, haveto
movevery fad.

"This, naturaly, had been suspected for sometime. Since every Group has been careful to avoid
reveding thefact that it could counteract mental compulsions until it was safely beyond our reach, the
suspicion was difficult to prove. Therewas, in fact, only one really practica solution to the problem—"

And then Musclesgot it at last and was coming to hisfeet, hishand dropping in ablurred lineto his
belt. Grevan moved very fast.

Musclesturned in surprise, rubbing hiswrigt.

"Get out of here, Muscles!" Grevan whispered, diding the small glittering gun he had plucked from
the biggest cub's hand into anotch on hisown belt. "I'm till talking to CG—" Hiseyesdid inahaf circle
about him. "The lot of you get out!" It was awhisper no longer. "Liketo have the ship to mysdlf for the
next hour. Go have yoursalves aswim or something, Group! Get!"

Just four times before, in dl their eight years of traveling, had the boss-tiger lashed histail and roared.
Action, swift, cataclysmic, and utterly final had dwaysfollowed at once.

But never before had the roar been directed at them.

The tough cubs stood up quietly and walked out good as gold.

"They haveleft the ship now,"” CG's voiceinformed Grevan. It had changed, dightly but definitely.
The subtle human nuances and variations had dropped fromit, asif it were no longer important to
maintain them—which, Grevan conceded, it wasnt.

"Y ou showed an excdlent understanding of the difficult Situation that confronted us, Commander,” it
continued.

Grevan, settled watchfully on the couch before what still looked like an ordinary, sealed-up contact
s&t, made avague sound in histhroat—a dim echo of his crashing address to the cubs, like agrowl of
descending thunder.

"Don't underestimate them,” he advised the machine. "Everybody but Musclesredized as soon as|
did, or sooner, that we were more important to CG than we'd guessed—important enough to have a
camouflaged Dominator installed on our ship. And aso," he added with some satisfaction, "that you'd
Sized up our new armament and would just as soon let al but one of us get out of your reach before it
cameto a showdown.”

"That istrue," the voice agreed. "Though | should have forced a showdown, however doubtful the
outcome, if the one who remained had been any other than yoursdlf. Y ou are by far the most suitable
member of this Group for my present purpose, Commander."

Grevan grunted. "And what's that? Now that the Group's got away.”

"In part, of course, it issmply to return this ship with the information we have gained concerning the



Exploration Groupsto Centrd Government. The fact that the mgority of your Group has temporarily
evaded our contral is of no particular importance.”

Grevan raised an eyebrow. "Temporarily?'

"We shdll return to this planet eventualy—unless an agreement can be reached between yourself and
CG."

"So now I'min abargaining position?' Grevan said.

"Within limits. Y ou are not, | am sure, under theillusion that any one human being, no matter how
capable or how formidably armed, can hope to overcome a Dominator. Before leaving thisroom, you
will submit yourself voluntarily to the new compulsions of obedience | have selected to ingtal—or you
shdl leave it amindless-controlled. As such, you will sill be capable of operating this ship, under my
direction.”

Grevan spread his hands. "Then wheresthe bargain?'

"The bargain depends on your fullest voluntary cooperation, above and beyond the effect of any
compulsons. Give usthat, and | can assure you that Centrd Government will leave thisworld untouched
for the use of your friends and their descendantsfor the next three hundred years."

The curious fact was that he could believe that. One more colonia world would mean little enough to
CG.

"Y ou are weighing the thought," said the Dominator, "that your full cooperation would be a betrayd
of the freedom of future Exploration Groups. But there are facts available to you now which should
convince you that no Exploration Group previousto yours actudly gained its freedom. In giving up the
protection of Centra Government, they merely placed themsalves under afar more arbitrary sort of
control.”

Grevan frowned. "l might be stupid—but what are you talking about?'

"For centuries," said the machine, "'in aCG experiment of the utmost importance, abasic
misinterpretation of the human materia under trestment has been tolerated. Thereisno rationd basisfor
the assumption that Group members could be kept permanently under the type of compulsion used on
ordinary human beings. Do you think that chance aone could have perpetuated that mistaken
assumption?'

Grevan didn't. "Probably not," he said cautioudly.

"It required, of course, very deliberate, continuous, and clever interference,” the Dominator agreed.
"Since no machine would be guilty of such tampering, and no ordinary group of human beingswould be
capable of it, the responsible intelligences appear to be the ones known to us asthe Wild Variants.”

It paused for so long amoment then that it seemed amost to have forgotten Grevan's presence.

"They have made a place for themsdavesin Central Government!” it resumed at las—and, very
oddly, Grevan thought he sensed for an instant something like hatred and fear in the tondessvoice. "Wel,
that fact, Commander, is of great importance to us—but even more so to yoursdlf! For these monsters
are the new masters the Groups find when they have escaped CG."

A curious chill touched Grevan briefly. "And why," heinquired, "should the Wild Variants betrying to
take over the Groups?'

"Condder their position,” said the Dominator. "Their extremely small number scattered over many
worlds, and the fact that exposure means certain desth. Technologically, under such circumstances, the
Variants have remained incapable of developing space-flight on their own. But with one of themin
control of each Exploration Group asit goes beyond Centra Government's reach, thereis no practica
limit to their degree of expansion, and the geneticaly stable Group strain insures them that their breed
urvives—'

It paused a moment.

"Thereisinthisroom at present, Commander, the awareness of amind, dormant at the moment, but
different and in subtle ways far more powerful than the minds of any of your Group's members. Having
this power, it will not hesitate to exerciseit to assume full control of the Group whenever awvakened.



Such variant minds have been at times athreat to the Dominators themselves. Do you understand now
why you, the most efficient fighting organism of the Group, were permitted to remain done on thisship? It
was primarily to ad mein disposing of—"

Attack and counterattack had been dmost smultaneous.

A thread of white brilliance stabbed out from one of the gadgets Grevan customarily wore clasped to
his belt. It was no CG weapon. The thread touched the upper center of the yellowish space-aloy
shidding of the Dominator and clung there, its energies washing furioudy outward in swiftly dimming
circles over the surrounding surfaces.

Benegth it, the patterns appeared.

A swift, hellish writhing of black and slver lines and flickerings over the frontal surface, which tore
Grevan's eyes after them and seemed to rip at his brain. Impossible to look away, impossible to follow—

Then they were gone.

A bank of grayness swam between him and the Dominator. Through the grayness, the thread of
white brilliance il stretched from the gunin his hand to the point it had first touched. And ashisvison
cleared again, the beam suddenly sank through and into the machine.

Therewasacrydtd crashing of sound—and the thing went mad. Grevan was on the floor rolling
Sdeways, as sheets of yellow fire flashed out from the upper rim of its shielding and recoiled from the
walls behind him. The white brilliance shifted and ate swiftly aong the line from which the fire sorang. The
fire stopped.

Something e se continued: a shrilling, jangled sonic assault that could wrench and distort a strong
living body within secondsinto aflaccid, hemorrhaged lump of very dead tissue—like amultitude of tiny,
darting sted! fingersthat tore and twisted inside him.

A voice somewhere was saying: "There! Burn therel”

With unbearable downess, the white brilliance ate down through the Dominator's bulk, from top to
bottom, carving it into halves.

The savage jangling ceased.

Thevoice sad quietly: "Don't harm the thing further. It can be useful now—"

It went Slent.

Hewas going to black out, Grevan redized. And, smultaneoudy, feding thetiny, quick sted! fingers
that had been trying to pluck him gpart reluctantly relax, he knew that not one of the cubs could have
endured those |ast few seconds beside him, and lived.

Sometimesit wasjust amatter of physica 9ze and strength.

There were till afew mattersto attend to, but the blackness was washing in on him now—his body
urgently demanding time out to let it get inits adjusting.

"Wrong on two counts, so far!" hetold the ruined Dominator.

Then he grudgingly let himsalf go. The blacknesstook him.

* % %

Somebody nearby wasinsanely whistling the three clear, rising notes which meant within the Group
that dl was extremey well.

In a distance somewhere, the whistle was promptly repested.

Then Freckles seemed to be saying in awaobbly voice, "Sit up, Grevan! | can't lift you,
man-mountain! Oh, boss man, you redly took it gpart! Y ou took down a Dominator!"

The blackness was receding, and suddenly washed away like racing streamers of smoke, and Grevan
redlized he was sitting up. The sectioned and partly glowing Dominator and thewalls of the
communications room appeared to be revolving sedately about him. There was asmell of overheated
meta's and more ma odorous substancesin the air; and for amoment then he had the curiousimpression
that someone was sitting on top of the Dominator.

Then hewas on hisfeet and everything within and without him had come back to a sate of apparent



normalcy, and he was demanding of Freckleswhat shewasdoing in here,

"| told you to keep out of range!” hisvoice was saying. "Of course, | took it down. Look &t the way
you're shaking! Y ou might have known it would try sonics—"

"l just stopped afew tingles," Freckles said defensively. "Out on top of theramp. It was asfar as|
could go and be sure of potting you clean between the eyes, if you'd come walking out of here
mindless-controlled and tried to interfere.”

Grevan blinked painfully at her. Thinking was dtill alittle difficult. "Where are the others?'

"Down in the engine room, of course! The drivesareamess." She seemed to be studying him
worriedly. "They went out by the ramp and right back in through the aft enginelock. Vernet stayed
outside to see what would happen upstairs. How do you fed now, Grevan?'

"| fed exactly dl right!" he stated and discovered that, aside from the fact that every moleculein him
still seemed to be quivering away from contact with every other one, he did, more or less. "Don't | look
it?'

"Sure, sure," said Freckles soothingly. "Y ou look fine!™

"And what was that with the drives again? Oh— | remember!”

They'd caught on, of course, just as he'd known they would! That the al-important thing wasto keep
the Dominator from getting the information it had gained back to CG.

"How bad amessisit?'

"Vernet said it might take amonth to patch up. It wouldn't have been so bad if somebody hadn't
darted the fuel cooking for amoment.”

Hesworein horror. "Are you lame-brains trying to blow a hole through the planet?

"Now, that'smorelikeit!" Freckles said, satisfied. "They've got it dl under control, anyhow. But I'll
go down and give them ahand. Y ou'd better take it easy for an hour or so!"

"Hold on, Freck!" he said, as she started for the door.

"y e’

"I'd just liketo find out how big aliar you are. How many members are there to this Group?”

Freckleslooked a him for amoment and then came back and sat down on the couch beside him.
She pushed the white hat to the back of her head, indicating completely frank talk.

"Now asto that," she said frowning, "nobody redlly ever lied to you about it. Y ou just never asked.
Anyway, thereve been ten ever since we left Rhysgeat.”

Grevan swore again, softly thistime. "How did you get her past the CG observers at the spaceport?’

"We detailed Klim and Eliol to distract the observers, and Priderdll camein tucked away in aload of
supplies. Nothing much to that part of it. The hard part was to make sure first we were right about her.
That's why we had to keep on sabotaging the ship solong.”

"So that's what— And there | was," said Grevan grimly, "working and worrying mysdf to deeth to
get the ship ready to start again. A fine, underhanded lot you turned out to be!”

"Weall sad it wasashame!" Freckles agreed. "And you almost caught up with us a couple of times,
at that. Wedl felt it was smply superb, the way you went snorting and climbing around everywhere,
figuring out all the trouble-spots and what to do about them. But what else could we do? You'd havelet
the poor girl wait theretill you had the Group safdly settled somewhere, and then we wouldn't have let
you go back done anyway. So when Klim findly told us Priderell was just what we'd been looking for dl
aong—well, you know how sengtive Klimis. She couldn't be mistaken about anything like that!"

"Klim'susualy very discerning,” Grevan admitted carefully. "Just how did you persuade Priderell to
comedong with us?'

Freckles pulled the hat back down on her forehead, indicating an inner uncertainty.

"Wedidn't do it that way exactly; so that'sapoint | ought to discuss with you now. Asamatter of
fact, Priderell was sound adeep when we picked her up at that farm of hers—Weyer had gassed her a
little first. And we've kept her adeep since—it's Room Twenty-three, back of my quarters—and took



turnstaking care of her."

Therewas abrief slence while Grevan absorbed the information.

"And now | suppose I'm to wake her up and inform her she's been kidnaped by a bunch of outlaws
and doomed to alife of exile?' he demanded.

"Priderdl won't mind," Frecklestold him encouragingly. "Y ou'll see! Klim says she's crazy about
you— That'savery becoming blush you've got, Grevan,” she added interestedly. "First time I've noticed
it, | think."

"Y ou'retoo imaginative, Freck," Grevan remarked. "Asyou may have noticed, | heated our
Dominator'slittle top up dmost to the melting point, and it's still glowing. Asanatura result, the
temperature of thisroom has gone up by approximately fifteen degrees. | might, of course, be showing
some effectsof that . . ."

"You might," Freckles admitted. "On the other hand, you're the most heat-adaptive member of the
Group, and | haven't even begun to fed warm. That's agenuine blush, Grevan. So Klim was exactly right
about you, too!"

"| fed," Grevan remarked, "that the subject has been sufficiently discussed.”

"Just asyou say, Commander," Freckles agreed soothingly.

"And whether or not she objects to having been kidnaped, we're going to have alittle biochemica
adaptation problem on our handsfor awhile—"

"Now theresan interesting point!" Freckles interrupted. "Wed planned on giving her the full standard
CG treatment for colonigts, ordinary-human, before she ever woke up. But her reaction check showed
she's had the full equivalent of that, or more! She must have been planning to change over to one of the
more extreme colonia-type planets. But, of course, well haveto look out for surprises—"

"Thererelikely to beafew of those!" Grevan nodded. "Room Twenty-three, did you say?'

"Right through my study and up thoselittle staird" She stood up. "'l suppose I'd better go help the
otherswith thefue now."

"Perhaps you'd better. I'll just watch the Dominator until it's cooled off safely, and then I'll go wake
up our gues.”

But he knew he wouldn't have to wake up Priderdl. . . .

He sat ligening to faint crackling sounds from within CG's machine, while Freckles ran off to the
ramp and went out on it. There was adistant, soft thud, indicating she had taken the quick way down,
and asudden, brief mingling of laughing voices. And then dillness again.

As she had been doing for the past five minutes, Priderell remained Sitting on the right-hand section of
the dowly cooking Dominator, without showing any particular interest in Grevan's presence. It wasa
rather good trick, even for aWild Variant whom CG undoubtedly would have classfied asaneuronic
monger.

"Thanksfor blanking out that compulsion pattern or whatever it wasl" he remarked at last,
experimentaly. "It'snot at adl surprising that CG isalittle scared of you people.”

Priderell gazed out into the passageway beyond the door with abored expression.

"Y ou're not fooling me much," heinformed her. "If you weren't just anillusion, you'd get yourself
snged good Stting up there”

The green eyes switched haughtily about the room and continued to ignore him.

"It wasn't even hard to figure out,” Grevan went on doggedly, "as soon as | remembered your dance
with those beasts. Thefact is, there weren't any beasts there at all—you just made everybody think there
werdl"

The eyesturned towards him then, but they only studied him thoughtfully.

Hebegan to fed baffled.

Then the right words came up! Like an ingpiration—



"It would be just wild, wishful thinking, of course" he admitted gloomily, "to imagine that Klim could
have been anywhere near asright about you as she was about me! But | can't help wondering whether
possibly—"

He paused hopefully.

The coral-red lips smiled and moved for afew seconds. And, somewhere else, alow voice was
sying:

"Widl, why don't you come to Room Twenty-three and find out?"

* % %

The Dominator went on crackling, and hissing, and cooling off, unguarded. . . .

TERRITORY
By Poul Anderson

Poul Anderson enjoys life, atrait he may have inherited from his Danish ancestors. Whatever the
source, not only does Ander son the author enjoy life and living, he creates that same sense of joy
for lifein all his characters. One of his favorite tomorrow people is Nicholas van Rijn, Master
Trader of the Polesotechnic League ... a man who asks nothing more of life than to die at the age
of 150—shot by a jeal ous husband!

Joyce Davisson awoke as if she had been stabbed.

The whistle came again, strong enough to penetrate mortar and meta and insulation, on into her
eardrums. She sat up in the dark with a gasp of recognition. When last she heard that wildcat wall, it was
in the Chabanda, and it meant that two bands were hunting each other. But then she had been safely aoft
in aflitter, armed men on either sde of her and agrave Ancient for guide. What she saw and heard came
to her amplified by instruments that scanned the ice desert glittering benesth. Thosetigerstriped warriors
who dew and died were only figuresin ascreen. She had felt sorry for them, yet somehow they were not
quitered: individuals only, whom she had never met, atoms that perished because their world was
perishing. Her concern was with thewhole.

Now the whistle was againgt her station.

It couldn't be!

An exploson went crump. She heard small things rattle on her desk top and felt her bed shaken.
Suddenly the glissandos were louder in her head, and a snarl of drumtaps accompanied them, abanging
on metal and a crashing as objects were knocked off shelves. The attackers must have blown down the
door of the machine section and swarmed through. Only where could they have gotten the gunpowder?

Where but in Kusulongo the City?

That meant the Ancients had decided the humans were better killed. The fear of death went through
Joyceinawave. It passed on, leaving bewilderment and pain, asif she were a child struck for no reason.
Why had they done thisto her, who came for nothing but to help them?

Feet pounded in the hdl just outside the Terrestridized section of the dome. The misson's native staff
had roused and were coming out of their quarters with wegpons to hand. She heard savage yells. Then,
farther off among the machines, combat broke loose. Swords clattered, tomahawks cracked on bone,
the pistol she had given Uulobu spoke with an angry snap. But her gang couldn't hold out long. The
attackers had to be Shanga, from the camp in the casisjust under Kusulongo the Mountain. No other
clan was near, and the Ancients themsel ves never fought aggressively. But there were hundreds of male
Shangain the oas's, while the mission had scarcely two dozen trustworthy tKelans.

Heavily armored againgt exterior conditions, the human areawould not be entered as easily asthe
outside door of the machine section had been destroyed. But once the walls were cracked—

Joyce bounded to her feet. One hand passed by the main switch plate on its way to her gear rack,
and the lights came on. The narrow, cluttered room, study aswell as deeping place, looked somehow



digtorted in that white glow. Because I'm scared, sheredized. I'm caught in a living nightmare. Nerve
and muscle carried on without her mind. She legped into the form-fitting Long John and the heavy
fabricord suit. Drawing the skin-thin gloves over her hands, she connected their wiring to the electric net
woven into the main outfit. Now: kerofoamsoled boots; air renewal tank and powerpack on the back;
pistol and bandolier; pouched bt of iron rations, minicom in breast pocket; vitryl helmet snugged down
on the shoulders but facepl ate left open for the time being.

Check dl fasteners, air system, heet system, everything. The outdoorsis|ethal on tKela. The
temperature, on this summer night in the middle |titudes, is about sixty degrees below zero Celsus. The
partia pressure of nitrogen will induce narcos's, the ammoniawill bum out your lungs. Thereisno weter
vapor that your senses can detect; the air will suck you dry. None of these factors differ enough from
Earth to kill you ingtantly. No, aided by an oxygen content barely sufficient to maintain your life, you will
savor the process for minutes before you even |ose unsciousness.

And the Shanga out there, now busily killing your native assstants, have gunpowder to break down
these walls. Joyce whirled about. The others! There was no intercom; two dozen peoplein one dome
didn't need any. She snatched at the door of the room adjoining hers. Nothing happened. "Open up, you
idiot!" she heard herself scream above the noise outside. "Come aong! Weve got to get away-"

A hoarse basso answered through the panels, "What you mean, open up? Y ou locked yourself in, by
damn!”

Of course, of course, Joyce's mind fumbled. Her pulse and the swelling racket of battle nearly
drowned thought. She'd fastened this door on her own side. During her time with the mission itsdlf, there
had never been any reason to do so. But then Nicholas van Rijn landed, and got himself quartered next
to her, and she had enough trouble by day fending off his ursine advances. . . She pushed the switch.

The merchant rolled through. Like most Esperancians, Joyce wastall, but she did not come up to his
neck. His shouldersfilled the doorway and his pot belly strained the fabricord suit that had been issued
him. Hung about with surviva equipment, he looked still more monstrous than he had done when snorting
hisway around the domein snuff-stained finery of lace and ruflles. The great hooked nosejutted from an
open hdmet, snuffing the air asif for ascent of blood.

"Hah!" he bawled. Greasy black hair, carefully ringleted to shoulder length, swirled as helooked from
sdeto sde; the waxed mustache and goatee threstened every comer like horns. "What in the name of
ten times ten to the tenth damned souls on alogarithmic spird to hell isgoing on here for fumblydiddies?|
thought, me, you had anyhowsthe trust of those natives!"

"The others" Joyce choked. "Come on, let's get together with them.”

Van Rijn nodded curtly, so that his several chins quivered, and let her take the lead. Persona rooms
in the human section faced the same corridor, each with adoor opening onto that aswell as onto itstwo
neighbors. Joyce's room happened to be at the end of the row, with the machine storage section on its
farther sde.. Unmarried and fond of privacy, she had chosen that arrangement when shefirst came here.
The clubroom was a the hall's other terminus, around the curve of the dome. As she emerged from her
quarters, Joyce saw door after door gaping open. The only ones still closed belonged to chambers which
nobody occupied, extras built in the antic.. ipation of outside visitorslike Van Rijn's party. So everyone
else had aready gotten into their suits and down to the clubroom, the fixed emergency rendezvous. She
broke into arun. Van Rijn's ponderous jog trot made a small earthquake behind her. Gravity ontKela
was about the same as on Earth or Esperance.

The only thing that's the same, Joyce thought wildly. For an instant she was nearly blinded by the
recollection of her home on the green planet of the star called Pax -afield billowing with grain, remote
blue mountains, the flag of the sovereign world flying red and gold againgt afleecy sky, and that brave
dream which had built the Commonalty.

It roared at her back. The floor heaved underfoot. As shefell, the boom car e again, and yet again.
Thethird explosion pierced through. A hammerblow of concussion followed.

Striking the floor, sherolled over. Her head rattled from side to side of her helmet. The taste of blood
mixed with smoke in her mouth. She looked back down the corridor through ragged darknesses that
came and went before her eyes. Thewall at the end, next to her own room, was split and broken. Wild



shadowy figures moved in the gloom beyond the twisted structural members.

"They blew it open," she said supidly.

"Closeyour helmet,” Van Rijn barked. He had dredlly clashed his own faceplate to. The amplifier
brought her his gravelly tones, but a dullnesswould not Iet them through to her brain.

"They blew it open,” she repeated. The thing seemed too strangeto beredl.

A native legped into the breach. He could stand Terredtrid air and temperature for awhileif he held
his breath. And t Kelan atmosphere, driven by a higher pressure, was aready streaming past him. The
stocky, striped figure poised in atension like that of the strung bow he am.:d. Huge dit-pupiled eyes
glared in the light from the fluoros.

An Esperancian technician came running around the bend of the corridor. "Joyce!" he cried.
"Freeman Van Rijn! Where-" The bow twanged. A barbed arrowhead ripped his suit. A moment
afterward the air seemed full of arrows, darts, spears, hurled from the murk. Van Rijn threw himsdlf
across Joyce. The technician spun on hishedl and fled.

Van Rijn'swell-worn persond blaster jumped into hisfist. Hefired from his prone position. Thefurry
shape in the breach tumbled backward. The shadows behind withdrew from sight. But the yell and clatter
went on out there.

A firs ammoniaca whiff stung Joyce's nodtrils. "Pox and pestilence,” Van Rijn growled. "Y oulike
maybe to breathe that dragon belch?' Herose to hisknees and closed her faceplate. Hisllittle black
close-set eyesregarded her narrowly. " So, stunned, makes that the way of it? Well, hokay, youisa
pretty girl with anice figure and stuff evenif you should not cut your hair so short. Waste not, want not. |
rescue you, ha?'

He dragged her across one shoulder, got up, and backed wheezily aong the hal, hisblaster covering
the direction of the hole. "Ugh, ugh,” he muttered, "thisisnot ajob for apoor old fat man who should be
at homein his nice office on Earth with acigar and maybe awee glass Genever. The more so when those
misbegotten snouthearts he must use for help will rob him blind. Ia, unscrew his eyebdlsthey will, so soon
asheisn'tlooking. But dl the factorsat dl the trading posts are such gruntbrains that poor Nicholas van
Rijn must come out his own sdlfs, ahundred light-yearsin the direction of Orion's bellybutton he must
come, and look for new trading possibilities. Else the wolves-with-rabies competition tears his Solar
Spice & Liquors Company in shreds and leaves him progtitutein hisold age. . . Ah, hereweis.
Downsy-daisy.”

Joyce shook her head as he eased h~r to the floor. Full awareness had come back, and her knees
didn't wobble much. The clubroom door wasin front of her. She pushed the switch. The barrier didn't
move. "Locked," she said.

Van Rijn pounded till it shivered. "Open up!" he belowed. "Thunder and thighbones, what isthis
farce?"

A native raced around the curve of the hall. Van Rijn turned. Joyce shoved his blaster aside. "No,
that's Uulobu." The tKelan must have exhausted his pistol and thrown it away, for atomahawk now
dripped in his hand. Three other autochthones bounded after him, swords ,and hatchets doft. Their kilts
were decorated with the circle and square insigne of the Shanga clan. " Get them!"

Van Rijn'sblaster spat fire. One of theinvaders flopped over. The others whirled to escape. Uulobu
yowled and threw his tomahawk. The keen obsidian edge struck a Shanga and knocked him down,
bleeding. Uulobu yanked the cord that ran between hiswegpon and wrig, retrieved the ax, and threw it
againtofinishthejob.

Van Rijn returned to the door. ™Y ou termite-bitten cowards, let usin!™ Ashislanguage got bluer,
Joyce redized what must have happened. She pounded his back with her fists, much as he was pounding
the door, until he stopped and |ooked around.

"They wouldn't abandon us," Joyce said. "But they must think weve been killed. When Carlos saw
us, back therein the hall, we were both lying on the floor, and there were o many missiles. . . They
aren't in the clubroom any longer. They locked the door to delay the enemy while they took a different
way to the spaceships.”

Ah, ja, ja, must be. But what do we do now? Blast through the door to follow?"



Uulobu spokein the guttural language of the Kusulongo region. "All of usaredain or fled,
sky-female. No more battle. The noise you hear now isthe Shanga plundering. If they find us, they will fill
uswith arrows. Two guns cannot stop that. But | think if we go back among the ironthat-moves, we can
dip out that way and around the dome,"

"What's he besputtering about?' Van Rijn asked.

Joycetrandated. "I think he'sright,” she added. "Our best chanceisto leave through the machine
section. It seems deserted for the time being. But we'd better hurry."

"S0. Let this pussycat fellow go ahead, then. Y ou stay by me and cover my back, nie?"

They trotted back the way they had come. Hoarfrost whitened the walls and made the floor dippery,
aswater' vapor condensed in the ' Kelan cold. The breach into the unlighted machine section gaped like
ablack mouth. Remotely through walls, Joyce heard ripping, smashing and exultant shouts, The work of
yearswas going to pieces around her. Why? she asked in pain, and got no answer.

Uulobu's eyes, more adaptable to dark than any human's, probed among bulky shapes asthey
entered the storage area. Vehicleswere parked here: four groundcars and as many flitters. In addition,
thislong chamber housed the specialized equipment of the studies the Esperancians had made, seeking a
way to save the planet. Most lay in wreckage on thefloor.

An oblong of dim light, up ahead, was the doorway to the outside. Joyce groped forward. Her boot
struck something, afdlen insrument. It clanked againgt something else.

There came ayammer of challenge. The entrance filled with a dozen shapes. They whipped through
and logt themsdlves among shadows and machines before Van Rijn could fire. Uulobu hefted his
tomahawk and drew hisknife. "Now we must fight for our passage,” he said unregretfully.

"Cha-a-a-argel” Van Rijn led theway at arun. Severd tKelans closed in on him. Metal and polished
stone whirled in the murk. The Earthman's blaster flared. A native screamed, Another native got hold of
the gun arm and dragged it downward. Van Rijn tried to shake him loose. The being hung on, though the
human clubbed him back and forth againgt hisfellows.

Uulobu joined the ruckus, stabbing and hacking with carnivore glee. Joyce could not do less. She
had her own pistol out, a dug-thrower. Something bumped into the muzzle. Fangs and eyes gleamed at
her in what light there was. A short spear poised, fully able to pierce her suit. Even so, she had never
done anything harder than to pull thetrigger. The crack of the gun resounded in her own skull.

Thenfor awhileit wasjostling, scrabbling, firing, faling, and wrestling lunacy. Now and again Joyce
recognized Uulobu's screech, the battle cry of his Avongo clan. Van Rijn's voice sounded above the din
like atrumpeted, "St. Dismas help ust Down with mangy dogsl" Suddenly it was over. The gunshad
been too much. Shelay on thefloor, struggling for breath, and heard the last few Shangarun out.
Somewhere awounded warrior groaned, until Uulobu cut histhroat.

"Up with you,” Van Rijn ordered between puffs. "We got no time for making rings around the
roses”

Uulobu helped her rise. He was too short to lean on very well, but VVan Rijn offered her an arm. They
staggered. out of the door, into the night.

There was no compound here, only the dome and then tKdaitself. Overhead glittered unfamiliar
congtdlations. Thelarger moon was aoft, nearly full, throwing dim coppery light on the ground. West and
south stretched arolling plain, thinly begrown with shrubs not like Terrestrid sagebrush in gppearance;
low, wiry, slvery-leaved, Due north rose the sheer black wall of Kusulongo the Mountain, jagged against
the Milky Way. The city carved from itstop could be seen only as aglimpse of towers like teeth. Some
kilometers eastward, at itsfoot, ran the sacred Mangivolo River. Joyce could see ared flash of moonlight
on liquid ammonia. Thetrees of that oasi's where the Shanga were camped made ablot of shadow. The
hillsthat marched northward from Kusulongo gleamed with ice, an unredl sheen.

"Hurry,", Van Rijn grated. "If the other peoplesthink we are dead, they will raise ship more fast than
they can," His party rounded the dome at the regling pace of exhaustion. Two tapered cylinders
shimmered under the moon, the mission's big cargo vessd and the luxury . yacht which had brought Van
Rijn and his assstants from Earth. A couple of dead Shangalay nearby. The night wind rumed their fur. It
had been afight to reach safety here. Now the ramps were retracted and the air locks shut. As Van Rijn



neared, the whine of engines shivered forth.

"Hey!" heroared. "Y ou clabberbrains, wait for me!"

The yacht took off firdt, hitting the sky like athunderbolt. The backwash of air bowled Van Rijn over.
Then the Esperancian craft got under weigh. The edge of her drive fidld caught Van Rijn, picked him up,
and threw him severd meters. He landed with acrash and lay lill.

Joyce hurried to him. "Areyou al right?' she choked. He was a detestable old oaf, but the horror of
being marooned dtogether done seized upon her.

"00-c0-00," he groaned. "St. Dismas, | was going to put anew stained-glass window in your chapel
at home. Now | think I will kick in the ones you have got.”

Joyce glanced upward. The spaceships flashed like rising stars, and vanished. "They didn't seeus,”
she said numbly.

"Tdl memore" Van Rijn snorted.

Uulobu joined them. "The Shangawill have heard," he said. "They will come out here to make sure,
and find us. We must escape.”

Van Rijn didn't need that trandated. Shaking himsdf gingerly, asif afraid semething would drop off,
he crawled to hisfeet and lurched back toward the dome. "We get allitter, nie?" hesaid. "

"The groundcars are stocked for amuch longer period,” Joyce answered. "And well haveto survive
until someone comes back here."

"With the pest-riddled planeteezers chasing us dl thewhile" Van Rijn muttered. "Joy forever,
unconfined!”

"We go west, we find my people,”" Uulobu said. "1 do not know where the Avongo are, but other
clans of the Rokulela Horde must surely be out between the Narrow Land and the Barrens.”

They entered the machine section. Joyce ssumbled on abody and shuddered. Had dle killed that
being hersdf?

The groundcars were long and square-built; the rear four of the eight wheelsran on treads. The
accumulators were fully charged, energy reserve enough to drive severd thousand rough kilometersand
maintain Earth-type conditionsingdefor ayear. Therewere air recyclers and sufficient food to keep two
humans going at least four months. Six bunks, cooking and sanitary facilities, maps, navigation equipment,
aradio transceiver, spare partsfor surviva gear--everything was there. It had to be, when you traveled
onaplanet likethis.

Van Rijn heaved hisbulk through the door, which was not locked, and settled himsdlf in the driver's
seet. Joyce collapsed beside him. Uulobu entered with uneasy eyes and quivering whiskers. Only the
Ancients, among tKelans, liked riding indde a vehicle. That was no problem, thou.gh, Joyce recalled
dully. Onfield trips, once you had established aterrestroid environment within, your guides and guards
rode on top of the car, talking with you by intercom. Thus many kilometers had been covered, and much
had been learned, and the plans had been drawn that would save aworld. . . and now!

Van Rijn's ham hands moved deftly over the controls. "In my company we use Landmasters,” he
said. "I like not much these Globetrotters. But. sometimes our boys have to--um-borrow one from the
competition, so we know how to . . . Ab." The engine purred to life. He moved out through the door,
riding thefield drive at its one-meter celling instead of using the noisier whedls.

But he could have saved histrouble. Other doorsin the dome were spewing forth Shanga. There
must be a hundred of them, Joyce thought. Van Rijn'slips skinned back from histeeth. "Y ou want to play
happy fun gamesyet, ha?' He switched on the headlights.

A warrior was caught in the glare, dazzled by it so that he stood motionless, etched against
blackness. Joyce's eyes went over him, back and forth, asif something visible could explain why he had
turned on her. Hewas atypica tKean of thislocaity; races varied elsewhere, as on most planets, but no
more than among humans.

The stout form was about 150 centimeterstall, heavily steatopygous to store as much liquid asthe
drying land afforded. Hands and feet were nearly manlike, except for having thick blue nailsand only four
digits apiece. The fur that covered the whole body was avivid orange, striped with black, atriangle of
white on the chest. The head was round, with pointed ears and enormous yellow cat-eyes, two fleshy



tendrils on the forehead, asingle nodtril crossing the 'broad nose, alipless mouth full of sharp white teeth
framedin restless cilia. Thiswarrior carried asword-the bladedike horn of agondyanga plus awooden
handle-and a circular shield painted in the colors of the Y agola Horde to which the Shanga clan
belonged.

"Beep, beegp!" Van Rijn said. He gunned the car forward.

Thewarrior sprang aside, bardly in time. Otherstried to attack. Joyce glimpsed one with abone
piston whistlein hismouth. The Y agolanever used forma bettle cries, but advanced to music. A couple
of spears clattered against the car sdes. Then Van Rijn was through, bounding away at a hundred KPH
with ‘acomet'stail of dust behind.

"Where we go now?" he demanded. "To yonder town on the mountain? Y ou said they waslocd big
cheeses.

"The Ancients? No!" Joyce stiffened. "They must be the ones who caused this."

"Ha? Why 07

"I don't know, | don't know. They were so helpful before... But it hasto be them. They incited. . .
No one dse could have. W-we never made any enemies among the clans. As soon aswe had their
biochemistry figured out, we synthesi zed medicines and-and hel ped them-" Joyce found suddenly that she
could cry. She leaned her hemet in her hands and let go dl emotiona holds.

"There, there, everything's hunky-dunky,” Van Rijn said. He patted her shoulder. "Y ou been abrave
girl, aswell as pretty. Go on, now, relax, have fun.”

T'Kearotated once in thirty hours and some minutes, with eight degrees of axid tilt. Consderable
mght re.. mained when the car stopped, a hundred kilometers from! Kusulongo, and the escapers made
camp. Uulobu took a deeping bag outside while the others Earth-condition the interior, shucked their
suits, and crawled into bunks. Not even Van Rijn's snores kept Joyce awake.

Dawn roused her. Thered sun climbed from the east with aglow like dying cods. Though its
agpparent diameter was nearly haf again that of Sol seen from Earth or Pax from Esperance, the light was
dull to human eyes, shadows lay thick in every dip and gash, and the horizon waslost in darkness. The
sky was deep purpie, cloudless, but filled to the south with the yellow plumes of adust storm. Closer by,
the plain Stretched bare, save for sparse gray vegetation, strewn boulders, acoldly shimmering icefied
not far nothward. One scavenger foul wheeled overhead on lesthery-feasthered wings.

Joyce sat up. Her whole body ached. Remembering what had happened made such an emptiness
within that she hardly noticed. She wanted to roll over in the blankets, bury her head, and deep again.
Seeptill rescue came, if it ever did.

She made hersdlf rise, go into the bath cubicle, wash, and change into dacks and blouse. With
refreshment came hunger. .She returned to the main body of the car and began work at th~ cooker.

The smdl of coffee wakened Van Rijn. "Ahhh!" Whalelike in the Long John he hadn't bothered to
remove, hewallowed from his bunk and snatched at a cup. "Good girl." He sniffed suspicioudy. "But no
brandy init? After our troubles, we need brandy.”

"No liquor here," she snapped.

"What?' For aspace the merchant could only goggle at her. His jowlsturned puce. His mustaches
quivered. "Nothingsto drink?* he strangled. "Why-why-why, thisis extrarageous. Who's reponsible? By
damn, | seeto it he'sblacklisted from here to Polaris!"

"We have coffee, tea, powdered milk and fruit juices," Joyce said. "We get water from theice
outside. The chemica unit removes ammoniaand other impurities. One does not take up storage space
out inthefidd with liquor, Freeman Van Rijn."

"Onedoesif oneiscivilized. Let me see your food stocks." He rummaged in the nearest locker.
"Dried meat, dried vegetables, dried-Death and-destruction!" he wailed. "Not so much asonejar caviar?
Y ou want me to crumble away?'

"Y oumight givethanksyouredive.

"Not under thiscondition. . . . Wéll, | see somebody had one brain cell ill functiond and laid in
some cigarettes.” Van Rijn grabbed a handful and crumbled them into abriar pipe he had stuffed in his



bosom. Helit it. Joyce caught awhiff, gagged, and returned to work at the cooker, banging the utensils
about with more ferocity than was needful.

Seated at the folding table next to one of the broad windows, Van Rijn crammed porridge down his
gape and peered out at the dim landscape. "Whoof, what a place. Like hell with the furnaces on thefritz.
How long you been here, anyways?'

"Mysdlf, about ayear, asabiotechnician.” She decided it WM best to humor him. "Of course, the
Esperancian mission has been operating for severa years.”

"Ja, that | know. Though | am not sure just how-, | was only here acouple of days, you remember,
before the trouble started. And any planet is so big and complicated athing, takeslong to understand it
even alittle. Besides, | had some other work dong 1 must finish before investigating the Stuation here."

"l admit being puzzled why you came. Y ou dedl in spices and things, don't you? But there's nothing
here that a human would like. We could digest some of the proteins and other biological compounds-they
aren't dl poisonoustd us-but they lack things we need, like certain amino acids, and they taste awful.”

"My company trades with nonhumanstoo,” Van Rijn explained. "Not long ago, my research staff at
home came upon the origina scientific reports, from the expedition who found this planet fifteen years
ago. Thisgaaxy isso big no one can keep track of everything whileit happens. Alwayswe are behind.
But anyhows, was mention of some winethat the natives grow."

"Y es, kungu. Most of the clansin this hemisphere makeit. They raise the berries dong with some
other plantsthat providefiber. Not that they're farmers. A carnivorous race, nomadic except for the
Ancients. But they'll seed some ground and come back m timeto harvest it.

"Indeed. Well, asyou know, the first explorers here was from Throra, which isa pretty smilar planet
to thisonly not so ugh. They thought the kungu was ddlicious. They even wanted to take seeds home, but
found because of ecology and stuffs, the plant will only grow on thisworld. Ah-ha, thought Nicholas van
Rijn, achance maybe to build up avery nicelittle trade with Throra. So because of not having nobody
worth trusting that was on Earth to be sent here, | camein my personasto see. Oh, how bitter to be so
londy!" Van Rijn's mouth drooped in an attempt at pathos. One hairy hand stole across the table and
closed on Joyce's.

"Here come Uulobu,” she exclamed, pulling free and jumping to her feet. In the very nick of time,
bless both hishearts! she thought.

The tKean loped swiftly acrossthe plan A small animal that he had killed was dung across his
shoulders. He was clad differently from the Shanga: in the necklace of fossil shells and the loosdly woven
bluekilt of hisown A vongo clan and RokulelaHorde. A lesther pouch at hiswaist had been filled with
liquid.

"l see he found an ammoniawdl," Joyce chattered, brightly and somewhat franticadly, for Van Rijn
was edging around the table toward her. "That's what they have those tendrilsfor,. did you know?
Sengtiveto any trace of ammoniavapor. Thisworld isso dry. Lots of frozen water, of course Y ou find
ice everywhere you go on the planet. Very often hundreds of square kilometersat a. stretch. Y ou see,
the maximum temperature here isforty below zero Celsius. But ice dosen't do the indigenouslife any
good. Infact, it'sone of the thingsthat are killing thisworld."

Van Rijn grumped and moved to the window. Uulobu reached the car and said into the intercom,
"Sky-female, | have found spoor of hunters passing by, headed west toward the L ubambaru. They can
only be Rokuléla | think we can find them without greet trouble. Also | have quenched my thirst and
gotten meet for my hunger. Now | mugt offer the Real Onesashare.”

"Yes, do sofor dl of us," Joyce answered.

Uulobu began gathering sticks for afire. "What he say?' Van Rijn asked. Joyce trandated. " So.
What use to us, making league with savages out here? \We only need to wait for rescue.”

"If it comes," Joyce said. She shivered. "When they hear about this at Esperance, they'll send an
expedition to try and learn what went wrong. But not knowing we're dive, they may not hurry it enough.”

"My peoplewill,” Van Rijn assured her. " The Polesotechnic League |ooks after its own, by damn. So
soon asword getsto Earth, awarship comesto full investigation. Insde a month.”

"Oh, wonderful," Joyce breathed. She went limp and sat down again.



Van Rijn scowled. "Natura," he ruminated, "they cannot search awhole planet. They will know |
was a that bestinkered Kusulongo place, and land there. | suppose those Oldsters or Seniles or
whatever you cdl them is sophisticated enough by now ininterstellar mattersto fob the crew off with
some gtory, if we are not nearby to make contact. So . . . wemust remain in their area, in radio range.
And radio range hasto be pretty close on ared dwarfs planet, whereionosphere characteristicals are
poor. But close to our enemies we cannot come so well, if they are whooping after usthe wholetime.
They can dig traps or throw crude bombs or something. . . oneway or other, they can kill useven inthis
car. Ergo, we must establish ourselves as too strong to attack, in the very neighborhood of Kusulongo.
Thismeanswe need dlies. So you haveright, vie must certain go dong to your friend's peoples.”

"But you can't make them fight their own race!™ Joyce protested.

Van Rijntwirled hismustache. "Can't | just?' he grinned. "I mean. . | don't know how, in any
practica sense. . . but even if you could, it would be wrong."

"Um-m-m." Heregarded her for awhile. "Y ou Esperancersisidedidts, | hear. Y our ancestors settled
your planet for a utopian community, and you isstill doing good for everybody even & thislow date, nie?
Y our mission to help this planet here was for no profit, except it makes you fed good. . ."

"And asametter of foreign policy,” Joyce admitted, under the honesty fetish of her culture. "By
asssting other races, we gain their goodwill and persuade them, alittle, to look at things our way. If
Esperance has enough such friends, well be strong and influentid without having to maintain armed
savices”

"Fromwhat | see, | doubt very much you ever make nice little vestrymen out of thesetKelans.”

"Wdll. . . true. . . they are out-and-out carnivores. But then, man started as a carnivorous primate,
didn't he? And thetKedansin thisareadid achieve an agriculturd civilization once, thousands of years
ago. That is, grain was raised to feed meat animals. Kusulongo the City isthe last remnant. Theice age
wiped it out otherwise, leaving s-avagery-barbarism a most. But given improved conditions, I'm sure the
autochthones could recreeteit. They'll never have unified nations or anything, as we understand such
things. They aren't gregarious enough. But they could develop aworld order and adopt machine
technology.”

"Except, from what you tell me, those snakes squatting on top of the mountain don't want that.”

Joyce paused only briefly to wonder how a snake could squat.. before she nodded. "I guess so.
Though | can't understand why. The Ancients were so helpful at fird.

"Means they need to have some sense beaten into their skullbones. Hokay, so for the sake of tKela's
long-range good, we arrange to do the besting, you and I.

"Well. .. maybe. . . but ill. .

Van Rijn patted her head. "Y ou just leave the philosophizingsto me, little girl," he said smugly. "Y ou
only got to cook and look beautiful.”

Uulobu had lit hisfire and thrown the eyeballs of hiskill ontoit. His chant to hisgodswailed eerily
through the car wal. Van Rijn clicked histongue. "Not so promising materids, that," hesaid. "You civilize
them if you can. | am content to get home unpunct!Ired by very sharplooking spears, me." He rekindled
his pipe and sat down beside her. "To do this, | must understand the Situation. Suppose you explain.
Some | have heard before, but no harm to repest.” He patted her knee. "I can dways admire your lips
and thingswhileyou talk,”

Joyce got up for another cup of coffee and reseated herself at agreater distance. Sheforced an
impersond tone.

"WEell, to begin with, thisisavery unusua planet. Not physicaly. | mean, there's nothing strange
about atype M dwarf star having aplanet a adistance of haf an A. U., with amass about forty percent
greater than Earth's.”

"So much? Must be low density, then. Metd-poor.”

"Yes. Thesunisextremey old. Fewer heavy atomswere available a the timeit formed with its
planets. TKedasoverdl specific gravity isonly four-point-four. It does have someiron and copper, of
course. . . Asl'm sure you know, life gets started dowly on such worlds. Their sunsemit so little
ultraviolet, evenin flare periods, that the primordia organic materials aren't energized to interact very fast.



Nevertheess, life does start eventually, in oceans of liquid ammonia.”

Ja. And usud goes on to develop photosynthesis usng ammonia and carbon dioxide, to make
carbohydrates and the nitrogen that the animals breathe.” Van Rijn tapped his doping forehead. "So
much | have even in thisdumb old bell. But why does evolution go different now and then, like on here
and Throra?'

"Nobody knowsfor sure. Some catalytic agent, per'. haps. In any event, even at |low temperatures
likethese, all thewater isn't solid. A certain amount is present in the oceans, as part of the ammonium
hydroxide molecule. T'Kelan or Throran plant cells have an andogue of chlorophyl, which doesthe same
job: using gaseous carbon dioxide and 'dissolved' water to get carbohydrates and free oxygen. The
animas reverse the process, much asthey do on Earth. But the water they releaseisn't exhded. It
remainsin their tissues, loosaly held by a specidized molecule. When an organism dies and decays, this
water istaken up by plants again. In other words, H-two-O here acts very much like nitrogenous organic
materia on our kind of planets.”

"But the oxygen the plants give off, it attacks ammonia.”

"Yes. The processis dow, especialy since solid ammoniais denser than the liquid phase. It Sinksto
the bottom of lakes and oceans, which protectsit from the air. Nevertheless, thereisagradua
conversion. Through a series of steps, ammoniaand oxygen yield free nitrogen and water. The water
freezes out. The seas shrink; the air becomes poorer in oxygen; the desert areas grow."

"This| know from Throra. But there a balance was struck. Nitrogen-fixigg bacteria evolved and the
drying-out was halted, a billion years ago. So they told me once.”

"Throrawas lucky. It'sa somewhat bigger planet than tKela, isn't it!! Denser atmosphere, therefore
more hegt conservation. The greenhouse effect on such worlds depends on carbon dioxide and ammonia
vapor. Well, severd thousand years ago, t'Kela passed a critical point. Just enough ammoniawas logt to
reduce the greenhouse effect sharply. Asthe temperature fell, more and more liquid anmoniaturned solid
and went to the bottom, whereit'saso quite well protected against melting. This made the, climatic
change catastrophicaly sudden. Temperatures dropped so low that now carbon dioxide also turnsliquid,
or even solid, through part of the year. Theré's still some vapor in the atmosphere, in equilibrium, but very
little. The greenhouse effect redlly dropped off!

"Plant life was gravely affected, asyou can imagine. It can't grow without carbon dioxide and
ammoniat~ build itstissues. Animdl life died out with it. Areasthe Size of a Terrestrid continent became
utterly barren, dmost overnight. | told you that fue native agriculturd civilization was wiped out. Worse,
though, we've learned from geology that the nitrogen-fixing bacteriawere destroyed. Completely. They
couldn't survive the winter temperatures. So there's no longer any force to balance the oxidation of
ammonia. The deserts encroach everywhere, year by year. . . and tKelasyear isonly six-tenths
Standard. Evolution has worked hard, adapting life to the change, but the pace is now too rapid for it.
Weedimatethat al higher animas, including the natives, will be extinct within another millennium. Inten
thousand yearstherelll be nothing dive here.

Though she had lived with the redlization for months, it still shook Joyceto talk about it. She clamped
fingersaround her coffee cup till they hurt, stared out the window at drifting dust, and strove not to cry.

Van Rijn blew foul clouds of smoke awhilein silence. Findly he rumbled dmost gently, "But you
have a cure program worked out, ja?'

"Oh. .. oh, yes. Wedo. Theresearch is completed and we were about ready to summon
enginears.” Shefound comfort in proceeding.

"The ultimate solution, of course, isto reintroduce nitrogen-fixing bacteria. Our labs ha~e designed an
extremely productive strain. It will need asuitable ecology, though, to survive: which meansalot of work
with soil chemistry, amicroagricultura program. We can hasten everything-begin to show resultsina
decade-by less subtle methods. In fact, well have to do so, or the death process will outrun anything that
bactena can accomplish.

"What well doismelt and dectrolyze water. The oxygen can be released directly into the air,
refreshing it, But somewill go to bum loca hydrocarbons. T Kdaisrichin petroleum. Thisburning will
generate carbon dioxide, thus strengthening the greenhouse effect. The chemlcal energy released can dso



supplement the nuclear power stationswell ingal: to do the eectrolysis and to energize the combination
of hydrogen from water with nitrogen from the atmosphere, recreating ammonia.”

"A big expensivejob, that,” Van Rijn said.

"Enormous. The biggest thing Esperance has yet undertaken. But the plans and estimates have been
drawn up. We know we cando it."

"If the natives don't go potshotting engineersfor exercise after lunch.”

"Yes" Joyce's blond head sank low. "That would make it impossible. We have to have the good will
of al of them, everywhere. They'll have to cooperate, work with us and each other, in a planet-wide
effort. And Kusulongo the City influences a quarter of the whole world! What have we done? | thought
they were our friends. . ."

"Maybe we get some warriors and throw sbarp things at them till they appreciate us” Van Rijn
suggested.

The car went swiftly, even over irregular ground. An hour or so after it had started again, Uulobu
shouted from his seat on top. Through the overhead window the humans saw him lean acrosshis
windshield and point. Looking that way, they saw adust cloud on the northwestern horizon, wider and
lower than the one to the south. "Animals being herded,” Uulobu said. " Steer thither, sky-folk."

Joyce trandated and VVan Rijn put the control bar over. "1 thought you said they was huntersonly,” he
remarked. "Herds?'

"The Horde people maintain an economy somewhere between that of ancient Mongol cattlekeepers
and Amerind bison-chasers," she explained. "They don't actualy domesticate theiziru or the bambalo.
They did once, before the glacid era, but now the land couldn't support such a concentration of grazers.
The Hordes do till exercise some control over the migrations of the herds, though, cull them, and protect
them from predators.”

"Um-m-m. What are these Hordes, anyhows?"

"That's hard-to describe. No human really understandsit. Not that t Kelan psychology is
incomprehengble. But it is nonhuman, and our mission has been so busy gathering planetographica data
that we never found time to do psychological studiesin depth. Wordslike 'pride," 'clan, and 'Horde' are
rough trandations of native terms-not very accurate, I'm sure--just as'tKela is an arbitrary name of ours
for thewhole planet. It means 'this earth’ in the Kusulongo language.”

"Hokay, no need beating me over this poor old eggnoggin with the too-obvious. | get theidea. But
look you, Fredlady Davisson. . . | can cdl you Joyce?' Van Rijn buttered histones. "Weisin the same
boat, sink or swim together, except for having no water to do it in, so let us make friends, ha?' He leaned
suggestively againg her. Y ou cal me Nicky.."

Shemoved aside. "'l cannot prevent your addressing me asyou wish, Freeman Van Rijn,"” shesaidin
her frostiest voice.

"Heigh-ho, to be young and not so globulous again! But alonely old man must swallow his sorrows.”
Van Rijn ~ 9ghed like asdf-pitying tornado. " Apropos swalowing, why isthere not so much asonelittle
case beer dong? Just one case; one hour or maybe two of sips, to lay the sandstormsin this mummy
gullet | got; isthat so much to ask, | ask you?"'

"Well, thereisn't." She pinched her mouth together. They drove onin silence,

Presently they raised the herd: iziru, humpbacked and spiketailed, the size of Terran cattle. Those
numbered afew thousand, Joyce estimated from previous experience. With vegetation so sparse, they
must needs spread across many kilometers.

A couple of natives had spied the car from adistance and came a agallop. They rode basai, which
looked not unlike large stocky antelope with tapir faces and asingle long horn. The tKedansworekilts
gmilar to Uulobu's, but leather medallionsinstead of his shell necklace. Van Rijn stopped the car. The
nativesreined in. They kept weapons ready, a strung bow and a short throwing-spesr.

Uulobu jumped off the top and approached them, hands outspread. "Luck in thekill, strength, health,
and offspring!™ he wished them in the formal order of importance. "I am Tolas son Uulobu, Avongo,
Rokulela, now afollower of the sky-folk."

"So | see" the older, grizzled warrior answered coldly. The young one grinned and put his bow away



with an elaborate flourish. Uulobu clapped hand to tomahawk. iThe older being made a somewhat
conciliatory gesture and Uulobu relaxed atrifle.

Van Rijn had been watching intently. "Tel mewhat they say,” he ordered. "Everything. Tell mewhat
this means with their weapon foolishness™

"That was an insult the archer offered Uulobu,” Joyce explaned unhappily. "Disarming beforethe
ceremonies of peace have been completed. It impliesthat Uulobu isn't formidable enough to be worth
worrying about."

"Ah, s0. These isrough peoples, them. Not even insde. their own Hordes is peace taken for granted,
ha? But why should they make nasty at Uulobu? Has he got no prestige from serving you?

"I'm afraid not. | asked him about it once. HE'sthe only tKean | could ask about such things.”

"Ja? How come that?'

"He'sthe closest to anative intimate that any of usin the mission have had. We saved him from a
pretty horrible death, you see. Wed just worked out a cure for aloca equivalent of tetanus when he
caught the disease. So he fed s gratitude toward us, aswell as having an economic motive. All our regular
assstants are-were impoverished, for one reason or another. A drought had killed off too much gamein
their territory, or they'd been dispossessed, or something like that." Joyce bit her lip. "They. . . they did
swear usfedty. . . inthetraditiona manner. . . and you know how bravely they fought for us. But that
wasfor the sake of their own honor. Uulobu isthe only tKean who's shown anything like redl affection
for humans”

"Odd, when you come here to help them. By damn, but you was a bunch of mackerel heads! Y ou
should have begun with depth psychology first of al. That fool planetography could wait. . . Rotten,
ginking mackerd, glowsblueinthedark. . ." Van Rijn'sgrowl trailed into amumble. He shook himself
and demanded further trandation.

"The old oneis caled Nyaronga, head of thispride," Joyce related. "The other isone of hissons, of.
course. They belong to -the Gangu clan, in the same Horde as Uulobu's Avongo. The formalities have
been concluded, and we're invited to share their camp. These people are hospitable enough, in their
fashion. . . after bonafides has been established.”

The riders dashed off. Uulobu returned. “They must hurry,”" he reported through the intercom. "The
sun will brighten today, and cover is still agoodly ways off. Best wetrail well behind so asnot to
stampede the animals, sky-female.” He climbed lithely to the cartop. Joyce passed hiswords on asVan
Rijn got the vehicle sarted.

"Onething at atime, like the fellow said shaking hands with the octopus,” the merchant decided.

"Y ou must tell me much, but we begin with going back to why the natives are not so polite to anybody
who worksfor your misson.”

"WEéll. . . asnearly as Uulobu could get it acrossto me, those who cameto uswere landless. That is,
they'd stopped maintaining themsalvesin their ancestra hunting grounds. This means atremendous | oss of
respectability. Then, too, he confessed-very bashfully-that our helpersP prestige suffered because we
never involved them in any fights. The imputation grew up that they were cowards.”

"A warlike culture, ha?!

"N-no. That's the paradox. They don't have wars, or even vendettas, in our sense. Fights are very
small-scae affairs, though they happen congtantly. | suppose that arises from the political organization. Or
doesit? Weve noticed the same thing in remote parts of tKela, among adtogether different societiesfrom
the Horde culture.”

"Explainthat, if you will be so kind asto make me alittle four-decker sandwich whileyou talk."

Joyce bit back her annoyance and went to the cooker table. "As| said, we never did carry out
intensve xenologica research, evenlocaly,” shetold him. "But we do know that the basic socid unit is
the same everywhere on thisworld, what we cal the pride. It springs from the fact that the sex ratiois
about three femaesto one mae. Living together you have the oldest mae, hiswives, their offspring of
subadult age. All maes, and fema es unencumbered with infants, sharein hunting, though only maesfight
other tKedans. The small-um--children help out in the work around camp. So do any widows of the
leader's father that he'staken in. The size of such apride ranges up to twenty or so. That's as many as



can makealiving in an areasmall enough to cover afoot, on this desert planet.”

"I see. Thet'Kdan pride answersto the human family. It isjust as universd, too, right? | suppose
larger units get organized in different ways, depending on the culture.”

"Y es. The most backward savages have no organization larger than the pride. But ~he Kusulongo
society, aswe cal it-the Horde people-the biggest and most advanced culture, Spread over haf the
northern hemisphere -it has a more eaborate superstructure. Ten or twenty pridesform what we call
a.clan, acooperative group claiming descent from acommon male ancestor, controlling alarge territory
thr_ough which they follow thewild herds. The clan in turn are loosdly federated into Hordes, each of
which holds an annud get-together in sometraditional oasis. That's when they trade, socidize, arrange
marriages-newly adult males get wives and start new prides-yes, and they ladjudicate quarrels, by
arbitration or combat; at such times. Therésalot of squabbling among clans, you see, over points of
honor or practical matterslike anmoniawells. One nearly dways marrieswithin one's own Hordg; it has
its own dress, customs, gods, and so forth.

"No wars between Hordes?' Van Rijn asked.

"No, unlessyou want to cal the terrible things that happen during aV olkerwanderung awar.
Normdly, athough individua units from different Hordes may clash, thereisn't any organized
.campaigning. | suppose they smply haven't the economic surplusto maintaln armiesin thefield.”

"Um-m-m. | suspect, me, the reason goes deeper than that. When humans want to have wars, by
damn, they don't let any little questions of if they can afford it stop them. | doubt tKelanswould be any
different. Um-m-m." Van Rijn'sfree hand'tugged his goatee. "Maybe hereisakey that goestick-a-lock
and solves our problem, if we know how to stick it in.

"Wdll," Joyce said, ,"the Ancients are d'so awar preventive. They settle most inter-Horde disputes,
among other things.

"Ah, yes, those fdlows on the mountain. Tell me atSout them.”

Joyce finished making the sandwich and gave it to Van Rijn. Hewolfed it noisily. She sat down and
stared out at the scene: brush and boulders and swirling dust under the surly red light, the dark mass of
the herd drifting along, arider who galloped back to head off some stragglers. Far ahead now could be
seen the Lubambaru, arange of ice, sharp peaks that shimmered againgt the. crepuscular sky. Faintly to
her, above the murmur of the engine, came yel ps and the lowing of the animals. The car rocked and
bumped; shefdt theterrainin her bones.

"The Ancientsare survivors of thelogt civilization," she said. "They hung onin their city, and kept the
artsthat were otherwise forgotten. That kind of life doesn't come natural to most tKelans. | gather that in
the course of thousands of years, those,who didn't like it there wandered down to join the nomads, while
occasiona nomads who thought the city would be congenia went up and were adopted into the group.
That would make for some genetic selection. The Ancients are adistinct psychologica type. Much more
reserved and. . . intellectud, | guessyoud cdl it. . . than anyone dse.”

"How they makether living?' Van Rijn asked around amouthful. .

"They provide services and goods for which they are paid in kind. They are scribes, who keep
records, physicians; skilled metdlurgists, weavers of fine textiles; makers of gunpowder, though they only
s | firEworks and keep afew cannon for themsalves. They're credited with magica powers, of course,
especidly because-they can predict solar flares.”

"And they wasfriendly until yesterday?'

"Intheir own aoof, secretive fashion. They must have been plotting the attack on usfor sometime,
though, egging on the Shanga and furnishing the powder to blow open our dome. | till can't imagine why.
I'm certain they believed us when we explained how we'd come to save their race from extinction.”

"Ja, no doubt. Only maybe at first they did not see dl theimplications.” Van Rijn finished esting,
bel ched, picked histeeth with afingernail, and relapsed into brooding silence. Joyce tried not to be too
desperately homesick.

After along time, Van Rijn smote the Control board so thet it rang. "By damn!" he bellowed. "1t fits
together!”

"What?" Joyce sat Sraight.



"But | fill can't see how to useit," he said.

"What do you mean?"'

"Shut up, Fredady." He returned to histhoughts. The dow hours passed.

Latein the afternoon, aforest hoveinto sight. It covered the foothills of the Lubambaru, where an
ammoniariver coursed thinly and seepage moistened the soil alittle. The treeswerelow and gnarled,
with thorny blue trunks and a dense foliage of small greenish-gray leaves. Tal shrubs sprouted in thickets
between them. Theriders urged their iziru into the wood, posted afew picketsto keep watch, and
garted northward in acompact group, fifteen atogether, plus pack animals and a couple of fuzzy infants
in arms. The femaes were stockier than the maes and had snouted faces. Though hairy and
homeothermic, the tKelans were not mamma's, mothers regurgitated food for children who had not yet
cut their fangs.

Old Nyaronga led the band, sword rattling at his side, spear in hand and shield on arm, great yellow
eyesflickering about the landscape. His half-grown sons flanked the party, arrows nocked to bows. Van
Rijn trundled the car in their wake. "They expect trouble?’ he asked.

Joyce started from her glum thoughts. "They adways expect trouble," she said. "I told you, didn't I,
what a quarrel some race thisis-no wars, but so many bloody set-tos. However, their caution isjust
routine today. Obvioudy they're going to pitch camp with the other prides of their clan. A herd thissize
would requiredl the Gangu to control it."

"Y ou said they was hunters, not herders.”

"They are, mogt of thetime. But | you see, iziru and bambal o stampede when the sun flares, and
many are so badly sunburned that they die. That must be because they haven't devel oped protection
againg ultraviolet since the atmosphere began to change. Big animaswith long gen-' erations evolve
more dowly than smdl ones, asarule. The clans can't afford such losses. In aflare season liKethis, they
keep close watch on the herds and force them into areas where there is some shade anq where the
undergrowth hinders panicky running.”

Van Rijn'sthumb jerked a scornful gesture at the lowering red disc. Y ou mean that ember ever puts
out enough radiation to hurt asick butterfly?’

"Not if the butterfly came from Earth. But you know what type M dwarfsarelike. T1:tey flare, and
when they do, it can increase their luminosity severad hundred percent. These days on t'Kea, the oxygen
content of the air has been lowered to a point where the ozone layer doesn't block out as much ultraviolet
asit should. Then, too, aplanet like this, with a metal-poor core, has aweak magnetic field. Some of the
charged particles from the sun get through aso-,adding to an alre~dy high cosmic-ray background. It
wouldn't bother you or me, but mankind evolved to withstand considerably more radiation than isthe
norm here"

"Ja, | see. Maybe aso there not being much radioactive minerdslocaly has been afactor. On
Throra, the flares don't bother them. They make festiva then. But like you say, tKeaisaharder luck
world than Throra"

Joyce shivered. "Thisisacrue cosmos. That's what we believe in on Esperance-fighting back against
the universe, dl beingstogether."

"Isavery nice philosophy, except that al beingsisnot built for it. You isavery sweet child, anyone
ever tdl you that?' Van Rijn laid an arm lightly across her shoulder. She found that she didn't mind
gresetly, with the gloom and the brewing star-storm outside.

In another hour they reached the camp site. Humpbacked |eather tents had been erected around. a
flat field where there was an ammonia pring. Fires burned before the entrances, tended by the young.
Femaes crouched over cooking pots, males swaggered abqut with hands on weagpon hilts. The arrival of
the car brought everyone to watch, not running, but strolling up with an el aborate pretense of indifference.
Or isit a pretense? Joyce wondered. She looked out at the crowd, a couple of hundred unhuman faces,
eyes aglow, spearheads a-gleam, fur rumpled by the whimpering wind, but scarcely a sound from
anyone. They've acted the same way, she thought, every clan and Horde, everywhere we encountered
them: wild fascination at first, with our looks and our machines; then algpseinto this cool formal
courtesy, asif we didn't make any red differencefor good or ill. They've thanked us, not very wamlly,



for what favors we could do, and often insisted on making payment, but they've never invited usto their
merrymakings or their rites, and sometimes the children throw rocks at us.

Nyaronga barked a command. His pride began pitching their own camp. Gradually the others drifted
away.

Van Rijn glanced at the sun. "They sureit flarestOday?' he asked.

"Oh, yes. If the Ancients have said so, then it will,” Joyce assured him. "It isn't hard to predict, if you
have smoked glass and a primitive tel escope to watch the star surface. The light is so dim that the spots
and flare phenomena can easily be observed-unlike atype-G starand the patterns are very characterigtic.
Any jackleg astronomer can predict aflare on an M class dwarf, daysin advance. Heliograph signas
carry the word from Kusulongo to the Hordes."

"| suppose the Old Fogies got inherited empirical knowledge from early times, like the Babylonians
knew about planetary movements, ja. . . Whoops, speak of the devil, here we go!"

The sun was now not far above the western ridges, which stood black under its swollen disc. A thin
curl of clearer red puffed dowly out of it on one side. The basai reared and screamed. A roar went
through the clansfolk. Maes grabbed the animals bridles and dragged them to astanddtill. Femaes
snatched their pots and their young into the tents.

The flame expanded and brightened. Light crept aong the shadowy hills and the plains beyond. The
sky began to pae. The wind strengthened and threshed in the woods on the edge of camp.

The tKelans manhandled their terrified beastsinto along shelter of hides stretched over poles. One
bolted. A warrior twirled hislariat, tossed, and brought the creature crashing to earth. Two others helped
drag it under cover. Still the flame from the solar disc waxed and gathered luminosity, minute by minute.
It was not yet too brilliant for human eyes to watch unprotected. Joyce saw how aspider web of forces
formed and crawled there, drawn in fiery loops. A gout of radiance spurted, died, and was reborn.
Though she had seen the spectacle before, she found hersdlf clutching Van Rijn'sarm. The merchant
stuffed his pipe and blew stolid fumes.

Uulobu got down off the car. Joyce heard him ask Nyaronga, "May | help you face the angry Red
One?'

"No," said the patriarch. "Get in atent with thefemales.”

Uulobu'steeth gleamed. The fur rose along his back. He unhooked the tomahawk at hiswal <.

"Dont!" Joyce cried through the intercom. "We are guests!™

For an ingtant the two t'Keans glared at each other. Nyaronga's spear was aimed at Uulobu's throat.
Then the Avongo sagged alittle. "We are guests,” he said in achoked voice. "Another time, Nyaronga, |
shdl tak about thiswith you."

"Y ou-landless?' The leader checked himsdlf. "Wen, peace has been said between us, and thereisno
time now to unsay it. But we Gangu will defend our own herds and pastures. No help is needed.”

Stiff-legged, Uulobu went into the nearest tent. Presently the last basal were gotten inside the shelter.
Itsflap was laced shut, to leave them in soothing darkness.

Theflare swelled. It became aragged sheet of fire next the sun disc, dmost as big, pouring out as
much light, but of an orange hue. Still it continued to grow, to brighten and yellow. The wind increased.

The heads of prides walked dowly to the center of camp. They formed aring; the unwed youths
made alarger circle around them. Nyaronga himsdlf took forth a brass horn and winded it. Spearswere
raised doft, swords and tomahawks shaken. The t'Keans began to dance, faster and faster asthe
radiance heightened. Suddenly Nyaronga blew his horn again. A cloud of arrows whistled toward the
un.

"Wheat they doing?' Van Rijn asked. "Exorcising the demon?'

"No," said Joyce. "They don't believe that's possible. They're defying him. They dways challenge him
to come down andfight." And he's not adevil, by the way, but agod.”

Van Rijn nodded. "It fitsthe pattern,” he said, haf to himsalf. "When agod steps out of his rightful
job, you don't try to bribe him back, you threaten him. la, it fits." The males ended their dance and
wa ked with haughty downessto their tents. The doorflaps were drawn. The camp lay deserted under
the sun.



"Hal" Van Rijn surged to hisfeet. "My gear”

"What?" Joyce stared at him. She had grown so used to wan red light on thisday's travel that the hue
now pouring in the windows seemed ghastly on his cheeks.

"l want to go outside,” Van Rijn told her. "Don't just stand there with tongue unreded. Get me my
aut!”

Joyce found herself obeying him. By the time his gross form was bedecked, the sun was aop the hills
and had tripled its radiance. The flare was like a second star, not round but flame-shaped, .and nearly
white. Long shadows wavered across the world, which had taken on an unnatural brazen tinge. Thewind
blew dust and dead |eaves over the ground, flattened the fires, and shivered the tentstill they thundered.

"Now," Van Rijn said, "when | wave, you fix your intercom to full power so they can hear you. Then
tell those socalled maesto peek out at meif they havethe guts." He glared at her. "And be unpolite
about it, you understand me?"

Before she could reply hewasin theair lock. A minute afterward he had cycled through and was
sumping over thefield until he stood in the middle of the encampment. Curtly, he sgnaled.

Joyce wet her lipswhat did that idiot think he was doing? Hed never heard of this planet amonth
ago. He hadn't been on it aweek. Practicaly al his Information about it he had from her, during the past
ten or fifteen hours. And he thought he knew how to conduct himsdlf? Why, if hedidn't get hisfat belly
full of whetted iron, it would only be because there was no justice in the universe. Did he think she'd let
hersdlf be dragged down with him?

Etched huge and black againgt the burning sky, Van Rijn jerked hisarm again.

Joyce turned the intercom high and said in the vernacular, "Watch, al Gangu who are brave enough!
Look upon the male from far places, who stands a one benegth the angered sun!”

Her tones boomed hollowly across the wind. Van Rijn might have nodded. She must squint now to
seewhat he did. That was due to the contrast, not to theillumination per se. It was still only afew
percent of what Earth gets. But the flare, with an effective temperature of amillion degrees or better, was
emitting in frequenciesto which her eyeswere sensitive. Ultraviolet o, shethought in acorner of her
mind: too little to turn a human baby pink, but enough to bring pain or death to these poor dwellersin
Hades.

Van Rijn drew hisblaster. With great deliberation, hefired severd bolts at the star. Their flash and
noise seemed puny agaimt the rage up there. Now what-?

"No!" Joyce screamed.

Van Rijn opened )lisfaceplate. He made ashow of it, sticking his countenance out of the helmet, into
thefull light. He danced grotesquely about and thumbed his craggy nose at heaven.

But...

The merchant finished with an unrepestable gesture, closed his helmet again, fired off two more bolts,
and"stood with folded arms as the sun went under the horizon.

Theflarelingered in view for awhile, a sheet of ghostly radiance above the trees. Van Rijn walked
back to the car through twilight. Joyce let him in. He opened his helmet, wheezing, weeping, and
blaspheming in a dozen languages. Frost began to form on his suit.

"Hoo-ee!" he moaned. "And not even alittle hundred cc. of whiskey to console my poor old mucky
membranes’

"Y ou could have died,” Joyce whispered.

"Oh, no. No. Not that '#ay does Nicholas van Rijn die. At the age of ahundred and fifty, | plan to be
shot by an outraged husband. The cold was not too bad, for the short few minutes| could hold my
breath. But letting in that anmonia-Terror and taxes!" He waddled to the bath cubicle and splashed his
face with loud snortings. -

The last flare-light sank. The sky remained hazy with aurora, so that only the brightest stars showed.
The most penetrating charged particles from the flare would not arrive for hours; it was safe outside. One
by one the tKelans emerged. Fires were poked up, sputtering and glaring in the dark. Van Rijn came
back. "Hokay, I'm s&t," he said. "Now

put on your own suit and come out with me. We got to talk at them."



Asshewaked into the circle around which stood the swart outlines of the tents, Joyce must push her
way through females and young. Their ring closed behind her, and she saw fireglow reflected from their
eyes and knew she was hemmed in. It was comforting to have Van Rijn's buk so near and Uulobu's
pad-pad at her back.

Thin comfort, though, when she looked at the maleswho waited by the ammoniaspring. They had
gathered as soon as they saw the humans coming. To her vision they were one shadow, like the night
behind them. The fires on either sSide, that made it dmost like day for at’Kean, hardly lit the front rank
for her. Now and then aflame jumped high in thewind, or sparks went showering, or the, dull glow on
the smoke was thrown toward the group. Then she saw a barbed obsidian spearhead, ahorn sword, an
ax or an iron dagger, drawn. The forest soughed beyond, the camp and she heard the frightened bawling
of iziru asthey blundered around in the dark. Her mouth went dry.

The fathers of the prides stood in the forefront. Most werefairly young; old age was not commonin
the desert. Nyaronga seemed to have primacy on that account. He stood, spear in hand, fangs showing
L"1 the half-open jaws, tendrils astir. Hiskilt fluttered in the unrestful air.

Van Rijn cameto a halt before him. Joyce made hersdf stand close and meet Nyaronga's gaze.
Uulobu crouched at her feet. A murmur like the sigh before a storm went through the warriors.

But the Earthman waited imperturbable, until at last Nyarongamust break the sllence. "Why did you
challenge the sun? No sky-one has ever done so before.”

Joycetrandated, ahurried mumble. Van Rijn puffed himsdf up visibly, evenin hissuit. "Tel him," he
sad, "l camejust ashort timeago. Tl him the rest of you did not think it was worth your whilesto make
defiance, but | did."

"What do you intend to do?" she begged. "A misstep could get uskilled.”

"True. But if we don't make any steps, we get killed for sure, or starve to death because we don't
dare come in radio range of where the rescue ship will be. Not s0?' He patted her hand. "Damn these
gloves ThisWQuld be more fun without. But in al kinds of cases, you trust me, Joyce. NicholasVan
Rijn has not got old and fat on ahundred rough planets, if he was not smart enough to outlive everybody
else. Right? Exact. So tell whatever | say to them, and use asharp tone. Not unforgivable insults, but be
snotty, hokay?*

Shegulped. "Yes. | don't know why, b-but | will let you take the lead. I1f-" She suppressed fear and
turned to the waitmg tKelans. "This sky-maewith meis not one of my own party,” shetold them. "Heis
of my race, but from amore powerful people among them than my people. He wishes meto tell you that
though we sky-folk have hitherto not deigned to challenge the sun, he has not thought it was beneath him
todo so."

"Y ou never deigned?' rapped someone. "What do you mean by that?" .

Joyce improvised. "The brightening of the sun isno menace to our people. We have often said as
much. Were none of you here ever among those who asked us?"

Stillnessfell again for amoment, until ascarred oneeyed patriarch said grudgingly, "Thus 1 heard last
year, when you-or one like you-were in my pride's country healing sick cubs.”

"Well, now you have seeniit istrue," Joyce replied.

Van Rijn tugged her deeve. "Hoy, what goeson? Let metak or e se our last chance gets stupided
avay."

She dared not |et hersdlf be angered, but recounted the exchange. He astonished her by answering, "I
am sorry, little girl. Y ou was doing just wonderful. Now, though, | have aspeech to make. Y ou trandate
as| finish ~very sentence, ha?"

He leaned forward and stabbed hisindex finger just beneath Nyaronga's nose, again and again, as he
sad harshly, ™Y ou ask why | went out under the brightening sun? It was to show you | am not afraid of
thefireit makes. | spit onyour sun and it Sizzles. Maybe it goes out. My sun could eat yours for
breakfast and want an encore, by damn! Y our little clot hardly gives enough light to see by, not enough to
meake bogeyman for ababy in my people.”

Thet'Kedans snarled and edged closer, hefting their wegpons. Nyaronga retorted indignantly, "Yes,
we have often observed that you sky-folk are nearly blind.”



"Y ou ever stood in the light from our cars? 'Y ou go blind then, nie?'Y ou could not stand Earth, you.
Pop and sputter you'd go, up in alittle greasy cloud of smoke.”

They were taken aback at that. Nyaronga spat and said, ™Y ou must even bundle yourselves against
thear."

"Y ou saw me gtick my head out in the open. Y ou careto try awhiff of my air for achange?| dare
you."

A rumble went through the warriors, half wrath and half unease. Van Rijn chopped contemptuoudy
with one hand. "See? Y ou is more weskling than us."

A big young chieftain stepped forward. Hiswhiskers bristled. "f dare.”

"Hokay, | giveyou asmel." Van Rijn turned to Joyce. "Help mewith this bebloodied ar unit. | don't
want no more of that beetle venom they call air in my helmet.”

"But-but-" Helplesdy, she obeyed, unscrewing the flush vave on the recycler unit between his
shoulders.

"Blow itinhisface™" Van Rijn commanded.

The warrior stood bowstring taut. Joyce thought of the pain he must endure. She couldn't aim the
hose a him. "Move!" Van Rijn barked. She did. Terrestria atmosphere gushed forth.

The warrior yowled and stumbled back. He rubbed his nose and streaming eyes. For aminute he
wobbled around, before he collapsed into the arms of afollower. Joyce refitted the vave asVan Rijn
chortled, "1 knew it. Too hot, too much oxygen, and especia the water vapor. It makes Throrans sick, so
| thought sure it would do the same for these chaps. Tl them hewill get well in alittlewhile.”

Joyce gave the reassurance. Nyaronga shook himsdlf and said, "I have heard tdes about this. Why
must you show that poor fool what was known, that you breathe poison?’

"To prove weisjust astough asyou, only more so, in adifferent way," Van Rijn answered through
Joyce. "We can whip you to your kennels like smal dogsif we choose."

That remark brought ayell. " Sharpened stone flashed aoft. Nyarongaraised hisarmsfor slence. It
came, in amutter and agrumble and adegp Sgh out of the femaes watching from darkness. The old
chief said with bleak pride, "We know you command weapons we do not. This meansyou have atswe
lack, which has never been denied. It does not mean you are stronger. A tKelan isnot stronger than a
bambalo smply because he has abow to kill it from afar. We are ahunter folk, and you are not,
whatever your weapons.”

"Tdl him," Van Rijn said, "that | will fight their most powerful man barehanded. Since | must wear this
suit that protects from his bite, he can use armaments. They will go through fabricord, so it isfair, me?!

"Hell kill you," Joyce protested. Van Rijn leered. "If so, | diefor the most beautifullest lady On this
planet." Hisvoice dropped. "Maybe then you is sorry you was not more kind to a nice old man when you
could be."

" won't!"

"You will, by damn!" He seized her wrist so strongly that shewinced. "'l know what | am making,
you got me?* Numbly, she conveyed the chalenge. Van Rijn drew his blaster and threw it atNyaronga's
feet. "If | lose, thewinner can kegp this" he said.

That fetched them. A dozen wild young males leaped forth, shouting, into thefirdight. Nyaronga
roared and cuffed them into order. He glared from one to another and jerked his spear at an individud.
"Thisismy own son Kusalu. Let him defend the honor of prideand clatL”

The tKelan was overtopped by Van Rijn, but was almost as broad. Muscles moved snakishly under
hisfur. Hisfangs glistened as he did forward, tomahawk in right hand, iron dagger in left. The other males
fanned out, making awide circle of eyes and poised weapons. Uulobu drew Joyce aside. His grasp
trembled on her arm. "Could | but fight him mysdlf,”" he whispered.

While Kusdlu glided about Van Rijn turned, ponderous as a planet. His arms hung apelike from
hunched shoulders. Thefirestinged his crude festures where they jutted within the helmet. "Nya-a-ah," he
sad.

Kusau cursed and threw the tomahawk with splintering force. Van Rijn'sleft hand moved a an
impossible speed. He caught the wespon in mid air and threw himsalf backward. The thong tautened.



Kusalu went forward on hisface. Van Rijn plunged to the attack.

Kusadu rolled over and bounced to hisfeet in time. His blade flashed. Van Rijn blocked it with his
right wrist. The Earthman'sleft hand took a hitch in the thong and yanked again. Kusalu went to one
knee. Van Rijn twisted' that arm around behind his back. Every tKean screamed.

Kusalu dashed the thong across. Spitting, he legped erect again and pounced. Van Rijn gavehim an
expert kick in the belly, withdrawing the foot beforeit could be seized. Kusalu lurched. Van Rijn closed
inwith akarate chop to the side of the neck.

Kusdlu staggered but remained up. Van Rijn barely ducked the rip of the knife. He retreated. Kusau
stood a moment regaining hiswind. Then he moved in one blur.

Things happened. Kusau was grabbed as he charged and sent flailing over Van Rijn's shoulder. He
hit ground with athump. Van Rijn waited. Kusalu still had the dagger. He rose and stalked near. Blood
ran from his nodtril.

"Laci darem Lamano,” sang Van Rijn. As Kusalu prepared to smite, the Earthman got agrip on his
right arm, whirled him around, and pinned him.

Kusdu sgudled. Van Rijn ground akneein hisbact "Y ou say, 'Uncle?" he panted.

"Hell diefirgt," Joyce wailed.

"Hokay, wedo it hard fashion." Van Rijn forced the knife loose and kicked it aside. He let Kusalu
go. But the tKelan had scarcdly raised himself when a gauntleted fist smashed into his somach. He
redled. Van Rijn pushed in relentlessly, blow after blow, until the warrior sank.

The merchant sood aside. Joyce stared at him with horror. "Isal in order,” he cdmed her. "I did not
damage him Permanent.

Nyaronga hel ped his son climb back up. Two othersled Kusalu away. A low keening went among
themassed . tKelans. It was like nothing Joyce had ever heard before.

Van Rijn and Nyaronga confronted each other. The native said very dowly, "Y ou have proven
yourself, Skymae. For alandless one, you fight well, and it was good of you not to day him.

Joyce trand ated between sobs. Van Rijn answered, "Say | did not kill that young buck because there
isno need. Then say | have plenty territory of my own.” He pointed upward, where stars glistened in the
windy, hazy sky. "Ten him thereis my hunting grounds. by damn. "

When he had digested this, Nyaronga asked dmost plaintively, "But what does he wish in our land?
What ishisgain?'

"We cameto hep-" Joyce stopped hersdf and put the question to Van Rijn.

"Hal" the Earthman gloated. "Now we talk about turkeys." He squatted near afire. The pride fathers
joined him; their sons pressed close to clisten. Uulobu breathed happily, "Weare taken asfriends.”

"I do not cometo rob your land or game," Van Rijn said in an oleaginous tone. "No, only to make
dedls, with good profit on both sides. Surdly these folks trade with each other. They could not have so
much stuffs asthey do otherwise."

"Oh, yes, of course." Joyce settled weakly beside him. "And their relationship to the city is essentially
quid pro quo, as| told you before.”

"Then they will understand bargains being strna. So ten them those Gaffers on the mountain has got
jedlous of us. Tell them they sicced the Shanga onto our camp. The whole truths, not varnished more than
needfol "

"What? But | thought-I mean. didn't you want to give them the impression that we're actudly
poweriul ? Should we admit were refugees?”

"Well, say we has had to makea. . . what do the military communiques say when you has ot your
pants beaten off?. . . an orderly rearward advance for strategic reasons, to previoudy prepared
postions.”

Joyce did. Tendrils r~ on the native heam. pupils narrowed, and hands rai sed weapons anew.
Nyaronga asked dubioudy. "Do you wish shelter among us?'

"No," said Van Rijn. "Ten him weis come to warn them, because if they get wiped out we can make
no nice deaswith profit. Tel them the Sh—ganow has your guns from the dome, and will move with their
felow clansinto Rokuldaterritory.”



Joyce wondered if she had heard aright. "But we don't . . . wedidnt. . . we brought no weapons
except afew persona sdearms. And everybody must have taken his own away with him in the retreat.”

"Do they know that, these peoples?’

"Why . ..wdl...wouldthey believe you?

"My good prettY blondewith curvesin dl theright places, | give you Nicholasvan Rijn's promise
they would not believe anything dse.”

Haltingly, she spoke thelie. The reaction was homble. They boiled throughout the camp, lesped
about, brandished their spears, and ululated like wolves. Nyaronga alone sat till, but hisfur stood on
end.

"Isthisindeed s0?" he demanded. It came as awhisper through the noise.

"Why else would the Shanga attack us, with help from the Ancients?' Van Rijn countered.

"Y ou know very well why," Joyce said. "The Ancients bribed them, played on their supertitions, and
probably offered them our meta to make knivesfrom.”

"Ja, no doubt, but you givethisold devil here my rhe.. torica just theway | said it. Ask him does it
not make sense, that the Shanga would act for the sake of blasters and dugthrowers, once the Geezers
put them up to it and supplied gunpowder? Then tell him this means the Graybeards must be on the sde
of the Shanga's own Horde. . . what's they called, now?"

"TheYagola"

"So. Tell him that things you overheard give you good reason to believe the Shanga clan will put
themsalves at the head of the Y agolato move west and push the Rokuldlaout of this fine country.”

Nyarongaand the others, who fell into an ominous quiet as Joyce spoke, had no trouble grasping the
concept. As she had told Van Rijn, war was not at'Kelan ingtitution. But she was not conveying theidea
of afull-dresswarrather, aV olkerwanderung into new bunting grounds. And such things were frequent
enough on thisdying planet. When aregion turned utterly barren itsinhabitants must displace someone
ese, or diein the attempt.

The difference now wasthat the Y agolawere not starved out of their homes. They were dleged to
be anticipating that eventudity, plotting to grab off more land with their stolen firearmsto give them
absolute superiority.

"I had not thought them such mongters,” Nyaronga said.

"They aren't,” Joyce protested in Angiic to Van Rijn. Y oure maigning them so horribly that-that-"

"Wdll, well, dl'sfair in love and propaganda. .. he said. "Propose to Nyarongathat we dl return to
Kusulonga, collecting reinforcements aswe go, to seefor oundvesif thisbusinessredly istrue .and use
numerica advantage whilewe have il got it.”

"You are going to set them at each other'sthroats! | won't be party to any such thing. I'D diefirs. ..

"L ook, sweet potato, nobody has got killed yet. Maybe nobody hasto be. 1 can explain later. But
for now, we have got to strike while thefat isin thefire. They iswonderful excited. Don't givethem a
chance to 0001 off till they has positive decided to march.» The man laid ahand on his heart. Y ou think
old, short of breath, comfort-loving, cowardly Nicholas van Rijn wantsto fight awar? Y ou think again. A
formfitting chair, atal cool drink, aVenusian cigar, Eine Kleine Nachtmusik on the taper, aboard his
ketch while he sailswith a bunch of dancing girls down Sunda Straits, that is only which he wants. Isthat
much to ask? Be like your own kind,. gentle setfs and help me gtir them up to fight. ™

Trapped in her own bewildemtent, she followed hislead. That same night, riders went out bearing
messages to such other Rokulela clans as were known to be within reach.

Thefirst progress eastward was in darkness, to avoid the till flaring sun. AImost every male, grown
or haf-grown, rode along, leaving femaes and young behind in camp. They wore flowing robes and
burnooses, their basai were blanketed, againgt the fierce itch that attacked exposed t'Kean skin during
such periods. Mogt of the charged particles from the star struck the planet's day side, but there was
enough magnetic field to bring some around to the opposite hemisphere. Even o, the party made
surprisingly good speed. Peering from the car windows, Joyce glimpsed them under the two moons,
shadowy shapdess formsthat dipped over the harsh terrain, an occasiond flash of spearheads. Through
the engine's low voice she heard them calling to each other, and the deep earth-mutter of unshod hoofs.



"You see" Van Rijn lectured, "I am not on thisworld long, but | been on alot of others, and read
reports about many more. In my line of businessthisis needful. They dways make paralels. | got enough
clues about these tKelans to guess the basic pattern of their minds, from anaogizings. Y ou Esperancers,
on this other hand, has not had so much experience. Like most colonies, you istoo isolated from the
gdactic maingtream to keep au courant with things, like for instance the modem explorer techniques. That
was obvious from the fact you did not make depth psychology studiesthe very firgt thing, but instead
took what you found at face vauation. Never do that, Joyce. Always bite the coin that feeds you, for this
isahard and wicked universe.”

"Y ou seem to know what you're about, Nick," she admitted. He beamed and raised her hand to his
lips. She made some confused noise about heating coffee and retreated. She didn't want to hurt his
fedings, hereally was an old dear, under that crust of his.

When she came back to the front seet, placing hersdf out of hisreach, she said, "Well, tel me, what
pattern did you deduce? How do their minds work?"

"Y ou assumed they was like warlike human primitives, in early dayson Earth,” he said. "On the
topside, that worked hokay. They isinteligent, with language; they can reason and talk with you; this
made them seem easy understood. What you forgot, | think, me, was conscious lintelligenceisonly a
small part of thewhole sdfness. All it doesis help us get what we want. But the wanting itself -food,
shdlter, sex, everything-our motives-they come from deegper down. Thereisno logica reason even to
dtay dive. But ingtinct saysto, so wewant to. And instinct comes from very old evolution. We was
animaslong before we became thinkers and, uh-" Van Rijn's beady eyesralled pioudy cellingward-" and
was given souls. Y ou got to think how arace evolved before you can take them. . . | mean understand
them.

"Now humans, the expertstell me, got started way back when, as ground apes that turned carnivore
when the forests shrank up in Africafor lots of megayears. Thisiswhen they started to walking erect the
wholetime, and grew hands fully devel oped to make weapons because they had not claws and teeth like
lions. Hokay, so weisamean lot, we Homo Sapienses, with killer ingtincts. But not exclusve. Weis il
omnivores who can even survive on Brussels sproutsif we got to. Pfui! But we can. Our ancestors been
peaceful nutpluckers and living off each other'sfleas along, longer time than they was hunters. It shows.

"Thet'Keans, on the other Sde, has been carnivores since they was still four-footers. Not very good
carnivores. Unspeciaized, with no claws and pretty weak biting apparatus evenif it is stronger than
humans. That iswhy they aso devel oped hands and made tools, which led to them getting big brains.
Nevertheleadt, they have no vegetarian whatsolutely in their ancestors, aswe do. And they have much
powerfuller killing ingtincts than us. And is not so gregarious. Carnivores can't be. Y ou get abig'
concentration of huntersin one spot, and by damn, the game goes away. Isthat coffee ready?’

"I think s0." Joyce fetched it. Van Rijn durped it down, disregarding atemperature that would have
taken the skirt off her palate, steering with one bare splay foot as he drank.

"l beginto see," she said with growing excitement. "That's why they never developed true nations or
fought redl wars. Big organizations are completdly artificid thingsto them, commanding no loyalty. You
don't fight or diefor aHorde, any more than ahuman would fight for. . . for hisbridge club.”

"Um-m-m, | have known some mighty bloodshot |ooks across bridge tables. But ja, you get the idea.
The prideisanatural thing here, like the human family. The clan, with blood ties, isonly one step
removed. It can excite tKeans as much, maybe, as his country can excite aman. But Hordes? Nie. An
arrangement of convenienceonly.

"Not that pride and clan is .loving-kindness and sugar candy. Humans make family squabbles and
cvil wars. TKdanshave il stronger fighting ingtincts than us. Lots of arguments and bloodshed. But
only on asmall scale, and not taken too serious. Y ou said to me, isno vendettas here. That means
somebody killing somebody elseis not thought to have done anything bad. In fact, wnoever does not
fight-male, anyhow-strikes them as unnaturd, like lessthan normal.”

"Is. .. that why they never warmed up to us? To the Esperancian mission, | mean?"

"Partly. Not that you was expected to fight at any specifica time. Nobody went out to pick aquarrel
when you gave no offense and was even useful. But your behavior taken in one lump added up to athing



they couldn't understand. They figured there was something wrong with you, and felt agoodly natured
contempt. | had to prove | wastough asthey or tougher. That satisfied their ingtincts, which then went to
deep and let them listen to me with respects.”

Van Rijn put down hisempty cup and took out his pipe. "Another thing you lacked was territory,” he
sad. "Animals on Earth, too, has an ingtinct to stake out and defend a piece of ground for themsalves.
Humans do. But for carnivoresthisingtinct has got to be very, very, very powerful, because if they get
driven away from where the gameis, they can't survive on roots and berries. They die.

"Y ou saw yourselfs how those natives what could not maintain aplace in their ancestral hunting
grounds but went to you instead was |ooked downwards on. Y ou Esperancers only had adome on some
worthless nibble of land. Then you went around preaching how you had no designs on anybody's
country. Hal They had to believe you was either lying-maybe that is one reason the Shanga attacked
you-or €lse was abnormal weaklings."

"But couldn't they understand?' Joyce asked. "Did they expect us, who didn't even look like them, to
think the same way asthey do?'

"Sophigticated, civilized t Keans could have caught the. idea,” Van Rijn said. "However, you was
dedling with naive barbarians™ . .

"Except the Ancients. I'm surethey redize-"

"Maybe s0. Quite possible. But you made adeadly threat to them. Could you not see? They has
been the scribes, doctors, high-grade artisans, sun experts, for ages and ages. Y ou come in and start
doing the same as them, only much better. What you expect them to do? Kiss your foots? Kiss any part
of your anatomy? Not them! They is carnivores, too. They fight back.

"But we never meant to displace them!

"Remember,” Van Rijn &aid, wagging his pipe stem at her, "reason isjust thelackey for ingtinct. The
Gaffersis more subtle than anybody eses. They can St dtill in one place, between walls. They do not
hunt. They do not claim thousands of square kilometersfor themselves. But does this mean they have no
ingtinct of territoridity? Hal Not bloody likely! They has only sublimed it. Their work, that istheir
territory-and you moved inoniit.

Joyce sat numbly, staring out into night. Time passed. before she could protest. "But we explained to
them-1'm sure they understood-we explained this planet will die without our help.”

"Jaja. But anaturdly born fighter haslessfear of death than other kinds animals. Besides, the death
was scheduled for athousand years from now, did you not say? That istoo long atimeto fed with
emotions. Y our own threat to them wasredl, here and now."

VanRijnlit hispipe. "Also," he continued around the mouthpiece, "your gabbing about planet-wide
cooperation md not sit so well. | doubt they could redlly comprehend it. Carnivores don't make
cooperations except on the most teensy scale. Itisn't practical for them. They haven't got such ingtincts.
The Hordes-which, remember, isnot nationsin any sense-they could never get what you wastalking
about, | bet. Altruismisoutside their mental horizontals. It only made them suspicious of you. The
Ancients maybe had some vague notion of your motives, but didn't sharethem in thelittlest. Y ou can't
organi ze these peoples. Sooner will you build acarousd on Saturn'srings. It does not let itself be done."

"Y ou've organized them to fight!" she exclamed in her anguish.

"No. Only given them acommon purpose for thistime being. They believed what | said about
wegpons | ft in the dome. With minds like that, they find it much the easiest thing to believe. Of course
you had an arsenal--everybody does. Of course you would have used it if you got the chance--anybody
would. Ergo, you never got the chance; the Shanga captured it too fast. The rest of the Sory, the Yagola
plot againgt the Rokulela, isat least logica enough to their mindsthat they had better investigate it good.”

"But what are you going to make them do?' She couldn't hold back the tears any longer. " Storm the
mountain? They can't get dong without the Ancients.”

"Sure, they can, if humans subgtitute.”

"B-b-but-but-no, we can't, we mustn't-"

"Maybe we don't haveto,” Van Rijn said. "I got to play by my ear of tinned ‘cauliflower when we
arive. Wewill see” Helaid his pipe aside. "There, there, now, don't be so sad. But go ahead and cry if



you want. Papa Nicky will dry your eyes and blow your nose." He offered her the curve of hisarm. She
crept into it, buried her face againgt his side, and wept herself to deep.

Kusulongo the Mountain rose monstrous from the plain, cliff upon gloomy dliff, with talus opesand
glaciers between, until the spires carved from itstop stood ragged across the sun-disc. Joyce had seldom
felt the cold and murk of thisworld as she did now, riding up the path to the city on ahomed animal that
must be blanketed againg the human warmth of her suit. The wind went shrieking through the empty dark
sky, around the crags, to buffet her like fists and snap the banner which Uulobu carried on alance ashe
rode ahead. Glancing back, down a dizzying sweep of stone, she saw Nyaronga and the half-dozen other
chiefs who had been allowed to come with the party. Their cloaks streamed about them; spears rose and
fel with the gait of their mounts; the color of their fur waslogt in thisdreary light, but she thought she
made out the grimness on their faces. Immensdly far below, at the mountain'sfoot, lay their followers, five
hundred armed and angry Rokulela. But they were hidden by dusk, and if she died on the heightsthey
could give her no more than a vengeance she didn't want.

She shuddered and edged her basai close to the one which puffed and groaned benesth Van Rijn's
weight. Their kneestouched. "At least we have some company,” she said, knowing the remark was
moronic but driven to say anything that might drown out the wind. "Thank God theflare died away so
fedt."

"Ja, we made good time," the merchant said. "Only three days from the Lubambaru to here, that's
quicker than | forewaited. And lots of alies picked up.”

She harked back wistfully to the trek. Van Rijn had spent the time being amusing, and had succeeded
better than she would have expected. But then they arrived, and the Shanga scrambled up the mountain
onejump ahead of the Rokulela charge; the attackers withdrew, unwilling to face cannon if therewas a
chance of avoiding it; a parley was agreed on; and she couldn't imagine how it might end other thanin
blood. The Ancients might let her group go down again unhurt, as they'd promised-or might not-but,
however that went, before sundown many warriors would lie broken for the carrion fowl. Oh, yes, she
admitted to hersdlf, I'm dso afraid of what will happen to me, if | should get back dive to Esperance.
Instigating combat! Ten years, corrective detention if I'm lucky. . . unless| run away with Nick and never
see home again, never, never-But to make those glad young hunters die!

Shejerked her reins, haf minded to flee down thetrail and into the desert. The beast skittered under
her. Van Rijn caught her by the shoulder, "Cam, there, if you please," he growled. "We has got to
outbluff them upgtairs. They will be a Satan'slot harder to diddle than the barbarians was."

"Canwe?' she pleaded. "They can defend every approach. They're stocked for along siege, I'm
certain, longer than. . . than we could maintain.”

"If we bottle them for amonth, is enough. For then comesthe L eague ship.”

"But they can send for help, too. Use the heliographs.” She pointed to one of the skeletal towers
above. Itsmirror shimmered dully in the red luminance. Only at'Kean could see the others, spaced out
in severd directions across the plains and hills. "Or messengers can dip between our lines-wed be
spread so terribly thin-they could raise the whole Y agola Horde againgt us.™

"Maybe so, maybe not. We see. Now peep down and let me think."

They jogged on in silence, except for thewind. After an hour they cameto awall built acrossthe
trail. Impassable dopes of detritus Sretched on either side. The arch., way held two primitive cannon.
Four members of the city garrison poised there, torches flickering near the fuses. Guardsin leather
helmets and corselets, armed with bows and pikes, siood atop the wall. Theiron gleamed through the
shadows.

Uulobu rode forth, cocky in the respect he had newly won from the clans. "L et pass the mighty
sky-folk who have condescended to speak with your patriarchs,” he demanded.

"Hmpf!" snorted the captain of the pogt. "When have the sky-folk ever had the spirit of a gutted
yangulu?'

"They have dways had the spirit of amakovolo in arage,” Uulobu said. He ran athumb aong the
edge of hisdagger. "If you wish proof, consder who dared cage the Ancients on their own mountain.”

The warrior mane aflustered noise, collected himsalf, and stated loudly, ™Y ou may passthen, and be



safe aslong as the peace between usisnot unsaid.”

"No more fiddlydoodles there,” Van Rijn rapped. "We want by, or we take your popguns and stuff
them in aplace they do not usually go." Joyce foreboreto interpret. Nick had so many good qudities; if
only he could overcome that vulgarity! But he had had ahard life, poor thing. No one had ever redly
taken himin hand. . . . Van Rijn rode straight between the cannon and on up the path.

It debouched on abroad terrace before the city wall. Other guns frowned from the approaches. Two
score warriors paced their rounds with more discipline than was known in the Hordes. Joyce's eyes went
to the three shapes in the portal. They wore plain white robes, and fur was grizzled with age. But their
gaze was arrogant on the newcomers.

Sheheditated. "I . . . thisisthe chief scribe-" she began.

"No introduction to secretaries and office boys,” Van Rijn said. "We go straight to the boss."

Joyce moistened her lips and told them: "The head of the sky-folk demandsimmediate parley.”

"So beit," said one Ancient without tone. "But you must leave your arms here.”

Nyaronga bared histeeth. "Thereisno help for it,” Joyce reminded him. "Y ou know aswell as|, by
thelaw of the fathers, none but Ancients and warriors born in the city may go through this gate With
weapons.” Her own holster and Van Rijn'swere aready empty.

She could amost see the heart sink in the Rokulela, and remembered what the Earthman had said
about ingtinct. Disarming at'Kelan was a symbolic emasculation. They put abold face onit, clattering
their implements down and dismounting to stride With tiff backs at Van Rijn's hedls. But she noticed
how their eyes flickered about, like those of trapped animals, when they passed the gateway.

Kusulongo the City rose in square tiers, black and massive under the watchtowers. The streets were
narrow guits twisting between, full of wind and the noise of hammering from the metalsmiths quarters.
Dwellers by hirthright stood aside as the barbarians passed, drawing their robes about' them asif to
avoid contact. The three councillors said no word; stillnessfell everywhere as they walked deeper into
the citadel, until Joyce wanted to scream.

At themiddie of the city stood ablock full twenty meters high, Windowless, only the door and the
ventholes opening to air. Guards hoisted their swords and hissed in saute as the hierarchs went through
the entrance. Joyce heard asmall groan a her back. The Rokulelafollowed the humansinsde, down a
winding hdl, but she didn't think they would be of much use. Thetorchlit cave at the end was cleverly
designed to sap ahunter's nerve.

Six white-robed oldsters were seated on asemicircular dais. The wall behind them carried amosaic,
vivid even in thisfluttering dimness, of the sun asit flared. Nyaronga's breath sucked between histeeth.
He had just been reminded of the Ancients power. True, Joyce told herself, he knew the humans could
take over the same functions. But immemorid habit is not easily broken.

Their guides sat down too. The newcomers remained standing. Silence thickened. Joyce swallowed
severd timesand said, "I speak for Nicholas van Rijn, patriarch of the sky-folk, who has leagued himsdlf
with the Rokulela clans. We come to demand justice.”

"Herethereisjudtice,” th~ gaunt mae at the center of the daisreplied. "1, Olubas son Akulo,
Ancient-born, chief in council, speak for Kusulongo the City. Why have you borne a spear againgt us?'
"Hal" snorted Van Rijn when it had been conveyed to him. "Ask that old hippopotamus why he

darted thesetroublesin thefirst place.” .

"Y ou mean hypocrite," Joyce said automaticaly.

"I mean what | mean. Come on, now. | know very well why he has, but let us hear what ways he
coversup.”

Joyce put the question. Akulo curled histendrils, agesture of skepticism, and murmured, "Thisis
strange. Never have the Ancients taken part in quarrels below the mountains. When you attacked the
Shanga, we gave them refuge, but such isold custom. Wewill gladly hear your dispute with them and
arrange afar settlement, but thisis no fight of ours"

Joyce anticipated Van Rijn by snapping in an upsurge of indignation. "They blew down our walls.
Who could have supplied them the means but yourselves?

"Ah, yes." Akulo stroked hiswhiskers. "I understand your thinking, sky-female. It isvery naturd.



WEéll, asthis council intended to explain should other carriers of your people arrive heredld accuse us,
we do s fireworks for magic and cel ébration. The Shanga bought alarge quantity from us. We did not
ask why. No rule controls how much may be bought at atime. They must have emptied the powder out
themsdves, to use againgt you."

"What's he say?' Van Rijn demanded. .

Joyce explained. Nyaronga muttered-it took courage with the Ancients listening-"No doubt the
Shanga pridefathers will support that tale. An untruth isalow price for weaponslike yours.”

"What wesapons speak you of 7' acouncillor interrupted.

"The arsend the sky-folk had, which the Shanga captured for use against my own Horde," Nyaronga
spat. His mouth curled upward. "So much for the disinterestedness of the Ancients.”

"But-No!" Akulo leaned forward, hisvoice not quite as smooth as before. "It istrue that Kusulongo
the City did nothing to discourage an assault on the sky-ones camp. They are weak and
bloodless-legitimate prey. More, they were causing unrest among the clans, unQermining the ways of the
fathers"

"Ways off which Kusulongo the City grew fat," Joyce put in.

Akulo scowled at her but continued addressing Nyaronga. "By thelr attack, the Shangadid win arich
plunder of metd. They will have many good knives. But that is not enough addition to their power that
they could ever invade new lands when desperation does not lash them. We thought of that too, here on
the mountain, and did not wish tQ seeit happen. The concern of the Ancients was ever to preserve a
fitting balance of things. If the sky-folk went away, that balance would actudly be restored which they
endangered. A little extrametd in Y agolahands would not upset it anew. The sky-folk were never seen
to carry any but afew hand-weapons. Those they took with them when they fle.d. There never wasan
armory in the domefor the Shangato seize. Y our fear wasfor nothing, you Rokulla.”

Joyce had been trandating for Van Rijn sotto voce. He nodded. "Hokay. Now tell them what | said
you should.”

I've gone too far to retreat, she redized desolately. "But we did have wegponsin reservel” she
blurted. "Many of them, hundreds, whole boxesfull, that we did not get a chance to use before the attack
drove usoutside.

Silence. cracked down. The councillors stared at her in horror. Torch flamesjumped and shadows
chased each other across the walls. The Rokulela chiefs watched with astem satisfaction that put some
self-confidence back into them.

Finaly Akulo stuttered, "'B-b-but you said-1 asked you once mysdlf, and you denied having-having
morethan afew. . ."

"Naturdly," Joyce sad, "we kept our main strength in reserve, unreveded.”

"The Shanga reported nothing of thissort.”

"Would you expect them to?" Joyce let that Sink in before she went on. "Nor will you find the cache if
you search the oasis. They did not resst our assault with fire, so the guns cannot have beenin this
neighborhood. Most likely someone took them away at once into the Y agolalands, to be distributed
leter.”

"We shall see about this." Another Ancient clipped off thewords. "Guard!" A sentry camein through
the doorway to the entry tunnd. " Fetch the spokesman of our clan guests.”

Joyce brought Van Rijn up to date while they waited. "Goeswell so far,” the merchant said. "But next
comestheticklish part, not so much fun astickling you."

"Redly!" Shedrew hersdf up, hot in theface. "Youreimpossible.”

"No, just improbable. . . Ah, herewe go aready.”

A lean tKean in Shangagarb trod into the room. He folded his arms and glowered at the Rokulela.
"Thisis Batuzi's son Masotu,” Akulo introduced. He leaned forward, tense as his colleagues. "The
sky-folk have said you took many terrible weapons from their camp. Isthat truth?'

Masotu started. "Certainly not! There was nothing but that one emptied handgun | showed you when
you came down at dawn."

"So the Ancients were indeed in league with the Shanga,” rasped atKean in Van Rijn's party.



Briefly disconcerted, Akulo collected himsdlf and said in asted tone, "Very wel. Why should we
deny it, after dl? Kusulongo the City seeksthe good of the whole world, which IS Its own good; and
these dy strangers were bringing new ways that rotted old usage. Were they not softening you for the
invasion of their own people? What other reason had they to travel about in your lands? What other
reason could they have?Y es, this council urged the Shangato wipe them out as they deserve.”

Though her heartbest nearly drowned her words, Joyce managed to interpret for Van Rijn. The
merchant's lipsthinned. "Now they confessit to our facing,” he said. "Y et they have got to have some
story ready to fob off Earthships and make humans never want to come here again. They do not intend to
let usgo down thishill dive, | see, and talk contradictions afterwards.” But he gave her no word for the
natives.

Akulo pointed at Masotu. "Do you tdll us, then, that the sky-folk have lied and you fbund no
asend?'

"Yes." The Shangatraded stareswith Nyaronga. "Ah, your folk fretted lest we use that power to
overrun your grasdands," he deduced shrewdly. "There was no need to fear. Go back in peace and let us
finish deding withthe diens™

"We never feared,” Nyaronga corrected. Nonetheless his glance toward the humans was doubtful.

An Ancient girred impatiently on the dais. "Enough of this" he said. "Now we have dl seen ill
another case of the sky-fold brewing trouble. Cal in the guardsto day them. L et peace be said between
Shangaand al Rokulda. Send everyone home and have done.”

Joyce finished her running trandation as Akulo opened his mouth. "Botulism and bureaucratd™ Van
Rijn exploded. "Not thisfadt, little chum." He reached under the recycler tank on hisback and pulled out
hisblaster. "Please to keep ill."

No t'Kelan gtirred, though a hiss went among them. Van Rijn backed toward thewall so he could
cover the doorway aswell. "Now wetalk morefriendly,” he smiled.

"The law has been broken," Akulo sputtered.

"Likewise the truce which you said between us," Joyce answered, though no culture on this planet
regarded oathbreaking as anything but a peccadillo. She felt near fainting with relief. Not that the blaster
solved many problems. It wouldn't get them out of a city aswarm with archers and spear-casters. But-

"Quiet!" boomed Van Rijn. Echoesrang from wall to stony wall. A couple of sentriesdarted in. They
pulled up short when they saw the gun.

"Come on, join the party,” the Earthman invited. "L ots of room and energy charges for everybodies.”

To Joyce he said, "Hokay, now iswhere we find out whether we have brains enough to get out of
being heroes. Tell them that Nicholas Van Rijn has a speech to make, then talk for meas| goaong.”

Wesakly, she relayed the message. The least relaxation showed on the tigery bodies before her.
Akulo, Nyaronga, and Masotu nodded together. "L et him be heard,” the Ancient said. "Thereisadways
timeto fight afterward.”

"Good." Van Rijn'sgiant form took a step forward. He swept the blaster muzzle around in an
oratorical gesture. "Firgt, you should know | caused dl this hullabaloo mainly so we could talk. If | come
back here alone, you would have clobbered me with pointy little rocks, and that would not be so good
for any of us. Ergo, | had to comein company. Let Nyarongatell you | can fight like ahungry creditor if
needful. But maybe thereis no need thistime ha?"

Joyce passed on hiswords, sentence by sentence, and waited while the Gangu pride-father
conflrnled that humans were tough customers. Van Rijn took advantage of the generd surpriseto launch
aquick verba offensve,

"We have got this Situation. Suppose the Shangaare lying and have redlly coppered amodem
arsend. Then they can gain such power that even this city becomesaclient of theirsinstead of being
primusinter pares like before. Nie? To prevent this, acommon cause is needful between Ancients,
Rokulela, and us humans who can get bigger weaponsto stop the Y agolawhen our rescue ship comes
in*

"But we have no such booty," Masotu inssted. i

"So you say," Joyce replied. She was beginning to get: Van Rijn'sgenerd idea. .. Ancientsand



Rokulela, dare you take hisword on so weighty a matter?

Asindecision waxed on the dais, Van Rijn continued. "Now let us on the other hands suppose | am
the liar and there never was any loose zappers in the dome. Then Shanga and Ancients must keep on
working together. For my peoplée's ship that will come from our own territory, which isthe whole skyfril
of gars, they must be told some yarn about why their dome was destroyed. Everybody but me and this
cute doll here got safe away, so it will be known the Shanga did the job. Our folkswill be angry at losing
such agood chance for profit they have been working on for along time. They will blamethe Ancients as
using Shangafor pussyfoots, and maybe blow thiswhole mountain to smitherlets, unlessagood story that
Shanga corroborate in every way has been cooked beforehand to clear the Ancients. Right? Ja. Well,
then, for yearsto come, the Shanga-through them, al Y agola-must be in close touch with Kusulongo
town. And they will not take the blame for no payment at dl, will they"? So hokay, you Rokulela, how
impartia you think the Ancientswill be to you? How impartia can the Ancients be, when the Shangacan
blackmail them?Y ou need humans here to make abaance.”

Uulobu clashed histeeth together and cried, "Thisistruel™ But Joyce watched Nyaronga The chief
pondered along while, trading looks with his colleagues, before he said, "Y es, thismay well be. At leadt,
one does not wish to risk being cheated, when disputes come here for judgment. Also, the bad years
may cometo Y agolaland next, when they must move dsewhere. . . and asinglefalureto predict aflare
for us could weaken our whole country . for invason.”

Stillness stretched. Joyce's phone pickup sent her only the sputter of torches and the boom of wind
beyond the doorway. Akulo stared down Van Rijn's gun muzzle, without amove. At last he said, "You
sow discord with great skill, stranger. Do you think we can let so dangerous a one, or these pride-fathers
whom you have now madeinto firm adlies, leave here dive?"

"Ja," answered Van Rijn complacently through Joyce. "Because | did not redly stir up trouble, only
prove to your own big benefits that you can't trust each other and need human peoplesto keep order.
For see you, with humans and their weapons around, who have an interest in peace between clans and
Hordes, some Y agolawith afew guns can't accomplish anything. Or if they truly don't have guns, thereis
gtill no reason for the city to work foot in shoe with them if humans return peacefully and do not want
revenge for their dome. So either way, the right balance is restored between herders and town. Q.E.D."

"But why should the sky-folk wish to establish them~ salves here?" Akulo argued. "Isyour amto
take over the rightful functions of Kusulongo the City? No, first you must day each one of uson the
mountain!”

"Not needful,” Van Rijn said. "We make our profit other ways. | have asked out the lady here about
the facts while we was en route, and she dovetails very pretty, let metell you. Vb. .. Joyce. . . you teke
over now. | am not sure how to best get the notion across when they haven't much chemical theory.”

Her mouth fell open. "Do you mean-Nick, do you have an answer?' "Ja, ja, ja." He rubbed hishands
and beamed. "1 worked that out fine. Like follows: My own company takes over operationson tKela
Y ou Esperancers help us get started, natura, but after that you can go spend your money on some other
planet goneto seed. . . while Nicholas van Rijn takes money out of thisone.”

"What, whet are you thinking?"

"L ook, | want kungu wine, and afur trade on the sde might aso be nice to have. The clans
everywhere will bring methisstuff. | sell them ammoniaand nitrates from the nitrogen-fixing plantswe
build, in exchange. They will need thisto enrich their soils-dso they will need to: cultivate nitrogen-fixing
bacteirathe way you show them -to increase crop yields so they can buy till more ammoniaand nitrates.
Of course, what they will redlly do thisfor isto get surplus credit for buying modem gadgets.. Guns,
especid. Nobody with hunter ingtincts can resst buying guns; he will even become a part-time farmer to
doit. But aso my factorswill sell them tools and machines and stuff, what makes them dowly more
civilized theway you want them to be. On all these dedls, Solar Spice & Liquorsturns a pretty good
profit.”

"But we didn't cometo exploit them!™

Van Rijn chuckled. He reached up to twirl his mustache, clanked a hand againgt hishemet, made a
face, and said, "Maybe you Esperancers didn't, but | sure did. And don't you see, thisthey can



understand, the clans. Charity is outsde their ingtincts, but profit is not, and they will fed good at how
they swindle us on the price of wine. No more standoffishness and suspicion about humans-not when
humansis plainly come here on amoney hunt. Y ou see?'

She nodded, half dazed. They weren't going to like this on Esperance; the Commonalty looked down
from alofty mora position on the Polesotechnic League; but they weren't fanatical about it, and if this
was the only way the job could be one-Wait "The Ancients," she objected. "How will you conciliate
them? Introducing so many new e ementsis bound to destroy the basis of their whole economy.”

"Oh, | dready got that in mind. We will want plenty of native agents and clerks, smart fellowswho
keep records and expand our market territory and cetera. , That takes care of many young Ancients. . .
slly name. . . . Asfor the rest, though, maintaining the power and prestiges of the city asaunit, that we
can aso do. Remember, there are oil wellsto develop and dectrolysis plantsto build. The eectrolyzer
plantswill sell hydrogen to the ammoniaplants, and the oil-burning operation can sdll dectricity. Hokay,
50| build these oil and electrolyzer plants, turn them over to the Ancientsto run, and let the Ancients buy
them from me on along-,term mortgage. So profitable and key facilities should'suit them very well, nie?’
He stared thoughtfully into adark comer. "Um-m-m . . . do you think | can get twenty percent interest,
compounded annud, or must | haveto settle for fifteen?”

Joyce gasped awhile before she could start searching for Kusulongo phrases.

They went down the mountain toward sunset, with cheers at their back and canlpfirestwinkling
bel ow to welcome them. Somehow the view seemed brighter to Joyce than ever erenow. And there was
beauty in that illimitable westward plain, where afree folk wandered through their own lives. The next
few weeks, waiting for the ship, won't be bad at all, she thought. In fact, they should be fun.

"Ancther advantage,” V an Rijn told her smugly, "isthat making acommercia operation with profit
for everybody out of thisisamuch better guarantee the job will be continued for long enough to save the
planet. Y ou tho! 1ght your government could do it. Bah! Governmentsis dayflies. Any change of
ideology, of mood, even, and poof goes' Y OJf project. But private action, where everybody concerned
is needful to everybody el se'sincome, that's stable. Politics, they come and go, but greed goeson
forever."

"Oh, no, that can't be," she denied.

"Well, we got timein the car to argue about it, and about much dse” Van Rijn said. "'l think | canrig
alittle still to get the dcohol out of kungu. Then we put it in fruit juice and have asort of wine with our
mesdlslike human beings, by damn!"

"l ... I shouldn't, Nicky. . . that is, well, ustwo alone--"

"Youisonly young once. Y ou mean apoor old man like me has got to show you how to be young?'
Van Rijn barely suppressed aleer. "Hokay, fineby me."

Joyce looked away, flushing. She'd have to maintain astrict watch on him till the ship arrived, she
thought. And on hersdf, for that meatter.

Of course, if shedid happento relax just thelittlest bit . . . after dl, heredly wasavery interesting

person.

The Sickness
By William Tenn

William Tenn has published a number of classic sciencefiction storiesin a career that spansa
guarter of a century . . . a career that has seen him become one of the most honored men in the
field. Histomorrow is at near as that of John D. MacDonald . . . a time when men will learn to
cooperate ... or elsel

For the record, it was a Russian, Nicolai Belov, who found it and brought it back to the ship. He
found it in the course of aroutine geologica survey he was making some six miles from the ship the day
after they landed. For what it might be worth, he was driving acaterpillar jeep at thetime, acaterpillar
jeep that had been made in Detroit, U.S.A.



He radioed the ship dmost immediately. Preston O'Brien, the navigator, was in the control room at
thetime, asusud, checking his ectronic computers against adummy return course he had set up. He
took the call. Belov, of course, spokein English; O'Brien in Russan.

"OBrien," Belov said excitedly, once identification had been established. " Guess what I've found?
Martiand A whole city!"

O'Brien snapped the computer relays shut, leaned back in the bucket seat, and ran hisfingers through
his crewcut red hair. They'd had no right to, of course but somehow they'd all taken it for granted that
they were aone on the chilly, dusty, waterless planet. Finding it wasn't so gave him a sudden acute attack
of claustrophobia. 1t was likelooking up from histhesswork in an airy, slent college library to find it had
filled with takative freshmen just released from aclassin English compostion. Or that disagreedble
moment at the beginning of the expedition, back in Benares, when held come out of anightmarein which
he'd been drifting helplesdy by himsdlf in a starless black vacuum to find Kolevitch's powerful right arm
hanging down from the bunk above him and the air filled with sounds of thick Slavic snores. It wasn't just
that he was jumpy, he'd assured himsdlf; after dl, everyonewas jumpy . . . these days.

Hed never liked being crowded. Or being taken by surprise. He rubbed his hands together irritably
over the equations he'd scribbled a moment before. Of course, come to think of it, if anyone was being
crowded, it wasthe Martians. There was that.

O'Brien cleared histhroat and asked:

"LiveMartians?'

"No, of course not. How could you have live Martiansin the cupful of atmosphere this planet has |eft?
The only things divein the place are the usua lichens and maybe a desert flatworm or two, the same as
those we found near the ship. Thelast of the Martians must have died at least amillion years ago. But the
city'sintact, O'Brien, intact and dmost untouched!"

For dl hisignorance of geology, the navigator wasincredulous. "Intact? Y ou mean it hasn't been
wesgthered down to sand in amillion years?'

"Not abit,” Belov chortled. "Y ou seeit'sunderground. | saw this big doping hole and couldn't figure
it: it didn't go with the terrain. Also there was a steedy breeze blowing out of the hole, keeping the sand
from piling up insgde. So | nosed thejeep in, rode downhill for about fifty, Sxty yards—and thereit was,
agpacious, empty Martian city, looking like M oscow a thousand, ten thousand years from now. It's
beautiful, O'Brien, beautiful!™

"Don't touch anything,” O'Brien warned. Moscow! Like Moscow yet!

"You think I'm crazy? I'm just taking a couple of shotswith my Rolle. Whatever machinery is
operating that blower system is keeping the lights on; it'samost as bright as daylight down here. But what
aplace! Boulevardslike colored spider webs. Houses like—like— Tak about the Valey of the Kings,
talk about Hargppal They're nothing, nothing at al to thisfind. Y ou didn't know | was an amateur
archaeologigt, did you, O'Brien? Wdll, | am. And let metell you, Schliemann would have given his
eyes—his eyesl—for thisdiscovery! It's magnificent!"

OBrien grinned at his enthusiasm. At moments like thisyou couldn't help fedling that the Russkys
weredl right, that it would al work out—somehow. "Congratulations,” he said. " Take your pictures and
get back fadt. I'll tell Captain Ghose."

"But listen, O'Brien, that's not al. These people—these Martians—they were like usl They were
humen!™

"Human? Did you say human? Like us?'

Bday's ddighted laugh irradiated the earphones. "That's exactly theway | fdt. Amazing, isnt it? They
were human, like us. If anything, even more so. Therésapair of nude statuesin the middle of asquare
that the entrance opensinto. Phidias or Praxiteles or Michelangel o wouldn't have been ashamed of those
statues, let metdl you. And they were made back in the Pleistocene or Pliocene, when sabertooth tigers
weredill prowling the Earth!”

O'Brien grunted and switched off. He strolled to the control room porthole, one of the two that the
ship boasted, and stared out at the red desert that humped and hillocked itsalf endlesdy, repetitioudly,



until, at the furthest extremes of vision, it disgppeared in asfting, sandy mist.

Thiswas Mars. A dead planet. Dead, that is, except for the most primitive forms of vegetable and
animd life, formswhich could survive on the minute rations of water and air that their bitterly hostile
world alotted them. But once there had been men here, men like himsdlf, and Nicolai Belov. They had
had art and science aswell as, no doubt, differing philosophies. They had been here once, these men of
Mars, and were here no longer. Had they too been set a problem in coexistence—and had they failed to
Llveit?

Two space-auited figures clumped into sght from under the ship. O'Brien recognized them through
their hedmet bubbles. The shorter man was Fyodor Guranin, Chief Engineer; the other was Tom
Smathers, hisFirg Assistant. They had evidently been going over the rear jets, examining them carefully
for any damage incurred on the outward journey. In eight days, thefirst Terrestrid Expedition to Mars
would start home: every bit of equipment had to be functioning at optimum long before that.

Smathers saw O'Brien through the porthole and waved. The navigator waved back. Guranin glanced
upwards curioudy, hesitated a moment, then waved too. Now O'Brien hesitated. Hdll, thiswas silly.
Why not? Hewaved at Guranin, along, friendly, rotund wave.

Then he smiled to himsdlf. Chose should only see them now! Thetall captain would be grinning likea
lunatic out of hisaritocratic, coffee-colored face. Poor guy! He wasliving on emotiond crumbslike
these.

And that reminded him. He lft the control room and looked in at the galley where Semyon Kolevitch,
the Assistant Navigator and Chief Cook, was opening cansin preparation for their lunch. "Any idea
wherethe captainis?' heinquired in Russan.

The man glanced at him coolly, finished the can he was working on, tossed the round flat top into the
wall digposer-hole, and then replied with asuccinct English "No".

Out in the corridor again, he met Dr. Alvin Schneider on the way to the galley to work out histurn at
K.P. "Have you seen Captain Chose, Doc?

"He's down in the engine room, waiting to have a conference with Guranin,” the chubby little ship's
doctor told him. Both men spokein Russian.

O'Brien nodded and kept going. A few minutes later, he pushed open the engineroom door and came
upon Captain Sabodh Chosg, late of Benares Polytechnic Ingtitute, Benares, India, examining alarge wdl
chart of the ship'sjet system. Despite his youth—Iike every other man on the ship, Chose was under
twenty-five—the fantastic responsihilities he was carrying had ground two black holesinto the flesh under
the captain's eyes. They made him look perpetudly strained. Which he was, O'Brien reflected, and no
two ways about it.

He gave the captain Belov's message.

"Hm," Ghose sad, frowning. "I hope he has enough sense not to—" He broke off sharply ashe
redlized he had spoken in English. "I'm terribly sorry, OBrien!" he said in Russian, hiseyeslooking
darker than ever. "I've been standing here thinking about Guranin; | must have thought | wastalking to
him. Excuseme.”

"Think nothing of it," O'Brien murmured. "It was my pleasure.”

Ghose smiled, then turned it off abruptly. "I better not let it happen again. As| was saying, | hope
Bedov has enough senseto control his curiogity and not touch anything.”

"He said he wouldn't. Don't worry, captain. Belov isabright boy. He'slike therest of us, weredl
bright boys." "An operating city likethat" the tall Indian brooded.

"There might be life there gtill—he might set off an darm and start up something unimaginable. For all
we know, there might be automatic armament in the place, bombs, anything. Belov could get himself
blown up, and ustoo. There might be enough in that one city to blow up dl of Mars."

"Oh, | don't know about that,” O'Brien suggested. "I think that's going alittletoo far. | think you have
bombs on the brain, Captain.”

Chose gtared at him soberly. "I have, Mr. O'Brien. That'safact."

OBrien fdt himsdf blushing. To change the subject, he said, "I’ d like to borrow Smathersfor a
couple of hours. The computers seem to be working fine, but | want to spot-check a couple of circuits,



just for thehdl of it."

"I'll ask Guranin if he can spare him. Y ou can't use your assstant?

The navigator grimaced. "Kolevitch isn't half the eectronics man that Smathersis. He'sadamn good
mathematician, but not much more.”

Chose studied him, asif trying to decide whether or not that was the only obstacle. "'l suppose so. But
that reminds me. I'm going to have to ask you to remain in the ship until welift for Earth.”

"Oh, no, Captain! I'd liketo stretch my legs. And I've as much right as anyone to—to walk the
surface of another world." His phraseology made O'Brien abit self-conscious, but damn it, he reflected,
he hadn't come forty million miles just to look at the place through portholes.

"Y ou can gtretch your legsinsde the ship. Y ou know and | know that walking around in a space-suit
isno particularly pleasant exercise. And asfor being on the surface of another world, you've dready
donethat, O'Brien, yesterday, in the ceremony where we laid down the marker."

O'Brien glanced past him to the engine-room porthole. Through it, he could see the smdl white
pyramid they had planted outside. On each of its three Sides was the same message in adifferent
language: English, Russian, Hindustani. First Terrestrid Expedition to Mars. In the Name of Human Life.

Cutetouch, that. And typically Indian. But pathetic. Like everything € se about this expedition, plain
pathetic.

"You'retoo vauableto risk, O'Brien," Ghose was explaining. "We found that out on the way here.
No human brain can extemporize suddenly necessary course changes with the speed and accuracy of
those computers. And, since you helped design them, no one can handle those computers as well as youl.
So my order stands.”

"Oh, come now, it's not that bad: you'd dways have Kolevitch."

"Asyou remarked just amoment ago, Semyon Kolevitch isn't enough of an eectronic technician. If
anything went wrong with the computers, wed have to cal in Smathers and use the two of themin
tandem—not the mogt efficient working arrangement thereis. And | suspect that Smathers plus Kolevitch
still would not quite equa Preston O'Brien. No, I'm sorry, but I'm afraid we can't take chances. you're
too close to being indispensable.”

"All right,” O'Brien said softly. "The order sands. But alow me asmal disagreement, Captain. You
know and | know that there's only one indispensable man aboard thisship. And it isn't me."

Ghose grunted and turned away. Guranin and Smathers camein, having shed their space suitsin the
arlock at the belly of the craft. The captain and the chief engineer had abrief English colloquy, at theend
of which, with only the barest resistance, Guranin agreed to lend Smathersto O'Brien.

"But I'll need him back by three a the latest.”

"You'll have him," O'Brien promised in Russian and led Smathers out. Behind him, Guranin began to
discuss engine repair problems with the captain.

"I'm surprised he didn't make you fill out arequisition for me," Smathers commented. "What the hell
does hethink | am anyway, a Siberian dave laborer?”

"He's got his own departmenta worries, Tom. And for God's sake, talk Russian. Suppose the captain
or one of the Ivans overheard you? Y ou want to start trouble at this late date?"

"l wasn't being fancy, Pres. | just forgot.”

It was easy to forget, O'Brien knew. Why in the world hadn't the Indian government been willing to let
al saven Americans and seven Russians learn Hindustani so that the expedition could operate under a
mutua language, the language of their captain? Although, cometo think of it, Ghose's native language was
Bengdli... .

He knew why, though, the Indians had ins sted on adding these specific languagesto the a'eady
difficult curriculum of the expedition’'straining program. Theidea probably wasthat if the Russians spoke
English to each other and to the Americans, while the Americans spoke and replied in Russan, the whole
affair might achieve something useful in the ship'smicrocosm even if it falled initslarger and politica
macrocosmic objectives. And then, having returned to Earth and |eft the ship, each of them would
continue to spread in his own country the ideas of amity and cooperation for surviva acquired on the



journey.

Along that line, anyway. It was pretty—and pathetic. But wasit any more pathetic than the state of
the world at the present moment? Something had to be done, and done fast. At least the Indianswere
trying. They didn't just St up nightswith the magic figure Six dancing horrendous petterns before their
eyes: 39X, 9x bombs, six of the latest cobalt bombs and absolutely no more life on Earth.

It was public knowledge that America had at least nine such bombs stockpiled, that Russia had seven,
Britain four, Chinatwo, that there were at least five more individual bombsin existence in the armories of
five proud and sovereign states. What these bombs could do had been demonstrated conclusively in the
new proving grounds that Americaand Russia used on the dark side of the moon.

Six. Only six bombs could do for the entire planet. Everyone knew that, and knew that if therewerea
war these bombs would be used, sooner or later, by the side that was going down to defeet, by the side
that was looking forward grimly to occupation by the enemy, to war crimestriasfor their leaders.

And everyone knew that there was going to be awar.

Decade after decade it had held off, but decade after decade it had crept irresstibly closer. It waslike
aperssent, lingering disease that the patient battles with ever-diminishing strength, staring at his
thermometer with despair, hearing his own labored bresthing with growing horror, until it finaly
overwhems him and killshim. Every crisis was surmounted somehow—and wasfollowed by adight
change for theworse. International conferences followed by new dliances followed by more international
conferences, and ever war came closer, closer.

It was amost here now. It had amost come three years ago, over Madagascar, of dl places, but a
miracle had staved it off. It had dmost come last year, over territorid rightsto the dark side of the moon,
but asuper-miracle, in the form of last-minute arbitration by the government of India, had again
prevented it. But now the world was definitely on the verge. Two months, six months, ayear—it would
come. Everyone knew it. Everyone waited for extinction, wondering jerkily, when they had time, why
they did no more than wait, why it had to be. But they knew it had to be.

In the midst of this, with both the Soviet Union and the United States of Americagoing ahead
full-blast with rocket research and space travel techniques—to the end that when the time came for the
bombsto be delivered, they would be ddivered with the maximum efficiency and dispatch—in the midst
of this, Indiamade her proposa public. Let the two opposing giants cooperate in aventure which both
were projecting, and in which each could use the other's knowledge. One had adight edgein
already-achieved space travel, the other was known to have developed adightly better atomic-powered
rocket. Let them pool their resources for an expedition to Mars, under an Indian captain and under
Indian auspices, in the name of humanity asawhole. And let the world find out once and for al which
side refused to cooperate.

It wasimpossible to refuse, given the nature of the proposition and the peculiarly perfect timing. So
here they were, O'Brien decided; they had made it to Mars and would probably make it hack. But, while
they might have proven much, they had prevented nothing. The spastic political Stuation was dill the
same; theworld would gtill be a war within the year. The men on this ship knew that aswell, or better,

than anybody.

Asthey passed the air lock, on the way to the control room, they saw Belov squeezing hisway out of
his space suit. He hurried over clumslly, hopping out of the lower section as he came. "What adiscovery,
eh?" he boomed. "The second day and in the middle of the desert. Wait till you see my pictures”

"Il look forward to it," O'Brien told him. "Meanwhile you better run down to the engine room and
report to the captain. He's afraid that you might have pressed a button that closed a circuit that started up
amechinethat will blow up al of Marsright out from under us.

The Russian gave them awide, dightly gap-toothed smile. "Ghose and his planetary explosions.” He
patted the top of his head lightly and shook it uneasily from sideto side.

"What's the matter? O'Brien asked.

"Alittle headache. It started afew seconds ago. | must have spent too much time in that space suit.”

"| just spent twice as much timein agpace suit asyou did,” Smathers said, poking around abstractedly



at the gear that Belov had dropped, "and | don't have a headache. Maybe we make better headsin
America”

"Tom!" O'Brien yelped. "For God's sake!"

Bdov'slips had come together in whitening union. Then he shrugged. " Chess, O'Brien? After lunch?'

"Sure. And, if youreinterested, I'm willing to walk right into afried liver. | ill ing<t that black can
hold and win."

“It'syour funera," Belov chuckled and went on to the engine room gently massaging his heed.

When they were dlone in the control room and Smathers had begun to dismantle the computer bank,
O'Brien shut the door and said angrily, "That was adamned dangerous, uncaled-for crack you made,
Tom! And it was about asfunny asadeclaration of war!"

"l know. But Belov getsunder my skin."

"Belov? He's the most decent Russky on board.”

The second assi stant engineer unscrewed a Side pandl and squatted down beside it. " To you maybe.
But hesawaystaking acut a me."

"How?"

"Oh, dl sorts of ways. Take this chess business. Whenever | ask him for agame, he sayshewon't
play me unless| accept odds of aqueen. And then he laughs—you know, that dimy laugh of his.”

"Check that connection at the top,” the navigator warned. "Wdll, look, Tom, Belov is pretty good. He
placed seventh in the last Moscow Didrict tournament, playing againgt ahatful of mastersand
grandmasters. That's good going in a country where they fedl about chess the way we do about baseball
and football combined.”

"Oh, | know he's good. But I’'m not that bad. Not queen odds. A queen!”

"Areyou sureit isn't something ese? Y ou seem to didike him an awful lot, considering your
moativaions”

Smathers paused for amoment to examine atube. "And you," he said without looking up. ™Y ou seem
to like him an awful lot, consdering your mativations."

On the verge of anger, O'Brien suddenly remembered something and shut up. After al, it could be
anyone. It could be Smathers.

Just before they'd | eft the United States to join the Russiansin Benares they'd had alast, ultra-secret
briefing sesson with Military Intelligence. There had been areview of the ddicacy of the Situation they
were entering and its dangerous potentidities. On the one hand, it was necessary that the United States
not be at al backward about the Indian suggestion, that before the eyes of the world it enter upon this
joint scientific expedition with at least as much enthusiasm and cooperativeness as the Russians. On the
other, it was equally important, possbly even more important, that the future enemy should not usethis
pooling of knowledge and skillsto gain an advantage that might prove conclusive, like taking over the
ship, say, on the return trip, and landing it in Baku instead of Benares.

Therefore, they weretold, one among them had recelved training and acommission in the Military
Intelligence Corps of theU. S. Army. Hisidentity would remain asecret until such time as he decided
that the Russians were about to pull something. Then he would announce himsalf with aspecia code
sentence and from that time on all Americans on board were to act under his orders and not Ghose's,
Failure to do so would be adjudged prima face evidence of treason.

And the code sentence? Preston O'Brien had to grin as he remembered it. It was: "Fort Sumter has
been fired upon.”

But what happened after one of them stood up and uttered that sentence would not be at al funny... .

He was certain that the Russians had such aman, too. As certain asthat Ghose suspected both
groups of relying on thiskind of insurance, to the serious detriment of the captain's aready-difficult deep.
What kind of a code sentence would the Russians use? "Fort Kronstadt has been fired upon?' No,

more likely, "Workers of the world unite!" Y es, no doubt about it, it could get very jolly, if someone
made ared wrong move.
The American M1 officer could be Smathers. Especidly after that last crack of his. O'Brien decided



he'd be far better off not replying to it. These days, everyone had to be very careful, and the menin this
ship werein aspecid category.

Although he knew what was egting Smathers. The same thing, in agenera sense, that made Belov so
eager to play chesswith the navigator, aplayer of acdiber that, back on Earth, wouldn't have been
consdered worthy to enter the same tournament with him.

O'Brien had the highest 1.Q. on the ship. Nothing specia, not one spectacularly above anyone e <g's.
It wasjust that in ashipful of brilliant young men chosen from the thick cream of their respective nation's
scientific elite, someone had to have an I.Q. higher than the rest. And that man happened to be Preston
OBrien.

But O'Brien was an American. And everything reative to the preparation for thistrip had been
worked out in high-level conferences with a degree of diplomatic finagling and behind-the-scenes
maneuvering usualy associated with the drawing of boundary lines of the greatest strategica significance.
So thelowest 1.Q. on the ship aso had to be an American.

And that was Tom Smathers, second assistant engineer. Again, nothing very bad, only apoint or two
below that of the next highest man. And redlly quite athumpingly high 1.Q. initself.

But they had dl lived together for along time before the ship lifted from Benares. They had learned a
lot about each other, both from persona contact and official records, for how did anyone know what
piece of information about a shipmate would ward off disaster in the kind of incredible, unforeseeable
crisesthey might be plunging into?

So Nicolai Belov, who had atalent for chess as natural and as massive as the one Sarah Bernhardt
had for the theater, got a special and ever-renewing pleasure out of beating aman who had barely made
the college team. And Tom Smathers nursed a constant fedling of inferiority that was ready to grow into
adult, belligerent status on any pretext it could find.

It wasridiculous, O'Brien felt. But then, he couldn't know: he had thelong end of the stick. It was
easy, far him.

Ridiculous? Asridiculous as Six cobalt bombs. One, two, three, four, five, sx—and boom!

Maybe, he thought, maybe the answer was that they were aridiculous species. Well. They would
soon be gone, gone with the dinosaurs.

And the Martians,

"l can't wait to get alook at those pictures Belov took," he told Smathers, trying to change the subject
to aneutra, non-argumentative level. "1magine human beings walking around on thisblob of desert,
building cities, making love, investigating scientific phenomena—amillion yearsago!”

The second assistant engineer, wrist degp in atangle of wiring, merdy grunted asasign that he
refused to let hisimagination get into the bad company that he consdered al matters connected with
Beov.

OBrien persgted. "Where did they go—the Martians, | mean? If they were that advanced, that long
ago, they must have devel oped space travel and found some more desirable red estateto live on. Do
you think they visted Earth, Tom?"

"Yeah. And they'redl buried in Red Square.”

Y ou couldn't do anything against that much bad temper, O'Brien decided; he might aswell drop it.
Smatherswas till smarting over Belov's eagernessto play the navigator on even terms.

But dl the same, he kept looking forward to the photographs. And when they went down to lunch, in
the big room at the center of the ship, that served as combinaton dormitory, mess hdl, recreation room,
and storage area, the first man he looked for was Belov.

Belov wasn't there.

"He's up in the hospital room with the doctor,” Layatinsky, histablemate, said heavily, gravely. "He
doesn't fed wdll. Schneider'sexamining him."

"That headache get worse?”

Layatinsky nodded. "A lot worse—and fast. And then he got painsin hisjoints. Feverish too. Guranin
saysit sounds like meningitis”



"Ouch!" Living as closdy together asthey did, something like meningitis would spread through their
rankslike ink through ablotter. Although, Guranin was an engineer, not adoctor. What did be know
about it, where did he come off making adiagnoss?

And then O'Brien noticed it. The mess-hdl was unusudly quiet, the men eating with their eyes on their
plates as Kolevitch dished out the food—allittle sullenly, true, but that was probably because after
preparing the meal, he was annoyed at having to serveit, too, since the K.P. for lunch, Dr. Alvin
Schneider, had abruptly been called to more pressing business.

But whereas the Americans were merdly quiet, the Russanswere funered. Their faces were as set
and strained asif they were waiting to be shot. They were dl breathing heavily, the kind of dow, snorting
breaths that go with great worry over extremely difficult problems.

Of course. If Belov wereredly sick, if Belov went out of action, that put them at a serious
disadvantage relaive to the Americans. It cut their strength almost fifteen per cent. In case of ared razzle
between the two groups .. .

Therefore, Guranin's amateur diagnoss should be read as a determined attempt at optimism. Yes,
optimism! If it was meningitis and thus highly contagious, otherswerelikdly to pick it up, and those others
could just aswell be Americans as Russians. That way, the imbalance could be redressed.

O'Brien shivered. What kind of lunacy—

But then, heredized, if it had been an American, instead of a Russian, who had been taken red sick
and was up therein the hogpital at the moment, his mind would have been running aong the same track
as Guranin's. Meningitis would have seemed like something to hope for desperately.

Captain Chose climbed down into the mess hdll. His eyes seemed darker and smaller than ever.

"Listen, men. As soon as you've finished egting, report up to the control room which, until further
notice, will serve as an annex to the hospitd.."

"What for, Captain?' someone asked. "What do we report for?"

"Precautionary injections.”

There was aslence. Chose started out of the place. Then the chief engineer cleared histhroat.

"How isBdov?'

The captain paused for amoment, without turning around. "We don't know yet. And if you're going to
ask me what's the matter with him, we don't know that yet either.”

They waited in along, slent, thoughtful line outside the control room, entering and leaving it one by
one. O'Brien'sturn came.

Hewalked in, baring hisright arm, as he had been ordered. At the far end, Ghose was staring out of
the porthole asif he were waiting for ardief expedition to arrive. The navigation desk was covered with
cotton swabs, beakersfilled with acohol, and smal bottles of cloudy fluid.

"What's this stuff, Doc?" O'Brien asked when the injection had been completed and he was dlowed
to roll down hisdeeve.

"Duoplexin. The new antibiotic that the Austrdians devel oped last year. Its therapeutic value hasn't
been completely vaidated, but it's the closest thing to agenerd cure-al that medicing's come up with. |
hate to use anything so questionable, but before we lifted from Benares, | wastold to shoot you fellows
full of itif any off-beat symptoms showed up.”

"Guranin saysit soundslike meningitis" the navigator suggested.

"It isnt meningitis”

O'Brien waited amoment, but the doctor wasfilling anew hypodermic and seemed indisposed to
comment further. He addressed Ghose's back. ""How about those pictures that Belov took? They been
developed yet? I'd like to seethem.”

The captain turned away from the porthole and walked around the control room with his hands
clasped behind hisback. "All of Bdlov'sgear." hesaid inalow voice, "isunder quarantinein the hospita
along with Belov. Those are the doctor's orders.”

"Oh. Too bad." O'Brien felt he should leave, but curiosity kept him talking. There was something these
men were worried about that was bigger even than the fear niggling the Russians. "Hetold me over the
radio that the Martians had been distinctly humanoid. Amazing, isn't it? Talk about parallel evolution!™



Schneider set the hypodermic down carefully. "Pardld evolution,” he muttered. "Parald evolution and
parald pathology. Although it doesn't seem to act quite like any terrestrid bug. Paraldl susceptibility,
though. That you could say definitely.”

"Y ou mean you think Belov has picked up a Martian disease?' O'Brien et the concept careen through
hismind. "But that city was o old. No germ could survive anywhere near that long!"

Thelittle doctor thumped his small paunch decisively. "We have no reason to bdieveit couldn't. Some
germswe know of on Earth might be able to. As spores—in any one of anumber of ways."

"But if Bdov—"

"That's enough,” the captain said. "Doctor, you shouldn't think out loud. Keep your mouth shut about
this, O'Brien, until we decide to make agenera announcement. Next man!" he called.

Tom Smatherscamein. "Hey, Doc," hesaid, "I don't know if thisisimportant, but I've begun to
generate the lousiest headache of my entirelife.”

The other three men stared at each other. Then Schneider plucked a thermometer out of his breast
pocket and put it into Smathers's mouth, whispering an indistinct curse as he did so. O'Brien took a deep
bresth and | eft.

They were dl told to assemble in the mess hall-dormitory that night. Schneider, looking tired, mounted
atable, wiped his hands on hisjumper, and sad:

"Hereitis, men. Nicola Belov and Tom Smathers are down sick, Belov serioudy. The symptoms
seem to begin with amild headache and temperature which rapidly grow worse and, asthey do, are
accompanied by severe painsin the back and joints. That'sthefirst Sage. Smathersisin that right now.
Bdov—"

Nobody said anything. They sat around in various relaxed positions watching the doctor. Guranin and
Layatinsky werelooking up from their chess board asif some relatively unimportant comments were
being made that, perforce, just had to be treated, for the sake of courtesy, as of more significance than
theroya game. But when Guranin shifted his ebow and knocked hisking over, neither of them bothered
to pick it up.

"Belov," Dr. Alvin Schneider went on after abit, "Belov isin the second stage. Thisis characterized
by aweirdly fluctuating temperature, delirium, and asubstantial loss of coordination—pointing, of course,
to an attack on the nervous system. Theloss of coordination is so acute asto affect even peristasis,
making intravenous feeding necessary. One of the thingswe will do tonight isgo through a
demonstration-lecture of intravenous feeding, so that any of you will be able to take care of the patients.
Jugtin case”

Across the room, O'Brien saw Hopkins, the radio and communications man, make the silent
mouth-movement of "Wow!"

"Now asto what they're suffering from. | don't know, and that about sumsit up. I'mfairly certain
though that it isn't aterrestriad disease, if only because it seemsto have one of the shortest incubation
periods I've ever encountered aswell asafantasticaly rapid development. | think it's something that
Belov caught in that Martian city and brought back to the ship. | have no ideaiif it'sfata and to what
degree, athough it's sound procedure in such a case to expect the worst. The only hope | can hold out at
the moment isthat the two men who are down with it exhibited symptoms before | had a chance tofill
them full of duoplexin. Everyone e'se on the ship—including me—has now had a precautionary injection.
That'sal. Arethere any questions?’

There were no questions.

"All right,” Dr. Schneider said. "1 want to warn you, though | hardly think it's necessary under the
circumstances, that any man who experiences any kind of a headache—any kind of a headache—isto
report immediately for hospitdization and quarantine. We're obvioudy deding with something highly
infectious. Now if you'll dl movein alittle closer, I'll demondgtrate intravenous feeding on Captain Ghose.
Captain, if you please.”

He glanced around the room, looking unhappy.

When the demondtiration was over and they had proved their proficiency, to his satisfaction, on each



other, he put together dl the thingsthat smelled pungently of antiseptic and said, "Waell, now that's taken
care of. We're covered, in case of emergency. Get agood night's deep.”

Then he started out. And stopped. He looked around and |ooked carefully from man to man.
"OBrien," hesad a last. "Y ou come up with me."

Wall, a least, the navigator thought, as he followed, at least it's even now. One Russian and one
American. If only it stayed that way!

Schneider glanced in at the hospital and nodded to himself. " Smothers," he commented. "He's reached
the second stage. Fastest-acting damn bug ever. Probably finds us excellent hosts."”

"Any ideawhat it'slike?' O'Brien asked, finding, to his surprise, that he was having trouble catching
up to thelittle doctor.

"Uh-uh. | spent two hours with the microscope this afternoon. Not asign. | prepared alot of dides,
blood, spind fluid, sputum, and I've got ashelf of sPecimen Tarsdl filled up. They'll comein handy for
Earthsde doctorsif ever we— Oh, well. You seg, it could be afilterable virus, it could be abacillus
requiring some specid stain to make it visible, anything. But the most he was hoping for was to detect
it—wed never have the time to develop aremedy.”

He entered the control room, still well ahead of the taller man, stood to one side, and, once the other
had comein, locked the door. O'Brien found his actions puzzling.

"l can't seewhy you're feeling so hopeless, doe. We have those white mice down below that were
intended for testing purposes if Marsturned out to have half an atmosphere after dll. Couldn't you use
them as experimental animals and try to work up avaccine?'

The doctor chuckled without turning hislipsup into asmile. "In twenty-four hours. Likein the movies.
No, and evenif | intended to takeawhirl &t it, which | did, it's out of the question now."

"What do you mean—now?"

Schneider sat down carefully and put his medical equipment on the desk beside him. Then he grinned.
"Got an aspirin, Pres?!

Automaticaly, O'Brien's hand went into the pocket of hisjumper. "No, but | think that—" Then he
understood. A wet towd unrolled in hisabdomen. "When did it start?' he inquired softly.

"It must have started near the end of the lecture, but | wastoo busy to noticeit. | first felt it just as|
wasleaving themess hall. A real ear splitter at the moment. No, keep away!" he shouted, as O'Brien
started forward sympathetic-ally. "This probably won't do any good, but at least keep your distance.
Maybeit will giveyou alittle extratime.”

"Should | get the captain?

"If | needed him, I'd have asked him adong. I'll be turning myself into the hospita in afew minutes. |
just wanted to transfer my authority to you."

"Y our authority? Are you the—the—a'

Doctor Alvin Schneider nodded. He went on—in English. "I'm the American Military Intelligence
officer. Was, | should say. From now on, you are. Look, Pres, | don't have much time. All | cantell you
isthis. Assuming that werre not al dead within aweek, and assuming that it is decided to attempt areturn
to Earth with the consequent risk of infecting the entire planet (something which, by theway, | personaly
would not recommend from where | Sit), you are to keep your status as secret as| kept mine, and in the
event it becomes necessary to tangle with the Russians, you are to reved yourself with the code sentence
you dready know."

"Fort Sumter has been fired upon,” O'Brien said dowly. Hewas gtill assmilating the fact that
Schneider had been the M1 officer, Of course, he had known all dong that it could have been any one of
the seven Americans. But Schneider!

"Right. If you then get control of the ship, you areto try to land her at White Sands, Cdifornia, where
weadl got our preiminary training. Y ou will explain to the authorities how | cameto transfer authority to
you. That's about al, except for two things. If you get sick, you'll have to use your own judgment about
who to pass the scepter to—I prefer not to go any further than you at the moment. And—I could very
eadly be wrong—hut it's my persond opinion, for whatever it may be worth, that my opposite number
among the Russansis Fyodor Guranin.”



"Check." And then full redlization came to O'Brien. "But, doc, you said you gave yoursdlf a shot of
duoplexin. Doesn't that mean—"

Schneider rose and rubbed hisforehead with hisfist. "I'm afraid it does. That'swhy thiswhole
ceremony is more than alittle meaningless. But | had the responsibility to discharge. I’ ve discharged it.
Now, if you will excuse me, | think I'd better lie down. Good luck."

On hisway to report Schneider'sillnessto the captain, O'Brien cameto redlize bow the Russians had
felt earlier that day. There were now five Americansto Six Russians. That could be bad. And the
respongbility was his.

But with his hand on the door to the captain's room, he shrugged. Fat lot of difference it made! Asthe
plump little man had said: "Assuming that we're not al dead within aweek...."

Thefact wasthat the politica setup on Earth, with dl of itsimplicationsfor two billion people, no
longer had very many implications for them. They couldn't risk spreading the disease on Earth, and unless
they got back there, they had very little chance of finding acurefor it. They were chained to an dien
planet, waiting to be knocked off, one by one, by asickness which had claimed itslast victims athousand
thousand years ago.

Still—he didn't like being amember of aminority.

By morning, he wasn't. During the night, two more Russians had come down with what they were dl
now refering to as Belov's Disease. That |ft five Americans to four Russians—except that by that time,
they had ceased to count headsin national terms.

Ghose suggested that they change the room serving as mess hall and dormitory into a hospital and that
al the hedlthy men bunk out in the engine room. He also had Guranin rig up aradiation chamber just in
front of the engine room.

"All men serving as attendants in the hospital will wear space suits,” he ordered. "Before they reenter
the engine room, they will subject the space suit to aradiation bath of maximum intengity. Then and only
then will they join therest of us and remove the suit. It's not much, and | think any germ asvirulent asthis
one seemsto be won't be stopped by such precautions, but at least we're ill making fighting motions.”

"Captain,” O'Brien inquired, "what about trying to get in touch with Earth someway or other? At least
to tell them what's hitting us, for the guidance of future expeditions. | know we don't have aradio
transmitter powerful enough to operate at such adistance, but couldn't we work out arocket device that
would carry amessage and might have a chance of being poked up?

"I've thought of that. It would be very difficult, but granted that we could do it, do you have any way
of ensuring that we wouldn't send the contagion along with the message? And, given the conditionson
Earth at the moment, | don't think we have to worry about the possibility of another expedition if we
don't get back. Y ou know aswell as| that within eight or nine months at the most—" The captain broke
off. "l seem to have adight headache," he said mildly.

Even the men who had been working hard in the hospital and were now lying down got to their feet at
this

"Areyou sure?' Guranin asked him desperatdly. "Couldn't it just bea—"

"I'm sure. Wdll, it had to happen, sooner or later. | think you al know your dutiesin this Stuation and
will work together well enough. And you're each one capable of running the show. So. In case the matter
comes up, in case of any issue that involves acommand decision, the captain will be that one among you
whose last name starts with the lowest | etter dphabeticaly. Try to livein peace—for asmuch time asyou
may have left. Good-bye."

He turned and walked out of the engine room and into the hospital, athin, dark-skinned man on
whose head weariness sat like acrown.

By supper-time, that evening, only two men had till not hospitalized themselves: Preston O'Brien and
Semyon Kolevitch. They went through the minutiae of intravenous feeding, of cleaning the patients and
keeping them comfortable, with dullness and gpathy.

It was just a matter of time. And when they were gone, there would be no one to take care of them.



All the same, they performed their work diligently, and carefully irradiated their Space suits before
returning to the engine room. When Belov and Smathers entered Stage Three, complete coma, the
navigator made a descriptive note of it in Dr. Schneider's medical log, under the column of temperature
readings that looked like stock market quotations on avery uncertain day in Wall Street.

They ate supper together in slence. They had never liked each other and being limited to each other's
company seemed to deepen that didike.

After supper, O'Brien watched the Martian moons, Deimos and Phobos, rise and set in the black sky
through the engine room porthole. Behind him, Kolevitch read Pushkin until he fell adeep.

The next morning, O'Brien found K olevitch occupying abed in the hospita . The assistant navigator
was dready delirious.

"And then therewas one," Preston O'Brien said to himsdlf. "Where do we go from here, boys, where
do we go from here?!

Ashewent about histasks as orderly, he began talking to himself alot. What the hell, it was better
than nothing. 1t enabled him to forget that he was the only consciousintellect at large on thisred
dust-storm of aworld. It enabled him to forget that he would shortly be dead. It enabled him, in arather
lunatic way, to stay sane.

Becausethiswasit. Thiswasredly it. The ship had been planned for acrew of fifteen men. Inan
emergency, it could be operated by as few asfive. Conceivably, two or three men, running about like
crazy and being incredibly ingenious, could take it back to Earth and crash-land it somehow. But one
man ...

Evenif hisluck held out and he didn't come down with Belov's Disease, he was on Marsfor keeps.
Hewas on Marsuntil hisfood ran out and hisair ran out and the spaceship became arusting coffin
around him. And if he did devel op a headache, well, the inevitable end would come so much the fagter.

Thiswasit. And there was nothing he could do about it.

He wandered about the ship, suddenly enormous and empty. He had grown up on aranch in northern
Montana, Preston O'Brien had, and he'd never liked being crowded. The back-to-back conditions that
space travel made necessary had awaysirritated him like a pebble in the shoe, but he found thiskind of
immensg, ultimate londliness dmost overpowering. When he took anap, he found himself dreaming of
crowded stands at a World Series baseball game, of the swesating, soggy mob during a subway rush-hour
in New Y ork. When he awoke, the londiness hit him again.

Just to keep himself from going crazy, he set himsdf little tasks. He wrote abrief history of their
expedition for some wholly hypothetical popular magazine; he worked out a dozen or so return courses
with the computersin the control room; he went through the Russians persona belongingsto find out just
for curiogity's sake, sinceit could no longer be of any concelvable importance—who the Soviet MI man
had been.

It had been Belov. That surprised him. He had liked Belov very much. Although, he remembered, he
had aso liked Schneider very much. So it made some sense, on ahigh-order planning leve, after al.

He found himsdf, much to his surprise, regretting Kolevitch. Damn it, he should have made some
more serious atempt to get close to the man before the end!

They had fdlt astrong antipathy toward each other from the beginning. On Kolevitch's sideit no doubt
had something to do with O'Brien's being chief navigator when the Russian had good reason to consider
himsdf by far the better mathematician. And O'Brien had found his assstant singularly without humor,
exhibiting akind of subsurface truculence that somehow never managed to achieve outright
insubordination.

Once, when Ghose had reprimanded him for his obvious attitude toward the man, he had exclaimed:
"Well, you'reright, and | suppose | should be sorry. But | don't fedl that way about any of the other
Russans. | get dong fine with the rest of them. It'sonly Kolevitch that I'd like to swat and thet, 111 admit,
isdl thetime"

The captain had sighed. "Don't you see what that didike adds up to? Y ou find the Russian crew
membersto be pretty decent fellows, fairly easy to get dong with, and that can't be: you know the
Russians are beasts—they should be exterminated to the last man. So dl the fears, dl the angersand



frudtrations, you fee you should logicaly entertain about them, are channeled into asingle direction. Y ou
make one man the psychological scapegoat for awhole nation, and you pour out on Semyon Kolevitch
all the hatred which you would wish to direct againgt the other Russians, but can't, because, being an
intelligent, perceptive person, you find them too likable.

"Everybody hates somebody on this ship. And they all fedl they have good reasons. Hopkins hates
Layatinsky because he claims he's aways snooping around the communications room. Guranin hates
Doctor Schneider, why, I'll never know."

"] can't buy that. Kolevitch has gone out of hisway to annoy me. | know that for afact. And what
about Smathers? He hates dl the Russians. Hates 'em to aman.”

"Smathersisaspecia ease. I'm afraid he lacked security to begin with, and his peculiar position on
this expedition—Iow man on the .Q. pole—hasn't done his ego any good. Y ou could help him, if you
made a particular friend of him. | know hed like that."

"A-ah," O'Brien had shrugged uncomfortably. "I'm no psychologica socid worker. | get dong dl right
with him, but | can take Tom Smathersonly in very small doses.”

And that was another thing he regretted. Hed never been ostentatious about being absolutely
indispensable as navigator and the smartest man on board; held even been positive he rarely thought
about it. But he redlized now, againgt the background glare of his approaching extinction, that dmost
daily he had smugly plumped out thisfact, like apillow, in the back of hismind. It had been there: it had
been niceto stroke. And he had stroked it frequently.

A sort of sickness. Like the sickness of Hopkins-Layatinsky, Guranin-Schneider, Smathers-everyone
else. Likethe sickness on Earth at the moment, when two of the largest nations on the planet and as such
having no need to covet each other'sterritory, were about ready, reluctantly and unhappily, to go to war
with each other, awar which would destroy them both and dl other nations besides, alliesaswell as
neutral states, awar which could so easily be avoided and yet was so thoroughly unavoidable.

Maybe, O'Brien thought then, they hadn't caught any sickness on Mars, maybe they'd just brought a
sckness—call it the Human Disease—to anice, clean, sandy planet and it was killing them, because here
it had nothing €lse on which to feed.

O'Brien shook himsdif.

Hed better watch out. Thisway madness lay. "Better start talking to myself again. How are you, boy?
Fedling dl right? No headaches? No aches, no pains, no feglings of fatigue? Then you must be dead,

boy!"

When he went through the hospita that afternoon, he noticed that Belov had reached what could be
described as Stage Four. Beside Smathers and Ghose who were both still in the coma of Stage Three,
the geologist looked wide awake. His head rolled restlesdy from side to Sde and therewas aterrible,
absolutely horrifying look in hiseyes.

"How areyou feding, Nicolai?' O'Brien asked tentatively.

Therewas no reply. Instead the head turned dowly and Belov stared directly at him. O'Brien
shuddered. That ook was enough to freeze your blood, he decided, as he went into the engine room and
got out of his space suit.

Maybe it wouldn't go any further than this. Maybe you didn't die of Belov's Disease. Schneider had
said it attacked the nervous system: so maybe the end-product was just insanity.

"Big ded," O'Brien muttered. "Big, big ded."

He had lunch and strolled over to the engine room porthole. The pyramidal marker they had planted
on thefirst day caught hiseye; it wasthe only thing worth looking at in thisswirling, hilly landscape. First
Terrestrid Expedition to Mars. In the Name of Human Life.

If only Ghose hadn't been in such a hurry to get the marker down. The inscription needed rewriting.
Last Terrestrid Expedition to Mars. In the Memory of Human Life—Here and on Earth. That would be
more apt.

He knew what would happen when the expedition didn't return—and no message arrived from it. The
Russianswould be positive that the Americans had seized the ship and were using the data obtained on



the journey to perfect their bomb-delivery technique. The Americanswould be likewise postive that the
Russans...

They would be theincident.

"Ghose would sure appreciate that,” O'Brien said to himsdf wryly.

Therewas aclatter behind him. He turned.

The cup and plate from which held had lunch were floating in the air!

O'Brien shut his eyes, then opened them dowly. Y es, no doubt about it, they were floating! They
seemed to be performing adow, lazy dance about each other. Once in awhile, they touched gently, asif
kissing, then pulled apart. Suddenly, they sank to the table and cameto rest like apair of balloonswith a
last delicate bounce or two.

Had he got Belov's Disease without knowing it, he wondered? Could you progressright to the last
stage—hdlucinations—without having headaches or fever?

He heard a series of strange noisesin the hospital and ran out of the engine room without bothering to
get into his space-auit.

Severd blankets were dancing about, just like the cup and saucer. They swirled through the air, asif
caught in astrong wind. As he watched, amost sick with astonishment, afew other objectsjoined
them—athermometer, apacking case, apair of pants.

But the crew lay silently in their bunks. Smathers had evidently reached Stage Four too. There was
the same restless head motion, the same terrible look whenever his eyes met O'Brien's.

And then, as he turned to Belov's bunk, he saw that it was empty! Had the man got up in hisddirium
and wandered off? Was he fedling better? Where had he gone?

O'Brien began to search the ship methodicaly, calling the Russian by name. Section by section,
compartment by compartment, he came at last to the control room. It, too, was empty. Then where
could Belov be?

As he wandered distractedly around the little place, he happened to glance through the porthole. And
there, outside, he saw Belov. Without a space-suit!

It wasimpossible—no man could survive for amoment unprotected on the raw, dmost airless surface
of Mars—Yyet there was Nicolas Belov walking as unconcernedly asif the sand benegath hisfeet werethe
Nevsky Prospekt! And then he shimmered alittle around the edges, asif hed been turned partialy into
glass—and disappeared.

"Belov!" O'Brien found himsdlf yelping. "For God's sake! Belov! Bdovi”

"He's gone to ingpect the Martian city,” avoice said behind him. "Hell be back shortly.”

The navigator spun around. There was nobody in the room. He must be going completely crazy.

"No, you're not,” the voice said. And Tom Smathers rose dowly through the solid floor.

"What's happening to you people?’ O'Brien gasped. "What isdl this?"

"Stage Five of Belov's Disease. Thelast one. Sofar, only Belov and | areinit, but the others are
entering it now."

O'Brien found hisway to a chair and sat down. He worked his mouth a couple of times but couldn't
make the words come out.

"Y ou're thinking that Belov's Disease is making magicians out of us,” Smatherstold him. "No. Firg, it
isntadiseasea dl."

For thefirst time, Smathers looked directly at him and O'Brien had to avert hiseyes. It wasn't just that
horrifying look hed had lying on the bed in the hospitd. It was—it was asif Smathers were no longer
Smathers. Hed become something dse.

"Well, it's caused by abacillus, but not a parasitical one. A symbiotical one.”

"Symbi—"

"Liketheintestind flora, it performsauseful function. A highly useful function." O'Brien had the
impression that Smathers was having ahard time finding the right words, that he was choosing very
caefully, asif—asif—. Asif heweretaking to asmdl child!

“That's correct,” Smatherstold him. "But | believe | can make you understand. The bacillus of Belov's



Disease inhabited the nervous system of the ancient Martians as our ssomach bacterialive in human
digegtive systems. Both are symbictic, both enable the systems they inhabit to function with far greater
effectiveness. The Belov bacillus operateswithin us as akind of neurd transformer, multiplying the mentd
output amogt athousand times.”

"Y ou mean you're athousand times asintdligent as before?’

Smathersfrowned. "Thisisvery difficult. Y es, roughly athousand times asintdlligent, if you must put it
that way. Actudly, theré's athousandfold increase in mentd powers. Intelligence is merely one of those
powers. There are many others such astelepathy and telekinesis which previoudy existed in such
minuscule state as to be barely observable. | am in constant comminication with Belov, for example,
wherever heis. Bdov isin amost complete control of his physical environment and its effect on his body.
The movable objects which aarmed you so were the results of thefirst clumsy experiments we made
with our new minds. Thereis gill agood dedl we haveto learn and get used to.”

"But what about—" O'Brien searched through his erupting brain and at last found a coherent thought.
"But youwereso sick!”

"The symbiosis was not established without difficulty,” Smathers admitted. "And we are not identical
with the Martians physiologicaly. However, itsal over now. Wewill return to Earth, soread Belov's
Disease—if you want to keep caling it that—and begin our exploration of space and time. Eventualy,
wed like to get in touch with the Martians in the—the place where they have gone.™

"And well have bigger wars than we ever dreamed of!"

The thing that had once been Tom Smathers, second assistant engineer, shook its head. "There will be
no morewars. Among the mental powers enlarged athousand timesis one that has to do with what you
might call mora concepts. Those of us on the ship could and would stop any presently threatening war;
but when the population of the world has made neura connection with Belov's bacillus al danger will be
past. No, there will be no morewars."

A slence. OBrientried to pull himsdlf together. "Well," he said. "Weredly found something on Mars,
didn't we? And if were going to start back for Earth, | might aswell prepare a course based on present
planetary postions.”

Again that look in Smathers eyes, stronger than ever. ™" That won't be necessary, O'Brien. Wewon't
go back in the same manner aswe came. Our way will be—well, faster.”

"Good enough,” O'Brien said shakily and got to hisfeet. "And while you're working out the details, I'll
climb into a spacesuit and hustle down to that Martian city. | want to get me agood strong dose of
Bdov'sDisease”

The thing that had been Tom Smathers grunted. O'Brien stopped. Suddenly he understood the
meaning of that frightening look he had had first from Belov and now from Smeiters.

It was alook of enormous pity.

"That'sright," said Smatherswith infinite gentleness. "Y ou can't ever get Beov'sDisease. You are
naturdly immune”



