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| ntroduction

| haveto confess, right up front here, that you will not find agreat ded in the way of poetic visonin
these stories, or Singing prose, or degp indght into character. Nor are these stories that will tell you much
that is new to you about the human condition. These are storiesin what is now pretty much alost
tradition in science fiction, the smple and unsdfconscioudy fast-paced adventure story of the
pulp-magazine era. They are storiesfrom the dawn of my career, which began in the closing years of that
era, and are draightforward tales of action, in the main, that were written partly for fun and partly for
money.

Themoney part first: | needed the income that these stories brought in, because | wrote thefirst of
them in 1954, when | was nineteen years old and till in college, and the rest followed over the next four
years, when | was newly married and just starting out in the world. Writing was my job. By choice, | had
no other. Nor was | being supported by my indulgent parents or by atrust fund that some thoughtful
ancestor had established for me. My wife had a decently paying job, yes, so | can't say | was completely
on my own, but we could hardly have lived on her earnings done. Rent had to be paid; furniture for our
new apartment had to be bought; the pantry had to be stocked with food; whatever medical expenseswe
might have came out of our own checkbooks, not out of any medicd insurance plan, Snce such things
were rarities then, especidly for self-employed writers. Telephone bills, dectricity, the cost of typewriter
ribbons and typing paper, ahaircut now and then, movie tickets, restaurants, subway fares (welivedin
Manhattan, where even back then it was madness to own a car), the occasional new pair of shoes—wall,
writers have expenses just like everyone else. What they don't haveisregular paychecks. | had not
chosen an ivory-tower sort of lifefor myself.

Sincewhat | had chosen for myself was the next-to-impossible task of earning my living asa
full-time science-fiction writer in an erawhen only two publishers were regularly issuing science-fiction
novelsin the United States and their total output was something like three or four titles amonth, and the
handful of science-fiction magazines that existed then paid between $50 and $200 for most of the stories
they published, | knew | had to write quickly and to tailor most of my storiesto the needs of the
marketplace. Coming straight out of college as | was, without any day job to see me through times of thin
ingpiration or editorid rejection and having no significant savingsto draw on, there was no other option. |
didn't want to dilute my energies by putting in eight hours at some mundane job and trying to write
sciencefiction in the evenings, as so many of my well-known colleagues did. | wanted to be awriter, not
apublic-relations man or abookkeeper or a shoe sdlesman. But | wasn't of the sort of temperament that
encouraged meto starve for the sake of my art, either. | have never been much into asceticism. | loved
science fiction and yearned to write it aswell asthose of my predecessors whose work had given me
such delight as areader, but there wastime to be an artist later, | reasoned: right now, if | wanted to
make ago of it asawriter, | had to write things that editors would be willing to pay mefor.

Not that | didn't want to tell you al sorts of profound things about the human condition, or to win
your admiration with unique and unforgettable visions of the worldsto come. | would, of course, have
been happy to be earning my living writing nothing but searching, weighty stories of unparalded artistry
and power that would rank me with the greats of thefield. Certainly that was my ultimate ambition, and in
such early stories as "Road to Nightfal” (1954) and "Warm Man" (1957) | took my best shot &t it.



The trouble was that the grests of the field were dready in place, and | wasn't remotely their equal.
In the early 1950s when | set out to become awriter the sciencefiction field aready had such people as
Theodore Sturgeon, Ray Bradbury, James Blish, Cyril Kornbluth, Alfred Bester, and Fritz Leiber init, dl
of whom werefifteen or twenty years older than | was, and who had had first-hand experience of agreat
many aspects of red life (military service, parenthood, financid or maritd criss, the deaths of parentsand
friends) that | knew about mainly from having read about such things.

Precocious though | was, | couldn't begin to match those writersin worldly wisdom and | had
nowhere near their level of craftsmanship, either. Now and then one of my "serious’ storieswould find its
way onto a magazine's contents page, tucked away between the newest work of Sturgeon or Bester or
Blish or Leiber, but I had no illusions about which writer would get more attention from an editor if
manuscripts by Sturgeon and Silverberg were to show up in the same batch of morning mail. Soiif |
wanted to write sciencefiction for aliving, | was going to have to earn the bulk of that living writing
unpretentious stories to order for the unpretentious pul p-style magazines that catered to youthful and/or
relatively undemanding readers smply looking for alively read.

But there was a so the fun aspect of writing that kind of action-adventurefiction. | had been reading
sciencefiction since | was about ten years old, and, athough | had been an earnest and scholarly little
boy who inclined naturally toward the more literary side of sciencefiction (represented then by the books
of H. G. Wells, S. Fowler Wright, Aldous Huxley, John Taine, and Olaf Stapledon and such high-level
magazine writers as Sturgeon, Leiber, and Bradbury), my teenage self aso had an unabashed fondness
for therip-roaring adventure stories to be found in such gaudily named pulp magazines as Amazing
Stories, Planet Stories, Startling Stories, and Thrilling Wonder Stories. In their pages | found stories by
writerslike Leigh Brackett, Poul Anderson, Henry Kuttner, and Jack Vance that were every bit as
pleasing to me asthe tatelier kind of s (often by the very same writers) that | could read in the three
"adult" magazines, Astounding, Galaxy, and Fantasy & Science Fiction. | loved the colorful, lively work
of the best of the pulp writers, and emulated it in many of my own early stories. So my career got off toa
schizoid start, back therein the 1950s. one part of me labored over carefully worked talesintended for
such demanding editors as John W. Campbell of Astounding, Horace Gold of Gaaxy, and Anthony
Boucher of Fantasy and Science Fiction, while another reveled in the opportunity to write dam-bang
adventure stories in the Brackett-Anderson-K uttner-V ance mode for the editors of the lesser magazines
that were intended for less demanding readers of the kind that | mysdlf had been only five or Six years
before.

There was nothing very unusua about operating on both these levels of sciencefiction at once. Such
cerebra writers as Blish and I ssac Asmov and Damon Knight, and such poetic ones as Sturgeon and
Bradbury, were unabashed contributors to Planet Stories, the wildest and pulpiest of dl the dam-bang s-f
magazines. (I cameaong just alittle too late to join them there: to my greet regret, Planet went out of
businessjust as| was getting Started.) For them, asit would be for me afew years|ater, the motives
were mixed ones—the need to earn some quick dollars, sure, but aso the jolly pleasure of turning out an
uninhibited action story at high speed. None of them saw any kind of rigid compartmentalizing in what
they were doing: a story was a story, science fiction was science fiction, and not everything they wrote
had to be something intended for the ages. My own particular hero, Henry Kuttner, who under an
assortment of pseudonyms had written dozens of the grestest science-fiction short stories ever
conceived, had aso, quite cheerfully, given the world reams and reams of pulpy non-masterpieces with
titleslike "War-Gods of theVVoid," "Crypt-City of the Deathless One," and "Avengers of Space.” If the
great Kuttner could do it, | told myself, so could I. Maybe not as well as he could, not then, but in the
same mode, &t |esst.

When | was twenty years old, the doors to that pul p-magazine world opened for me (or, more
precisdly, were opened for me by my friend and collaborator of those days, Randall Garrett) and | was
given my own chance to produce reams and reams of stories, al of them accepted and sometimes paid
for in advance, for the action titles. Sure, | went into it for the money. Asl've sad, | had the rent to pay,
just like everyone dse. But also | found red joy in writing a such great vel ocity, creating cardboard



worlds with flying fingers and sweaty forehead—a 20-page story in amorning, a40-page novelettein
one six-hour working day. | had the youthful energy to do that, day in and day out, throughout the year. |
was, somewhat to the consternation of my older colleagues, ajuggernaut, unstoppable, who was
destined to bregk dl recordsfor prolificity in sciencefiction. And | loved the cognate fun of knowing that
| had made mysdlf part of apulp-writer tradition that went back through those early favorites of mine,
Henry Kuttner and Leigh Brackett and Poul Anderson and therest, to Edgar Rice Burroughs, Max
Brand, Robert E. Howard, and the other famous high-volume writers of apulp generation that had
thrived before | was born.

Even as| wrote these stories, | knew them for what they were: work meant primarily to entertain,
not to blaze new literary paths or to help establish aplace for mysdlf among the great writers of science
fiction. | never abandoned my hope of achieving that, of course, and astimewent along | concentrated
less on the problem of merely paying the rent and more on the challenge of adding something new and
memorable of my own to the literature of science fiction. And, by and by, the emphasis on qudity
overtook the emphasis on quantity for me, and these early stories of mine receded into oblivion, athough
those readers with asense of the history of the field remained aware that | had written such things once.

Asl| reread them for the present book, | felt the temptation to touch up these early works here and
there, of course, to add a bit of extracolor, to replace this or that semi-colon with a dash, to remove
some bit of sensationdizing plot machinery, or otherwise to modify thetext in thelight of al thet I've
learned about storytelling in the past forty-odd years. But | resisted it. Doing that sort of ex post facto
rewrite job would have been unfair to the young man who turned these stories out. | have no business
imposing on them the accumulated wisdom, such asit may be, of the veteran writer | now am, and dso it
would have defeated the main purpose of this book, which isto bring back into view, as an archaeologist
might, certain artifacts of the dawn of my long writing career as examples of acertain kind of science
fiction, typica of itstime, that virtualy every one of us choseto write, back then, a some phase of his
career.

Here, then, isagroup of stories | wrote for long-forgotten magazines, stories written extremely
quickly, storiesin which, for the most part, | stayed rigoroudy within the boundaries of the pulp-magazine
tradition. By way of deviating from thetried and true narrative formulas | dlowed mysalf only the luxury
of killing off my protagonist now and then, something that would have been unthinkable in the pulps of the
1940s but which was sometimes permissible in the decade that followed; but in genera, good struggles
with evil in them and evil usudly (not dways) loses.

| will not try to deceive you into thinking that there are any unjustly neglected masterpieces here. |
think I've made it sufficiently clear that even at the time | wrote them these stories weren't meant as high
at—the magazines that bought them had no interest in publishing high art, only good solid basic pulp
fiction—and | offer them herein that archaeologica spirit | mentioned afew lines back, delvingsinto
long-buried strata that provide demonstrations of who | was and what | was doing as awriter fifty years
ago.

| did, it must be said, learn agreat deal about writing fiction from writing these stories. how to open
agory in aninteresting way and keep it moving, how to set a scene and sketch in acharacter (however
roughly) without alot of ponderous exposition, how to provide with afew quick touches the sort of color
and inventiveness that make people want to read sciencefiction in thefirgt place. So these stories have
some technical interest and some historica interest, too, for they are, after dl, thework of the same man
who would write Dying Insde, "Sailing to Byzantium,” "Born with the Dead," and dl the other books and
storiesfor which the Science Fiction Writers of Americawould reward me, in 2004, with the highest
honor of the science-fiction world, its Grand Master award. Isit possible to detect the touch of afuture
Grand Master in these early stories? Maybe not, because even when they were written they represented
the sde of him that was producing, a improbably high volume, storiesintended mainly to pay the rent,
stories meant to be fun to read and nothing more. | never pretended that storieslike " Guardian of the
Crygtal Gate' or "Citaddl of Darkness' were the best science-fiction | had in me. But, for better or for
worse, they were part of my evolutionary curve. | have never repudiated them, or anything else that |



wrote dong theway. And here they are again, these artifacts of avanished age, sixteen of my earliest
stories reprinted in book form for thefirst time, brought forth now into the bright eerie light of anew
century that was far in the future when | wrote them.

Y okel with Portfolio (1955)

All through my adolescence | dreamed of becoming a sciencefiction writer. Feverishly | wrote
stories, typed them up, sent them off to the magazines of the day (Astounding Science Fiction, Amazing
Stories, Startling Stories, and so forth.) They al came back.

But then, in 1953, when | was 18 and a sophomore a Columbia, | began to make my first
sdles—an article about science-fiction fandom, then anovel for teenage readers only afew years younger
than mysdlf, and then a short story. On the strength of these credentids | was ableto get mysdlf aliterary
agent—Scott Meredith, one of the pre-eminent science-fiction specidists of that era, who represented
such notable clients as Arthur C. Clarke, Poul Anderson, Philip K. Dick, and Jack Vance.

My hope was that under the aegis of so powerful an agent my storieswould get faster and more
sympathetic attention from the editors than they had been getting when | sent them in mysdlf. It didn't
quite work that way—maybe | got faster readings, sure, but my stuff was gill competing with the Stories
of Messrs. Clarke, Anderson, Dick, and VVance for space in those editors magazines. Still, during the
course of the next year or so Scott did manage to make afew tiny salesfor meto a couple of minor s-f
magazines. Thefirg, in June, 1954, was a 1500-worder called "The Slent Colony." Eight tense months
later, in February of 1955, he produced a second one: "The Martian,” 3000 words, which Scott sold to
William L. Hamling's Imagination, an unpretentious little penny-a-word market that filled its pages with
storiesthat various top-level writers (Gordon R. Dickson, Robert Sheckley, Philip K. Dick, Damon
Knight) had been unable to sell to better-paying magazines. | was pleased to be joining their company.
Even though these two sales had netted me agrand total of $40.50, | felt | was on my way toward the
dart of acareer. And | was till only ajunior in college, twenty yearsold, after al. Therewould betime
later on to consder whether | could actually earn aliving thisway.

Three more months went by before my next sale: asecond one to Hamling, "Y okd with Portfolio."
Looking &t it now, | supposethat | wrote it with Horace Gold's Galaxy Science Fiction in mind, or
Anthony Boucher's Fantasy & Science Fiction, since those two top-of-the-field editors were particularly
fond of the sort of light, dick sciencefiction that | imagined "Y okd with Portfolio” to be. But the
Meredith agency obvioudy didn't think | was quite ready for primetime yet, for | see from the agency
recordsthat they sent it straight to Imagination in March of 1955 and that on May 8 Hamling bought it for
$55. It was published in the November, 1955 issue of Imagination's new companion magazine,
Imaginative Taes, and hereit isagain for thefirg timein haf acentury—my third published short story,
no classic but, | think, adecent enough job for the lad of twenty that | was a thetime| wroteit.

* * %

It wasjust one of those coincidences that brought Kaainnen to Terrathe very week that the bruug
escaped from the New Y ork Zoo. Since Kaainnen wasthe first Traskan to cometo Terrain over a
century, and since the bruug had lived peacefully in the zoo for al of the three or four hundred years or
more since it had been brought there from outer space, the odds were greetly against the two events
coinciding. But they did.

Kaainnen, never having been on aworld more complex than the agrarian backwater of civilization
that was his native Trask, was condderably astonished at hisfirst sght of gleaming towers of New Y ork,
and stood open-mouthed at the landing depot, battered suitcase in hand, while the other passengers from
his ship (Runfoot, Procyon-Rigd-Alpha-Centauri-Sol third-rate runner) flocked past him to waiting
friendsand relatives. In avery short time the depot was cleared, except for Kalainnen and atall young
Terran who had been waiting for someone, and who seemed evidently troubled.



Hewaked up to Kdannen. "I'm from the Globe," the young man said, looking down at him. "'l was
told there was an dien from Trask coming in on thisship, and I'm hereto interview him. Sort of afeature
angle—weird monster from a planet no one knows very much about. Know where | can find him?”

Theyoung Terran's hair was long and green. Kalainnen felt acutely aware of hisown
close-cropped, undyed hair. No one had warned him about Terran fashions, and he was beginning to
redize that he was going to be terribly out of style here.

"l amfrom Trask," Kdannen said. "Can | help you?'

"Areyou the one who camein just now? Impossble!™

Kaainnen frowned. "l assureyou, sir, | am. | just arrived this very minute, from Trask.”

"But you look perfectly ordinary,” said the reporter, consulting some scribbled notes. "1 wastold
that Traskanswere reptiles, sort of like dinosaurs but smaler. Are you sure you're from Trask? Procyon
IV, thatis"

"Sothat'sit,” Kdannen said. "Y oure mistaken, young man. The inhabitants of Procyon 1V are
reptiles, dl right, in more ways than one. But that's Quange. Trask is Procyon of Terran descent; the
Traskans are not aliens but from Terra We were settled in—"

"That doesn't matter," said the reporter, closing his notebook. "No newsin you. Reptileswould be
different. Hope you enjoy your stay."

Hewalked away, leaving Kaannen adonein the depot. It had not been exactly apromising
introduction to Terra, so far. And he hadn't even had a chance to ask for anything yet.

He checked out of the depot, passed through customs without much difficulty (the only problem
was explaining where and what Trask was; the planet wasn't listed in the Registry any more) and headed
out into the busy street.

It made him sick.

There were shining autos buzzing by, and dick little copters, and hordes of tal peoplein plastiline
tunics, their hair dyed in fanciful colors, heading for unknown destinations at awesome speed. The
pavement was a deep golden-red, while the buildings radiated soft bluish tones. It wasnot at dl like
Trask, quiet, peaceful Trask. For an unhappy moment Kaainnen wondered whether the best thing for
Trask would not be for him to turn around and take the next liner back; did he redlly want to turn it into
another Terra? But no: the technology of Trask had falen centuries behind that of the rest of the galaxy's,
and he had comefor aid. Trask had been virtudly forgotten by Terraand was stagnating, off in its corner
of the sky. Kaainnen'smisson was vita to Trask's continued existence.

Before heleft they had dressed him in what they thought were the latest Terran styles and cropped
his hair in approved fashion. But, as he walked through the crowded streets of the metropoalis, it became
more and more agpparent that they were centuries behind in dress, aswell. He was hopelessly out of date.

"Yoke!" cdled ahigh, childish voice. "L ook at the yoke!" Kaainnen glanced up and saw asmall
boy pointing a him and giggling. A woman with him—his mother, probably—seized him roughly by the
wrist and pulled him aong, telling him to hush. But Kalainnen could see on her face asurreptitious smile,
asif she agreed with the boy's derision.

The rest of thewalk was anightmare of snickers and open laughs. Even the occasiond alien he saw
seemed to be sneering a him, Kaainnen trudged dong, feding horridly short and dumpy-looking,
regretting his old-fashioned clothes and close-cut hair and battered suitcase, and regretting the whole
foolish journey. Findly he found the address he was heading for—a hotel for transent diens—and
checkedin.

The hotel had facilitiesfor al sorts of monstrogities, but, since Trask was an Earth-type planet, he
accepted one of the ordinary rooms, and sank gratefully down on a pneumochair.

"Hdlo," sad the chair. "Welcometo Terra™

Kaainnen legped up in fright and looked around the room. There was no one el se present.
Probably some sort of advertising stunt, he concluded. Piped in from above. He sat down againin relief.

"Hdlo," said the chair. "Welcometo Terra"



Hefrowned. How often were they going to welcome him? He looked around the room for the
loudspeaker, hoping to find it and rip it out. There was no sign of one. He sat down again.

"Hdlo," the chair said athird time. "Welcometo Terra”

"Sothat'sit!" Kaannen said, looking at the chair. He wondered if every chair in the hotel spoketo
its extraterrestrial occupant, and, if so, how long the occupants could stand it.

Pressing gingerly on the seet of the pneumochair reveded that the voice was activated by weight.
He dropped his suitcase heavily on the chair, ignoring the fourth welcome, and sat carefully on the edge
of the bed, waiting for chimes or some other sign of welcome. Nothing was forthcoming. He leaned
back, and rested.

Tomorrow he would haveto try to get an audience with the Colonia Minigter, in hopes of arranging
some sort of technical-assistance program for Trask. But now, he thought, as he swung hislegsup and
got under the covers, the first thing was to get some deep. Terrawas a cold and unfriendly world, and his
appearance was not caculated to win him any friends. He would rest. The bed was much too soft, and
helonged for the smplelifeon Trask.

Just as he began to drop off into deep, asudden and powerful buzzing noise jolted him out of bed.

Agtonished, helooked around, wondering what the buzzing meant. It was repeated, and thistime he
realized it was asignal that someone was at the door. A visitor, so soon? There were no other Traskans
on Terrg of that, hewasfairly certain.

After amoment's confusion with the photo-electric device that controlled the door, he got it open.
The green, reptilian face of a Quangen stared blandly up at him.

"Oh," the Quangen said. "They told me someone was here from the Procyon system, and | was sort
of hoping—"

"Yes" sad Kdannen. "l know. Y ou were hoping | was from your planet, not mine. Sorry to
disappoint you. Anything else| can do for you?' He stared at the Quangen coldly. Little love was|ost
between the neighboring planets.

"Y ou needn't be so inhospitable, friend,” said the Quangen. " Our peoples are not the best of friends
at home, but we're dmost brothers this far from Procyon.”

The Quangen was right, Kaainnen conceded to himsalf. Poor company was better than none at dl,
anywey.

"You'reright. Comeonin," he said. The Quangen nodded his head—the equivaent of asmile—and
somped in, flicking histail agilely over his shoulder to prevent it from being caught in the door.

"What bringsyou to Terra?' said the Quangen.

"I might ask the same of you," Kdannen said.

"You can, if you want too," said the reptile. "L ook, fellow: | told you before, maybe our planets
don't get dong too well, but that's no reason why we shouldn't. | see no harm in telling you that I'm here
on atechnical-aid mission. It's about time Quange caught up with the rest of the galaxy. I'll bet that'swhy
you're here, t0o."

Kaainnen debated for amoment and then decided there was no reason why he shouldn't admit it.

"You'reright," hesad. "I have an agppointment with the Coloniad Minister for tomorrow." It wasn't
quite the truth—he was only going to try to get an gppointment the next day—but an old Traskan
proverb warns against being too honest with Quangens.

"Oh, you do, eh?" said the Quangen, twirling the prehensletip of histall around histhroat in an
expression of, Kalainnen knew, amusement. "That's very interesting. |'ve been waiting two yearsand |
haven't even come close to him. How do you rate such quick service?' He looked meaningfully at
Kaainnen, flicking histall from sdeto sde.



"Well," said Kdannen, nearly stting down inthe chair and avoiding it at the last moment, "well—"

"I know," said the Quangen. "Y ou can't help being a Traskan, even on Terra. I'll forgive you. But
you don't redlly have an appointment tomorrow, do you?"

"No," Kdannen said. "Asamatter of fact, | haven't even applied yet. | just got here"

"| thought s0," the reptile said. "In two years I've gotten asfar asthe First Assstant Undersecretary.
The Colonid Minister isavery busy man, and there are more outworld planets than you can imagine. I've
been living here. The hotd's full of outworlderslike uswho are stuck here waiting to see some bureaucrat
or other. I'll introduce you around tomorrow. After two yearsit's good to see someone from the same
gysem.”

Kdainnen frowned. They hadn't told him the mission might go on and on for amatter of years. Asit
was, asingle afternoon on Terrahad been a profoundly distressing experience. And two years?

"By theway," the Quangen said. "There's onelittle feature of the furniture here that must be
bothering you. We more experienced hands know how to circumvent it." He extended histail under the
seat of the pneumochair, explored the insdes of the chair for amoment, and then pulled histail out
quickly. An abortive "Hello, welcome to—" started out of the chair and died.

"Sit down," the Quangen said. Kdainnen did, The chair was slent.

"Thank you," Kdannen said. "The chair was bothering me."

"It won't any longer,” said the Quangen. "I'm Hork Frandel, by theway."

"My namesKaannen," Kaannen said. He stared glumly out the window. "What's that box over
there?' hesad.

"Thevideo," Frandd explained. "Put aquarter inthe dot and it plays. It's entertaining, but it's one
aspect of Terran technology 1'd just as soon not bring back to Quange. Y ou may likeit, of course.”

"l don't have any coins" Kaannen said. "All | haveis Galactic Traveler's Checks.”

"Allow me," said the Quangen. He reached into his upper hip pocket with histail and withdrew a
small coin, which heinserted in the appropriate dot. The video flickered and cameto life.

"Thebig news of the day!" said adeep, robust voice, and the screen showed afleeing multitude,
"All New York isinterror today. For thefirst timein over acentury, adangerous aien beast has
escaped from New Y ork'sfamed Zoological Gardens and isroaming the city.” The camerashowed a
deserted cage.

The scene cut to avery scientific-looking office and the camera focused on a dapper man with
extravagant mustaches. "I'm Carlson," he said, "head of the zoo. We're unable to account for the escape.
Theanima lived here peacefully for centuries. It's something like an ape, something like atiger. Eats
anything. Completdly indestructible, perhapsimmortal, hitherto quite docile though frightening-looking.
Skin like stone, but flexible. Origin is somewhere on one of the smaler outworlds; unfortunately our
records have been migfiled and we're not sure exactly where the anima comes from. My guessis Rigel
I, possibly Alpheraz VV1." He smiled, doing impossible things with his mustaches, and radiating an aura of
complete confidence.

"We'retaking al possble stepsfor the beast's recapture; meantime DO NOT PANIC, but avoid
unnecessary going out.”

Kaainnen looked at the Quangen, who looked back balefully.

"Thingslike this hagppen dl thetime?' Kaannen asked.

"Not too often,” Frandd said. He looked boredly at the screen, which was showing shots of some
incomprehens ble sporting event, apparently having lost interest in the escaped animal. He glanced at his
watch—Kadainnen noted how incongrous the Terran-type watch seemed against the Quangen's scaly
skin—and got up.

"I've got to be moving on," he said. "But maybe I'll see you at the Colonia Ministry tomorrow, if it's
safeto go out. I've got an appointment to ask for an appointment.” The Quangen grinned, waved histall
insaute, and |ft.



Kaannen watched the video until the time Frandel had bought for him expired. The camera had
goneto another office, the mayor's, and he was discussing the situation. The plans being concocted for
capture of the beast were growing more and more el aborate as the minutes went on; the anima had
taken up headquartersin an office building (hastily evacuated) and Terran police had established a
cordon around the building, with heavy artillery trained on the entrance waiting for the animal to appear.
Kaannen wondered what the point of using artillery on an indestructible beast was, but the mayor did
not dwell on the paint.

Suggestions offered by various authorities over the video included flooding the building with
radiation, building asted wall around the edifice, and bombing the whole area. Erecting thewall seemed
the only solution of any vaue, but there was dway's the consideration that the hungry anima might appear
before the wall wasfinished, causing dl sorts of difficulties. Kalainnen had no coins, and so he climbed
into the too-soft bed and, after awhile, fell adeep, pondering the ate of affairs.

The next morning he went down to the Colonia Ministry. Since the anima was, at least in theory,
under control, people were going about business as usud, but they were moving quickly and cautioudy
through the streets asif they expected to be devoured at any instant.

It was not difficult to find the Ministry—it was one of the biggest of agreat many immense buildings.
But it was crowded. There were colonists of al shapes and sizes pleading their various cases. Lines of
outworlders extended in dl directions—humans, humanoids, and grotesque tota-aliens wearing
protective devices of great complexity. Besdesthose on line, many more milled around amlessy,
apparently too confused and too deafened by the enormous hubbub to do anything else. Kaannen could
see now why the Quangen had got no farther than aFirst Assistant Undersecretary in two years.

"Whereisthisline heading?' he asked atal purple beanpole, probably hailing from an inner world
of Arcturus.

"I don't know," the beanpole said. "But it ssemsto be a short one.”

A cucumber-like dien from aplanet Kdannen didn't know turned around and said, "Just got here?
Try that line over there." Kaainnen followed where the stubby tentacle pointed, and joined the other line,
which seemed to gtretch off endlesdy. The new line seemed to be composed dmost exclusively of
humans and humanoids; occasonally asmall dog-like being ran up and down the line, laughing wildly. In
two hoursthe line moved seven feet. By |ate afternoon the line had unaccountably moved back until it
was amost four feet behind where Kalainnen had joined it. Sensing there was no point in waiting any
longer, since he still had not been able to find out what line he was on (not that it seemed to matter) and
he had not been able to get anywherein particular, he left, completely discouraged.

The Quangen, he knew, was adick, shrewd operator—it was a characteristic of the race—and yet
even he had failed to reach any appreciable proximity to the Colonia Minister. What chance, then, did
he, Kalainnen, avigting yokel from abackwater planet, have?

It didn't look asif Trask were going to get the technologica assistance it needed, he thought—not if
every day werelikethisone. Inaway it wasn't so bad—Trask seemed to get along dl right on toolsfive
centuries out of date—but he would fed terribly unhappy about returning empty-handed. The whole
planet had contributed to pay his passage, and he had been hailed as the savior of Trask. He had been a
hero there; here he was just astubby little man of no particular importance.

Hewalked al the way back to the hotdl, feding disma. Everyone he passed seemed to be
discussng the mongter loose in the city, and he found himsdlf wishing devouitly thet the anima would est
themadl, dowly.



"Get anywhere?' asked Frandd that evening.

Kaannen shook his head.

"That'stoo bad," the Quangen said, soothingly. "It took me amonth to get my petition received,
though, so don't worry too much. It'sjust amatter of going there regularly, and getting there before
everyonedse"

"What time doesit open?' Kaainnen asked, too weary to look up.

"About 0800, | think. But you'll haveto get there about midnight the night before to make any
headway. In fact, you'd be wise to start out right now and wait on linetill it opens. Y ou might be one of
thefirg."

"Leavenow? Stand on lined|l night?’

"You don't liketheidea?' The Quangen grinned toothily. "Unfortunate. But you'relikely to
disappoint al thefolks back on Trask unlessyou doiit. | didn't enjoy it, either. Oh, by the way—I moved
up anotch today. My application is now up to the Second Assistant Under-Secretary, and | might get to
the First Associate in a couple of weeks. | should be bringing quite aload of vauable data back to
Quange beforelong. In fact, therés avery good chance that well be leaving Trask far, far behind.” He
curled histall derisvely.

That's al we need, Kaainnen thought. He waved his hand feebly. "Congratulaions. Fine. Leave me
done, will you?'

The Quangen bowed, grinned, and | eft.

Kdannen stared at the video set for along time after the reptil€'s departure. The Quangen certainly
was adick operator. It might be ten years before Kalainnen got close to the Colonid Minister. Even for
as dow-moving aplanet as Trask, ten years was along tine. They might think he was dead.

He played with the handful of coins he had accumulated during the day, and finally dropped onein
the video. He stared glumly asthe set cameto life.

"New Y ork remains paralyzed by the unknown aien monster inits midst,” astaccato voice said.
"Theanimad istill somewherein the building in the heart of the businessdidtrict that it took over late
yesterday, and afearsome range of artillery iswaiting for it to emerge. Do not panic. The Stuationis
under study by our foremost experts on extraterrestrid life.

"And now, for the first time, we can show you what this monster looks like. Zoo officials have
supplied a photograph of the anima.” The photograph appeared on the screen. Kaainnen reached to turn
off the set, then stopped as the features of the beast behind the bars registered.

It was abruug.

He sat back in hischair, sartled. Hisfirst thought was one of incredulity. The whole city terrorized
by abruug? They were the most peaceful, the most—

Then he thought of caling the video station. They would be interested in learning the identity of the
mongter, the planet it came from, al the data that the zoo officias had misplaced or (more likely)
forgotten.

Then heredized hewasthe acein the hole.

At therate he was going, he would never come to the Terrans notice, and, just as Trask wasa
forgotten backwater of the Galaxy, hewould remain in this hotel, forgotten by Terraand, eventualy, by
Trask.

But there was one thing he could do. He was of vital importance to Terra, though they didn't redize
it. The bruug, the familiar red beast, was virtualy adomestic anima on Trask; every Traskan could
handle one like a pet. It was al amatter of understanding animals, and thisthe Traskans did superbly. No
bomb would do any good—not on an animal with ahide like that. No; it was understanding. A few
gentle words from a Traskan and the anima would lie down placidly. Understanding.

And who understood the bruug? Kaannen. Hisway seemed perfectly clear to him.

Of course, the bruug might not be red. It might be blue. The only way he could tell was by close



examination. And if the bruug were blue—but he preferred not to think about that.
Anyway, it would be good to see something from home again.

The streets were deserted. No Terran cared to venture out into the night while the bruug was loose
in the city, no matter how many gunsweretrained on it. The spectacle of an immense city completely
terrorized by an animal of which he himsalf had no more fear than of abutterfly amused Kaannen ashe
walked down to the building where they bruug was.

It was along walk, but the city wasintelligently planned and he had no trouble finding hisway. He
enjoyed the walk; the air was clean and fresh a night, almost like Trask, and there were no peoplein the
Sreetsto snicker a him.

Findly, in the distance, he glimpsed some big guns and agroup of soldiers. He began to trot alittle.
When he reached the guns, the soldiers stopped him.

"What do you want?' said avery tal man in avery resplendent uniform. In thedim light Kalainnen
saw that his hair was dyed aflaming bronze-red. "Are you crazy, waking right in here?'

"I'm from Trask," Kaainnen said. "We know how to handle these animals. Let me through, please.”
He started to walk on.

"Just aminutel" The big soldier grabbed him; Kaainnen twisted loose. Two other soldiers dove for
him and caught him, and he found himself looking up at an even tdler and more resplendent one.

"Thisguy sayshesfrom Fask, sr,” thefirg soldier said. " Says he knows how to handle the animd.."

"That'sright,” Kalainnen said. "They're domestic animason Trask."

The officer looked a him—he was more than afoot taller than Kada nnen—and laughed. "Domestic
animal, en? Pet for the kiddies? Take him away—anywhere, just out of my sight.”

Asthefirst soldier reached for Kadannen, amighty roar erupted from the office building. Kadannen
fdt athrill of familiarity; knowing there was a bruug in the vicinity—even a blue one—was a comforting
feding.

"All handsto battle stationd!” the officer roared. "Prepareto firel™

The bruug roared again from somewhere insde the building. The soldiers dashed to the gun
ingalations, and suddenly Kaainnen found himsalf standing aone and ignored. He looked briefly around
and began to run asfast as he could for the entrance to the building, ignoring the outraged and amazed
yd|sof the soldierswho watched him.

The building was unlighted and very big. Kalainnen wandered around in the dark for amoment or
two, hoping the bruug would not appear before he had acclimated hisvision to the darkness. From
somewhere on an upper floor, he heard the deep-throated roar he knew so well. The poor beast was
hungry.

Bruugs were docile animals. But the blue bruugs of Kandarth, the deserted idand in South Trask,
were hardly so. And they refused to be understood.

As he wandered through the darkened building, he began to wonder whether or not he was biting
off more than he was going to get down histhroat. If the bruug were blue, well, that wasit. But eveniif it
were the domesticated kind, it had, after all, been captured (or, more likely, given away by the Traskans)
centuries before. Perhapsit had forgotten.

Theroaring grew louder. Kaainnen mounted the Sairs.

It was dark, but he was growing accustomed to the darkness and could seefairly well. Not well
enough to discern the color of the bruug's skin at adistance, though; he would have to ook under the



thick fur, and by the time he got that close it no longer mattered much.

On thefourth floor he came across the bruug, sprawled out in the corridor and munching angrily on
asplintered door. The bruug was abig one; he had prospered in captivity. He scented Kaainnen and
looked up dowly a him and emitted agresat roar.

"Hello," Kdannen said, looking at the beast's eyes. Asit began to lumber to its feet, Kalainnen
walked toward it, smiling, trying desperately not to let hisfear show through and destroy his chances of
meastering the anima. Theroars of the bruug filled the hall. Kalainnen beganto talk toit, camly, in
Traskan.

It rosetoitsfull height and began to charge.

"No. You don't want to do that at dl," Kdainnen said, listening to the echoes of hisvoicerattling
down the corridor. "Y ou don't want to do that."

Ten minuteslater he emerged from the building, with the bruug following docilely behind.

It had been ared one.

The Colonia Minister was ajovid-looking rotund man, one of the few unimpressive-looking
Terrans Kaainnen had ever seen. Kaainnen studied his festures for amoment or two, and looked down
again at thetext of the agreement whereby Terrawould supply the planet Trask with ateam of
technologists and whatever aid would be necessary, in return for vauable services rendered by an
inhabitant of the aforementioned planet Trask, etc., etc.

"It sounds reasonable enough,” Kadainnen said. "1 think it'll meet our needs admirably.”

"I'm pleased to hear that, Mr. Kalainnen," the Colonia Minister said. "But | till don't understand
how a planet whose people have such skills as you showed can need any help from us.”

"It'samatter of different kinds of skills, Mr. Minigter," Kaainnen said. "Every planet understands
certain things that no other one does. Once in abook of Terran folklore—we have afew old Terran
books on Trask—I read a story that reminds me of this. It seems a backwoodsman cameto abig city,
and, amid theroaring of traffic, said he heard acricket chirping. They laughed a him, but he walked
down astreet and pointed out a nearby sawer opening and sure enough, they found alittle cricket in the
opening. Everyone congratulated him for his miraculous powers of hearing. But he proved that he didn't
hear any better than anyone e se, just that he heard different things."

"How did hedo that?' the Minister murmured.

"It was easy. He took asmall coin out of his pocket and dropped it on the sidewa k. Two hundred
people stopped and looked around at the sound.”

The Minister smiled. Kaainnen knew from experience that he was a busy man, but a the moment
he had the upper hand and he wanted to make the most of it.

"Themord of the sory is, Sr, that some planets are good for one thing and some for another. And
s0if you'l give usthe tools we need, well show you why ferocious monsters on Terra are pleasant pets
on Trask. Fair enough?'

"Fair enough,” said the Minister. He extended his pen to Kaannen, who signed the agreement with
aflourish.

On hisway out of the Ministry he passed Franddl, who was standing gloomily in the midst of a
seemingly endlessline.

"Let's get together again sometime,” Kaainnen said, pausing for amoment. The Quangen just
glared a him angrily. "L et me know when you get back to our system, old man. Perhapsyou'd liketo
come over to Trask and study our technology.” Kaannen smiled. "Best of luck, friend. The Minister isa
fine man; you'll seethat as soon asyou get to see him. If you get to see him, thet is."

And Kaainnen walked on, feding very pleased, and—unintentionaly, of course—treading on the



tip of this Quangen's prehendletail, which he had wanted to do dl hislife.

Long Livethe Kgwa (1956)

A gresat ded hgppened to me, professionaly, between the publication of ™Y okdl With Portfolio” in
the autumn of 1955 and the appearance of this one seven monthslater. The most important development
wasthearriva in New Y ork City, where | wasliving then, of one Randall Garrett.

Garrett, acharming, roguish fellow seven or eight years older than | was, came from Texas but had
been living in the Midwest, working as achemist and writing sciencefiction on the side, inthe early
1950s. He was anatural storytdller and had a good grasp both of science and of the traditions of science
fiction, and very quickly he sold adozen stories or o to most of the magjor markets, including two
excdlent noveets ("The Waiting Game,” 1951, and "The Hunting Lodge," 1954) to John W. Campbdll's
Astounding, one of the leading magazines of thefidd. But like too many science-fiction writers Garrett
had an unfortunate weakness for the bottle, which led early in 1955 to the end of his marriage and the
loss of hisjob; and then the friendsin lllinois with whom he had taken refuge wearied of hiswayward
ways and suggested he move adong. That spring he packed up hisfew possessions and abox of
unfinished manuscripts and headed for New Y ork to establish himsdlf as afull-time science-fiction writer.

One of the few people he knew in New Y ork was Harlan Ellison, who had come from the Midwest
ayear before Garrett with the same god in mind. Harlan and | were close friends, and a my suggestion
he had taken aroom next door to mein the seedy Manhattan residence hotel where | wasliving during
my college years, on West 114th Street, a couple of blocks from the Columbia campus. It was aplace
inhabited by asprinkling of undergraduates, an assortment of aging graduate students, afew aspiring
writerslike Harlan and me, some very aged ladiesliving on pensions, and an odd collection of
down-on-their-luck characters of no apparent profession. When he reached New Y ork, Garrett phoned
Ellison, who was till meeting only frugtration in his attemptsto break into print. Harlan told him about our
hotdl, and very suddenly we had him living down the hal from us. Almost immediately thereafter Garrett
and | went into partnership as a sort of fiction factory.

Heand | could scarcely have been more different in temperament. Randall was lazy, undisciplined,
untidy, untrustworthy, and acohalic. | was aferocioudy hard worker, ambitious, orderly, boringly
respectable and dignified, and, though | did (and do) have afondness for the occasiona acoholic
beverage, | was (and am) condtitutionaly unable to drink very much without getting sick. But we did have
one big thing in common: we both were deeply versed in the tropes of sciencefiction and intended to
earn our livings entirely by writing science fiction. We had the same agent, too. Furthermore, we had
complementary sets of skills: Garrett's education had been scientific, mineliterary. Hewas good at the
technologicd sde of s-f, and dso wasaskillful congtructor of sory plots. I, though till abeginning
writer, was aready showing superior stylistic abilities and the knack of cresting interesting characters. |
was tremendoudy productive, too, able to turn out ashort story in asingle sitting, severd times aweek.
Garrett was aswift writer too, but only when he could stay sober long enough to get anything done. It
occurred to him that if we became collaborators, my discipline and ambition would be strong enough to
drive both of usto get agreat deal of work done, and his more experienced hand as awriter would help
me overcome the neophyte's flawsin my storytelling technique that had kept me from selling storiesto
any but the minor magazines. And so we set up in businesstogether. (Harlan, having not yet reached a
professond leve of writing ability, remained on the outside, somewnhét to his displeasure.)

Garrett was aman of grandiose ideas, and so he and | aimed for the top right away: we meant to
sdl anovel to Campbell's Astounding. As soon asmy third year of college was over that June, heand |
began plotting athree-part serid built around one of Campbd I's favorite formulas, the superior Earthman
who helps benighted dien beingsimprovetheir lot in life. Since Campbell was of Scottish ancestry,
Garrett suggested that we make our hero a Scot, one Duncan MacL eod. | cheerfully agreed. We



worked it al out in great detail, and then, to my surprise, Garrett told me that we were going downtown
to Campbdl's office to pitch theideain person.

| had never expected anything like that. | thought we would let our agent handle the marketing of the
project. But Garrett, asupremely gregarious man, believed in persond contact with his editors; and so
one summer morning he swept me off to Camphbell's office, where | wasintroduced asabrilliant new
talent with whom he would be collaborating thenceforth. We pitched our story; Randall did most of the
talking, but | added athoughtful bit of vy League € oquence every now and then. Campbell loved the
idea. He had afew improvements to suggest, though—in fact, by lunchtime he had transformed our story
beyond al recognition. Then hetold usto go home and write, not anovel, but a series of novelets, firdt,
and then anovel. | went back to West 114th Street in adaze.

Of course, | never thought anything was going to come out of this. Me, not even old enough to vote
yet, salling a series of noveletsto John W. Campbell? But we sat down and wrote the first in our series
amogt ingantly, sticking the joint pseudonym "Robert Randal™ on it, and Campbell bought it on the spot,
reading it in his office before our eyes, in August, 1955. | was so stunned at theideathat | had sold
something to Astounding that | couldn't deep that night.

Garrett didn't want us to stop there. It was the personal touch that did it, he was convinced. Editors
wanted to put faces behind the manuscripts. So we needed to visit al the other editors, too—Howard
Browne of Amazing, Bob Lowndes of Future, Larry Shaw of the new magazine Infinity, etc. Later in
August, Garrett and | attended the World Science Fiction Convention in Cleveland, where | met William
L. Hamling, who had bought two stories from me that year and let me know now that held like meto
send him some others. Garrett was right: in the smal world that was sciencefiction in 1955, the persona
touch did do it. On the strength of my collaborative sde to Campbell's Astounding, coming on top of my
scattering of salesto afew lesser magazines, | had acquired enough professiona plausbility to find the
doors of the editorid offices opening for me, and Garrett's prodding had brought meinsde.

Bob Lowndes, who had dready bought astory from me the year before, seemed glad to meet me,
and by way of our shared love of classical music struck up afriendship right away. He had high tastesin
sciencefiction, and would buy many more stories from me, usudly the ones| had tried and failed to sdll
to the better-paying magazines. Browne, about whom | will have moreto say alittle further on, aso gave
me aready welcome. He ran adifferent sort of magazine, featuring smple action tales staff-written by a
little stable of insders—Milton Lesser, Paul W. Fairman, and a couple of others. It happened that in the
summer of 1955 Browne had two vacanciesin his stable, and he offered the jobs to Garrett and me the
day we showed up in his office. So long as we brought him stories every month and maintained a
reasonable level of competence he would buy everything we wrote, sight unseen.

That struck me as dmost as improbable as my sdlling novelets to John Campbell. Herel was, akid
gtill in college who had sold less than a dozen stories, and acagy old pro like Howard Browne was
offering me what amounted to ajob, with aguaranteed rate of pay, to keep his science-fiction magazine
supplied with copy!

| didn't hesitate. | had astory cdled "Holein the Air" that Scott Meredith had returned to me
because he didn't think he could sdll it to anyone. | handed the manuscript to Howard Browne on an
August day and he bought it. The following week Garrett and | batted out anovelet, "Gambler's Planet,”
and he bought that too. We did another for him in September, "Catch aThief," and | sold two storiesto
Bob Lowndes, too, and another novelet to Campbell, and then more to Browne, and so on. Inthe first
five months of the Garrett partnership | made a phenomenal 26 story sales—some of them
collaborations, but many of them solo stories, for with Randall's help | had acquired the momentum for a
career of my own.

Onething | did, as| grew more confident of my relationship with Howard Browne, wasto feed him
some of the unsold storiesthat | had written in the pre-Garrett days, when | was smply sending them off
to Scott Meredith and hoping that he would find a market for them somewhere. In June of 1955 | had
written "Long Livethe Kgwa," built around aclassic themethat | had encountered in my anthropology
class. Toward the end of the year, sinceit was still unsold, | asked Scott to send it over to Browne as



part of my quotaof soriesfor the month. It was published in the July, 1956 issue of Amazing Stories
under Howard'stitle, "Run of Luck," which was, perhaps, a better title than mine. But as| restoreit to
print here after five decadesin limbo | prefer to usethe origind titlefor it.

That July 1956 Amazing provided another milestone for mein that dizzying year, because "Run of
Luck" was one of three storiesthat | had in theissue. I1ts companions were " Stay Out of My Grave,"
another early unsold story that | had salvaged by selling to Browne, and "Catch a Thief," a Garrett
collaboration published under the byline of "Gordon Aghill." Fifteen months earlier it was an awesome
thing for me to get any story published, and now here they were showing up in threesin asingleissue!

* % %

Steve Crayden growled in anger asthe dias on the control pandl spun crazily around, telling him
that the little cruiser was out of control.

He frowned and glanced at the screen. There was only one thing to do—crash-land the ship on the
tiny planet looming up just ahead. It wasthe lousiest twist possble—after he had lied and cheated and
killed to get off the prison planet of Kandoris, here he was being thrown right back into cold storage
again. Maybe not behind bars, thistime, but being marooned on alittle bit of rock wasjust as much an
imprisonment as anything.

He brought the stolen ship down as ddlicately as he could. It maintained a semblance of alanding
orbit until ahundred meters above planetfall, and then swung into adizzying tailspin and burrowed into
the soft ground.

Crayden, jarred but unhurt, crawled out of the confused tangle of the control cabin and checked the
dids. Air 68, Nitro, 21, Oxy. Water normdl.

At that, he smiled for thefirgt time since the ship had conked out; thingslooked different al of a
sudden. This new place had possihilities, he saw now. And any place with possibilities beckoned to a
born opportunist like Crayden.

He climbed out of the ship and smelled the warm air, and shook his head happily. I'll make the most
of it, hetold himsdlf. If Fate wanted to kick him in the teeth again, that was O.K. He'd bull hisway
through it. If he was stuck here—and the way the ship looked, he was—then held have agood time of it.

Helooked around. It was amost a perfect Earth-type planet, probably uninhabited, not listed on
any of the chartsin his stolen ship, and it was a nice cozy place for him to stay. Things could have been
worse, Crayden thought. Theréd be hunting and fishing, he hoped, and he'd build asmall cabin near a
waterfal. I'll make out, he said, asif in defiance of whatever Power had et him escape from one prison
and then had thrown him immediately into another.

He had |eft so quickly that he hadn't taken anything from his prison-barracks on Kandoris. He
returned to the ship, and a quick check reveded a thought-converter, somewhat jarred by the crash, and
arescue-beam radiator. No weapons were to be found.

That didn't stop him. I'll make abow and arrow, he decided. I'll go red primitive. He tucked the
damaged thought-converter under one arm, the rescue-beam radiator under another, and climbed out.

The patrol won't ever use that one again, he thought as he looked at the wrecked cruiser. Its nose
was buried in ten feet of mud at the Side of alake, and the ship was bent dmost in half. Thetail jetswere
al but ruined.

I'm here for good, he decided. But it'sgoing to be apicnic. It better be.

Heturned to survey thelittle world.

The gravity was about the same as that of Kandoris, which meant Earth-normal. He found that out
as soon as hetook hisfirst step. He had expected to go sailing twenty feet, but he moved only the
Earth-type two or three feet at astride. That meant unusua density, heavy mass, since thelittle planet's
diameter couldn't have been much over 700 miles. He had landed on afresk world. He scanned it some
more.

But it didn't look like afreak. It might have been alost corner of Earth. The sky wasjust a shade



off-blue, and the sun was atrifle reddish, but the soil was brown, the grasswas green, and the air was
fresh, clean, and good to breathe. He was standing in avaley, by the side of along, deep-looking blue
lake. Smal mountains, dmost hills, hemmed in the valley, and heavy clugters of trees sprouted on the hills.
A little stresm wound down out of the nearest hill and trickled into the lake.

Crayden felt awarm glow. In away, thiswas the best thing that could have happened. Instead of
going back to the old con games, the shabby routines hed lived on, held have anew, fresh life beginning.
He grinned. It was ataent he had, making the most of what seemed like arough break. It wasthe way
to day dive.

He started off to follow the stream. After walking afew steps, he stopped.

"I namethis planet Crayden,” he shouted. "I take possession of it in the name of Steve Crayden.”

"Crayden," came back the faint echo from the hill.

The effect pleased him. "I hereby proclam mysdlf King Stephen of Crayden!™”

The echo replied, "Of Crayden.”

Thoroughly satisfied, the new king began to trudge aong the side of the stream, carrying the
damaged thought-converter under one arm, the rescue-beam radiator under the other.

He followed the stream severd hundred meters up into the hills. Looking ahead, he noted what
seemed to be athin trail of smoke curling into the sky. Natives?

He stopped and watched the smoke. The first thought that came to him was to hang back
cautioudy, but then he shook his head and kept moving. Thiswas hisworld, and he was going to keep
the upper hand.

They saw him firgt, though, and before he was aware of anything, ten blue-skinned men had
stepped out of the woods and were knedling at hisfeet.

"Kgwal" they shouted. "Kgwa, Kgwal"

Crayden was too Startled to react. He stood there frozen, staring down. They were al burly
humanoids, perfectly manlike asfar as he could tell, except for the bright blue skin. They werecladin
loincloths and beads, and were obvioudy friendly. Crayden relaxed; King Stephen had found his
subjects.

Gingerly hetouched the nearest native with thetip of histoe. The alien sorang up ingtantly and faced
him. The man waswell over Sx feet tal, and powerfully built.

"Kgwaendrak jennisj Kgwa," the native jabbered, pointing to the smoke that indicated the village.

"Kgwal Kgwal" came the chorus from the ground.

"l wish | could understand you chaps,” Crayden said. "Kegwa, eh? That's the best compliment | had
sncethewarden said | looked like an honest man.”

They were dancing around him, slamping on the ground and g apping their hands, and emitting cries
of "Kgwal Kgwal" until the trees began to tremble from the noise. Other blue-skins began to appear
from further upstream, naked children and women in loincloths. They gathered around Crayden, chanting
that one word over and over, now softly, now at the top of their lungs.

Crayden grinned at them. Thiswas working out better than he'd dare dream. Sowly, with dl the
dignity hisnew rank afforded, Crayden began to move upstream toward the village, clutching the usdless
thought-converter like a scepter in his outstretched right hand.

When they reached thevillage, atall, wrinkled native wearing agreat many beads and aflowing
white beard stood in front of the community fire, watching Crayden's approach. The beard |ooked
strange against the blueness of the old man's chest.

As Crayden drew near, the old one sank down on both knees. "Kgwa," he said dowly, in avery
deep, solemn voice.

Crayden took the cue. He stepped forward and touched the old man on the left shoulder with the
tip of histhought-converter. The oldster rose asif transfigured.

The villagers clustered around, keeping arespectful distance, and chattered away. He pointed to the



thought-converter. "I'll have thisfixed soon,” he promised. "Then I'll be ableto talk to you.”

They continued to chatter. Every third word seemed to be "Kgwa." Crayden happily wondered
whether it meant "king" or "god.”

They ingdled him in alarge hut, the best in the village. The old man took him there
personaly—Crayden decided he was either the chief or the high priest, or, most likely, both—and
indicated abed of thick grassin one corner. It wasthe only furniture.

"Thanks, pop," he said lightly. "Usualy | expect better accommodationsin my hotels, but | won't
kick. Seethat the bellhop comeswhen | ring, will you? | hate having to wait."

The old man looked at him without atrace of comprehension or anything else but worship in his
eyes.

"KgwaemerediscdowaKgwa," hesaid.

Crayden watched him depart, and sat for awhile on the big stone at the entrance to his hut. From
timeto timelittle groups of children would approach timidly and stare at him and back away, and
occasionaly one of the blue-skinned women would come by. There hadn't been any women on
Kandoris. Crayden rubbed his chin. Even ablue-skinned one would do right now, he thought. Y es, even
she would be welcome.

He gtared at the bare hut, with itslow bed. The only other thingsin it were the thought-converter
and the rescue-beam radiator. He hefted the compact rescue-beam radiator in his hand.

I'd better get rid of this, he thought. One of the natives might accidentally turn it on and call down
the patrol.

He walked to the stream, held the radiator reflectively for amoment, and then pitched it into the
water.

"Good riddance," he said. Hislast link with Kandoris and the worlds of the galaxy was gone. They
couldn't find him unless he tipped them off by using the rescue-beam radiator, which would attract any
patrol ship within adozen light-years. And the radiator was under the flowing waters of the stream.

When he returned to hishut he looked at the remaining piece of equipment, the thought-converter.
"I'll really be able to make thistown jump once| can tak to them," he said. "Women, food, fancy
furniture—I'll just haveto ask for them, and they'll jump. They wouldn't want their Kggwato be
displeased.”

The thought-converter didn't seem to be too badly damaged. A few delicate wires had come out of
their sockets, that was all. Hetried to put them back, but his fingers were too thick and clumsy, and he
had to give up.

Heredlized he hadn't dept in dmost three days. He put the converter in his prison shirt, wrapping it
carefully to protect it from the moisture of the ground, and curled up on the bed of grass. It wasn't much
better than lying on the ground, but he was too tired to notice.

For the next three days he did nothing but St on the stone outside the hut and toy with the
thought-converter while the natives brought him food threetimes aday. He didn't recognize any of the
ddlicacies they brought—something which looked like ablack apple and tasted like ared one, another
something which looked like nothing held ever seen on Earth and tasted like ashot of bourbon filtered
through abanana, and plenty of fresh, red mest, dmost raw despite the perfunctory roasting they gaveit.

Crayden felt hisframe expanding, and, though he had no mirror, he knew the prison-planet palor
hed left hisface. This planet was agreeing with him, al right. Being Kgwawasagrand life. HEd never



had it so good.

When he got tired of sitting around being worshipped, he decided to survey the area. He was
curious about this world—hisworld—and he wanted to know all about it.

All the huts were something like his, only smaler, and the ones near the stream seemed to belong to
the more important people of the tribe. The huts were arranged in aroughly semi-circular fashion, with
the community fire at the entrance to the semicircle. All around was the thick forest—Nature'sfortress.

Crayden wandered off toward the forest, hoping to see some of the native wild-life in action, but
was surprised to find himsdf confronted by alittle ring of blue-skins.

"Kgwa," they murmured, pointing to the forest. "Nek nek konnaje Kgwa."

"My country, 'tis of thee," hereplied gravely, and continued to move toward the forest.

They became moreingstent. Two of the biggest stood in front of him and barred hisway. "Nek nek
konnaje Kgwa," they repeated more loudly.

Obvioudy they didn't want him straying. So his powers were limited after dl. He frowned. "If that's
theway you want it, I'll givein. Never argue with the boysin blue, the saying goes.” But hewasangry all
the same.

Every night they danced in front of his hut, and every day they let him St there while they came by
and bowed and mumbled "Kewa." But Crayden was getting restless.

They treated him asaking, or asagod, and he took full advantage of the privilege theway he did
everything e se—but he was required to stay in the vicinity. The constant worship was starting to bore
him, and the steady diet of rich food combined with lack of exercise had put a definite bulge around his
somach. Hefdlt like aprize bull being groomed for the cattle show, and he didn't likeit. He decided the
quickest way to fix thingswasto repair the thought-converter and talk to them.

But he couldn't do it himsdlf. The repairsinvolved nothing more complex than putting three wires
back in place, but he couldntt fit his fingers through the opening to do it. He tried improvising tweezers
out of two twigs, but that didn't do it. He needed someone with small fingers—a child, perhaps. Or a
woman.

A woman. Here was where his Kgwahood was going to comein handy.

One night asthe tribe was gathered outside his hut he raised the thought-converter high over his
head asasgn for slence. "Hold everything!" he thundered. "Asyour Kgwa, | declarethismorsel strikes
my fancy."

He pointed at agirl whom he'd noticed before—she seemed to be about seventeen or eighteen by
Earthly standards and she wore her loincloth with the dignity of amatron displaying amink. Some large
precious-looking stone was strung on a necklace that dangled down between her breasts.

She wasthe best of the lot. Crayden pointed to her, then to his hut—an unmistakable gesture.

Thegirl flashed a glance a the old man. He nodded benignly, stroked his great beard, and smiled as
she stepped forward shyly and stood before Crayden.

"You'll do," he said gpprovingly. "A dish fit for aKgwa." He waved dismissa to the tribespeople
and took her insde the hut.

During the night he looked out the open entrance and saw aknot of tribespeople staring in with
evident curiosity, but hedidn't let that disturb him.

She seemed happy with the arrangement, and so did he. The blue skin didn't trouble him at al. He
had cometo think of himsalf as the white-skinned freak among the normal people. It had been threelong



years on Kandoris since Crayden had had awoman, but he hadn't forgotten anything. And this one knew
al thetricks.

The people began to bring him dead anima s—strange-looking beasts, resembling Earthly ones but
with differences—and left them at his door, as sacrifices. One morning there was asquirrel with horns,
the next afox with aprehensletall.

Whenever he waked through the village, they followed him, dways at arespectful distance, and
soft criesof "Kegwa" drifted through the air. Hiswoman—he named her Winnie, after agirl hed known
on Venus—was getting the same treatment. She had become someone important now that she belonged
to the Kgwa.

He spent afull day trying to get her to fix the thought-converter. Her fingers were dim and tapering,
and would fit into the opening easlly. But it wasn't smple to convey what he wanted her to do. After
hours of gesturing and indicating what he wanted, she till couldn't grasp it. Laborioudy he went through it
again. Shelooked up at him imploringly, and seemed ready to burst into tears.

"Look, Winnie. For the last time. Just pick up these little wires and put them in here." He showed
her. "If you only understood English—"

He showed her again. She dtill did nothing. He dapped her left hand, and |eft her in alittle
whimpering hegp in acorner of the hut. He strode angrily out and stalked around the village. He wasn't
going to be stymied here, not when he got past every other hurdie so well.

When hereturned, night had fallen, and she was waiting for him, holding the thought-converter. She
had a bright little smile, and seemed to have forgotten al about the dap. He looked at the
thought-converter. The wireswere in place. The Crayden luck was holding true to form.

Hekissed her, and she responded as he had taught her. After awhile, he picked up the
thought-converter and held it fondly.

"Kegwa," shesad.

Thiswas his chance to find out, he thought. He reached underneath and snapped on the converter.

Her lipsformed the word "Kegwa' again.

But through the converter came a stream of unexpected concepts. "Placator of the gods. . .noble
intervener . . .roya sacrifice.”

"Sacrifice? What? When?'

She launched into a string of words, and the converter brought them over al too clearly.
"Tomorrow isthe day you go to the gods, and | should be happy. But I'm sad. I'll missyou."”

"Y ou mean the Kgwa getskilled?' he asked desperately.

"Oh, no," the converter trandated. "Not killed. Y ou go to meet the gods, to intervenein our favor.
One of usischosen every year. Thisyear you came to us from above and it was good."

"Where do the godslive?

She pointed. "Down there. At the bottom of the lake. It is degp. We have never been ableto reach
the bottom.”

Crayden'singdesjangled. Roya sacrifice? Bottomless lake? So that was the catch?

The Crayden luck was just about being stretched to the breaking-point. For asecond hisold
optimism asserted itsdlf, and he told himself confidently that now that the converter worked held be able
to tak the natives out of sacrificing him.

But the bleak truth was apparent, and for thefirst timein hislife Crayden saw there was no
opportunity he could cling to. Except—except—

He looked out the door of the hut. The night was black. He tiptoed out softly. "Keep quiet,” hetold
her.



He crept through the deeping village to the stream where he had so boldly disposed of the
rescue-beam radiator the other day. He hadn't needed it, then, but he did now. If he could find it, he
could call the Patrol and get taken back to the prison planet, where he could start all over. He'd break
out again, he was sure. For Steve Crayden, optimism was an incurable disease,

Grimly calling on whoever had been taking care of him up till then, he got down on hiskneesin the
water and began to grope franticaly for the rescue-beam radiator he'd thrown—who knew
where?—somewhere in the stream.

He moved inch-by-inch over the stream's shallow bed, searching fruitlesdy. He refused to give up.
The cool waters of the stream washed the feverish sweet from him and left him chilled and shivering.

When the dliens came for him the next morning, he was a hundred yards upstream, blindly rooting
up handfuls of mud, still confident he was going to find the rescue beam. It wasn't till the priest held him
poised above the sparkling blue waters of the bottomless |ake and started to release him, asaglad cry
went up from the watchers—it wasn't until then that he cameto the final redlization that there were no
anglesleft for himto play.

But he was till expecting alast-minute miracle as he hit the water. Thistime there wasn't any.

Guardian of the Crystal Gate (1956)

Amazing Stories and its companion magazine, Fantastic Adventures, were big, shaggy pulps
published by Ziff-Davis of Chicago. They featured fast-paced adventure stories aimed at adolescent
boys, agroup to which | belonged when | started reading them in 1948. | loved nearly everything | read,
had fantasies of writing for them some day, and had no idea that the two books were staff-written by a
dozen or so regular contributors whose work was bought without prior editoria reading and who
worked mainly under pseudonyms that the editor, Ray Palmer, would stick on their materid at random.
(About fifteen different writers were responsible over the yearsfor the stories bylined " Alexander Blade,"
who was one of my specia favorites when | was about 14.)

Whilel was gtill an Alexander Blade fan Ziff-Davis moved its operationsto New Y ork. Editor
Pdmer preferred to stay behind in Chicago. The new editor was a big, burly, good-natured man named
Howard Browne, who had been one of PAmer's stable of regulars, producing undistinguished storiesfor
him in the mode of Robert E. Howard and Edgar Rice Burroughs under an assortment of names. Indeed,
Browne thought that science fiction and fantasy was pretty slly stuff. What he preferred was detective
gtories. His own favorite writer was Raymond Chandler and he had written anumber of creditable
mysteriesin the Chandler vein. Gossip had it that he had taken over Palmer'sjob mainly in the hope,
never redized, of taking Ziff-Davisinto letting him edit amystery magazine aswell.

By the time Browne had been on the job a couple of years my own tastesin reading had grown
more mature, and | was no longer very enamored of the work of Alexander Blade and his
pseudonymous colleagues. Truth totell, I had cometo think of Amazing and Fantastic Adventures as
pretty awful magazines, and, with the high-minded fastidiousness common to young men in their
mid-teens, said so very bluntly in a1952 article that | wrote for an amateur magazine of s-f commentary
named Fantastic Worlds. They were, | said, "the two poorest professiona magazines of the field,”
magazines of "drab degeneracy™ that were devoted to "aformula of adventure and 'cops and robberson
themoon." | said alot of other thingstoo, some of them fairly foolish. Fantastic Worlds dlowed Browne
to reply to my diatribe, and he did so quite gracioudy, under the circumstances, defending himsdlf by
pointing out that "'magazines, like bean soup and bicycles, are put out to make money." He offered
reasoned and reasonable arguments for hiseditorid policiesand in general resisted matching my
intemperate tone. He did cal my piece"unredigtic and irresponsible’ but added that "it is axiomatic that
only the very young and very old know everything," and obvioudy | belonged to one of those two
categories.



We now jump three years. It isthe summer of 1955, and, thanksto Randall Garrett, | have
unexpectedly become part of Howard Browne's stable of writers mysdlf, turning in amonthly quota of
formulafiction. | would ddliver astory on Tuesday or Wednesday, Howard would |et the accounting
department know, and the following Monday my payment would go out. He rarely bothered to read
them. Now and then he would check to seethat | was maintaining the minima level of competence that
the magazines required, but he understood that | was, by and large, capable of consstently giving him the
right stuff. In fact, after | had been part of his staff for Sx months or s, he paid me the considerable
compliment of asking meto write astory around a cover painting that Ed VVaigursky, one of hisbest
artigts, had just brought in.

The painting showed two attractive young ladiesin short tunicsfiercely wrestling atop ahuge
diamond. | produced a 10,000-word story called "Guardian of the Crystal Gate," which Howard
published in the August, 1956 issue of Fantastic, the successor to the old Fantastic Adventures. My
name was prominently festured on the front cover and an autobiographical sketch of me, dong with a
lovely drawing of me asthe beardless young man | till was, went on the second page of theissue.

During one of my viststo the Ziff-Davis office about thistime, Howard Browne greeted me with a
dy grin and pulled asmall white magazine from his desk drawer. "Doesthislook familiar?* hesaid, or
wordsto that effect. It wasthat 1952 issue of Fantastic Worlds, with my blistering attack on the
magazines he edited. He had known al aong that the bright young man he had hired for his staff in 1955
was the author of that overheated polemic of three years before, and finally he could no longer resist
letting mein on that. He had, of course, calculated how old | must have been when | wrote that piece,
and had gallantly chosen not to hold my youthful indiscretion againgt me.

That August 1956 Fantastic was pretty much an al-Silverberg issue, by theway. | had broken my
persond record of the month before, because | was the author or co-author of four of the Six storiesit
contained. Besides" Guardian of the Crystdl Gate," there was a collaborative novelet caled "The Sow
and the Dead,” under the "Robert Randal" byline, and | appeared as"Ralph Burke' with a short entitled
"Revolt of the Synthetics." The fourth story, "O Captain My Captain,” was onethat | had written while
il an unknown fredlancer back in 1954; unableto sl it the normd way, | had eventudly fobbed it off
on Browne as part of my regular quota. The interesting thing here isthat Browne published it under the
byline of "lvar Jorgensen"—awriter who had been one of my early favoritesin the days before | knew
that the Ziff-Davis magazines were entirdly written by staff insders using pseudonyms. "Jorgensen” hed
origindly been the pen name of Paul W. Fairman, Browne's associate editor, but now the name was
being spread around to the other contributors. So after having been an Ivar Jorgensen fanin my
mid-teens, | had, four or five years|ater, been transformed into Jorgensen mysdlf! It would not belong
before| could lay clamto "Alexander Blade" aswell.

It started very smply, with the routine note on my desk, saying that the Chief had ajob for me.
Since theré's generally some trouble for me to shoot ten or adozen timesayear, | wasn't surprised. The
surprises came later, when | found that this particular job was going to draw me ahundred trillion miles
across space, on afantastic quest on adistant planet. But that came later.

It began quietly. | walked in, sat down, and the Chief, in aquick motion, dropped adiamond in
front of me on his desk.

| stared blankly at the jewel. It was hedthy-sized, emerad-cut, blue-white. | looked up a him.

"y

"Takeacloselook at it, Les." He shoved it across the desk at me with his stubby fingers. | reached
out, picked up the diamond—it fdt terribly cool to touch—and examined it.

Right in the heart of the gem was athin brown area of clouding, marring the otherwise flawless
diamond. | nodded. "It looks—like aburnt-out fuse," | said, puzzled.

The Chief nodded solemnly. "Exactly.” He opened a desk drawer and reached in, and grasped
what looked like awhole handful of other diamonds, "Here," he said, "Enjoy yoursdlf." He sent them



sprawling out on the desk; they rolled across the shiny marbled desktop. Some went skittering to the
floor, others dropped into my lap, others spread out in agleaming array in front of me. There must have
been forty of them.

The Chief's eye met mine. "Each one of those diamonds," he said, "represents one dead man.”

| coughed. I've had some funny cases since joining the Bureau, but this was the fanciest hook the
Chief had used yet. | started scooping up the diamonds that had fallen to the floor. They were of dl sizes,
al cuts—amillion dollars worth, maybe. More, maybe.

"Don't bother," the Chief said. "I'll have the charwoman pick them up when | leave. They're not
worth anything, you know."

"Not worth anything?' | looked at the ones| had in my hand. Each was marred by the same strange
brown imperfection, that fuse blowout. | closed my hand, feding them grind together.

"Not acent. For one thing, they're al flawed, as you can easly see. For another, they're dll
gynthetics. Paste, every one of them. Remarkably convincing paste, but paste dl the same.”

| leaned back in my chair, put my hands together, and said, "Okay. I'm hooked. Put the job on the
linefor me, will you?' | wasthinking, Thisisthe screwiest oneyet. And I've had some corkers.

"Heresthe pitch, Les." He drew out along sheet of crigp onionskin paper, and handed it to me.
Nesetly typed on it wasalist of names and addresses. | ran down the list quickly without hitting any
familiar ones

"Wel?Who are they?'

"They're missing persons, Les. They've dl disappeared in this city between—ah—" Hetook thelist
back—"27 November, 2261, and 11 February of thisyear. Thelist totals Sixty-six names. And those are
just the ones we know about."

"And the diamonds?'

"That'swhere this Bureau comesin,” he said. "They only send usthe screwy ones, asyou've no
doubt discovered by now. In each disappearance case listed on this sheet, one of those burnt-out
diamonds was found in the room the missing man waslast seeniin. In every case.”

| frowned and scratched an ear reflectively. ™Y ou say therés atie-in with the diamonds, Chief?!

He nodded. "One burnt-out diamond in exchange for one man. It's arecurrent pattern of
correlation. Those men are going some-where, and those diamonds have something to do with it. We
don't know what."

"And you want meto find out, en?" | asked.

"That'sonly part of it." He moistened hislips. "Suppose | tel you where you fit into the picture, and
let you decide what you want to do yourself. | can't force you, you know."

"I haven't turned down a case since I've been with the Bureau,” | reminded him.

"Good." He stood up. "L et's see you keep that record intact, then. Because we've just found one of
these diamonds that isn't burnt out!"

The vault swung open, and the Chief led the way in. He was ashort, blocky little man, hardly
impressive-looking at dl. But he knew hisjob perfectly—and hisjob was to maneuver muscleheaded
underlings like mysdlf into positions where they were just about committed to risk life and limb for the
good old Bureau without knowing quite what they were going into.

| wasin that uncomfortable position now. It wasn't going to be easy explaining this gambit to Peg,
ther, | thought.

He crossed the shadowy floor to an inner safe, deftly dialed the combination, and let the door come
creaking open. He drew out alittle lead box.

"Hereitis" hesaid.



| reached for it, in my usua melon-headed manner, but he drew it back quickly out of my grasp.
"Easy," hesad. "Thisthing isdangerous." Sowly, terribly dowly; helifted the top of the box just acrack.

A pure, slvery beam of brightness shot out and lit up the whole room.

"It must be abeauty,” | said.

"It is. Diamonds like these have lured sixty-six men to what we assumeistheir death, in the last
three months. This particular one hasn't had a chance to go into action yet."

| took the box from him. It was hard to resist the temptation of lifting the top and staring at that
wonderful diamond again, but | managed. | wanted to find out al the angles of the job before | got
involved.

"One of our cleaning-women found the stone yesterday, right after | left. She called me a home. At
first | thought it was one of the ones | was working with—one of the burnt-out ones. But from the way
shedescribed it, | knew it was something special. | had her box it up thisway at once. No one's seen it
yet, except in little peekslike the onel just gaveyou."

He tapped the box. "I'll tell you my theory," he said, "and you can take it from there." Hisvoice
ricocheted around unpleasantly in the silent vault. "Thisdiamond isbait, in some way. Thethings have
been appearing, and men have been doing something with them; | don't know what. But the diamonds
are directly connected with this wave of disappearance.”

| started to object, but he checked me.

"Okay, Les. | know it sounds crazy. How would you like to prove otherwise?'

"You'reasnesky one," | told him, grinning. Then the grin vanished as| stared at thelittle lead box.
"Il doit," | said. "But make sure that Peg gets the pension, will you?'

"Don't worry," he said, matching my grin. "Shell get every penny she deserves—after | get through
grabbing, of course." He started to lead the way out of the vault. | followed, and he closed the door
be-hind me.

"Y ou take that diamond aong with you," he said, indicating the box. "Play with it. Do anything you
like. But come back with a solution to this vanishing business. Here," he said. "Take afew of these
burnt-out onestoo."

"Yeah. Peg might likethem," | said. " They'll look swell with black."
| turned to go. As| reached the door, something occurred to me, and | paused.

"Say—I think I've found aholein your theory. How come that charwoman didn't disappear when
she found the diamond?’

He amiled. "Take another look at thelist | gave you, Les. All the names on it are men's names.
Whatever thisis, it doesn't affect women at dl.”

"Hmm. Thought | had you there, for aminute.”
"Y ou ought to know better than that, Les."

Peg didn't like the idea onelittle bit.

| called her right after | |eft the Bureau office, and told her the chief had anew project for me. |
didn't tel her what it was, but from the tone of my voice she must have guessed it was something risky.

| saw her facein the screen go tight, with the mouth pulled up in the little frown she's so fond of
making every time | get stuck into another of the Bureau'sweirdies.

"Les, what isit thistime?*

"Can't tel you over the phone," | said, in mock accents of melodrama. "But it'sadoozie, that's for
aure.” | fingered the leaden box in my pocket nervoudly.

"I'll come over after work," she said. "Les, don't let that man get you doing impossible things again.”

"Don't worry, baby. Thisnew businesswon't take any timeat dl,” | lied. "And the Bureau paysits



help well. Seeyou later, doll."

"Right," | broke the connection and watched her anxious face dissolve into aswirl of rainbow colors
and trickle off the viewer, leaving the screen looking adirty grey. | stared at the dead screen for acouple
of minutes, and then got up.

| wasworried too. The Bureau—that'sits only name, just plain The Bureau—was formed awhile
back, specificaly to handle screwball thingslike thisone. In aworld as overpopulated and complex as
oursis, you need aforce like the Bureau—slent, anonymous, out of the limelight. We take care of the
oddball things, the thingswe'd prefer the populace didn't get to hear shout.

Likethisone. Likethis business of people foashing off into thin air, leaving burnt-out diamonds
behind. The only people on Earth who could have even aremote chance of worming some sanity out of
that one were—us. More precisdy, me.

| stopped at acorner tavern and had allittle fortification before going home. The barkeep was an
inquisitive type, and | rambled on and on about some fictitious business problems of mine, inventing a
whole sad story about alumber warehouse and my shady partner. | didn't dare talk about my real
business, of course, but it felt good to be able to unload some kind of trouble, even phony trouble.

Then | caught aquick copter and headed for home. | got out at the depot and walked, feding the
leaden box tapping ominoudy against my thigh every step of the way. Peg wasthere when | camein.

"You madeit pretty quick,” | said, surprised. "Seemsto me you don't get out of work till four, and
it'sonly three-thirty now."

"We got |et off early today, Les. Holiday." Shelooked up at me, with strain and worry evident on
her face, and ran thin, nervous fingers through her close-cut red hair. "I cameright over.”

| went to the cabinet and poured two siff ones, one for each of us.

"Here'sto the Chief," | said. "And to the Bureau."

She shook her head. "Don't make jokes, Les. Drink to anyone €l se, but not to the Bureau. Why
don't you drink to us?"

"What'swrong, Peg? The Bureau iswhat's going to keep usgoing, doll. Thesdary | get from
them—"

"—will bejust adequate to get you the finest tombstone available, as soon as he givesyou a ,job
you can't handle." She stared up at me. Her eyeswere cold and sharp from anger, but | could also see
the beginnings of two tearsin them. | kissed them away, and felt her relax. | sat down and pulled out the
handful of burnt-out diamonds.

"Here," | said. ™Y ou can make earrings out of them.”

"Les! Where did these—"

| told her the whole story, starting at the beginning and finishing at the end. | dwaystell Peg exactly
what each misson of mineisabout. Doing that violates security regulations, | know, but I'm sure of Peg.
Absolutdy sure. When | tdll her something, it'sliketelling mysdlf; it doesn't get any further. Whichiswhy
| was able to keep company with her, with the eventua idea of marrying her. In the Bureau, you don't
think of getting married unless you can find awoman who could keep her mouth shut. Peg could.

"Y ou mean these diamonds are instrumenta in the disappearances?’ she asked wonderingly.

| nodded. "That'swhat we think, baby. And | have one other little exhibit for you." Sowly | drew
out the lead box and opened it, only acrack, and let a single beam of radiance escape before damming it
shut again.

She gasped in awe. "That's beautiful! But how—"

"That'swhere my job begins,” | said. "That diamond is an unused specimen, one that hasn't
functioned yet."

"Just how do you fit into this?' she asked suspicioudy.

| stood up. "I'll find out soon enough. I'm going to go into the next room," | said, "and see how this
diamond works. And then I'm going to go wherever it takes me, and worry about getting back after | get



there”

Thewordsfel so easly from my mouth that it seemed asif that had actualy been my plan dong.
Redlly, it hadn'; | didn't have any ideawhere | was going to begin this case, but certainly that wasn't any
way to go about it.

But as| spokethewords, | saw that that was what | had to do. That was the way the Bureau
worked. Go straight to the heart of the matter, and worry about the consequences to yoursdlf later.

"Les—" Peg began, and then knocked it off. She knew it wouldn't do her any good to complain,
and shedidn't try. | loved her for it. | knew she didn't like my job, and | knew she'd give anything to have
me go into some sane, safe industry—Ilike jetcar racing, or something, | suppose—buit at least she kept
her mouth shut once | got going on a project.

"Youwalit here," | told her. "Fix acouple of drinksfor us. I'm going to adjourn to the next room and
play around with this piece of glitter for awhile."

"Be careful," sheurged.

"I dwaysam," | sad. | gave her akiss, and as| fdt her soft, responsvelipsagainst minel
wondered just wherein hell that diamond was going to lead me. | didn't want to get too far from Peg, |
thought suddenly.

Then | broke away, scooped up the lead box, and went into my tiny den, closing the door behind
me

| sat down at the desk and spread the burnt-out diamondsin alittle semi-circle around the box. The
room was cold, and | was shivering alittle—not only from the draft, either.

| turned on my desk light and sat there for awhile, staring at the glistening row of gems, staring at
the odd little brown cloud disfiguring each one.

Then, dowly, | reached for the box.

Sixty-six men—only men, for areason | didn't understand—had disappeared. The diamonds had
something to do with it. | didn't know what. But | had an overriding fedling that | was dated to be
Number Sixty-seven.

It'sajob, | thought. It'smy job. And there was only one way to do it. My fingers quivered alittle,
just alittle, as | started to open the box.

Brightness began to stream from it as soon as the upper half had parted from the lower, and | felt a
bead of sweat break out on my forehead and go trickling down back of my ear. With perhaps too much
caution, | lifted back thelid and lay bare the diamond nestling within, like apearl insgde an oy<ter.

| had never seen anything so lovely in my life. It was emerad-cut, neat and streamlined, with
uncanny brilliance lurking in its smooth facets. It was small, but perfect, symmetrica and clear. It looked
likeatiny spark of cold, blue-whitefire,

Then | looked closer.

There was something in the heart of the diamond—not the familiar brown flaw of the others, but
something of adifferent color, something moving and flickering. Before my eyes, it changed and grew.

And | saw what it was. It was the form of a girl—awoman, rather, avoluptuous, writhing nude
form in the center of the gem. Her hair was alustrous blue-black, her eyes apiercing ebony. She was
gesturing to me, holding out her hands, incredibly beckoning from within the heart of the diamond.

| felt my legsgo limp. Shewas growing larger, coming closer, holding out her arms, beckoning,
cdling—

She seemed to fill the room. The diamond grew to gigantic size, and my brain whirled and bobbed
indizzy circles. | sensed the overpowering, wordless cal.

Then | heard the door open and close behind me, and | heard Peg's anguished scream: "Les!"”



There was the sound of footsteps running toward me, but | didn't turn. | felt Peg'sarms around my
shoulder. She seemed to be holding me back.

| toreloose. The girl from the diamond was calling to me, and | felt inexorably drawn. "Led" |
heard Peg call again, and then again, more faintly. Her voice seemed to fade away, and the diamond
grew, and grew, and seemed to take up the entire universe. And within it, now life Sze, wasthat girl,
cdlingtome.

| went to her.

There was greyness, and void.

| found mysdif done. Somewhere.

| wasflat on my face, breathing in astrange, warm, dien air, lying stretched out with my nose buried
inathick carpet of blue-green moss. | sumbled to my feet and looked around, <till hearing the echoes of
Peg'sfading cries resounding in my head.

Strange twittering noises sounded from above. Still too stunned to do much besidesreact to direct
gtimuli, I glanced up and saw avicious-looking black-feathered bird with gleaming red talons legp from
onetreeto another.

Once| recovered my menta equilibrium, my first feding was one of bitter, irrational anger—anger
at the Chief for having let mefdl into thisjob, anger at Peg for not forcing me to turn down the
assignment, anger at mysdlf for letting that diamond suck meinto itsfield.

| was Number Sixty-seven, al right. Lee Hayden, Vanished Man. | could imagine Peg's
terror-stricken face as she saw me disappear before her eyes and then picked up—

A burnt-out diamond.

Wherever those sixty-six guys had gone, | had followed. | looked around again. | had landed on
some dienworld, evidently, and | took the redlization alot more calmly than | should have. | was pretty
blase, as amatter of fact.

It could have been the Congo, of course, or the Amazon basin—but that wasn't too probable. For
onething, most of the placeslikethat on Earth are pretty well civilized-looking by now. For another, no
place, not even the Amazon, had birds like the ones that were flitting through the trees here. No place.

After the anger had washed through me, | cdmed down alittle. | leaned against one of the gigantic
trees and groped for a clue, something to pick on as agtarting point for the investigation | was about to
conduct, the investigation that would clear things up. | was here on business.

| wasinthe middle of avast jungle. The air was warm and moist, and clinging vines dangled down
from the grest trees. There didn't seem to be any other animdl life, except for the myriad infernd birds.

Overhead, behind the curtain of vines, | could see the sun streaming down. It wasn't the familiar
ydlow light of Sal, ether; the sun here was small, blue-white, and hot. | was swesating—me, in my
business quit.

| stripped the jacket off and dangled it on the limb of atree nearby, as alandmark, and Started to
wak. Meantime, pounding away in my head, wasthe vision of that impossble girl inside that impossibly
lovely diamond. She wasthe bait that had trapped me.

| saw how the process worked. These diamonds appeared, and the lucky recipient would stare at
them, as| did, hypnotized by the unearthly beauty of the stone into thinking there was a beckoning girl
ingde

Then, through some magic, the trap snapped, and the unsuspecting victim—me—got drawnin and
carried across space to an uninhabited jungle planet—here.

Why? That waswhat | was going to find out—I hoped.



| started to walk, moving dowly through the thick haze of the eaming jungle. | kept hearing the
twitter of the birds, asasort of chirping mockery from above, and now and then alittle anima jumped
out from behind the trees and scurried across my path, but otherwise there wasn't asign of another living
being. | wondered if each victim of thisthing got sent to aplanet of hisown; | hoped not. | was starting to
fed terribly alone here.

The jungle seemed endless, and that blue-white sun was getting hotter and hotter with each passing
minute. | began to think that | was moving in circles. Onetreelooked just like the next.

| walked for perhaps an hour, with the sweet pouring down my arms and shoulders and my legs
getting wobbly from the strain and the heat, and floating in front of me al the time wasthe vison of Peg's
face as she must have looked the moment | vanished.

| tried to picture the scene. Probably thefirst thing sheld do, when she got her balance back, would
beto call the Bureau, get the Chief on the wire, and curse him black and blue. She wasn't aweak
woman. She'd let him know in no uncertain termswhat she thought of him for giving methisjob, for
sending me out to do and die for the Bureau.

But what would she do then? Where would she go? Would she forget me and find someone else?
Thethought chilled me. | kept dogging on through that inferna mudhole of a planet, and there was
nothing in sight but trees and more of them. After awhile longer, | peded off my shirt and wrapped it
around the bole of alanky sapling. Another landmark, | thought.

| was gtarting to get dreadfully depressed by the londliness, by the dead, paradoxica emptiness of
thisfantastically fertileworld. There didn't seem to be any way out, any hope at dl, and | was beginning
togiveintomy fearsinaway | usudly didn't do.

But just then abrown something came bounding out of the tangled nest of vines above me and
struck me hard, knocking meto the ground. | hit the springy moss with aterrific impact, recoiled, and
rolled over, feding my lip sarting to swell whereI'd split it.

| found mysalf facing what looked like an ape, about the size of asmal, wiry man. The beast had
two pairsof ams, two glowing, malicious eyes, and asnice apair of saber teeth asyou could find
outside the Museum of Natural History. | scrambled afoot or two back, and lashed out with my feet.

| wasn't done here any more, for sure.

The anima fought back furioudy, wrapping itsfour arms around me, bringing its two razor-sharp
teeth much too close to my throat to make me happy.

But | had just been waiting for something like this. | needed something concrete on which | could
take out al my fear and rage and resentment, and | met the anima's attack firmly and came back on the
creature's own grounds, fighting with arms and legs and knees and anything else handy. Overheed, |
heard the chattering of the birds grow to atumultuous frenzy.

| pounded away, smashed afist into those two gleaming yellow sabers and felt them crack benesth
my driving knuckles, felt the teeth give and break beneath the impact. A hot lancet of pain shot down my
hand, but the anima gave a searing cry and jumped back.

| was on him immediately. All its attention was being given to the two broken teeth; its upper pair of
hands was busy trying to stanch the flow of bright blood from its mouth, and the other two were waving
infeeble circles. | came down hard with my feet, once, twice, athird time, and then the arms stopped
waving.

| walked away, looking cautioudy around to seeif the anima had any relativesin the neighborhood.
Suddenly, the empty, londly jungle seemed overcrowded; behind every spreading leaf, there might be
another of these saber-toothed horrors. Bresthing hard, fedling the blood dripping from my cut knuckles,
| started to edge on through the jungle.

My face was set in agrim mask. It looked like life on this planet was going to be a permanent
struggle for survivd, judging from my first taste of itswildlife—with no way out. | thought of Peg, back on



Earth, and wondered what she was doing, what she was thinking of.

| kept going, determined now to keep moving at al costs, determined to beat thisworld and find my
way back to Earth. Thefight had set my hormonesrolling, apparently; the outpour of adrenadin was just
what | needed to galvanize me out of thefit of depression | had been sinking into. Now | wasfully alive,
wide awake, and wanting out desperately.

Then | glanced up. There seemed to be afire up ahead; white, brilliant light was streaming through
the jungle, illuminating the dark recesses around me. | drew in my bregth. If it reglly wasfire, that meant
people—savages, perhaps? | advanced cautioudly, dying adozen timeswhenever | scrunched dawn ona
twig.

After about fifty yards, the path swivelled abruptly at aright-angle bend, and | found mysdlf
suddenly out of the jungle. | emerged from the thickly-packed trees and saw what was causing al the
light. | whistled dowly.

It wasn't afire. It was adiamond, planted smack in the middle of awide tredess clearing—the
biggest diamond anyone ever dreamed of, looming ten feet off the ground, lying therelike agigantic
chunk of frozen flame. It was cut with amillion facets from which the bright sunlight glinted fiercdly. All
around it, the trees had been levelled to the ground. The grest gem stood al done, in solitary majesty.

Not quite done, though. For as| stood there, at the edge of the jungle, staring in openmouthed
astonishment, | saw afigure come up over the top of the diamond, poise for amoment on the narrow
facet a the very peak, and then legp lightly to the ground.

It was the girl—the girl whose beckoning arms had enticed me into this nightmarein the first place.
Shewas coming toward me.

Thegirl inthe diamond had been nude, but | guessthat was only part of the bait. Thisgirl wasclad,
though what she was wearing took care of the legal minimum and not much more. Otherwisg, it wasthe
same girl, radiant with an incredible sort of magnetism. In person, she had the same kind of effect that the
imagein the diamond had had.

| stood there, dazzled.

"I've been waiting for you," she said. Her voice was|ow and throbbing, with just the merest echo of
something alien and strange about it. "1t has been so long since | called, and you did not come.”

| just stared at her. Up till thismoment | had thought Peg was about as sexy asagirl could be, as
far as| was concerned. But | waswrong. Thisitem made Peg look almost like an old washboard by
comparison.

Shewasdl curves, but with arippling strength undernesth that was ajoy to see. Her hair was deep
blue-black, with glossy undertones, and her eyes were deep and compelling.

"My nameis Sharane," she said softly. "'l have been waiting for you.”

The sunlight kept bouncing down off that colossal diamond, and Sharane stood there, brilliant inits
reflected light. Her skin seemed to glow, it was so radiant. She took another step toward me, arms
outstretched.

| moved back astep. So much glamor in one body frightened me. Thelast time | had listened to this
girl'scdl, it had drawn me across space and brought me to this planet. Devil only knew what might
happen thistime.

Besides, there was Peg. So | backed off.

"What do you want?' | demanded. "Why have | been brought here? Whereisthis place?"



"What doesit matter?' Sharane asked lightly, and from the tone of her voice| started to wonder
mysdf. "Come here," she urged.

| started to laugh, I'm afraid. It was al so preposterous, this whole business of diamonds that make
people shoot off to someworld in space, and this lynx-eyed temptress coming toward me—I dissolved
in near-hygerica laughter.

But | waslaughing out of the other side of my face amoment later, when Sharane stepped closeto
me and | felt her warmth near me. She looked up at me, with the same expression on her face that the
image in the diamond had had. | was defensdess.

Peg, | thought. Peg, help me!

She put her arms around me, and | started to pull back and then stopped. | couldn't. She came
close, enfolded hersdlf around me.

Somehow at that moment the distant Peg seemed pretty pale and tawdry next to Sharane. | forgot
her. | forgot Peg, | forgot the Chief, the Bureau, Earth—I forgot everything, except Sharane and the
blindingly brilliant diamond in front of me.

Shedrew my head down, and our lips met. The contact was warm, tingling—

And| fdt mysdf grow rigid, asif | were rooted to the ground.

Sharane pulled her lips away, and took a step back, She looked at me, strangely, haf triumphantly
and haf sadly. | saw her sigh, saw her breastsrise and fall.

| strained to move, and couldn't. | was frozen!

"l am sorry,” she said. Her musical voice seemed to be modulated into aminor key, asif shewere
redly sorry. "Thisistheway things must be."

And then shelifted me up, dung my gtiffened form over her shoulder aseasily asif | were an empty
sack, and started walking away!

| struggled impotently against the strange pardysis that had overcome me, and cursed bitterly. A
second time, Sharane had trapped me! Once, when she caled from the depths of the crystal; now, when
she betrayed me with akiss.

| rolled my eyesin anguish, but that was as close as| could come to motion. Sharane carried me
lightly, easily, around to the other side of the gigantic diamond. "Y ou will have friends here,” she said
oftly.

| looked around, and blinked in surprise. For haf adozen other Earthmen lay, smilarly frozen,
behind the great diamond.

Sharane very carefully laid me down in their midgt, and left me.

She had put me between two other frozen prisoners. Further away, | saw four more. All Sx were
gripped by the same strange force that held me.

"Greetings, friend,” | heard the man on my |eft say. "The nameis Cad dwell—Frederic Caldwall.
What'syours?' It was dmost asif we were mesting in acafeteria, he was so casud.

"LesHayden," | sad.

"My nameis Strauss," said the one on my right. "Ed Strauss. Glad to meet you, Hayden. Join our
merry band.”

Strauss—Cal dwell—those were two of the names on that list of Sixty-six vanishers. And I'm
Sixty-Seven. Welcometo thefold, | thought.

"How long have you been here?' | asked.

"Ten days" said Strauss.

"A week," Cadwdl said. "But you'd never know it. When you're frozen like this, you don't need



food or anything. Y ou're out of circulation, period. You just lie here, waiting for the next sucker to be
deposited in the vault.”

"Yeah," said Strauss. "There were about forty guys herewhen | came, but one day aship came
down and some huge things packed most of them up. That made things pretty quiet for awhile. Weve
just been lying here, those of usthat areleft. Every oncein awhile Sharane catches someone new."”

"Did both of you get snagged the same way?'

"| found adiamond on my desk one day," said Caldwell. "Came out of nowhere. | started staring at
it—and | guessyou know the rest of the story."

"It's Sharan€s kissthat doesit,” Strausssaid. "1 think it sets up some kind of force field that freezes
us. And we stay here, and walit for the dlien ship to come pick us up and take us avay."

"Tothe daughterhouse,” said Cadwel dully.

| pushed and struggled, but it wasto no avail. | was efficiently straitjacketed. Above me, the big
diamond stared coldly out, its radiant brilliance seeming to mock us.

Cadwell and Strauss had been trapped the same way | had—by the beckoning diamond. |
wondered how many more Sharane would catch, would draw across space to this strange planet. And |
wondered why? Who was this strange woman, what power did she have, why was she doing what she
did? What motivated her?

| didn't know. And it didn't look like | was ever going to find out.

All I knew was | was caught, and there didn't seem to be any way out. But | wasn't going to give
up. | could ill keep on hoping.

Welay therefor hours, talking occasionally, more often remaining silent, staring up at the cloudless
sky. | could see how the days would roll by, in empty, mindlesswaiting, until the mysterious ship returned
for itsnext load of Earthmen.

By dint of much eyebdl-ralling, | was able to make out what my two companions looked like.
Strauss was bal ding, sandy-haired, middle aged, Caldwell much younger, dynamic-looking.

There wasn't much we could say, and after awhile conversation ceased entirely. We were so
placed that | could see the giant diamond clearly, and | started to passthe time by staring at its peak,
wondering how many carats the thing could weigh. Millions, no doubt.

Then | began searching the sky, waiting for the ship to come, the ship that would carry us off to our
unknown next destination. After awhilelonger | grew tired, and closed my eyes. | dept, uneasily, and no
doubt I would have been tossing and turning if only | could moveat all.

| was awakened by the sound of Caldwell's deep, sharp voice exclaiming, "Look! Here comesa
new onel"

Then Strauss commented, "Andit'sagirl!”

| struggled to get my eyes open and keep them that way, and swiveled them around, searching for
the newcomer. And then | saw her.

Shewasjust emerging from the edge of thejungle. | saw her plainly, clad in sweater and
tight-clinging khaki trousers; she had evidently had arough time of it in the jungle, because her siveater
was torn and shredded and her hair was wildly disheveled. But she kept moving onward, her eyeswide
in amazement at the sght of the diamond.

She was Peg.

| watched her dmost dazedly as she made her way acrossthe clearing. | knew she couldn't seeme
yet, but | could see her. It was Peg, dl right. How, why she had come, | could only conjecture, But she
was here, madly, unbelievably, and | was glad to see her.

"Where'd she come from?' Cadwell asked.



"| thought only men came through,” said Strauss. "Maybe she's an accomplice of Sharane.”
"No," | sad. "l know her."

| tried to call to her, to attract her attention in someway. | didn't know where Sharane was.
"Peg!" | called. My voice was ahoarse croak, barely more than awhisper. | tried again. " Peg!
Peg!”

The third time she heard me. | saw her mouth drop open as she turned dowly and saw us spread
out on the ground, and then she arted running joyfully toward us.

"Les! Oh, Led" shecadled, from ahundred yards away. Her voice came across clearly, and at the
moment it seemed like the most wonderful sound | had ever heard.

| watched her as sheran, drinking in the sight of her—the smooth stride, the long, powerful legs, the
bobbing red hair that fluttered up and down as sheran. And a hot burst of shame flooded my face as|
remembered the kiss—Sharane'skiss.

Peg would forgive me, though. | knew she would.

She kept running, running toward us—and then, she stopped and recoiled back, asif she had struck
aglasswal.

| saw her move back afew paces and rub her nose asif she had bruised it. Then she stepped
forward again, and, in perplexity, extended ahand in front of her. It opped short at the same barrier.

She began to edge around in awary semicircle, fegling in front of her, and everywhere it wasthe
same. Aninvisible barrier, blocking us off from her. She wouldn't be able to reach us. Whoever had
snared usredly knew hisbusiness.

Tears of frustration came to her eyes, but she wiped them away and continued to search for some
break in the barrier, while | shouted words of encouragement to her. It was a miracle that Peg was here
at al, Peg whom | thought I'd never see again, and | wanted desperately to be holding her tight.

She completed the circle around us, without finding any way in. | saw her kick the barrier vicioudy,
saw her foot stop in mid-air astheinvisblefield rebuffed the blow.

And then | saw Sharane come up behind her.

"Watchit!" | yelled, but there was no need of the warning. Peg turned, and the two women faced
each other uneaglly.

| felt torn apart when | saw the two of them together. Peg was awonderful girl, wonderful to look
at, wonderful to be with—but Sharane! Sharane was something different, something unearthly, something
irresistible. No wonder she had trapped sixty-seven men so far. Sixty-seven, plus Peg—if Peg had been
trapped.

The two women moved closer to each other, and then, incredibly, | heard Sharane say, in the same
throaty, erotic voice she had used on me and on everyone e se who had come through the crystal
gateway, "l've been waiting for you."

Peg's sarcagtic answer rang out sharp and clear. "I'll bet you have," she snapped.

"It has been so long since | caled, and you did not come,” Sharane said caressingly.

My eyes popped. Was Sharane trying to make love to Peg? What kind of thing was Sharane,
anyway?

"L et methrough that barrier,” Peg demanded.

Sharane made no answer, but merely moved closer. "My nameis Sharane,” she said. "'l have been
waiting for you."

Word for word, the same routine she'd given me! Only how did she expect it to work on Peg?

It didn't. Sharane moved even closer, reached out her arms, started to embrace Peg—

And Peg knocked her sprawling with an open-fisted blow.

Sharane went regling back on the ground, but picked hersdf up with no apparent bruises, and
returned to her strange task. She moved back to Peg, turning on al her sren charms.

It wasincredible, unbelievable. But Peg wasn't to be tempted as easily as amere man would be. As



Sharane approached, Peg whipped out at her with another blow, and followed with a nest fist to the
dark-haired woman's ssomach.

Sharane backed up, and apparently caught on that she wasn't getting the usua reaction from Peg.
She charged in amad flurry, failed to get much of ahandhold on Peg's short-cut hair, and launched out in
an attack of wild violence.

Peg parried mogt of the punches, but a stray fingernail got through the defense and raked down her
cheek, leaving along, bloody line, and one of Sharane's frantic blows landed in her mid-section, throwing
her back gasping for breath.

| heard my own voice shouting encouragement, roaring asif | were at a prizefight. And, from
around me, | heard the other men cheering Peg on too.

| had never seen two women fight before. It was quite asight.

Sharane kept the upper hand for afew moments, forcing Peg back, and on the areas of flesh
exposed where Peg's swesater had been tornin the jungle, | saw livid bruises starting to appear.

Then Peg regained the initiative, and with an outburst of kicks, punches, and daps she drove
Sharane back. Peg used every tactic in the book, and some that weren't—such as reaching out, seizing
Sharane's lovely blue-black hair, and yanking.

Suddenly | saw Sharane break away out of a clinch and dash back, toward us, through the barrier.
Peg followed on her hedls, just a step behind.

Sharane must have dissolved the barrier sheld set up in order to let hersalf get through, but the
maneuver turned out aflop, because Peg came right through with her. Sharane turned, glared angrily a
her when she saw the Strategy had been negated, and set out in arun—straight for the giant diamond!

"Go get her, Peg!" | shouted, dmost breathless mysdf from the strain of watching the women fight
whilel myself was unable to move amuscle.

Sharane was climbing the diamond, pulling hersalf up by grasping the sharp corners of the facets,
hauling herself up over that great shining eye. And Peg was right behind her.

| watched as Peg started the ascent, dipping and diding, cutting her hands on the keen edges.
Sharane was at the top, balanced precarioudy on the uppermost facet. The sun was beating down hard,
shooting blinding flashes of light dashing off the diamond into our eyes.

As Peg approached the top, Sharane stooped and pushed her off. She went diding back down,
catching hold half way to the ground. | saw that she had ripped the leg of her dacks open, but she didn't
appear to be cut hersdlf. She dangled for amoment and then with dogged determination she climbed her
way back to the top. My heart pounded asfrantically asif | were taking part in the struggle myself.

Sharane kicked out vicioudy. | saw Peg start to lose her grip, begin to fall back—and then seize
Sharane'sflailing foot, and, holding on with an unbreskable grip, begin to haul hersdf to thetop of the
diamond!

Shereached it at last, and the two of them stood here, rocking shakily back and forth in the narrow
area, while the blazing sun burnt down fiercely on them, sending rivers of perspiration coursing down their
bare flesh. They werelocked in adouble grip, shivering from exhaugtion, neither one ableto gain
advantage over the other.

Then | saw Peg's musclesflex, and she began to bend Sharane back, back, until the other woman
was almost doubled over. Suddenly Sharane'sleg gave way, and she toppled; through some miracle, she
landed on her back, still atop the diamond, and Peg pounced down on her. Peg clamped her hands on
Sharane'slovely throat, and started to squeeze.

Sharane's arms began to thrash wildly—and then, then, as we watched dumfounded, Sharane
began to change! As Peg kept up the relentless pressure, Sharane's shape began to ater; arms became
tentacles, skin thickened and became something else, changed color from radiant white to loathsome
purple. Where there had been alovely seductress amoment before lay aghastly thing.

Peg jumped back, startled &t the transformation; Sharane, or the thing that had been Sharane,
lashed out with atentacle, and Peg, till clinging to the other, toppled back and off the diamond,



pinwheding to the ground.

The Sharane-thing logt its balance and dropped off the other side. | saw Peg lying unconscious on
the ground, watched in impotent horror asthe alien being Sarted to rise—

And suddenly | discovered | wasfree! My arm moved, my leg! Apparently the dien had needed dl
its power to fight Peg, and had been unable to spare the concentration needed to maintain our
imprisonmen.

| was up and running in an ingtant, feeling strength ebb back into my giff, cramped muscles. | legped
on the mongter beforeit could rise, felt its strange, dry, dien odor, and then my hands were around its
scaly throat. | looked down, searched for some trace of the loveliness that had once tempted me, and
could find none. | saw aweird, terrifying face with glinting many-faceted eyes and atwisted, agonized
mouth. | kept up the pressure.

| heard the creature's breath gasping out, and then | felt hands on my shoulders—Peg's, on one
shoulder, and aman's hand, on the other.

| looked up and saw Strauss pudgy face. "Dont kill thething," he said. "Get up, and let's find out
what's been going on."

"No," | said. But they pulled me off.

| stood up, and watched the dien writhing on the ground, struggling to recover its breath. A surge of
hatred ran through me as | saw the strange thing down there.

"What areyou?' | demanded. "Where are we?"

"Give me sometime," it said, barely ableto speak—but | could sill detect inits voice the same
underlying hypnotic tone that Sharane's voice had had. It was the only point the thing had in common with
thegirl. "Let merecover. | mean no further harm.”

"l don't trustit,” | said uneasly.

"Why not wait?' asked Strauss. "It can't make any trouble for us now—obvioudy there hasto be
somekind of emotiona surrender or it can't take control of us. That must be how the girl was able to
defeat it."

| nodded. "That sounds reasonable.” | stared coldly down at the battered, suffering dien. "All right.
Let'slet it catch its breath, and welll find out what'swhat.”

| was glad, now, that they had pulled me off. Carried away theway | was, | would undoubtedly
have throttled the cresture—and the Chief would undoubtedly have throttled me for it when | got
back—if | got back. For one thing, with the cregture dive there was a chance we might find out what this
was al about. For another, with the cresture dead we might have no way of getting back to Earth.

So | stood back, letting the anger seep out of me, and turned to Peg.

She had come off on top in the fight, but she was pretty well battered. One of her lovely blue eyes
had an even loveier shiner, and she was thoroughly scratched and bruised. Her swesater was just about
ripped clean off her, and she was holding the tatters together salf-conscioudy.

"How did you get here?' | asked.

She amiled, and through al the blood and bruisesit till looked wonderful.

"I went to the Chief, after you—disappeared.”

"I wishyou hadn't," | sad. "I didn't want him to know | was letting you in on anything.”

"He doesn't know. All | did was ask him to tell me what kind of job you had been sent out on. After
| told him what had happened to you, he explained.”

"And then?'

"Then | requested that the next unused diamond that was found be turned over to me. Hedidn't
want to, but findly he agreed to it.”

| looked at the dowly twisting creature lying on the ground, and back to Peg. "So?'

"So another diamond materialized that night, and the Chief called me. | came and picked it up, and
when | wasaone | looked &t it. Therewasthat girl init, calling to me." She made aface. "It was



disgudting.”

"And then you were drawn in?' | asked, remembering the way Sharane had trapped me.

"Of course nat, silly. | didn't respond to that posturing girl at al, and so | couldn't be caught. But |
voluntarily came through. | willed mysdlf to bedrawnin, and | was. | landed up in that jungle, and
wandered out here when | saw the light of the diamond.”

| nodded. "And then Sharane came after you with her song and dance. Since Sharane was actualy
an alien with no real idea of the difference between the human sexes, she—it—thought her act would
work on you too. But it didn't.”

| walked over to where the dien was, and Peg and the six freed captives followed me.
Sharane—the Sharane-thing—was sitting up.

"Hurry," it said. "We must talk before the Llanar ship arrives, or thereis great danger.”

"Who arethe Llanar?' | asked, surprised.

"My captors," said the dien. Itsweird face was twisted into an expression of cosmic sadness.

"What do you mean, your captors?

"The Llanar,” Sharane said, "are agreat race from out there." She gestured at the sky. "They
conquered my people, and they wish to endave yours through us. They have placed me here, against my
will, and shown me how to disguise mysdf asahuman. All who were drawn by the diamond were
powerless against me—except—"

She pointed to Peg.

| smiled. "The only thing as hard asadiamond is another diamond. The only thing that could resst
Sharane's womanly wiles would be another woman. Those diamonds were set up to trap men—and
when awoman came through, Sharane here didn't know what to do with her. She had never experienced
ahuman womean."

"l have now," the dlien said weekly. "I hopeto never again.”

"How doesthistrap work?' Caldwell asked.

"Thegreat diamond hereisthefocus" Sharane said. "The smdler ones serve astransmitting poles,
at the other end of the channel. We send them to Earth, and when men find them they aredrawn in. |
then tempt them to surrender themsalves—and as soon asthey do, | freeze them.” The dien brokeinto
the alien equivaent of asob. "Then the LIanar come, and take them away. They make them daves, on
their home worlds."

Thedien sat up, and rubbed itsdlf. "But you have won your freedom fromme," it said. Y ou may
return to your planet.”

"Andyou?'

"I mugt St here" thedien said. "1 must continueto prey on Earth, or the Llanar will kill me."

"WEell closethat damnable gateway, don't worry," muttered Cadwell, but | ignored him.

Suddenly dl my hatred for Sharane had vanished. | saw the strange thing before us as a person, not
athing—a suffering, sendtive person. An dien, true, but very human under the to-me-grotesque exterior.
Injust those few minutes | learned alesson: you don't have to have arms and legs and two blue eyesto
be ahuman being.

| saw the whole picture now. Sharane's people were under the domination of still another aien race
from deep in the gdlaxy—the dread Llanar. And the Llanar were forcing Sharane to operate thislonely
trap on the edge of the universe, waiting like aspider to net the unfortunates who happened to find one of
the treacherous diamonds she scattered.

"Y ou can send us back to Earth?" | asked.

"Yes" Sharane sad. "But—"

Then shelooked upward, and | saw the sky darken. Coming down, straight above us, wasa

gleaming golden-hulled spaceship!



Suddenly Sharane cameto life. "The Llanar!" she cried. "Run into the jungle—hide, or they'll carry
you off! I'll stay out here and get rid of them.”

Her form melted and coal esced weirdly, and once again | saw before me the woman-shape. She
pointed toward the jungle, and | didn't waste any time arguing. | seized Peg's hand and we broke into a
frantic trot, heading for the woods.

We got there breathless, and al six of the freed men cameracing in right behind us. We squatted
there, slently, watching the LIanar ship descend.

It came down in dow, graceful spirals, hovered overhead, finally settled to the ground—and the
Llanar came out.

| won't try to describe them. They were huge, thick-bodied, and | still shudder when | think of what
they looked like. They were hideous, hateful, fearsome creetures. | imagined what awhole world of them
would belike.

Three of them emerged from the ship, came out, walked up to Sharane. They stood around her,
dwarfing her lovely body among them.

They taked for along while; | heard the low, booming rumble of their voices come crackling over
the ground to us. After an extensve discussion, they turned and |eft. Sharane stood aone.

| watched, quivering with revulsion, asthey marched dowly back to their ship, got in, and amoment
later afiery jet-blast carried them doft. We remained in the forest for amoment or two longer, waiting
until the Llanar ship was completdy out of Sght. Then we dashed out.

Sharane was waiting for us a the base of the great diamond.

"They wanted to know where the new batch of captiveswas," she said. Her breasts were heaving in
obviousterror, and it was hard for me to remember, as| looked at her, that minutes before she had been
ahideous dien being writhing on the ground. "I told them none had come through since their last pickup.”

"What did they say?'

"They were very angry that no new daves were on hand. But | promised to have some soon, and
they left.”

| looked at Pegin gratitude. "If it weren't for you, I'd be on my way in that ship,” | said. "And all
these other peopletoo.”

"It'slucky | camethrough when | did, darling.”

"It certainly is, Miss" said one of the men. "We owe our livesto you."

| turned to Sharane. "Can you send us back?"

"Itisample." Shereached up, pulled eight diamonds—small ones—from nowhere, and handed one
to each of us. "Concentrate," she said.

One by one, the men blinked out and vanished, until only Cadwell and Peg and mysdlf were |l ft.
Cddwdl looked at me.

"You know," hesaid, "if you destroy that big diamond, | think it'll close this hellish gateway forever.
No one el se on Earth will be trapped the way we were."

"l know," | said. "But | don't intend to do it."

His eyes blazed angrily. "Why not? Do you want the Llanar to carry off everyone? For dl you
know, you'd be adave on some stinking planet now if your girl hadn't shown up.”

"I know," | said again. | turned to Sharane. "But I'm not going to close the gateway."

"They would kill meif youdid," Sharane said.

"That's not the reason.”

"What is, dear?" Peg asked.

"I'm leaving the gateway open so we can come back through. Someday welll return, when we're
ready—more of us, Sharane. And our people and your people together will end the Llanar tyranny.” |



thought of those gigantic creatures again, and shivered.

"Do you mean that?" Sharane asked.

"I meanit," | said firmly. "Assoon as| get back to my world, to the Bureau, I'll start getting things
rolling for the counterattack.”

| smiled. Thisjob was over; | had solved the mystery of where the sixty-six had gone. But anew
job was beginning.

"I will bewaiting for you," Sharane said. "But in the meantime—| must stay here, preying on al who
comethrough. The Llanar will only kill me and replace me with another | don't." There was anote of
genuineregret inthe dien'svoice.

"Go through,” | said bluntly to Cadwell. He frowned in concentration and vanished, leaving just Peg
and mysdf facing Sharane. The great diamond formed a backdrop for the scene.

"l am glad you defeated me," Sharanetold Peg. "It may mean the beginning of along friendship
between our peoples.”

"Many friendships begin after adeadly battle,” | said. | turned to Peg. "Let'sgo through,” | said.

"All right. Goodbye, Sharane.”

"Farewdl." Thedien turned and walked away, dowly, toward thejungle.

We watched her go, standing there, watching that lovely fase woman-form glide smoothly away. |
wasthinking, you never can tell. The norma thing would be to hate, to destroy the horrid dien thing that
lurksin wait for unsuspecting Earthmen—»but we couldn't hate Sharane. She was atool, serving powerful
masters. Shewas not evil in hersalf.

The Llanar were powerful, dl right—but not so powerful that they couldn't be beaten. | took alast
look at the gleaming diamond, and at Sharane's retregting form—the lonely, pitiful guardian of the crystd
gate.

Then shewas a the very edge of the jungle, and waving to us. We waved back. Grasping our
diamondsfirmly and holding hands, Peg and | concentrated on returning to Earth.

The giant diamond dowly faded into the greyness that swept over us, asdid Sharane. Wewere on
our way back to Earth at last.

But | knew 1'd be seeing her again, someday. We'd be coming back through the gateway. Well
come back, dl right.

And when we do, the LIanar will tremble.

Choke Chain (1956)

It was the busy month of February, 1956. | was four months away from graduation a Columbia,
but by now | was sdlling stories al over the place, and | was going to classes only when absolutely
necessary, spending most of my time holed up in my little room on West 114th . turning out new
materia, sSingly or in collaboration with Randall Garrett. We had sold a second and then athird "Robert
Randd|" noveet in our seriesto John Campbell, | had placed stories of my own with Campbell, Bob
Lowndes, Larry Shaw, and severa other editors, and there was the monthly task of meeting my quota
for Howard Browne's two magazines.

Hardly had | finished "Guardian of the Crystd Gate" for Howard and sold him the "Ral ph Burke"
story "Stay Out of My Grave," but | was at work on an 8000-worder that | called "The Price of Air" for
him. It saw print in the December, 1956 issue of Fantastic. By then Howard Browne had resigned from
Ziff-Davis s0 he could return to writing mystery novels, and the new editor was Howard's former
asociate, Paul Fairman, amuch lessjovid man with whom | never attained much of argpport. Fairman
kept me on as a staff writer, but it was strictly a business matter, whereas | think the amiable Howard
Browne had regarded me as something of an office mascot.



When he published "The Price of Air," Fairman changed thetitleto "Choke Chain," which puzzled
me, because | didn't know what the term meant. Later | discovered that it's adog-owner thing. | ana
cat-owning sort of person. Itis, | suppose, an appropriate enough title for thisstory, and | haveleft it in
place thistime around.

Callisto was supposed to have been just alark for me, a pleasant stopoff where | could kill time and
work up the courage to tackle the big task—Jupiter. | felt that exploring the big, heavy planet was, well,
maybe not so grand athing as my destiny, but yet something | had to do.

There was only onetrouble: the immenseness of Jupiter's unknown wastes scared me. Fear wasa
new sensation for me. | got asfar as Jupiter's moon Ganymede, athriving world bigger than Mercury,
and suddenly, with great Jupiter looming overhead in the sky like a bloated overripe tometo, | knew |
wasn't ready for it. I've been to alot of places and done alot of things, and thiswasthefirst timel'd ever
drawn back from an adventure.

| dallied on Ganymede for a couple of days, not knowing quite whereto turn. Then onenightina
bar someone hinted to me that something funny might be going on on Jupiter'slargest moon, Calisto, and
| set my sightsthere.

It seemed Callisto had recently clamped down on tourists, had booted out a couple of
newspapermen, and had done some other mighty peculiar things, and rumors were spreading wildly
about what might be taking place there.

It looked like afineidea, a thetime: go to Callisto, find out what the trouble was, spend afew days
putting thingsin order. It was the kind of jaunt | thrive on, the sort of thing that's been my specidty sincel
began roaming the spaceways. By thetime | was through on Cdlisto, | thought 1'd have the blood flowing
smoothly in my veinsagain, and I'd fed morelike tackling the Big Project: Jupiter.

Only Calisto wasn't the picnic | thought it would be. It turned out to be something morethan a
refresher for weary adventurers. | found that out as soon as | got there.

It had been rough to get a passport, but | finally signed on adow tug as amechanic, and that was
good enough to get me alanding permit for Cdlisto.

| helped pilot atugload of heavy crates from Ganymede to its nearby twin moon, Caligto. | didn't
know what wasin the crates, | didn't ask, and | didn't care. The job was getting me to the place | wanted
to get to, and that was what counted.

We reached the satellite in a couple of days, and the skipper put the ship down in avast, windswept
desert of blue-white ammonia snow. As soon as we were down, the captain radioed Cdlisto City to let
them know we were here.

Cdlisto City isagiant dome, a plastine bubble that covers afair-sized chunk of Calisto and houses
severd tens of thousands of colonists. We were outside it in the snow.

| waited impatiently, staring out the port of the ship at the empty swirls of snow, watching alittle
convoy of trucks come crawling out of Calisto City like so many black bugs and go rolling through the
Snow to meet us.

Then they arrived. A gong sounded, and | heard the captain yell, "Into your spacesuits, on the
double! Let's get the cargo |oaded extraquick.”

We suited up, and by that time the trucks had arrived. We loaded our cargo aboard them, and one
by one they started back to the dome. That was all there wasto it. No contact between Callistans and
outsdersat dl.

When the last crate was swung aboard the last truck, the captain said, "Get back in and let's blast
offl"

| turned to him. "I'm not going. I'm resigning, Sr.”



Helooked at meblankly, asif I'd just said, "I'm dead, gr." Finaly he said, "Y ou're what?'

| nodded. "I'm quitting? Right here and now. I'm going to grab one of these cargo trucks back to
Cdligo City."

"You can't leaveinthe middie of thetrip!" he protested. He went on objecting, violently, until |
quietly told him he could pocket the rest of my uncollected wages. At that he shut up in ahurry, and
gestured for meto get going. These guysare dl dike.

| climbed into the rear truck of the convoy, and the startled driver looked at me wide-eyed.

"What the hdll are you, buddy? There's nothing about you on my cargo invoice."

"I'm just going along for theride, friend,” | told him softly. "I'm asightseer. | want to get alook at
your far city."

"But you can't—" he objected. | jabbed him in theribs, once, in exactly the right place, and he
subsided immediately.

"Okay, buddy," he grunted. "Lay off. I'll take you—but remember, it's only because you forced
me." Hewrinkled hisbrow in puzzlement. "But it's beyond me why in blazes anyone would want to get to
Cdlisto that bad—when we'd dl give our left earsto get away.”

"It'smy business," | sad.

"Sure, sure," he said placatingly, afraid of another poke. Do whatever you damned please. But it's
your funera—remember that.”

| smiled to mysalf, and watched the shining dome of Calisto City grow nearer. | waswondering
what was going on benegth that peaceful-looking arc of plastine. It didn't sound very good.

Finaly we reached the city, and the truck edged carefully into the airlock. My helmet-window went
foggy astheicy ar of outsde was replaced by the warm atmaosphere of Calisto City, and then | saw my
fellow truck-drivers climbing down and getting out of their Spacesuits, in obviousrelief at being ableto
shuck the bulky, uncomfortable things.

Asl did out of mine, | noticed one very strange thing. All the truck-drivers—every last one—wore
curious golden collars around their necks. The collars were amost like dog-collars, thick, made of what
looked like burnished bronze. They seemed oddly flexible and solid at the sametime, and set in the
middle of each was alittle meter that kept clicking away, recording some kind of data.

| looked around. There were twenty or thirty Calistans near me, and they dl worethe collar. And
they al wore the samefacid expression, too. The best way to describeitisto cal it abeaten look. They
were al beaten men, spiritless, frightened—of what?

Theintense fluorescent lights from above glinted brightly off the collars. Was wearing them some
kind of local custom, | wondered? Or a protection against something?

| heard low whispering coming from them as they stowed their spacesuitsin dull-green lockers
ranged dong the side of the airlock, and headed back toward their trucks. They were al looking at me,
and obvioudy they were commenting on the fact that | didn't have any collar. They seemed shocked at
that, and very worried.

"What'sthis collar busness?’ | asked the driver of my truck, as we moved through the inner lock
and into the city proper.

"You'l find out, chum. Just make sure you can run fast when they spot you, though."”

"When who spots me?"

"The guards, dope. The Tax Agents. Y ou don't think you can breathe for free on Calisto, do you?'



"Y ou mean they tax your breathing?" | asked, increduloudy, and before | could get an answer | saw
acordon of guards forming around our truck.

Therewere haf adozen of them, burly men in blue uniforms, al of them wearing the ubiquitous
metd collar. They had hated our truck, which had been last in the procession. | saw the other trucksin
the convoy rolling on toward their destination somewherein the city.

"Don't make trouble for me," my driver said pleadingly. "I'll be docked if | don't get my cargo back
ontime"

One of the men in uniform reached up and opened the cab of the truck. "Come on out of there,
you."

"Who, me?"' | asked innocently. "Whet for?"

"Don't play games,” he snapped. "Get out of that truck.” He waved aletha-looking blaster at me,
and | decided not to argue with it. | leaped lightly to the ground, and as | did so the uniformed man
sgnalled to my driver that he could go ahead.

The six men ringed threateningly around me. "Who are you?" the leader demanded. "Whered you
comefrom?'

"That doesn't matter,” | said belligerently. He put hishand on my arm, and | jerked away. "I'm a
tourist. Want to see my landing permit?"

"Landing permits don't mean athing here," he said. "Where's your respirometer?”

"My what?'

"According to statute 1106A, Book Eleven, Civil Code of the Principdity of Cdlisto City," he
reded off, "dl inhabitants of the Principadity of Calisto City arerequired by law to wear respirometers at
al times, whether they are transients or permanent inhabitants." Hefinished his spiel and gestured boredly
to one of hisassgtants. "Give him the collar, Mack."

The man named Mack opened awooden box and revealed one of those metal collars, the kind that
seemed to be dl theragein Cdlisto just then. He held it out invitingly.

"Hereyou are, dear. Thefinest modd in the house."

| drew back. "I don't want your goddam collar,” | snapped hotly.

"Y ou've heard the regulation,” the head man said. "Either you put the collar on or you turn around
and walk out the way you came.”

| turned and looked through the trand ucent airlock out at the barren wastes of frozen ammonia. "I'm
dtaying here, for thetime being. And | don't plan on wearing any collars.”

Hefrowned. | was being particularly troublesome, and he didn't likeit. He waved his blaster in an
offhand gesture. " Put the collar on him, boys."

Mack and one of the others advanced toward me, holding the gleaming metal circlet. | took one
look at it, smiled, and said, "Okay. | know when I'mlicked. | can't fight al of you."

They relaxed vighly. "Good to see you cooperate. Put it on him."

| let them come close, and Mack was starting to lower the thing over my head when | went into
action. | batted the collar out of hishands and heard it go clanging across the floor, and at the sametimel
lashed out with my foot and nipped the boss blaster right out of hisamazed hand. The gun went flying
thirty feet or more.

Then they weredl on meat once. | pounded back savagdly, fedling solid flesh benegth my knuckles
and occasionally the unyidding coldness of someones collar as| drove afist pagtit into hisjaw.

Some picnic, | thought, as| waded glesfully in, flattening Mack with a poke in the scomach and
sending another one redling to the ground with a swift kick. Luckily for me, the head man had been the
only one wearing Sdearms—and apparently some street urchin had made off with the blaster before he



could find it again, because | wasn't getting cooked.

| crashed two of them together, pushed the remaining two aside, and dashed away toward the
entranceto the city. | heard them pounding after mein hot pursuit.

It was about a hundred yards to the edge of the city. | made the dash in a dozen seconds and found
mysdf in acrowded thoroughfare, with anumber of people watching my fight with evident interest.

| broke into the crowd and kept on running, pushing people aside as| went. Behind me, | could see
the six policemen jostling their way aong. One of them had found another blaster somewhere, but he
didn't dare useit in such acrowd.

| rounded a corner, nearly dipped, and then doubled back and headed for the main thoroughfare
again. The cops weren't taken in by my maneuver, though, and as| looked back | saw them following
grimly, shouting something at me. There were more of them now.

Suddenly | felt ahand dide into mine, soft and warm, and agentle voice at my sde said, "Come
withme"

| didn't argue. | saw the crowd close up into a solid mass behind us, and heard the roaring of my
frustrated pursuers, as my unknown rescuer led me away to safety.

Asweran, | glanced down and saw agirl at my side, with her hand grasping mine. She was about
twenty-two, wearing a clinging blue tunic that cut off above her knees. She had copper-red hair, and
around her neck wasthat curious collar.

After running ablock and ahalf, we cameto asmal tenement-house of the kind common in Callisto
City. "In here," she whispered, and we ducked inside.

Then up aflight of stairs, around a corridor, down adimly-lit hallway. We stood for an anxious
moment outside her door, while she fumbled nervoudy in an attempt to touch her thumb to the doorplate,
and then findly she managed to impress her print on the senditive photoe ectronic plate and the door did
noisglesdy open.

We stepped indde, and with afedling of relief | watched the heavy door roll back. | was ssfe—for
now.

| turned to the girl. "Who are you? Why'd you bring me here?"

The run had tired her. Her breasts rose and fell as she gasped for breath, and she smiled and held
up ahand for time as she ruggled to tak. Finaly, panting, she managed to say, "I'm June Knight. | saw
the whole scene with the guards. Y ou're safe here, for awhile. But tell me—why have you cometo
Cdligo?'

"Why does everyone wear these collars?’ | countered, ignoring her question.

Her pretty face grew sad. "They make us—the Three, that is. Come on inside, and I'll get together
something for you to eat. Y ou must be starved, and we can talk later.”

"No," | said quickly. "I'm not hungry. I'm more anxious to find out what's been happening here."

"W, even if you're not hungry, | am,” she said. "Comeinto the kitchen and I'll tell you thewhole
story—the story of how thiswhole city's been endaved.”

She went into the adjoining room of the littleflat, and | followed her. She punched keyson the
robocook, diaing asmdl but nutritious meal, and when the food was placed before her on the table she
turned to me.

"Hrg," shesad, "when'sthe last time any news came from Calligto to the outsde world?

| shrugged. "1 haven't been keeping up with the news. I've been on Marsthe last two years, hunting
rhuud in the lowlands. The papers don't get there often.”

"Oh. Y ou've been out of touch. Well, you haven't missed any news from Cdlisto, because weve
had an efficient news blanket in operation for amost ayear and ahdf. And for awhileit wasavoluntary



one—just about two years ago, when the air started going bad. We didn't want outsiders to know.”

| blinked. "The ar?' Inadome-city likethis, the ar supply was, of course, wholly artificid, and its
proper maintenance was of vital importance to the entire community. "What happened to the air?' |
asked.

"I'm not sure," she said. "None of usare. Suddenly it became impure. People began sickening by
the hundreds, some died, and dmost everyone esewasill in oneway or another. A tremendous
investigation was held by the people who were our government then—Cleve Coldridge was our mayor, a
fine man—and nothing could be determined about the source of the impurities. And then my father—he's
dead now—invented this." She tapped the meta collar she wore around her throat.

"And what, may | ask, isthat collar?"

"It'safilter,” shesad. "When the collar isworn, it counteractsthe impuritiesin the air, through some
process | don't understand. My father died shortly after he developed it, and so he didn't get achanceto
offer it to the public. He willed the design and the process to three—friends—of his." Her mouth clamped
together bitterly, and | saw her struggling to fight back tears. AlImost automaticaly, | put my arm around
her.

"Il bedl right," shesaid. "Every time| think of those three, and what they've doneto Dad's
invention—"

"Tdl meabout it later, if you want."

"No. Y ou might aswell know the whole story. The three of them—Martin Hawkins, an Earthman,
Ku Sui, aMartian, and Kolgar Novin, aVenusian—announced my father's device to the public asif they
had discovered it themsdlves. It was the solution to our air-impurity problem. They started turning out the
collarsin mass production, and within amonth everyonein Cdlisto City waswearing one."

"Did that stop the sickness?”

She nodded. "Immediately. The hospitals emptied out in no time at al, and there hasn't been acase
of that disease since then."

"Isthat all?' | asked.

"Hardly. Thetrouble didn't start until after we were dl wearing the collars. She took my hand and
guided it long her collar to the back of her neck, where | fdt atiny joint in the metd.

"What'sthat?" | asked.

"That joint is the weapon those three hold over us at all times. These collars, you see, can be
tightened at will by remote control—and my father's three friends operate the controls"

| whigtled. "What ahideous kind of dictatorship! Y ou mean—anyone who makes too much of the
wrong kind of noise gets his collar tightened.”

"Exactly. As soon asthe whole city was wearing the protective collars—the collars that we thought
were our salvation—the Three called a public meeting, and announced that they were taking over the
government. Mayor Coldridge stood up to protest such a high-handed move—"

"And suddenly fet his collar tightening around hisneck!" | concluded. | could picture the scene
vividly.

"It wasterrible" she said. "Right in the middle of his speech, he clutched at histhroat, went red in
the face, and sank to hisknees. They let him up after aminute or so, and explained what they had done.
Then they announced that anyone who protested againgt what they were doing would get Smilar
treatment. Weve been againgt them ever since.”

| stood up, amost overwhelmed with anger. | had come to the right place thistime! Maybe giant
Jupiter was something | needed to explore someday for my own peace of mind, but this mess on Callisto
required immediate attention. | didn't see how | was going to fight it, either, but | sworeto myself that |
wasn't going to leave here until thelast collar had been removed from a Calistan throat.

"What about this breathing-tax?' | asked.

She nodded. "That's the latest thing. They've decided the regular taxes aren't enough for them, and



s0 they're bleeding us white with this new one. They ingtaled metersin dl the collars, to measure the
amount of air we consume, and—" her voice was choked with hatred—"they tax us. Thereseven aprice
of air here. Every Friday, we have to pay a certain amount.”

"And if you don't?"

She put her hand to her throat, and made a swift squeezing motion. | shuddered. I'd never come
across anything so vicious asthis. When | was hunting rhuud on Mars, | thought | was against an ugly
beast—but those Martian land-serpents weren't half so cold-blooded asthe Three who held Callisto in
their iron grip.

| was going to bresk their hold. | vowed it, as| looked at the red-eyed girl staring solemnly at me.

Suddenly there was aknock on the hal door. | sprang up at once, and June looked at me with
dam.

"Hidein there," she said, pointing to the bedroom. | dashed inside and crouched behind the bed,
wondering who was at the door.

| head amae voice say, "It'sme, June. Y ou decent?'

"Comeonin," shesad, and | heard the door dide open. | peeped out and saw atall, good-looking
young man enter. Around histhroat was the inevitable collar. Heran to her, put hisarms around her,
embraced her. | felt asour twinge of jeal ousy, though | had no concelvable right to.

"Hdlo, Jm," she sad warmly.

The newcomer was frowning worriedly. "Have you heard about this new trouble?" he asked without
preamble. "They'vejust announced it from the capitol building.”

"What isit?'

"Therésafugitiveloosein the city somewhere," the man named Jm said rapidly. "Apparently he
brokein by stowing away in a cargo shipment from Ganymede, and he escaped when Hawkins guards
tried to put a collar on him. He's been at large for the past half hour—and Ku Sui and Hawkins have just
announced that they're going to sart tightening the collars gradudly until he turns himsdlf int*

June gasped. "Everyonescollar?'

"Everyone. Theré's agigantic manhunt going on now, with the whole city out trying to find thisguy.
If we don't get him and turn him in, those three madmen areliable to choke us al as a punitive measure.”

As he spoke, hewinced and put his hand to histhroat. "They're starting now!"

A moment later, June uttered alittle cry as the remote-control torturers went to work on her collar
aswdll. | went dmost insane with rage at that.

| got off thefloor and went insde.

"I'm the man they're looking for," | announced loudly. Jm turned, startled, and flicked a glance from
me to June and back to me again.

"Wheréd he come from, June?" Jm asked coldly.

"He'sthefugitive," she said hesitantly. "He was running from the Tax Guards and practicaly raninto
me. | brought him here."

"Gresat Scot!" he shouted. "Of &l the crazy stuntsl Come on—Ilet'sturn himin before they choke us
al”

He started toward me, but | held up ahand. I'm abig man, and he stopped, giving me the respect
my size deserves. "Just one moment, friend. Don't be so quick to turn peoplein. Suppose you tell me
who you are?'

"What does that matter to you?" he snapped.

"Jm'smy brother,” June said. "Have you heard what they're going to do unlessthey find you?'

| nodded grimly. "I heard you taking from insde."



"I'm going to call the Guards," Jm said. "We can't let you roam around free while our livesarein
danger. It'sfor the good of thewhole city.”

He moved toward the phone, but | tripped him and shoved him into achair. "Hold on a second,
buddy."

He popped up dmost immediately and came a me with asavageright. | heard June utter alittle
scream as hisfist caught me off-guard and cracked into my jaw; | backed up a step or two, shaking off
the grogginess, and hit him carefully just below the heart. He folded up and dropped back into the chair.

"Sorry, June" | said apologeticdly. "But | have to have thisthing done my way."

Jm opened one eye, than another, and sat there without making any further disturbance. "June, get
your video on. Find out if what your brother saysistrue.

"Can't you believe me?' he asked.

"No," I told him bluntly. I wasn't taking any chances.

June was fumbling with the dials of her video, and amoment later a newscaster's face came on the
screen. | listened stonily as he proceeded to give my description, or arough approximation thereof, and
repested "President” Hawkins bone-chilling threat that the collars would be gradudly tightened unless|
wasturned in.

"Okay," | said. "I've heard enough. Shut that thing off." | whirled and faced them. Both June and her
brother were pale-faced and frightened; they wore the same beaten, cowed look 1'd noticed on the
truckdrivers. Thiswasacity of perpetud terror.

"Look," | told them. "I'm going to turn mysdlf in, as soon aspossible”

"But—" June dtarted weakly to say.

"No. Therésnothing else | can do. I'm going to turn mysdf in and let them put a collar around my
neck." Thewords came tumbling out easily, and | wasforming my plan even as| spoke.

"Why don't you just escape through the airlock?" June asked. "Go back where you came from. Y ou
can il get away, and you won't have to wear the collar.”

| shook my head firmly. "No. Two reasons. Thefirgt isthat your benevolent administrators may
take punitive measures againgt you anyway; the second isthat you're suggesting | run away—and | just
don't believein running away. I'm going to stay heretill thejob isdone.”

Jm Knight stood up and took my hand. "I'm sorry | got so hotheaded before, fellow. But why'd
you knock me down when | went to the phone?”

"I wanted to tell you somethingsfirgt, im. I'm sorry | had to rough you up, but it was necessary.
Therewas one plan | had to let you know."

"Whichis?"

"I'm going to go to the capitol building now to get collared. | want you two to go gather up dl your
friends and seeto it that there's a consderable mob outside the building after | go in. Get the whole
populace down, if possible. | don't know if | can carry off what I'm planning, but I'll need help onthe
follow-throughiif 1 do."

"Right. Anything ds?'

| rubbed my throat speculatively. "No. Nothing else. How doesit fed to wear one of those things?'

| stepped hesitantly into the Street, expecting to be grabbed at any moment. The artificid air of
Cdligto City waswarm and mild, and the atomic furnace that heated the domed city was doing agood
job. But | detected a curious odor in the air, and my sensitive nostrils told me that whatever had been
polluting the air was till present. June had said it wasn't fatal, and with my strength | knew | wouldn't
have much to fear for awhile, so | didn't worry about it.

| got about four steps down the street, walking by mysdlf. | had inssted that June and her brother
keep away from me, for fear they get involved as accomplices. | reached the corner and started up the



thoroughfare, and a once a dozen hands grabbed me.

"Thereheis!" someone said.

"Thank God weve caught him before these collars get any tighter!™

| looked at them. They weren't wearing uniforms; they were just townsfolk, honest, worried men
who turned into vigilantes only to save their own necks. | pitied them.

"I'm the man you're looking for,” | said. "Y ou can let go of me. | won't run away."

The mob was getting bigger by the moment, and | was anxious to calm them down before they
darted transferring some of their hatred for their three tyrants to me, and ripped me apart in amob'swild,
illogicd way.

"I'm going to turn mysdf in," | assured them hadtily. "Wheredo | go?"

"To the capitol building," someone said. "And you'd better get therein ahurry. Y ou know what
they're going to do to usif you're not found?"

"I'veheard,” | said. "That'swhy I'm turning mysdlf in. Take me to wherever I'm supposed to go."

A couple of them led me through the streets, with the rest tagging along behind. The poor, timid,
frightened people! | was dmost ready to explode with indignation; | felt | wanted to tear their
unspeakabl e overlords apart with my bare hands.

And | could do it, too.

Finaly we reached the capitol—allofty affair that towered right up to the highest point of the great
dome. | looked up. The dome formed a shining arc that covered the entire city; outsde, beyond the
dome, al was black, except for the swollen red orb of Jupiter hanging monstroudly in the sky.

Jupiter. | wondered if | was ever going to get out of Callisto City to crossthe gulf of spacetothe
planet that seemed to beckon to me, the unexplored giant that called to me from afar.

"Hereheis," one of my captors said, to aguard at the capitol door.

| recognized him. He was the leader of the group of six who had origindly tried to stop me back at
the airlock. He gestured with hisarm, and awhole host of blue-clad guards came forth and seized me
roughly.

"Bringhimingde" he said. "Hawkinsiswaiting to see him."

| was waiting to see Hawkins, too. | wanted to see just what sort of monster was capable of
endaving awhole city thisway.

They led me through the richly-appointed lobby, hung with luxurious furnishings from every planet,
no doubt imported at fantastic cost with money wrung from the Callistans by the infamous breathing-tax,
and bustled me into an eevator. We shot up rapidly to the twelfth floor, where | was shoved out. |
submitted as patiently as | could to this sort of treatment; if | wanted to, | could have smashed their faces
and escaped with ease, but that kind of answer didn't suit me.

| was taken down along, well-lit corridor, and pushed into alarge room that seemed to be
completely lined with machinery. A row of diadsand clicking computers ran down onewall, and agiant
electronic brain sprawled ominoudly over the entire back half of the room. Up &t the |eft Sde were two
men, seated in lofty chairs surrounded by metd railings.

Onewas aMartian, spindly, elongated, with awerdly-inflated chest and thick, leathery reddish
skin. The other was an Earthman, small of stature, balding, totaly ordinary-looking. There was something
familiar-looking about both of them.

The Earthman, who must have been Hawkins, turned to the other—evidently Ku Sui, the Martian,
the second of the triumvirate that ruled Calisto.

"Here's our troublemaker,” Hawkins said. "Let's collar him before he can do any damage.”

The Martian got off histhrone-like chair and came rustling down to examine me a close range.



They have notorioudly poor eyesight. As he drew near, | recognized him, and amoment later he spotted
me.

Heturned in surprise to Hawkins. "Y ou know who thisis?' he asked sibilantly. "Thisisour old
friend Sade"

Hawkinswas up from his chair in asecond. "Sade?’ | saw him go pae. "Get that collar on him as
fast asyou can!”

It came back to me now. Hawkins, and Ku Sui, and yes, the Venusian Kolgar Novin. | should have
remembered as soon as June told me their names. Y es, we were old friends. Someone who leads the
kind of lifel do tendsto forget some of his earlier adventures; they get blurred under the successive
impressions of later encounters. But | recalled these three, now, and how | had foiled them, someten
years ago.

"Now | remember you,” | said, as Ku Sui came toward me holding an ominous-looking collar.
"Remember the Pluto Mines, and the neat dave-trade you three were running out there? | chased you out
of therefast enough!”

"Y ou were acondderable nuisance," Hawkinssaid. "But | think we have you in a better position

| nodded. "This dog-collar racket is the best thing you've come up with yet. And you're just vile
enough to be operating something like this. | notice you three don't wear collars.”

"The ar-pollution does not affect us," Hawkins said. "But | don't intend to stand around discussing
thingswith you." He seemed quite distressed that the two guards who pinioned my armswere
overhearing my recollections of the Pluto Minesincident. "Collar him, Ku Sui."

"Hereyou are," the Martian said, rustling dryly like the remnant of apast age he was. "Extralarge,
to fit your bull neck." He lifted the collar and brought it down around my throat. At last, | had forfeited
my liberty, at least for thetime being.

The collar was cold and somehow dimy. | made up my mind not to wear it for long.

"How doesit fed, Slade?' Hawkins asked tauntingly.

"It'sagood fit," | said.

"Y ou can go now," Hawkins said to the guards. "He's amply under control.” They nodded and
backed out, and | was free. Just the two of them, and me, in the room with the machines. Asthey I€ft, the
door in the back opened and Kolgar Novin, the Venusian, entered. Now they were dl three together.

Hawkins left histhrone and crossed the room to acontrol panel. "Now you're ataxpayer, just like
therest, Sade.”

"I hear the price of air's pretty high in these parts,” | said wryly, rubbing my finger around the collar.

Hawkins nodded. "We get agood ratefor it."

"And what if | don't careto pay?"

Hawkins smiled. "We have methods of persuasion,” he said. "l wasjust about to demonstrate one
of our best."

He reached for a switch and nudged it down. Immediately that damnable collar tightened like a
deadly hand around my neck. | felt the pressure increase.

"How do you like that, Sade?"

| didn't. But | didn't tell him that. | had decided the time had comefor action. | flicked out my hands
and drew the tartled Martian, Ku Sui, toward me. Apparently the collar was such afool proof protective
device that they had gotten careless, for Ku Sui had been standing within my reach al the time Hawkins
wastaking.

| sensed the dry dien smdll of the Martian, who was gesturing wildly to Hawkins. | got my hands



around the Martian's scrawny throat.

"Now I'vegot acollar onyou!" | said, "And it doesn't operate by remote control! How doesit
fed?"

"Hawkins—increase the pressure,” Ku Sui grated brokenly. "Kill him, Hawkins.

Hes. . .choking...me"

| looked up from the Martian and shouted at Hawkins, " Shut your machine off! Get the pressure
down or I'll kill Ku Sui!"

Thegrip of the collar around my throat was amost unbearable. | flexed my neck musclesand tried
to fight the dowly intensifying grip of the collar, but my face wasfiery red and | was having trouble
breathing. | could hear the sound of my blood pounding through my veins,

"Shut it off, Hawkind I'll stranglethe Martian!”

It was amistake on my part to assume that Hawkins gave the faintest damn about what happened
to his partner in crime. | kept increasing my grip on Ku Sui's throat, and Hawkins up there at his control
board kept tightening his grip on mine. Everything was starting to swim around my heed, and | didn't
know how much longer | could hold ouit.

"Don't...cdl...my...bluff," I gasped. | wrung Ku Sui's leathery neck and hurled the corpse
across the room at the motionless Venusian standing bewildered in the back. Venusians have away of
freezing up when theréstrouble, and | was thankful Kolgar Novin wasn't taking a hand in the action.

| saw Hawkins through ared haze. He was obvioudy surprised that | <till hadn't succumbed to the
choking, but he didn't seem very disturbed about Ku Sui. | gasped inas much air as | could and began
the dow, leaden-footed climb up the steps to the control pandl.

| saw Hawkins go white with fear as| gpproached. | was moving dowly, deliberately, my head
swvimming and my eyes popping from my head.

"Why don't you drop?' he asked in terror. "Why don't you choke?!

"I'm too tough for you!" | said. He started to scream for the guards, but | reached up, plucked him
away from his control panel, and hurled him over therailing into the middle of the floor. He went flying
heels over head like a chubby little basketbal, and bounced on the concrete.

He continued to moan loudly for his guards, and Kolgar Novin was till a statue at the far end of the
room.

Desperately, | reached for the lever he had been pushing down and | hurled it asfar up asit would
go. The collar opened immediately, and the air went rushing into my lungs. | reded againgt therailing,
trying to recover, asthe blood left my head and the room tilted crazily around me.

Then | heard footsteps outside, and the door broke open. The Guards! | made up my mind what |
was going to do in an ingtant.

| started smashing my fistsinto the delicate machinery, raging up and down the room destroying
whatever | could. | ripped up theintricate wiring and watched blue sparks lick through the bowels of the
giant eectronic brain and the smaler computers, watched the whole edifice of terror come crashing
down. | pulled out levers and used them as clubsto bash in the dials and vernier gauges, and when | was
through | turned to see what the guards were doing.

Tomy surprise, | saw they were struggling among themselves. They were divided—half of them, the
most evil haf, were dill loyd to Hawkins, whilethe others, the native Callistansimpressed into the
guards, were rebelling now that they saw the overlords were destroyed, their machines of coercionin
rubble. | saw one guard rip off hiscollar and hurl it into the ruined machines with a shout of savage glee.

There still was anucleus of guards clustered around Hawkins and Ku Sui, but their numbers were
growing smaller as more and more of them redlized the game was up for the three tyrants.

Then the room was suddenly crowded, and | smiled happily. June and her brother had roused the
people! They were coming! | leaned againgt the railing, wesk with sirain, and watched asthe angry,
newly-free Callistans swept the remaining guards out of the way and exacted aterrible revenge on
Hawkins and Kolgar Novin and even the dead body of Ku Sui.



The lynching was over eventudly, and the guards, taking charge in the name of the people, managed
to restore some semblance of order. Blankets were thrown over the mutilated bodies on the floor.

Then, with grim methodicdlity, the Callistans completed the job of wrecking Hawkins machines.
The room was a shambles by the time they were through.

Junefinally made her way through the confusion to my side. Shelooked up in concern, and ran her
fingers gently over the angry red linesthe collar had left on my throat.

"Y ou were wonderful," she said. Shewas crying from relief and gratitude, and | took her in my arms
and held her.

Then | released her. "Let'sgo downgtairs,” | said. "1 need some fresh air after that battle.”

Weleft the building and | stood in the warm artificid sunlight of Cadlisto City, recovering my
drength.

"I've heard how you overthrew them,” June said. "But | don't understand how you survived the
choking."

"I'm stubborn,” | said smply. | was hiding the truth from her—the bitter truth that | wanted no one
to know. "I just wouldn't let them strangle me, that's dl.” | grinned.

Shetook adeep breath. "Y ou know, | just thought of something—we're not wearing collars, and
yet we don't mind theair! 1t's not polluted any more!™

| stopped to consider that, and then shook my head in disgust as the obvious answer came to me.
"Thoseworms! Y ou know what was causing the pollution?”

"No," shesad.

"It must have been maintained artificialy by one of those machines up there! | remember,
now—Hawkins was quite achemist. He must have synthesized some chemica that polluted thisair, and
then gave your father enough leads so he could develop afilter to counteract it. It was adevilishly
well-planned scheme, neetly calculated to reduce Callisto City to a state of servitude!™

Wetook afew steps away. It was bright midday, but | could see the bulk of Jupiter high in the sky
above the dome. In the great square in front of the capitol building, a huge golden mountain was
growing—ahesp of discarded collars, getting bigger and bigger by the moment as the Calistans hurled
the impotent symbols of their davery into the junkheap. For thefirst time, | saw smiling, happy faceson
Callisto. The air was pure again, and the time of troubleswas over. It didn't cost anything to breathe on
Cdlisto any more.

The happiest face of dl was June's. She was beaming radiantly, glowing with pride and happiness.
"I'm glad | decided to rescue you," she said. "Y ou looked so brave, and strong, and—Ilonely. So | took a
chance and pulled you away."

| looked at her sadly, not saying anything.

"Where will you stay?' she asked. "Theres aflat avallable next door to mine—"

| shook my head. "No. I'mleaving. | must leave immediately.”

The sunshine lft her face at once, and shelooked at mein surprise and shock. "Leaving?"

| nodded. "I can't stay here, June. I've done my job, and I'm going.”

| didn't wait for another word. | strode away, and she took a couple of steps after me and then
stopped. | heard her sobbing, but | didn't turn back. How could tell her that | loved her? How could |
dareto love her? Me—an android. A laboratory crestion? Sure, | was stronger than ahuman being—the
factor Hawkins didn't figure on. Only an android could have withstood that choking.

| have human drives, human ambitions. When you cut me, | bleed red. Y ou can only tell by
microscopic anaysisthat I'm not human. But resemblance isn't enough. | couldn't fool myself, and |
wouldn't fool June. | couldn't dlow her to waste hersalf on something like me. Shed make agood



mother, someday.

| turned away, feeling bitter and empty, and made my way through the streets crowded with jubilant
Cdligtans. Inmy mind'seye | could see June's pale, bewildered face, and my synthetic heart wept for
her. Sheéld never understand why | was leaving.

| looked up through the dome at the black curtain of the skies, at mighty, londly, unapproachable
Jupiter. It was afitting chalenge for me. We had alot in common, big Jupiter and I. | knew where | was
going, now, and | couldn't wait to get there.

Citadel of Darkness (1957)

As 1956 moved dong, my new career as a science-fiction writer, and al the rest of my lifeaswell,
began to expand in waysthat | would scarcely have dared to fantasize only acouple of years previoudy.
| continued selling Stories at the sametorrid pace, and in May succeeded in placing one with the
prestigious magazine Galaxy, edited by the exceedingly difficult, tough-minded Horace Gold. Selling one
to him was abig step forward for me. In June | got my Columbia degree and set up shop asafull-time
writer. Randal Garrett and | spent two weeks that summer writing the novel for John W. Campbdl| that
we had so grandly imagined selling him the year before—The Dawning Light, it was called—and he
bought it in August. Later that month | married my college girlfriend, Barbara Brown, and wefound a
gplendid five-room apartment on Manhattan's e egant West End Avenue, a short walk from the Columbia
campus but light-years distant from the squaid hotel room where | had been living for the past three
years. About ten days later | attended the World Science Fiction Convention, where | was greeted asa
colleague by science-fiction writerslike Edmond Hamilton and Jack Williamson who were old enough to
be my father, and where to my amazement | was given the Hugo award asthat year's most promising
new author.

It wasdl pretty sartling. | was getting published dl up and down the spectrum of science-fiction
magazines, from Astounding and Galaxy at one end to Amazing and Fantastic at the other, and soon after
the convention | had dealswith two book publishers, Ace (for an origind novel) and Gnome (for a
two-volume reprint of the "Robert Randall" seriesfrom Astounding.) Everything was happening at once.

Inthemidst of it dl | plugged away a my Ziff-Davis obligations, visiting Paul Fairman's midtown
office two or three times amonth to bring him new stories. He used "Citadel of Darkness," which | wrote
in June, 1956 a couple of days after my Columbia graduation ceremony, in Fantastic for March, 1957.
Once more| turned the four-stories-in-an-issue trick, for "Citadd," a"Raph Burke' story, was
accompanied by a story under my own name, one as"Calvin Knox," and one as"Hall Thornton." |
wasn't taking anything for granted, but it was pretty clear to me by thistime that what was going on
wasn't likely to stop, and that, improbable as it had once seemed, | redlly was going to be ableto earn
my living asawriter.

* k%

Thewavering green lines of the mass detector told me that there was a planet ahead where no
planet ought to be, and my skin started to crawl. | checked the star-guide a second time, running down
the tight-packed printed columns with deliberate care.

Karen's soft hand brushed lightly across my shoulder, and | glanced up. "The guide doesn't say
anything about planetsin this sector of space,” | told her.

"Have you checked the coordinates?’

| nodded grimly. "I've checked everything. Theré's aplanet out ahead, approximately two
light-months from us. And you know what it hasto be."

Her fingers dug tightly into my neckmuscles.

"It can't be anything ese. There's no star within sight, none supposed to be here, and yet the mass
detector's popping like sixty. The only answer isawandering sunless world—and theré's only one of



those"

"It'sLanargon,” she said smply. "Lanargon. The marauder world."

| turned away and busied mysdlf over the control panel. My fingersflew lightly over the computer
levers, and microrelays clicked and buzzed behind the green plexilite screen.

After amoment, Karen said, "What are you doing?"

"Setting up alanding orbit,” | told her without looking up. "Aslong aswe're here, we might aswell
investigate. We can't pass up a chance likethis."

| expected opposition, but | was surprised. All she said was, "How soon before we [and?* No
nervousness, no hesitation. She looked alot cooler than | felt as 1 went about the job of preparing for our
landing on Lanargon, the galaxy's most dreaded—and most mysterious—planet.

It wasin the year 3159 that the Terran colony on Faubialll waswiped out by armed attack, and
word came to the universe that war was with us again. The worlds of mankind looked at each other in
suspicion and fear. Five centuries of galactic amity had brought about the fedling that armed strifewasa
buried rdlic of antiquity—and then, without warning, came the attack on Faubialll.

There were universal denials. A year later, Metagol 11 was sacked by unknown invaders, and later
the same year Vescalor | X, the universe's greatest source of antivirotic drugs, was conquered.

The circumstances were the same each time. An army of tall men in black spacesuitswould
descend suddenly upon the unsuspecting planet, destroying its capital, seize control of the planet's
leaders, and carry off plunder. Then, mysterioudy asthey came, they would depart, aways taking many
prisonerswith them.

The attacks continued. The marauders struck seemingly at random here and there across the face of
the galaxy. Trantor was hit in 3163, Vornak 1V three years after that. In 3175, Earth itself was subjected
toarad.

The universe recoiled in terror. The Multiworld Federation searched desperately for the
answer—and found it. It made us no more comfortable to learn that the marauders were diensfrom
some far idand universe who rode their sunless planet like a giant spaceship, who had crossed the greet
gulf of space that separated their galaxy from ours and now, under cloak of their virtud invighility,
travelled through our group of worlds, burning, pillaging, and looting asthey went.

We were hel pless againgt an invader we could not see. And now, possibly for thefirst time,
someone had taken Lanargon by surprise. The marauder world had crossed our orbit as we returned to
Earth from Rigd VI, and it lay squarely in our path, wrapped in its cloak of darkness out therein the
eterna black of space.

| watched its bulk grow on the mass detector, and wiped away atrickle of perspiration that had
started to crawl down my forehead. Two people—a man and awoman—against aworld of the deadliest
killersever known.

Asan Earthman, asamember of the Multiworld Federation, it was my duty to aid in Lanargon's
destruction. And | had an ideafor doing it.

| locked the ship into automatic, watched the computer buzz twice to confirm that it had taken
control, and got up. Karen was till standing behind me. Her face was pale and drawn; all the color
seemed to have left it, though her eyes glowed with courage.

She reached out and took my hand as | stepped away from the controls. | folded her hand in both
of mine, and squeezed.

"It has to be done, doesn't it" she asked softly.

| nodded, thinking of the home that awaited us on Earth, the friends, the children. Heroes don't have
to be born; sometimes they're made by atrgectory-line charted between two worlds.



"It hasto bedone,” | said. | drew her close. For dl | knew, it was going to bethe last time.

Our ship taxied in dowly, spiraling around Lanargon in ever-narrowing circles. | could seeit plainly
now from the viewport, arough, ugly-looking, barren world, boasting not even the drifts of snow that
would be afrozen atmosphere. Lanargon wasjust abal of rock, seen dimly in the starlight. Great legping
mountains sprang up like dragon's teeth from the rocky plains benegth. There was no sign of life. None.

| glanced over at Karen, who was strapped securely in her acceleration cradle at my side. She was
amiling.

"WEell bethere soon,” | said.

"Good. This suspenseis starting to get me. I'd like to get down there and get it over
with—whatever it iswere going to do."

"I've got bad newsfor you, if you'rein ahurry,” | said. "We may need months before we get
through.”

"Why?What will happen?'

"We're going to tell the universe about Lanargon,” | said. "Whereit is, where it may be going, how
to come get it. Werein apretty empty part of space, though. Even by subradio, it may take weeks
before we get within range of some other world.”

"Y ou mean were going to stay on Lanargon until you make radio contact with some other planet?’

| nodded. "Were going to turn oursavesinto living sgna buoys. Were going to ride on Lanargon
likefleas on agorillas back for awnhile. | hope they don't notice us, and just keep on moving until they
come close enough to some inhabited planet for usto get out an SOS."

"And then?'

"Then we get out of here asfast aswe can, and wait for the Multiworld Fleet to homein on the
coordinateswe've given and blast Lanargon to the fate it so thoroughly deserves” | said. "The only
problem is staying unfound long enough to give the message. At the moment, we'rewell out of range of
anyonewho could pick it up.”

| leaned back and moistened my dry lips. "Hold tight, kid. We're dmost there.”

Within the hour, we had approached Lanargon's surface and were hovering no more than ahundred
miles above, moving into the find stage of our landing. Minutes later, our ship dropped gently down and
touched ground.

| wasthefirst one up, and was haf into my spacesuit before Karen had climbed out of her
acceleration cradle. Shefollowed meinto the airlock when she was ready, and together we stepped
outside.

It was adead world. Perhapsit once had had a sun and an atmosphere and the warmth of life, but
now it was but the corpse of a planet—inhabited, who know where, by the merciless aliens who had
terrorized the universe.

"It's—itsthe most horrible place I've ever seen,” Karen said, as we stood together at the base of
the ship, looking around &t the planet that would be our hone until we made contact with some inhabited
world.

"That'sthe only word for it," | agreed. | dmost shivered, though | was fully protected from the cold
by my spacesuit. We could see—dimly, by the faint glow of the sprinkling of stars above—afew miles of
the planet's surface, and it was hardly a cheering sight. Lanargon was adagheap, avast desert of twisted
lavaforced into tortured convolutions, of ageless rocks and jutting mountains, stony and bleak.



"I hopeit'sover quickly," Karen said.

"l hope so too. Let's go back in and send out the SOS—suppose we beam it five times a day until
we get response—and then start exploring alittle. I'd like to know just wherethe diensare.”

"Underground, maybe," Karen suggested. "Or in adomed city hidden somewhere in those awful
mountains”

"That's probably it," | said, nodding.

We returned to the ship and started the message on its way, anhouncing that we had discovered
Lanargon accidentaly, had landed, and would remain here acting as a Signa-beacon until contacted by a
member of the Multiworld Federation.

| snapped off the transmitter when we were through. "That should doit,” | said. "Now well just
have to wait, and keep sending it, and wait some more. One of these dayswell get areply, and well tdl
them exactly how to go about getting to Lanargon and blasting it out of the skies. Then our job's done.”

Karen frowned. "What if the aliens discover what we're doing, and set out to find us?'

"No use thinking about it, honey. Well just have to Sit here quietly and hope were not noticed by
the wrong people. It won't be fun, but what € se can we do?’

"It'slike gtting on the rim of alive volcano,” Karen said. " And taking bets on when the top will blow
off."

"Comeon," | said. "Let'sgo outside and do some exploring. For al we know, we've landed right
next door to an dien city.”

| stood up and led the way. | knew some exercise would loosen her tight-stretched nervesalittle.

| stared for amoment at the dreary stretch of dag and needle-edged rocks. "Y ou go to the left,” |
sad. "I'll go the other way, and welll see what this placelookslike."

"Sounds good enough,” Karen said. She started to move off toward the towering mountain that
looked down at the ship from the I eft, while | made my way over the heaps of rock to the cliff at the right.

| kept up arunning conversation with her over the suitphones as we went.

"How'sit look from there?" | asked.

"Pretty much the same," she said. "Therés along plain, and then this mountain. Twenty-five, thirty
thousand feet high, I'd say. | can't seethetop of it."

"Nice" | sad. "Thingsare dull here. The dliff looks down on avaley, and thereésasgn of
something that might have been ariver once, before Lanargon tore loose from its sun. But therésno sgn
of lifeanywhere."

"Do you think this might be the wrong place? Some other dark planet that no one knows about?!

"I don't think s0," | said, as| scaled up ajagged precipice and heaved mysdf onto asmall plateau.
"They're probably al on the other side of this planet. It'sabig place, you know. I'm sure that—"

| stopped, chilled, and whirled at the sound of the terrible scream that ripped through my suitphones
at that moment. | paused, not knowing in which direction | should run, and then, as Karen's scream burst
forth again, | began to race wildly through the twisting outcrops toward her.

"Mike! Mike! They're herel”

"I'm coming,” | told her, and kept on running. A moment later, the ship cameinto Sght, and | passed
it and headed in the direction Karen had taken. It led through adropping path into the plain that
approached the mountain, and | dashed out toward her.

| saw her amoment later. She was standing on the top of arock outcrop about ten feet high,
kicking savagely at ten or twelve space-suited figures who were attempting to climb up and reach her.
We had found the planet—Dbuit its inhabitants had gotten to usfirdt.

| leaped forward and shouted my encouragement as| came. The next minute, | was at the base of



the plateau, piling into the gang of diens. They were husky, Sturdy creatures, humanoid in shape, cladin
dark spacesuitsthat made them amogt invisblein thefaint sarlight.

| dragged one of them away from the path leading to the top of the plateau and crashed my gloved
figt into his somach. He bounded back without showing that the blow had hurt him, and madeasgnd to
the others.

Immediately they split into two groups, working with cam, cold efficiency. Five or six of them
continued to try to reach Karen, and the rest turned on me. | found mysalf surrounded by half adozen
diens.

| struck out at thefirst one and saw him go regling into the arms of one of his comrades, but then
another hit me astunning blow from behind. | staggered forward, felt another fist drive into my stomach.
Theflexible materid of my suit yielded, and | gasped for breath.

Pulling away, | caught one aien by the arm and siwung him down, but two more hit me at once. A
gloved hand bashed into the yielding plastic of my face mask, and | went flying down on my back. | felt
someone pommeling mevicioudy for afew moments, and then | stopped feding anything.

When | awoke, Karen and the ship and the dienswere gone, and | was done on theplain,
sprawled out with my armswrapped fondly around asmall boulder that | had been using as apillow.

The diens had seen us, had come, had taken Karen, and had |eft fo—where? What had they done
with Karen? | hurled the questions at myself, angry for having alowed usto separate even for the
moment.

| picked mysdlf up, and took afew unsteady tria steps. | ached all over from my besating, but |
managed to shake off the dizziness and keep on going. | had to find Karen, wherever she was, get her
back to Earth somehow. | didn't know how | wasgoing to do it.

Lanargon was a big planet. There was no light to guide me. And the ship was gone.

Evidently they had left me for dead and taken Karen and the ship back to wherever it was they had
come from. | started walking, not knowing and not caring which direction I might be heading in, smply
putting one foot after another in the blind energy of complete despair. | headed down the long sweeping
plain, walking nowhere on thisworld of perpetud nightfall, adull pain throbbing al over my body.

| don't have any ideahow long | walked before the light appeared. All 1 know is| had been
marching mechanicaly without so much as noticing where | was going, moving up one outcrop and down
the next—and then, | became conscious of aglimmer of light in the distance. It wasfaint, but impossible
to mistake againgt the inky Lanargon bleakness.

Suddenly | returned to life. | started to trot animatedly toward the source of light, hoping wildly it
might be asignal beam of some sort sent up by Karen. As| drew near, though, | discovered what it was.

It wasasmall party of diens, gathered together at the edge of a sorawling range of low-lying hills.
There were about five of them, and in their midst was a portable generator which threw off just enough
light to illuminate their camp. | guessed that they were another party out searching for us who were not
aware that the other group had already achieved its misson.

| gpproached them in awide semi-circle, swinging around from the left so | would be above them
on thefoothills. I could see now that they had asmdl vehicle of some sort, and that they were dismantling
their camp and loading the equipment they had with them into the vehicle. | revised my earlier guess; this
was a search-party who knew that the quarry had been snared, and which was preparing to return to
home base.

| drew closer to them, close enough now to seethat they were nearing the end of their task. | would
haveto move quickly.

| made my way down the side of the hill, deciding which one of the dienswasto be my victim. By
thetime| wason the plain, I had my man. He was busy about a hundred feet away, dismantling a



wirelesstransmitter of some sort. The groundcar cut him off from the other four neetly. But | had to get
himthefirg time; any struggle and I'd find mysdlf fighting off dl five of them within an ingant.

| picked up ajagged triangular rock and squeezed it lovingly as| edged acrossthe plain. Thedien
was bending over, doing something to the base of the transmitter.

After glancing around to make sure | was unobserved, | raised my hand high and brought the rock
down against the back of the alien's head. He fdll forward without a sound and sprawled out grotesquely
on the tranamitter.

"Seeptight,” | murmured, as| dragged him further into the shadows. Working quickly, | peeed his
gpacesuit from him, tossed the body to one sde—what it looked like, in the airless void that was
Lanargon's cloak, was stomach-turning—and stepped smoothly into the suit, pulling it on over my own.
Thedienswere big men; | was ableto fit, suit and al, into the dien suit without trouble.

| returned to the transmitter and pulled it free of the ground. Another of the aliens appeared and
waved to me, asif Sgndling that | should hurry up. | waved back, picked up the transmitter, and walked
over tojoin the group.

They were about to get into their vehicle as| drew near. | kept my head down, didn't say anything,
and climbed aboard, dragging the transmitter up with me. | stood in the corner of the car asit sped over
the ground, holding my breeath and hoping against hope that none of them would say anything to me.

None of them did. And, some twenty minutes later, the crys-tal dome of ahuge city appeared in
view. It arched high above the plain, and within | could see the busyness of a great city—the home of the
marauders.

The car sped through the airlock and into the domed city. My breath left me as| contemplated the
magnitude of the dien city, by far thelargest domein the universe. It must have contained a population of
millionsor of tensaof millions.

Aswe moved rapidly deeper into the city, | heard my companions behind me dipping out of their
gpacesuits. In amoment, they stood reved ed—tal, muscular humanoids whaose chief dien digtinction was
the network of fine blue veins criss-crossing the golden skin of their hard, cold faces, and the two sinewy
tentacles which sprouted from their sides just below their arms.

| began to sweat. No doubt they would wonder shortly why | was remaining in my suit now that we
wereingdethecity. | couldn't very well explain that if | removed the suit, my own spacesuit would be
revealed beneath.

| felt arough hand on my shoulder—and then, immensaly more horrible, something which wasnot a
hand spun me around. | faced one of the aliens, looked straight into the cold eyes of one of the creatures
of Lanargon.

He sngpped something at me, two short sentencesin a harsh-sounding, unfamiliar language. | glared
blankly at him, and he repeated his question.

Again | made no reply, and he peered closdly, staring into the misty faceglass of my spacesuit. He
must have seen what he was |ooking for, because amoment later he had cdled two of his companions
over to seeme. | heard them discussing the Situation excitedly.

Apparently they didn't know what to make of my presence. A live Earthman somehow smuggled
into their car? It bewildered them, just for asplit second.

A split second was just enough. | smashed afigt into the nearest dien just as he had made up his
mind to grab me, and sent him pirouetting back against histwo friends. They wobbled around in the
speedily-moving truck for acouple of seconds, and | lifted the transmitter | had brought in and hurled it at
them.

They bounced back against thewall. A fourth dien appeared and | felt the cold grip of histentacle
for amoment. | dashed out with the side of my hand and knocked the tentacle away. Then | had opened



the door of the car, and, without looking at the ground bel ow, leaped out.

| hit the ground asit came up to meet me. My spaceboots absorbed most of the shock, but it il
rippled through me like ajunior-grade lightning bolt as| hit. | sank to my kneesfor asecond, then
elbowed up and started to run.

| wasfree and at large—in the domed city of the Lanargon marauders. Somewhere in this sprawling
citadel was Karen. | began to run down a side street, as an alarm sounded somewhere behind me.

It was acompletely dien city. | crouched in apit of shadows benesth abuilding of dizzying height
and looked around, struck by the utter strangeness of the sunless city.

The dome reached high into the airless sky, and outsideit | could see the blank wall of space. The
buildings were ddlicate, airy things, with networks of web hanging from oneto the next. | saw diens
crawling over these webs spider-fashion to get from one building to another.

The air seemed warm—at least, the aliens | saw moving through the streets were dressed
skimpily—and the many spiky treeswith blue leaves glittering in the brightness of the air were thriving as
if it wereatropical climate.

The buildings were arranged in concentric circles, | saw; gpparently they radiated outward from the
atomic pile that would undoubtedly be the heart of such adome. It wasagiant, incredible, artificid city,
probably built with the dave |abor of the millions of prisonerstaken during the years of Lanargon raids.

| was safe so long as| remained crouching where | was. But | knew | would never rescue Karen
that way, though.

Thefirg step wasto find aweapon. | noticed that the aliens of both sexes went about armed, and
that seemed my easiest chance. | edged out of my hiding place and moved toward the Street, waiting for
apedestrian to come by aone.

It took three nerve-wracking minutes—and when one came, it was afemae. She was over Six feet
tall, with amagnificent body only nominaly covered by her brief clothing, and strapped to her hipwasa
gem-studded blaster. | stepped out behind her as she went past.

"| hateto do thisto alady,” | said apologeticaly, as| clubbed down on the back of her neck and
grabbed the blaster from its holster in the same motion. She started to crumple before | had the gun out.

| hauled her back into the shadows and Ieft her lying there. | till had no ideawhereto go, but now |
was armed. The blaster was an efficient and murderous-looking weapon, and | wouldn't haveto rely on
my figsdone any longer.

| strapped on the blaster and glanced warily around. No onein sight. | knew I'd look tremendoudy
conspicuous in this spacesuit, but | would have to chanceit. I'd look even more conspicuous walking
around without it.

Karen was here someplace, | told mysalf—but | redlized | had only afool's chance of finding her. |
was ready to give her up for log, if | could carry out abigger project: that of getting to the atomic reactor
that wasthe core of this city and destroying it. | felt completely nerveless. | had ajob, and | was going to
doit. Lifewithout Karen wouldn't mean much any more—but | could redeemit if | could teke dl of
Lanargonwith us.

| walked inward, toward the center of the city.

People stared curioudy at me, wondering why | was wearing a spacesuit, no doubt, but no one said
anything. | continued trudging aong the yielding permoplast streets, and after ablock or two | found what
| was looking for—a Lanargon dave.



He was obvioudy an Earthman, in hisearly thirties, which meant he had been grabbed in the raid of
3175. He was wearing only aloincloth, no blaster, and so his dave status was gpparent.

| followed him for about thirty paces, until we reached the corner. Then | edged in behind him and
sad quietly, "Turn left a this corner, will you?"

He glanced back, saw what must have been an imposing spacesuited figure, and obeyed without
questioning. "Who areyou?" he asked when we had rounded the corner.

"An Earthman,” | said. "You canhep me.”

Quickly | explained the course of events from the time Lanargon first had showed up in the mass
detector to Karen's kidnapping.

"I've heard about that," he said. "I saw the girl and the ship arrive.”

"Wherearethey?' | asked immediately.

"The girl's been taken to the Centrd Temple. I'm adave there. The ship's been brought into the
dometoo, and it's not far from the Temple either. The Lanargon scientistswant to study it and seeif
they're missng any wrinkles™"

"What Temple? What are they going to do to Karen?"

The davelooked a me pityingly for along moment. "The Templeisthe place dl the power of the
dome comes from. The diensworship it asa shrine. They're going to sacrifice your wife to their god.
Their god'sapool of liveradiation.”

"What?"

Henodded. "They do it every year, usualy with afemae dave. | heard them taking. I'minthe High
Priest'sretinue, and | found about it. The ceremony's scheduled to take place this afternoon.”

| gripped hishand. "Fellow, | don't even know your name, but | love you. Can you get methere?
We don't have much time." | didn't know what | was going to do, but | was going to do something. | was
sure of that.

He glanced uneasily up and down the street. "It'sworth atry,” he said. "This hellhole deservesto be
blasted wide open. And | think | see the man who'sgoingto doit.”

Heled medong at arapid pace toward the heart of the city. After awhile, | saw ahuge conica
building loom up before me. And—outside it—was my ship!

"Thereitid" | sad. "That must bethe Temple.”

"That'sright. And your ship. Now, if there were only some way of finding your wife and getting
clear—"
| looked at him. "Wait aminute,” | said. "There are thousands, maybe millions of you daveson

Lanargon. Innocent people. Suppose | do succeed? Suppose | blasted the dome down? You'd dl die."

Thedave smiled bitterly. "Don't get guilt-fedings over that," he said. Helifted hisarm and showed
me ametdlic bulge dong hisside. "Seethis? It'sa compact transistor wave-generator embedded in my
flesh. Removing it means death. And if we get further than adozen milesfrom the Dome, it killsus
automaticaly. It'svery efficient—and it meansthat no dave can ever leave Lanargon dive.”

Theenormity of it chilled me. "That helpsto keep you in line neatly, doesn't it?' | said.

He nodded. "They can dso kill uswithin the city. If adave sepsout of line, it'sthe easiest thing to
raise the frequency generated by this deviceto alethd pitch. They'll dlow adaveto go amost anywhere,
because he can't possibly do any harm—not when hislife can be snuffed out by any master in an ingtant.”

A sudden burst of thought illuminated my mind. "If that'strue, | think | know how | can carry this
thing off. Let's go someplace where | can get out of al these spacesuits and into adave'sloincloth!™

The dave—his name was Dave Andrews—took meto his quarters, amiserable room not far from
the Temple. There, | stripped out of both spacesuits and donned one of hisloincloths.



"Youlook alittle pale," he commented. "But otherwise | guess you can pass, if no onelookstoo
closdy for the generator that isn't planted in your side.”

| looked ruefully at my discarded blaster. "1'm going to fed lonely without that thing on my hip.”

Andrews shrugged. "No dave would dare carry one. You'l just have to do without until thisisal
over."

"All right," | said. "Let's get going. The sacrifice should be starting soon, shouldn't it?" Theimage of
Karen'sbody plummeting into alake of neutrons drifted into my mind, and | winced.

"Within the hour," he said.

Together we crossed the plazathat led to the massive Temple. No one seemed to notice us;
apparently daves were utterly beneath contempt in Lanargon. At the Temple door, a cross-hatched dien
face confronted us, saw that we were daves, and let usthrough.

"I'll have to help out at the ceremony,” Andrews said. Y ou can come along. It'll give you your
chance of getting closeto the High Priest. And remember the way you came. Y ou'll haveto get out of
here and into your ship later."

"Dontworry," | said golidly. "I'll manage. I've never wanted to destroy anything so much beforein
my life"

We entered an e evator which was dready occupied by agigantic dien in luminescent yellow robes.
| saw Andrews bend and touch his forehead to the floor without a moment's hesitation, and, much asit
went againg the grain, | did the same.

"TheHigh Priest," he explained softly.

| nodded. | had guessed as much.

Werode the eevator to the sixty-first floor. Aswe got out, the priest said, "Bring the sacrifice to the
Hall of the God, daves."

We bowed again, and turned off down along aide. My heart legped as Andrews entered aroom
guarded by two aiensand said, "High Priest requests delivery of the sacrifice to the Hdll of the God.”

One of the aliens nodded curtly and pointed toward an inner door. Andrews opened it and said
quickly, "Prisoner, we have cometo take you to the God." He stepped inside and clapped a hand over
her mouth, stifling the cry than broke from her as she recognized mein the guise of adave.

We closed the door, shutting out the alien guards.

"Karen," | said.

Andrewsturned away and | folded her in my arms. She was quivering from anxiety and terror,
though | saw her making an effort to recover her nerves. She couldn't. | didn't blame her as she broke
down and started to sob.

A gong sounded loudly.

Gently, Andrews said, "Well haveto go."

"Mike? Mike—are they going to do thisthing to me?’

| looked at her. She was wearing what was probably the sacrificia gown, aclinging, trand ucent
thing through which | could easily see her naked body benegth. "Don't worry,” | said. "I'll get usout of it."

Weled her dong the hdl, Andrews grasping one arm and | the other, while one of the dien guards
walked before us and one behind. We walked for what seemed to be miles through the temple building,
until we reached a door some twenty feet high. It swung open as we approached.

| gasped. We stood at the entrance to a grest amphitheatre, with animmense dais and rows of seats
sretching off into the misty distance. And—between the dais and the seats—there was an open pit that
seemed to reach down into the bowels of the planet. | looked down and reeled dizzily at the Sight of that
bright lake of radiation hundreds of feet below—the lake into which Karen's naked body was soon to be



hurled.

"You lead her up there," Andrews whispered to me. "Give her to the High Priest. From thereit'sup
to you. I'm going to go back and get an elevator ready in case you do get out of it dive. Move asfast as
you can when you get away."

| nodded imperceptibly and marched forward with Karen. The great hal wasfilled—packed with
row on row of uncountable diens, dtting in quiet anticipation of the sacrifice to be performed before their
eyes. Televison cameras blinked down like unmoving eyes, telling me that the rest of the dienswere
undoubtedly watching too.

| saw the robed figure of the High Priest, stark and mgjestic on the dais. He was intoning prayersto
which the aiens responded antiphonally. A gong sounded repestedly somewhere in the distance, and
flames licked up from the abyss below.

He gestured for the sacrifice to be brought forward. | tightened my grip on Karen'sarm and started
to walk up thelong row of stepsthat led to the dais. The chanting of the multitude rose to an agonizing
volume, a savage besat of barbaric fury echoing round and round the great hall.

| was at the heart of it now—the center of life of therace that set itself against dl mankind. |
clenched and unclenched my fistsin anticipation as| traversed the long span of steps.

| handed over Karen. The priest took her and in one swift motion ripped away her thin gown,
revealing her naked to the crowd. She began to cry. | muttered a silent curse. Hatred was ared haze
before my eyes.

Hetook her in his giant hands and grasped her around the waist with those two dimy tentacles. The
gong sounded furioudy, and he responded to it with booming incantations. He lifted Karen's unprotesting
body high over hishead, prepared to hurl it into the open abyss—

And | charged forward and snatched her from him just as he was about to rel ease her. We stood
there, heand |, on the dais, while a shocked multitude waited for him to strike me dead.

| saw him lower hisarm to his sde and press a button in his robe—presumably the button that
would activate the death-deding device embedded in my body. Only | wore no such thing. He stared at
mein an agony of exasperation as| unbdievably refused to die.

Then | advanced toward him. No one dared move. He bellowed something, and guards broke from
their lethargy and started racing up the dais—but it was along way to go.

He shouted and legped a me. | felt his powerful hands encircling me and shoving me toward the
abyss. | broke loose, hearing Karen's screaming as adim noise in the background, and shoved
backward. He reeled and groped for the blaster at his side. Before he could useit, | dropkicked it from
his hand and sent it flying in agleaming arc up, out, and into the pit.

Heturned in utter dismay and watched it disappear. His face was amask of despair and sheer
horror. The guards were drawing near us, now.

| moved in close and unleashed a barrage of punches. He countered with wild swipes of his
tentacles. | could hear Karen yelling clearly now, "They're coming! They're coming!”

With coolness born of complete desperation, | reached out and seized him around the wai<t. |
Strained to lift the three-hundred pound body from the ground, pulled, yanked, and heaved him high out
over the abyss, a pinwheding figure of arms and legs and tentacles. He screamed dl the way down.

| turned and saw Karen crouching behind me, scooped her up, and we began to run. "Thisway!" |
heard adave cry, and he pushed the guard nearest him down into the abyssaswell. A moment later he
had crumpled into death himsdlf, but he had saved us—whoever he was. We plunged through the door
and out into the corridor.

Everywhere we saw daves battling with the alien masters. They were dying, of course—asfast as
the aliens could kill them—but they were clearing a path to the eevator for us. Andrews waswaiting



there.

Tearswerein hiseyes. "Great," he said, "Wonderful! But now get into your ship and get out of here
fest!"

We made our way through a confused mob of diensand daves. The stunned aliens seemed helpless
with their High Priest dead. We pushed through them, the three of us, and cut through to the ship. We
paused for amoment at the base of the catwalk. | glanced at Andrews.

"I'm not coming,” he said, forestalling my question. "Ther€sno point to it. I'm adead man the
second | leave the Dome. Go on—get going.”

"Well never forget you," | said. | boosted Karen up the catwalk and followed behind her. We
made it indde safely, and the hatch clanged closed.

"Get into your acceleration cradle,” | shouted, and leaped for the control panel. | set up amanua
pattern for blastoff.

Out the viewport | could see the diens coming to life, moving toward usin amighty horde. | finished
fumbling with the controls and heaved downward on the blasting stud just as a couple of them began to
scalethefinsof the ship.

The ship legped skyward in an instant. In three seconds, we burst through the dome and out into
gpace. Accderation hit melikeagigantic fist, and | dumped over and blacked out.

The next thing | knew Karen was bending over me and lifting meto my feet. "We're safe,” she said.

| rubbed my head and nodded. " And we took them al with us. It must have been something down
there when the ship broke through the dome and sent their atmosphere whipping out into space. It'sa
lousy way to die—but they deserved it. All but those poor daves. They were dead either way, though.”

"Come look out the port,” Karen said.

| did. | stared down at the bright, boiling radioactive fury that lit up the blackness of space where
the dark planet should have been.

"It must have been that blaster,” | said after along pause. "The one | kicked into the radiation lake.
When it reached the reactor at the bottom, it must have blown the roof off."

"They must have been destroyed in an indtant.”

| looked at the beacon outside the viewport. "It's the end of the dark planet,” | said dowly. "Weve
touched off achain reaction that will last forever."

"Forever,” sherepeated. "It'sal over now."

"I don't think welll ever forget Lanargon,” | said. "But I'd like to know what the galaxy's
astronomers are going to say when they notice a brand-new sun in this part of the cosmos.”

"They'll have dl sorts of wild guesses. But we can tell them the right answer, can't we?"

"Yes" | sad. | glanced once more at the fissioning hell that had been Lanargon, shuddered, and set
our course for Earth.

Cosmic Kill (1957)

In the 1950s magazine covers were printed well ahead of the interiors of the magazines, donein
batches of, | think, four a atime. Thiswas amatter of economics—using onelarge plate to print four
covers a once was much cheaper than printing them one by one. But sometimes the practice created
problems.

For example, the April, 1957 cover of Amazing Storieswas printed in the fal of 1956 with agroup



of others, well ahead of its publication date, bearing this announcement above the name of the magazine:
BEGINNING—COSMIC KILL—2-part seria of thundering impact

"Cosmic Kill" was supposed to be asequel to ashort nove that Amazing had published six years
before—"Empire of Evil," by Robert Arnette. The readers had supposedly been clamoring for a
follow-up to that greet story dl that time, and now, finaly, it was going to be published.

Thetrouble was that the actua author behind the" Arnette” pseudonym on "Empire of Evil" was
Paul W. Fairman, and Fairman, having recently become the editor of Amazing and Fantagtic, suddenly
found that he didn't have time to write atwo-part seria of thundering impact. By December, 1956
publication day was nearing, though, for the April issue, due out in February, and a serid had to be found
for it. So Paul Fairman phoned me one December morning and asked if | would mind very much writing
atwo-part serid cdled "Cosmic Kill," aseque to something of hisfrom 1951—and ddliver it the
following week, because it had to be on the newsstands two months from then.

Sure, | said. Nothing toiit.

That night | dug out the January, 1951 Amazing and read "Empire of Evil," which turned out to bea
wild and woolly thing starring blue Mercurians with green blood, savage Martian hill men that had nasty
tusks, and Venusians with big black tails. Even back then we knew that there weren't any Mercurians,
Martians, or Venusians, of course. That didn't really matter to me at the moment. What did matter was
that | had to put together astory of some sort, more or less overnight, that wasin someway connected
to its predecessor, and Fairman had either killed off or married off nearly all the charactersin the origina
piece.

Well, never mind that, either. He had | eft one or two surviving villains, and | invented a couple of
new charactersto set out after them, and in short order | had put together aplot. It wasn't going to be a
literary masterpiece; it was just going to be a sequel, written to order, to Fairman's dapdash
space-opera, which had been goofy to the point of incoherence. But—what the hell—no one was going
to know | had written it, after al. And | reminded myself that plenty of my illustrious colleagues had
written pul p-magazine extravaganzas just as goofy in their younger days. Here was my revered Henry
Kuttner's novelet from Marvel Science Stories of 1939, "The Time Trap," with this contents-page
description: "Unleashed atomic force hurled Kent Mason into civilization's dawn-era, to be wooed by the
Silver Princess who'd journeyed from 2150 A.D., and to become the laboratory pawn of Greddar
Klon—who'd been projected from five hundred centuries beyond Mason's time sector!" Kuttner had put
his own name on that one. And here in the same issue was future Grand Master Jack Williamson with
"The Dead Spot"—"With his sgma-fied that speeded evolution to the limit imposed by actud destruction
of germ cells, plus histechnique of building synthetic life, Dr. Clyburt Hope set out to creste anew
race—and return Americas golden harvest land into agray cancer of leprous doom!”

The reputations of Kuttner and Williamson had survived their writing such silly stories. So would
mine. But would | survive writing a20,000-word novellain two days, which iswhat Fairman was
expecting meto do?

Here my collaborator Randall Garrett cameto my aid. | have never been much of auser of
simulants—| don't even drink coffee. Garrett, though, said that my predicament could be solved with the
help of something called benzedrine—wewould call it "speed,” today—which he happened to take to
control hisweight. A little benzedrine would hop up my metabolism to the point where writing 40 pages
in aone-day Stting would be no problem at all.

So he came over to my West End Avenue place and gave me afew little green pills, and the next
day | wrotethefirst haf of "Cosmic Kill," and the day after that | wrote the second half. | went out of my
way to mimic the style of the origind story, using al sorts of subgtitutesfor "he said" that were never part
of my own style—"he snapped,” "he wheezed," "she wailed" and peppering the pages with adverbia
modifiers—"he continued inexorably,” "he said gppreciatively,” "he remarked casudly.” Thenext day |



took the whole 80-page shebang down to Paul Fairman's office and it went Straight to the printer. It was
justintimefor seridization in the April and May, 1957 issues of Amazing, my one and only gppearance
under the byline of Robert Arnette. And on the seventh day | rested, you betcha.

The funny thing isthat Cosmic Kill isn't redly so bad. | had to read it for thefirst timein 48 yearsfor
this collection, and | wasimpressed with the way it zips swiftly dong from one dire Stuation to another
without pausing for breath, exactly asits author did back there in December, 1956. Trest it asthe curio it
is the one and only example of Silverberg writing astory on speed.

Lon Archman waited tensdly for the Martian to come nearer: Around him, the ancient world's
hell-winds whined piercingly. Archman shivered involuntarily and squeezed tighter on the butt of the
Zam-gun.

One shot. He had one shot left. And if the Martian were to fire before he did—

Thewind picked up the red sand and tossed it at him as he crouched behind the twisted
gabron-weed. The Martian advanced steadily, its heavy body swung forward in alow crouch. It was il
out of range of the zam-gun. Archman didn't darefire yet, not with only one charge lft.

A gust of devilish wind blew more sand in the Earthman's face. He spat and dug at hiseyes. A little
undercurrent of fear beat in the back of his mind. He shoved the emotion away. Fear and Lon Archman
didn't mix.

But where the blazeswas that Martian?

Ah—there. Stooping now behind the clump of gabron-weed. Inching forward on hisbelly toward
Archman now. Archman could dmost see the hill-creaturestusks glinting in the dim light. Hisfinger
wavered on the zam-gun'strigger. Again agust of wind tossed sand in hiseyes.

That was the Martian's big advantage, he thought. The Martian had a transparent eyelid that kept
the damned sand out; Archman was blinded by the stinging red stuff more often than not.

Wéll, I've got an advantage too. I'm an agent of Universa Intelligence, and that'sjust adumb
Martian hillman out theretrying to kill me.

A torrent of sand swept down over them again. Archman fumbled on the desert floor for amoment
and grabbed a heavy lichen-encrusted rock. He heaved it asfar as he could—forty feet, in Mars low
grav. It kicked up a cloud of sand.

The Martian squeded in triumph and fired. Archman grinned, cupped his hands, threw hisvoice
forty feet. The rock seemed to scream in mortal agony, ending in a choking gasp of death.

The Martian rose confidently from his hiding-place to survey the smoking remains of Archman. The
Earthman waited until the Martian's tusked head and shoulders were visible, then jammed down on the
zam-gun'sfiring sud.

It was hislast shot—but hisaim was good. The Martian gasped as the force-beam hit him, and
dowly toppled to his native soil, his massive body burned to a hard black crust. Archman kept the beam
on him until it flickered out, then thrust the now-useless zam-gun in his beltsash and stood up.

He had won.

Hetook three steps forward on the crunching sand—and suddenly bleak Mars dissolved and he
was back in the secret offices of Universal Intelligence, on Earth. He heard the wry voice of Blake
Wentworth, Chief of Intelligence, saying, "The next time you fight on Mars, Archman, it'll be for keeps.”

The shock of trangition numbed Archman for a second, but he bounced out of hisfreeze
lightning-fast. Eyeing Wentworth he said, Y ou mean | passed your test?"



The Intelligence Chief toyed with his double chin, scowled, referred to the sheet of paper heheld in
hishand. "You did. Y ou passed thistest. But that doesn't mean you would have survived the same
gtuation on Mars”

"How 07"

"After killing the Martian you rose without looking behind you. How did you know there wasn't
another Martian back there waiting to pot you the second you stood up?"

"Well, I—" Archman reddened, realizing he had no excuse. He had committed an inexcusable
blunder. "I didn't know, Chief. | fouled up. | guessyou'll haveto look for someone e sefor the job of
killing Darrien.”

He started to leave the office.

"Likehdl I will," Wentworth snapped. "Y ou'rethe man | want!"

"B

"Y ou went through the series of test conflictswith 97.003 percent of success. The next best manin
Intelligence scored 89.62. That's not good enough. We figured 95% would be the kind of score aman
would need in order to get to Mars, find Darrien, and kill him. Y ou exceeded that mark by better than
two percent. Asfor your blunder a the end—well, it doesn't change things. It Smply means you may not
come back dive after the conclusion of your misson. But we don't worry about that in Intelligence. Do
we, Archman?'

"No, sr."

"Good. Let'sget out of thistesting lab, then, and into my office. | want to fill you in on the details of
the job before | let you go."

Wentworth led the way to an inner office and dropped down behind a desk specidly contoured to
admit hisvast bulk. He mopped away swesat and stared levelly at the waiting Archman.

"How much do you know about Darrien, Lon?"

"That he's an Earthman who hates Earth. That he's one of the System's most brilliant men—and its
mogt brilliant criminal aswell. Hetried to overthrow the government twice, and the public screamed for
his execution—hbut instead the High Council sent him to the pend colony on Venusia, in deferenceto his
extreordinary mind."

"Yes," wheezed Wentworth. "The most disastrous move so far this century. | did my best to have
that reptile executed, but the Council ignored me. So they sent him to Venusia—and in that cesspool he
gathered anetwork of criminas around him and established his empire. An Empire we succeeded in
destroying thanks to the heroic work of Tanton.”

Archman nodded solemnly. Everyonein Intelligence knew of Tanton, the semi-legendary blue
Mercurian who had given hislife to destroy Darrien's vile empire. "But Darrien escaped, Sr. Even as
Space FHeet Three was bombarding Venusia, he and his closest henchmen got away on gravplates and
escaped to Mars.”

"Yes" said Wentworth, "To Mars. Wherein the past five years he's proceeded to establish anew
empire twice as deadly and vicious as the one on Venus. We know he's gathering strength for an attack
on Earth—for an attack on the planet that cast him out, on the planet he hates more than anything in the
cosmos.”

"Why don't we just send afleet up there and blast him out the way we did the last time?" Archman
asked.

"Three reasons. One isthe Clanton Space Mine, the umbrella of force-raysthat surrounds his den
on Mars and makesit invulnerable to attack—"

"But Davison hasworked out anullifier to the Clanton Mine, sir! That's no reason—"

"Two," continued Wentworth inexorably, " Even though we can bresk down hisbarrier, our hands
aretied. We can't come down to the level of worms, Archman. Darrien hasn't done anything—yet. We
know he's going to attack Earth with all he's got, any day or week or month now—as soon as he's ready.
But until he does so, we're helpless againgt him. Earth doesn't fight preventive wars. We'd have a black



eye with the whole galaxy if we declared war on Darrien after dl our high-toned declarations.

"And Three, Intelligence doesn't like to make the same mistake a second time. We bombed Darrien
once, and he got away. Thistime, we're going to make sure we get him.”

"By sending me, you mean?'

"Yes. Your jobistoinfiltrate into Darrien's city, find him, and kill him. It won't be easy. We know
Darrien has several doubles, orthysynthetic duplicate robots. Y ou'll have to watch out for those. You
won't got two chancesto kill therea Darrien.”

"| undergtand, sr."

"And one other thing—thiswhole expedition of yoursisgtrictly unofficid and illegd.”

"Gy

"Y ou heard me. Y ou won't be on Mars as arepresentative of Universal Intelligence. Y ou'rethere
on your own, as Lon Archman, Killer. Your job isto get Darrien without implicating Earth. Knock him
off and the whole empire collapses. But you're on your own, Archman. And you probably won't come
back."

"l undergtand, sir. | understood that when | volunteered for thisjob.”

"Good. Y ou leave for Marstonight.”

A pair of black-tailed Venusians were gitting at the bar with awhite-skinned Earth girl between
them, as Hendrin the Mercurian entered. He had been on Mars only an hour, and wanted adrink to
warm his gullet before he went any further. Thiswas acold planet; despite histhick shell-like hide,
Hendrin didn't overmuch care for the Martian weather.

"I'll have adouble bizant," he snapped, spinning asilver three-creda piece on the shining counter.
One of the Venusianslooked up at that. The whip-like black tail twitched.

"Y ou must have apowerful thirst, Mercurian!”

Hendrin glanced a him scornfully. "1'm just warming up for some serious drinking, friend. Bizant sets
the blood flowing; it'sjust adtarter.”

The drink arrived, and he downed it in aquick gulp. That was good, he thought. "I'll have
another . . .and after it, a shot of dolbrouk as a chaser.”

"That'smorelikeit," said the Venusian appreciatively. "Y ou're aman after my own heart." To prove
it, he downed his own drink—amug of fiery brez. Roaring, he dapped his companion's back and
pinched the arm of the silent Earth-girl huddled between them.

|deas started to form in Hendrin's head. He was alone on a strange planet, and abig job faced him.
Thesetwo Venusanswerewell dong in their cups—and they wore the tight gray britches and red tunic
of Darrien's brigades. That was good.

Asfor the girl—well, she might help in the plan too. She was young and frightened-looking;
probably she'd been caught in arecent raiding-party. Her clothes hung in tatters. Hendrin appreciatively
observed the occasiond bare patch of white thigh, the soft curve of breadt, visible through therents. Yes,
she might do too. It depended on how drunk these VVenusians were.

The Mercurian |eft his place at the bar and walked over to the carousing Venusians. ™Y ou sound
like my typeof men," hetold them. "Got sometime?”

"All thetimein the universa!™

"Good enough. Let's take abooth in the back and see how much good brew we can pour into
oursalves." Hendrin jingled his pocket." There's plenty of cash here—cash | might part with for the
company of two such asyou!"

The Venusians exchanged glances, which Hendrin did not miss. They thought he was a sucker
ready to be exploited. Well, the Mercurian thought, we'll see who gets exploited. And asfor the



money—that was his master's. He had an unlimited expense account for thismission. And he intended to
useit to the utmost.
"Come, wench," said one Venusian thickly. " Let'sjoin this gentleman at abooth.”

Hendrin jammed his bulk into one corner of the booth, and one of the Venusians sat by hisside.
Acrossfrom him sat the other Venusian and the girl. Her eyes were red and raw, and her throat showed
the mark of arecent rope.

Chuckling, Hendrin said, "Whered you get the girl ?*

"Planetoid Eleven,” one of the Venusanstold him. "Wewere on araiding party for Darrien, and
found her in one of the colonies. A nice one, isshenot?"

"I've seen better," remarked Hendrin casudly. " She looks sullen and angry.”

"They dl do. But they warm up, once they see they've no dternative. How about some drinks?"

Hendrin ordered around of brez for all three, and tossed the barkeep another three-creda coin.
The drinks arrived. The Venusian nearest him reached clumsily for his and spilled three or four drops

"Oopsh . . .waste of good liquor. Sorry."

"Don't shed tears,” Hendrin said. "There's more where that came from."

"Surething. Wdll, hereésto us dl—Darrien too, damn hisugly skin!"

They drank. Then they drank some more. Hendrin matched them drink for drink, and paid for
maost—but his hard-shelled body quickly converted the acohol to energy, whilethe Venusians grew less
and less sure of their speech, wobblier and wobblier in coordination.

Planstook rapid shape in the Mercurian's mind. He was here on adangerous mission, and he knew
the moment he ceased to think fast would be the moment he ceased to think.

Krodrang, Overlord of Mercury, had sent him here—Krodrang who had been content to rule the
tiny planet without territorial ambitionsfor decades, but who suddenly had been consumed by the
ambition to rule the universe aswell. He had summoned Hendrin, his best agent, to the throne-room.

"Hendrin, | want you to go to Mars. Join Darrien' sarmy. Get close to Darrien. And when you get
the chance, stedl his secrets. The Clanton Mine, the orthysynthetic duplicate robots, anything else. Bribe
his henchmen. Steal his mistress. Do whatever you can—nbut | must have Darrien's secretsl And when
you have them—xkill him. Then | shall rulethe system supreme.”

"Yes Maedty.”

In Hendrin's persona opinion the Overlord was taken with the madness of extreme age. But it was
not Hendrin's place to question. He was |oya—and so he accepted the job without demur.

Now he was here. He needed some means of accessto Darrien.

Pointing at the girl, he said, "What do you plan to do with her? She looks wesk for adave.”

"Weak! Nonsense. She's as strong as an Earthman. They come that way, out in those colonies. We
plan to bring her to Dorvis Graal, Darrien's Viceroy. Dorvis Grad will buy her and make her adaveto
Darrien—or possbly amigtress.”

Hendrin's black eyes narrowed. "How much will Dorvis Grad pay?

"A hundred credas platinum, if we're lucky.”

The Mercurian surveyed the girl out of one eye. She was undeniably lovely, and there was
something € se—a smoking defiance, perhaps—that might make her an gppedling challenge for ajaded
tyrant. "Will ye take ahundred fifty from me?"

"From you, Mercurian?'

"A hundred-eghty, then.",

The girl looked up scornfully. Her breasts heaved as she said, " ou dien pigsbuy and sdll usasif
were cattle. But just wait! Wait until—"



One Venusian reached out and dapped her. She sank back into silence. A hundred-eighty, you
sy?'

Hendrin nodded. " She might keep me pleasant company on the cold nights of this accursed planet.”

"| doubt it," said the soberer of the two Venusians. " Shelooks mean. But we'd never get a
hundred-eighty from Dorvis Grad. Y ou can have her. Got the cash?"

Hendrin dropped four coinsinto the Venusian's leasthery pam.

"Done!" theVenusian cried. "Thegirl isyourd™

The Mercurian nodded approvingly. Thefirst step on the road to Darrien's chambers had been
paved. He reached across the table and imprisoned the girl'swrist in one of his huge paws, and smiled
coldly asdefiance flared on her face. The girl had spirit. Darrien might be interested.

Lon Archman shivered asthe bitter Martian winds swept around him. It wasjust asit had beenin
the drug-induced tests Wentworth had run back in the Universa Intelligence office, with onelittle
difference.

Thiswas no dream. Thiswasthered thing.

All he could see of Marswasthe wide, flat, far-ranging plain of red sand, broken here and there by
arock outcrop or atwisted gabron-weed. In the distance he could see Canaopalis, the city Darrien had
taken over and made the headquartersfor hisempire.

He started to walk.

After about fifteen minutes he saw hisfirst Sgn of life—aguard, in the grey-and-red uniform of
Darrien's men, pacing back and forth in the sand outside Canaopolis. He was an Earthman. He wore the
leather harness that marked the renegade. Archman'slips pursed coldly as he watched the Earthman
pace to and fro. Cautioudy the Intelligence agent edged up on the renegade. He couldn't use his
zam-gun; he needed the renegade's uniform. It would have to be a surprise attack.

Remembering what had happened in thefind test on Earth, Archman glanced in dl directions. Then
he sprang forward, running full tilt a the unseeing renegade.

The man grunted and staggered forward as Archman cracked into him. Lon snatched the
renegade’'s zam-gun and tossed it to one side. Then he grabbed the man by the scruff of histunic and
yanked him around.

He was a scrawny, hard-eyed fellow with fleshless cheeks and thin lips—probably a cheap crook
who thought he stood better pickings serving Darrien than making ago of it on Earth. Archman hit him..
The renegade doubled in pain, and Archman hit him again—hard. The man crumpled like awet paper
dall.

Again the Intelligence man glanced warily around. He was aquick learner, and he wanted to
improve that 97.003% score to 100%. 100% meant surviva on this mission, and Archman wasn't
particularly anxiousto die.

No onewasin sight. He stripped off the unconscious guard's clothing, then peeled out of hisown.
The chill Martian winds whipped againgt his nakedness. Hagtily he donned the guard's uniform. Now he
was wearing the uniform of Darrien's brigade of filthy renegades.

Drawing his zam-gun, heincinerated his own clothing. The wind carried the particles away, and
there was no trace. Then he glanced at the naked, unconscious renegade, aready turning blue, frozen
cold. Without remorse Archman killed him, lifted the headless body, carried it fifty feet to asand dune,
shoved it out of Sight.

Within minutes the man would be buried by tons of sand. Archman had considered thisfirst step
carefully, had originaly planned to exchange clothing with the guard and assume hisidentity. But that was
risky. Thiswas safer. Men often got lost in the Martian desert and vanished in the sand. When thetime



camefor changing of the guard, that would be what they would report of this man.

So far, so good. Archman tightened the uniform at thewaist until it was a convincing fit. Then he
began to trot over the shifting sand toward the city ahead.

About ten minutes later he wasinsde Candopolis. The guards a the gate, seeing him in Darrien's
uniform, passed him without question.

The city was old—old and filthy, like al of Mars. Crowded streets loomed before him, streets thick
with shops and bars and dark aleys, lurking strangers ready to rob or gamble or sell women. It wasn't a
pleasant place. Archman smiled grimly. Thiswas afitting planet for Darrien to have set up hisempire.
Dirty and dark, justice-hating like Darrien himsdlf.

Widl, Archman thought, I've got to begin somewhere. Getting to Darrien would be adow
process—especidly if he wanted to live through it.

The city's streets were thronged with diens of dl sorts: bushy-tailed Venusians, swaggering boldly
with their deadly stingersat the end of their black tails, blue Mercurians, dmost impregnable insde their
thick shells, occasiondly aPlutonian, looking like afish with legs with their finned hands; and, of course,
thevicious, powerful Martians, dl of them showing their sneering tusks.

Here and there there was an Earthman, like Darrien himsdlf arenegade. Archman hated those worst
of dl, for they were betraying their home world.

He stood till and looked around. Far ahead of him, in the middle of the city, rose a vaulting palace
sculptured from shimmering Martian quartz. That was undoubtedly Darrien's heedquarters. Surrounding it
were smdler buildings, barracks-like—and then the rest of the city sprawled around it. Darrien had built
himsdlf anest little fortress, thought Archman.

Hewasn't & al sure how he was going to reach Darrien. But that would comein time. Thefirst
action, he thought, would be to get acouple of drinks under his belt and to have alook around the town.

A sgnin three languages beckoned to him: BAR.

He cut hisway through the milling traffic and entered. It was along, low-ceilinged room which stank
of five planets liquor. A Martian bartender stood before aformidable array of exotic drinks; dong the
bar, men of five worlds dumped in varying degrees of drunkenness. Farther back, lit by a couple of
dusty, sputtering levon-tubes, there were some secluded booths.

Archman stiffened suddenly. In one of the booths was asight that brought quick anger to
him—anger that he just as quickly forced to subside.

A blue Mercurian was leaning over, pawing anear-nude, sobbing Earth-girl. There weretwo
Venugansin the booth with them, both dumped over thetable, lying in utter stupor face-downin little
pools of dops.

An Earth-girl? Here? And what the hell wasthat hardshell doing pawing her?

Archman'sfirg thoughts were murderous. But then he redlized such a Situation gave him achanceto
make afew contacts on this unfriendly planet. He shouldered past a couple of drozky-winos at the bar,
choking back his disgust, and moved toward the booth in the back.

The levon-tube was sputtering noisily, going griz-griz every few seconds. Energy leakage, thought
Archman. He reached the booth, and the Mercurian |ft the girl dlone and looked up inquisitively at him.
"Hello, Mercurian. Nice hit of flesh you've got there."

"lsn't she, though? | just bought her off these sots you see before you.” The Mercurian indicated the
drunken Venusans, and laughed. "We ought to cut their tails off before they wake!"

Archman eyed the dien stonily. "Drunk they may be, but they wear Darrien's uniform—uwhichis
more than you can say, stranger.”

"I'm hereto join up, though. Don't legp to conclusions. I'm asloya to Darrien asyou are, maybe



more so."

"Sorry," Archman gpologized. "Mindif | St down?

"Go right ahead. Dump one of the tailed ones on the floor. They're so drunk they'll never fed it."

Casualy Archman shoved one of the Venusians by the shoulder. The alien stirred, moaned, and
without complaining did into alittle heap on the floor. Archman took his seet, feding the girl'swarmness
next to him.

"My names Archman,” hesaid. "Y ours?'

"Hendrin. Just arrived from Mercury. A finewench, isn't she?’

Archman studied the girl gppreciatively. Her face was set in sullen defiance, and despite her
near-nudity she had afirm dignity about her that the Earthman liked. She seemed to be staring right
through the Mercurian rather than at him, and the fact that her breasts were nearly bare and her lovely
legs unclad hardly disturbed her.

"Where are you from, lass?'

"Isit your business—traitor?"

Archman recoiled. "Harsh words, pretty one. But perhaps we've met somewhere on Earth. I'm
curious.”

"I'm not from Earth. | was acolonist on Planetoid Eleven until—until—"

"An atractive bit of property,” Archman told the Mercurian. ™Y ou capture her yoursdf?

Hendrin shook his domed head. "No. | bought her from these Venusians here. | mean to sell her to
our lord Darrien, for use asaplaything.”

Archman smiled casudly. "1 could dmost use one like her mysdlf. Would you take ahundred credas
for her?'

"| paid ahundred-eighty.”

"Two hundred, then?'

"Not for athousand,” said the Mercurian firmly. "Thisgirl isfor Darrien himsdf.”

"Beadts," the girl muttered.

The Mercurian dapped her with aclawed figt. A littletrickle of blood seeped from the corner of her
mouth, and Archman had to force himsdlf to watch coldly.

"Youwon't sdl, eh?' Archman said. That was unfortunate, he thought. Having merchandise such as
thisto offer might conceivably get him closeto Darrien quickly. And the girl was just that—merchandise.
Asan Intelligence agent went, Archman knew that al livesincluding his own were expendable in the
sruggleto nate Darrien.

"l surewon't,” said the Mercurian exultantly. "Why, Darrien will go wild when he seesthis one!
What do | need your money for, against the power he can offer for her?"

"What if he smply takes her away from you?'

"Darrien wouldn't do that. Darrien's smart; he knows how to keep the loyalty of hismen.” The
Mercurian rose, clutching the girl'swrist. "Come, lovely. We go to seek Darrien now, before anything
might happen to her. And asfor you, Earthman, it was good to make your acquai ntance—and perhaps
we shal meet again someday.”

"Perhaps," Archman said tightly. He sat back and watched asthe Mercurian, gloating, led his prize
away. A flash of thighs, the bright warmness of abreast, and then girl and captor were gone.

Thisisafilthy busness, Archman thought bitterly.

But the Mercurian was on hisway to Darrien. It would be useful, reflected the Earthman, to follow
along and find out just what happened. At this stage of the enterprise, any trail could be taken.



Hendrin the Mercurian moved at a steedy rate through the streets of Candopolis, dragging the
sobbing girl roughly dong.

"Y ou don't haveto pull me" she said icily, struggling with her free hand to pull together the tatters of
her clothing. "I don't want my arm yanked out. I'll comewillingly."

"Then walk faster,” Hendrin grunted. He peered ahead, toward the rosy bulk of Darrien's paace, as
adructure of intrigue began to formin hismind. Using the girl asa pawn, he could gain accessto
Darrien.

That donewouldn't help. In dl probability hed see not the real Darrien, but an orthysynthetic
duplicate of the shrewd leader. One fa se move and Hendrin would find himsalf brainburned and tossed
out as carrion for the sandwolves.

This had to be done carefully, very carefully. But Hendrin felt no fear. Overlord Krodrang had
hand-picked him from the ranks of his secret operatives, and Hendrin was confident he could fulfill his
monarch's commands.

"Why do you haveto do thisto me?* the girl asked suddenly. "Why couldn't | have been left on
Planetoid Eleven with my parents, in peace, instead of being dragged here, to be paraded nude through
the streets of thisawful city and—" She gasped for bresth.

"Easy, girl, easy. That'sagreat many words for your soft throat to spew out so quickly.”

"I don't want your lying gentleness!" she snapped. "Why am | being sold to Darrien? And what will
he do to me?”’

"Asfor theformer, I'm afraid I'll have to beg off. I'm sdlling you for money—"

"But those Venusians said you bid more for me than Darrien would have paid!™

"They were drunk. They didn't recognize a prize specimen when they see one.”

"Prize specimen!™ She pat the words back at him. "To you diensI'm just a prize specimen, isthat
it?'

"I'm afraid s0," Hendrin said lightly. "Asfor what Darrien will do to you—come now, milady, that
ought to be obvioud"

"Itis" shesad glumly. "But why doeslife have to be thisway? That Earthman, back in the
bar—doean't he have any loyalty to someone of his own world?"

"Apparently not. But enough of thistalk; what's your name?’

"HissaHdl."

"A pretty name, though atrifle too smooth for my taste. How old are you, Elissa?"

"Nineteen."

"Umm. Darrien will beinterested, I'm sure.”

"Y ou're the most cold-blooded cregture I've ever met,” she said.

Hendrin chuckled dryly. "I doubt it. I'm akindly old saint compared with Darrien. I'm just doing my
job, lady; don't make it hard for me."

She didn't answer. Hendrin rotated one eye until he had agood view of her. She had blonde hair
cut in bangs, blue eyes, a pert nose, warm-looking lips. Her figure was excellent. Some other time,
perhaps, Hendrin might have had some sport with her first and scarcely found it dull. But not now. Like
al his people, the Mercurian was cold and businesdike when it came to ajob. And—much as he would
have liked the idea—it didnt fit into the strategy.

"Hat and state name," snapped a guard suddenly, presenting azam-gun. He was a Martian, grinning
ferocioudy.

"Hendrin's my name. I'm amember of Darrien'sraiders, and I'm bringing thisgirl to sdll to him.”

The Martian studied Elissa brazenly, then said, "Very well. Y ou can pass. Take her to Dorvis
Grad's office, and hell talk to you."

Hendrin nodded and moved ahead past the guard and into the compound of buildings surrounding
Darrien's|ofty palace.



Dorvis Grad, Darrien's Viceroy and the Chief of Canadopolis Security Police, wasaVenusan. He
looked up from a cluttered desk as Hendrin and the girl entered. There was ableak, crafty glintin his
faceted eyes; hisbeak of anose seemed to jab forward at the Mercurian, and the deadly stinging-tail
went flick-flick ominoudy.

"Who areyou, Mercurian?"

"The nameisHendrin. I've recently joined Darrien's forces."

"Odd. | don't remember seeing adossier on you."

Hendrin shrugged. "Thisred tapeisbeyond me. All | know is| signed on to fight for Darrien, and |
have something | think might interest him.”

"You mean thegirl?' Dorvis Grad said. He squinted at her. "She's an Earth colonig, isn't she?”

"From Planetoid Eleven. | think our lord Darrien might be interested in her.”

Dorvis Grad chuckled harshly. "Possibly hewill—but if heis, ther€ll be the devil to pay when
Meryola, Darrien's mistress, finds out!"”

"That's Darrien's problem,” the blue Mercurian said. "But I'm in need of cash. How can | get to see
Darien?'

"Darrien wouldn't bother with you. But let me think about thisfor amoment. What would you
consider afair price for the wench?"

"Two hundred credas and a captaincy in Darrien'sforces.”

The Venusian smiled derisvely. "Mars has two moons, aswell. Why not ask for one of those?"

"I've named my price," said Hendrin.

"Let melook at thegirl,” Dorvis Grad rose, flicking his bushy tail from sideto side, and stepped
forward. "These rags obscure the view," he said, ripping away what remained of Elissa's clothing. Her
body, thus revedled, was pure white for amoment—until suffused by abright pink blush. She started to
cover hersdlf with her hands, but Dorvis Graa camly dapped her wrists away from her body. "I can't see
if youdothat," hesaid.

After alengthy appraisal helooked up. "A fair wench," he remarked. "Perhaps Darrien will expend
ahundred credas or so. Certainly no more."

"And the captaincy?'

"l can dwaysask," sad the Venusian mockingly.

Hendrin frowned. "What do you mean, you can ask? Don't | get to talk to Darrien?”

"I'll handle the transaction,” said Dorvis Grad. "Darrien doesn't care to be bothered by every
Mercurian who wanders by with a bare-bottomed beauty he's picked up in araid. Y ou wait here, and I'll
show himthegirl."

"Sorry," Hendrin said quickly. He threw his cloak over the girl's shoulders. "Either | see Darrien
mysdlf or it'sno ded. I'll keep the girl mysdlf rather than let myself be cheated out of her."

Dorvis Grad's whip-like tail went rigid with anger for an instant—but then, as he saw Hendrin
gpparently meant what he said, he relaxed. "Just aminute, there."

Hendrin and the girl were nearly at the door. "What?'

"Il letyouin," hesaid. "I'll let you see Darrien and take him the girl. It'srare to let acommon
soldier in, but in this case perhapsiit can be done.”

"And how much do | bribe you?'

"Cruddy put," said the Venusian. "But | ask no money of you. Simply that—if Darrien, for some
reason, should not careto buy thegirl, | get her. Free"

Hendrin scowled, but his active mind had aready jumped to that conclusion. It was too bad for the
girl, of course, but what of that? At least held definitely get to see Darrien this way—uwhich was hiswhole



plan. And the chance of Darrien'sturning down the girl wasdim.

"Fair enough,” he said doud. The girl uttered alittle gasp of mingled shame and rege at thislatest
bargain. "How do | reach Darrien?'

"I'll give you apassto the tunnel leading to the throne-room. Therest is up to you. But remember
this youwon't livelong if you try to chest me."

"I'm aman of my word," Hendrin said, meaning it. He accepted the pass from Dorvis Grad, grinned
wolfishly, and seized the girl'sarm. "Which way do | go?"

"Thetunnd entranceisdown there," Dorvis Grad said, pointing. "And hereés hoping Darrienisntin
abuying mood today.” He leered suggestively as Hendrin led the girl away.

Lon Archman watched, puzzled as the Mercurian and the girl disappeared into Dorvis Grad's
office. He had followed them thisfar without difficulty—but now that he was within Darrien’'s compound,
he had no ideawhere he was heading now. His body writhed impatiently, longing for action, but hismind
kept careful check, holding him back. Thiswas agame that had to be played cautioudly.

The Mercurian was selling the girl to Darrien. That seemed like agood dodge, thought
Archman—except where was he going to get another girl to take to the tyrant? He'd have to find some
other way of working himsdlf into the palace. It wastoo late to overpower the Mercurian and take the
girl from the Planetoidsto Darrien himsdif.

Or wasit? Hewondered . . .

Suddenly the door of Dorvis Graa's office opened and Hendrin and the girl stepped out into the
street again. Archman noticed that the girl no longer wore her tattered clothes; she had been stripped
barein the Viceroy's office, it seemed. Now she wore the Mercurian's cloak loosaly around her
shoulders, but it concedled little.

And Hendrin was clutching some sort of paper in hishand. A pass?

Yes. It had to be apass. A passto see Darrien!

A plan formed itsdlf ingtantly in Archman's mind, and he broke from the shadows and dashed
toward Dorvis Grad's office just asthe girl and Mercurian disappeared into another door.

A figure stepped forward to intercept him after he had run no more than a dozen paces. Archman
fet adtiff-armed fist hurl him back, and he stared into the barrel of acocked zam-gun.

"Where are you heading so fast?' The spesker was aMartian guard.

"I haveto see Dorvis Grad. It's on amatter of high treason! Darrien'sin danger of an n!"

"What?' The Martian's expression shifted from one of menacing hodtility to keen interest. "Areyou
lying?”

"Of course not, you fool. Now get out of my way and let me get to the Viceroy beforeit'stoo late!™

The zam-gun was holstered and Archman burst past. He reached Dorvis Grad's office, flung open
the door, and bowed humbly to the glittering-eyed Venusian, who looked up in some astonishment.

"Who are you? What's the meaning of this?"

"I'm Lon Archman of Darrien's brigade. Quick, sir—have aMercurian and agirl been through here
inthelast minute or 07"

"Y es, but—say, what businessisthis of yours?*

"That Mercurian'san n" Archman got as much excitement into his voice as he could manage.
"I've been following him al morning, but he shook me just outsi de the entrance to the compound. He
intendstokill Darrien!"

A mixture of emotions played suddenly over the Viceroy's face—greed, fear, curiogty, disbelief.
"Indeed? Well, that can easily be stopped. He'sin the tunnel, on the way to Darrien. I'll have the tunnel
guardsintercept him and send him up to Froljak the Interrogator for some questioning. Thanksfor your



information, Archman.”

"May | go after him, Sr?"

"What?"

"Into the tunndl. | want to kill that Mercurian, sir. Mysdlf. | don't want your tunnel guardsto doiit.”

"They'renot going to kill him," Dorvis Grad said impatiently. "They'll just hold him for questioning,
and if you'retdling the truth that he's an assassn—"

Archman scowled. Thiswasn't getting him into the tunnel, where he wanted to go. "L et me go after
him, sir," he pleaded. "Asareward. A reward for telling you. | want to bein on the capture.”

Dorvis Graal seemed to relent. It was pretty flimsy, Archman thought, but maybe—

Yes. "Herésapassto thetunne,” the Viceroy said. "Get going, now—and report back to me when
it'sdl over."

"Yes, gr. Thankd"

Archman seized the pass and streaked for the tunnd at top speed.

After he had left, Dorvis Grad lifted the speaking-tube that gave him instant contact with the tunnel
guards.

"Holgo?'

"Yes gr?'

"Has aMercurian passed through the tunndls yet? He's got a naked wench with him."

"Yes, sir. He and the girl came by thisway two minutes ago. He had apass, so | let him through. Is
there anything wrong?'

"No—no, not at al," Dorvis Graa said. Craftily he reasoned that even if the Mercurian reached
Darrien safely, which he seemed likely to do, heldd probably not be facing the leader himsalf but only an
expendable orthysynthetic duplicate. There was dwaystimeto catch him, if heredly werethe n.

And asfor the Earthman—well, just to be safe Dorvis Graa decided to pick him up. He had
seemed judt alittle too eager to get into the tunndl.

Into the tube he said, "There's an Earthman coming into the tunnel now. He's aso got a pass, but |
want you to pick him up and hold him for questioning. Got that?*

"Yes gr."

Dorvis Graa broke the contact and sat back. He wondered which one was lying, the Mercurian or
the Earthman—or both. And just what would happen if an assassin reached Darrien.

Perhaps, Dorvis Graal thought, it might mean 1'd reach power. Perhaps.

He sat back, an amused smile on his cold face, and contemplated the possibilities.

Hendrin reached the end of the long corridor and folded Dorvis Grad's passin his pocket. He
would probably need it to get out again.

Heturned to the girl. "Pull the cloak tight around you, lass. | don't want Darrien to see your
nakedness until the proper moment. And try to brighten up and look more desirable.”

"Why should 17" she sniffled. "Why should | carewhat | look like?"

Patiently the Mercurian said, "Because if Darrien doesn't buy you | have to give you to that
Venusian out there. And, believe me, you'll be alot better off with Darrien than in the arms of that
foul-smdlling tailed one out there. So cheer up; it'sthe lesser of the two evils." He closed the cloak
around her and together they advanced toward Darrien's throne room.

A stony-faced Martian guard stood outs de the throne room. "What want you with Darrien?”

"I bring himagirl." Hendrin pointed to Elissa, then showed the guard Dorvis Grad's pass. "The
Viceroy himsdf sent meto Darrien.”



"Y ou can pass, then,” grunted the Martian. He opened the door and Hendrin stepped in.

It was ascene of utter magnificence. The vast room was lined from wall to wall with afantagticaly
costly yangskin rug, except in the very center, where a depression had been scooped out and a small
pool cregted. In the pool two nude earthgirls swam, writhing Snuoudy for Darrien's ddlight.

Darrien. Hendrin's eyes dowly turned toward the throne at the side of the vast room. It was abright
platinum pedestal upon which Darrien and his mistress sat. Hendrin studied them while waiting to be
noticed.

So that's Darrien—or his double. The gaaxy's mogt brilliant and most evil man sat tensely on his
throne, beady eyes darting here and there, radiating an unmistakably malevolent intelligence. Darrien was
asmall, shrunken man, hisface acomplex network of wrinklesand valeys. Darrien or hisdouble,
Hendrin reminded himself again. The possibility was dim that Darrien himsdf was here; morelikely he
was elsewhere in the paace, operating the dummy on the throne by aremote-control device he himself
had conceived.

And a Darrien'ssde, thelovely Meryola, Darrien's migtress. She was clad in filmy vizosheen that
revealed more than it hid, and the Mercurian was sartled at the beauty reveaed. 1t was known that
Meryolas beauty was enhanced by drugs from Darrien's secret laboratories, but even so shewas
ravishing in her ownright.

Hendrin had to admire Darrien. After the destruction of Venusafive years ago, alesser man might
have drifted into despair—but not Darrien. Goaded by the fierce rage and desire for vengeance that
burnt within him, he had smply moved on to Mars and established here a kingdom twice as magnificent
asthat the Earthmen had destroyed on Venus.

Hewastaking now to apair of bushy-tailed Venusians who stood before the throne. Lieutenants,
obvioudy, recelving some sort of ingtructions. Hendrin made amenta noteto find out who they were
leter.

Findly Darrien was through. The tyrant |ooked up and fixed Hendrin in his piercing gaze.

"Who are you, Mercurian, and what do you want here?"

Darrien's voice was astonishingly deep and forceful for aman so puny in body. For amoment
Hendrin was shaken by the man's commanding tones.

Then hesaid, "1 be Hendrin, Sire, of your mgjesty'slegions. | bring with me agirl whom perhgps—"

"I might purchase," snapped Darrien. "That fool Dorvis Graal! Heknowswdll that | can't be
troubled with such petty things.”

"Begging your pardon, Sir," Hendrin said with glib humility, "but the Viceroy said thet this girl was of
such surpassing beauty that he couldn't set aproper price himsdf, and sent meto you with her.”

Hendrin noticed an interesting series of reactions taking place on the face of the tyrant's mistress.
Meryolahad been staring curioudly at the girl, who stood dumped beneath the shapeless cloak. As
Hendrin spoke, Meryola seemed to stiffen asif fearing arivd; her breasts, hdf-vigble through her gauzy
garment, rose and fell faster, and her eyesflashed. Hendrin smiled inwardly. There were possibilities
here.

Darrien wasfrowning, bringing even morewrinklesto hisface. Finaly hesad, "Well, then, let's see
this paragon of yours. Unveil her—but if sheisnot al you say, both of you shdl die, and Dorvis Grad in
thebargain!"

Hendrin gpproached the girl. "Three lives depend on your beauty, now—including your own."

"Why should | want to live?' she murmured.

Hendrin ignored it and ripped away the cloak. Elissastood before Darrien totaly nude. To hisrelief
Hendrin saw the girl was cooperating; she stood tall and proud, her breasts outthrust, her pale body
quivering asif with desire. Darrien stared at her for along moment. Meryola, by hisside, seemed ready
to explode.

At length Darrien said, "Y ou may live. Sheisalovely creature. Cover her again, o al eyes may not
seeher”



Hendrin obediently tossed the cloak over her shoulders and bowed to Darrien.

"Nameyour price."

"Two hundred credas—and a captaincy in your forces."

He held his breath. Darrien turned to Elissa.

"How old areyou, girl?"

"Nineteen.”

"Hasthis Mercurian laid lustful hands on you?'

"I've never been with any man, gre” the girl said, blushing.

"Umm." To Hendrin Darrien said, "The captaincy isyours, and five hundred credas. Come, girl; let
me show you where your quarterswill be."

Darrien rose from the throne, and Hendrin was surprised to see the man was adwarf, no more than
four feet high. He strode rapidly down the pedestdl to Elissals Sde. She was more than afoot taller than
he.

Heled her away. Hendrin, his head bowed, glanced up dowly and saw Meryolafuming on the
throne. Now was the time to act, he thought. Now.

"Y our Highness" he whispered.

She looked down at him. "1 should have you flayed,” she said harshly. "Do you know what you've
done?'

"| fear I've brought your Highnessariva," Hendrin said. "For this| beg your pardon; | had no way
of knowing Darrien sought concubines for himself. And | sorely needed the money.”

"Enough,” Meryolasaid. Her face was black with anger, but till radiant. "Out of my sight, and let
me dedl with the problem you've brought me."

"A moment, milady. May | speak?'

"Speek," she said impatiently.

He stared a her smouldering gray-flecked eyes. "Milady, | wish to undo the damage I've caused
youthisday."

"How could you do that?"

Hendrin thought quickly. "If you'll go to my lord Darrien and occupy his atention for the next hour,
I'll dip within and find the girl. Y ou need only sign an order testifying that she'satraitor to Darrien, and I'll
convey her to the dungeons—where shelll die before Darrien knows she's missing.”

Meryolaglanced at him curioudy. "Y ou're a strange one, Hendrin the Mercurian. First you bring this
ravishing creature to Darrien—then, when his back isturned, you offer to remove her again. Odd loyalty,
Mercurian!"

Hendrin saw that he had blundered. "I but meant, milady, that | had no ideamy act would have such
consequences. | want the chance to redeem mysdlf—for to bring a shadow between Darrien and
Meryolawould be to wesken al of our hopes.”

"Nicely spoken,” Meryola said, and Hendrin redlized he had recovered control. He looked at her
bluntly now, saw tiny crows feet beginning to show &t the edges of her eyes. Shewasalovely creature,
but an aging one. He knew that she would be ultimately of great useto him.

"Very wel," shesad. "I'll endeavor to separate Darrien from his new plaything—and while I'm
amusing our lord, get you inside and take the girl away. I'll double hisfive hundred credasif he never sees
her agan.”

"| thank you," Hendrin said. The Mercurian offered her hisarm as she dismounted from the throne.
Hefdt acurrent of anticipation tingling in him. He was on hisway, now. Already he had won Darrien's
approva—and, if he could only manageto convey the girl to the dungeons without Darrien's discovering
who had doneit, hewould be in the favor of the tyrant's mistress as well. It was agood combination.



Legend had it that only Meryolaknew when Darrien himself sat on the throne and when aduplicate.
Hewould need her help when the time comes.

Exultantly he thought: Oh, Krodrang, Krodrang, you sent the right man for thisjob!

Quietly he dipped from the throne room in search of Elissa, feding very proud of himself.

The entrance to the tunnel was guarded by two Venusians and afin-handed Plutonian. Lon
Archman approached and said, "Isthisthe way to Darrien'sthrone room?"

"It is. What would you want there?"

Archman flashed the Viceroy's pass. "Thisisal the explanation you should need.”

They stepped aside and dlowed him through. The corridor was long and winding and lit by the
bright glow of levon-tubes. There was no sign of the Mercurian or the girl up ahead.

That wasdl right, Archman thought. He had no particular interest in them, so long ashewereinside
the Palaceitself. And hisruse had worked, evidently; here he was, with a passto the throne room.

Trotting, he rounded abend in the corridor and hated suddenly. Three Martians blocked hisway,
forming asolid bar acrossthe tunndl.

"Stay right there, Earthman.”

"I've got apassfrom Dorvis Grad," he snapped impatiently. "Let me go." He smelled the foul musk
of the Martians asthey clustered around him.

"Hand over the pass,” ordered the foremost of thetrio.

Suspicioudy Archman gave him the dip. The Martian read it, nodded complacently, and ripped the
pass into a dozen pieces, which he scattered inthe air.

"Hey! Y ou can't do that! Dorvis Graa—"

"Dorvis Grad himsdf has just phoned meto revoke your pass,” the Martian informed him. "Y ou're
to be held for questioning as a possible assassin.”

Grimly Archman saw what had happened. His 97.003% rating had fooled him into thinking he was
some sort of superman. Naturally, the Viceroy had been suspicious of the strange-faced, over-eager
Earthman with thewild story, and had ordered his pickup. Possibly the Mercurian and the girl were
safely within, or €lse they had been picked up too. It didn't make any difference. The wily Viceroy was
cautioudy taking no chancesin the affair.

Almogt ingtantly Archman's zam-gun wasin his hand, and asecond later the Martian's tusked face
was a blossoming nightmare, festures disappearing in acrackle of atomized dust. The man sagged to the
floor. Archman turned to the other two, but they had moved aready. A club descended on hisarm with
stunning force and the zam~gun dropped from his numbed fingers. He struck out with hisfig, feding adiff
jolt of pain run through him as he connected.

"DorvisGrad sad not tokill him," said one of the Martians.

Archman whirled, trying to keep eyes on both of them at once, but it wasimpossible. Asone
rocked back from the force of the Earthman's blow, the other drew near. Archman felt hot breath behind
him, turned—

And a copperwood club cracked soundly against the sde of his head. He fought desperately for
consciousness, redlizing too late that he had blundered terribly. Then the club hit him again and asearing
tide of pain swept up around him, blotting out tunnel and Martians and everything.

Hendrin confronted the shivering Elissa. She stood before amirror clad only in asingle sheer
garment Darrien had given her.



"Comewith me," he whispered. "Now, before Darrien comes back!™

"Wherewill you take me?"

"Away from here. I'll hide you in the dungeons until it's safe to get you out. Now that I've been paid,
| don't fed any need to give you to Darrien—and the tyrant's mistress will pay me double to get you out.”

She amiled acidly. "I see. | suppose I'll then be subject to your tender mercies again—until the next
time you decide to sall me. Sorry, but I'm not going. I'll take my chances here. Darrien probably takes
good care of hiswomen."

"Meryolawill kill you!"

"Possibly. But how long could | live with you outside? No, I'll stay here, now that you've sold me."

Hendrin cursed and pulled her to him. He hit her once, carefully, on the chin. She shuddered and
went sprawling backward; he caught her—she was surprisingly light—and tossed her over his shoulder.
Footsteps were audible at the door.

He glanced around, found arear exit, and dipped through. A staircase beckoned. The Mercurian,
bearing his unconscious burden, ran.

Through adim haze of pain Lon Archman heard voices. Someone was saying, inaMartian's
gutturd tones, "Put thisoneinacdl, will you?'

Another voice, with aPlutonian'sliquid accents, said, " Strange the dungeons should be so busy at
this hour. But afew moments ago a Mercurian brought an Earthgirl here to be kept safe—awould-be
assasdn, I'mtold.”

"Asisthisone. Here, lock him up. Dorvis Grad will be hereto interrogate him later, and | suppose
therell be the usua consegquences.”

"That meanstwo executionstomorrow,” said the Plutonian glesfully.

"Two?'

"Yes. The Lady Meryola sent me ingtructions just before you came that the Earthgirl isto dieinthe
morning, without fail. Now the Earthman comes.” Thejailer chuckled. "I think I'll put ‘'em in the same cell.
Let 'em enjoy their last night divel”

Archman dizzily fet himself being thrown roughly into a cold room, heard adoor clang shut behind
him. He opened one eye painfully. Someone was sobbing el sewhere in the cell.

Helooked. It was the Earthgirl, the one the Mercurian had been with. Shelay in acrumpled,
pathetic little heap in the far corner of the cdll, sobbing. After amoment she looked up.

"It'syou—the Earthman!”

He nodded. "We've met before.”

A spasm of sobbing shook her.

"Easeup,” Archman said soothingly, despite the pain that flashed up and down his own battered
body. "Stop crying!"

"Stop crying? Why? Why, when they're going to kill us both tomorrow?"

END OF PART ONE

Synopsis of what has gone before:
LON ARCHMAN of Universa Intelligence has been sent to Mars on the difficult task of
assassnating DARRIEN, the shrewd madman who threatens Earth. Darrien had established an empire



on Venus, destroyed five years earlier by Earth spaceships—but Darrien had fled to Mars and built an
empire of even greater strength. It is Archman'sjob to find Darrien and kill him—ajob complicated by
the fact that Darrien isknown to utilize severd orthysynthetic duplicate robots indistinguishable from
himsdlf.

At the sametime, HENDRIN, ablue Mercurian in the pay of Krodrang, Overlord of Mercury, has
arrived on Marsfor smilar reasons. to kill Darrien and transfer his secret weaponsto Mercury. When
Archman first encounters the Mercurian, Hendrin iswith acaptive Earthgirl, ELISSA HALL, whom he
has purchased from a pair of drunken Venusian soldiers. Hendrin meansto sdll thegirl to Darrien and
thus gain accessto the palace. Archman decidesto follow Hendrin.

The Mercurian persuades DORVIS GRAAL, Darrien'sviceroy, to give him apassto Darrien.
Archman, using the device of accusing Hendrin of being an N, likewise gets past the Viceroy—but
thistime Dorvis Graal has doubts, and orders pickup of both Hendrin and Archman for questioning.

Archman is caught in the tunndl that leadsto Darrien's palace. Hendrin and Elissa get through and
the Mercurian showsthe girl to Darrien, who isimmediately taken by her beauty and buys her.

However, MERY OLA, Darrien's mistress, isjeaous of the newcomer. She bribes Hendrin to spirit
Elissaaway from Darrien and hide her in the dungeons of the palace.

Archman and Elissa, who had met briefly before, now meet again—inthe same cell. And dl signs
point to their executions the follow-ing morning.

In the darkness of the cdll, Archman eyed the shadow-etched figure of the girl uneasily. Hewas
twenty-three; he had spent six yearsin Universd Intelligence, including histraining period. That made him
capable of handling tusked Martians and finny Plutonians with ease, but a sobbing Earthgirl? There were
no rulesin the book for that.

Suddenly the girl sat up, and Archman saw her wipe her eyes. "Why am | crying?' she asked. "'l
should be happy. Tomorrow they're going to kill me—and that's the greatest favor | could wish for."

"Dont tak like that!"

"Why not? Ever ance Darrien'sraiders grabbed me on Planetoid Eleven, I've just been bought and
sold, over and over, bargained for, used as a pawn in one maneuver after another. Do you think | careif
they kill me now?'

Archman was slent. Hickering rays of light from somewhere outsde bobbed a random in the cell,
illuminating the girl'sdmost bare form from time to time. He wanted to talk gently to her, to take her in his
arms, to comfort her—

But he couldn't. Hewas atrained n, not a smooth-talking romancer. The words wouldn't
come, and he crouched back on his hedls, feding the throbbing pain from his beating and the even
sharper pain of not being able to speak.

It was the girl who broke the silence. She said, "And what of you? Y oure arenegade, atraitor to
your home world. How will you fed when you die tomorrow? Clean?"

"Y ou don't understand,” Archman said tightly. "I'm not—" He paused. He didn't dare to reved the
true nature of hismisson.

Or did he? What difference did it make? In an hour or S0, he would be taken to the
I nterrogator—and most assuredly they would pry from his unwilling subconscious the truth. Why not tell
the girl now and a least go to death without her hating him? The conflict within him was brief and searing.

"Y ou're not what?' she asked sarcagticaly.

"I'm not arenegade,” he said, hisvoice leaden. "Y ou don't understand me. Y ou don't know me."

"I know that you're a cold-blooded calculating murderer. Do | need to know anything else,
Archman?'



Hedrew closeto her and stared evenly at her. In aharsh whisper he said, "I'm an Intelligence agent.
I'm hereto nate Darrien."

There, he thought. HEd made his confession to her. It didn't matter if the cell were tapped, though
he doubted it—the Interrogator would dredge the information from him soon enough.

Shemet hisgaze. "Oh," shesaid smply.

"That changesthings, doesn't it? | mean—you don't hate me any more, do you?'

She laughed—a cold tinkle of asound. "Hate you? Do you expect meto love you, Smply because
youre onthesamesdel an?Yourestill cold-blooded. You'redtill akiller. And | hate killers™

"But—" Helet hisvoice die away, redizing it was hopeless. The girl was embittered; hed never
convince her that he was anything but akilling machine, and it didn't matter which sde hewason. He
rose and walked to the far corner of the cell.

After afew momentshe said, "I don't even know your name."

"Do you care?"

"Y ouremy cdlmate on thelast night of my life. I'd like to know."

"Hlissa ElissaHadl."

Hewanted to say, it'sa pretty name, but histongue wastied by shame and anger. Bitterly he stared
a the blank wall of the cdll, reflecting that thiswas an ironic Stuation. Here hewas, locked inacdl witha
practically nude girl, and—

He gtiffened. "Do you hear something?'

"No."

"l do. Ligten."

"Yes" shesad amoment later. "I hear it!"

Footsteps. The footsteps of the Interrogator.

Cautioudy, the blue Mercurian touched the stud of the door-communicator outside Meryolas suite.

"Who'sthere?' The voice was languid, vibrant.

"Hendrin. The Mercurian.”

"Comein, won't you?'

The door did aside and Hendrin entered. Meryolas chamber was as |uxurioudy-appointed a suite
as he had ever seen. Clinging damasks, woven with e aborate designs and figures, draped themsalves
artistically over the windows; a subtle fragrance lingered in the air, and, from above, warm jampulla-rays
glowed, heeting and erilizing the air, preserving Meryolas beauty.

Asfor Meryola hersdf, shelay nude on a plush yangskin rug, bronzing hersalf beneath araylamp.
AsHendrin entered, she rose coyly, stretched, and without sign of embarrassment casualy donned a
filmy robe. She approached Hendrin, and the usually unemotiona Mercurian found himsalf strangdly
moved by her beauty.

"Well?' Her tone was business-like now.

"You ask of thegirl ?*

"Of what 7'

Hendrin smiled. "The girl has been digposed of. Sheliesin the dungeon below.”

"Has anyone seen you take her there? The mistress of the wardrobe, perhaps? That one'sloyal to
Darrien, and hates me; | suspect she was once Darrien'swoman, before she aged.” A shadow of anger
passed over Meryolaslovely face, asif she were contemplating afate in store for hersdlf.

"No one saw me, your Highness. | induced her to leave the wardrobe-room and took her there by
the back stairs. | handed her over to thejailer with ordersto keep her imprisoned indefinitely. | gave him



ahundred credas."

Meryolanodded approvingly. She crossed the room, moving with the grace of aMercurian
sun-tiger, and snatched a speaking-tube from the wall.

"Dungeons,” she ordered.

A moment later Hendrin heard a voice respond, and Meryolasaid, "Was an Earthgirl brought to
you just now by alarge Mercurian? Good. The girl isto die a once; these are my orders. No, fool, no
written confirmation is needed. The girl'satraitor to Darrien; what more do you need but my word? Very
wdl."

She broke the contact and turned back to Hendrin. "She dies at once, Mercurian. Y ou've been
faithful. Faithful, and shrewd—for Darrien paysyou to bring the girl here, and Meryola pays you to take
her avay."

She opened adrawer, took out asmall leather pouch, handed it to Hen-drin. Tactfully he accepted
it without opening it and dipped it into his sash.

"Y our servant, milady."

Inwardly hefelt mildly regretful; the girl had comein for raw treatment. But soon sheld be out of her
misery. In away, it was unfortunate; with the girl dive he might have had further power over Meryola.
Still, he had gained access to the palace, which was abasic objective, and he had won the gratitude of
Darrien's mistress, which was the second step. Asfor the third—

"Lord Darrien will be angry when hefindsthe girl ismissing, milady. There's no chance helll accuse
me—"'

"Of course not. Hell be angry for amoment or two, but | think I'll be able to console him." She
yawned delicately, and for an ingtant her gown fluttered open. Shedid not hurry to closeit. Hendrin
wondered if, perhaps, she longed for some variety after five years of Darrien's embraces.

"Our master must be pleased to have one so fair asyou,” the blue Mercurian said. He moved alittle
closer to Meryola, and she did not seem to object. "Legend hasit that he trusts you with hisinnermost
secrets—such asthe identity of hisrobot duplicates.”

Meryolachuckled archly. " So the gdaxy knows of the orthysynthetics, en? Darrien's Achilles hed,
S0 to speak. | thought it was a secret.”

"It isaswiddy known asyour loveiness,” Hendrin said. He was nearly touching Meryola by now.

Frowning curioudy, she reached out and touched his bare shoulder. She rubbed her forefinger over
the Mercurian's hard shell and commented, "Y ou blue ones are far from thin-skinned, | see."

"Our planet's climate isarigorous one, milady. The shell is needed.”

"So | would imagine. Rough-feding stuff, isn't it? | wonder what the fed of it against my whole body
would belike. .. ."

Smiling, Hendrin said, "If milady would know—"

She edged closer to him. Hefdt aquiver of triumph; through Meryola, he could learn the secret of
Darrien's robot duplicates. He extended his massve arms and gently caressed her shoulders.

She seemed to mdt into him. The Mercurian started to fold her in hisarms. Then hishypersensitive
ears picked up the sound of relays clicking in the door.

In one quick motion he had pushed her away and bent stiffly, kneding in an attitude of utter
devation. It was none too soon. Before she had a chance to register surprise, the door opened.

Darrien entered.

Lon Archman crouched in the far corner of the cdll, listening to the talk going on outside.

A cold Martian voice was saying, "There's an Earthman here. Dorvis Graa wants him brought to
Froljak the Interrogator for some questions.”



"Certainly.” It wasthe Plutonian jailer who spoke. "And how about the girl? Do you want her too?”

"Girl?What girl? My orders say only to get the Earthman. | don't know anything about agirl."

"Very well. I'll give you the man only." The Plutonian giggled thickly. "And when Froljak's through
with him, | guess you can bring the shattered shell back to meand I'll put it out of itsmisery. Froljak is
very thorough.”

"Yes," theMartian said ominoudy. "Take meto the cell.”

Suddenly Archman was conscious of the girl'swarmth againgt him, of her breasts and thighs clinging
tohim.

"They're going to take you away!" she said. "They're going to leave me heredone.”

"A moment ago you said you hated me," Archman reminded her bluntly.

Sheignored him. "l don't want to die," she sobbed. "Don't let them kill me."

"You'll be on your own now. I'm going to be Interrogated.” He shuddered dightly. The capita "I" on
"Interrogated” was dl too meaningful. It was an inquisition he would never survive.

"Isthisthe cell?' the Martian asked, outside.

"That'sright. They're both in there.”

The cell door began to open. Elissa huddled sobbing on the floor. Archman redlized he had been a
fool to give up so easlly, to even dlow the thought of desth to enter hismind while he il lived.

"When the Martian comesin," he whispered, "throw yoursdf a hisfeet. Beg for mercy; do anything.
Jugt digract him.”

Her sobbing stopped, and she nodded.

Archman flattened himsdf againgt the wall. The Martian, aburly, broad-shouldered, heavy-tusked
specimen, entered the cell.

"Come, Earthman. Time for some questions.”

Elissarose and legped forward. Shethrew herself at the Martian, grovelling before him, clasping his
ankles appedingly.

"What? Who are you?'

"Don' let them kill me! Please—I don't want to die! I'll do anything! Just get me out of herel"

The Martian frowned. "This must be the Earthgirl,” he muttered. To Elissahe said, I'm not herefor
you. | want the Earthman. Is he here?’

"Dont let them kill me!™ Elissawailed again, wrapping hersdf around the Martianslegs.

Archman sprang.

He hit the Martian squardly amidships, and the evil-sméling breeth |eft the alien in one grunted gust.
At the same moment Elissals supplication turned into an attack; with al her strength she tugged at the
surprised Martian, knocked him off balance.

The zam-gun flared and ashed a chunk of the wall. Archman drove afist into the Martian's corded
belly, and the dien staggered. Archman hit him again, and smashed upward from the floor to shatter a
tusk. A gout of Martian blood spurted.

The Martian thrashed about wildly; Archman saw ablow catch Elissaand hurl her heavily against
thewall. He redoubled his own efforts and within moments had efficiently reduced the Martianto a
sagging mass of semi-conscious flesh, nothing more. He saized the zam-gun.

"Elissal Comeon!"

But the girl was dumped unconscious on the floor. He took a hesitant step toward her, then whirled
asavoice behind him cried, "What's dl the noise around here?*

It wasthe Plutonian jailer. And the door was beginning to close.

Nimbly Archman legped through, as the micronite door clanged shut on the girl and the unconscious
Martian. The Plutonian had done whatever had to be done to close the cell door. Now he was fumbling
for aweapon.



The fish-man's wide mouth bobbed in astonishment as Archman sprang toward him.

"The Earthman! How—who—"

Vicioudy Archman jabbed the zam-gun between the spread lips and fired. The Plutonian died
without awhimper, hishead incinerated instantly.

Archman turned back to the door. He heard Elissasfaint crieswithin.

But there was no sign of alever. How did the door open? He ran up and down the length of the cell
block, looking for some control that would release the girl.

There was none.

" Step back from the door. I'm going to try to blast it open.”

He turned the zam-gun to full force and cut loose. The micronite door glowed briefly, but that was
al. A mere zam-gun wouldn't bresk through.

Angrily Archman kicked at the door, and a hollow boom resounded. Time was running short, and
the girl wasirretrievably locked in. The door obvioudy worked on some secret principle known only to
thejailers, and there was no chance for him to discover the secret now.

"Elissa—can you hear me?"'

"Yes" Fantly.

"Theresno way | can get you out. | can't stay here; there's certain to be someone here before
long."

"o, then. Leave me here. There's no sense in both of us being trapped.”
He smiled. There seemed to be awarmth in her voice that had been absent before. "Good girl," he
sad. " Sorry—but—"

"That'sdl right. Y ou'd better hurry!"

Archman turned, stepped over the falen form of the Plutonian jailer, and dashed the length of the
dungeon, toward the winding stairs that led upward. He had no idea where he was heading, only knew
he had to escape.

The stairswere dark; visibility was poor. He ran at top speed, zam-gun holstered but ready to fly
into action at an ingtant's notice.

Herounded a curvein the staircase and started on the next flight. Suddenly amassive figure
stepped out of the shadows on the landing, and before Archman could do anything he felt himself
enmeshed inagiant'sgrip.

Hendrin froze in the knedling pogition, waiting for Darrien to enter the room.

The diminutive tyrant wore aloose saffron robe, and he was frowning grimly. Hendrin wondered if
thisweretherea Darrien, or the duplicate he had seen before—or perhaps another duplicate entirely.

"Y ou keep strange company, Meryola," Darrien said icily. "I thought to find you aone.”

Hendrin rose and faced Darrien. "Sire—"

"Oh! The Mercurian who bought me the fair wench! I'm glad to see you heretoo. | have aquestion
for thetwo of you."

"Whichis?' Meryolaasked.

Instead of answering, Darrien paced jerkily around the chamber, peering here and there. Findly he
looked up.

"Thegirl," he boomed. "Elissa. What have you done with her?"

Hendrin stared blankly at Darrien, grateful for the hard mask of aMercurian's face that kept him
from betraying his emotions. Asfor Meryola, she merely sneered.

"Y our new plaything, Darrien? | haven't seen her since this Mercurian unveiled her before you.”



"Hmm. Hendrin, what were you doing here, anyway?"

The Mercurian tensed. "Milady wished to speak to me," he said, throwing the bal to her. Ina
gtuation likethisit didn't pay to be a gentleman. "I was about to receive her commands when you
entered, gre.”

"Well, Meryola?'

She favored Hendrin with ablack look and said, "I was about to send the Mercurian on an errand
to the perfumers shop. My stocks are running low."

Darrien chuckled. "Clever, but you've done better, | fear. There are plenty of wenches around
whol'l run your errands—and your supply of perfumeswas replenished but yesterday.” Thelittle man's
eyes burnt brightly with the flame of hismaevolent inteligence. "I don't know why you try to fool me,
Meryola, but I'll be charitable and accept your word for more than it'sworth.”

Hefixed both of them with acold stare. "I suspect you two of a conspiracy againgt Elissa—and
you, Mercurian, are particularly suspect. Meryola, you'l pay if the girl's been harmed. And, Hendrin—I
want the girl back.”

"Sre, [—"

"No discussion! Mercurian, bring back the girl before nightfdl, or you'l diel”

Darrien scowled blackly at both of them, then turned sharply on his hedl and stalked out. Despite
hisfour feet of height, he ssemed an awvesome, commanding figure.

The door closed loudly.

"l didn't expect that," Meryolasaid. "But | should have. Darrien isamost impossible to deceive.”

"What do we do now?' Hendrin said. "The girl, milady—"

"Thegirl isin the dungeons, awaiting execution. Shelll be dead before Darrien discoverswhere she
is"

Hendrin rubbed his dome-like head. "Y ou heard what Darrien said, though. Either | produce the girl
or | die. Do you think hell go through with it?"

"Darrien dways meanswhat he says. Unfortunately for you, so do 1." She stared coldly at him. "The
girl isin the dungeons. Leave her there. If you do produce the girl dive I'll have you killed.”

Hendrin nodded unhappily. "Milady—"

"No more, now. Get away from me before Darrien returns. | want to take hismind off Elissauntil
the execution's past. Then it will betoo late for him to complain. Leave me.”

Baffled, Hendrin turned away and passed through the door into the halway, which wasdimly lit
with levon-tubes. He leaned againgt the wall for amoment, brooding.

Events had taken a deadly turn. He had interposed himsalf between Darrien and Meryola, and now
he was doomed either way. If hefailed to restore Elissato Darrien, the tyrant would kill him—but if he
did bring back the Earthgirl, Meryolawould have him executed. He was caught either way.

For once his nimble mind was snared. He shook his head moodily.

The girl wasin the dungeon. The shadow of a plan began to form in his mind—a plan that might
carry him on to success. He would need help, though. He would need an accomplice for this; it wastoo
risky amaneuver to attempt to carry off himself.

Thefirst step, he thought, would beto freethe girl. That was al-important. With her deed, there
was no chance for success.

Quickly he found the hall that led toward the stairs, and entered the gloomy, dark stairwell. He
started downward, downward, around the winding metal staircase, heading for the dungeons where he
hed |eft the girl.

There was a sound as of distant thunder coming from below. Someone running up the gairs,
Hendrin wondered? He paused, listening.

The noise grew louder. Y es. Someone was coming.

Cautioudy he stepped back into the shadows of the landing, and peered downward waiting to see



who was coming.

He could see, on the winding levels below, the figure—the figure of an Earthman. By Hargo, he
thought. It'sthe one who tried to buy the girl from me—Archman! What's he doing here?

Then the Mercurian thought: He's shifty. Perhgps | can use him.

He ducked back into the shadows and waited. A moment later Archman, breathless, cameracing
up the stairs. Hendrin let him round the bend, then stepped out of the darkness and seized the Earthman
firmly.

Lon Archman stiffened tensaly as the unknown attacker's arms tightened about his chest. He
struggled to free his hands, to get a the zam-gun, but it wasimpossible. The assailant held hisarms
pinioned in an unbreakable hold.

He squirmed and kicked backward; hisfoot encountered a hard surface.
A degp voicesad, "Hold till, Archman! | don't mean to hurt you."
"Who areyou?'

"Hendrin. The Mercurian. Where are you heading?'

"None of your business," Archman said. "Let go of me."

Tohissurprise, thebluedien said, "All right.” Archman found himsdlf free. He stepped away and
turned, one hand on his zam-gun.

The Mercurian was making no attempt at an attack. "I want to talk to you,” Hendrin said.

"Tak away," Archman snapped.

"Where are you coming from?What are you doing in the palace, anyway?"

"I'm coming from the dungeons, where | wastossed by some of Darrien'stunnd guards. I'm
escaping. Understand that? And as soon as I'm through telling you this, I'm going to blast aholein you so
you don't carry the word back to your master Darrien.”

Surprise and shock were evident on the Mercurian's face." Escaping? From Darrien?”

"y es"

"Strange. From our brief meeting | thought you were loyd. Who are you, Archman?"

"That doesn't much concern you." He gestured impatiently with the zam-gun, but he was reluctant to
blast the Mercurian down. It seemed that the blue man was concealing something that could be
important.

There was a curious expression on the Mercurian's hard-shelled face, aswell. Archman looked
warily around; no one wasin sight. He wondered just how loyd to Darrien the Mercurianwas . . .and if
Hendrin could be used to further his own ends.

"I'vejust been talking to that girl you brought in here,” he said. "What's she doing in the dungeons?|
thought you were going to sell her to Darrien.”

"| did. Darrien's mistress Meryola had afit of jeslousy and ordered the girl killed, while Darrien's
back was turned.”

"l seel" Archman now understood a number of things. "All's not well between Darrien and his
migtress, then?' He grinned. "And you're the cause of thetrouble, I'l bet.”

"Exactly,” said the Mercurian. ™Y ou say the girl's dtill in the dungeons dive?"

Archman nodded. "For the time being. She'slocked in, but thejaller's dead. | killed himwhen |

"Hmm. I'm in afunny fix—Darrien wants me to get the girl back for him, or ese helll kill me—but if
| return the girl Meryolakillsme. It'satight squeeze for me.”

"I'll say." Planswereforming rapidly in Archman's mind. If he could get the girl out of the dungeon,



and somehow manipulate her and this Mercurian, who was undeniably in abad situation—

"Earthman, can | trust you to keep your tongue quiet?' Hendrin asked suddenly.

"Maybe. Maybe not."

"I'll have to take my chances then. But you're arenegade; I'll assume your highest loydty isn't to
Darrien but to yoursdf. Am | right?"

"You could be" Archman admitted.

"Okay. How would you like to havethat girl for yoursdlf, plus haf amillion credas? 1t can be
arranged, if you'l play dong with me.”

Archman dlowed acrafty glint of greedinessto shinein hiseyes, and said, "Y ou kidding?'

"Mercurians generdly play for keegps. I'm tdling the truth. Are you interested? The girl, and half a
million platinum credas.

"Who footsthe bill ?*

Therewas along pause. Then Hendrin said, "Krodrang. The Overlord of Mercury. I'min hispay.”

A tremor of astonishment rocked Archman, nearly throwing him off guard. He mastered himsdlf and
said, "I thought you were one of Darrien's men. What's this about Krodrang?'

Lowering hisvoice and peering cautioudy around the stairs, the Mercurian said: "Krodrang isone
who would usurp the power of Darrien. I'm on Marsfor the purpose of killing Darrien and stedling his
power. If you'll play dong with me, I'll seeto it that you get the girl—and Krodrang is not a poor man.”

Archman was totally amazed. So there were two assassins out for Darrien's neck! Well, he thought,
between us we ought to get him.

But as he stared at the Mercurian, he knew that killing Darrien would not end the job. Hendrin
would have to go, too—or else held get back to Krodrang with the plans for the Clanton Mine, the
orthysynthetic robots, and other of Darrien's secrets, and Earth would face attack from Mercury.

It would take delicate handling. But for the moment Archman had an aly working toward the same
end hewas.

"Wel?' Hendrin asked. "What do you say?"

"Kill Darrien and collect from Krodrang, eh? It sounds good to me. Only—how are you going to
get a Darrien? Those orthysynthetic robots—"

"Meryola knows which of the Darriensisreal and which arobot. And she's scared giff that the
Earthgirl's going to replace her in Darrien's affections. I've got anideg,” Hendrin said. "We can play
Darrien and Meryolaoff against each other and get everything we want from them. It'stricky, but | think
you're agood man, Earthman—and | know | am.”

He had the Mercurian's characteristic lack of modesty, Archman thought. The Earthman wondered
how far he could trust the blueskin.

It looked good. Aslong asthe Mercurian thought that Archman was smply a mercenary sdlling out
to the highest bidder and not a dedicated Earthman with astake of hisown in killing Darrien, al would be
well.

"Where do we begin?' Archman asked.

"We begin by shaking hands. From now on were in league to assassinate the tyrant Darrien, you
andl."

"Done!" Archman gripped the Mercurian's rough paw tightly.

"All right,” Hendrin said. "L et's get down to the dungeon and free Elissa. Then I'll explain the plan
I'vegot inmind.”

In the musty, dank darkness of the dungeon level, Archman said, " She'sin that cell—the third one
from theleft. But | don't know how to openit. TherésaMartian in there with her."



"How did that happen?’

"They cameto get me—Dorvis Graa wanted to question me on some silly matter, whichiswhy |
was being held here. | decided to make abreak for it. The door was closing as| ran out. The girl and the
Martian were trgpped insde.”

"And you couldn't get them out?"

"No," Archman said. "I couldn't figure out how to open the door again. | tried, but it wasno go, o
gtarted up the stairs. Then you caught me."

The Mercurian nodded. Suddenly he stumbled and grunted a sharp Mercurian curse.

"What happened?’

"Tripped on something.” Helooked down and said, "By thefins|'d say it'saPlutonian. His head's
been blown off with azam-gun.”

"That'sthejailer,” Archman sad. "l killed him when | escaped.”

"He would have known how to open this damned lock, too. Well, | guessit couldn't be helped. Did
you try blasting this door open with your gun?'

"Wouldn't work. The door heated up, but that was al."

Again the Mercurian grunted. He began to grope dong thewall, feding hisway, looking for a
switch. Archman joined him, even though in the murky darkness he could scarcely see. The Mercurian's
eyeswere much sharper. A Mercurian needed extraordinary eyes. they had to filter out the fantastic glare
of the sun in one hemisphere, and yet be able to see in the inky gloom of Mercury's nightside.

"These doorswork by conceded relays,” Archman said. "There ought to be a switch that tripsthe
works and pulls back the door. That Plutonian knew whereit was."

"And sodo|," Hendrin exclaimed. He extended a clawed hand into one of the darkest corners of
the cell block and said, "There are four controls here. | guessit's one for each of these cdlls. I'm going to
pull the third from the | eft, and you get ready in case that Martian makestrouble.”

"Right."

Archman drew his zam-gun and stood guard. No sound came from within; he hoped Elissawas all
right. Sheld been |eft done with that Martian for nearly twenty minutes now. Quite possibly the tusked
creature had recovered consciousness by now. Archman hoped not.

"Here goes," Hendrin said.

He yanked the switch. The relays clicked and the door did open.

Archman half expected the Martian to come charging out as soon as the door opened. He expected
to befighting for hislife. He expected almost anything but what he actudly saw.

The Martian waslying where he had left him, sprawled in the middle of the cell. Elissa, clad only in
her snglefilmy garment, was squatting by the Martian's head.

Asthe door opened, the Martian tirred. Elissa coolly reached out, grabbed a handful of the dien's
wiry skull-hair, and cracked the Martian's head soundly againgt the concrete floor of the cell. The
Martian subsided.

Elissalooked up, saw Archman. "Oh—it'syou."

"Yes. | came back to freeyou," he said. "'l see you've been having no trouble with your friend here."

She laughed alittle hystericdly. "No. Every time he started to wake up, | banged his head against
thefloor. But | didn't know how long | could keep on doing it."

"Y ou don't need to any more," said Hendrin, appearing suddenly. "Archman, you'd better tiethe
Martian up so he doesn't give us any moretrouble.”

At the 9ght of the hulking Mercurian, Elissa uttered alittle gasp. 'Y ou—!"

"What am | going to tiehim in?" Archman asked.



"Y ou might tear my robe up into strips,” Elissasuggested, bitter sarcasm in her voice. "1've been
wearing clothing for dmaost an hour anyway."

"That'sanidea," said the Mercurian codlly. "Y es—use her robe, Archman.”

The Earthman chuckled. "I don't think she intended you to take her serioudy, Hendrin. I'll use my
shirt instead.”

"Asyou please," the Mercurian said.

Elissaglared defiantly at both of them. "Who are you going to sell meto now?" she asked. "You,
Hendrin—you've parlayed me into quite afortune by now, haven't you?"

Archman redlized that he had told the girl histrue identity. Cold sweat covered him at the
recollection. If she should give him away—

To prevent that he said quickly, "Say, Hendrin, the girl'shad araw dedl. | suggest wetell her what
part she playsin thisenterprise right now."

"Very wdl. I'm sorry for the mistreatment I've given you," Hendrin told her. "Unfortunately you
became part of aplan. I'm on Marsfor the purpose of assassinating Darrien. I'm in the pay of Krodrang
of Mercury."

"And I'm asssting him," Archman said hastily, nudging Elissato warn her not to ask any questions.
"We're both working to nate Darrien. Y ou can help us, Elissa"

"How?"

"Hendrinwill explain,” Archman said.

"I'll help you only at one condition—that you free me once whatever plan you haveis carried out.”

Hendrin glanced a Archman, who nodded. "Very well," Hendrin lied. ™Y ou recelve your freedom
oncethejobisdone” He amiled surreptitioudy at Archman asif to tell him, The girl will beyours.

Archmanrose. "There. He'stied. All right, Hendrin: explain this plan of yours, and then let's get out
of here”

He faced the Mercurian eagerly, wondering just what the blue man had devised. Archman wasa
shrewd opportunist; he had to be, to handle hisjob. Right now he waswilling to pose asHendrin's
stooge or as anything else, for the sake of killing Darrien. Afterward, he knew he could settle the score
with Krodrang's minion.

"Hereswhat | havein mind," Hendrin said. "Darrien and Meryolaare at odds over thisgirl, right?
Very well, then. I'll take Elissa back to Darrien—"

"No!" Thisfromthegirl.

"Jugt for afew minutes, Elissa. To continue: I'll take the girl to Darrien, and tell him that Meryola
ordered her killed, and I'll make up enough other stories so Darrien will send out an order to execute
Meryola | think he's sufficiently smitten by Elissato do thét.

"Meanwhile, you, Archman—you go to Meryolaand tell her what I've done. Tell her Darrienis
going to have her killed, and suggest to her that if she wantsto stay dive sheld better get to Darrien first.
After that, it'ssmple. Shell tell you how to kill Darrien; you do it, we rescue Elissa, get Meryola out of
the way somehow, and the job isdone. Neat?'

"I couldn't have planned it better mysdlf,” Archman said admiringly. It was so: thiswas exactly ashe
would have handled the situation. He felt amoment of regret that he and Hendrin were working for
opposite magters; what a va uable man the Mercurian would be in Intelligence!

But Hendrin would have to die too, for Earth's sake. He was a clever man. But so was Darrien,
Archman thought. And Darrien would haveto die.

"What about me?' Elissaasked. "Areyou sureyou'll get me out of thisdl right?’

Archman took her hand in his, and was gratified that she didn't pull away. "Elissa, were asking you
to be apawn onelast time. One more sdle—and then wélll rid the universe of Darrien. Will you
cooperate?"

She hesitated for amoment. Then she amiled wanly. "I'm with you," she said.



Hendrin waited nervoudy outside the throneroom with the girl. Y ou say Darrien'sin there, but not
Meryola?' he asked the unsmiling guard.

"Just Darrien,” the guard replied.

"Thegarsarewith us," Hendrin muttered. He took the girl'sarm and they went in.

Together they dropped on their knees. "Sirel"

Darrien rose from the throne, and an expression of joy lit hiswarped little face. "Well, Mercurian!
Y ou've brought the girl—and saved your life."

"l did it not to save my life but my honor,” Hendrin said unctuoudy. ™Y our Maesty had accused me
of acting in bad faith—but I've proved my loyalty by recovering the girl for you."

Darrien came waddling toward them on his absurdly tiny legs and looked Elissa up and down.

"Y ou've been in the dungeons, my dear. | can tell by the soot clinging to your fair skin. But by whose
order were you sent there?'

Hendrin glanced a the courtiers, who maintained a discreet distance but still were within hearing.
"Sire, may | talk to you amoment privately?'

"About what?'

"About thegirl . . .and Meryola."

Darrien's sharp eyesflashed. "Come with me, then. Y our words may be of valueto me."

The dwarfish tyrant led Hendrin into asmdler but equdly luxurious room that adjoined the throne
room. Hendrin stared down at the tiny Darrien, nearly haf hisheight. Within that swollen skull, the
Mercurian thought, lay the galaxy's keenest and most fiendish mind. Could Darrien be manipulated? That
was yet to be seen.

Onething was certain: thiswas not the real Darrien before him. The tyrant would not be so foolish
astoinviteamassve Mercurian into asmal closed room like this; it would amount to an invitation to
assassnate him.

"Sire, the girl Elissawasin the dungeons at the direct order of thelady Meryola™

"| sugpected as much,”" Darrien muttered.

"And when | arrived there, | found that the jailer was about to carry out an order of execution on
Elissa, dso at your lady's behest.”

"What!"

Hendrin nodded. " So strong was the order that | was forced to kill the jailer, aworthless Plutonian,
to prevent him from carrying out the execution.”

"Thisisvery interesting,” Darrien mused. "Meryolarightly senses arivad—and has taken stepsto
eliminate her. Steps which you have circumvented, Hendrin." Gratitude shonein Darrien's crafty eyes.

"I have further newsfor you, Sire. When you came upon mein Meryolas chambers earlier
today—it was not an errand of perfumery that brought me there.”

"I hardly thought it might be."

"On the contrary—your lady was pleading with me—to nate you!"

Darrien—or the Darrien-robot—turned several shades paler. Hendrin reflected that the robat, if this
were one, was an extraordinarily sengtive device,

"She said thisto you?' Darrien asked. " She threstened my life?!

" She offered mefive thousand credas. Naturaly, | refused. Then she offered me her body as
well—and at this point you entered the room.”

Darrien scowled. "My lifeisworth only five thousand credasto her, eh? But tell me—had | not
entered the room, Mercurian, would you have accepted her second offer?”

"l was sordly tempted,” Hendrin said, grinning. "But pretty women are easily come by—while you
areunique.”



"Mereflattery. But you'reright; Meryola has outlived her worth to me, and | see now that I'll have
to digpose of her quickly." Darrien reached for the speaking-tube at hiselbow. "I'll order her execution at
once—and many thanksto you for thisinformation, friend Hendrin."

Archman paused for amoment outside the door of Meryolas private chamber, preparing his plan of
attack and reviewing the whole operation so far.

Hed been in and out of trouble—but Darrien was going to die. The mission would be
accomplished. And Lon Archman would sur-viveit.

He had a double mative for survival now. One was the smple one of wanting to say dive; two was
the fact that he now thought he had someone to stay divefor. Perhaps.

He knocked gently at the door.

"Who'sthere?'

"Y ou don't know me, but I'm afriend. I've come to warn you."

A pand in the door opened and Archman found himsdlf staring at adark-hued eye. "Who are you
from, Earthman? What do you want?'

"Pleaselet mein. Y our life depends on my seeing you.”

A moment passed—then the door opened.

"Areyou thelady Meryola?'

"lam.”

Shewas bresthtakingly lovely. She wore but the merest of wraps, and firm breasts, white thighs,
were partidly visble. There was a soft, clinging sexuality about her, and yet aso a streak of hardness, of
coldness, that Archman was able to gppreciate. He also saw she was no longer very young.

She was holding azam-gun squarely before hisnavel. "Come in, Earthman, and tell me what you

will.

Archman stepped inside her chambers. She was nearly astdl as he, and her beauty temporarily
sunned him.

"Wd|?'

"Do you know Hendrin the Mercurian, milady?'

"Indeed. Areyou from him?"

"Not at dl. But | know Hendrin well. He's a cheating rogue willing to sell out to any bidder.”

"Thisishardly news," Meryolasaid. "What of Hendrin."

He eyed her dmost insultingly before answering. Meryolawas indeed a desirable creature, he
thought—but for one night only. Archman mentally compared her with ElissaHdl, who was nearly as
beautiful, though not haf so flashy. It wasn't difficult to seewhy Darrien preferred Elissasinnocenceto
thisaging, shrewd beauty.

He smiled. "At thisvery moment," he said, "Hendrin iswith our master Darrien. He has brought him
the girl Elissa, and they are together now."

"It'salie! Elissasin the dungeond”

"Would you careto cdl your jalers, milady?!

She gtared suspicioudy at him and picked up the speaking-tube. After nearly aminute had passed,
she looked back at Archman. "Thelineis dead, Earthman.”

"Asisyour jaller. Hendrin freed the girl and took her to Darrien. And one other fact might interest
you: Darrien hastired of you. He has made out the order for your death.”

"Lied"

Archman shrugged. "Lies, then. But within the hour the knife will be a your throat. He vastly prefers



the younger girl. Believe me or not, at your peril. But if you chooseto believe me, | can save your life.”

"How, schemer?'

He moved closer to her, until hewas amost dizzied by her subtle perfume. "Y ou hold the secret of
Darrien'srobots. Reved it to me, and I'll destroy Darrien. Then, perhaps, another Earthman will claim
your favors. Surely you would not object to ruling with me.”

She laughed, aharsh, indrawn laugh, and it seemed to Archman that the cat's claws had |eft their
furry sheath. "Y ou? So that's your motive—you ask meto yield Darrien's secret in order to place
yoursdlf on the throne. Sorry, but I'm not that foolish. Y ou're an enterprising rascal, whoever you are,

Suddenly the door burst open. Three Martians, their tusks gleaming, their thick lips drawn back in
anticipation of murder, came running in.

"Darrien's ng" Archman cried. He had his zam-gun drawn in an ingtant.

Thefirst Martian died a second later, complete astonishment on hisface. A bolt from Meryolasgun
did awvay with the second, while athird spurt finished the remaining one. Archman legped nimbly over the
bodies and fastened the bolt on the door.

Then he stooped and snatched a sheet of paper from the sash of one of the fallen Martians. He read
it out loud: "To Grojrakh, Chief of the Guards: My displeasure hasfalen upon the lady Meryola, and you
are to despatch her a once by any means of execution that seems convenient. D."

"Let me seethat!”

He handed her the paper. Sheread it, then cursed and crumpled the sheet. "The pig! Thepig!" To
Archman shesaid, "Y ou told the truth, then. Pardon me for mistrusting you—"

"It was only to be expected. But time grows short."

"Right." Her eyesflashed with the fury of vengeance. "Listen, then: none of the Darriensyou have
seen isthered one. There are three orthysynthetics which he usesin turn. Darrien himsdf spends nearly
al histimein asecluded chamber onthe Fifth Leve."

"Isthe room guarded heavily?'

"It'sguarded not at al. Only | know how to reach it, and so he sees no reason to post aguard.
Widl, well give him cause to regret that. Come!™

"Down thishdlway and to the lft," Meryolasaid.

Thiswas the moment, Archman thought. It was the culmination of hisplan, and theending of a
phase of history that traced its roots to a palitician's pompous words years ago—"L et Venus be our
pend colony—"

So they had planted the seeds of evil on Venus, and they had banished Darrien there to regp them.
And with the destruction of Darrien's empire on Venus, they had permitted Darrien to escape and found
yet another den of evil.

The end was near, now. With Darrien dead the mightiest enemy of justice in the galaxy would have
been blotted out. And Darrien would die—betrayed by his own mistress.

They reached the door.

It was aplain door, without the barogque ornamentation that characterized the rest of the palace.
And behind that door—Darrien.

"Ready?' Meryola asked.

Archman nodded. He gripped the zam-gun tightly in one hand, pressed gently against the door with
the other, and heaved.

The door opened.

"Therés Darrien!" Meryolacried. She raised her zam-gun—but Archman caught her arm.

Darrien wasthere, dl right, crouching in acorner of the room, hiswrinkled face pae with shock. He



wore a strange headset, evidently the means with which he controlled the orthysynthetics. And he held as
ashidd before him—

Elisa

Thiswas one pleasure the tyrant had not been willing to exper-ience vicarioudly through hisrobots,
evidently. Tears stregked the girl's eyes; she struggled to escape Darrien's grasp, without success. Her
flesh was bloodless where hisfingers held her. There was no sign of Hendrin.

"L et me shoot them,” Meryolasaid, striving to pull her arm free of Archman'sgrip.

"The girl hasn't done anything. She'sjust apawn.”

"Go ahead, Archman,” Darrien taunted. " Shoot us. Or let dear Meryoladoit.”

Meryolawrenched violently; Archman performed the difficult maneuver of kesping hisown gun
trained on Darrien while yanking Meryolas away from her. With two guns, now, he confronted the
sruggling parr a thefar end of thelittle room.

"Shoot, Archman!" Elissa cried desperately. "I don't matter! Kill Darrien while you have the
chance."

Sweat beaded Archman'sface. Meryolaflailed a him, trying to recover her weapon and put an end
to her lord and her rival at once.

The Earthman held his ground while indecision rocked him. His code up to now had been, the ends
justify the means. But could he shoot Elissain cold blood for the sake of blotting out Darrien?

Hisfinger shook on thetriggers. Kill them, the Intelligence agent in him urged. But he couldn't.

"The Earthman has gone cowardly at thefinish," Darrien said mockingly. "He holdsfire for the sake
of thislovely wench."

"Damnyou, Darrien. [—"

Meryola screamed. The door burst open, and Hendrin rushed in. Right behind the Mercurian,
coming from the opposite direction, came one of Darrien's orthysynthetic duplicates—Darrien'sidentical
twin in al respects, probably summoned by Darrien by remote control.

And the orthysynthetic carried adrawn zam-gun.

What happened next took but a moment—a fraction of amoment, or even less.

Meryolatook advantage of Archman's astonishment to seize one of histwo zam-guns. But instead
of firing a Darrien, she gunned down Hendrin!

The Mercurian looked incredul ous as the zam-gun's full charge seared into histhick hide, crashing
through vital organswith unstoppable fury.

Meryolalaughed asthe blue Mercurian fell. "Traitor! Double-dealer! How—"

The sentence was never finished. The zam-gum in the hand of Darrien's double spoke, and Meryola
pitched forward atop Hendrin, her beauty replaced by charred black crust.

Archman snapped from his moment of shock, and his gun concluded the fast-action exchange. He
put abolt of force squarely between the orthysynthetic's eyes, and athird body dropped to the floor.

From behind him came a.cry. "Archman! Now! Now!"

Hewhirled and saw, to his astonishment, that Elissa had succeeded in breaking partialy loose from
Darrien. Archman's thoughts went back to that moment in Blake Wentworth's officewhen, ina
drug-induced illusion, he had won theright to participate in this mission by gunning down aMartian
acrossthe vast distances of the red desert. His marksmanship now would count in redlity.

Hisfinger tightened on the zam-gun.

"Y ou wouldn't dare shoot, Earthman!™ Darrien said sneeringly. "Y oull kill the girl!"

"For once you're wrong, Darrien,” Archman said. He sucked in his breath and fired.



A hdf-inch to theright and his bolt would havekilled ElissaHall. But Archman'saim wastrue.
Darrien screamed harshly. Archman fired again, and the tyrant fell.

Hefound himsdf quivering dl over from the sStrain and tension of the last few moments. Helooked
around at the gridy interior of the room. There lay Hendrin, the shrewd Mercurian, who had played one
Sde too many and would never liveto collect his pay from Krodrang. There, Meryola, whose beauty had
faded. There, the Darrien-robot. And there, Darrien himsdlf, hisfoul career cut short at last.

"Itsover," hesad tiredly. Helooked a ElissaHall, whose lovely face was pae with fear. "It'sall
over. Darrien's dead, and the mop-up can begin.”

"Y our aim was good, Archman. But you could havefired at Darrien before. My life doesn't maiter,
doesit?’

Hiseyesmet hers. "It does—but you won't believe that, will you? Y ou think I'm just akiller. All
right. That'sdl | am. Let'sget out of here.”

"No—wait." Suddenly shewas clinging to him. "'|—I've been crud to you, Archman—>but | saw
just then that | waswrong. Y ou're not just the murderer | thought you were. Y ou—you were doing your
job, that'sdl."

He pulled her close, and smiled. He was thinking of Intelligence Chief Wentworth, back on Earth.
Wentworth had rated Archman's capabilities at 97.003%. But Wentworth had been wrong.

Archman had done the job. That was 100% efficiency. But he had Elissa now, too. Score another
100%. He gently drew her lipsto his, knowing now that this mission had been successful beyond dl
expectations.

New Year's Eve—2000 A.D. (1957)

My mesting with William L. Hamling of Imagination and Imaginative Tdesat the 1955 Cleveland sf
convention had led dmost immediately to yet another steady writing contract for me. Hamling, a dapper,
youthful-looking Chicagoan who, like me, had loved science fiction since histeens, had been Ray
Pamer's managing editor for the Ziff-Davis science-fiction magazinesin the late 1940s, and when the
Ziff-Davis company moved its editoria officesto New Y ork in 1950 Hamling remained in Chicago,
garting his own Chicago-based publishing outfit. Imagination, hisfirg title, was a decent enough
lower-echelon s-f magazine, but not even such major names as Robert A. Heinlein and James Blish could
get its saes figures up much beyond the break-even point

, and in the summer of 1955 Hamling decided to emulate hisfriend Howard Browne of Amazing
and revert to the tried-and-true Ziff-Davis formula of uncomplicated action fiction written to order by a
team of staffers. Thelead storiesfor the book would be done by such veteran pulp-magazine stars as
Edmond Hamilton and Dwight V. Swain. For the shorter materia he turned to the same quartet that was
producing most of Brownesfiction: Lesser, Fairman, Garrett, and Silverberg. Evidently he figured that
our capacity for turning out s-f adventure storiesto order wasinfinitely expandible, and, asit happened,
he was right. On January 16, 1956, | got this note from my agent, Scott Meredith:

"We sent one of your yarnsto Bill Hamling. While he couldn't use thisyarn, he's going to write you
directly to tell you what he wantsin theway of plotting, etc. He doeslike your stuff and will want to seea
lot more of it in thefuture. Y ou'll know better what to expect when you get hisletter, and then you can
get right to work."

Hamling's | etter followed amonth or so later. What he wanted was short, punchy storieswith sirong
conflicts, lots of color and action, and straightforward resolutions. And he made avery explicit offer: the



Garrett-Slverberg team was invited to deliver 50,000 words of fiction amonth, al lengthsfrom
short-shorts up to 7500 words or so, and we would be paid $500 for each monthly package.

At that point we were each writing a couple of stories amonth for Browne and doing our novelet
seriesfor Campbell, and | was sending out solo stories to such editors as Lowndes, Shaw, and Gold as
well. And | was il a Columbia undergraduate, starting the second half of my senior year. But college
would soon be behind me and by thistime | had dauntless confidence in my own pralificity. We accepted
the dedl. Thefirst package, six stories, went off to Hamling in June, 1956. Early in July we sent him five
more, and toward the end of that month another six, and seven in August before | took time off to get
married. And so it went, month after month. The $500 checks—$5000 or thereaboutsin modern
purchasing power—arrived punctualy and we split them fifty-fifty regardless of who had written the
storiesin each package.

| could not tell you, thislong after the fact, which of us actually wrote most of these stories. Asl
look at them now, some seem to be entirely Randall's work, some gppear to be exclusively mine, and
others must have been true collaborations, begun by one of us and finished later the same day by the
other. The names under which the stories appeared provide no clue, because Hamling ignored the
pseudonymswe put on the manuscripts ("T. H. Ryders,” "William Leigh,” "Eric Rodman,” "Ray
McKenzie" etc.) and randomly stuck bylines of his own choosing on them—"Warren Kastd," "'S. M.
Tenneshaw,” "lvar Jorgensen,” and many another. Sometimes he would put my own name on astory,
and sometimes Garrett's, and in severa cases stories written entirely by Garrett appeared under my name
and stories written entirely by me gppeared under his. Some of these switched stories| can il identify: |
know my own stylistic touches, and | aso know the areas where Garrett's superior knowledge of
chemigtry and physicsfigured inthe plot of a"Silverberg" story that | could not possibly have written
then. But it'sahopeless job to correct the Silverberg and Garrett bibliographies now to indicate that on
occasions we found ourselves using each other's names as pseudonyms.

Thelittle story here, "New Y ear's Eve—2000 A.D.," from the September, 1957 issue of
Imaginative Taes—came out under the "lvar Jorgensen™ name. That byline was originaly the property of
Paul W. Fairman but was transformed by Browne and then Hamling into acommuna pseudonym. This
onewaswholly my work. | know that not only because such very short stories as these were almost
always written by one or the other of us, not both, but aso because | am the sort of pedantic guy who
believed that the twenty-first century would not begin until January 1, 2001, as one poor sap triesto
argueinthisstory. (I knew better, when the twenty-first century really did come around afew years ago,
than to waste breath voicing that point of view.) | think the story isan amusing artifact. | waswrong
about the date of the first lunar voyage by 31 years, but | was right on the nose about the premature
celebration of the new century at the dawning of Y 2K.

George Carhew glanced at hiswatch. Thetimewas 11:21. Helooked around at the rest of the
guests at the party and said, "Hey! Thirty-nine more minutes and we enter the Twenty-First Century!™

Abe Marsh squinted sourly at Carhew. "How many timesdo | haveto tell you, George, that the
new century won't begin for another year? 2001 isthe first year of the Twenty-First Century, not 2000.
Youll haveto wait till next year to celebratethat.”

"Don't be so damned picayune," Carhew snapped. "In half an hour it'll be the year 2000. Why
shouldn't it be anew century?"

"Because—"

"Oh, don't fight over it, boys," cooed Maritta Lewis, giggling happily. Shewas atal brunette with
wide eyes and full lips; she wore a clinging synthoplast off-the-bosom blouse and a sprayon skirt that
molded her hipsand long legs. "It'swhatever century you want it to be, tonight! Twentieth! Twenty-firdt!
Don't get an ulcer, dad. Liveit up!"

She climbed out of the web-chair she had been decorating and crossed to the bar. "Come on, you
two grouches. What kind of drinks can | get you?'



"Dia meaFour Planets" Carhew said.

"Okay, spaceman. How about you, Abdl ?'

"Old-fashioned whiskey sour for me. None of these futuritic drinks." He grinned. "I gill believeits
the twentieth century, you see.”

Maritta dialed the drinks and carried them back across the room to the two men, narrowly avoiding
spilling them when awildly dancing couple pranced past.

Carhew took hisdrink, observing the firm swell of the girl's breasts before him. "Care to dance,
Maritta?'

"Why, sure," shesaid.

He sipped a the hopefully-named Four Planets, then put it on the low ebony table near him and
stood. Maritta seemed to float into his arms. She wore some new scent, pungent and desirable.

Carhew drew her tightly to him, and the music billowed loudly around them. They danced silently
forawhile.

"Y ou seem moody, George,” she said after afew moments. Something troubling you?!

"No," hesad, but from the tone of hisvoiceit might aswell have been Yes.

"Y ou worry too much, you know? I've only known you for an evening, and | can seeyou'rea
worrier. Y ou and that man you camein with—that Abel. Both of you siff and tense, and snapping at
each other about nothing at al. Imagine, quarrdling over whether next year isthe Twentieth or the
Twenty-firgt Century!"

"Which reminds me—" Carhew glanced at hiswatch. "It's 11:40. Twenty minutesto midnight.”

"Y ou're changing the subject. Why don't you come down to Dr. Bellison's when the holiday is
over."

Carhew dtiffened suddenly. "Bellison! That quack? That mystic—!"

"You don't understand,” she said softly. "Yourelike al the rest. But you haven't experienced
Relativistic Release, that's al. Y ou ought to come down sometime. It'll do you aworld of good.”

Feding chilled, Carhew stared a the girl in hisarms. Heldwig Bellison's Rdativistic Release
philasophy was something new, something that had come spiralling out of Centra Europe viajetcopter in
1998 and was busly infecting al of Americanow.

He didn't know too much about it. It was, he knew, a hedonistic cult, devoted sheerly to
pleasure—to drug-taking and strange sexual orgies and things like that. It seemed to Carhew, inthe
room's haf-light, that the girl's eyes were dilated from drugs, and that her face bore the signs of
dissipation. He shuddered.

No wonder shewas S0 gay, so buoyant! Suddenly he no longer felt like dancing with her. He
moved mechanically until the dance was over, then left the floor and headed for his sest.

"You dill haven't answered me, George. Will you come down to the clinic when the holiday's over?!

Hespped a hisdrink. "Don't ask me now, Maritta. Wait till later—till I'm redlly drunk. Then ask
me. After midnight. Maybe by then I'll be anxiousto see Dr. Bellison. Who knows?"

Shegiggled. "Y ou're funny, George. And Abel, too. What do you two do for aliving?'

Carhew exchanged a glance with dour Abd Marsh. Marsh shook his head imperceptibly.

"Were. . .desgners” hesad. "Draftsmen. Sort of engineers.”

"Soundsfrightfully aull."

Carhew was glad she didn't intend to pursue the line of questioning too much further. "Itis" he said.

He raised the Four Planetsto hislipsand drained it.

"Beagood girl, will you, and get me another drink?"



"Sure. One Four Planets, coming up.”

"No," hesad. "ThistimeI'll have a screwdriver—with lots of vodka."

"Switching drinksin midstream, eh? Okay, if you want to live dangeroudy!"

Carhew studied the girl'strim form as she crossed the room to the bar. She was alovely, langorous
creature; it was a pity she belonged to that horrid cult. Carhew wondered how many men she had had
aready. He and Marsh had had time for very few datesin the past three years; he knew little about
women. Tonight wasthelr first redlly free night snce 1998.

And even tonight, tension hung over them. An unanswered question remained to be answered.
Carhew glanced at hiswatch. "Eleven forty-nine," he said. ""Eleven more minutes.”

"Eleven minutesto A.D. 2000," Marsh said.

"Eleven minutesto the Twenty-First Century.”

"Twentieth."

"Twenty-firg!"

"Twentieth!"

Maritta resppeared with the drinks.

"Areyou two sill bickering over that silly business?' she asked. "Y ou're like acouple of babies.
Herésyour drink, George."

Carhew took the drink from her and gulped at it, dmost greedily. The vodka affected him rapidly;
he felt his head Sarting to spin.

"Wel," he said "Twentieth or Twenty-first . . . .doesn't matter much . . . .anyone got the time?”
"Elevenfifty-ong" Marsh said.
"That means—nine more minutes." Carhew finished hisdrink. "I think I'll have another ong" he said.

Thistime he weaved hisway across the room to the bar and dided his own—amartini, thistime.

He sensed warmth behind him, and turned to see Maritta pressing gently againgt him. "Y ou'll get
sck if you keep switching drinks," she said.

"Maybe | want to get sick,” he said. "Maybe | see thiswhole sick crazy drug-ridden world and |
want to get just assick asitis" I'm getting sober, he thought. Don't want to do that.

He made out the time dimly. Eleven fifty-five. Five more minutes. Five minutesto the Y ear 2000.
Dull tenson garted to mount ingde him.

"Y ou look awfully worried," Marittasaid. "l redly think you should see Doctor—"

"Told you not to ask methat until after midnight. Wait till I'm good'n drunk. Maybe I'll say yes
then."

Hefinished his cocktall, laughed crazily, and let the glassfall to thefloor. It crashed against the leg
of aniron table, and shattered, tinkling. "Too bad," he said. "Guess | broke the glass. Guess 0."

"You'redrunk," shesaid.

"Good. But not drunk enough.”

The room was starting to blur around him now; couples whirled by in awild dance, and he could
hardly see. From somewhere, the music began again.

"Let'sdance," he suggested, and staggered forward into the girl'sarms.

They danced. While they spun around the room, someone turned on aradio. The announcer's voice
sad, "Ladies and gentlemen, thetimeis now Eleven Fifty-Nine. In just one minute, the world will
welcome anew year—and anew century, some claim, though puristsing st that—"

Y eah, hethought. Purigts like Marsh.

Somewhere insde his mind he was conscious that he ought to be a the window, looking out, when



midnight came. He had one minute. Less than that, now. Fifty seconds. Forty-five. Forty.

Marittals lipstouched hisin alingering kiss. Hefelt her body straining againgt his, while somewhere
within him his mind went on counting. Thirty-five. Thirty. Twenty-five.

Twenty.

"Excuseme," he said thickly. "Gotta go look out the window."

Fifteen.

He sensed Abel Marsh standing next to him, pressing the button that would clear the opagqued
window and makeit possible for them to look oui.

Ten. Nine. Eight.

Thewindow cleared. Outside the night was black except for afew hillion city lights and the round
slver dollar up above that was the moon.

Seven. Six.

A current of excitement started to build up in Carhew. He saw the girl clinging to hisarm. Thethree
of them Stared outward at the silent skies.

Five. Four. Three. Two.

ONE!

"It'stwelve midnight,” the announcer said. "We enter the Y ear 2000!"

Suddenly abolt of light split the sky—a shaft of white flame that legped up from the Earth and
gprang through the heavens, lighting up the entire city and probably haf the continent. A burning, searing
bolt of light.

Carhew felt suddenly sober. Helooked at Marsh.

Behind them, the radio blared: "We bring you now aspecid announcement relayed from White
Sands Rocket Base. One minute ago, at the stroke of midnight, the Rocket Ship Moonflight made a
successful blastoff. It wasthefirg timein the history of humanity that man has broken forth from the
bonds of Earth in amanned spaceship. We expect to bring you further bulletins throughout the night.
Landing on the moon itself is scheduled for eight A.M. on New Y ear's Day."

Carhew was smiling. He looked at Abel Marsh, hisfellow engineer on the project. "Wel, we made
it," he said hoarsdly. "The ship took off."

"Happy New Year!" someoneydled. "Happy New Century!"

It didn't matter much now, Carhew thought, which century thiswas. Not now. Twentieth or
twenty-fird, it made no difference.

All that counted was that this was the Age of Space.

The Android Kill (1957)

Here, from the November, 1957 Imaginative Taes, isone of the stories from the batch that Garrett
and | sent to Bill Hamling in October, 1956. Thisis another onethat I'm pretty sure | wrote entirely on
my own.

Itsan okay little chase story, but its big Sgnificance for meisthat Hamling published it under the
byline of "Alexander Blade," thefirst time one of my stories had appeared that way. As| mentioned in
theintroduction to "Guardian of the Crysta Gate," such powerful Alexander Blade storiesas"The Brain'
(Amazing, October 1948) and "Dynasty of the Devil" (Amazing, June 1949) had wowed me back when
| was till too young to shave. Now, amere nine years later, right around the time | was contemplating
growing the beard that has been my trademark for the past forty-some years, | had become Alexander
Blade mysdf!

* * *



| was crazy to leave Laurahere donefor aminute, | was thinking, as the space-liner roared through
the atmosphere toward the spaceport a Rigd City. Even though the mighty ship wastravelling a a
thousand miles an hour, | kept urging it onward, down toward the port. | had to get there on time. Had
to.

| kept picturing the way theriot-torn city must look, now that the long-festering hatred for synthetic
android men had burst loose into afull-scae android kill. Clay Armistead had findly stirred up theriot his
sck mind craved. And | had picked thisweek to make a businesstrip and leave my wife aone—aone,
inthe heart of theriot.

| counted the seconds until the spaceship would land. | had cut short my businesstrip the second |
had heard of the riots, had caught thefirst liner back to Rigel City to find Lauraand get her out of
danger's path.

The ship landed. "Unfasten deceleration cradles,” came the impersona order from the
loudspeakers, but | had aready done that. | raced down the companionway, past a startled stewardess,
shoved my way through alittle knot of uniformed baggage-androids and grabbed my suitcase. There
wasn't any timeto waste.

Quickly, the moment the catwalk for passengers was open, | dashed through the hatch and out into
the bright, warm air of Rigd City. The giant sun was high above; it was a pleasant spring day.

And then dl the pleasantness vanished. | saw the mob, pushing and shouting and shoving, & the far
end of thelanding fidld. It was an ugly sight. They looked like so many buzzing bees, each of them
inflamed with killing-lust and brutdlity.

| passed through the checkout-desk in record time and on through the Administration Building,
ligtening to the sounds of the mob. Somehow, they had smelled out the fact that there were androids
aboard the starship that had just arrived, and they were determined to get them.

Wi, that wasn't my worry. | was concerned only with Laura.

A deek taxi pulled up in front of me and waited, its turboe ectric engine throbbing quietly. The
driver was ahuman; | was startled not to see the familiar red star on hisforehead. Helooked at me
coldly, without the politeness of the android cabby.

"Whereto, fellow?'

"Twenty-fourth and Coolidge," | said, and started to get in. "On the double.”

"Sorry, Mac. Coolidgeisout of bounds. I'd be crazy to take my hack through there. I'll drop you at
Winchester. Okay?'

| frowned, then nodded. It meant aten-minute walk, but it was better than nothing. "Good enough,”
| said, and started for asecond time to enter.

| got one leg inside the cab. Then ahand grabbed me from behind, pulled me out, and | was swung
around.

"Wherethe hdl you think you're going—you damned android?"

For asecond, | wastoo startled even to get angry. There were three men facing me—cold-eyed,
hard-faced men with hatred naked in their features. | recognized them, contorted though their faces were.

Clay Armistead—the chief rabble-rouser, aburly, squat, ugly man who had been spreading lies
about the synthetic men for years.

Roger Dubrow, tdll, athletic, Armistead's partner in their food-store business and his partner in
villainy aswell, it seemed.

Dave Hawks, alocd tough just riding dong for the fun.

"Android?' | said. "Isthisagame, Armistead? Y ou've known mefor ten years. I'm no more of an
android than you are. Let go of me!"

| wrenched my arm free and turned to my taxi—but the driver shook his head nervoudy and



stepped on the accel erator. He wasn't looking for trouble.

"Come here, android,"” Hawks said. "C'mere and lemme rough you up." He snatched at my suitcase,
grabbed it away, tossed it to one side.

"Holdit, Hawks." | looked from one face to the next. They looked alike—cold, menacing, ugly:
"You know aswdll as| do that androids have red stars on their foreheads. Stop this nonsense, and go
play your games e sawhere.

| till couldn't take them serioudly. It wasimpossible for an android to masquerade as a human, and
they knew it. Why were they accusing me, then? It was fantagtic.

"Those red stars can be obliterated, Preston,” Armistead said, in acold, tight voice. "It's a secret the
androids have kept for years. But now we know. We know you're synthetic, Preston. And we're going
to get you!"

It wasincredible. It was unbelievable. But it was happening, herein my own city, on the world
wherel'd lived al my thirty years. And suddenly, | wasfighting for my life againgt three of my neighbors
who were postive | was a synthetic man!

Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Dave Hawks moving on me. The sounds of the mob were
chillingly close, and | knew I'd bein for trouble for sureif the entire swarm got here while the three
ringleaders were working someone over. 1'd be ripped to pieces before | knew what was happening.

Hawks closed and swung. His punch landed above my eye. | blinked away the pain and crashed a
fist into his midsection. At the sametime, Dubrow joined in. Armistead held back and watched.

An open-handed blow from Dubrow knocked me sprawling.

"L ook at the android,” Dubrow gloated. "L ook at him flat on hisback!"

| kicked upward vicioudy and sent Dubrow over backward screaming in pain. Hawks dove
savagely, and we went rolling over and over. | was getting numb from the fighting; all | wanted to do was
find Lauraand get out of this madhouse, and instead—

"Finish him off!" Armistead hissed. "The cops are coming!”

Srenswailed. The Rigd City police—badly outnumbered, unableto handletherioting initsfull
intensity—had heard of the outbreak at the spaceport and were on their way. Dubrow and Hawks clung
to me, their fists pounding into me. | struck back, blindly, clawing, scratching, kicking. Blood trickled
down my face—real blood. Human blood. But they didn't care.

"Come on, android! Fight!" A pam crashed into my cheek; another into my throat. Choking,
gasping, | roseto my feet with desperate determination. My clothes were in tatters, my suitcase gone.

| grabbed Hawks, siwvung the burly man around, sent him crashing into Dubrow and Armistead.
Without waiting to see what would happen, | began to run. Just run, blindly, without direction. Running
away. | wasrunning for my life, and | till didn't quite believeit wasdl happening.

| ran. | ran through the tangled mob of people, through the screaming, yeling, hysterica
android-hating people of Rigel City. Bulletswhined overhead, and here and there | could see the bright
flash of adisruptor-pistol warning the outraged crowd back. There was no stopping them.

| kept running. | reached the fence that bordered the spaceport, ran until | found an exit gate. There
was aguard patrolling it, but | went by so fast he didn't know what had happened.

My heart was pounding and my lungs seemed to be quivering under the strain. And right down in
my stomach was acold hard knot of fear. Not so much for mysdf directly—I wastoo numb for that. But
| was afraid for Laura

"Do you haveto go to Trantor, darling?* she had asked. "'I"Il missyou.”

"I'll missyou too, darling,” and it had been the truth. "But we can't afford both to go—and | can't
afford not to go. Y ou know that."



"l know, dl right. But still—"

| had left her behind, and had been gone eight days. Only eight days—Dbut in that time, Clay
Armistead had fanned the smoul dering human-android antagonism into afull-scale android kill.

The streets were nearly deserted as| raced into the heart of Rigel City. Up ahead, | could seefires
burning—fires, no doubt, coming from shops of android shopkeepers. We had tried to live Ssde by side,
androids and men, identica in everything except birth, but it seemed doomed to falure.

| kept running, my legs moving amost mechanicaly. | passed one of the burning stores. It was John
Nealy's beauty parlor, and in the smoke and fiery shadows | could see figures moving aboui.

Someone emerged, face covered with soot. It was LIoyd Garber, a sedate, wedthy
accountant—now wildeyed with fury. He saw me.

"Hey, Preston! Come give usahand!”

| stopped. "Are you mixed up in thistoo, Garber?'

"Wevegot Nedy in here" Garber said, ignoring my question. "We're making him watch whilewe
burn his store. We need some help.”

As Garber spoke, an expendve hairdrying machine came hurtling through the open door. Therewas
ascream of anguish from within, and | thought | recognized the voice of android John Nealy, ladies
hairdresser extraordinary. Androids tended to go into unmasculine businesseslike that, | thought. Maybe
that was why people like Clay Armistead hated them so.

| paused, wondering if | should take time out to help Nealy, when another soot-smeared figure
emerged from the store. He was so blackened | couldn't recognize him, but he waved his arm as soon as
he saw me.

"Hey, Garber—there's Cleve Preston!”

"Yeah, | know," Garber replied. "l wasjust—"

"Didn't you hear what Armistead said? Preston’'s an android! He's been hiding thered ster dl his
lifel™

"What?But I—"

| didn't gtick around to see what would happen. Nealy would have to fend for himself. | dodged
around the corner and ran asfast as| could. Footsteps pursued me for awhile, and then | wasaone. |
kept on running.

It was anightmare. The city wastotaly gripped by the android kill. How many of theinoffensve
synthetic men were dead aready | had no way of knowing—hbut | was sure Armistead and hismen
would not rest until every red-starred forehead had felt the boot.

And why me? Why had Armistead suddenly decided | was an android, and made me the object of
hatred dong with the true synthetics? For adizzy moment | nearly began to fed like an android mysdf.

There had been other android kills before, on other planets, in other cities. | had read about them; |
had sympathized with the persecuted underdogs, had felt gratitude that it wasn't happening here, to me
and my family.

But now it had happened here—and it was happening to me. | was one of the hunted now, and a
chill gripped meas| tried not to think of Lauras probable fate.

Blind, unreasoning hatred was on the loosein Rigd City. And there was nothing | could do but run.

| reached my home about an hour later—or rather, what had been my home.

In the danting late-afternoon shadows, it was a sght that nearly made me cry. | had bought an
inexpensive but attractive bubble-home six years before, when Lauraand | were married. It hadn't been
much, but it had been ours. It had been.

Now, it looked asif it had been in the path of ajuggernaut. The door was smashed in, theinterior



charred and seared, the furnishings torn, books and drapes and chairsfloating in puddles of dirty water. |
moved from room to room, numb, too numb to cry.

Chaked onthewall of the room that had been my study was asimple, crude message:

ANDROIDSDON'T DESERVE TO LIVE LIKETHIS

—CA.

C.A—Clay Armistead! And again the accusation of android.

My home destroyed, my wife kidnapped or dead, | walked dazedly down the steps to the street
and douched at the edge of the curb. Night was coming now, and the four moons glittered coldly above,
shining without sympathy. There was no sympathy in theworld, | thought—only hatred.

| had lost everything | loved within eight days. In the distance, | heard the sound of shouting and
killing. It was quiet here, in the resdentia didtrict of Rige City, but | could imaginewhat it must have
been like the day they did thisto my home.

As| sat douched there, avoice from above me said, "It'satough bresk, Preston.”

| spun to my feet instantly and turned to face the speaker. 1t was Ken Carpenter, my next-door
neighbor, who stood above me. | reached out and grabbed him by the throat.

"Go ahead, Carpenter—call me an android too! Pull out agun and kill me! Y ou can't take anything
dsefromme"

"Whoal" Carpenter said, in achoked voice. "Easy, Cleve. | had nothing to do with this."

Suspicioudy, | released my grip. He rubbed his throat for amoment or two. "Y ou're pretty quick on
thetrigger, aren't you?'

"I haveto be" | said. "Inthe last couple of hours I've learned it's the only way to Say dive.”

"l guessyoureright,” Carpenter said. "1 don't blame you for wanting to kill, either.” He shook his
head sadly. "'l watched the whole thing, Cleve. It was awful."

Hisface was red, and he couldn't meet my eyes. "Y ou helped, didn't you?' | asked. | wasn't even
agry.

He said nothing, but words weren't necessary. | could see the guilt unconcealed on hisface.

After apause he spoke. "I had to," he said hoarsely. "They—they came here. Armistead asked me
to hep." He lowered hishead. "They would have done the same thing to my houseif | refused. |I—I had
to, Cleve."

"Okay," | said. "Y ou've got awife and family too. | won't hold any grudge.” It wasthe truth. |
probably would have done the same thing. If Carpenter had made any move to save my house, he would
only have brought destruction needlessy on his own head.

| moistened dry lips. "Tell mewhere Laurais,” | said.

"Armistead took her away," Carpenter said quietly.

"Took her avay? Where?"'

"Just before they burned your house," said Carpenter. "Armistead went in himself and came out with
your wife. They put her in acar and drove away with her."

"They didnt hurt her?'

Carpenter shook his head. " She gave them quite afight, but | didn't see them hurt her. They just
took her away."

"Y ou know they're calling me an android, don't you?' | asked.

He nodded. "Armistead started spreading that around yesterday afternoon. Therewas abig gang
outside your house and they took Lauraaway. | went outside to find out what was happening, and
Armistead said they were going to burn your place because you're an android.” Helooked at me
suspicioudy for asecond. "It's not true, isit? 1 mean—"

"No, it'snot true!” | said angrily. "How did dl thisstart? Thisriot, | mean.”

"Well, you know how it's been between humans and androids here—sort of an uneasy truce for



years. And you know how Armistead fedl's about equd rights for them. Well, two days ago an android
murdered Mary Cartwright.”

"What?"

Mary was another neighbor of ours, ayoung housewife from down the block. She was agood
friend of Lauras; they spent alot of time together.

"But Mary wasin favor of android equality,” | said in confusion. "Why would—"

Carpenter shrugged. "It happened, that's dl. It was aparticularly vicious murder. As soon asword
got around, Armistead got up and said it wastime we got rid of the androidsin Rigdl City, before they
killed therest of us."

| was stunned. The androids were peaceful, likable folk, who kept to themselves and were well
aware of the consequences of an act such asthis. "How do they know it was an android?’ | asked. "Are
they sure?

"Pogtive. The android was caught in the act.”

"By whom?'

"Armigead. He—"

"That'senough,” | said in sudden disgust. The whole crude plot was painfully obvious now.
Armistead had had Mary Cartwright murdered by his own henchmen, and had framed an android. He
had then used this"evidence" as provocation to touch off an android kill—and the reign of terror was till
going on. The municipa authorities were probably parayzed; the police force was pitifully inadequate,
andindl likelihood haf of them had joined the rioters anyway.

Anti-android hatred was an easy thing to gtir up. The synthetic men and women were too
handsome, too intelligent, too perfect—too easy to envy and to hate. The three centuries Since their
development had been marked by asteady history of riots such asthis one.

Only now it was here, right here, and | was caught up in the middle of it.

And Laura? Where was she?

Suddenly | felt the desire to wring Clay Armistead's thick neck.

| started to walk, without knowing where | was going. | just felt that | had to get moving, to walk off
the overpowering frustration and fear and hate | wasfeding.

Half an hour later, | found mysdf in apart of Rigd City | had never been in before—the oldest part
of town, dmost adum. Here things were quiet. There was no sign of the rioters. Maybe the riot was
dying down findlly; maybe al the androids were dead or in hiding.

It was now night. The air was becoming chilly, and | felt cold and done.

A figure moved in front of me. Someone was lurking in the shadows. Ingtantly, | went on guard.

The prowler was circling toward mein the dimness, and | saw the gleam of aknife suddenly against
the dull black of the night. | poised myself and waited for the attack. | was becoming accustomed to
violence asthe normd activity of life.

Curioudy, the man in the shadows remained there. We froze, boxing each other in uneasily, each
waiting for the other to spring. Finaly he stepped forward, knife upraised.

| moved forward to meet him, and as the knife descended my hand shot up to intercept the other's
arm. | clamped my hand around hiswrist and held him there. We stared into each other's faces.

Inthe flickering light of the four moons| could see him plainly. Hisfestures were even and regular,
and he would have been handsome but for the raw, jagged gash across one cheek. Imprinted in the
center of hisforehead was anest, five-pointed red Ster.

Hewas an android.

"You're Cleve Preston, aren't you?" he asked.



| nodded.

"Y ou can let go of me, then. | won't stab you.” There was something in hisvoice that made me trust
him, and | let go. He sheathed the knife and looked curioudy at me. " So you're one of us! | heard
Armigead shouting it."

"Sorry," | said. "Y ou're wrong. I'm no more of an android than Armistead is. HE's just framing me
for some mative of hisown."

"B

Astheknife garted to raise again, | quickly said, "But I'm on your Side! I'm being hunted like an
android, and so I'm fighting like one. I'm with you, whoever you are.”

"George Huntley," the android said. "I thought you were a human—I mean, one of therioters. |
couldn't take any chances. I've been hiding in the back aleys here ever sncethething started.”

"l undergtand.”

"They took your wife, didn't they?" he asked suddenly.

"How did you know?'

"I saw them," he said. " She'sin Armistead's headquarters. His supermarket. That's the headquarters
for thewholething, you know."

The supermarket wasin the heart of town, about half an hour's quick walk further on. "The place
must be guarded,” | said. "Canwe get in?'

"They'll kill youonsght!" Huntley said.

"I haveto getinthere” | told him. "My wifeisin there. Do you understand that? My wife."

"Y es, but—dl right, come on! Y ou and me—weéll goin there and get your wifel™

It was a strange alliance—a human being everyone accused of being an android, and agenuine
android whose lifewasforfeit if he got caught. | stood a chance—just a chance.

Wearrived a Armistead's supermarket near midnight, gpproaching it cautioudy from the rear.
Therewas acrowd milling around outside, talking and strutting, probably busy telling each other about
their day's exploitsin killing and looting. | shuddered as| saw them—complacent, proud of their day's
work.

"How arewe going to get ingde?" | asked. "There must be ahundred of them.”

He rubbed his forehead nervoudy, fingering the damning star. Unconscioudly, he seemed to be
rubbing some of the grime away so the mark of his non-humanity stood out more clearly. "Don't worry,"
hesad. "Therésasdewindow. You goin, and I'll follow you."

"How about the darm?”

"Y ou want your wife?" the android asked.

"l want to say dive," | said.

"Youwill," Huntley said, and prodded me to keep heading forward. After afew minutes he said,
"I'd like your wifeto get freetoo.”

"What businessisit of yours?'

Helooked at me squarely. "Androids have brothers," he said. "Vat-mates, redlly, but wefed a
pretty close affection. My brother was the android who supposedly murdered Mary Cartwright.
Armistead's butchers cut him down before he could deny it.”

"Sorry to hear that,” | said.

"Y ou know something ese?'Y our wife was the only witness to the murder of Mary Cartwright.”

Suddenly | went gtiff al over. The puzzle came clear now. Laurahad seen thekilling, had seen the
android murdered too. Perhaps it had happened in our house, our backyard. No wonder Armistead had



her put away for safe keeping—it was amiracle he hadn't just killed her. That aso explained why | was
being hunted—to get me out of the way, to keep me from reaching her and exposing the truth.

"Now you see?' the android asked.

"l see" | said. "If we can get Lauraout, it'll clear your brother's name. It1l—"

"Sop talking," hesaid. "It'stimefor action.”

Wewere practicaly at the back of the sprawling supermarket building now. We stood at the
first-floor window for a second, and | looked back at Huntley.

"Wdl?'

"Smash the window and go in," Huntley said. "I'll take care of the darm. There's nothing to worry
about."

"| don't understand,” | said. "How—"

"Goon!"

| grabbed a stone and smashed in the window. The bells began to ring. And then | saw how the
android George Huntley had been planning to take care of the darm.

He gave me a shove that knocked me hafway through the window. | turned and saw him starting to
run. For asecond | felt betrayed—then horrified.

He was running toward the front of the building, straight toward the crowd of android killers
standing out there. And he was shouting, "Come get me! Catch meif you canl™

He had ddiberatdly sacrificed himself. | heard them yelling, heard the sound of footsteps asthey
garted to pursue him, ignoring the darm.

| had no further timeto waste. | leaped over the Sll, found the larm switch, threw it. The
supermarket became ill.

| began to pick my way through the darkened storeroom, through the hegps of baskets and crates,
toward Armistead's office. | was confident that | would find Armistead there.

| did.

He was sitting with his back to the door, talking on the phone.

"What's that? Crazy android ran right past the store and they're al chasing him? 1 was wondering
about that. The darm bell just went off here, and it must have been the same guy. Musta broke awindow
in back firg.."

He kept on talking. | stopped listening. | waslooking a Laura.

She sat tied up in one corner of the room, her eyes wide with astonishment at the sight of me. She
seemed to bein pretty good shape. Her blouse was torn, her skirt was dashed to the thigh, and | could
see bruises and scratches that made me wince. But they hadn't hurt her. That was dl that mattered.
Home, books, furniture—aslong as they hadn't hurt Laura, what did the other things matter?

"Helo, Armistead,” | said. | stepped inside and dammed the door. "'l cameto pay you alittle visit."

Hewhirled, threw down the phone, and came toward me all in the same motion. Hewasa
thick-bodied, ugly man, and there was strength in hisarms and legs. He charged. | waited for him, and hit
him in the face. Blood trickled out over his split lip, making him look even uglier.

"Goddamn android," he muttered.

| laughed. "Y ou're starting to believe your own lies, Armistead. And that'sbad.” | hit him again. His
eyes blazed, and he struck out at me wildly. He was strong, but he wasn't used to fighting. Hewas a
talker. Helet other people do hisfighting for him.

For aminute | felt that | redlly was an android—or, at least, that | wasfighting for al the synthetic
men who had died since the first one had | ft the laboratory three centuries ago. My fists ploughed into
Armistead's belly, and he rocked on hisfeet. His eyes started to ook glassy.



He got in one more punch, asolid one that closed my aready-battered eye. And then | moved in on
him.

"That'sfor Centaurus,” | said, and hit him. "That'sfor Rigd. That'sfor Procyon.” | went on, naming
al the places where there had been anti-android rioting. By thetime | wasfinished, Armistead lay ina
huddled, sobbing heap on the floor.

| untied Laura, kissed her, and trussed Armistead up against the chair.

"It'sgood to see you, honey," | told her.

"| thought you'd never come back," she said.

| turned to Armistead and snapped on the portabl e tape-recorder on his desk. "Okay, Armistead. |
want afull confession of theway you provoked thisriot. Begin with the way you had Mary Cartwright
killed, and kegp moving from there.” | hit him again, just by way of loosening histongue.

From somewhere in the front of the supermarket, | heard someoneyel, "Hey, Armistead! We got
another!”

The"other" must have been Huntley. | clamped my lipstogether. Armistead was beginning to
speak, dowly, unwillingly. The whole dirty story was going down on tape.

Any minute, the townspeople would bein here to report the happy newsto Armistead. But | was
going to have afull confession by that time, and | was going to make them listen to every bit of it. | was
going to make sure that George Huntley's sacrifice hadn't beenin vain.

The Hunters of Cutwold (1957)

Harlan Ellison, who had been living next door to me in the summer of 1955 as my writing career
suddenly and spectacularly took off, had a somewhat dower start himself, but by the middle of 1956 he,
too, was selling stories about as fast as he could write them. Just as| had been, hewas an avid
science-fiction reader who longed to have his own stories published in the magazines he had read in his
teens, and very quickly he joined Howard Browne's team of staffersat Amazing and placed materid with
three or four other titles.

But he had a knack for writing crime stories too—taes of juvenile-delinquent kid-gangswere a
specidty of his—and in the summer of 1956 he struck up ardationship with two new magazines that
published that sort of thing, Trapped and Guilty. They paid an extravagant two cents aword, twice as
much aswhat most of the science-fiction magazines we were sdlling to then would pay, and their editor,
oneW. W. Scott, seemed willing to buy as many stories as Harlan could bring them. Harlan was good
enough to let mein on thisbonanza, and, busy as| was meeting my monthly quotaat Amazing and
Imagination, | started doing crime storiestoo. My records show the sale of "Get Out and Stay Out" to
Guilty in June, 1956, and "Clinging Vine" to Trapped a couple of weeks | ater.

And then W. W. Scott announced that he had been asked to edit a science-fiction magazine too,
Super-Science Fiction, and Harlan and | suddenly had the insde track on alucrative new market.

Scott—"Scottie," everybody caled him, except afew who caled him "Bill"—was ashort, cheaerfully
cantankerous old guy who would have fit right into a 1930s Hollywood movie about newspapermen,
which waswhat | think he had been before he drifted into magazine editing. His office wastiny and
crammed with weary-looking manuscripts that such agents as Scott Meredith, ddighted to find apossible
new market for ancient stuff that had been rejected everywhere, sent over by the ton. Hisvoicewasa
high-pitched cackle; he had afull set of top and bottom dentures, which he didn't aways bother to wear;
and | never saw him without his green eyeshade, which evidently he regarded as an essentia part of the
editorial costume. To us—and we both were barely past 21—he looked to be seventy or eighty years
old, but probably he was 55 or thereabouts. He fredly admitted to us that he knew next to nothing about
sciencefiction and cared even less, and invited usto bring him as much materia aswe could manage.



We certainly did. Getting an open invitation like that from atwo-cents-aword market waslike
being handed the key to Fort Knox. In late June | wrote "Collecting Team” for him, which he published
as"Catch 'em All Alive' in thefirst issue—December, 1956 of Super-Science. (Under itsorigind titleit
has been reprinted dozens of timesin school readers.) | dso did abatch of sciencefillersfor Scottieto
usein rounding off blank pages—Iittle essays on pace exploration, computer research, and an interesting
new drug called LSD. Harlan had astory in that first issue, too, and two in the second one. (I wastoo
busy to do anything but sciencefillersfor that issue.) Thethird issue had one Ellison and one Silverberg
gtory; thefourth, two of mine, one of his. And so it went, month after month. As| got into the swing of it,
| began doing longer piecesfor the magazine. A 12,000-word story—and | was writing at least onefor
amost every issue from the fifth number on—paid $240, more than the monthly rent on my West End
Avenue gpartment, and | could turn one out in two working days.

By 1957, Harlan had moved adong to an army base, having been cardless enough to let himsalf get
drafted, and the job of filling the pages of Super-Science Fiction, Trapped, and Guilty devolved amost
entirdly on me. Just aswell, too, because | didn't have good personal chemistry with Paul Fairman of
Amazing and Fantastic and he had begun to cut back on buying stories from me. Around the sametime,
Bill Hamling found that the salesfigures of Imagination and Imaginative Taeswere trending sharply
downward, leading him to buy fewer soriesfrom his staff and soon afterward to kill both magazines. My
writing partnership with Randall Garrett had ended, too, at the urging of my wife, Barbara, who didiked
Garrett intensely and didn't want him coming around to see me. Faced with the loss of my two most
reliable markets and the separation from my collaborator, | needed to be fast on my feet if | wanted to go
on earning adecent living asawriter, and so | made mysdlf very useful to W. W. Scott indeed. For
Trapped and Guilty | wrote bushels of crime stories ("Mobster on the Make," "Russian Roulette,”
"Murder for Money," etc., etc., etc.) and for Super-Science Fiction | did two or three stories an issue
under awide assortment of pseudonyms. At two cents aword for lots and lots of words | could support
myself very nicely from that one market.

"The Hunters of Cutwold,” which | wrotein April, 1957 for the December, 1957 Super-Science
Fiction under the pseudonym of Calvin M. Knox, istypica of the many novelets| did for Scottie: stories
set on dien planets with vivid scenery, involving hard-bitten characters who sometimes arrived at bleak
ends. | suspect | derived the manner and some of the content from the South Sea stories of Joseph
Conrad and W. Somerset Maugham, both favorite writers of mine. Scholars who have been writing
theses on such Conrad-influenced novels of mine as Downward to the Earth and Hot Sky at Midnight,
published a much later stages of my career, please take note.

It was morning on Cutwold, fifth planet in the Caveer system. And there would be betraya by
nightfall, Brannon knew. He knew it the way he knew the golden-green sun would rise, or the twin,
blank-faced moons. He knew it ahead of time, haf-sensing it with the shadowy precognitory sense that
made him so terribly vauable as a guide in the deadly forests of Cutwold.

He crouched in the sandy loam outside his cabin, staring down the yet-unpaved street, alean tanned
figure with thin sharp-curving lips and deepset sepia eyes that had seen too much of the galaxy and of
men. Hewaswaiting for the betrayal to begin.

Hedid not have to wait long.

The morning had started like dl the others: at dawn Caveer broke through the haze, showering its
eight worlds with golden-green brightness, and moments later on Cutwold the dawnbirds set up their
keening icy shriek asif in antiphona response. Brannon alway's rose when the dawnbirds cry was heard;
his day began and ended early.

It was eleven years since he had drifted to Cutwold when the money ran out. For eleven years he
had led hunting parties through the vine-tangled Cutwold forests, keeping them from deeth by his strange
foresight. He had made some friendsin his eleven years on Cutwold, few of them human.

It was eleven days since he had last had any money. Thiswas the off season for hunting. The
tourists stayed away, amusing themselves on the pleasure-worlds of Winter V or losing themsavesin



dream-fantasy on the cloud-veiled planetsin Procyon's system. And on Cutwold the guides grew thin,
and lived off jungle vinesand small animalsif they had not saved any money.

Brannon had not saved. But when the dawnbirds woke him that morning, something in their shrill
sound told him that before noon he would be offered work, if hewanted it . . .and if his conscience could
let him accept.

Hewaited.

At quarter past ten, when hunger started to grab Brannon's vitalsin a cold grasp, Murdoch came
down the road. He paused for amoment where Brannon crouched, looking down at him, shading his
eyesfrom the brightness of the sun.

"You'reKly Brannon, aren't you?"

"l am. Hello, Murdoch.”

The other stared. Hewastall, taller even than Brannon, with shadows shading his craggy face.
Strange suns had turned Murdoch's face aleathery brown, and his eyebrows were asolid thick worm
above hisdark eyes, meeting. He said, "How did you know my name?'

"l guessed,” Brannon said. He came dowly to hisfeet and met Murdoch's eyes, an inch or two
above hisown. He moistened hislips. "I don't want the job, Murdoch.”

Somewherein the thick jungle ascornful giant toad wheezed mockingly. Murdoch said, "I haven't
sad anything about any jobs yet."

"Youwill. I'm not interested.”

Camly, Murdoch drew a cigarette-pack from hiswaistpouch. He tapped the sde of the pack; the
magnetic field sent a cigarette popping three-quarters of the way out of the little jeweled-metal box.
"Have one?!

Brannon shook hishead. "Thanks. No."

Murdoch took the extended cigarette himsdlf, flicked the igniting capsule oniitstip, and made an
elaborate ceremony out of placing it in his mouth. He puffed. After along moment he said, "Therésten
thousand units cold cash init for you, Brannon. That's the standard guide fee multiplied by ten. Let'sgo
ingde your shack and talk about it, shal we?'

Brannon led the way. The shack was dark and musty; it hadn't been cleaned in more than aweek.
Brannon'sfew possessionslay scattered about carelessy. He had left Dezjon VI inahurry, eleven years
before, leaving behind everything he owned save the clothes on his back. He hadn't bothered to
accumulate any property since then; it was nothing but aweight around aman's neck.

He nudged the switch and the dangling solitary illuminator glowed luminoudy. Brannon sprawled
down on an overstuffed pneumochair that had long since lost its buoyancy, and gestured for hisvisitor to
take achair.

"Okay," Brannon sad findly. "What's the ded ?"

Murdoch waited along moment before speaking. A gray cloud of cigarette smoke crept about his
face, softening the harsh angularity of hisfeatures. At length he said, "I have been told that arace caling
themsalvesthe Nurillinslives on this planet. Y ou know anything about them?"

Brannon flinched, even though his extra sense had warned him thiswas coming. His eyes ditted.
"The Nurillinsareout of my line. | only hunt animas™”

Sighing, Murdoch said, "The Extraterrestrid Life Treaty of 2977 specificaly designates one hundred
eighty-six lifeforms asintelligent species and therefore not to be hunted, on pain of punishment. The
Treaty Supplement of 3011 lists Sixty-one additiond life formswhich are prohibited to game hunters. |
have both those lissswith me. Y ou won't find the Nurillins of Cutwold named anywhere on ether.”

Brannon shoved away the two brown paper-covered documents Murdoch held out to him. 1 don't



want to seethelist. | know the Nurillins aren't on them. But that doesn't mean they aren't people. They
ran away into theinterior of the forests when humans settled on Cutwold. When the survey team made
up theligts, they didn't have any Nurillinsto judge by. Naturaly they weren't included.”

Murdoch nodded. "And thus they are free gameto any hunters. I've brought a party of nineto
Cutwold, Brannon. They'reinterested in hunting Nurillins. They say you're the only man on Cutwold who
knows where the Nurillinsare." Murdoch drew athick bankroll from his pouch and held it by the tips of
finger and thumb. "Ever seethis much money before, Brannon?'

"Ten thousand? Not al in one lump. But it'stoo much. All you need to offer isthirty pieces of
glve.”

Murdoch whitened. "If that's the way you fed about thisjob, you—"

"The Nurillins are human beings," Brannon said tiredly. Swest streamed down his body. "I
happened to sscumble over their hiding-place one day. I've gone back there afew times. They're my
friends. Am | supposed to sdll them for ten thousand units—or ten million?"

"Yes" Murdoch said. He extended the bankroll. "Until the Galactic Government declaresthem
otherwise, they'refit and legitimate quarry for hunting parties, without fear of legd trouble. Well, my
clientswant to hunt them. And | happen to know both that you're the only man who can find them for us,
and that you don't have a cent. What do you say?"

"No."

"Don't be stubborn, Brannon. I've brought nine people to Cutwold at my own expense. | don't get a
cent back unless| ddliver the goods. | could make it hard for you if you keep on refusing.”

"l kegp onrefusing.”

Murdoch shook his head and ran lean strong fingers through the blue-died matting of close-cropped
hair that covered it. He looked peeved, more than angry. He jammed the bankroll into Brannon's uneager
hand. "1 want nine Nurillin heads—no more, no less. Y ou're the man who can lead usto them. But let me
warn you, Brannon: if we have to go out into that jungle oursaves, without you, and if we happen to
come across your precious Nurillins ourselves, we're not just going to settle for nine heads. Well wipe
out the whole damned tribe of them. Y ou know what a thermoton bomb can do to animasin ajungle?’

Brannon's mind had already pictured the fierce white brightness of the al-consuming flash. "I know,"
he said hoarsdly. His eyes met Murdoch's: meta against metd. After along silence Brannon said, "Okay.
Y ou win. Get your party together and I'll lead them.”

Newstravelled fast on Cutwold. It was noon by the time Brannon reached the main settlement,
noon by the time he had rid hismind of the jangling discord of Murdoch's stony presence.

He came down the lonely road into the Terran settlement alone, and blankfaced men turned to look
a him and looked away again, knowing he carried a hundred hundred-unit billstucked carelesdy in his
hip pocket, and hating him for it. The road a noon was sunbaked and hot: squat diamond-backed
reptiles with swollen heads hopped across the path, inches from Brannon's feet.

There were perhapsfifty thousand Terrans on Cutwold, located in Six settlements scattered over the
face of the planet. It was awarm and fertile planet, good mostly for farming and hunting, weak on
mineras. Once there had been afew thousand Nurillins living where the Terrans now lived; remnants of a
dying race, they had fled slently into the darkly warm depths of the forest when thefirst brawling
Earthman arrived.

Kly Brannon had discovered the Nurillins. Everyone knew that. Whether it had been through some
trick of hisextrasense or by sheer blind luck, no one knew. But now everyone also knew that Brannon
had sold the Nurillins out to a hard-faced man named Murdoch for aroll of bills. They could seeitin
Brannon's eyes, as he came down out of the lonely glade where he had built his shack.

He was supposed to meet Murdoch and his nine nimrods at two-thirty. That left Brannon a.couple
of hours and ahdf yet to soak the bitterness out of himsdlf. He stopped in a ashingled hut labelled
VUORNIK'SBAR.

Vuornik himsdf was tending bar, a sour-faced Terran with the pasty puffy flesh of aman who spent



histime indoors. Seven or eight settlerswerein the bar. They turned as Brannon kicked open the door,
and swivelled their heads away again asthey saw who it was.

"Morning, Vuornik. Long timeno see.”

The barkeep swabbed a clean place at the bar for Brannon and rumbled, "Nothing on the cuff
today, Brannon. Y ou know the rules here. | can't stretch your credit any.”

"l didn't say aword about credit. Here, Vuornik. Suppose you give me adouble khalla, straight,
and honest changefor thishill."

With eegant precison Brannon peeled a hundred off the roll Murdoch had given him, and laiditin
the outstretched, grasping, fleshy pam of the barkeep. Vuornik stared at the bill strangely, rubbing it
between the folds of flesh at the base of histhumb. After amoment he poured Brannon adrink. Then he
went to thetill, drew forth afifty, two twenties, afive, and four sngles, shuffled them into aneat stack,
and handed them to Brannon.

"You an't got anything smaller than hundreds?' VVuornik asked.

"All I haveishundreds,”" said Brannon. "Ninety-nine of them plus change."

"So you took the job, then,” Vuornik said.

Brannon shrugged. "Y ou told me no more drinks on the cuff. A man getsthirsty without money,
Vuornik."

He raised the mug and sipped some of the thin greenish liquor. It had ahard cutting edgeto it that
stung histhroat and dammed into his somach solidly. He winced, then drank again. Theraw drink eased
some of the other pain—the pain of betrayd.

He thought of the gentle golden-skinned people of the forest, and wondered which nine of them
would die beneath the blazing fury of huntersguns.

A hand touched his shoulder. Brannon had anticipated it, but he hadn't moved. He turned, quite
camly, not at al surprised to find aknife Sx inches from histhroat.

Barney Karris stood there, eyes bleared, face covered by two days stubble. He looked waobbly, al
of him but the hand that held the knife. That was Straight, without atremor.

"Hello, Barney," Brannon said evenly, staring at the knife. "How's the hunting been doing?"

"It's been doing lousy, and you know it. | know where you got al that cash from.”

From behind the bar, Vuornik said, "Put that sticker away, Barney."

Karrisignored that. He said, "Y ou sold out the Nurillins, didn't you? Murdoch was around; he
talked to me. He got your address from me. But | didn't think you'd—"

Vuornik said, "Barney, | don't want any troublein my bar. Y ou want to fight with Brannon, you get
the hell outsdeto doit. Put that knife out of sight or so help meI'll blast you down where you stand.”

"Takeit easy," Brannon murmured quietly. "Therewon't be any trouble.” To Karrishe said, "You
want my money, Barney? That why you pulled the knife?*

"I wouldn't touch that filthy money! Judasl Judad” Karris redrimmed eyesglared wildly. "Youd sl
usal out! Aren't you human, Brannon?'

"Yes" Brannonsaid. 'l am. That'swhy | took the money. If you werein my place you'd have taken
it, too, Barney."

Karris scowled and feinted with the knife, but Brannon's extra sense gave him ample warning. He
ducked benesth the feint, pinwheded, and shot hisright arm up, nailing Karrisin the armpit just where the
fleshy part of the arm joined the body. Knuckles smashed into nerves; a current of numbness coursed
down Karris arm and the knife dropped clatteringly to thefloor.

Karris brought hisleft arm around in awild desperate swipe. Brannon met the attack, edged off to
the Sde, caught the arm, twisted it. Karris screamed. Brannon let go of him, spun him around, hit him



along the cheekbone with the side of his hand. Karris started to sag. Brannon cracked another edgewise
blow into the sde of Karris throat and he toppled. He landed heavily, like a vegetable sack.

Stooping, Brannon picked up the knife and jammed it three inchesinto the wood of the bar. He
finished hisdrink intwo big searing gulps.

The bar was very quiet. Vuornik was staring at him in terror, his pasty face dead white. The other
elght men sat frozen where they were. Karrislay on the floor, not getting up, breathing harshly,
gertoroudy, half-sobbing.

"Get thisand get it Straight," Brannon said, breaking thefrigid slence. "1 took Murdoch'sjob
because | had to. Y ou don't have to love mefor it. But just keep your mouths shut when I'm around.”

No one spoke. Brannon set his mug down with exaggerated care on the bar, stepped over the
prostrate Karris, and headed for the door. As he started to push it open, Karris half-rose.

"You bastard,”" he said hitterly. "Y ou Judas."
Brannon shrugged. "Y ou heard what | said, Barney. Keep your mouth shut, and keep out of my
way."

He shoved the door open and stepped outside. It was only twelve-thirty. He had two hoursto kill
yet before his appointment with Murdoch.

He spent two hours sitting on awindswept rock overlooking the wild valey of the ChabaRiver,
letting the east wind rip warmly over hisface, blowing with it the fertile smell of rotting vegetation and
dead reptileslying belly-upmost in tidal pools of the distant sea.

Findly he rose and made hisway back toward civilization, back toward the built-up end of the
settlement near the spaceport, where Murdoch was waiting for him.

When Brannon entered the hotel room, it was Murdoch's face he saw first. Then he saw the other
nine. They were grouped in aloose semicircle staring toward the door, staring at Brannon asif he were
some sort of wild aien form of life that had just burst into the room.

Murdoch said, "I want you al to meet Kly Brannon. He's going to be our guide. He's spent eleven
years hunting on Cutwold—really knows the place. Brannon, let me introduce you to the clients.”

Brannon was introduced. He eyed each of themin turn.

There werefour couples, one single man. All were Terrans. All looked wedlthy, all looked bored.
Typica tourigt-type hunters, Brannon thought in weary contempt.

At thefar |eft was Leopold Damon and hiswife. Damon was fat and bald and |ooked to be on his
second or third rgjuvenation; hiswife was about his age, puffy-eyed, ugly. They were probably tougher
than they looked.

Next to them sat the Saul Marshdls. Marshdl was a thin dried-out man with glittering eyesand a
hooked ascetic nose. Hiswife was warmer-looking, asmiling brunette of thirty or so.

At their right was Clyde Llewelyn and hiswife. Llewellyn wasmild, diffident-looking, adim
redhaired man who seemed about asfierce as abank clerk. His wife—Brannon blinked—hiswifewas a
long, luxurious, cat-like creature with wide bare shoulders, long black hair, and magnificent breasts
concealed only by sprayon patches the size of aone-unit coin.

Thefourth couple conssted of Mr. and Mrs. Fredrik Rhawn, two deek socidites, flawless of face
and form, who seemed to have been turned out on amachine lathe. Next to them sat the loner, Rod
Napoali, aburly, immensdy broad man with thick festures and gigantic hands.

"Mr. Napoli lost hiswife on our previoustour,” Murdoch said discreetly. "lt—ah—explainsthe
uneven number we have.”

"l see," Brannon said. Napoli didn't look particularly bereaved. He sat inhaling huge gulps of air at
each breeth, looking like ahighly efficient killing machine and nothing ese.



"Well, now you've met everyone,”" said Murdoch. "l want you to know that thisgroup is
experienced in the ways of hunting, and that you're not just guiding agroup of slly amateurs.” Hiseyes
narrowed. "Our god, asyou know, isthe Nurillin."

"I know," Brannon returned acidly. "That's dready been made clear.”

"When would you like to start?' Murdoch asked.

"Now," said Brannon.

"Now?"

"Now?" said Fredrik Rhawn, half-rising. "So soon? But we just had lunch. | mean, couldn't we hold
thisthing over till tomorrow?"*

"I'd like to get started,” Brannon said stubbornly. He added silently, the quicker the better. | want to
ot thisthing over with.

Rhawn's wife murmured something to him, and he said, "All right. It'sfoolish of meto hold everyone
back, isn't it? We're ready to go any time."

"Good," Murdoch said. He glanced at Brannon. " Our equipment is packed and ready. We're at
your disposd.”

"Let'sgo, then,” Brannon said.

Brannon estimated privately that the trip would take two days of solid march. He had found the
Nurillins after only little more than aday'sjourney out of the settlement, but that was when he was done
and moving at agood pace.

They left the settlement singlefile at three-thirty that afternoon, Brannon in the lead, followed by
Napoli, who lugged aong the handtruck carrying their supplies and provisions, and then, in order, the
Rhawns, the Damons, the Marshdls, and the Llewdlyns, with Murdoch last of dl, just back of radiant
MaryaLlewdlyn.

Two days. As Brannon pushed on dowly through the thick forest, dashing down the clinging vines
as he went, the thought of spending two days with these people wasintolerable, the thought of the quest
they were on impaossibleto carry in hismind. When he thought of the soft-voiced Nurrillins and the few
happy days he had spent with them, and now redlized that he was bringing nine trophy-happy tourists
through the woods to their secret hiding place—

He shook his head. Behind him, Napoli said, " Something wrong?'

"Damned fly buzzingin my ears. They'll eat you diveif you let them.”

Napoli chuckled. They moved on.

Brannon was sure the tourists knew what the Nurillinswere. That just added an extratwist toit.
Murder was punishable by life imprisonment, which in these days of hundred-fifty-year lifespanswasten
times as dreadful as capita punishment. Since detection was amost unavoidable, people rarely
murdered.

But legad murder—ah, that was another thing. All thethrill of destroying athinking, bresthing,
intelligent cresture, with none of the drawbacks. In the early days of stellar expansion, the natives of a
thousand worlds had been hewn down mercilessly by wedlthy Terrans who regarded the strange life
formsas"just animals.”

To stop that, the Extraterrestrid Life Treaty of 2977 had been promulgated, and its supplement.
From then on, none of the creatureslisted could be shot for game. But there till were other worlds,
newer worlds, worlds which had been missed in the survey. And races such asthe Nurillins, with but a
handful of members. The Nurillins had retreated when the Terrans came, and so they had been missed by
the Treaty-makers.

And so they were il free gamefor the guns of Rod Napoli and Leopold Damon and anyone else



willing to pay for their pleasure. Brannon scowled.

A vine tumbled down out of nowhere and splashed itself stickily across hisface. He dashed it out of
the way with his machete and pushed on.

He knew the forest well. His plan was to take the most circuitous route possible, in hopes that
Murdoch would never be ableto find hisway to the Nurillins again. Accordingly he struck out between
two vast cholla-trees, sgndling for the othersto follow him.

Suddenly Murdoch called out, "Hold it up there, Brannon! Mrs. Damon wantsto rest.”

"B

"Hold it," Murdoch snapped. There was urgency in the hunt director's voice. Brannon stopped.

Heturned and saw Mrs. Damon sitting on a coarse-grained gray rock at the side of the footpath,
massaging her feet. Brannon smiled and revised his estimate upward. It was going to take three daysto
et there, if thiskept on happening with any regularity.

Murdoch said, "Brannon, could | see you for aminute aslong as we've stopped?”

"Sure" Brannon said. "What isit?"

Murdoch had drawn away from the others somewhat and stood at a distance, with Marya
Llewdlyn. Her husband was paying no attention; he had joined the group that stood around Mrs.
Damon. Brannon sauntered over Murdoch.

"Areyou taking usin theright direction?' Murdoch asked abruptly.

Surprised—for hisforesght did not work dl the time—Brannon glanced at MaryalL lewdlyn. The
girl was staring at him out of dark pools of eyes, darker even than her jet hair. She wore only shorts and
the sprayon patches over her breasts; she looked at him accusingly and said, 1 don't think we're heading
theright way."

"How would you know?" Brannon snapped.

Murdoch smiled coldly. "Y ou're not the only one with heightened sensory powers, Brannon. Mrs.
Llewdlyn hasapeculiar and very useful gift of knowing when she's going toward agoa and when she
isn't. She saysthe route you just took doesn't fedl right. She saysit doesn't lead straight to the Nurillins.”

"She'sright," Brannon admitted. "What of it? | promised I'd get you there, and | will. Doesit make
any differenceif | take adightly roundabout route? I'm the guide, don't forget.”

"I haven't forgotten it. And I'll let you continue on this path another hour or so, provided we don't
get any further off the course. But | thought 1'd warn you that Marya here will be able to detect it any
timeyou try to fool us. Any time you deliberately try to get uslogt, shell tell me about it.”

Brannon looked stonily &t her. He said nothing.

"Losing your chargesin thejungleis attempted murder,” Murdoch went on. "I'd fed entirely justified
in shooting you down if necessary.”

Brannon's jaws tightened. " For the benefit of you and your little bloodhound here, I'm doing my
best. I'll get you to the Nurillins. And if it's okay with Mrs. Damon, I'd liketo get moving again right

An hour later, they were still moving. Dark shadows were scudding across the sky now, and the
forest was thickening into jungle—jungle where desth might wait behind any tree or under any pebble.
But il Brannon kept moving.

Knowing that Marya Llewellyn had some strange way of sensing direction didn't ater his plansany.
He had intended from thefirst, whatever Murdoch's suspicions were, to lead the party sooner or later to
the Nurillins. Brannon had been around; he never deluded himsalf with false hopes. Murdoch had hired
him to lead them there, and Murdoch would not settle for less.

Theninetourists said little as they proceeded. They werelost in the strangeness of Cutwold.



Cutwold—or Caveer V, asthe garcharts caled it—was awarm, amost tropical world, heavily
forested, heavily inhabited by life of dl sorts. Onceinits history it had spawned an intelligent species, the
Nurillins. But they had been too gentle for Cutwold, and when Brannon had discovered them they were
inthefinal throes before race extinction, with perhaps ten generations remaining to themif they kept out
of man'sway.

The forest was speaking, now. Crying abuse at the man who led ten others on amission of murder.

The giant frogs, those cynical toothy amphibians hdf the size of aman, were honking scornfully from
either side of the path. Further back originated the deep moaning bellow of the groundsnakes, and
Brannon heard aso the endless yipping of thelittle blue dogs that raged through the forest in murderous
packs. He sensed nervousness spreading over his charges as night approached.

Above, Caveer, the golden-green sun that Brannon, in aforgotten past, had said was the loveliest
he had ever seen, was dropping toward the horizon. Jonquil, first of the identical featureless moons of
Cutwold, glimmered pa€ely in the still-blue sky; Daffodil yet lay hidden in the nestling clouds of day, but
soon would break forth and with its Sister spiral acrossthe night sky.

Then wasthetime of fear, in the forest—when the moons were bright.

Brannon plodded methodically forward through the darkening forest, dragging histen chargesaong
asif they weretied to hisback. Somewhere ahead lay the refuge of the unsuspecting Nurillins,
somewhere ahead |ay a soft-eyed dien girl who had spoken kindly to him once long ago, and who now
would receive her reward.

Karris accusing words burned his soul.

Judas. Judas.

It wasn't so, Brannon protested silently. 1t wasn't so. If they only could see why he was doing this—

They couldn't. To them he was a Judas, and Judas he would remain.

He stopped, suddenly. His jungle-sensitive ears, aided by the vague blur of aforesight in hismind,
picked up the sound of feet drumming against forest soil. Hundreds of fet.

"What's the trouble?* Murdoch asked.

"Pack of wild dogs coming thisway," said Brannon. "Let's pull into atight circle and wait them out.”

"No!" Mrs. Marshall gasped suddenly. "No!"

Her ascetic-faced husband turned to her, skin drawn so tight over his face he looked mummified.
He dapped her, once; awhite blotch gppeared on her face, rapidly turning red. "Keep quiet,” he said.

"That goesfor al of you," snapped Brannon. "They won't bother usif they have some other quarry.
Stay till, try not to move—and if any of you lose your heads and fire into the pack, you wont liveto fire
asecond time.”

He listened, tensely. First came the thump-thump of some large beast, then the pat-pat-pat of dogs,
hundreds of them, in fierce pursuit.

"Herethey come," Brannon said.

The quarry camefirst, bursting out of thethick wall of vegetation that hemmed in the pathway on
both sides. It was a Cutwold bull, eleven feet through the withers, amonster of ataurine with yellow
curved hornstwo feet long jutting from its skull.

Now the bubbly daver of fear covered itsfierce jaws, and the thick black hide wasdashed ina
dozen places, blood 0ozing out steedily. The vanguard of the attacking force rode with the bull: two small
blue dogswho clung to the animd's hind legs, sngpping furioudy, hoping to dice through the hamstring
tendon and bring the bull crashing to the ground.

The pack is hungry tonight, Brannon thought.

He had only amoment's glimpse of the bull; then it was gone, blasting itsway through theyielding



underbrush, and only the sound of its snorting bleats of terror remained. But then came the pursuers.

Brannon had learned to fear the blue dogs of Cutwold more than the poison-trees or the velvet
snakes or any of the other deadly jungle creatures he knew. The dogs were built low to the ground; they
were whippet-like creatures whose claws could rend even the armor-thick leather of the giant bulll,
whose teeth bit the toughest mest, whose appetites never reached satiety. They burst into the clearing
and streamed across the road so fast one dog appeared to melt into its successor, forming an unending
lake of blue, ablur broken only by the glinting of their red eyes and snapping teeth.

Brannon remained quite till, stlanding with his group. The women were frozen, fearstruck; Napoli
was saring at the dog horde with keen interest, but the other men gppeared uneasy. Brannon counted
minutes; one, two, three. . .

The numbers of dogs thinned until it was possible to see daylight between them. Off in the distance
acry of chilling intensity resounded: the bull had been brought to earth. Good, Brannon thought. The
dogs would feed tonight, and for awhile at least would keep away.

Onelast dog burst through the trampled brush. And paused.

And turned inquisitively, guided by who knew what mad impulse, to sniff at the clustered huddle of
human beings standing slently in thejungle path.

It bared itsteeth. It drew near. Therest of the pack was out of sight, dmost inaudible. Suddenly
Clyde Llewdlyn lowered his heavy-cycle gun and sent three bullets smashing through the dog's body and
skull, even as Brannon reached out to prevent it.

The dog fell. Savagely Brannon smashed LIewellyn to the ground with one backhanded swipe.
"Youidiot! Want to kill usal?'

The mildness vanished from the little man's face as he picked himsdlf up. He started to go for his
gun; Brannon tensed, but thistime it was Murdoch who caught hold of Llewelyn. He shook him twice,
dapped him.

"Weve got to get moving now," Brannon said. "The dogs are blood-crazy tonight. They'll be back
here any minute, as soon as the wind drifts the scent to them." He pointed up theroad. "Go on! Start
running, and don't stop!”

"What about you?' Murdoch asked.

"I'll back you up. Get going."

He watched asthey ran ahead. Asthey passed out of sight, Brannon lifted the dead dog and
heaved it asfar in the opposite direction as he could. The yipping grew louder; the pack was returning.

They came amoment |ater, muzzles coated with red, smelling new blood. Brannon crouched beside
the thick trunk of aquaartree, waiting. The dogs paused in the clearing, sniffed the air, and, ignoring
Brannon, set off toward their dead companion.

Brannon turned and ran up ahead, rgoining the others.

They werewaiting for him.

"The dogsare off our trail,” he said. Helooked at the sullen-faced Llewdlyn. A bruise was Sarting
to swell onthe side of hisface. "You're lucky I didn't shoot you down as you deserved,” Brannon told
him.

"Dont talk likethat to my clients," said Murdoch.

"Your client nearly got usdl killed. | specificaly told you dl to hold fire"

"I didn't like the looks of that dog,” said Llewellyn. "Helooked dangerous.”

"Onedog isn't haf as dangerous as a pack. And one live dog won't draw a pack; adead one will,
when the blood getsinto the air.”

"Isthewholetrip going to belike this?' Mrs. Rhawn asked suddenly. "Dangerous?’



Brannon took a deep breath before replying. "Mrs. Rhawn, you're on Cutwold to commit murder,
whether you know it or not. The animas you're hunting are people, just like you and me. Murder is never
easy. Therés aways danger. It'sthe price you pay for your sport.”

Around the circle, faces whitened. Murdoch was taut with anger. Brannon looked inquisitively at
him, but no reply was forthcoming.

Then he glanced upward. Both moons were high above, now, and the sun was barely visble, a
lime-colored flicker hovering above the horizon, half intersected by the vaulting trees. It was getting late.
It was dmost time to make camp for the night.

"Let'smovedong,” Brannon said.

For hdf an hour more they hacked their way deeper into the jungle, until it was obvioudy too dark
to travel further that day. Brannon marched at the head of thefile, eyes keen for danger, earslistening,
mind shrouded in black thoughts.

Behind him came the others. Ninethrill-killers, he thought. Nine alegedly civilized human beings
who were spending fabulous sums for the privilege of gunning down other beings coolly and
conscienceledy.

It would be so easy, Brannon told himself, to lose these nine and their coordinator in the
jungle—despite Marya Llewdlyn. There were so many pitfalsto right and |eft of the main path: the
carnivorous trees that waited, leaves quivering, for something mesaty to trap their tropisms and plungeinto
anetwork of catch-claws. The giant toads whose tongues could flick out and snarl themselves around a
man'sthroat in an unbreskable lariat's grip. All Brannon needed to do was lead them ashort distance
from the beaten path—

But that was the coward's solution. No, he told himsdlf. He would bring them to their destination,
for only that would fully serve his purpose.

Above, anightbird squawked in the sky, caling, "Keek! Keek! Keek!"

On Cutwold day was herdded by the dawnbirds, night by the nightbirds. It was a system more
efficient than clocks. Brannon said, "Okay. We stop here. Drop your packs and let's set up the shelter.”

Under Murdoch's direction the plastic tent-bubble went up within minutes, puffing out of the
extruson pand carried for the purpose. Brannon patrolled the area, burning awide swath around the
camp with hisflamer, asasignd to wildlife to stay away during the night. Unlessthey were ravenous, they
would respect the singed circle of vegetation.

Hel€ft afire outsde the tent hatch that would last dl night. Then he crawled insde. The otherswere
aready within their deeping packs, though none were adeep. Brannon ventured a private guessthat few
of them would deep soundly this night. The jungle was noisy—noiser, perhaps, for those with this sort of
hunt in mind.

The Rhawnsweretalking in low whispers. Brannon caught Mrs. Rhawn saying, " . . .I don't think |
trust that guide too much. He looks so strange, and tense.”

Her husband glanced at Brannon, who was staring at the ground. "Hush! | think he can hear us."

Smiling, Brannon looked away. The others were gathering in for the night, trying to deep. Brannon
stepped outside, peered at the now almost entirely dark sky. The two moons hung overhead like two
lanterns, casting shadows through the trees.

An anima was prowling outside the singed circle, sniffing the ground, staring strangely at the
intruders who had broken the jungle peace.

He turned away and returned to the tent, found an unoccupied corner, and douched to the ground.
Hewasthinking.

Thinking of a stubblefaced man in abar who had cried Judas at him, and of ten thousand Galactic



Currency Unitsthat was hisfeefor thistrip, and of atime three years before when he had gone off into
thejungle on asolitary quest, and found—

TheNurillins

It had been awarm day in the twelfth month of Brannon's eighth year on Cutwold. He had been
without work for three weeks, without money for two, and had gone on aforaging mission into the
jungle.

At least foraging had been the ostensible reason. Actudly he was searching—searching for
something deeper than he could understand, out there. He needed to get away from the men of the
Settlement; that much he knew. So he struck out on his own, deegp into thejungle.

Thefirgt day had been routine. He covered hisusud quotaof hiking miles, shot three small succulent
birds and roasted them for his mesl, dined on the sweet stems of kyril-shoots and the dightly bitter wine
of the domran plant. At nightfal he camped and dept, and when the keening shriek of the dawnbirds
woke him herose and continued on, travelling unknowingly and uncaringly the same route that three
yearslater hewould cover with aparty of wedlthy killers.

Then he had no ideawhere he was going. He put one foot before the other and forged on, pausing
now and then to stare a some strange plant or to avoid some deadly little reptile or insect.

Somewhere on that second day, he ran into trouble.

It began with the thrum-thrum of agiant toad in athicket of blueleaved shrubs. Brannon turned,
reaching for his gun—and as he turned, a sudden thrumming came from the other sde of the path, as
well. He whirled—and found he was caught between two of the great squat amphibiang!

He took two haf-running steps before a sticky tongue lashed out and caught him round the middle.
Thethicket parted, and he saw his captor, vast mouth yawning, bulging yellow eyesdight with
anticipation. Brannon clawed desperately at the gummy pink ribbon that held him fast, but therewas no
ecaping it. He dug hisfeet deep in the rich soil, braced himself—

The other toad appeared. And snared him aswell.

He stood immobile, tugged in two directions at once, with two gaping toad-mouths waiting to
receive him the moment the other yielded. The pressure round his middle was unbearable; he started to
wish that one or the other would release him, so death would come.

But before death would be devouring. The victorious toad would digest him dlive.

Then suddenly he heard abright chirping sound, unlike any animal cal he had ever known. There
was awhistling in the underbrush and then alithe golden form was at his Sde. Brannon's dark eyes were
choked with tears of pain; he could barely see.

But the strange figure smiled at him and tapped each of the straining toads gently between the
protruding eyes, and spoke three liquid alien words. And one toad, then the other, released him.

The tongues ripped away, taking with them clothing, skin, flesh. Brannon stood tottering for a
moment, looking down &t the red rawness of hiswaist, sucking in air tofill thelungsfromwhich dl ar had
been squeezed by the constricting tongues.

The dien girl—Brannon saw her as that now—gave one further command. The toads uttered
thrums of disgust, turned, flopped heavily away into the darkness of the degper jungle.

Brannon looked at the dlien. "Thanks," he said. "Whoever—whatever you are.”

And plunged forward, dropping heavily on hisfacein thewarm jungle soil.

Hewoke, later. When he could speak the language, he learned that it was four days later.



Hewasin ahut, somewhere. Golden dien figures moved about him. They were dim, humanoidin
appearance, but hairless. Their skulls were bald shining domes of yellow; their eyes, dark green, were
somehow sad.

Brannon looked down at himsdlf. He was swathed in bandages where the tongues of the giant toads
hed ripped away the flesh. Someone bent above him, holding acup to hislips.

He drank. It was broth, warm, nourishing. The girl who held it was the one who had rescued himin
the forest. Sheamiled a him.

"Lethii," shesad, pointing to hersdlf.

Uncertainly Brannon touched his chest. "Brannon.”

Sherepested it. "Brannon.” Shegrinned at him.

He grinned back.

That was the beginning.

He stayed there three weeks, among the Nurillins. He discovered that there were perhaps three
thousand of them, no more; once, they had had grest cities throughout Cutwold, but that had been many
thousands of years before, and the jungle had long since reclaimed them.

Thegirl named Lethii was hisguide. She nursed him to hedlth, kept constant company with him
when hewaswell enough to walk, taught him the language. It was asmooth and flowing language, not
difficult to learn.

"The toads are our steeds," shetold him one day. "My people trained them long ago to respond to
our commands. When | heard you screaming for help | was bewildered, for | knew the toads never
attacked any of us."

"l didn't know | was screaming,” Brannon said.

"Y ou were. Thetouch of atoad's tongueisagony. | heard your voice and saw you, and knew that
the toads had attacked you because you were—not of us."

Brannon nodded, "And | never will be."

But at times during the weeks that passed he thought he had become one of them. He learned the
Nurillin history—how they had been great once, and now were dying away, and how when the Terran
scout ships had come the Nurillins had redlized the planet was no longer theirs, and had moved off into
the jungleto hide and wait for the end.

Hefet himsalf growing asirange sort of lovefor the girl Lethii—not a sexud sort of love, for that
was impossi ble and even inconcel vabl e between their species and his, but something esejust asred.
Brannon had never ft that sort of emotion again.

He met others, and came to know them—Darhuing, master of the curious Nurillin musica
instruments; Vroyain, whose subtle and complex poetry bewildered and troubled Brannon. Mirchod, the
hunter, who showed Brannon many ways of the jungle he had not known before.

But Brannon sensed strain in the village, finaly, when he knew the people well enough to understand
them. And so when six weeks had passed he said to L ethii, "I'm well now. I'll have to rejoin my people.”

"Will you come back?'

"Yes" hesad. "I'll come back."

He came back twice more—once haf ayear later, once ayear after that. They had welcomed him
gladly, had grieved &t hisleave-taking.

Now ayear and ahaf had dipped by sncethelast visit, and Brannon was returning once again. But
thistime he was bringing desth.

Abovethetent abird shrieked, the long low wail of adawnbird, and Brannon redlized night had
gone. He had dreamed of the Nurillins. He had remembered the three visits padt, the visits now to be



blotted out by bloodshed.

He got to hisfeet and stood looking down at the ten deepers.

It was possibleto kill them dl, one by one, asthey dept. No one would find them. Brannon would
return aone, and no one would question him. The Nurillins would remain untroubled where they dwelt.

He shook his head.

His decision had been made; he would abide by it. He nudged Murdoch. The dark-faced man
blinked and was awvake in an ingtant, staring up at Brannon.

"Timeto get up,” Brannon said. "It'sdawn. Y ou can't deep dl day.”

Murdoch got to hisfeet, nodding. "Timeto get up,” he repested loudly. "Everybody up!"

The hunters awoke, grumbling and complaining.

"Will we reach the Nurillinstoday, Mr. Brannon?' asked Saul Marshdl'swife. "I'm stiff al over
from degping on the ground.”

"Did you degp?' said Mrs. Damon. "'l couldn't. | was up every moment of the night. Those birds,
and the animals | kept hearing—!"

"Yes," sad Rhawn'swife. "1 hope well get there today. Another night deeping out would redlly be
too much.”

Brannon very carefully erased the scowl of contempt before it had fully formed on hisface. He said,
"Theresavery good chance we may get there before nightfall tonight. If al of you hurry up, that is.
We're not getting any closer whilewe sit around in camp.”

It was atdling point. Breakfast was perfunctory, just a handful of food-tabs and aonce-over with a
molecular rinse. Within an hour, the camp had been broken up, the plastic tent dissolved, the equipment
repacked and reshouldered.

While Brannon waited for the Damons and the Rhawns to ready themselves for the day's march, he
walked over to Murdoch, who wastaking with Marya Llewdlyn.

Shelooked incredibly fresh and lovely, asif she had dept in agermicidd incubator al night rather
than in ajungle tent. Her skimpy clothes were barely creased.

"Well?' Brannon asked. "Am | taking you the right way?"

Murdoch glared at him. "Wetrust you, Brannon. Y ou don't have to act thisway about it."

"You trust me? Y ou didn't yesterday.”

"Maryasaysyoureleading ustoward the Nurillins. Wdll, you ought to be. We're paying you
enough.”

Brannon glanced a Marya Llewdlyn. "Areyou from Earth, Mrs. LIewe lyn?'

"Origindly. | liveon VegaVII now."

That explained the deep tan, the air of hedlth. "Have you done much hunting before?' Brannon
asked.

"Mrs. Llewdlyn has been on four hunting tours of mine," Murdoch said. "'In fact, she met her
husband on atour. We were hunting in the Djibnar system then." He grinned at her, and she returned the
grin. Brannon wondered whether any sort of relationship existed between these two besides that of
hunter and hunt director. Probably, he thought. Not that it mattered any to him.

"Wereready," Mrs. Damon called cheerily.

Brannon turned. She was plump, good-natured looking. A grandmotherly type. Out here, hunting
inteligent beings? He shrugged. Strange kill-lusts lay benegth placid exteriors, he had found that out long
before. He wondered how much these people were paying Murdoch for the privilege of committing legal
murder. Thousands, probably.

Brannon surveyed the group of them. Only big Napoli wasafamiliar type: hewas alegitimate
gportsman, as could be seen by the way he handled his gear and himsdlf in the jungle. Asfor the rest of
them, these hunters, they were a cross-section—but they al shared one characterigtic. All had acurious
intent glint in their eyes. The glint of killers. The glint of people who had come hadfway acrossthe gaaxy



to cleanse their minds and souls by emptying the chambers of their gunsinto the innocent golden bodies
of the Nurillins.

Hemoigtened hislips. "Let'sgo," he said crisply. "Theresalot of hiking yet ahead.”

There wasn't much doubt in Brannon's mind that he would reach the Nurillins village safely with his
ten charges. The half-comprehended sense that had been with him so long guided him through the thick
jungle.

Sometimes stray thoughts popped into his mind: aman named Murdoch will cometo you this
morning and offer you ajob.

Other times, it would be more subtle: a shadowy wordless feding that to take agiven path would be
unwise, that danger lurked somewhere.

Still other times he felt nothing &t dl. Fortunately this happened infrequently.

Brannon knew without knowing that the party would reach the Nurillin village on time. It wasonly a
matter of picking one foot up and dogging it back down ayard further ahead, of mechanicaly marching
on and on and on through the endless jungle that made up so much of the planet Cutwold.

Overhead Caveer climbed toward noon height, sending down cascades of golden-green radiance.
Rhawn's wife asked once, "How soon will we be out of this dreadful jungle?”

Rhawn said, "Darling, be patient. Thisis one of the last placesin the universe where we can do
something like this. What an experienceitll beto tell about! When we're vacationing again next season,
won't we be envied so!"

"| supposeyou'reright, dear.”

Brannon'slipsfirmed grimly. | suppose you'reright, desr.

He could picture them gossi ping now—of the time they came across the secret village of dienson
Cutwold, and killed them for trophies because the Galactic Government had not said it wasillegdl. As
these rich socialites roved from pleasure-spot to pleasure-spot, they would repesat the story, boasting of
the time they had killed on Cutwold.

"Youlook angry,” asoft voice said. "l wish | knew why you aways ook so angry.”

Brannon had known amoment in advance: MaryaL lewdlyn had left her placein line and had come
to hisside. He glanced down &t her. "Angry? Me?"

"Dont try to hideit, Brannon. Y our faceis dark and bitter. Y ou're strange, Brannon.”

He shrugged. "It comes from long yearsin the outworld, Mrs. Llewelyn. Men get strange out here."

"Cdl me Marya, won't you?' Her voice waslow. "Do you think well reach the Nurillins village
today?"

"Hard to tell. We're making agood pace, but if Mrs. Damon getstired and hasto rest, or if aherd
of thunderbeasts decidesto cut across our path, therelll be delays. We may have to camp out again
tonight. | can't help it if we do."

Her warm body brushed againgt his. "I won't mind. If we do camp out—tonight, when everyone's
adeep—let's stay awake, Brannon. Just the two of us."

For amoment he failed to see what she meant. Then he did, and he scowled and quickened his
pace. One betraya was bad enough . . .but not two. He thought of golden Lethii, and the harsh angles of
his face deepened.

He looked back. Llewellyn was marching on, not knowing or not caring about hiswife's behavior.
The others showed some sign of gtrain, al but stony-faced Murdoch bringing up the rear and the tireless
Napoali.

"I'm exhausted,” Mrs. Damon said. "Can we rest awhile, Mr. Brannon?"

"No," hesaid, surprising her. "Thisis dangerous country we're passing through. These



shining-leaved bushes here—they're nesting places for the giant scorpions. We have to kegp moving. |
want to reach the village before nightfdl if possble.”

At hissde MaryalL lewdlyn emitted alittle gasp. ™Y ou said thet deliberately!"”

"Maybe. Maybe I'm turning you down because I'm afraid of getting mixed up inaquarrd.”

"My hushand'sasilly fool. Hewon't cause us any trouble.”

"I wasn't talking about your husband. | was talking about Murdoch.”

For asecond he thought she would spring at him and rake his eyeswith her enamdled fingernails.
But color returned to her suddenly pae face after amoment. She glared at him in open hatred and
dropped back into formation, leaving him done at the head of theline.

Brannon shook his head. He felt sudden fatigue, but forced himself to accelerate the pace.

Noon passed. A flock of scay air-lizards passed by and showered them with nauseous droppings
at twelve-thirty; Brannon brought one down with aquick shot of his handgun and showed the gridy beast
to the group. Marshall photographed it. He had been taking photographs steadily.

After abrief rest at one, they moved on. Brannon set a sturdy pace, determined not to spend
another night in the jungle before reaching the village. At two, they paused by awaterhole to splash
cooling water on their parched faces.

"How about aswim?' Marya asked. She began to strip.

"l wouldn't adviseit,” said Brannon. "These waterholes are popul ated. Tadpolesthe size of your
thumb that'll eat your toes off while you swim and work their way up your body in two minutes.”

"Oh," shesad fantly. There was no swimming.

They moved on. And at three-thirty Brannon paused, signdling for quiet, and listened to the jungle
NOISES.

To the steady thrum . . .thrum . . .thrum of the giant toads. To the sound that meant they had
reached the Nurillins village.

Brannon narrowed his eyes. He turned to Murdoch and said, "All right, werre here. The Nurillins
livejust up ahead. From now on it's your show, Murdoch.”

The hunt leader nodded. "Right. Listen to me, dl of you. You'reto fire one shot at atime, at only
one of the beasts.”

The beasts, Brannon thought broodingly, thinking of VVroyain the poet. The beests.

"When you've brought down your mark," Murdoch went on, "get to one side and wait. As soon as
each of you has dropped one, were finished. Well collect the trophies and return to the settlement. Aim
for the heart, or e se you may spoil the head and ruin the trophy. Brannon, are these creatures dangerous
inanyway?"

"No," Brannon said quietly. Thrum . . .thrum.. . . "They're not dangerous. But keep an eye out for
the giant toads. They cankill."

"That'syour job," Murdoch said. "Y ou and | will cover the group whilethekill isgoing on." He
looked around. "I's everything understood? Good. Let'sgo.”

They headed forward, moving cautiously now, guns drawn and ready. The thrumming of the toads
grew more intense. Brannon saw landmarks he had seen before. The village was not far. They were
virtualy at the point now where he had been attacked by the toads, before Lethii had rescued him.

Thrum . . thrum. ..
The sudden croaking sounds were loud—and atoad burst from the underbrush, a Nurillin mounted



adride the ugly creature. Brannon stared at the Nurillin but did not recognize him.

"That onésmine," Napoli said before anyone else of the group was aware of what was happening.
The burly huntsman lowered hisrifle and pumped one shot through the Nurillin's heart.

Brannon winced. That wasthefirst one.

The Nurillin dropped from his mount, alook of astonishment frozen on hisface. Thetoad uttered
three defiant bellows and waddled forward, mouth opening, deadly tongue coiling in readiness as Napoli
went to cdlam hiskill.

"Watch out for thefrog," Brannon warned.

Napoali laughed. And then the tongue flicked out and wrapped itself around the big man's bull-like
neck and throat. Napoli gagged and clawed at histhroat, trying to say the word "Help" and failing.

Brannon'sfirst shot severed the outstretched pink tongue, breaking the link between the toad and
Napoli. His second shot ripped a gaping hole in the toad's pouting throat. Napoli reeled away, gasping
for air, and ripped the tongue away from his skin. It came away bloody; aline of red circled hisneck like
the mark of anoose.

"| thought | could outmaneuver him,” Ngpoli said. "But that tongue moved like lightning.”

"l warned you," Brannon said. Napoli knelt by the dead Nurillin.

"Thisonesmine," he repeated. "1 got mine.”

They moved on, rounding abend in the path, coming now to the outskirts of the village itself. Four
male Nurillins were coming toward them, their green eyes sharp with accusation. Again, Brannon did not
know any of them. He was thankful for that much.

"What were those shots?' asked one of them, in the Nurillin tongue. Brannon was the only one who
could understand, and he could make no reply.

It was Marshdl's wife who spokefirdt. "Why, they're just like peoplel” she said in wonderment.

"Of course," her husbhand snapped dourly. "That'swhy we're here” He lowered his gun to firing
level and sent the rightmost Nurillin sprawling with aquick shot. The other three turned to flee, but were
dropped rapidly with bullets from the guns of Rhawn, hiswife, and—of al people—grandmotherly Mrs.
Damon.

That makesfive, Brannon thought. Five corpses.

Four more and it would al be over.

Trickles of dien blood stained the forest sand now. Thefour dead Nurillinslay with limbs
grotesquely tangled, and the four successful huntsmen were beaming with pride.

And more Nurillinswere coming. Many of them. Brannon shuddered.

"Here comes a batch of them," Murdoch shouted. "Be ready to movefast.”

"They won't hurt you," said Brannon. "They don't understand violence. That's why they ran away."

They came, though, to see what the disturbance was. Brannon turned and saw Llewelyn levelling
for adistance shot, hismild face bright with killing fever, his eyesfixed. Hefired, and brought down
Darhuing the musician. The Nurillin toppled out of the front row of the advancing diens.

"I'd like another one," Napoli said. "L et me get another one.”

"No!" Brannon sad.

"He'sright," said Murdoch. "Just one each. Just one.”

Marshal'swife picked off her trophy before the diens reached the glade. The second to diewasa
stranger to Brannon. The others scattered, ducking into the underbrush on both sides of the road—but
not before Leopold Damon had fired. His shot caught aNurillin dightly above the heart and sent the dien
pinning backward ten feet.

Eight were dead, now. And only one Nurillin had not sought hiding.

Lethii.



She came forward dowly, staring without comprehension at the little knot of gunbearing Earthmen.

"Brannon,” she said. "Brannon. What are you doing?' Theliquid syllables of the alien tongue
seemed harsh and accusing.

T

She sood dim and unafraid near two falen Nurillins and stared bitterly at Brannon. "Y ou have
comeback . . .but your friendskill!"

"I hadto doit," Brannon said. "It was for your sake. For your tribe's sake. For my sake."

"How can that be?Y ou brought these people here to kill us—and you say it's good?!

She doesn't understand, Brannon thought drearily. "1 can't explain,” he said.

"Ligten! He's speaking her language!™ Mrs. Damon exclaimed.

"Watch out, Brannon," said MaryaL lewdlyn suddenly. She laughed in derision.

"No," Brannon said. But for once hisforesight failed him. Before he could turn, before he could
deflect Maryasam, she had fired, still laughing.

Lethii stared a him gravely, reproachfully, for afragment of asecond. Then she put her hand to her
chest and fell, headlong into the dust.

The journey back to the settlement seemed to take forever. Brannon led the way, eyes fixed ahead
of him, never looking back, never speaking. Behind came the nine, each with atrophy, each with the
deep satis-faction of knowing he had murdered an intelligent being and would go scot-free.

Brannon was remembering. Remembering the look on nine Nurillin faces asthey fdll to the ground,
remembering especidly that of the ninth victim. Lethii. It had had to be her, of course. Her, out of the
three thousand. That was necessarily part of the betrayal.

It took aday and ahalf to reach the main settlement again; Brannon did not deep in the tent with the
others, but remained outsde, Sitting near the fire with his hands locked across his knees, thinking. Just
thinking.

It was late in the afternoon when the group stumbled out of the edge of the jungle and found
themselves back in civilization. They stood together in anervouslittle group.

Murdoch said, "I want to thank you, Brannon. Y ou got usthere, and you got us back, and that's
more than | sometimes thought you were going to do."

"Don't thank me, Murdoch. Just get going. Get off Cutwold asfast asyou can, and take your nine
killerswithyou."

Murdoch flinched. "They weren't people, those diens. You still can't understand that. The Treety
doesn't say anything about them, and so they'rejust animals.”

"Go on," Brannon said hoarsdly. "Go. Fast.”

Helooked a them—puffed up with pride they were, a having gone into the jungle and come out
dive. It would have been so easy to kill them in the jungle, Brannon thought wearily. Marya Llewdlyn
was looking blackly a him, her body held high, inviting him. She had known about Lethii. That waswhy
she had waited, and fired lagt, killing her.

"We want to say goodbye, Mr. Brannon," gushed Mrs. Damon. ™Y ou were just wonderful.”

"Don't bother," Brannon said. He spat at their feet. Then he turned and dowly ambled away, not
looking back.

He cameinto Vuornik's Bar. They were al there, Vuornik, and Barney Karris, and the eight or nine
other regular barflies. They weredl staring at him. They knew, al of them. They knew.

"Hello, Judas," Karrissaid acidly. A knife glinted in hisbelt. He was ready to defend himself.

But Brannon didn't fed like fighting. He douched down next to the bar and said, "Give me the usud,
Vuornik. Doublekhdla, sraight.”



"I don't know as| want to serve you in my place, Brannon. | don't know."

Brannon took one of Murdoch's bills from his back pocket and dropped it on the bar. "There's my
money. My money's good. Give methat drink, Vuornik!"

Histoneleft little doubts. Vuornik said nervoudly, "Okay, Brannon. Don't fly up in an uproar.” He
poured the drink.

Brannon sipped it numbly, hoping it would wipe away the pain and the guilt. It didn't. Judas, he
thought. Judas.

Hewasn't any Judas. He had done what was right.

If he hadn't led Murdoch to the Nurillins, Murdoch would have gone himself. Sooner or later he
would have found them. He would have destroyed them dl . . .not just these nine.

But now there had been a hunt. Nine trophies had been brought back. Murdoch's nine hunters
would boast, and the Nurillins would no longer be a secret. Soon, someone high in government circles
would learn that there was aspeciesin the gdaxy still unprotected from hunters. Survey shipswould
come, and the Nurillins would be declared untouchable.

It had had to happen. But there would be no more hunting partiesto the interior of Cutwold, now
that the galaxy knew the Nurillins existed. They would be safe from now on, Brannon hoped. Safe at the
cost of ninelives. . .and one man's soul.

No onewould ever forgive him on Cutwold. He would never forgive himsdlf. But he had donethe
right thing. He hadn't had any choice.

Hefinished his drink and scooped up his change and waked dowly across the barroom, out into
the open. The sun was setting. It was alovely sight—but Brannon couldn't gppreciate it now.

"Solong, Judas," came Karris voice drifting after him out of the bar. "' So long, Judas.”

Comeinto My Brain (1958)

Thiswas practically thelast story | wrote under my monthly contract dedl for Bill Hamling's
Imagination. | turned it inin March, 1957—it was called "Into the Unknown," then, and the byline| put
onit was"Ray McKenzie'—but Hamling, who was gradudly working off hisinventory al through 1957
as he wound down his magazines, didn't find adot for it until the June, 1958 number, the third issue from
the end. It was Hamling who gaveit thetitleit bears here, and he replaced my "McKenzi€' pseudonym
with the time-honored monicker of "Alexander Blade."

Dane Harrell held the thought-helmet tightly between his hands, and, before putting it on, glanced
over a the bound, writhing dien sitting opposite him. The dien snarled defiantly at him.

"Y ou're sure you want to go through with this?' asked Dr. Phelps.

Harrell nodded. "I volunteered, didn't 1?1 said I'd take alook inside this buzzard's brain, and I'm
goingtodoit. If I don't come up in haf an hour, come get me."

"Right."

Harrell dipped the cool bulk of the thought-helmet over his head and signdled to the scientist, who
pulled the actuator switch. Harrell shuddered as psionic current surged through him; he stiffened,
wriggled, and fet himsdlf glide out of hisbody, hover incorporedly in the air between his now soulless
shell and the dien bound opposite.

Remember, you volunteered, he told himself.

He hung for amoment outside the dlien's skull; then he drifted downward and in. He had entered
the dien'smind. Whether he would emerge alive, and with the troop-deployment data—well, that was
another maiter entirely.



The patrol-ships of the Terran outpost on Planetoid 113 had discovered the dlien scout aweek
before. The Dimellian spy was lurking about the outermost reaches of the Terran safety zone when he
was caught.

It wasn't often that Earth captured a Dimellian dive, and so the Outpost resolved to comb as much
information from the alien as possible. The Earth-Dimel |l war was four years old; neither side had
succeeded in scoring adecisive victory over the other. It was believed that Dimell was massing itsfleets
for an al-out attack on Earth itsdlf; confirmation of this from the captured scout would make Terran
defensive tactics consderably more sound.

But the Dimdlian ressted dl forms of brainwashing, until Phelps, the Base Psych-man, came forth
with the experimental thought-helmet. V olunteers were requested; Harrell spoke up first. Now, wearing
the thought-helmet, he plunged deep into the unknown areas of the Dimellian's mind, hoping to emerge
with high-order military secrets.

Hisfirs impression was of thick grey murk—so thick it could be cut. Using a swimming mation,
Harrell drifted downward, toward the light in the distance. It was along way down; he floated, eerily, in
freefdl.

Finally he touched ground. It yielded under him spongily, but it was solid. He looked around. The
place was dien: coarse crumbly red soil, giant spike-leaved treesthat shot up hundreds of feet overhead,
brutal-looking birds squawking and chattering in the low branches.

It looked just like the tridim solidos of Dimell he had seen. Well, why not? Why shouldn't theinside
of aman'smind—or an dien's, for that matter, resemble hishomeworld?

Cautioudy, Harrdll started to walk. Mountains rose in the dim distance, and he could see, glittering
on amountaintop far beyond him, the white bulk of an armored castle. Of course! Hisimaginative mind
realized at once that there was where the Dimellian guarded the precious secrets; up there, on the
mountain, was hisgod.

He started to walk.

Low-hanging vines obscured hisway; he conjured up a machete and cut them down. The wesgpon
felt firm and red in his hand—but he paused to redize that not even the hand wasred; dl thiswas but an
imaginative projection.

The castle was further away than he had thought, he saw, after he had walked for perhaps fifteen
minutes. Therewas no telling duration ingde the dien's kull, either. Or distance. The castle seemed just
asdistant now as when he had begun, and hisfifteen-minute journey through the jungle had tired him.

Suddenly demonic laughter sounded up ahead in the jungle. Harsh, ugly laughter.

And the Dimellian appeared, dashing hisway through the vines with swashbuckling abandon.

"Get out of my mind, Earthman!™

The Dimdlian waslarger than life, and twice as ugly. It was an idedlized, sdlf-glorified menta image
Harrel| faced.

The captured Dimellian was about five feet tal, thick-shouldered, with sturdy, corded arms and
supplementary tentacles sprouting from its shoulders; its skin was green and |eathery, dotted with
toad-like warts.

Harrell now saw acreature close to ninefeet tall, swaggering, with amighty barrel of achest and a
huge broadsword clutched in one of itsarms. The tentacles writhed purposefully.

"Y ou know why I'm here, dien. | want to know certain facts. And I'm not getting out of your mind
until I'vewrung them from you."



Thedien'slipless mouth curved upward in ablegk smile. "Big words, little Earthman. But first youll
haveto vanquish me."

And the Dimdllian stepped forward.

Harrell met the downcrashing blow of the dien's broadsword fully; the shock of impact sent
numbing shivers up hisarm asfar as his shoulder, but he held on and turned aside the blow. It wasn't fair;
the Dimdlian had a vaster reach than he could ever hope for—

No! He saw there was no reason why he couldn't control the size of his own menta image. Instantly
he was ten feet high, and advancing remorsaesdy toward the dien.

Swords clashed clangoroudy; the forest-birds screamed. Harrell drovethe dien back . . .back . . .

And the Dimellian was eeven fest high.

"We can keep thisup forever,” Harrdll said. "Getting larger and larger. Thisisonly amenta
conflict." He shot up until he again towered afoot above the dien's head. He swung downward
twohandedly with the machete—

Thedien vanished.

And resppeared five feet to the right, grinning evilly. "Enough of thisfoolishness, Earthman. Physica
conflict will be endless stalemate, since we're only mental projections, both of us. Y ou're beaten; there's
no possible way you can defeat me, or | defeat you. Don't waste your time and mine. Get out of my
mind!"

Harrell shook his head doggedly. "I'm in hereto do ajob, and I'm not leaving until I've doneit." He
gprang forward, sword high, and thrust down at the grinning Dimellian.

Again the Dimellian sdestepped. Harrdll's sword cut air.

"Dont tire yoursdlf out, Earthman,” the dien said mockingly, and vanished.

Harrell good donein the heart of the steaming jungle, leaning on his sword. Maybe they were only
mental projections, he thought, but amenta projection could gill get thoroughly drenched with itsown
mental Swvegt.

The cadtle il gleamed enigmaticaly on the distant mountain. He couldn't get there by walking—at
leadt, it hadn't seemed to drawany nearer during hisjaunt through the jungle. And hand-to-hand combat
with the alien wasfruitless, it appeared. A fight in which both participants could change sze at will,
vanish, regppear, and do other such things was as pointless as agame of poker with every card wild.

But there had to be away. Mentd attack? Perhaps that would crumble the alien's defenses.

He sent out a beam of thought, directed up at the castle. Can you hear me, dien?

Menta laughter echoed mockingly back. Of course, Earthman. What troubles you?

Harrell made no reply. He stood silently, concentrating, marshaling his powers. Then he hurled a
bolt of mental energy with dl his strength toward the mocking voice.

Thejungle shuddered asit struck home. The ground lurched wildly, like an animal’s back; trees
tumbled, the sky bent. Harrell saw he had scored a hit; the alien's concentration had wavered, distorting
the scenery.

But there was quick recovery. Again the mocking laughter. Harrell knew that the dien had shrugged
off the blow.

And then the counterblow.

It caught Harrell unawares and sent him spinning back a dozen feet, to land in atangled heap
beneath a dangling nest of vines. His head rocked, seemed ready to split apart. He sensed the dlien
readying a second offengve drive, and set up counterscreens.

Thistime he was ready. He diverted the attack easily, and shook his head to clear it. The scorewas



even: one stunning blow apiece. But he had recovered, and so had the dien.

Harrell aimed another blow, and felt the alien sweep it aside. Back came the answering barrage of
menta force; Harrell blocked it.

Stalemate again, the dien said.

We're evenly matched, Harrell replied. But I'll beat you. He looked up at the far-off castle on the
mountainsde. I'll beat you yet.

That remainsto be proven, troublesome Earthman.

Harrell tramped on through the jungle of the dien'smind for awhile, and then, redlizing he was
getting no closer to the al-important castle on the hill, stopped by abrook to wipe away his perspiration.
It was hot on this accursed world—hot, muggy, dank.

He knedled over the water's surface. It looked pure, cool. A sudden thought struck him, and he
pedled agtrip from his shirt and dipped it in the water.

The plasticloth blackened and charred. Helet it drop, and the "water” quickly finished the job.
Pool? No; he thought. Concentrated sulphuric acid, or something else as destructive.

Grinning grimly at his narrow escape, he wiped his perspiration with another strip torn from his
deeve, and kept going. Severd hours, at least, had passed since he had entered the strange world within
thedien'smind.

That meant one of two things: either the time-scae in here was different, somehow, from that
outside, or that his half-hour limit had eapsed in the outer world and Dr. Phel ps was unsuccessful in
bringing him back.

That was anice thought. Suppose he was stuck here indefinitely, insde the mind of an dien being, in
thismuggy junglefull of sulphuric-acid brooks? A nicefatethat was.

Well, hethought, | asked for it.

The stalemate couldn't continue indefinitely. If he had swallowed some of the acid he thought was
water, that would have ended the contest without doubt; he wouldn't have had time to cope with the
searing fluid.

The answer lay there—surprise. Both he and the dien were menta entitieswho could do battle as
they pleased—buit in this conflict, it was necessary to take the opponent by surprise, before he could
counterthrust or vanish.

He began to see asolution.

Up ahead lay the castle—unreachable, through sometrick of the dien's. Very well. Harrdll'sbrows
drew together in concentration for amoment; his mind formed a strategy—and formed men to carry it
out.

Therewere sx of him, suddenly.

Six identical Harrells—identica in Size, shape, form, purpose. They would attack the Dimellian
smultaneoudy. Or, a leadt, five of them would, creating adiversionary action whilethe
sxth—Harrell-origind—made afronta assault on the castle.

Harrel-origind faced hisfive duplicates and briefly ingtructed each in hisjob. They werelike
Puppets.

"Harrell-one, you' reto attack in conjunction with Harrell-two, on the mentd level. Taketurns
heaving mentd bolts at the dien. While one of you isrecharging, the other isto unload. That won't give
him time to get any sort of defense organized, and certainly no counter-attack.



"Harrell-three and Harrdll-four, you're to attack physically, one armed with sword and one with
blagter, from opposite sdes a once. That ought to keep him busy, while he's fighting off the rest of you.

"Harrdl-five, your job isto serve as frontrunner—to find the Dimellian and engage himiin
conversation while the other four are getting ready to attack. Make him angry; get him concerned about
what you're saying. And the second his defenses drop an inch, the other four of you jumpin. All of you
got that?'

They nodded in unison.

"Good. Meantime I'll make an assault on the castle, and maybe | can get through with you five
running interferencefor me."

He dismissed them, and they set out in different directions. He didn't want the Dimdllian to find out
what was up; if the alien saw the Strategy and had time to create duplicates of its own, the conflict would
end in sdemate dmogt certainly.

Harrdll waited, while hisfive duplicates went into action.

Through the menta link with Harrdll-five, he listened as his duplicate said, "The time has cometo
finish you off, dien. I'm glad | found you. That acid trick amost got me, but not quite.”

"A pity," thedien replied. "1 was hoping the ruse would finish you. It's becoming quiteirritating,
having you in here. Y ou're garting to bore me."

"Just you wait, you overstuffed wart-hog. I'll have those tentacles of yours clipped soon enough.”

"Empty words, Earthman. Y ou've run out of strategies; your best courseisto get out of my mind
and forget thisentire glly affar.”

"Oh, no. I'll have those secrets pried out of you quicker than you think."

"How?"

"I'm not giving away my secrets, dien. I'm here after yours."

Harrdl readied himsdlf. He gave the sgna: now.

Harrell-one and Harrell-three gppeared. Harrdll-one loosed a bombardment of menta force that
shook the alien; Harrell-three dashed forward, wielding a machete.

Harrdll-two and Harrell-four went into action, Harrell-two following up with a second menta bolt,
Harrell-four firing ablaster. The bedeviled aien looked from side to Side, not knowing where to defend
himsdf fird.

The scenery began to rock. The alien was going down.

Harrell took to the air.

Levitating easily above the jungle, hefound the castle and zeroed in on it. As he dropped
downward, it changed—from avaulting proud collection of spires and battlementsto ablocky square
building, and from that into an armored box with a padlock.

The Dimdlian stood beforeit, struggling with the five duplicate Harrells.

Harrdll stepped past—through—the writhing group. The Dimdlian's defenses were down. The
Secrets were unguarded.

He wrenched the padlock off with acontemptuous twist of hishand. The box sprang open. Inside
lay documents, neatly typed, ready for hiseye.

The dien uttered amighty howl. The forest dissolved; the universe swirled around Harrell's heed.
Thelast thing he heard wasthe terrible shrieking of the dien.

Hewoke. It seemed to be months | ater.
Dr. Phelps stood by hissde, staring at him solicitoudly. The dien, still bound, sat dumped over,
heavy head lolling against one shoulder.

Harrell took two or three deep bresths, clearing hishead. He grinned. "I've got them,” he said.



"Information on troop movements, plan of battle, even the line of journey across space. Thiswasa
top-flight officer we captured—and arugged battler.”

"Good work," the psychman said. "'l wasworried at first. Y ou had some expressions of real terror
on your face when you put the helmet on. But then the dien et out an awful scream and dumped over.”

"Dead?"

"I'm afraid 0."

Harrdl grinned weakly. "I guess| wasjust too many for him. The shock of having the core of his
mind penetrated—" Tiredly he said, "Doc, how come you didn't get me out at the half-hour mark?'

"| told you to pull me out after half an hour had gone by. Why didn't you? | wasin there half aday
at lesst—and | might have stayed there forever."

The psychman waslooking a him strangely. "Half aday, you say? No, Lieutenant Harrell. Thetota
time el gpsed, from the moment you donned the helmet to the instant the alien screamed—why, it wasless
than ten seconds”

Castaways of Space (1958)

Typical W.W. Scott materid: an exotic world, some disreputable characters engaged in interstellar
hanky-panky, abit of atwist ending. | wroteit in January, 1958 and gave it the rather flat-footed title of
"Pursuit,” which Scottie changed to the more vivid " Castaways of Space," and so beit. It raninthe
October, 1958 issue of Super-Science Fiction under the byline of "Dan Ma colm,” which | had begun
using frequently for Scottie now. There were two other items of mine in the sameissue, one under my
more familiar pseudonym, "Calvin M. Knox," and the other under my own name. That onewas " Gorgon
Planet,” the very first short story | had ever sold (to the Scottish magazine, Nebula, in 1954), which | dug
out now and sold again to Scottie for five times as much as Nebulahad paid. He didn't like my titleand
put what he thought was amuch better oneoniit: "The Fight With the Gorgon." Sometimes Scottie was
right about title changes, and sometimes, well, not.

Lieutenant McDermott was having a couple of drinksin the Nine Planets Bar on Albireo XI1 when
his wristband bleeped, telling him to report to Patrol headquarters for assgnment. McDermott scowled.
Thiswas histime off and he didn't give adamn what Headquarters said. He cupped his hand tightly
around the drinkflask and took along dug. The wristband bleeped again, impatiently.

McDermott waited aminute or two and finished his drink. Then he switched the band to audio and
sad in asour tone, "McDermott reporting. What isit?"

Thethin, edgy voice of the Officer of the Day said, "Job for you, Mac. There's been akidnapping
and we want you to do the chasing."

"I'm off duty. Get Squires.”

"Squiresisin sck-bay having his head sewed back on," was the acid reply. "Get out of that bar and
get yoursdf down herein five minutes or—"

The threat was unvoiced, but McDermott didn't need much persuasion. He knew hisstatusas a
Gdaxy Patrol Corpsman was shaky enough, and a couple more black markswould finish him
completely. He didn't like that idea. Getting booted out of the crime-prevention unit would mean he
would have to go back to working for aliving, and at his age that wasn't nice to think about.

"Okay," herumbled. "Beright there.

He pulled a platinoid five-credit coin from his pocket, fingered its embossed surfacelovingly for a
moment, and spun it down on the counter. The bartender did two small coppers back a himin change.
Pocketing them, McDermott grinned gpologeticaly at the gray-skinned Denebian floozie he had been



making plans about until the call to HQ, and shouldered hisway out of the bar. He walked pretty well,
congdering there was nearly five credits worth of straight Sirian rum under his belt.

McDermott held hisliquor pretty well. He was abig man, six-three and two hundred sixty pounds,
and there was plenty of acohol-absorbing bulk there to gobble up the stuff as he poured it down his
throat.

His car, with the officia nova-emblem of the Galaxy Petrol Corps, was sitting outside the bar. He
tumbled into it, jabbed the start-button fiercely, and shot away from the curb. The trip to Headquarters
took him twenty minutes, which was pretty good time considering that the building was halfway across
town.

Sergeant Thom was at the night desk, awizened little Aldebaranian who looked up as McDermott
came through the door and said, "Better leg it upstairs, Mac. Davisis on tonight and he wants you fast.”

"He'swaited thislong,” McDermott said. "He can wait alittle longer. No sense rushing around.”

McDermott took the gravtube upstairs and entered the Officer of the Day's cubbyhole without
knocking. The O.D. was Captain Davis, aforty-year veteran of the Corpswho lived amode life himsdlf
and who had severa times expressed himsdlf rather harshly on the subject of McDermott's drinking.

Now helooked a McDermott with an expression of repugnance on hisface and said in histight
little voice, "I'm sorry to have found it necessary to pull you off your freetime, Lieutenant.”

McDermott said nothing. Daviswent on, "A matter has come up and at the moment you're the only
man at this base who can handleit. A girl named Nancy Hollis has been kidnapped—an Earthgirl, visting
thisworld on atour with her parents. The father isabig-whed diplomat making agaactic junket. She
was plucked out of her hotel room and carted away in aModed XV-108 ship by aman identified only as
Blaine Hassolt of thiscity. Know him?"

McDermott shook hishead.

Davis shrugged. "Well, no matter. The girl left ascribbled note and we got on thetrall pretty fast
after the snatch. Hassolt was heading outsystem with her and we dapped a spy-vector on the ship. We
followed it asfar aswe could. It disgppeared pretty fast and asfar as we can compute it crashlanded on
Breckmyer 1. We saw the ship in orbit around that world and we saw asmall lifeship detach from the
main and skedaddle down to the planetary surface. Lifeships land but they don't take off. That means
Hassolt and the girl are somewhere on Breckmyer V. Get out there and find them, Mac.”

Moigtening hislips, McDermott said, "Y oure sureit's Breckmyer IV?'

"y es"

"Oh"

McDermott knew that planet. It was a gtinking hot one, whose moderate zones were intolerable
and whose tropical zones were sheer hdll. It wasinhabited by primitive humanoids and there were no
Terran settlements anywhere on the planet. He was being handed alousy job, maybe even asuicide job.
But the kidnapped girl's father was a big-whedl diplomat, and policy dictated making at least atoken
effort to get her off Breckmyer 1V, if she had survived the landing. The Corps had to send someone
down there to look around—and the least valuable member of the local base was arumsoaked
Corpsman named McDermott.

"Youll leave a once," Davistold him. "Y ou won't stop a your bar for booze. Y ou won't stop to
take ashave. Y ou won't stop to do any old damn thing."

"Yes, gr," McDermott said stonily.

"We'refueling up aship for you at the Corps port. It'l be ready for blasting in fifteen minutes.
Heaven helpyou if you're late.”

"I'll bethereontime, ar."



"You'd better be."

McDermott got to the spaceport in time for the blasting. He had made one tiny stop, at an all-night
package store just outside the spaceport area, but Davis didn't have to know that. And the mass margin
of the ship was athousand pounds; nobody would mind if he brought asmall brown bag containing a
couple of bottles on board.

The shipwasadl ready for him. Under the floodlights the service flunkies bustled around, piping in
fud and checking the instruments. McDermott wondered why they were going to so much trouble. This
was asacrifice flight anyway; he wasn't going to find that girl in the jungle, and held be damned lucky if he
ever got back dive after making alanding on Breckmyer 1V.

But he didn't say anything. The groundside flunkies looked at him with the worship and wonder in
their eyes, the way they looked at any full-fledged Corpsman no matter how seedy he was, how
disreputable. Asfar asthey were concerned, McDermott was a Corpsman, and the glamor of that rank
eclipsed completely any incidentd. deficiencies of persondity he might possibly have.

He climbed into the control cabin of the ship. It was an XV-110, afour-man ship with auxiliary
boost. That would make landing and taking off on rough terrain easier, and there would be room for him
to bring back both Hassolt and the girl if he could find them.

McDermott stowed histhree bottles of rum in the gravholder near the pilot's chair, headed to the
gdley, and found anipple-top in the galley stores. He opened one of the bottles, fastened the nippletoit,
and took aquick dug. Then he strapped himself in for blastoff position while the count-down went on
outsde.

"Reedy for blagt, Lieutenant McDermott.”

"Ready," he snapped back.

The automatic pilot was ready to function too. A glittering metallic tape dangled loosdy from the
mouth of the computer. McDermott knew that the tape would guide him faithfully through the hyperwarp
across the eighteen light-years that separated him at the moment from Breckmyer IV. Thetrip would
take aday and ahdf, ship time. If he budgeted himsdlf properly, those three rum bottleswould see him
through the round trip.

If therewas around trip.

"Blasting in eight seconds, Lieutenant.”

He touched hisfingersto the control board and switched on the activator for the autopilot. From
here on he was just S0 much baggage. The ship would fly itself without any help from him.

Reaching out, he made sure his precious rum was secure againgt blastoff. He leaned back, waiting.
He knew no one gave much of adamn whether he reached Breckmyer |V safely or not, whether he
found the girl safe and sound, whether he got back to the Albireo base. He was being sent out just for the
sake of appearances. The Corps was making agesture. Look here, Mr. Hollis, we're trying to rescue
your daughter.

McDermott scowled hitterly. The last number of the count-down sounded. The ship rocked back
and forth amoment and shot away into space. Eleven seconds after the moment of blastoff, the autopilot
activated the spacewarp generator, and so far as observers on Albireo XI11 were concerned McDermott
and his ship had ceased to exigt.

A day and ahdf later, the autopilot yanked the ship out of warp, and in full color on the ship's



screen was the system of Breckmyer—the big golden-yellow sun surrounded by its thirteen planets.
McDermott had finished one full bottle of hisrum, and the benippled second bottle was drained dmost to
its Mlimsoll line, but he had had time to look up the Breckmyer system in the ship's ephemeris anyhow.

Of thethirteen planets, only one was suitable for inteligent life, and that wasthe fourth. Thefirst
three were far too hot; the fifth through eighth were too big, and the outer planets were too cold.

The fourth, though, was inhabited—Dby tribal-organized humanoids of aClass|il-acivilization.
Therewere no citiesand no indugtries. It was a primitive hunting-and-agricultural world with amean
temperature of 85 in the temperate zones and 120 in the tropics. McDermott meant to avoid the tropics.
If Hassolt and the girl had landed there, McDermott didn't intend to search very intensdly for them. Not
when the temperature was quite capable of climbing to 150 or 160 in the shade—and a hot, muggy,
humid 160 &t that.

He guided the ship on manud into an orbit round the fourth planet at a distance of three hundred
thousand feet. That far up, the mass-detector would function. He could vector in on the crashed ship and
find its wheresbouts.

Snapping on the detector, he threw the ship into a steady orbit and waited. An hour later camethe
beep-beeping of afind; and, tuning the fine control on his detector plate, he discovered that he had
indeed |ocated the kidnap ship.

It had crashed in the temperate zone, for which McDermott uttered fervent blessings. Thelittle
lifeship had landed no more than a couple of milesfrom the stolen vessdl. Presumably Hassolt and Nancy
Hallis were somewhere in the neighborhood.

His subradio cameto life and Captain Davis thin voice said, "Comein, McDermott. Comein.”

"McDermott here, Sr.”

"Any luck? Areyou in orbit around the planet yet?*

"I'minorbit,” McDermott confirmed. "And I've found the ship, dl right. It'sdown below me. I'm
making reedy for alanding now."

"Good luck," Davis said, and there wasn't much friendlinessin hisvoice. "The girl'sfather sendshis
best wishes to you. He says helll take good care of you if you bring his daughter back safely.”

"Members of the Corps are not alowed to accept emolumentsin the course of duty,” McDermott
recited tiredly, knowing that Daviswasjust testing him. "If | can find the girl I'll bring her back."

"You'd better,” Davissaid coldly. "Therell bedl kinds of troubleif Senator Hollis daughter doesn't
get found.”

The contact died. McDermott shrugged his shoulders and took another quick pull of the rum. It
warmed hisinsides and buoyed him with confidence. Moving rapidly, he st up alanding orbit that would
put his ship down not far from the crashed vessd.

Hethrew the relays back. Slowly his ship left its orbit and began to head groundward.

Thelanding was agood one. McDermott had been in the Corpsfor fifteen years, and in that tine
you learned how to make a good landing in a spaceship. Y ou have to learn, because the ones who didn't
learn didn't last for fifteen years.

Hefined the ship into apinpoint areaamile or so broad, which is pretty much of apinpoint from
three hundred thousand feet up. Then he brought her down, aiming for the flattest pot, and by skilful use
of the auxiliary boost managed to land the ship smoothly without crisping. more than afew thousand
square feet of the jungle with the exhaust of hisjets.

Hisjungle kit was al ready for him—medications, a Turner blastgun, a machete, a compass, and
such things. He dung it over hisback and dithered down the dragwalk to ground level. He leaned against
the ship and pushed, but it didn't rock. It was standing steady, its weight cutting afew inchesinto the



ground. Good landing, he told himself. Hope takeoff is just as good.

The thermometer in hiswrist-unit read 94 degrees, humidity 89 percent. It was clammily moist ashe
started out on his mission. His mass-detector told him that the crashed spaceship lay two and ahdf miles
to the west, and he figured he had better start out from therein his search for Hassolt and Nancy Hollis.
The lifeship was somewhere further to the west; his portable detector was not powerful enough to locate
it more definitely.

He began to walk.

McDermott was wearing regulation aien-planet costume: high boots and leatheroid trousers, thick
teflon jacket, sun helmet. Because Breckmyer |V was areasonably Earthtype planet, he did not need a
breathing-mask.

Thejungle dl about wasthick and luxurious. The plantswent in for color here. Stout
corrugated-boled palmtrees rose dl about him, and their heavy fronds, dangling dmost to the ,jungle
floor, were a blue-green hue ringed with notches of red. Creeping and clinging yellow vineswrithed from
treeto tree, while acarpet of flaming red grass was underfoot. The vegetation seemed to be swesting;
beaded drops of moisture lay quivering on every succulent leaf.

McDermott walked. He had to cut hisway through the overhanging thicket of vineswith backhand
sweeps of his machete every five or six steps, and though he was abig man and a powerful one he was
covered with sweat himself before he had travelled a quarter of amile through the heavy vegetation. He
resisted the temptation to strip away hisjacket and shirt. The forest wasfull of droning, buzzing insects
with hungry little beaks, and the less bare skin he exposed the better.

He had seen what jungle insects could do to a man. He had seen swollen and bloated corpses,
victimsof the cholla-fly of Procyon IX, killed by asingle sting. And though it was oven-hot here,
McDermott kept his uniform on until it stuck to his body in ahundred places. Dead men didn't perspire,
but he preferred to perspire.

Jungle creatures hooted mocking cries al around. Once, twice he thought he saw alithe figure
shaped like aman peer a him from between two trees and dip slently off into the darkness, but he
wasn't sure. He shrugged his shoulders and kept going. He wasn't interested in the native life. They were
pretty skilled with poisoned blowdarts on Breckmyer 1V, he had been told. He felt an uncomfortable
twitch between his shoulderblades, and pressed grimly on, cursing the man who had sent him out hereto
Swedt.

An hour later he reached the wrecked spaceship. It had oxidized pretty badly in the atmosphere on
the way down, and there wasn't much |eft of it. Certainly it could never take off. Hassolt would probably
beg him to take him back to civilization, if hewas il dive.

Thelifeship had landed amile further west, and that meant nearly thirty minutes of weary dogging.
McDermott's breath was coming fast and he had to stop every few minutesto rest and mop the sticky
swest out of hiseyes,; it rolled down into his thick brows and dripped maddeningly onto his cheeks.

Thelifeship sat onitstail in alittle clearing. It had landed well. McDermott looked at it. The lifeships
were hardly bigger than bathtubs—rocket-equipped bathtubs. They were big enough for two people,
threeif they were willing to crowd together, and they were capable of coming down through a planetary
atmosphere and making asafe landing. That was dl. They could not be used for taking off again, but they
would get their occupants safely down.

McDermott stood by the lifeship amoment, looking around. The grass was pretty well trampled
here; agood sign of avillagein the neighborhood. Most likely Hassolt and the girl werein thevillage.

He started to walk again. In ten minutes the village appeared, anest of randomly-arranged huts on
high dtilts, circling loosely around the banks of ajungle stream. Advancing cautioudy, McDermott saw a
few of the natives, dim catlike humanoid creatures whose bodies were covered with a soft yelow fur. He
made sure his blastgun was where he could reach it, and activated his verbd trandator.

He stepped forward into the village.



Two or three of the natives edged out from their huts and came to meet him, padding silently over
the besten-down grass. Therewas no fear in their gleaming blue eyes, only curiosity.

McDermott garted to say, "I'm looking for a couple of my people who crashlanded here.”

Then he stopped.

An Earthman was coming out of the biggest and most magnificent hut in the village. He was grinning.
Hewasatal man, though not astall as McDermott was, and hisface was very thin, with hard angling
cheekbones. He was wearing lustrous robes made from the hide of somejungle animal, thick, handsome
robes. On his head he wore akind of crown made from ivory.

"Areyou Blaine Hasolt?' McDermott demanded.

The other nodded with easy familiarity. He spokein a pleasant drawling voice. "I'm Hasolt, yes.
And you've cometo get me and bring me back?"

McDermott nodded.

Hassolt laughed. "How thoughtful of you!™

McDermott said, scowling, "1 don't give adamn if you rot here or not, Hassolt. I'm here to get the
girl. You can come back and stand trid or you can Stay herein thejungle.”

One of Hassolt's eyebrows rose quizzicaly. "1 take it you're a Corpsman?”

"Youtekeit right.”

"Ah. How nice. There was atime when | was actudly praying that we were being followed by a
Corpsman—that was the time when the controls blanked out, and | had to crashland. | was very worried
then. | was afraid we'd be cast away forever on some dangerous planet.”

"Youlikeit thishot?' McDermott asked.

"I don't mind. I liveagood life here," Hassolt stretched lazily. "The natives seem to have made me
their king, Lieutenant. | rather liketheidea"

McDermott's eyes widened. " And how about the girl—Nancy Hallis?!

"She's heretoo,” Hassolt said. "Would you like to see her?!

"Whereisshe?'

Instead of answering Hassolt turned and whistled at the big hut. "Nancy! Nancy, come out herea
moment! Weve got avisitor.”

A moment passed; then, agirl appeared from the hut. She, too, wore robes and a crown;
underneath the robes her body was bare, oddly pale, and she made ineffectual attempts to conceal
herself as she saw McDermott. She was about nineteen or so, pretty in apae sort of way, with
short-cropped brown hair and an gppedling face.

"I'm Lieutenant McDermott of the Corps, Miss Hollis," McDermott said. "We put a spy-vector on
Hassolt's ship and traced you here. I've come to take you back."

"Oh, have you?" Hassolt said before the girl could speak. "Y ou haven't consulted mein this matter.
Y ou redlize you propose to rob thistribe of its beloved queen.”

McDermott's scowl tightened. He gestured with the blastgun and raised it to firing leve. "'l havea
ship about three milesfrom here," he said. " Suppose you start walking now. In an hour or two we can be
there, and in aday and ahdf well al be back safe and sound on Albireo XI1."

"I don't want to be rescued,” Hassolt said deliberately. "1 like it here."

"What you like doesn't matter. Miss Hallis, this man forcibly abducted you, didn't he?"

She nodded.

"Okay," McDermott said. He nodded over his shoulder in the direction of the ship. "Let's go,
Hasolt."

"Put the gun down, McDermott," Hassolt said quietly.



"Don't make trouble or I'll gun you down right now,” McDermott snapped. "I'm more interested in
rescuing MissHallisthan | amin dragging you back to court.”

"MissHolliswill say right here. Sowill 1. Put the gun down. McDermott, there are four natives
ganding in aring, thirty feet behind you, and each oneis holding ablowdart pipe. All I haveto doislift
my hand and you'll be riddled with darts. It'saquick degth, but it isn't anice one.”

McDermott's broad back began to itch. Swest rolled in rivers down hisface. He cautiousy glanced
around to his|eft.

Hassolt was right. Four dim catlike beings stood in asemicircle behind him, blowpipe poised &t lips.
McDermott paused amoment, swesting, and then let his gun drop to the ground.

"Kick it toward me," Hassolt ordered.

McDermott shoved it with his foot toward the other. Hassolt hastily scooped it up, stowed it in his
sash, and gestured to the dliens. Two of them dipped up behind McDermott and relieved him of his
machete. He was now unarmed. Hefdlt likeanidiot.

Hassolt grinned and said, "Make yourself a home and keep out of trouble, McDermott. And
remember that my bodyguardswill bewatching you al thetime."

He turned and waked away, heading back toward the hut.

McDermott stared after him; finally he muttered a brief curse and looked &t the girl.

"I'm sorry | got you into this," she said.

"It'snot your fault, Miss. It'smine. My fault for joining the Corps and my fault for taking this
assgnment and my fault for not shooting Hassolt the second | saw him.”

"It would have done no good. The natives would have killed you immediately."

He looked around at the village. Two or three natives skulked in the distance, ready to transfix him
with dartsif he showed any sign of trouble.

Hesad, "How did dl this happen? | mean, Hassolt being king and everything?”

She shrugged. "I hardly know. I met him one afternoon at the Terran Club and he bought me a
couple of drinks—I thought he was interesting, you know. So we went for adrivein his car, and next
thing | knew he was forcing me aboard a ship and blagting off."

McDermott looked at her. "With what purposein mind?'

"Ransom,” she said. "Hetold me all about it as soon as we were in space. He was heading for the
Aldebaran system, where held cable my father for money. If Dad came through, he was going to turn me
over to the authorities and vanish. If Dad refused to pay, hed—take mewith him as his mistress. But we
were only alittle distance from Albireo when | grabbed control of the ship and tried to head it back. |
didn't succeed."

"But you did foul up the controls so thoroughly that Hassolt had to abandon his original ideaand
crashland the ship here?’

"Y es. We came down in the lifeship and the natives found us. Hassolt had atrandator with him, and
it turned out they wanted usto be their king and queen, or something like that. So we've been king and
queen for the past few days. The natives do everything Hassolt says."

"Do they obey you, too?'

"Sometimes. But I'm definitely second-fiddleto him."

McDermott chewed at hislip and wished he had brought his remaining bottle of rum adong. It wasa
nasty position. Far from being anxious to be rescued, Hassolt was probably delighted to live on
Breckmyer IV. He wasn't willing to leave, and he wasn't willing to let Nancy Hallis go ether. Nor was he
going to let McDermott escape dive and possibly bring a stronger Corps force to rescue the girl.

He eyed the blowpipers speculatively. Unarmed as he was, he didn't dare risk trying to escape, with



or without the girl. The ship wastoo far from the village, and beyond a doubt the natives would know
shortcuts and could easily head him off at Hassolt's command.

Sneaking up behind Hassolt was equally impossible. Asking, Hassolt was thoroughly guarded.
Bdting him from behind and making arun for the ship with the girl would be sheer suicide.

McDermott sat down by agrassy risein theturf.

"What are you going to do?' the girl asked. She waslooking a him in the starry-eyed way that
teenage girlswere likely to look a Corpsmen who came to rescue them from aien planets. She didn't
seem to redlize that this particular Corpsman was average, overweight, and didn't have the foggiest idea
of how to rescue either her or himsdif.

"Nothing," McDermott said. "Nothing but wait. Maybe some other ship will come after me. But |
doubt it."

McDermott spent the next few hours wandering around the village. Evidently some sort of council
mesting was going on in Hassolt's hut; McDermott heard the sounds of aien words from timeto time.

The blowpipersringed in the village. There was no way out. He wondered if Hassolt intended to
keep him prisoner indefinitely.

No, that was unlikely. McDermott, as a Corpsman, was a potential danger to Hassolt at all times.
Hassolt undoubtedly would get rid of him as soon as the business at hand was taken care of.

And the girl waslooking at him so damned hopefully. Asif she pegged her life on asereneinner
confidence that the Corpsman was going to engineer her rescue somehow:

Somehow.

The afternoon was growing late and the big golden sun was sinking in the distance when one of the
aiens came noisdesdy up to them, and proferred each of them abowl of some sort of liquid.

"What isit?" McDermott asked, sniffing the contents of the bowl suspicioudy.

"Something dcohalic,” she said. "They makeit out of fermented vegetable mash. Hassolt drinks it
and saysit'sokay."

McDermott grinned and sampled it. It was sweet and musky-tasting, not at al bad. And potent.
Two bowlsful this size could probably keep aman in a pleasant acoholic stupor haf aday.

He finished the bowl off hurriedly and redlized that the girl waslooking at him in surprise and—was
that disgust? Her image of him as a super-boyscout was fading fast, he thought. He had guzzled the liquor
just abit too greedily.

"Good," he said.

"Glad you likeit."

He started to make some reply, but he heard an approaching footfall behind him, and turned. It was
Hassolt. He was holding McDermott's blastgun tightly in his hand and hisface had | ot the sophisticated,
mocking look it had had earlier. He seemed drained of blood now, apae, white sickly color. It was
pretty plain that Hassolt had just had a considerable shock. Something that had rippled him to the core.

Hesad, in avoice that was harsh and bresthy, "McDermott, how far isyour ship from here?"

McDermott grinned. "Three miles. Three and a half, maybe. More or less due east.”

Hassolt waggled the blastgun. "Come on: Tekemeto it."

"Right now?"

"Right now."

McDermott stared levelly at the kidnapper for an instant, and let some of the euphoriainduced by
the dien drink leave hismind. Narrowing hiseyesin unbelief, he sad, "Are you serious?'

"Stop wagting time. | want you to take me to the ship now."

Thegirl was staring in bewilderment at him. McDermott said, ™Y ou sure got tired of the kinging



businessfast, Hassolt. Y ou loved it here two hours ago.”

"l didn't know two hours ago what | know now. Y ou know what they do to their king and queen at
the end of the year? They throw them into alive volcano! It'stheir way of showing thanksto the
volcano-god for having brought them safdly through the year. Then they pick anew king and queen.”

McDermott arted to chuckle. "So it's the old savage story, huh? Treat you like aking for ayear
and chuck you to thelaval”

"I happened to come aong afew days after the old king and queen had been sacrificed,” Hassolt
sad. "Usudly they choose the new onesfrom their tribe, but they prefer to have strangers. Likethe girl
andme”

McDermott continued chuckling. "But what's your hurry? If the new year's only afew daysold, you
have plenty of time."

"I don't careto stick around. Take meto your ship now, McDermott."

"Suppose | don't?"

Hassolt stared meaningfully at the gun. McDermott said camly, "'If you shoot me, | can't guide you
to theship, can 1?7

Tightly Hassolt said, "In that case I'd find it myself. Y ou can either take me there and stay dive, or
refuse and die. Take your choice.”

McDermott shrugged. "Y ou have methere. I'll take you.”

"Let'sgo, then. Now."

"It'slate. Can't you walt till morning? Itll be dark by the time we get there.”

"Now," Has0lt said.

"How about the girl?*

"She stays here," Hassolt said. "'l just want to get away mysalf. The two of you can stay here. I'm
not going to take any more chances. That she-devil wrecked the other ship.”

"So | guide you to my ship and let you blast off, and | stay here and face the music?'

"You'l havethe girl. Come on now," Hassolt said. His face was drawn and terror-pae.

"Okay," McDermott said. "I'll take you to the ship.”

He could understand Hassolt's jittery impatience. The natives might not like their king taking a
runout powder, and Hassolt intended to get out while he still could. His ransom project didn't matter,
now; having found out what the real function of the king was on this planet, he wanted off in ahurry, a
any cogt.

Which, McDermott reflected, leaves me and the girl here. And I'm the substitute king.

And abailing volcano waiting for me at the end of my year-long reign, he thought.

They left the girl behind in the village and dipped off into the thick jungle asthefirst shadows of
night began to descend. McDermott led, and Hassolt, following behind him, madeit plain that he was
keeping the gun not very far from the smdl of McDermott's back al the time. The Corpsman hacked
golidly forward into the jungle, retracing his steps.

"It was only three miles, you say?"

"Maybe four,” McDermott replied. "Don't worry, Hassolt. I'll take you to the ship. I'd rather be a
live coward than a dead hero."

They pressed on. After awhile they passed the lifeship and the wreckage of the mother ship, and
McDermott knew they were on the right path. The sun dropped below the horizon; the sky darkened,
and two smadll jagged moons, bright and pitted, drifted into the sky. The air was cooler now. McDermott
thought of the girls back at the village. And of the volcano.

"Y ou thought you had a pretty good dedl, eh, Hassolt? Servants and food and booze and a girl, dl



set up for therest of your life. Y ou don't think you might have gotten tired of it after awhile?

"Shut up.”

"But then they let you know what was waiting for you, and you decided to run out. Lucky for you
that I came aong with my nice shiny ship,” McDermott said. He wasthirsting for adrink of any kind.

Half an hour later, they reached the ship. McDermott turned and saw Hassolt staring at it amost
lovingly. He said, "Y ou know how to operateit?’

"I'll manage. Y ou come aboard and show me."

They boarded the ship, which stood silently in the forest as night descended. Hassolt prowled
around, looking at the controls. It was obviousto McDermott that the kidnapper was not familiar with
the XV-110 modd.

He turned to Hassolt and said, "L.ook here—you don't know how to run this ship and | do. Why
don't you let me stay on board as pilot?'

Hassolt chuckled. "Y ou think I'm crazy? Take a Corpsman aboard? L ook, that girl wrecked the
other ship, and I'm going to travel in this one done. Show me which button to push and then clear off."

"That's definite, huh?*

"Yesh"

"Okay. Come here."

Heled Hassolt to the control panel and gave him abrief rundown on the operation of the ship. The
beady-eyed kidnapper took it al in with deep interest.

The rum-bottle was ill Stting in the grav-holder next to the pilot's seat, where McDermott had left
it for consumption on the return journey. In the darkened ship, it looked like some control lever to the left
of the chair.

"Now, thislever over here," McDermott said.

He grasped the bottle firmly asif it were acontrol. Suddenly heripped it from its holder and in the
same motion swung it back into Hassolt's skull. The bottle broke with aloud crack, and Hassolt dropped
to the ground asif poleaxed. McDermott bent over him and took the blastgun gun from his hands.
Hassolt was dlill breathing.

Tenderly he scooped Hassolt up and dragged him out of the ship, acrossthe clearing, and propped
him up againgt atree outside of thefiring-range. Then McDermott stood for along moment, thinking.

It was dark now. Jungle-beasts honked and hooted in the night. It was a seven-mile hike round trip
back to the village to get the girl, and when he got there he probably would be swarmed over
immediately and held. By now the natives probably had discovered that their king and the newcomer had
vanished. They wouldn't let him dip out of Sght asecond time,

McDermott shook his head regretfully. He climbed back into the ship and readied it for blastoff.

Too bad about the girl, he thought. But it was suicide to go back to get her.

He thought: it wouldn't be such abad life—for awhile. Hed be waited on hand and foot, and
theréd be plenty of that pungent liquor, and of course he would have the girl. But at the end of the year
there would be the volcano waiting for both of them.

Better that one of us should escape, he thought. Too bad about the girl. I'll tell Davisthat the lifeship
blew up on landing, and that both of them were killed and their bodies beyond salvage.

Y ou ought to go back and get her, something said inside him. But he shook his head and began
Setting up the blasting pattern. 1f he went back, he'd never get a second chance to escape. No boy-scout
stuff, McDermott; you'retoo old for that. Pull out while you can.

And Hassolt and the girl would meet the volcano in ayear. He shrugged sadly and jabbed down on
the button that activated the jets.

The ship sprang away from Breckmyer 1V. McDermott felt apang of sadnessfor the girl, and then
forgot her. The rescue mission had failed; leaveit at that. His chief regret wasthat he had needed to use
the bottle of rum to club down Hassolt. It wasthe last bottle. It was going to be along dry voyage back



to Albireo, McDermott thought mournfully.

Exiled from Earth (1958)

Though mogt of the stories | wrote for Super-Science were done to order and formula, sometimes|
used W.W. Scott as asavage market for materid | had origindly aimed at one of the upper-leve
magazines. He didn't mind that it didn't fit his usual action-adventure mode, solong as| didn't do it too
often and the story had, at |east, some science-fictiona color. He and | were pretty much dependent on
each other now, hefor the materia | supplied so effortlesdy, | for those resonant two-cents-a-word
checks. March 1958 adone saw me sdll him two s-f stories, "The Traders' and "The Aliens Were
Haters" and five crime pieces, "Doublecrosser's Daughter,” "Deadly Widow," "Rollercoaster Ride," "Let
Him Swest," and "The Ace of Spades Means Degath," plus some batches of sciencefillers. The pay came
to over athousand dollars, aregal sumin preinflation 1958 money. How | thought up dl the Story idess,
God aone knows: | can only tell you that when | sat down each morning and put paper in the typewriter,
astory would be there waiting to be written.

In this case the story that had been waiting to be written, in mid-October of 1957, involved an old
actor out in the stars who wanted to go back to Earth and play Hamlet one last time—something that |
thought Horace Gold of Galaxy might be interested in, for a cent aword more than Scottie would pay. |
caledit"You Can't Go Back." Horace didn't fancy it. Neither did Bob Mills, who had replaced Tony
Boucher asthe editor of Fantasy and Science Fiction. So early in April of 1958, | took it down to
Scottie. He bought it unhesitatingly, changed itstitle on the oot to "Exiled from Earth,” and ran it under
the byline of "Richard F. Watson" in the December, 1958 issue of Super-Science, whereit kept
company with my other two recent submissions, "The Aliens Were Haters' (under my own name) and
"The Traders' (as Cdvin M. Knox). Scottie renamed the latter story "The Unique and Terrible
Compulsion.” Asl said earlier, some of histitle changes were improvements, but not al.

The night old Howard Brian got hisimpossible yen to return to Earth, we were playing to an
amogt-full house at Smit's Terran Theater on Salvor. A crowd like that one really warms adirector's
heart. Five hundred solemn-mouthed, rubber-faced green Salvori had filed into the little drab auditorium
back of the circus aviary, that night. They had plunked down two credits apiece to watch my small
troupe of exiled Terran actors perform.

We were doing King Lear that night—or rather, a boiled-down half-hour condensation of it. | say
with | hope pardonable pride that it wasn't too bad ajob. The circus management limits my company to
half an hour per show, so wewon't steal time from the other attractions.

A nuisance, but what could we do? With Earth under inflexible Neopuritan sway, we had to go
elsewhere and take whatever bookingswe could. | cut Lear down to Size by pasting together a string of
the best peeches, and to Sheol with the plot. Plot didn't matter here, anyway; the Savori didn't
understand aword of the show.

But they ingsted on style, and so did |. Technique! Impeccable timing. Smit's Playerswere just
about the sole exponents of the Terran dramain this sector of the outworlds, and | wanted each and
every performance to be worthy of the world that kind cast us so sernly forth.

| sat in the back of the theater unnoticed and watched old Howard Brian, in thetitle role, bringing
the show toits close. Howard was the veteran of my troupe, atdl, still mgestic figure at seventy-three. |
didn't know then that thiswasto be the night of his crackup.

Hewas holding dead Corddiain hisarms and glaring round asif his eyes were neutron-smitters.
Spittle flecked his gray beard.

"Howl, howl, howl, howl!! Oh, you are men of stones:



Had | your tongues and eyes, I'd use them so

That heaven's vaults should crack. She's gone forever.
| know when oneis dead, and when onelives;

She's dead as earth. Lend me alooking-glass;

If that her breath will mist or stain the stone,

Why then shelives™

AsHoward reached that tingling line, She's dead as earth, | glanced at my watch. In three minutes
Lear would be over, and the circus attendants would clear the auditorium for the next show, the popular
Damooran hypnotists. Silently | dipped from my seet, edged through the brightly-lit theater—Salvori
smply can't stand the dark—and made my way past arow of weeping aliens toward the dressing-room,
to be on hand to congratulate my cast.

| got there during the final speech, and counted the curtain-cdls: five, six, seven. Applause from
outside still boomed as Howard Brian entered the dressing-room, with the rest of the cast following him.
Howard's seamed face was beaded with sweat. Genuine tears glittered in his faded eyes. Genuine. The
mark of agresat actor.

| came forward and seized his hand. "Marve ous job tonight, old man. The Greeniesloved every
second of it. They were spellbound.”

"To hdl with the Greenies," Howard said in asuddenly hoarse voice. "I'm through, Erik. Let
someone else play Lear for your gaggle of gawping green-faced goggle-eyed dliensin this stale-sawdust
creus”

| grinned at the old man. | had seen him in this crochety bitter mood before. We al were subject to
it, when we thought of Earth. "Come off it, Howard!" | chuckled. "Y ou don't mean to tell meyou're
retiring again? Why, you'rein your prime. Y ou never were better than—"

"No!" Howard plopped heavily into achair and let his gaudy regal robes swirl around him. He
looked very much the confused, defeated Lear at that moment. "Finished,” he breathed. "1'm going back
to Earth, Erik. Lacomeddiaéfinita."

"Hey!" | shouted to the rest of the company. "Listen to old Uncle Vanyahere! He's going back to
Earth! He says he'stired of playing Lear for the Greenied™

Joanne, my Goneril, chuckled, and then Ludwig, the Gloucester, picked it up, and a couple of
othersjoined in—but it was an awkward, quickly dying chuckle. | saw the weary, wounded look on old
Howard'sface. | grinned apologetically and snapped, "Okay! Out of costume double fast, everyone.
Cadt party intwenty minutes! Kethii and roast dwaarn for everybody!"

"Erik, can | tak to you in your office?' Howard murmured to me.

"Sure. Comeon. Tak it dl out, Howard."

| led the gaunt old actor into the red-walled cubicle | laughingly cal my office, and dided two
filtered rums, Terran style. Howard gulped hisdrink greedily, pushed away the empty glass, burped. He
transfixed me with hislong gray beard and glittering eye and said, "1 need eleven hundred creditsto get
back to Earth. The one-way fare'sfive thousand. I've saved thirty-nine hundred.”

"And you're going to toss your lifé's savingsinto onetrip?* | shook my head emphaticaly. " Snap out
of it, Howard! Y ou're not on stage now. Y ou aren't Lesr—not a doddering old man ready to die."

"I know that. I'm gtill young—inside. Erik, | want to play Hamlet in New Y ork. | want it more than
anything else thereis. So I've decided to go back to New Y ork, to play Hamlet."

"Oh," | said softly. "Oh, | see™

Draining my glass, | stared reflectively at Howard Brian. | understood for the first time what had
happened to the old actor. Howard was obvioudy insane.

Thelast time anyone had played Hamlet in New Y ork, | knew, it had been the late Dover Hallis, at
the climax of his magnificent career. Hollis had played the gloomy prince a the Odeon on February 21,
2167. Thirty-one years ago. The next day, the Neopuritan mgority in Congress succeeded in ramming
through its anti-sin legidation, and as part of the omnibus bill the theaters were closed. Play-producing



became afelonious act. Members of the histrionic professions overnight lost what minute respectability
they had managed to attain. We were all scamjps and scoundrels once again, asin the earliest days of the
thester.

| remembered Dover Hollis 2167 Hamlet vividly, because | had beeninit. | was eighteen, and |
played Marcedlus. Not too well, mind you; | never was much of an actor.

Howard Brian had been in that company too, and a more villainous Claudius had never been seen
on Americas shores. Howard had been signed on to do Hamlet, but when Dover Hollis requested a
chanceto play the part Howard had gracioudy moved aside. And thereby lost hisonly chanceto play the
Dane. Hewasto have reclaimed hisrole aweek later, when Hollis returned to London—Dbut, aweek
later, the padlocks were on the theater doors.

| said to Howard, "Y ou can't go back to Earth. Y ou know that, don't you?'

He shook his head obstinately. "They're casting for Hamlet a the Odeon again. I'm not too old,
Erik. Bernhard played it, and she was an old woman, with awooden leg, yet. | want to go."

| sighed. "Howard, listen to me: you accepted free transportation from the Neopuritan government,
likedl therest of us, on the condition that you didn't try to return. They shipped you to the outworlds.

Y ou can't go back."

"Maybe they're out of power. Maybe the Supreme Court overthrew the legidation. Maybe—"

"Maybe nothing. Y ou read Outworld Variety, the same asthe rest of us. Y ou know how things
stand on Earth. The Supreme Court istwelve to three Neopuritan, and the three old holdouts are at
death's door. Congressis Neopuritan. A whole new generation of solemn littleidiots has grown up under
aNeopuritan president. It'sthe same dl over theworld." | shook my head. "There isn't any going back.
Thetimeisout of joint, Howard. Earth doesn't want actors or dancers or singers or other sinful people.
Until the pendulum swings back again, Earth just wantsto atone. They're having agloom orgy.”

"Give me another drink, Erik," Howard said hollowly. | dided it for him. He durped haf of it down
and sad, "1 didn't ask you for asermon. | just want €leven hundred credits. Y ou can spareit.”

"That's questionable. But the money'sirrelevant, anyway. Y ou couldn't get back to Earth.”

"Will you let metry?'

Hisdry cheekswere quivering, and tearswere forming in hiseyes. | saw hewasin the grip of an
obsession that could have only one possible end, and | knew then that | had lost my best actor. | said,
"What do you want meto do?'

"Guarantee me the money. Then get me avisaand book passage for me. I'll take care of the rest.”

| wasslent.

He sad, "Weve been together thirty years, Erik. | remember when you were akid actor who didn't
know blank verse from ablank check. But you grew up into the best director | ever worked with."

"Thanks, Howard."

"No. No thanks needed. | did my best for you, even on this rotten backwater. Remember my
PrinceHa? And | did Falstaff too, ten yearslater. And Willy Loman, and Mark Diamond, and the whole
Ibsen cycle

"Youweregrest," | sad. "You sill are”

"We never did Hamlet, though. Y ou said you couldn't bear to condenseit for the Greenies. Well,
now's my chance. Send meto Earth. Lend me the dough, see the Consul for me, fix things up. Will you
do that for me, Erik?"

| drew in my bresth sharply. | realized | had no choice. From this night on, Howard would be no
good to me as an actor; | might just aswell try to let him die happy.

"Okay," | said. "I'll seewhat | can do for you."

"You'reaprince, Erik! An ace among men and the director of directors. Y ou—"

| cut him off. "It'stime for the cast party. We don't want to miss out on that sweet burbling kethii.”



Asusud, wewere very very gay that night, with the desperate gaiety of abunch of actors stranded
inadismd alien world where we were gppreciated for the way we did things but not for what we did.
Wewere just another act in Goznor's Circus, and there wasn't one of uswho didn't know it.

| woke the next morning with akethii head, which isoneway of saying that my eyebalswere
popping. The odor of dopsgot me up. My flat isin the Dillborr quarter of Salvor City, and Dillborr isthe
rough Salvori equivaent for Pigtown. But Earthmen actors are severely restricted asto living quarterson
worldslike Savor.

| dressed and ran mysdf through the reassembler until my molecules were suitably vitdized and | felt
ableto greet the morning. Ordinarily 1'd have dept till noon, getting up just in time to make the afternoon
rehearsal, but thisday | was up early. And | had told the cast that | was so pleased with Lear | was
cancelling the regular daytime runthrough, and would seethem dl at the usud evening check-in time of
1900.

| had plenty of work to do thisday.

| knew it was afutile cause; Howard had as much chance of getting back to Earth as he did of
riding aded through a supernova and coming out uncooked. But | had promised him I'd seewhat | could
do, and | was damned well going to try.

First thing, | phoned the office of Transgalactic Spacdlines, downtown in the plusher section of
Savor City. A Neopuritan gal appeared on the screen, her face painted chalk-white, her lips black, her
eyesfrowning in the zombie way considered o virtuous on Earth. She recognized meimmediately, and |
could amost hear thewhedsin her brain grinding out thelabel: Sinful actor person.

| said, "Good morning, sweetheart. IsMr. Dudley in the office yet?

"Mr. Dudley ishere,” she said in avoice aswarm as st actites and about as soft. "Do you have an
gppointment to talk to him?"

"Do | need one?’

"Mr. Dudley isvery busy thismorning.”

"Look," I said, "tdl him Erik Smit wantsto talk to him. That'syour job, and it'ssinful of you totry to
act asascreen for him." | saw the retort corning, and quickly added, "It's aso sinful to make nasty
remarksto possible customers. Put Dudley on, will you?'

Dudley was the manager of the loca branch of the spaceline. | knew him well; he was astaunch
Neopuritan with secret longings, and more than once he had crept into our thester in disguise to watich
the show. | knew about it and kept quiet. | wondered what Miss |ceberg would say if she knew some of
the things her boss had done—and some he would like to do, if he dared.

The screen imploded swoopingly and Dudley appeared. He was a heavy-set man with pink ruddy
cheeks, the Neopuritan palor did not set well on him. "Good morning, Mr. Smit," he said formally.

"Morning, Walter. Can you give me someinformation?’

"Maybe. What kind, Erik?"

"Travel information. When's the next scheduled Savor-Earth voyage?'

Hefrowned curioudy. "The Oliver Cromwel's booking in here on the First of Ninemonth—that's
next Twoday—and is pulling out on the Third. Why?'

"Never mind that" | said. "Second-classfareto Earth is il five thousand credits, isn't it?*

"Yes, but—"

"Do you have avacancy on the Earthbound leg of thejourney?!

He said nothing for amoment: Then: "Y es, yes, we have some openings. But—this can't befor you,
Erik. You know thelaw. And—"

"Itisn't for me" | said. "It'sfor Howard Brian. Hewantsto play Hamlet in New York."

A smile appeared on Dudley's pudgy face. "He's alittle out of date for that, unless theré's been a



revolution | haven't heard about.”

"He's gone alittle soft in the head. But he wantsto die on Earth, and I'm going do my best to get
him there. Five thousand credits, you say?" | paused. "Could | get him aboard that ship for seventy-five
hundred?'

Anger flickered momentarily in Dudley's eyes as his Neopuritan streak cameto life. Controlling
himsdlf, he said, "It's pointlessto offer bribes, Erik. | understand the problem, but there's absolutely
nothing you or | or anyone can do. Earth's closed to anyone who signed the Amnesty of 2168."

"Eight thousand,” | said. "Eighty-five hundred.”

"Y ou don't understand, Erik. Or you won't understand. Look here: Howard would need an
entrance visato get onto Earth. No visa, no landing. Y ou know that, | know that, he knowsit. Sure, |
could put him aboard that ship, if you could find a spaceport man who'd take a bribe—and | doubt that
you could. But hed never get off the ship at the other end.”

"At least held be closer to Earth than heisnow.”

"It won't work. Y ou know what side I'm on persondly, Erik. But it'simpossible to board a
Transgalactic Line ship without proper papers, and Howard can't ever get those papers. He can't go
back, Erik. Sorry."

| looked at the face framed in the screen and narrowly avoided bashing in the glass. It would only
have netted me some bloody knuckles and a hundred credit repair bill, but | would have felt better about
things. Instead | said, "Y ou know, your own behavior hasn't been strictly Neopuritan. | might write some
notes—"

It was alow blow, but he ducked. He looked sad as he said, "Y ou couldn't prove anything, Erik.
And blackmail isn't becoming on you.”

Hewasright. "Okay, Wadter. Hope| didn't take up valuable time.”

"Not at dl. | only wish—"

"I know. Drop around to the circus some time soon. Howard's playing Lear. Y ou'd better seeit
now, while you have the chance."

| blanked the screen.

| sat on the edge of my hammock and cursed the fact that we'd all been born a century too late—or
maybe too early. 21st Century Earth had been agloriouslarking place, or so | had heard. Games and
gaiety and champagne, no international tensons, no ulcers. But | had been born in the 22nd Century,
when the boom came swinging back the other way. A reaction took place; people woke from a pleasant
dream and turned red life into a straight-laced nightmare.

Which waswhy we had chosen between going to prison, entering mundane professions, and
accepting the new Neopuritan government's free offer to take oursalvesfar from Earth and never come
back. Wed been on Salvor thirty years now. The youngest of us was middle-aged. But makeup does
wonders, and anyway the Salvori didn't careif Romeo happened to be fifty-seven and dightly paunchy.

| clenched my hands. | had been awide-eyed kid when the Neopuritans lowered the boom, and |
jumped at the chance to see the outworlds free. Now | wasforty-nine, balding, a permanent exile. |
vowed | was going to work like the deuce to help Howard Brian. It was asmdl rebellion, but a heartfelt
one.

| called my bank and had them flash my bankbook on the screen. It showed abaance of Cr.
13,586—not adevil of alot for thirty years work. | scribbled adraft for six thousand in cash, dropped it
inthe smilarizer plate, and waited. They verified, and moments later anice wad of Interstllar Galactic
Creditslanded in the recelving dot.

| got dressed in my Sevenday best, locked up the place, and caught atransport downtown to the
spaceport termina. As an Earthman, of course, | rode in the back of the transport, and stood.

A coach was just leaving the termind for the spaceport. By noon | found myself forty miles outsde
Sdvor City, standing at the edge of the sprawling maze of buildings and landing-areas that is Salvor
Spaceport. | hadn't been out here since that day in 2168 when the liner John Calvin deposited me and



eighty-seven other Terran actors, dancers, strippers, and miscellaneous deported sinners, and a
bleak-faced officia advised usto behave oursalves, for we were now subject to the laws of Sdvor.

| made my way through the confusing network of port buildingsto the customs shed. My
6000-credit wad felt pleasantly thick in my pocket. Customs was crowded with diens of various hues
and shapes who were departing on aMullinor-bound liner and who were getting aroutine
check-through. Since Mullinor is under Terran adminitration, not only were the Salvori officiasrunning
the check but afew black-uniformed employees of Transgalactic Spacelines were on hand aswll. |
picked out the least hostile-looking of those, and, palming a twenty-credit piece, sdled up to him.

He was checking through the passports of the departing travellers. | tapped him on the shoulder and
dipped the bright; round double stellar into his hand at the sametime.

"Pardon me, friend. Might | have aminuté's conversation with you in privecy?'

He glanced at me with contempt in his Neopuritan eyes and handed me back the big coin. "I'll be
through with thisjob in fifteen minutes. Wait for mein Depot A, if thereés any information you want."

Now, it might have been that one of his superiors was watching, and that he didn't want to be seen
taking agratuity in public. But | knew that was amighty shaky theory for explaining hisrefusd. | didn't
have much hope, but | hied mysdlf to Depot A and waited there for haf an hour.

Finally he came aong, waking briskly and whistling ahymn. He said, "Do you wish to see me?"

"y esh

| explained the whole thing: who | was and who Howard was, and why it was so important to let
Howard get aboard the ship for Earth. | let him know that there would be two or three thousand credits
init for himif he arranged things so Howard Brian could board the Oliver Cromwell next Twoday. At
leadt, | finished, he would die with Earth in Sght, even though he might not be permitted to disembark.

| stood there waiting hopefully for an answer and watched his dready frosty gaze drop to about
three degreesKelvin. He said, "By the law, Mr. Smit, | should turn you in for attempting to bribe a
customs officia. But in your case justice should be tempered by mercy. | pity you. Please leave.”

"Dammit, I'll give you five thousand!"

He amiled condescendingly. "Obvioudy you can't seethat my soul isnot for sde—not for five
thousand or five billion credits. The law prohibits alowing individuas without visas to board interstellar
ships. | ask you to leave before | must report you."”

| left. | saw | was making ahead-first assault on amora code which by its very nature was
well-nigh impregnable, and dl | was getting out of it was aheadache.

Bribery was no good. These people took amasochistic pridein their underpaid incorruptibility: |
was forced back on my last resort.

| went to see the Terran Consul. The legal above-board approach was my one dim hope.

Archibad von Junzt McDermott was his name, and he was atal and angular person clad entirely in
black, with abit of whitelace at histhroat. It was his duty to comfort, aid, and abet Terran citizenson
Savor. Of course, | washo longer a Terran citizen—that was part of the Amnesty too—but | was of
Terran birth, at least.

He wore the full Neopuritan makeup, bleached face, cropped hair, blackened lips; he hardly
seemed like acomforting type to me. He sat stiffly erect behind his desk and let me squirm and fidget a
while before he said, "Y ou redlize, of course, that such arequest isimpossibleto grant. Utterly.”

Quietly | said, "I'm asking for arelaxation of the rules on behaf of one very sck old man who will
probably die of joy the moment Earth comesinto sight, and who is guaranteed not to touch off a
revolution, promote licentiousness, seduce maidens, or otherwise upset the aims and standards of
Neopuritan Earth.”

"'"There can be no relaxation of therules,” Consul McDermott repeated stonily.

"Can't you look the other way once? Don't you know what pity is, Consul ?

"l know the meaning of the word well. | fed deep pity for you now, Mr. Smit. Y ou have no spine.



You are afraid to face theworld asit is. Y ou're aweakling, Mr. Smit, and | offer you my pity."
"Damned decent of you," | snorted. "Y ou won't grant Howard Brian avisato Earth, then?'
"Definitely not. We're neither cruel nor vindictive, Mr. Smit. But the standards of society must be

upheld. And | cannot find it within my heart to encourageimmorality.”

"Okay," | said. | stood up and flashed awithering glare at him—aglare of pure hate that would
have been acredit to the starchiest Neopuritan preacher in the universe.
Then | turned and walked out.

It was 1800 when | got back to my flat, and that left me an hour to relax before | had to get down
to the theater to set things up for the 2030 performance. | got out of my stiff dress clothes and into my
work outfit, and spent alittle time on my forthcoming condensation of Medeawhile waiting for the hour
to pass. | felt sour with defedt.

The visphone chime sounded. | activated the receiver and John Ludwig's face appeared, half in
makeup for hisrole of Gloucester.

"What isit, Johnny?"

"Erik, can you get right down to the theater? Howard's had asort of stroke. Well haveto cal off
tonight's performance.”

"I'll decidethat,” | said. "I'll beright down."

They had fixed up arough sort of bed for him in the main dressing-room, and he was stretched out,
looking pale and lean and lonely; gobbets of sweat stood out on his forehead. The whole company was
standing around, plus a couple of tentacled Arcturan acrobats and the three Damooran hypnotists whose
act follows our show each night.

Ludwig said, "He got here early and started making up for Lear. Then he just seemed to cavein.
He's been asking for you, Erik."

| went over to him and took his cool wrist and said, "Howard? Y ou hear me, Howard?"'

Hedidn't open hiseyes, but he said, "Well, how did it go? Did you book the trip for me?"

| took adeep breath. | felt cold and miserableinside, and | glanced around at the tense ring of faces
beforel told thelie. "Yeah," | said. "Sure, Howard. | fixed it al up. Leaveit to old Erik. Everything's
fine"

A pathetic trusting childlike smile dowly blossomed on hisface. | scowled and snagpped to a couple
of others, "Carry himinto my office. Then get finished making up for tonight's show."

Ludwig protested, "But Howard doesn't have an understudy. How can we—"

"Don't worry," | barked. "I'll play Lear tonight, if Howard's out."

| supervised asthey carried Howard, bed and dl, through the corridor into my office. Then,
sweeting nervoudy, | collared the three Damoorans and said, " Are you boys doing anything for the next
haf hour or s0?'

"Werefree" they said in unison. They looked likeatrio of tdl, red, flashy animated corkscrews
with bulbous eyesin their forehead. They weren't pretty, but they were masters of their trade and fine
showmen. They hung around Goznor's Circus dl the time, even when they weren't on.

| explained very carefully to them just what | wanted them to do. It wasanideal'd held in reserve,
in case dl esefaled. They were dubious, but liberd gpplication of platinum double stdllar coins
persuaded them to givein. They vanished into my office and shut the door behind them. While | was
waiting, | found Howard's makeup kit and started turning mysdlf into King Lear.

Perhaps fifteen minutes later the Damooransfiled out again, and nodded to me. ™Y ou had better go
inthere, now. He's on Earth. It wasavery good trip.”

| tiptoed into the office. Howard lay sprawled on the bed, eyes screwed tight shut, mouth moving



dowly. His skin was afrightening waxy white. | put an ear near hislipsto hear what he was mumbling.

"l cannot live to hear the news from England,

But | do prophesy the dection lights

On Fortinbras, he has my dying voice:

So tdll him, with the occurents, more and less,

Which have solicited—therest isslence.”

My mind filled in the stage direction: Dies. Act Five, Scene Two. Hamlet'slast speech.

Bravo, | thought. | looked down at Howard Brian. His voice had ceased, and histhroat was ill.
His part was played. Howard Brian had acted Hamlet at last, and it was his finest moment on Broadway .

Hewas amiling even in desth.

The Damoorans had done their job well. For thirty years| had watched them perform, and | had
fathinthar illuson-creating ability. Howard had probably lived monthsin these last fifteen minutes. The
long journey to Earth, the tickertape parade down Fifth Avenue, the thronged opening-night house,
deafening applause. Certainly the Damoorans had manufactured good notices for him in the late editions.

Anyway, it was over. Howard Brian had cheated them after dl. He had returned to Earth for his
swansong performance.

| shook alittleas| left the office and shut the door behind me. The on-stage bell sounded. | heard
Kent and Gloucester begin their scene.

| went out there as Lear and maybe | did agood job. The cast told me later that | did, and the
Savori loved it. It didn't matter. Howard would have wanted the show to go on.

But | couldn't help thinking, during the solemn aftershow moments when they carried Howard out,
that my turn was coming. Y ou can't go back to Earth; but someday in the next twenty years | was going
to want to go back with al my heart, as Howard had wanted. The thought worried me. | only hoped
theréd be afew Damoorans around, when my time came.

Second Start (1959)

Herésastory written in July, 1958 and published in the February, 1959 issue of Super-Science
Fiction that isthe most interesting rediscovery | made while choosing materid for this collection.

Asusud, W.W. Scott retitled it for publication—he caled it "Re-Conditioned Human." But when |
leafed through the magazine, | needed to read only the first paragraph to redize what | had sumbled

upon:

"The name they gave me at the Rehabilitation Center was Paul Macy. It was as good as any other, |
guess. The name | was born with was Nat Hamlin, but when you become a Rehab you have to give up
your name."

Paul Macy, who was called Nat Hamlin before being sentenced to rehabilitation for hiscrimes, is
the protagonist of anove of mine called The Second Trip, which wasfirst published in 1972. | wroteitin
November, 1970, one of the strongest periods of my writing career. The Second Trip is one of my best
books. (The nove just preceding it was the Nebula-winning A Time of Changes, the one just after it was
The Book of Skulls)) | rarely re-read my own books, but | happened to read The Second Trip afew
months ago, in connection with anew edition, for thefirst time in more than three decades. Coming to it
after so many years, | had forgotten most of itsdetails and | was ableto read it dmost as an outsider,
caught up in the narrative as though encountering it for thefirst time. | haveto tel you that | was quite
impressed.

Another thing that | had forgotten over the years, it seems, isthat back therein 1970 | had based



The Second Trip on an earlier story, aready twelve years old, that | had written one busy morning for
Super-Science Fiction. Not only had | forgotten that The Second Trip had grown out of the earlier story,
| had entirely forgotten the whole existence of the earlier story itsdlf, and great was my astonishment
when | encountered Paul Macy/Nat Hamlin in that 1959 magazine.

Anyone interested in studying the evolution of awriter would do well to compare the story and the
novel that grew out of it. The story isset in auniverse of easy travel between stars, many centuries from
now. The nove isset on Earth inthe year 2011. The former identity of the Macy of the story isan
interstellar jewd thief and smuggler, whose old confederatesin crime want to force him back into their
syndicate. The former identity of the Macy of the nove isabrilliant sculptor who happensdso to bea
psychopath, and who strugglesto regain control of hisbody after it has been given to anewly created
personality. In concept, in handling, in everything, the two works could not have been more
different—and yet one plainly grew out of the other, twelve yearslater. The evidence of the characters
namesisthereto provethat. The story isthework of ayoung man of 23, turning out materid asfast as
possibletofill the pages of aminor science-fiction magazine. The nove isthe work of amature writer of
35, who was devoting al the skill and energy at his command to the creation of agroup of novelsthat
would establish him as one of the leading s writers of his day. Reading the two works just afew months
apart, as| did last year, was an extraordinary revelatory experience for me.

The name they gave me at the Rehabilitation Center on Earth was Paul Macy. It was as good as
any other, | guess. The name | was born with was Nat Hamlin, but when you become a Rehab you have
to give up your name.

| didn't mind that. What | did mind was the idea of having my face changed, since| was pretty well
content with my looks the way they were. They gave me the option of choosing either arefacing job or
€else getting outside the Four Parsec Zone and staying there, and | opted to keep my face and leave
Earth. Thiswas how | happened to settle on Plmyra, which is Lambda Scorpii IX, 205 light-yearsfrom
Earth. | met Ellen on Pamyra. And Dan Helgerson met me. | didn't figure to run into Helgerson there, but
itsasmdler universe than you think.

Helgerson was a sometime business associate of Nat Hamlin's—the late Nat Hamlin, because that
wastheway | thought of my former identity. Hamlin had been in the jewd-trading business. Also the
jewd-gtealing business, the jewe ry-fencing business, and the jewe ry-smuggling business, and toward the
end of hisvaried career, after he had made contact with an enterprising Sirian who owned afusion forge,
the jewd-making business.

Hamlin was quite aguy. If it had to do with pretty pebbles, and if it happened to beillegd, you
could bet Hamlin was mixed up in it. That was why the Gaactic Crime Commission finaly had to crack
down, grab Hamlin, and feed him through the psychic meetgrinder thet is the Rehabilitation Center. What
came out on the other end, purged of his anti-social impulses and stuff like that, was Paul Macy.

Me.

Naturdly they confiscated Hamlin's weslth, which included a cache of gold in Chicago, a cache of
pureiron on Grammas V1, a cache of tungsten on Sirius XIX, and acache here and there of whatever
was most preciousto aparticular planet. Hamlin had been a smart operator. He had been worth a couple
of billionswhen they caught him. After they finished turning him into me, they gave mefive thousand
bucksin Gaactic scrip—not ahdl of alot of money by Nat Hamlin's standards—he used to carry that
much as pocket-change for tips—but more than enough for Paul Macy to usein starting his new life,

The Rehab people found me agood job on Pamyra, asaminor executive in acanning factory. It
wasthe sort of job where| could make use of Nat Hamlin's organizationd abilities, channdlling them
condructively into the cause of faster and more efficient squid-canning. Canned squid is PAmyrasbig
industry. The fishermen bring them in from the wine-colored seaiin the billions, and we ship them dl over
the universe.

| got good pay from the canning people and | found a nice bachelor home on the outskirts of
PalmyraCity. | found anice girl, too—Ellen Bryce was her name, Earthborn, 24, soft violet hair and



softer green eyes. She worked in the shipping department of our place. | started noticing her around, and
then | started dating her, and then before | knew it | was starting to think of getting married.

But then one night after | left my office | stopped into the bar on the corner for avraffamartini asa
bracer, and | saw Dan Helgerson sitting at one of the tables.

| tried to pretend | didn't see him. | hunched down at the bar and sipped at my cocktall.

But out of the corner of my eyel saw him get up and start sauntering over to me. Wildly | hoped |
was mistaken, that thiswas not Helgerson but someone el se.

It was Helgerson, dl right. And when he did in next to me, clapped me on the back, and said,
"Hello, Nat. Longtimeno see” | knew | wasin trouble.

My hand tightened on the stem of my cocktail glass. | looked up a Helgerson and tried to keep my
face blank, unrecognizing.

"There must be some mistake. My nameisn't Nat."

"Come off it, pa. You're Nat Hamlin or I'm drunker than | think | am. And | don't get that drunk on
one shot of booril."

"My nameisPaul Macy," | said inatight voice. "I don't know you."

Helgerson chuckled thickly. "Y ou're adamn good actor, Nat. Alwayswere. But don't push ajoke
too far. I've been looking for you for weeks."

"Looking for me?'

"Theresaprivacy booth over there, Nat. Suppose we go over and talk inthere. I've got a
proposition you might want to hear.”

| felt amuscletwanging in my cheek. | said, "L ook, fellow, my nameisMacy, not Nat Hamlin. I'm
not interested in any propositions you might have."”

| shook my head. "No, Helgerson. Just keep away and leave me alone.”

A dow smilerippled out over Helgerson'sface. "If your nameis Macy and you don't know me,
how come you know my name?| don't remember introducing myself."

It waslike akick intheribs. | had blundered; it had been an accident. But it had happened before |
could stop it. The Rehab treatment had dtered Hamlin's persondity, but it hadn't wiped out hisold
memories. AsPaul Macy, | had no business knowing Helgerson's name—but | did.

| scowled and said, "Okay. Let's go over to the privacy booth and I'll fill you in on the news."

Scooping up my haf-finished drink, | followed Helgerson across the room to the privacy booth. On
theway | glanced a my watch. It was quarter after five. Ellen was expecting me at hdf past Six at her
place, for dinner. | had been figuring on ale surdly shower and shavefirgt, but if it took too long to get rid
of Helgerson | would probably have to skip everything and go straight out to Ellen's.

Hedipped acoin into the dot and the crackling blue privacy field built up around us, shielding our
little booth in an eectronic curtain impervious to spybeams and eavesdroppers. He said, "Okay, Nat.
Wheat's this Paul Macy bit? Some new dodge?"

"No. No dodge.”

| reached into my breast pocket, and Helgerson's jowly face twitched in momentary alarm, asif he
half expected meto yank out ablagter. Instead | drew out my wallet and silently handed him my identity
card—not the blue one that everyone hasto carry, but the other one, the yellow card they had given me
when | |eft the Rehabilitation Center.

He read both sides of it and when he handed it back to me hisface was alot different.

"So they got Nat Hamlin. Whaddya know. And they |eft your face alone?!

"I took the Four Parsec option. Aslong as| keep away from Earth | can wear my old face. |
figured it was safe, on PAlmyra. Nobody in our line operated on Pamyra.”



"We do now."

It was my turnto twitch in darm. "How?"'

"We're stting up an import chain. The PAmyrans are getting interested in owning pretty jewelry.
They weren't, before, but we've been working on them. It'savirgin market, Nat."

"My nameisMacy."

"Sorry. Anyway, were seiting up apipeline. And you're the key man.”

The musclein my cheek twanged again. "I'm not in the business any more, Helgerson.”

"Ligten to me, Nat—Macy, whatever you cal yourself. I've checked up on you ever sincel heard
you were here. Y ou got agood posi-tion—you're respected—trusted. | figured you were setting
some-thing up for yoursdlf. But | guessit was just because you were a Rehab. Well, anyway, it'sa
natural. We could send the stones in wrapped up in those squid-cans—call them market returns, code
the wrappers. All you have to do is grab the loaded cans and turn them over to me. I'll guarantee you
three quarters of amillion ayear for it."

| felt Sck. | wanted to get out of that booth fast. "I'm not in the business,” | said bleskly.

"Eight hundred thousand. Nat, this setup isapeach!”

" told you—"

"Il go ashighasamillion."

"Look," | said. "I'm aRehab. That means I've been through the Center, anadyzed, monkeyed-with,
headshrunk, rearranged. Thereisn't acriminal moleculeleftinme. | can't do it evenif | wanted to. And |
don't want to."

He amiled pityingly. "Don't give methat crap, Nat. If you wanted to bad enough, you could break
your conditioning. It's been done before.”

"Maybeit has. But | don't want to. Not even for abillion ayear.”

"Nat—"

"The nameisMacy. And I'm not interested.” | looked a my watch. It was getting late. | didn't want
to talk to Helgerson any more. Ellen was expecting me. | reached out and yanked the shutoff lever, and
the privacy fied died away with afaint whuffling sound. Helgerson was glaring &t me and | glared back.
"The answer isno. Finally and absolutdly. And don't bother me any more, Helgerson. I'll runyou in for
violating the Rehab Codeif you do."

| got up and strode toward the door. Helgerson yelled something after me, but | wastoo angry to
ligen.

It was quarter of seven when | got to Ellen's, which meant | was fifteen minuteslate, and | hadn't
had time for that shower and shave, either. But Ellen didn't make any acid remarks. That was how she
differed from most of the women | knew; she could forgive and forget, and without making afuss about
it.

She was wearing a sprayed-on strylon dress that covered her body with alayer of plastic two
mol ecul es thick—enough to keep her within the bounds of maidenly decency, but aso reveaing enough
to make her quite an eyeful. | held her againgt me for aminute or two, asif her nearness could drain away
the inner tenson Helgerson had provoked in me. It didn't, but it was pleasant anyway.

Then she broke away, with the excuse that dinner would be spoiled. She had made roast seafowl
with agarnishment of starflower sprouts, and cool white wine from Mdlibor to washit dl down. We ae
quietly; | wastroubled over the Helgerson business. If abunch of my old pals set up the trade on
Pamyra, it was going to make life very hard for me here. Bitterly | asked mysdlf why they had had to
come here; | had had eight months of peace, but now it was to be shattered.

We dumped the dishesinto the autowash. Ellen nuzzled againgt me playfully and said, "Y ou're quiet



tonight, Paul. Worried. What's bothering you?'

| tried to wear acheerful grin. "Nothing much.”

| shrugged. "Plant business,” | lied. Tdling even asmadl lielike that gave me atwinge of remorse,
thanks to the built-in conscience the Rehab Center had given me. My conditioning didn't prevent me from
telling lies, but it made surethat | felt the effects of even asmall one. "We had some trouble come up
today. Nothing serious."

"Shakeit off, then! Let'sgo for adrive, yes?'

Werode to the roof, where | had parked my aircar, and for the next two hours we soared through
the Palmyran night. | drove out over the ocean, glittering with the reflection of amillion stars and a quartet
of bright moons, and then swooped down over the coastd plains, till mostly untouched by man's hand.
Wesad little, satisfied just to have each other near. When | waswith Ellen| wasglad | had been
Rehabbed; Nat Hamlin had never trusted another human being, and so Nat Hamlin had never beenin
love. | had not only a different name but a different set of emotions, and that made al the differencein the
universe.

It was nearly eeven when | brought the aircar lightly to rest on the roof of Ellen's building. Our
goodnightstook haf an hour, but they weren't the sort of goodnights Nat Hamlin would have
appreciated, because Paul Macy didn't play the game as close as his predecessor in our body did. Ellen
was pass onate within bounds; she wanted to be my wife, not my mistress, and she knew the best way of
achieving that goa. Which wasdl right with me. I could be patient awhile longer.

| left her at half past deven and drove homein apleasantly euphoric state, having nearly forgotten
about the ominous popping-up of Dan Helgerson. But when | entered my place, alittle after midnight, |
saw thered light on my autosec lit up.

| nudged the acknowledger to let the machine know | was home, and it said, "Mr. Helgerson called
whileyou were out, sir. He left his number. Shdl | call him back?'

"No. I'mtired and | don't want to speak to him.”

"Hesaid it was urgent, Sir," the autosec protested gently. "He said, quote, it would be too bad for
youif youdidn't cal him."

Therewas asour taste in my mouth and aknot of tenson formed in my chest. | sghed. "All right.
Cdl him back."

Helgerson'sfleshy face formed in the depths of the screen. Hewore an ugly smile. "Glad you
decided to call back, Nat. Y ou ran out on me so fast before that | didn't havetimeto tell you al | wanted
totdl you."

"Wdll, spill it out now. Quick. It'slate and | don't want to waste any more time on you than | have
to."

"I'll come right to the point,” Helgerson said. "We want you to join our syndicate. Y oure the key
man; the whole thing revolves around your coming in. And if—"

"l told you I'm playing it straight. I'm not Nat Hamlin any more.”

"And if you turn down the offer," Helgerson went on, ignoring the interruption, "were going to have
to take steps to make you join us."

| was quiet for amoment. "What sort of steps?'

"You haveadgirlfriend, Hamlin. | hear you're pretty high on her. Plan to marry her, maybe. I've
checked up alot about you. How would your girlfriend react if she found out you were aRehab?'

"She—I—" | closed my mouth and felt black anger ripple up through me. And with it camethe sick
feeling my conditioning supplied, to keep me from doing anything violent. | wanted to do something
violent right then. | said instead, "People don't discriminate against Rehabs. The Code saysthey'reto be



treated as completely new individuas. Paul Macy didn't commit Nat Hamlin's crimes.”

"That'swhat the Code says, yeah. But nobody really trusts a Rehab, deep down. There'saways
the lingering suspicion that he might backdide.”

"Ellen would trust me evenif she knew."

"Maybe she would, maybe she wouldn't. How about the people you work with? They don't know,
ether—only the top bosses. And your friends. What's going to happen if they suddenly find out you've
been holding out on them, that you're redly a Rehab?'

| knew what would happen, and | fdlt bitter-tasting fear. Legdly a Rehab is an innocent man and
should be subject to no prejudice—but in practice there's a certain col dness between most people and
Rehabs, alack of trust that goes deeper than thelega codes. My nice neet life on Palmyrawould be
smashed if Helgerson spread the word abouit.

But | couldn't go in with him on the dedl.

| said, ™Y ouwouldn't pull athing likethat.”

"Not if you wised up and let me go back into business with you, Nat. Y ou can overcome your
conditioning if you fight it hard enough. Think it over, Nat. I'll phone you tomorrow night. If the answer's
ill no, the whole planet will know about you the next morning.”

The screen went blank.

| paced up and down my room for three hours, cursing Helgerson out and getting my blood
pressure up. | realized | was boxed in.

Sure, | could break my conditioning and go back to Helgerson. It probably would mean atotal
nervous breakdown inside of amonth and a permanent case of the shakes, but | could doiit. | didn't want
to do it, though. They had fixed me so | liked being honest. Besides, a backdiding Rehab doesn't get a
third chance. If | got caught, it would mean total personality demolition—the desth sentence for
Macy-Hamlin. They would wipe out my mind and build awholly new identity into my body, one that
would have to be taught how to read and write and tie his shoelaces dl over again.

No. Joining Helgerson wasimpossible.

But the alternative was having word of my Rehab status spread dl over the place. Maybe Ellen
would stick with me after she knew, maybe not; but either way | could never be happy on Pamyraagain.
The rumor would spread, and | couldn't deny it, which would confirm it. And suddenly | would find
myself personanon grataat alot of placeswhere | was welcomed right now.

| chewed it dl out insde mysdf and saw the only thing | could do, under the circumstances. |
couldn't let Ellen find out about me from Helgerson. | would haveto tel her mysdif. | had been meaning
to tell her for months, but kept putting it off, postponing it, being afraid of her reaction. Thetime had
cometo let her know.

| activated the autosec and told it to phone Ellen. The timewas past threein the morning, but |
didn't care.

Her head and shoulders gppeared on the screen, blinking, deepfogged, lovely. "What isit, Paul ?"

"I've got to see you, Ellen. Got to talk to you.”

"Right now."

"Right now," | said.

| braced myself for the deluge, but it didn't come. She shrugged, smiled, said, Y ou must have a
good reason for it, darling. I'll have coffee ready when you get here.”



The trip took me twenty minutes. | wasjittery and tense, and wordsrolled around crazily in my
mind, ways of explaining, waysto tell what | had to tdll. Ellen kissed mewarmly as| camein. Shewas
wearing afilmy sort of gown and she was still squint-eyed from deep.

She put acup of coffeein my hand and | sat down facing her and | said, "Ellen, what I'm going to
tell you is something you should have known from the start. | want you to hear me out from beginning to
end without interrupting.”

| told her thewhole thing: how Nat Hamlin had thrived for thirteen years asatop interstellar jewe
smuggler, how he had been wanted by haf the worlds of the galaxy, how he had findly been caught and
Rehabbed into me. | explained why | had taken the PAmyra option, how | had rebuilt my life, how | had
begun with afresh date. | dso told her how much | loved and needed her.

Then | went into the Helgerson episode, and histhreat. "That'swhy | came here, Ellen. To tell you
before he had the chance to. But everything's ruined for me here anyway. | can't top him from exposing
me. I'll leave PAmyratomorrow, go back to Earth, tdl them I've changed my mind and want arefacing
job done. That way none of Hamlin's old pals can pop up thisway again. And I'll find some other world
somewhere and start over asecond time. That'sdl, Ellen.”

Her expression hadn't changed during the whole long narration. Now that she saw | wasfinished
shesad, "1 wish you could find some way of avoiding therefacing, Paul. | like your facetheway itis."

Theimplications of what she had said didn't register for amoment. Then | gaped foolishly and
gasped, "Y ou—you'll comewith me?!

"Of course, Slly. Y ou should have told me before—but it doesn't make any difference. | love Paul
Macy. Nat Hamlin's dead, so far as1'm concerned.”

A floodtide of warmth and happiness swept over me. She trusted me! She—loved me! | had been
anidiot not to see the depth of that love, to know that | could havetold her the truth al dong.
"You—aren't like the others, Ellen. The fact that I'm a Rehab doesn't matter to you."

There was an odd expression on her face as she said, "Of course it doesn't matter.”

She got up and took her purse from adresser drawer. She fumbled through the purse, found
something, brought it over and handed it to me. ™Y ou're not the only one with a past, darling.”

| was holding aydlow identity card in my hand. It told methat the girl who was known as Ellen
Bryce had been born Joan Gardner, until her sentence two years ago. The card didn't tell me what the
sentence had been for, and | didn't want to know. But it did tell me that Ellen was a Rehab too.

The last barriers of mutua mistrust were down between us. Ellen cried, and maybe | cried alittle
too, and then we laughed at how silly we had both been to keep our big secrets from each other. | figure
haf the painin thisuniverseis brought about by people who hide things unnecessarily and then brood
over what they've hidden. But we didn't have any more secrets from each other. Dan Helgerson couldn't
hurt us now.

He couldn't do anything to what we had between us. If Rehabs don't trust each other, how can they
expect the rest of the world to trust them? 1| didn't care what Joan Gardner had done in her twenty-two
years of life. Maybe she had chopped her parents into hamburger; maybe she had been the most active
cal-girl in the gdaxy. What did that matter? Joan Gardner was dead, and Ellen Brycewasthe girl | held
inmy amsthat night.

It wasridiculousfor meto go homethat night, and | stayed till dawn and Ellen made breskfast for
us. Wetdked and planned and wondered, and between us we not only set the date but figured out what
| was going to do about Helgerson and histhrest.

When Helgerson called the next day to find out my answer, | said, "You win. I'll comein with you at
amillionayea.”

"I knew you'd smarten up, Nat. We need you and you need us. It'sagood dedl. Y ou dways had



an eyefor agood ded.”

"Whendo | begin?'

"Right away. Suppose you come on over herefor lunch and adrink, and I'll give you amonth's
advance as abinder." He quoted an address on Pamyra City's swank South Side. "Y ou won't regret
doing this, Nat. Well keep it quiet and the Rehab boyswon't ever find out you're breaking your
conditioning.”

"Sure. I'll beright over.”

| hung up and reded dizzily against the wall while the shock of the conversation left me. Rehab
conditioning isno joke. Not only do they erase the neuroses that led you to become acrimind in thefirst
place, but they stick in afew menta blocks that make it tough to go back to your old ways. | wasfighting
those blocks now. Waves of pain rolled through me. It was double-edged pain, too—for not only was |
fighting the Rehab conditioning, | was also going againgt an older, dtill-active block | had about turning
stoolpigeon. Nat Hamlin had been vividly expressive on the subject of stoalies. Paul Macy till found the
idearepugnant. But | didn't have any choice. And Helgerson was going to bein for asurprise.

When the pain spasms were gone, | picked up the phone again and asked for the Rehab desk of
theloca Crime Commission office. The face of Commissioner Blair, the man who had placed me on
Pamyra, appeared on the screen: relaxed, pink-cheeked, smiling.

"Hello, there, Paul. What's up?'

"Y ou know Dan Helgerson, Commissoner?'

His brows furrowed. "The name doesn't register.”

| said, ™Y ou can check him against your magter listslater. Hes wanted for jewe swindles on fifty
worlds or so. He was one of Nat Hamlin's old buddies.”

"And what about him, Paul?"

| winced at theinner pain. | said, "Helgerson's on Pamyra, Commissioner. He's been in touch with
me and he'strying to blackmail meinto setting up ajewd-smuggling ring here. He saysif | don't come
across, helll spread the word that I'm aRehab.” | saw the dlarm and anger appear on Blair'sface. | told
him | agreed to histerms, and he's expecting me for lunch today. But of course—I can't redlly go back
into partnership with him—"

"Naturdly not. Give me the address of the place where he's expecting you, and well pick him up. If
he'swanted as you say, we can book him on that charge—and even if heisn't, we can grab him on
Invasion of Privacy. A Rehab's entitled to live in peace. Y ou don't have to wear the mark of Cain on
your forehead for thethings Nat Hamlin did."

| was weak-kneed and sweat-soaked by thetime | hung up. But | was amiling in satisfaction. Dan
Helgerson was going to be awfully surprised when the police and not me showed up at his hotel.

Nat Hamlin had had two attributes for which he was admired throughout the gdaxy by hisfelow
crooks. He never doublecrossed a buddy and he declared repeatedly that he would rather cut his throat
than turn stoolie. Helgerson had given his address because he knew he could trust Nat Hamlin.

But Helgerson had made abig mistake. He underestimated the Rehab conditioning. He wasn't
dedling with Nat Hamlin at al. He was dealing with a guy named Paul Macy, and Macy wasn't hampered
by any of Hamlin's attributes.

Thetrial was aclosed-chamber affair that took eight hours. Helgerson sat across the room, glaring
at mein anger and disbelief. Even then, he couldn't believe that Nat Hamlin had called copper on him.

The centrd office of the Gaactic Crime Commission sent in afull dosser on Helgerson by ultrafax,
and the judge read through it, heard my testimony, and quickly sentenced Helgerson to be remanded to
Earth for Rehabilitation. The case didn't make the Palmyra papers, because my identity as a Rehab had



to be kept quiet.

Ellen and | were married the next day; | got aleave of absence and we departed on our
honeymoon. Thefirst stop was Earth, where | visited the Rehab Center and asked for aminor
refacing—just enough to keep other buddies of Nat Hamlin's from recognizing me. They dtered my hair
color from black to reddish-brown, thinned out my nose, widened my mouth, shortened my jaw, and
gave me amustache. Ellen had designed the new face hersdlf. It looked pretty much like the old me, but
there were minor differences. When we got back to Pamyra, it wouldn't be hard for Ellen to explain that
| had had an aircar crackup and had needed some plastic surgery.

From Earth we went on to Durrinor, the playground-world, and our three months there were as
closeto Eden as| expect to get. Thetime came, findly, sadly, to return to PaAmyra. We had a private
cabin aboard the spaceship; we gtill thought of ourselves as honeymooners, and intended to keep on
thinking of ourselvesthat way for therest of our lives.

Thefirgt night on board the spaceliner we had just finished getting settled and unpacked in our
stateroom when the doorchime sounded. | opened the door. My jaw did down an inch or two.

Dan Helgerson was standing outside the door, and he was wearing the blue-and-gold uniform of a
crewman. He smiled pleasantly. "Good evening, sir. Welcome aboard the Queen of the Stars. | hope you
enjoy your trip, sir." Then his expression changed as he recognized me behind the minor changes.
"Ah—you're Nat—Nat Hamlin—"

"No," | said. "Paul Macy, just asit says on the doorplate, Dan."

He shook his head. "Not Dan. The name is Joseph, sir. Joseph Elson. I'm your purser, and it'll be
my pleasure to serve you during thistrip. If you need me, just ring. Thank you—Mr. Macy."

"Thank you—Joseph.”

We amiled at each other, and he shut the door. Joseph Elson, en? Wdll, Joseph Elson it was, then. |
hoped | wouldn't accidentally call him Dan during the course of thetrip. A Rehab deserves that much
courtesy, after all.

Mournful Monster (1959)

1958 was a bad year for the science-fiction magazines. Their sales had been dropping ever since
the peak year of 1953, when an all-time record 39 different titles were published (and helped to kill each
other off by overcrowding the newsstands.) In 1958 the American News Company, the main magazine
digtributor, abruptly went out of business, taking with it alot of magazinesthat it had been financing
through advances againgt earnings. And the continued boom in paperback publishing was squeezing the
surviving dl-fiction magazinesinto amargind existence.

Many of the s-f magazines | had been writing for in the previous four years began to shut up shop or
to cut back dragtically on frequency of publication, and | was beginning to fed uneasy about my ability to
earn aliving through the sort of mass production of storiesthat had carried me through those years. In
particular | worried about W.W. Scott's Super-Science, which had become my maingtay. It was a poky
little magazine at best, which probably had never shown much of aprofit, and | wondered how much
longer | was going to be ableto sdll it al those $240 novelets.

Againg this gloomy background the sudden upsurge of monster fiction provided one commercia
bright spot. In the late 1950s a magazine caled Famous Mongters of Filmland, which specidized in
photo-essays on classic Hollywood horror movies of the "Frankengtein” and "Wolf-Man™ sort, had shot
up overnight to ahuge circulation. A couple of the science-fiction editors, desperately trying to find
something that worked, experimented with converting their magazinesto vehiclesfor horror fiction. Thus
Larry Shaw's Infinity and Science Fiction Adventures, for which | had been a steady contributor,
vanished and were replaced by two titles caled Mongter Parade and Monsters and Things. (I wrote for
them too.) And over at Super-Science Fiction, Scottie concluded that the only way to save his magazine



was to convert it to abook of monster stories also. Word went out to al the regular contributors, of
whom | was the most productive, that al materid purchased thenceforth would have to have some
mongter angleinit. | didn't find that difficult, since most of the stories | was doing for him were space
adventuresfeaturing fearsome dien beings, and | would smply need to make the diensalittle bigger and
more fearsome.

Strangely, Scottie didn't change thetitle of the magazine. Thiswas odd, because the presence of
"Science" in it wasn't something likely to appedl to horror fans. Instead he plastered the words SPECIAL
MONSTER ISSUE! in big yellow letters above the name of the magazine on the April, 1959 issue,
commissioned a painting that festured a gigantic and notably hideous creature sweeping a couple of
pace-suited humans up inits claws, and retitled every story in inventory to giveit amonster-oriented
twist: "The Huge and Hideous Beadts," for example, or "The Abominable Creature.” (His gift for the
utterly flat-footed title may have stood him in good stead here))

The lead story for the issue was onethat | waswriting in July, 1958, just asthe changein policy
went into effect. Evidently | found it necessary to restructure the story midway through for the sake of
mongterizing it, because on my frayed and tattered carbon copy of the manuscript | find apenciled note
inmy own handwriting indicating aswitch in the plot as of page 26: "They are continuing aong when they
see ahuge mongter looming ahead. They lay low, but the monster pursues them. They hear it crackling
along behind them. They trip it, but it clawsitsway out of thetrap and comes a them.” And so onto the
end of the story asyou will seeit here. Whatever non-monster denouement | might originaly have had in
mindislost forever inthe mists of time.

| turned the story in with thetitle | had origindly givenit, "Five Againg the Jungle,”" anice
old-fashioned pulp title which of course was not right for the revamped Super-Science, so Scottie
changed it to "Mournful Mongter." By so doing, he gave away, to some extent, the fact that it wasn't
redly ahorror story—that the monster, while gppropriately monstrous, was actualy asympathetic figure.
But so, after all, was Frankenstein's monster, and that didn't harm the commercia apped of the movie.
The prime subtext of the whole monster genre, | decided, must really be exigtentia dienation.

It was amogt timefor the regular midweek flight to leave. On the airdtrip, the technicians were
giving the two-engine jet alast-minute checkup. In fifteen minutes, according to the chalked
announcement on the bulletin board, the flight would depart—making the two-thousand-mile voyage
across the trackless, unexplored wildernessthat lay between the Terran colonies of Marleyville and New
Lisbon, on the recently settled planet of Loki in the Procyon system.

Inthe Marleyville airport building, Dr. David Marshdl was having onelast drink for the road, and
trying unsuccessfully to catch the atention of the strikingly beautiful girl in the violet synthofab dress.
Marshdl, an anthropologist specidizing in non-human cultures, was on hisway to New Lisbon to
interview afew wrinkled old hunters who claimed to have vauable information for him. Hewastrying to
prove that an intelligent non-human race il existed somewhere on Loki, and he had been told at
Marleyvillethat severd veteran huntersin New Lisbon had ing sted they knew where the hidden race
lived.

"Now boarding for theflight to New Lisbon," came the tinny announcement from the loudspeaker.
"Passengersfor New Lishbon please report to the plane on thefield.”

Marshall gulped the remainder of hisdrink, picked up hissmdl portfolio, and headed through the
swinging door to the airfield. Stepping out of the aircooled building into the noonday heet waslike
walking into asteambath. The climate on Loki ranged from subtropica to utterly unbearable. Humans
had been able to settlein coasta areas only, in the temperate zone. There was one Earth colony here,
Marleyville, forty years old and with apopulation of about e ghteen thousand. Far across the continent,
on the western coast, was the other mgjor colony, New Lisbon, with some twenty thousand people. Half
adozen other smaller colonies were scattered up and down each coast, but few humans had ventured
into thetorrid interior of the continent. It was one vast unexplored jungle.

And asfor the other continents of the planet, they were totaly unsuited for human life. Temperatures



in the equatoria regions of Loki ranged as high as 180 degrees. In the cooler areas of high and low
latitude, amore tolerable range of 70-100 prevailed. The polar regions were more comfortable so far as
climate went, but they were barren and worthless as places to farm and mine.

"Last cdl for New Lisbon plane,” the announcer called. Marshdl trotted up the ramp, smiled at the
stewardess, and took a seet. The plane was an old and rickety one. It had seen many years service,
Marshadl thought. Loki Airlineshad a"fleet" of just one plane, purchased at great expense from the highly
indugtridized neighbor world of Thor. There was not much traffic between Marleyville and New Lisbon.
Once aweek, the old jet plane made around trip across the jungle for the benefit of those
people—never more than a dozen or so each time—who had some reason for travelling to another
colony.

The plane seated about forty, but no more than fifteen were aboard. The atractive girl in the violet
dresswas gtting afew rows ahead of Marshal. With so many empty seatsin the plane, he did not have
any valid excuse for Stting down next to her. Which was unfortunate, he thought with mild regret.

He glanced around. People sat scatteredly here and there in the plane. The stewardess came by and
pleasantly told him to fasten his seet belt. A few moments|ater, the twin jet enginesrumbled into life. The
planerolled dowly out onto the runway. Within ingtants, it was a oft, streaking eastward on the five-hour
journey to distant New Lisbon.

The accident happened in the second hour of the flight. Marshal had been dividing histime between
staring out the window at the bright green blur that was the ground eighteen thousand feet below, and
reading. He had brought an anthropologicd journa with him to reed, but he found it difficult to
concentrate. He would much rather have preferred to be talking to the girl in the violet dress.

He was wondering whether he would have any luck in New Lisbon. Thiswasthefind year of his
research grant; in afew months his money would run out, and he would have to return to Earth and take
ajob teaching at some university. He hoped there would be some clue waiting &t the other colony.

The only way an anthropologist could win prestige and acclaim these dayswas by doing an
intensive report on some unknown dien race. The trouble was, most of the planets of the galaxy had
been pretty well covered by now. He had his choice of venturing onto some distant and dangerous world
or of repeating someone elsg'swork.

But there was arumor that somewhere on Loki lived the remnants of an almogt-extinct dien race.
Marsha| had pegged his hopes on finding that race. He had arrived in Marleyville aweek ago and had
spoken to some of the old settlers. Y es, they knew the rumors, they told him; no, they couldn't offer any
concrete information. But there were some early settlersin New Lisbon who might be ableto help. So
Marshall was on hisway to New Lisbon. And if he drew ablank there, it was back to Earth.

Histhoughts were running in that depressing channel, and he decided to try to get some deep
ingtead of doing still more brooding and worrying. He nudged the sest-stud, guiding the seat back into a
more comfortable position, and closed hiseyes.

Aningant later ashriek sounded in the ship.

Marshall snapped to attention. He glanced across the cabin and saw what the cause of the shriek
had been. Greet reddish gouts of flame were streaking from the engine on the opposite wing. Moments
later the ship yawed violently to one side. Over the public address system came the pilot's voice: "Please
fasten seet belts. Remain seated.”

An excited buzz of conversation rippled through the ship. Marshdl felt strangely calm and detached.
So thiswaswhat it waslike to become involved in an aircraft accident!

His ears stung suddenly asthe ship logt dtitude. It was dropping in along, dow glide toward the
ground. Shockwaves ran through the passenger cabin as the smoking jet engine exploded. Above
everything camethetight, tense voice of the pilot: "We are making an emergency landing. Remain calm.



Do not leave your seets until theingructionisgiven.”

The ship was swooping toward the jungle in an erratic wobbling glide now. Cries of panic were
audible. With one engine completely gone, the pilot was having obvious trouble controlling the ship. It
came suttering down through the atmosphere. Marshd| could make out individua features of the
landscape now. He saw jungle, wild, fierce-looking, untamed.

"Preparefor landing!" camethe pilot'swords. Marshall gripped his chair'sarmstightly. A second
later the ship thundered to the ground, accompanied by the crashing sound of falling trees. Marshal
glanced out the window. They had crashlanded in the thick of the jungle, pancaking down on top of the
trees and flattening them.

Heripped off his safety belt. No time to stop to think—had to get out of the plane. He fumbled for
his portfolio, picked it up, saw something else under the seet. In big red lettersit saidd SURVIVAL KIT.
Marshall grabbed it.

Passengers were rising from their seats. Some were stunned, unconscious, perhaps dead from the
violent impact of landing. Marshall stepped out into the aide. Words met his eyes—EMERGENCY
EXIT. Hishands closed on ametd handle. He thrust downward, out.

The door opened. He tumbled out, dropping eight or nine feet to the soft, spongy forest floor. He
knew he had to run, run fast.

He ran—helter-skdter, tripping and stumbling over the hidden vines. Sweat poured down his body.
Time seemed to stand still. He wondered how many other passengers would escapein time from the
doomed ship.

The explosion, when it came, seemed to fill the universe. A colossa boom unfolded behind him. The
jungle heet rose to searing in-tensity for amoment. Marshdl fell flat, shielding hishead against meta
fragmentswith hisarms. He lay sprawled face-down in the thick vegetation, panting bresthlessy, while
fury raged afew hundred yards behind him. He did not look. He uttered a prayer of thankfulnessfor his
lucky escape.

And then heredlized he had very little to be thankful for. Hewas dive, true. But hewasdivein the
middle of atracklessjungle, with civilization athousand miles away at the nearest. Desperately, he hoped
that there had been other survivors.

He waited for afew minutes after the blast had subsided. Then he rose ungteadily. The shipwasa
charred ruin, ablistered hulk. Fragments of the fuselage lay scattered over awide area. One had landed
only afew dozen feet from where he lay.

He started to walk toward the wreckage.

Figureslay huddled in the grass. Marshd| reached thefirst. Hewasaman in hisfifties, heavy-set
and bading, who was clambering to hisfeet. Marshal helped him up. The older man'sface was pale and
swest-beaded, and hislips were quivering. For amoment neither said anything.

Then Marshdl said, in avoice that was surprisingly steady, "Come. Weld better look for other
urvivors.”

The second to be found was the girl in the violet dress. She was Sitting upright, fighting to control
her tears. Marshdl felt asudden surge of joy when he saw that she was il dive. She had not
com-pletely escaped the fury of the blast, though; her dress was scorched, her eyebrows singed, the
ends of her hair crigped. She seemed otherwise unharmed.

Not far from her lay two more people—a couple, who got shakily to their feet as Marshdll
approached them. Like the others, they were pale and close to the borderline of hysteria

Five survivors. That was al. Marshall found six charred bodies near the plane—passengers who
had succeeded in escaping from the ship, but who had been only afew feet away at the time of the blast.
None of the bodies was recognizable. He turned away, dowly, shoulders dumping. Five survivors out of



twenty. And they werelost in the heart of the jungle.

"Weredl that'sleft,” hesadinaquiet voice.

Thegirl inthe violet dress—her beauty oddly enhanced by the tattered gppearance of her clothing
and the smudges of soot on her face—murmured, "It's horrible! Going along so well—and injust a
couple of moments—"

"It wasan old plane," muttered the older man bitterly. "An antique. It was crimind to let sucha
plane be used commercidly.”

"Taking likethat isn't going to help us now," said the remaining man, who stood closeto hiswife.

"Nothing'sgoing to help usnow," said the girl in theviolet dress. "Werein the middle of nowhere
without any way of getting help. It would have been better to be blown up than to survive like this—"

"No," Marshdl said. He hdd up the small square box labdled SURVIVAL KIT. "Did any of you
bring your surviva kits out of the plane? No? Well, luckily, | grabbed up mine before | escaped. Maybe
therés something in hereto help us.”

They crowded close around as he opened the kit. He called off the contents. "Water
purifier . .. .compass. . . .aflare-gun and acouple of flares. . . .ablaster with auxiliary charges. . . .a
handbook of surviva techniques. That's about it."

"WEIl never makeit,” thegirl intheviolet dress said softly. "A thousand milesback to Marleyville, a
thousand miles ahead to New Lisbon. And no roads, no maps. We might aswell use that blaster on
oursalves”

"No!" Marshal snapped. Staring at the stunned, defeated faces of the other four, he redlized that he
would have to assume the leadership of thelittle group. "Were not giving up,” he said sharply. "We cantt
let ourselves give up. We're going ahead—ahead to New Lisbon!”

Thefirst thing to do, Marshd | thought, wasto get organized. He led them afew hundred yards
through the low underbrush, to the side of asmall stream. Strange forest birds, angry over the sudden
noisy invasion of their domain, cackled shrilly in the heavy-leaved trees above them. Marshdl took a seat
on ablunt boulder at the edge of the stream and said, "Now, then. We're going to make atrek through
thisjungle and were going to reach New Lisbon dive. All clear?"

No one answered.

Marshdl sad, "Good. That meanswe dl have to work together, if we're going to survive. | hope
you understand the meaning of cooperation. No bickering, no safishness, no defeatism. Let's get
acquainted, first. My nameis David Marshdl. I'm from Earth. I'm a graduate student of
anthropol ogy—cameto Loki to do anthropological research toward my doctorate in dien cultures.”

He glanced inquisitively at the girl intheviolet dress. She said in afdtering voice, "My nameisLois
Chamers. I'm—I'm the daughter of the governor of the New Lisbon colony.”

Marshdl's eyes widened dightly. Governor Alfred Chalmers was one of the most important menin
the entire Procyon system. Her presence here meant that there would surely be an attempt to find the
survivors of the crash.

Marshdl next looked toward the married couple. The man, who was short, thickset, and muscular,
sad, "I'm Clyde Garvey. Thisismy wife Etdlle. Were second-generation colonistsat Marleyville. We
were going to take avacation in New Lisbon."

The remaining member of the little band was the middie-aged man. He spoke now. "My nameis
Kyle, Nathan Kyle. I'm from Earth. | have large business investments on Loki, both & Marleyville and
New Lisbon."

"All right," Marshall said. "We dl know who everybody eseis, now." Helooked up at the sky. It
was mid-afternoon, and only the overhanging roof of leaves shielded the forest floor from the fiercely



blazing sun. "We were just about at the hafway point of the trip when we crashed. That meansit'sjust as
far to Marleyville asit isto New Lisbon. Probably were dightly closer to New Lisbon. We might aswell
head in that direction.”

"Maybeit's better to stay right where we are,”" Nathan Kyle suggested. "They're certain to search
for survivors. If we stay near the wreckage—"

"They could search thisjungle for ahundred years and never cover the wholeterritory," Marshdl
sad. "Don't forget that the only transcontinenta plane on thisworld just crashed. All they haveisa
handful of short-range copters and light planes—not sufficient to venture this deep into the jungle. No;
our only hopeisto head for New Lisbon. Maybe when we get close enough, we'll be spotted by a
search-party.”

"What will we eat?' Estelle Garvey wanted to know.

"WEell hunt the native wildlife," Marshdl told her. " And supplement that with edible vegetation. Don't
worry about thefood angle.”

"How long will it take to reach New Lisbon?' Kyle asked.

Marshdll shrugged. "Well march by day, camp by night. If we can average ten milesaday through
thejungle, it'll take about three monthsto reach safety.”

"Three months—!"

"I'm afraid so. But at least well get there dive.”

"Niceto know you're so confident, Marshall,” Kyle said bleakly. "Three months on foot through a
junglethick with dl sorts of dangers—"

"Don' give up before weve started,” Marshall said. He studied the surviva kit compassfor a
moment, frowning. "We want to head due east. That way. If we start right away, we can probably cover
five or 9x miles before nightfall. But let's eat and freshen up firs.."

The blaster supplied in the survivd kit had one hundred shotsinit, plus an extra hundred in the refill.
Marshdl was afair shot, but he knew he would have to do better than fair if they wereto survive thetrip.
Every shot would have to count.

He and Garvey struck out into the forest while Kyle and the women remained behind to fashion
water-canteens out of some gourds that grew near the water's edge. The two men entered the darkest
part of the jungle, where the treetops were linked a hundred feet above the forest floor by athick
meshwork of entangled vinesthat al but prevented sunlight from penetrating.

They moved dowly, trying to avoid making noise. Garvey heard athreshing in the underbrush and
touched Marshdl'sarm. They froze; a second later a strange creature emerged from athicket afew feet
from them. It was vaguely deerlike, alithe, graceful beast whose hide was addlicate grayish-purplein
color. In place of horns, three fleshy tendrils sprouted from its forehead.

The anima studied the two men with grave curiosity. Evidently it had never seen human beings
before, and did not know whether or not to be afraid. Slowly the forehead-tendrilsrose in the air, until
they stood erect like three pencils on the beast's head.

Marshdl lifted the blaster. Alarmed at the sudden motion, the anima gathered itslegs and prepared
to bound off into the darkness. Marshd fired quickly. A bolt of energy spurted from the blaster; he
amed for the chest, but hisaim was high, and he caught the beast in the throat instead. The animal
blinked once in surprise, then dipped to the mossy carpet of the forest.

Marshall and Garvey carried their prey back to the stream dung between them. The women had
worked efficiently while they were gone, Marshdl saw. Five gourds lay ranged negtly dong the stream's
bank, each one carefully hollowed out. Kyle was busy with the water purifier.

Marshal and Garvey dumped the deer-like creature in the middle of the clearing. "Our first med,”



Marshdl said. "I hope there aren't any vegetarians among us.”

It was amessy business, skinning the anima and preparing it for cooking. Marsha | drew that job,
and performed it with the smd| knife from the surviva kit. Garvey and hiswife built thefire, whileKyle
cut down a green branch to use as a spit.

The cooking job was extremely amateur, and the meet, when they findly served it, was haf raw and
half scorched. None of them seemed to have much of an appetite, but they forced themselvesto eat, and
washed it down with the purified water. After the meal, Marshal carefully wrapped up the remainder of
the meet in the animal's own hide, tying the bundle together with vines. They filled their gourd canteens
and plugged them shuit.

No one said much. A tremendous task faced them—atrek across half a continent, through
unknown jungle. All five seemed subdued by the enormity of the job that confronted them.

They started out, hacking their way through the intertwined brambles, following the compass on an
eadterly course. The stream followed right dong with them, which madethingsalittie easier. It was
aways good to know that your water supply was heading in the same genera direction you were going.

Loki's day was twenty-eight hourslong. Marshall's wristwatch was an Earthtype standard one, so it
was of little use to him, but Garvey wore awatch which gave the time as half past three in the afternoon,
Loki time—Marleyvilletime. But they were athousand miles east of Marleyville, and heading further east
with every step. Marshdl did not attempt to adjust the time to the longitude. Life was complicated
enough asit was, just then.

If Garvey'swatch were right, though, they had about six more hours of marching time before
nightfall would arrive. If they could average amile an hour whilewalking, Marshdl thought, it might be
possibleto reach New Lisbon in eighty or ninety days. If they lived that long, he added grimly.

The stream widened out after awhile, becoming afairly broad little river. Water beasts were
dumbering near the bank. Marshal approached to look at them. They were reptiles, deek velvet-brown
cregtures twenty feet long, with tailsthat switched ominously from sde to Side and toothy mouths that
yawned hungrily at the little party of Terrans. But the anima s made no attempt to come up on shore and
attack. They smply glared, beady-eyed, at the Earthman.

After more than an hour of steady marching Lois Chamers asked for afew minutesto rest, and
they hated. She pulled off the stylish pumps she was wearing, and stared ruefully a her swollen feet.

"These shoes of minejust aren't intended for jungletreks,” she said mournfully. "But | can't walk
barefoot inthejungle, | suppose.”

Garvey sad, "If you'd like, I'll make you some sandals out of bark and vines."

Thegirl brightened. "Oh, would you!"

So there was a fifteen-minute half while Garvey fashioned crude sanddsfor her. During the wait,
Marshdl ventured down to the river-bank again. The big deeping reptileslay sunning themsaves on the
mud by the side of the water. Marshdl saw golden shapes gliding through the water. Fish. Another
source of food, he thought, and one that would not consume the precious blaster-charges. They would
need to make hooks from divers of bone, and fishing-line from the snews of animals. He smiled to
himsdlf astheidea occurred. David Marshdl, late of the University of Chicago, had no business knowing
anything about such primitive things as home-made fishing equipment.

But aman had to survive, he thought. And to survive you had to use your brains.

He peered at the dowly-moving fish below in the water, and nodded to himself. Thefirst
opportunity they had, they would improvise some fishing equipmernt.



Theriver narrowed to astream again, later on, and veered sharply off to the south. The party
continued on the eastward path, even though they were no longer with awater supply: The afternoon
darkened into night, and the jungle heat subsided.

As dusk began to gather around them, Marshall said, "Wed better stop now. Make camp here,
continuein the morning. Well get into trouble if wetry to hikein the dark.”

They settled inasmall clearing fenced in by vaulting trees whose trunks were the thickness of a
dozen men. Theforest grew dark rapidly; Loki's three gleaming moons could be seen bobbing
intermittently above thetrees, and a sprinkling of stars brightened the night.

Marshdl said, "Well stand watch in shiftsthrough the night. Kyle, you take first watch. Then Lois.
I'll hold down the middie dot. Mrs. Garvey, you follow me, and your husband can have the last shift.
Two hours apiece ought to do it."

He opened the surviva kit and handed the blaster and flare gun to Kyle. The businessman frowned
and said, "What am | supposed to do?'

"Stay awake, mostly, and keep an eye out for visiting animals. And if you happen to hear an
arrplane overhead, shoot off one of the flares so they'll be ableto find us."

"Do you think they'll send aplanethisfar?' Lois asked.

Marshal shook his head. "Frankly, no. But it can't do any harm to be prepared.”

He and Garvey built afire while the others collected awoodpile to use asfud through the night.
They remained close together; Marshal chose aclump of grass as hisbed, while the Garveys huddled in
each other'sarms not far away and Lois bedded down on the other side of thefire. Kyle, asfirst watch,
sat near thefire.

Marshall did not find it easy to fdl adeep. His senseswere troubled by new sensations—the
chickk-chickk of the jungle insects, the far-off hooting of night-flying birds, the occasiond unnerving
trumpet-call of some huge wandering anima sttling down for the night. The flickering of the campfire
bothered him no matter how tightly he clamped his eydidstogether. He remained awake along while
squirming and shifting position, hismind full of amillion thoughts and plans. Hewas till haf awvake and
dimly aware of what was happening when Kyl€e's shift ended, for he heard the financier talking to L ois,
waking her up. But sometime after that he dozed off, because he was soundly adegp when Loiscameto
fetch him for his shift on patrol.

He was dreaming of some pleasant tropical ide where there was nothing to do but deep on the
beach, swim, makelove, and sip mild drinks. Hefelt the girl's hand on his shoulder, but she had to shake
him savera times before he woke.

Finally herolled over and blinked at her. "What's the matter?"

"Your turn,”" the girl whispered.

"Turn?" he repeated vaguely. Then he camefully awvake. "Oh. | see” He got to hisfeet and glanced
at hiswatch. It read two o'clock. He made arough computation into Loki time and decided that it was
about six and a half hours before dawn.

Helooked around. The Garveys and Kyle were sound adeep; Kyle was even snoring. The firewas
getting abit low. Marshdl added somelogsto it.

"Was there any trouble?' he asked.

"No," Loissaid. "Nothing happened. Good night.”

"Good night," hereplied.

She crossed the clearing and settled down to deep. Marshal squatted by the fire and stared
upward. A great white bird had settled on atree-limb above him, and the huge creature was staring
down at the camp with serene indifference. For amoment Marsha|l serioudy considered shooting the big



bird with the blaster he held; it would probably provide them with enough mest for severad days. But he
held back, reluctant to kill anything quite so beautiful. They still had some of the deer mest |eft, and there
was no need to kill again just yet. After ashort while the bird took wing, and flew off into the darkness
with solemn dignity.

Marshall paced round the camp. An hour dipped by. He looked around, saw the girl Loissitting up,
her head propped againgt her hand, watching him. He walked over to her.

"Why areyou up?'

"I can't deep. I'm wide awake again,” she whispered. "Mind if | kegp you company?'

"Y ou ought to get some deep,” hetold her.

"I know. But | can't." she got to her feet, and they strolled around the clearing together. He watched
her with interest. She was certainly alovely girl. In the past, he had never had much timeto sparefor
women. His studies had dways comefirs.

"How old areyou?" he asked after awhile,

"Nineteen," shesaid. "You?'

"Twenty-seven."

"Y ou're an anthropologist?' she asked.

"Yes"

"A good one?'

"Not very," he admitted. "Just run of the mill. I came here hoping to make my fame and fortune by
discovering the native life of Loki."

"You gill may," shesaid. "Arent they supposed to live somewhere in the jungle? Maybe well find
them whileweretravelling esst.”

Marshal chuckled quietly. He had been so busy with the sheer problems of surviva that he had
never even stopped to consider that possibility. Of course, he thought! Wouldn't it be wonderful if |
sumbled right into an dien village!

They taked for awhile longer, mostly about her. She went to school on Thor, the neighboring
world; she had stopped at Marleyvilleto vidt her brother, who was in business there, before going on to
see her father at New Lisbon. Evidently, Marshall thought, she had led arather plush and sheltered life up
till now. But she was bearing up pretty well under the jungle life, he thought.

When hiswatch read half past four, he woke up Estelle Garvey. ™Y our turn,” hetold her. ™Y our
husband relievesyou at six o'clock.”

He returned to his clump of grass. Lois settled down across the way from him. He was adeep
within minutes

They weredl up at dawn. Garvey, who was very good with his hands, had made use of histime on
watch to fashion apair of fishhooks and someline. They discovered another small brook not too far from
their campsite, and some patient angling by Garvey and Marshall provided their breekfast: small
herring-like fish which had a sharp, pungent taste when cooked. After breakfast they washed up, the
women bathing first, then the men. Persond privacy was being respected as best as possible anong
them.

They marched until noon, when the heat became dmogt intolerable and they were forced to stop for
agesta. Loisfound abush with round blue-green fruits the Sze of gpples growing on it, and, after Garvey
had boldly tasted one without immediateill effects, they lunched on those and moved on haf an hour
leter.

The forest crestures showed no fear of them. From timeto time small rodents with huge hind legs
would hop rabbit-fashion dmost defiantly close to them, peering curioudy out of gleaming blue eyes.
Once abig beast clumsly blundered acrosstheir path—an animal the height of aman and about fifteen
feet long, which clumped aong on four immenselegs. It was obvioudy avegetarian, and just as obvioudy
it had poor eyesight. It crossed their path only twenty feet in front of Marshadl, who wasin thelead, and



paused briefly to gulp down ahillock of grass before continuing on its myopic way.

Moraeremained high in thelittle band. Marshdl estimated that they covered better than fourteen
miles during the day, and when they stopped at sundown Garvey shot along-eared gazelle-like anima for
their dinner. Sniffing little hyenas cameto investigate the kill, but rapidly scattered when Marshd| hurled a
rock at them. It was not worth wasting a blaster shot on such vermin.

The next day they moved on again, and that day they ran into thelr first serious problemsin the
jungle.

Theinitid snag camein mid-morning. The party was hacking itsway through a particularly tangled
stretch of pathless underbrush. Abruptly, atorrentia rain descended on them—awarmish rain that fell by
the bucketfull, drenching them within ingtants. There was no time to seek cover, and no cover to be had.

Therain lagted fifteen minutes, though there were moments when Marshdl felt it was going to go on
forever, cascading in endless sheets. They were soaked to the skin by thetimeit was over. Their
clothing, already shredded and soiled after three days of junglelife, clung to their skinsasif pasted there.
Gnatlike insects came to hover around the bedeviled Earthmen, stinging and buzzing and flying into ears
and eyes and noses and mouths. A glorious rainbow arched across the sky, glowing in the golden-green
sunlight, but none of the Earthmen were in any mood to gppreciateits beauty. They were wet and sticky
and miserable. After awhile, their clothes dried somewhat, though the humidity assured that nothing
would ever dry completely. By noontimethat day, colorful molds were dready beginning to form on the
soaked clothing. By the time they finished the trip, Marshdll thought, their clothes would have rotted
completely away.

The prospect of regular drenchings of this sort was not an appealing one. But, in the middle of the
afternoon, anew problem presented itsalf. The stream that they had been following most of the day had
widened suddenly into ariver—and the river had taken abroad swinging curve out in front of them,
whereit blocked the eastward passage completely.

Marshall shaded his eyes and looked upriver. "Think we ought to try heading north for awhile?' he
asked.

Garvey shook hishead. "Don't think it'swiseto leave course, Marshall. Wed better build araft.”

It took them mogt of the rest of the day to complete the raft, with Garvey, as the best hand
craftsman of the group, directing the work. Theraft, when it was finished, was a crude but servicegble
affar—severd dozen logslashed solidly together by the tough, Snewy vinesthat grew everywherein the
jungle. Theriver that had so unexpectedly blocked their route was dmost amilewide. The Terrans
huddled together while Marshal and Garvey poled the rickety raft across.

They were midway across when Kyle, who was holding the blaster, suddenly pointed and shouted:
"L—look!"

A snout was rising from the river's murky depths. Turning, Marshdl saw the head that followed
it—ahead about the Sze of alarge basketball, and mostly teeth. The neck came gliding up from the
water next, yards of it. Ten, fifteen feet of neck rose above them, and still more lurked beneath the
water—a ong with who knew how many feet of body.

The head was swaying from side to side, looming above the raft and rocking gently asif getting into
the rhythm of aspring. Kyl€'s trembling hands held the blaster. Theriver creature followed smoothly
aong the side of the raft, studying the five people aboard, deciding which one would make the juiciest
morsd.

"For God's sake, fire!" Marshdl called. "Shoot, Kyle, shoot!"”

But Kyle did not shoot. With amuttered curse, Marshall sprang forward, nearly upsetting the
delicate balance of the raft, and snatched the blaster from the financier's numb fingers. Helifted and fired.
The river-serpent's head vanished. Thelong deek neck dipped gracefully into the weter. A trail of blood
eddied upward toward the surface.

Loisgasped and pointed toward the water. It boiled with activity: Creatures were coming from all
over to devour the dead mongter.



"I'm sorry," Kyle muttered thinly. "1 had the gun—I tried to fireit—but | couldn't shoot, | just
couldn't. | wastoo scared. Marshdl, dammit, I'm sorry!"

"Forget it," Marshdl said. "It's dead and no harm was done.” But he made amenta noteto the
effect that Kyle could not be trusted to act in an emergency. In the jungle, you were either quick or you
were dead.

They reached the other sde of theriver without further mishap, and, abandoning the raft where it
hed beached itsdlf, they continued inland.

During the next five days, they plodded steadiily along. Marshal figured they had covered about a
hundred miles—which sounded like agreat ded, until he redlized it was only one tenth of the total
journey.

Thefive of them were changing, in thosefive days. Becoming less prissy, lesscivilized. The barriers
of restraint were rapidly breaking down. They ate foods they would never have dreamed of eating
normally, ripping and rending almost raw mest to assuage their hunger. They atelessfrequently, too, and
from day to day they grew leaner, tougher. In the past few years Marshal had let himsdf get dightly out
of shape, but that roll of flesh around his middle had disappeared utterly in only afew days. Muscles that
had not worked for many years came into regular play.

Thelittle band did not present avery imposing picture. The men had week-old beards; the women,
despite sporadic attempts at self-tidiness, were growing unkempt and very unfeminine, with ragged,
gringy hair and no makeup. Asfor dothing, it was diminishing rgpidly, the effects of continua humidity
and rain and junglelife. Marshdl's shirt had been so encrusted with violet and green molds that he had
been forced to discard it. His trousers were frayed and tattered, and ended at the knee. Garvey 1ooked
smilarly disheveled, while Kyle was even worse. The insubstantia fabrics of the women's dresses had
suffered the most. Lois violet synthofab dress, which had attracted Marshal so much back in
Marleyville, was a bedraggled ruin. She shed it completely on the fourth day, making do with her
underclothes and some foliage bound around her breasts for the sake of modesty.

But modesty mattered very littlein the jungle. It was futile to maintain the old civilized taboos under
such conditions. Before the end of the first week, the five of them were bathing unashamedly together,
and there was no more niggling concern with modesty or other socid gracesthat wereirrdlevant in the
cruel world of thejungle.

Marshd| became an adept hunter. The jungle abounded in strange life-forms of every description:
thick furred creatures like little teddy-bears, that soared on bat-wings from tree to tree, forming easy
targetsin mid-glide and yielding delicioudy tender white mest; big-besked jungle birds of astonishing
color, who ranged themsalves in groups of adozen aong atree-limb and obediently waited to be shot;
curious amphibious creatureswho looked like oildrums with eyes, and whose hind legstasted like fine
chicken; graceful fawvn-like creaturesthat flitted through the forest like tawny ghosts, occasionally coming
within range. Making the most of histwo hundred blaster charges, Marshdl kept the group supplied with
mest. Kyle became a surprisingly able fisherman, while the women made themsalves responsible for
gathering fruits, nuts, and vegetables, and Garvey took care of the mechanical aspects of junglelife, the
building of clearings and the fashioning of clubs and sandals and the like.

They forged forward, keeping careful track of the days and careful watch of the skies, in casea
rescue ship should pass overhead. None did. But the genera mood of the party was one of quiet
determination. The conviction now gripped them that they would return to civilization dive. Except for
occasond brusheswith thelarger jungle wildlife, and afew smdl incidentsinvolving snakes underfoot,
there had been no serious problem. The rain, the humidity, the insects—these were inconveniences which
could be tolerated. There was no reason to suspect that they would get into difficulties. All they had to do
was to keep on plugging ahead.

Until the ninth day. When it suddenly became clear that their eastward march had cometo an



unexpected halt—perhaps permanently.

It had been a coolish day, by jungle standards, and the group had been moving at agood pace all
morning. They stopped at noon and feasted on apair of the small green amphibious oildrum-creatures,
and then moved on. Marshdl, hisblaster in his hand, led the way, with Lois a hissde. The girl wore only
sheer pants round her waist, but despite this she did not show the embarrassment she had displayed
origindly when it had been necessary for her to discard her useless city clothes. Her body was tanned
and handsome.

Walking behind Marshdl came Nathan Kyle, holding the flare-gun, with the Garveys bringing up the
rear. On one of his recent evening watches Garvey had fashioned abow and arrow ouitfit for himsdf, and
he now wore the bow dung over histhick barrel chest. Hiswife carried the surviva kit.

They cut their way through some reasonably open territory for about an hour after the lunch halt.
Marshall, keeping his compass congtantly in hand, maintained the consstent eestward course which he
hoped would, in time, bring them to the coastdl areawhere the colony of New Lisbon and the other
gmaller coast settlements could be found.

The course took them up the side of asmall, heavily-wooded rise. Marshal strode through the thick
shrubbery, ignoring as best as he could the droning insects that nipped at his bare legs, and down the
other sde of the low hill.

He stopped, staring ahead. His eyes ranged toward the next hill in the gently undulating series.
Sudden amazement surged through him.

"Good God!" he muttered. "L ook at that!"

The others came up to him and paused with him, an anxious, frightened little group. Garvey,
squinting out into the distance with his keen, experienced eyes, said findly, "I've never seen anything like
it. The beast must befifty feet high!"

"Areyou sure?' Marshdl| asked.

"At least that much. It's standing in aclump of rhizome treesthat grow to about forty feet, never
less, and you can see the creature's head bobbing up over the damned trees!”

Marshal was conscious of Lois pressing up againgt him, her hand gripping hisarm in sudden fright.
He put hisfree arm around her to steady her. But he was frightened himsalf. He had never seen anything
quite like the beast that stood squardly in their path, no more than five hundred yards ahead.

The creature was vaguely humanoid in shgpe—that is, if it had any meaning to describe such a
monster as humanoid. It towered above the trees, but through the shrubbery Marshdl could seethat it
stood on two massive legs that seemed dmost like treetrunks themsalves. The being was covered entirely
with thick, metallic-looking scalesthat glinted blue-green in the sunlight. Itsimmense head consisted
mostly of mouth; fangs more than six incheslong were vishle. The eyes were like blazing beacons, ashig
as dishes—but they were not the eyes of abeast. There was unmistakable intelligencein them.

Asthey watched, one gigantic arm swooped upward through the air. For an ingtant, eight huge
fingerswere soread wide. Then they closed tight, imprisoning a bat-like flying reptile the way aman might
pounce on asmall insect. The trumpeting sound of the frightened pterodactyl echoed for amoment in the
forest; then, the mouth yawned, the arm went toward it.

The mouth closed. The monster had devoured an gppetizing morsel—a pleasant midday snack. As
if to signd its pleasure it rumbled groundshakingly, afierce bellow of content. Then it turned, and, sending
saplings crashing dl around, began to stride toward the group of humans huddled &t the foot of the hill.

Marshall wasthefirst to react. "Comeon,” he said harshly. "Maybe it senses us. Let's split up
before we al wind up aslunch for that thing."

With arough shove, he sent Nathan Kyle plunging away into the underbrush. Garvey needed no
hint; he and hiswife faded off the road into a sheltered spot. Marshdl glanced at him, saw him stringing



his bow and nocking an arrow into place.

Marshall and L ois crouched down behind athick shrub and waited. He gripped the blaster tight,
holding it in readiness, but even as he opened the safety he paused to think that the blaster was afutile
wegpon to use againgt amonger of thissize.

Loiswhispered, "What isthat thing? I've never heard of alife-form that size."

"Neither havel. Thisisjust something that's lurked in this unexplored jungle without ever getting
seen fromtheair. And it'sjust our luck to be the onesto discover it!"

"Doesit know where we are?'

Marshall shrugged. " Something that size probably doesn't have very highly devel oped sense organs.
But it may have seen us. And it may be hungry.”

"l hope not."

The creature was getting closer. Marshd| could feel the ground quivering as each ponderous foot
descended to the jungle floor. It was like a distant
drumbest . . . .boom. .. .boom....boom....boom....

Abruptly the booming stopped. That meant, Marshd| thought, that the monster had to be very
close—and perhaps was pausing afew yards away, searching for the small creaturesit had seen from the
distance. He held his bresth and warily looked over his shoulder.

Two legs were planted like treetrunks no more than twenty yards from him. He caught his bresth
sharply. Loisturned to see what he was looking at; her mouth widened asif she were about to scream,
and Marshdl ingtantly dapped hishand over it.

Shereaxed. Helifted hishand from her mouth and put afinger to hislips, indicating sllence.

They turned round to see the creature.

It did not seem to notice them. Marshall's gaze rose, up the giant legs, past the thick midsection of
the bodly, to the head. Y es, there was no doubt about it—there was intelligence in those eyes. But an
dienintelligence. And it was the face of a carnivorous creature that would hardly stop to wonder before
devouring them.

It had come to a halt and was peering round, spreading the brush gpart with its monstrous paws,
hunting for the hidden Earthmen. Marshdl prayed that Garvey, on the other sde of the creeture, would
not decide to open fire with his bow. The monster evidently had apoor sense of smdll, and the humans
werewell hidden under the shrubbery. With luck, they might avoid being seen. Perhapsthe creature,
cheated of its prey, would Smply continue on its way through the jungle, alowing them to move aong
toward New Lisbon without harm.

Long moments passed. The creature, with seemingly cosmic patience, was still slanding there,
probing the underbrush with its enormous fingers. Marshall kept the blaster cocked and ready in case he
should be uncovered. No doubt Garvey was waiting, too, with hiswife.

How about Kyle? Marshall remembered the way Kyle had choked up when the sea-serpent had
risen from the depths of the river. How was the financier reacting now, with hideous desth |ooming not
far overhead?

Marshall found out amoment later.

Kyle began to scream.

"Help! Help me! 1t'sgoing to find me! Marshdl! Garvey! Kill it beforeit catches me!™

Hispitiful wallsrang out loudly. Marshdl saw the feet of the mongter rise and movein thedirection
of the sound.

"No! No!" Kyleyeled

"Stay here and don't move from the spot,” Marshdl told Lois. "I've got to protect Kyle. Theidiot!
Theabsoluteidiot!"



He moved in ahaf-crouch through the underbrush. Kylewas dtill yeling in hysterical fear. Marshdl
kept going until he reached Garvey. The solidly built colonist had his bow drawn tight and was|ooking
around.

"The creature'sjust over to theleft," Garvey informed him. "It heard Kyle squalling and now it's
going to have alook."

Marshdl craned his neck back. Y es, there was the creature, hovering high above the forest floor.

"Help me! Please don't let it get me!” Kylewas dtill wailing.

The creature stopped suddenly. It reached into the underbrush; its fingers closed around something.
Then it sraightened up. Marshal saw something impossibly tiny-looking held in the mongter's hand, and
he had to force himsdlf to redlize that the kicking, squirming creature the monster held was ahuman
being.

"Let'sgo," Marshdl said. "It's caught Kyle. Maybe we can kill it."

The monster was staring at Kyle with deep curiosity. The Earthman blubbered and screamed.
Gently, the huge creature touched Kyle with an inch-long fingernail. Kyle moaned and prayed for release.

"Should wefire?' Garvey asked.

"Wait aminute. Maybeitll set him down. It seemsfascinated by him."

"It's never seen an Earthman before,” Garvey said. "Maybeit'll decide Kyleisn't edible.”

"He deserves whatever he gets,” Marshal grunted. "But it's our duty as Earthmen to try to save him.
Suppose you take a pot-shot at the hand that's holding Kyle. Think you can hit the dien without nailing
Kyle?'

"Il domy best,"” Garvey sad grimly.

He drew the bowstring back and et the arrow fly—straight and true, humming through the air and
burying itsdf deep isthe wrist of the hand that grasped Kyle round the middle.

The creature paused in its examination of Kyle. It probed with aforefinger of the other hand at the
arrow that was embedded in its flesh. Suddenly, it tossed Kyleto the ground like adoll it had tired of,
and advanced toward the place where Marshall and Garvey crouched hidden behind two gigantic
pam-fronds.

"Hereit comes," Marshal muttered. "Wed better shoot to kill. Y ou go for the eyes with your
arrows, and I'll am for the legs and try to cut the thing down to our size."

The ground was shaking again. Marshd|'s hand gripped the blaster buit tightly. Suddenly the
monster emitted an earsplitting howl of defiance and kicked over the tree that had been sheltering them.

Marshdl fired first, aming his blaster bolt straight into the thick leg in front of him. The energy beam
was opened to the widest possible aperture. It played on theleg for amoment but barely seemed to
pierce the surface. The creature was virtualy armor-plated. Marshal glanced back at Garvey. The
colonist had already shot two more arrows—Marshall saw them sticking out of the creature's face—and
he was nocking athird arrow.

The monster stooped over, dapping at the foliage asif irritated by the sudden attack rather than
angry. One paw swept inches over Marshal's head. He fired a second bolt into the same place asthe
first had gone, and saw a break in the scaes now. The monster roared in pain and lifted its wounded leg
high.

Theleg thrashed around, kicking and trampling. Suddenly asidewise swipe of an open hand caught
Marshdl and sent him sprawling, haf unconscious. He landed near Kyle. Thefinancier, Marshall saw,
was not in good shape. Blood was trickling from his mouth and one of hislegs was grotesquely twisted.
Kyle's face was a pale white with fear and shock. He did not seem to be conscious.

Marshall struggled to hisfeet. He became aware that the dlien's struggles had dackened somewhat.



Running back to Garvey's side, he looked up and saw an arrow arch upward and bury itself in the center
of one hugeyelow eyebdl.

"Bullseye" Garvey ydled.

The scream of pain that resulted seemed tofill the entire jungle. Marshdl grinned at the colonist and
gripped hisblaster again.

He fired—three times. The charges burrowed into the weakened place in the mongter'sleg, and
suddenly the great being dipped to one knee. Unafraid now, the two men dashed out into the open.
Garvey'sfind arrow pierced the remaining eye of the giant. A shrill cry of pain resulted. Marshal raised
his blaster, centering the sights on the monster's ruined eye, hoping that his shot would supply the coup de
grece.

"Yes" adeep, throbbing voice said. "Kill me. It would bewell. | long to die.”

Marshall was so stunned he lowered hisblagter. Turning to Garvey he said, "Did you hear that?'

"It sounded like—like avoice.

"l was the one who spoke. | speak directly to your minds. Why do you not kill me?"

"Great Jehosaphat!" Garvey cried. "The mongter'staking!”

"It'sateepah,” Marshdl sad. "It'sintelligent and it's able to communicate with ud™

"| ask for death," came the solemn thought.

Marshall stared at the great being. It had dumped down on both its knees now, and it held its hands
over its shattered eyes. Even 0, its head was more than twenty feet above the ground.

"Who—what are you?' Marshal asked.

"I am nothing now and soon will be even less. Twenty thousand years ago my peopleruled this
world. Today | am the only one. And soon | too will be gone—xkilled by tiny creatures| can hardly see.”

Marshal heard arustling sound behind him and glanced over his shoulder to seeLoisand Garvey's
wife come hesitantly out of hiding, now that the danger seemed to be past.

Marsndl| felt atwinge of awe. To think of aworld ruled by beings such as these—and to think of
them all gone except this one, their cities buried under thousands of years of jungle growth, their very
bones rotted by the planet'swarmth and lost forever. What asight it must have been, acity of titans such
asthese!

"Why do you not kill me?' the being asked telepathicaly.

"What's happening?' Lois asked.

Marsndl said, "Garvey hit the creature in the eyeswith arrows and | knocked him down by blasting
hislegs. But he seemsto beintelligent. And he's pleading with usto put him out of hismisery.”

"Thet thing—intdligent?'

"Once we had sciences and arts and poetry,” came the dow, mournful telepathic voice. "But our
civilization withered and died. Children no longer were born, and the old ones died dowly away. Until at
last only | wasl€ft, egting animasand living thelife of abeast inthejungle. .. ."

"How can you be sure you're the last?' Marshall asked. "Maybe there are other survivors."

"When otherslived my mind was attuned to them. But for many years | have known nothing but
slence on thisworld. | did not know beings your size could beintelligent . . . .I beg your pardon if | have
injured the companion of yourswho | seized in my curiogty. Will you not give me the satisfaction of
death at last?



Marshall felt deep sadness as he watched blood stream down the dien's face—yellow-brown
blood. If only they had known, if only the being had not been so fearsomein gppearance, if only it had
made tel epathic contact with them sooner—

If. Well, it wastoo late now.

"lsn't there some way we can help it?' Lois asked.

Marshal shook his head. "Weé're hundreds of milesfrom civilization. Well be lucky to get back dive
oursalves. And | crippled it with my blagter.”

"Only thing to doisput it out of itsmisery,” Garvey said flatly.

"Yes. | aningreat pain and wishto die.”

Marshdl lifted the blaster regretfully. Only afew moments before he had been shooting to kill,
shooting what he thought was aferocious and deadly creature. And, he thought, unwittingly he had
destroyed the last of an ancient and awe-inspiring race.

Now he had no choice. It was wrong to permit this noble creature to suffer, to be eaten dive by the
blood-hungry jungle crestures.

Hisfinger tightened on the blagter.

"l thank you for giving me peace," the dien telepathed. "My londiness at last will end.”

Marshdl fired.

The energy bolt pierced the dready broken eye of the monster and seared itsway through to the
brain. The vast creature toppled forward on its face, kicked convulsively asthe message of death passed
through its huge and probably tremendousdly complex nervous system. In amoment it was al over except
for aquivering of the outstretched limbs, and that soon stopped.

Marshall stared at the grest body face down on the jungle floor. Then he turned away.

"Let'sgo see how Kyleis," he said. "The aien picked him up and dropped him again when we
opened fire. | think he'sin bad shape.”

Thefour of them stepped around the corpse of the falen alien and made their way to the place
whereKylelay. Thefinancier had not moved. Marshdl bent over him, pointing to the livid bruisesthat
stood out on Kyle's body.

"Fingerprints," Marshdl said. "The big boy had a pretty strong grip.”

Kylé's eyes opened and helooked wildly around. "The mongter," he said in athick, barely
intdligiblevoice. "Don't let it touch me! Don't—"

Kyle dumped over, hishead rolling loosdly to one side. A fresh trickle of blood began to issue from
between hislips, but it stopped almost at once. Marshall kndlt, putting his ear to Kyl€'s chest.

After amoment helooked up.

"How ishe?' Garvey asked.

Marshdl shrugged. "He's dead, I'm afraid. The shock of the whole thing, and the internal
hemhorrage caused by the creatures grip on him—"

"And hefdl about twenty feet,” Garvey pointed out.

Marshdl nodded. "Wed better bury him before the local fauna comes around for their medl. And
then well get back on the path to New Lisbon."

They dug agrave a the side of the clearing and lowered Kyle's body in. Garvey bound two sticks
together crosswise with abit of vine, and planted them at the head of the grave. No one even suggested a
burid for the dead dien. It would have been totdly impossible to move a creature of such bulk at all. Its
weight was probably many tons, Marshall estimated.

It was nearly nightfall by the time they werefinished interring Kyle, but the party moved dong
anyway, Snce no one was anxious to camp for the night close to the scene of the violence. Few words



were spoken. The brief and tragic encounter with the huge dien, and Kyl€'s deeth, had | eft them drained
of emotion, with little to say to each other.

The next day, they continued to forge onward. Marshdl was till obsessed with the thought of the
dead dien.

"Imagine," hesaidto Lois. "An entire planet full of giantslike that—can you picture even acity of
them? Fantagtic!"

"Anddl gone" Loissad.

"Yes. Every one. Not afossil remains. If we ever get back to civilization, | hopeto be ableto
organize asearch party to bring back the skeleton of that giant. It'1l be quite an exhibit at the Gaactic
Science Museum, if we ever findit."

In the distance, a hyena cackled. A huge shadow crossed the path in front of them—the shadow of
an enormousflying reptile winging its solitary way over thejungle. Far away, the rhythmic belowing of
some jungle creature resounded echoingly.

Marshdl wondered if they ever would get back. They had covered many miles, sure enough, but
they had not yet even reached the halfway point in their journey to New Lisbon. And who knew what
dangers il lay ahead for them?

They marched on, through that day and the next, and the one after that. Heet closed in around them
likeavelil, and the rain was frequent and annoying. But they managed. They killed for meat, and fished
when they came to water, and by thistime they had al become experts on which vegetables were edible
and which were likely to provide anight of indigestion and cramps.

Day blurred into day. Marshdl's beard became long and tangled. They looked like four jungle
crestures rather than Earthmen.

And then one day shortly after high noon—

"Look!" Garvey ydled shrilly. "Look up there, everyone! Look!"

Marshdl could hear the droning sound even before he could raise his eyes. He looked up, fedling
the pulse of excitement go through him. There, limned sharply againgt the bright metallic blueness of the
afternoon sky, atwin-engine plane circled thejungle!

For amoment they were al too numb, too stupefied with joy to react. Marshdl wasthefirst to
bresk from hisstasis.

"Theflare-gun—whereisit?"

"Inthesurvivd kit!" Garvey exclamed.

Hasty hands ripped open the fabric of the kit that had served them so long. Marshdl hurriedly
jerked out the flare-gun, inserted a charge with fumbling fingers, lifted the gun, fired.

A blaze of red light blossomed in the sky. Shading his eyes, Marshdl saw the plane whed round to
investigate. He insarted another flare and fired it.

"Shirts off, everyone! Sgnd to them!"

They waved frantically. Minutes passed; then, the hatch of the plane opened and asmall dark
object dropped through. A parachute bellied open immediately. The plane circled the area and streaked
off toward the east.

Through some sort of miracle the parachute did not become snagged in the trees on the way down,
and the package cameto rest not far from where the four stood. Marshal and the othersran for it. They
found a note pinned to the wrapping:

Wewere just about to give up hope of ever finding any of the crash survivors when we saw the
flaresgo up. Your areaistoo heavily wooded to alow for alanding, and so we're returning to New
Lisbon to get a'copter. Remain exactly where you are now. We expect to be back in about two hours.
In the meantime we're dropping some provisionsto tide you over until we return.

"Were going to berescued!” Loiscried. "They've found ug!”

"It'slikeamiracle" Garvey'swife exclamed.



The two hours seemed to take forever. The four squatted over the provisions kit, munching with
ddight on chocolate and fruit, and smoking their first cigarettes snce the day of the crash.

Findly they heard the droning sound of a helicopter's rotors overhead.

There it was—descending verticaly, coming to ahat in their clearing. Three men sprang from the
helicopter the moment it reached the ground. One wore the uniform of amedic. They sprinted toward the
survivors. Marshdl became uncomfortably aware of his own uncouth gppearance, and saw the women
attempting to cover the exposed parts of their anatomy in sudden new-found modesty.

"Wdl! I'm Captain Collins of the New Lisbon airbase. | certainly didn't expect to be picking up any
survivors of that crash!”

"My name's David Marshdl," Marshdl said. He introduced the others.

"Youtheonly survivors?'

Marshdl nodded. "A fifth man was thrown from the plane aive, but he died later. Werethe only
oneswho survived. How far are we from New Lisbon?!

"Oh, three hundred fifty miles, I'd say."

Marshdl frowned. "Three hundred fifty? That means we covered better than six hundred mileson
foot sincethe crash. But aren't you alittle far from home base? How come you searched for us here?”

The New Lisbon man looked uncomfortable, "Well, to tell the truth, it was akind of ahunch. We
got this crazy message—"

"Messge?!

"Yes. A few days back. Damn near everyonein the colony heard it. It was akind of telepathic
voicetdling usthat there were till afew survivors from the crash, and giving an approximate position. So
we sent out afew scouts. Say, any one of you folks atelepath?!

"No, not us," Marshdl said. "It must have been the dien.”

"Alien? Therdsan dien here?'

"Past tense. He'sdead.” Marshdl smiled oddly. "But he must have decided to do us one last favor
before he died. In return for the favor we were doing him. He must have broadcast atelepathic message
to New Lisbon.”

The New Lisbon man eyed Marshdl strangely. " Areyou telling me that you found an intelligent dien
inthejungle?’

"That's right. And we're going to go back and locate the body, and see if we can preserveit for
science. It'stheleast we can do for him. At least one remnant of hisrace will be preserved. They won't
die away without leaving atrace," Marshdl said, as he waked toward the helicopter that would take him
back to civilization.

Vampires from Outer Space (1959)

Three of the five storiesin Super-Science Fiction's glorious SPECIAL MONSTER ISSUE! of
April, 1959 were my work: the lead novelet, "Mournful Mongter," under the Dan Macolm pseudonym, a
short cdled "A Cry for Help" bylined Eric Rodman, and this one, the second lead, which ran under the
name of Richard F. Watson.

| wroteit in September, 1958, right after my first visit to San Francisco, which iswhy the story is
st there. (1 lived in New Y ork then, the city of my birth, and had not the dightest inkling, then, that
thirteen yearslater | was going to move to the San Francisco area) Thetitle on the manuscript when |
turned it in was Smply "Vampiresfrom Space," but the meaningless phrase "outer space”’ was just then
establishing itsdf asacliché, and Scottie stuck it right in. It is, | think, the only place the phrase can be
foundin al my millions of words of sciencefiction.
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Thefirgt report of what was quickly to become known as the VVampire M enace reached the central
office of the Terran Security Agency haf an hour after the attack had taken place. The date was June 11,
2104. Agency Subchief Neil Harriman was busy with routine matters when the courier burst into his
office, carrying amessage pellet gaudy with the red-and-yellow wrapping that meant Top Leve
Emergency.

Harriman reached one big hand out for the message pellet. "Where'sit from?"

"San Francisco. It just camein by smultaneous vis-tape. Marked specid for your office, with dl
the emergency labds"

"Okay," Harriman said. He flipped the switch that darkened the office and brought the viewing
screen down from its nichein the ceiling. As Harriman unwrapped the message pellet and beganto dip it
into the viewer, he glanced up at the courier, who was standing by with expectant curiosity. Harriman
scowled darkly. No words were necessary. The courier gulped, moistened hislips, and backed out of
the office, his curiogty about the emergency message doomed to be unsatisfied.

Alone, Harriman nudged the starter button and the tape started to unwind past the photon-cell eye
of the viewer. Animage formed in glowing natural colors at the far Sde of the room.

The voice of the speaker said, "Thisis Specid Agent Michaels reporting from San Francisco, chief.
Therewas akilling out here twenty minutes ago. The local police sent for me because it looked like
Agency busness.

The screen showed one of San Francisco's steep hills. Some twenty feet from the cameraseyea
body lay grotesquely sprawled, face downward, head toward the foot of the hill. Gray fog swirled over
the scene. It was nearly noon at Harriman's New Y ork office, but it was fill quite early in the morning
across the continent in Cdifornia. Transmission of the message-tape was virtudly instantaneous, thanksto
progressin communications science.

Harriman watched patiently, wondering why it had been necessary to bring to his attention aroutine
West Coast murder. The image bounced as the man holding the camerawalked toward the corpse

Specid Agent Michaels voice sad, "Thisisjust the way he was found, twenty minutes ago.”

A hand reached down and turned the cadaver over soitsface wasvisible. An involuntary gasp
broke from Harriman'slips. The dead man's face was the color of chalk. Harriman had never seen so
pale aface before. The victim's eyes were open, and frozen in them was an image of pain, of shock, of
horror beyond human comprehension.

Therewere two dark little holes an inch apart on the dead man'sthroat, just over thejugular.

"Thereisn't adrop of blood in him, chief," Michaels said quietly in commentary. "He'sasdry asif he
was pumped clean with aforce-pump. Weve identified him as Sam Barrett, asdesman in aused car
showroom. Unmarried, lived with his aged mother. He worked around the corner on Van Ness Avenue.
There were two eye-witnesses at the scene of the crime.”

The cameras eye panned to abading man in hisforties who stood at the edge of the sdewalk,
nervoudy twisting his hands together. He looked almost as pal e as the ghastly body on the ground.

"Go on," prompted Michagls. "Thisisfor the record. Tell uswho you are and what you saw.”

"My nameisMack Harkins," the balding man said in athin, hesitant voice. "I live over on Augtin
Street, couple of blocks from here. Work at the Dynacar showroom around the corner. | was walking
aong and suddenly 1 looked up ahead and saw aman struggling with—well—some kind of thing."

"Describeit,” Michagls prodded gently.

"Well—bigger than aman, purple-colored, with big bat-wings. Y ou know, one of those bat-people,
what do you cal them?'

"Nirotans?'

"Y eah, that'sit. One of them Nirotans, bending over the man'sthroat like he was sucking blood
from him. Before | knew what was going on, the bat-thing saw me and bolted away into an dley.”
Harkins shuddered. "I went to look at the body. No blood &t all, just like heis now. Drained.”

"You're sureit was aNirotan you saw?' Michagls asked.



"l an't sure of anything. But there was this big purple thing with bat-wings wrestling with poor
Barrett. If it wasn't one of them Nirotans, 1'd like to know what it was, then."

"Thank you, Mr. Harkins. | think the local authoritieswould like to ask you some questions now.”
The cameraflashed toward the second witness.

The second witness was not human. He was a member of one of the half-dozen different species of
dien beings that frequented Earth since the opening of the age of interstellar travel some three decades
ealier.

The camerafocused on the short, stockily-built being whose only externd physica differencesfrom
humanity were the two tiny, heat-sensitive antennae that sprouted just above each eye.

"Y ou arefrom Drosk?' Michaels asked.

Thedien nodded. "I am Blen Duworn, attaché to the Drosk Trade Commission officein San
Francisco,”" he said in smooth, faultless English. "'l was out for amorning stroll when | came upon the
scene this man hasjust described to you.”

"Tdl uswhat you saw."

"l saw alarge winged entity vanishing into that dley. | saw aman fdling toward the ground, and
another man—Mr. Harkins, rushing toward him. That isdl.”

"And thislarge winged entity you saw—can you identify it more precisay?"

Thedienfrowned. "l am quite sureit wasaNirotan," he said after abrief pause.

"Thank you," Michagls said. The screen showed another view of the bloodless corpse. "That's
whereit stands as of now, chief. I'll keep in touch on further devel opments as they break. Awaiting your
ingructions.”

The screen went dead.

In his darkened office, Neil Harriman sat quietly with folded handswhile achill of terror rippled
quickly through him. He recovered sdf-control with a considerable effort, and switched on the light.

His mind refused to accept what the message tape had just told him.

Harriman's particular job in the workings of the Terran Security Agency wasto ded with crime
involving Earthmen and aiens. There was plenty of bad blood between the people of Earth and the
strange-looking visitors from space. A planet which had not yet fully reconciled itsdlf evento recial
differencesin its own one species of intelligent life could not easily adjust to the presence of bizarre
life-forms, some of them considerably superior to the best that Earth had.

Up till now, Harriman'sjob had largely been to protect the diens from the hodtility of Earthmen. The
green-skinned Qafliks, for example, had touched off demongtrations in those parts of the world where
white skin was ill thought to bein some way superior to dl other colors of skin. In other places, the
peculiar sexua mores of the uninhibited Zadoorans had angered certain puritanical Terrestrids. So
Harriman'swing of the Agency had been given the task of protecting Earth's many dien vidtorsuntil the
people of Earth were mature enough to redlize that it was not necessary to hate that which was strange.

But now an entirely new and dangerous aspect had entered the picture. One of the diens had
murdered an Earthman. And, thought Harriman bleskly, it would have to be a Nirotan that had
committed the crime.

The Nirotans were recent additions to the Terran scene. They had first landed on Earth lessthan a
year previoudy, and no more than afew thousand were present at thistime. They were not pretty.
Descended from a primitive bat-like form, they were frightening in appearance—purple-hued creatures
seven feet tall, their bodies covered with thick coarse fur, their eyestiny and set deep in their skull, their
facesweird and strange. They had wings, bat-like membranes of skin stretched over vastly elongated
finger-bones, whileasmdl pair of well-eguipped hands provided them with the manipul ative abilities



necessary for the development of acivilization.

They were traders, bringing with them curioudly fashioned mechanical contrivancesthat werein
great demand on Earth. But they had little contact with Earthmen. The Nirotans seemedto bea
withdrawn, sdlf-contained race, and few Earthmen cared for the company of such repdllent-looking
beingsin any event. So little was known about them. Dark rumors had arisen that they were vampire
beings, thirsty for human blood. The ordinary people of Earth regarded the Nirotans with fear and
loathing for this reason, and gave them awide berth.

So far as anyone had known, the vampire story was nothing but aterror-inspired myth. Until now.

The murder story, Harriman thought, would have to be hushed up somehow. At least until the
investigation had definitely proven the guilt or innocence of the Nirotans. If theworld ever learned of the
"vampire' attack, there would be an hysterical uprising that might bring about the death of every
Nirotan—or every dien of any kind—on Earth. Reprisa from the starswould be swift.

Harriman scowled tightly. Thiswastoo big for him to handle on his own. He restored the message
tape to its container and picked up his phone.

"Harriman spesking. Let metak to Director Russdll. And fagt.”

His call went through rush channels, and amoment later the deep, resonant voice of the Director of
the Terran Security Agency said, "Hello, Harriman. | was just about to cal you anyway. | want to see
you inahurry. And | mean hurry."

Director Russdl was a short, rotund man who normaly wore an affable expression during even the
most grave crisis. But there was nothing cheerful about his plump face now. He nodded curtly to
Harriman as the Subchief entered. Harriman saw two message pellets lying on Russdll's desk, both of
them wrapped in the red-and ye low emergency trimmings.

Russdl said, "1've been reading some of your mail, Harriman. Y ou know that I'm aways notified
when an emergency message arrives here. Y ou got one about half an hour ago. Then another one
showed up for you, and | figured I'd save some time by having alook at it myself. And no sooner did |
finish scanning that one when another one showed up.”" Russell tapped the two message pelletson his
desk. "One of theseisfrom Warsaw. The other isfrom London. They're both about the same thing."

"The Nirotans?'

Russdll nodded darkly. "Tell me about your tape.”

"A man was murdered in San Francisco this morning. Body found completely drained of blood,
with puncture-holes over the jugular. Two witnesses—a Drosk and aman named Harkins. They saw the
victim struggling with something that looked like aNirotan.”

The Director's eyebrows rose. "Witnesses? That's more than we have on these other two."

"What are they?'

"Murder reports. Onein Poland last night, the other in London about two hours ago. An old man
and agirl, both bloodless."

"WEell haveto keep thisquiet,” Harriman said. "If the people find out—"

"They have. Theré's dready been avampire-hunt in Warsaw. Two Nirotans were flushed by the
mob and just barely escaped with their lives. Londoners are talking vampire too. It looks damned bad for
the Nirotans, Harriman. Especidly with this eye-witness thing in San Francisco. Everyone called the
Nirotans vampires al aong—and now there's something concrete to pin suspicionsto.”

"But they've been herefor dmost ayear," Harriman protested. "Why should they suddenly break
out in awave of blood-drinking the same night?"

"Areyou defending them?' Russdll asked.

"I'm just speculating. We have no definite proof thet they're guilty.”



"Maybe," Russdll said, "they just couldn't hold out any longer with al that nice fresh blood tempting
them.”

Harriman eyed his chief srangely. He knew Russdll did not have much liking for the dienbeingson
Earth. The Director was, in many respects, an old-fashioned man.

"You aren't pre-judging the Nirotans, are you?' Harriman asked.

"Of course not. But it certainly looks bad for them. I've ordered all Nirotans taken into protective
custody until things cool down alittle.”

"Good idea," Harriman agreed. "If some of them got lynched by the mobswe might find oursalves
a war with Nirotatomorrow."

"I'm aware of that," Russdll said. "Also, I'm having the three bodies flown here for examination. And
| want to get alive Nirotan to examine, too."

"That won't be so easy,” Harriman said. "They don't like Earthmen peering at them up close.”

"They'd better likeit," Russdll said. "Take atrip over to the Nirotan consulate downtown and talk to
the head man.”

Harriman nodded. "Right. But | don't think they're going to cooperate.”

The news sheets picked up the story with almost supernatural speed. THREE VAMPIRE
VICTIMS, screamed the headlines of the afternoon editions. BLOODLESS BODIES FOUND IN
FRISCO, LONDON, WARSAW. NIROTANS SUSPECTED.

Harriman made an appointment to see the ranking member of the Nirotan Consulate at haf past
two that afternoon. Until that time, he busied himsdlf with keeping up on news reports.

Angry mobs were beginning to form. A country-wide pogrom was under way in Poland, the object
to hunt down any Nirotansthat could be found and destroy them. Ancient supertitious legends had been
reawakened in Central Europe. Therewastalk of silver bullets, of wooden stakes through the heart.

"Dracula-men from the stars," shouted a West Coast newspaper. In Los Angeles, crowds
surrounded the Nirotan headquarters, climbing towering palmsto hurl bricks at the windows. A mgor
incident was brewing as news of the triple killings swept the world. Fear and hatred were turned against
dienbeingsof dl sorts. Harriman sent out aworld-wide order instructing authorities everywhere to give
sanctuary to diens of any kind, in case the mob generdized its hate and struck out againgt all
non-humans

At two that afternoon the first body arrived—from London, flown over by transatlantic rocket.
Harriman had a moment to view the corpse before heading downtown to the Nirotan consulate.

Thevictimwasagirl of about seventeen, with plain but pleasant features. The sheet was lifted from
her body and Harriman saw its paper-whiteness, and the two dark little holes at her throat. Horror crept
down his back. It was aghastly sight, this bloodless body. The girl's mouth was locked in the
configurations of aterrified scream. Shelooked like awaxen image, not like a creature of flesh and
blood.

Harriman's specid car waswaiting for him outside the Agency building. He rode downtown in deep
dlence, hismind still gripped by the sight of those chaky young breasts, those dead white thighs. Despite
himsdlf he could picture the huge revolting form of the Nirotan huddling around her, itswings half
unfolding asthe gleaming teeth plunged through the soft flesh of the protesting girl's throat—

Harriman shook his head. He was an officer of the law, he reminded himsdf. Animpartia
investigator dedicated to justice. He had to keep from letting his emotions enter into the case. Maybe the
Nirotans were hideous, maybe they did look like the Devil's own nightmares. It made no difference. His
job was smply to determine guilt or innocence.

If the Nirotanswere guilty, if three of their number had committed the crimes, then there would be



graveinterstellar repercussions. Probably the Nirotans would be asked to leave Earth permanently.

But if they were innocent—somehow—then it was hisjob to protect them from the wrath of the
mobs, and find theredl culprits.

The Nirotan consulate was asturdy four-story building on Fifth Avenue—an old building, dating
back nearly two centuries. Just now it was surrounded by a boiling, screaming mob. Eight armed menin
the gray uniforms of the Security Corps held the rioters back.. The door, Harriman saw, was barred.
One of the Security men had acut over hisleft eye; the result, probably, of athrown missile.

The crowd melted to one side as Harriman's official Security Corps car came to ahalt outside the
building. Escorted by three armed Corpsmen, Harriman made hisway up the steps of the building. He
waited outside the door while a scanner beam examined him. There was the sound of relays groaning as
the heavy protective bars were e ectronically drawn back.

The door opened. A Nirotan stood in the shadows within, looming high above Harriman.

"Enter,” thedien said inits strange, hoarse, dry-sounding voice.

Harriman stepped insgde and the great door clanged shut behind him, obliterating the raucous
screams of the mob outside. Three Nirotans faced Harriman, the smallest of them better than half afoot
taler than he. They conducted him silently through the building to the office of the Nirotan consul.

Therewas afaintly musty odor about the place. Despite himsalf, Harriman felt atwinge of revulsion
as he was ushered into the presence of Trinnin Nirot, ranking Nirotan diplomat in North America

The Nirotan was standing in one corner of the office—Nirotans never sat. Hissmall, muscular ams
were folded in asurprisingly human posture. The great deek wings sat huddled on his shoulders. On
Earth the atmosphere was too thin, the gravitationa pull too strong, to makeit possible for the Nirotans
to fly: Their home world had a thicker atmosphere and lighter gravity, and there they soared on wings that
measured fifteen feet fromtip to tip.

Harriman tried to hide theirrationd fear he experienced at the sight of the huge bat-like creature. He
stared at the face, covered, like therest of the Nirotan's body, with fine, purplish fur. He could see the
dog-like snout, thetiny yellow eyes, the enormous fan-like ears, and, gleaming behind the Nirotan'sthin
lips, the teeth. Teeth that might, perhaps, be able to drain blood from an Earthman's throat.

Harriman said, "Y ou understand why | am here, of course.”

"| understand that there are rioters outside this building, and that my people on this planet must take
cover for fear of ther lives," said the Nirotan crisply. Like most diens on Earth, his command of the
language was flawless. "More than that | do not understand. | am waiting for an explanation.”

Harriman'sjawstightened. He felt awkward standing halfway across the room from the Nirotan; but
there was no placeto st down, and the dien did not offer any sort of hospitdity. Harriman fidgeted,
crossing and uncrossing hisarms. After abrief pause he said—aquietly, since the Nirotans were
extraordinarily sensitive to sound—"Last night and this morning three Earthmen were found dead in
widely separated places, their bodies drained of blood. Many people believe that they werekilled by
members of your race.”

The dien'sfacid expression was unreadable. "Why should they bdieve this? Why choose us asthe
killers, and not the Qafliks or the Zadoorans or some other race? There are many dien beingson this
planet.”

"There are two reasons for suspecting Nirotans," Harriman said. "Thefirst isan ancient supergtitious
belief in vampires. Bats who drink human blood. The people of Nirotans are closest in physical
appearance to the popular image of the vampire."

"And the other reason?'

"The other reason,” said Harriman, "is more pertinent. Two eye-witnessesin San Francisco said
they saw aNirotan in the process of attacking one of the victims."

Thedien wasslent for along moment. Findly he sad, "Tel me, Mr. Harriman: if you could, would
youkill and est me?*

Harriman was stunned. "Would |—kill and egt you?' he repeated dowly:



"Yes. Do you fed any inclination to feast on aroasted Nirotan?”"

"Why—of course not. Theidea's monstrous!”

"Exactly s0," the Nirotan said calmly. "L et me assure you that amember of my race would no
sooner drink the blood of an Earthman than an Earthman would dine on Nirotan flesh. Pardon mewhen |
say that we find your physical gppearance as repugnant as you seem to find ours. The whole concept of
thiscrimeis beyond our bdief. We are not vampires. We do not feed on anima matter off any sort. The
crime we are accused of could not possibly have been committed by aNirotan.”

Harriman slently regarded the dien, staring at the flashing teeth, needle-sharp, at the viciouslittle
claws, at thefolded, leathery, infinitely terrifying wings. Appearance seemed to belie the calm denid of
guilt that Harriman had just heard.

The Earthman said, "It might be possible to determine guilt or innocence quickly. If you would lend
usamember of your staff for examination—"

"No," camethe curt, immediate response.

"But our physicians might be able to establish beyond doubt the impossbility of
any—ah—vampirism. | can assure you that no harm would come—"

"No."

"B

"We do not tolerate any handling of our bodies by aien beings," said the Nirotan haughtily. "If you
persist in accusing us of thisincredible crime, we will be forced to withdraw from your planet. But we
cannot and will not submit to any sort of examination of the sort you suggest, Mr. Harriman.”

"Don't you see, though, it might clear your people a once, and—"

"Y ou have heard my reply," the Nirotan said. He rustled hiswingsin an unfriendly gesture. "We
have stated our innocence. | must take your refusal to believe my statement as adeeply wounding insult.”

There was crackling silence in the room. Thiswas an dien, Harriman reflected. On Nirota, perhaps,
the idea of lying was not known. Or perhaps the Nirotan was avery subtle devil indeed. In any event, the
interview was rapidly getting nowhere.

"Very well," Harriman sad. "If your refusd isfind—"

"Itis"

"Well have to proceed with your investigation as best we can. For your own sake, | must ask you
not to let any of your people venture out unprotected. We can't be responsible for the actions of
hysterica mobs. And, naturaly, well do everything in our power to discover the guilty parties. Y our
cooperation might have made things alittle eeser dl around, of course.”

"Good day, Mr. Harriman.”

Harriman scowled. "For the sake of good relations between Earth and Nirota, | hope none of your
peopleisresponsble for this crime. But you can be sure that when we do find the murderers, they'll be
fully punished under the laws of Earth. Good day, Trinnin Nirot."

Harriman was shaking with repressed disgust as he made his way down the consul ate steps, through
the path between the gesticulating rioters, and into his car. The Nirotan stench seemed to cling to him, to
hover in acloud about him. And he knew the Nirotan's hideous face would plague his dreamsfor weeks
to come.

He rode uptown, back to the skyscraper that housed the headquarters of the Terran Security
Agency, in ableak and bitter mood. For the ten yearsthat he had held his job, he had devoted himself to
protecting the dlien beings on Earth, guarding them from the outcroppings of superdtitious hatred that
sometimes rose up to threaten them. And now, he could no longer defend the extra-terrestrids. Three
vicious crimes had been committed. And Trinnin Nirot's cold refusa to permit investigation made it that



much harder to believe in the innocence of the Nirotans. The vampire image was ingrained too deeply.

When he returned to his office, Harriman found amessage in-structing him to report to Director
Russdl at once. He found Russdll in conference. In the Director's office were four men—George
Zachary, Secretary-Generd of the United Nations, Henri Lamartine, Commissioner of Extraterrestrial
Rdationships, Dr. David van Dyne, chief medica examiner of the Security Agency; and Paul Hennessey,
Commissioner of Justice and Russell'simmediate superior.

Director Russl said, "Well, Harriman? Did you see the Nirotans?'

"I saw Trinnin Nirot himsdlf," Harriman said. "And | got nowhere."

"What do you mean, nowhere?"

"Trinnin Nirot categoricaly deniesthe possbility that any Nirotan might have committed the crimes.
He saysthat Nirotans are vegetarians, and that the whole idea of their being vampiresis beyond belief.
But hewon't let ushave alook at any of hismen to confirmit.”

"We expected the denia," muttered Commissioner Hennessey. "But where do we go from here?’

"lsn't there any evidence on the bodies?' Harriman asked.

Dr. van Dyne said, "All three bodies are here, and I've examined them. All that can be definitely
determined was that two needle-like instruments penetrated the jugular veins of the victims and rapidly
withdrew their blood. The withdrawa might have been done with teeth, or it could have been done
mechanicaly. Of course, if we could get hold of aNirotan and examine histeeth, we could probably find
out reedily enough whether one of them actualy committed the crime or not. If they're redlly vegetarians,
they probably don't have the equipment for doing it."

"Arewetrying to decide whether aNirotan actudly did it?" Director Russdll asked in some
aurprise. "'l thought that was al settled. There were witnesses, after dl, for the San Francisco murder.”

Commissioner Lamartine said, "Before we can gart to take legd action againgt the Nirotans, well
haveto rule out al possibility that any other race might have done it—or that the crimes were committed
by Earthmen."

Russ| blinked. "Earthmen? Are you suggesting—"

The bearded little commissioner shook his head stubbornly. "Were dealing with a proud and
stubborn race here, as Mr. Harriman can confirm. We can't smply accuse them of acrimelikethis
without proof."

"Eyewitnesses condtitute some beginning of proof,” Russdll snapped.

Commissioner Hennessy held up ahand to cut short the dispute. "Please, gentlemen. | think Trinnin
Nirot's refusal to permit examination of any Nirotans speaks for itsdlf in the matter of guilt or innocence.”

"I'm not so sure,” Harriman put in. "They seem to have some kind of taboo againgt letting other
Species get too close to them.”

"But certainly they'd be willing to let the taboo go by the boards for the sake of clearing
themsdaves" Russdll objected.

"Not necessarily,” said Lamartine. "We're dedling with dien beings, remember. They don't see
things the way we do."

"Inany event," said Secretary-Generd Zachary, "well have to reach some solutionin ahurry.
Theresrioting going on in every city where Nirotans are located. And the bitternessis starting to spread
to take in other diens, too. If we don't restore order in ahurry, were going to find al the extraterrestrids
pulling out—and turning Earth into a backwater world considered not fit for civilized beingsto vist.”

Harriman stared at the five grim faces. These men, like himsalf, were shaken to the core by the
notion that the beings from the stars might be blood-drinkersin fact aswell asin appearance. And it was
hard to believe in the innocence of the Nirotans.

The phonerang. Director Russell reached out with. a plump hand and snatched the tel ephone
nervoudy from its cradle. He listened for amoment, snapped some sort of reply, and dammed the
instrument down again.



"Bad news," he said, hisface becoming grimmer. A mob broke into the building wherethe
Nirotans were taking sanctuary in Budapest. Dragged three Nirotans out and killed them. Drove wooden
sakesthrough their hearts.”

Harriman fdt chilled. Legends weighted with medieval dust were erupting into the neet, ordered
world of the twenty-second century. Wooden stakesin Budapest! Ominous mutterings againgt the
winged people—and three bloodless bodies lying in the morgue ten floors below.

"Heaven help usif the Nirotans are innocent,” Secretary-General Zachary said tondlesdy. "They'll
never forgive usfor today."

"I'll order triple protection,” Russell said. "We don't want amassacre.”

Hysteriawas the order of the day on Earth in the next six hours. Three murdersin themsaves were
not of any great importance; round the world each day, hundreds of human beings met violent deaths
without causing agtir. But it was the manner of the deaths that dug deep into humanity. The killings struck
subconscious fears, and brought to the surface the old myths. It was dread of the unknown, dread of the
people from the stars, that touched off the rioting round the world. The relative handful of Nirotans
waited behind the walls of their shelters, waiting for the mobsto come burgting in.

The United Nations General Assembly, which had become the world government in fact aswell as
in name during the past seventy-five years, met in an extraordinary session that evening at U.N.
headquarters. The purpose of the meeting was Smply to vote additiona appropriationsfor the protection
of extraterrestrial beings against mob violence—but during the session a del egate from the United States
rosein wrath to demand the immediate withdrawal of what he termed the "Nirotan vampires' from Earth.

The resolution was declared out of order, and did not cometo avote. But it represented the
sentiments of agreat mgority of Earth's nine billion people on that evening.

Harriman flew to San Francisco that evening aboard amidnight jetliner that made the journey in four
hours . A waiting taxi took him to the downtown San Francisco offices of the Nirotan Trade Delegation,
inthe heart of the city on Market Street. The summer fog shrouded everything in gloom.

Specid Agent Michagswaswaiting for him outside the heavily protected building. The agent'sface
was st tightly. Fifty or Sixty people were parading wesarily around the building, despite the lateness of the
hour. They no longer seemed violent, but they carried hastily constructed placards which bore dogans
like VAMPIRES MUST DIE! and NIROTANS GO HOME!

"Been any trouble with the pickets?" Harriman asked, indicating the mob.

"Not as much as earlier,” Michagls said. "There were about five hundred people out here around
nine o'clock, but they've al gone home, except the diehards. They were parading the mother of the
murdered man around the building and screaming for justice, but they didn't try to do any damage, at
least.”

Harriman nodded. "Good. Let'sgoin.”

There were fifteen Nirotans sanding insde. Michadls assured Harriman that the group included
every Nirotan who had been in the San Francisco areain the past three days. If a Nirotan had been the
murderer of Sam Barrett, then the murderer wasin thisroom.

Harriman stared at the group. Asaways, the facid expressons of the diens defied interpretation.
They seemed to be waiting for the disturbance to die down, so they could resume their norma way of
life

Conscious of their dread appearance, of his own inggnificance, of the nauseous odor of fifteen
Nirotansin one room, Harriman moistened hislips. A mental image came to him unexpectedly—the
fifteen bat-like crestures surrounding him, throwing themsalves on him with once accord, fastening their
fangsin histhroat and sucking away hislifeblood. He winced involuntarily at the vividness of the picture.

Then he remembered that he was an officer of the law, and that these beings facing him were smply



suspectsin amurder case.

Hesad, "Early yesterday morning aman waskilled in thiscity. I'm sure you dl know how he was
killed. I've come here from New Y ork to talk to you about the murder of Sam Barrett.”

None of the aliens spoke. In the solemn silence, Harriman continued. " Two witnesses claim they
saw aNirotan struggling with the murdered man in the street. If the witnesses are telling the truth, one of
you in thisroom committed that crime.”

"The witnesses are saying that which isnot so," declared an immense Nirotan boomingly. "We have
committed no crimes. The offense you charge uswith is unthinkable in Nirotan eyes."

"I haven't charged you with anything," Harriman said. "The evidence impliesthat a Nirotan was
responsible. For your sake and the sake of interstellar relations, | hopeit isn't so. But my jobistofind
out who isresponsiblefor thekillings.”

Harriman shook his head. "My first step hasto be to establish guilt or innocencein thisroom. Asa
beginning, suppose | ask each of you to account for your whereabouts at the time of the murder?”

"Wewill give no information,”" rumbled the Nirotan who seemed to be the spokesman.

A stonewadll again, Harriman thought gloomily. He said, "Don't you see that by refusing to answer
questions or permit us an examination, you naturaly make yoursaves|ook suspiciousin humanity's
eyes?’

"We have no concern with appearances. We did not commit the crime.”

"On Earth we need proof of that. Y our word isn't enough here.”

"Wewill not submit to interrogation. We demand the right to leave this planet at once, in order to
return to Nirota."

Harriman's eyes narrowed. "The Interstellar Trade Agreements prevent any suspected criminals
from leaving Earth for their homeworld. Y oull haveto stay here until something definiteis settled, one
way or the other, on the murder.”

"Wewill answer no questions,” cametheflat, pogtive, unshake-ablereply.

Anger glimmered in Harriman'seyes. "All right, then. But you'll rot here until we decideto let you
go! See how you like that!"

He turned and spun out of the room.

He dept fitfully and uneasily on the return journey to New Y ork. It was mid-morning when the
jetliner touched down at New Y ork Jet Skyport, and it was noon by the time Harriman returned to his
office at the Terran Security Agency. He felt deep frustration. There was no way for the investigetion to
proceed—not when the only suspects refused to defend themsalves. Earth couldn't accuse members of
an alien species of murder on the basis of two early-morning eyewitnesses and alot of circumstantial
evidencerising out of old hysterical legends. It was dways arisky business when one planet tried people
of another world for crime—and in this case, the evidence was Smply too thin for a solid indictment.

On the other hand, Earth clamored for atria. The overwheming mass of the people, utterly
convinced that the Nirotans were vampires, stood ready to enforce justice themsalvesiif the authorities
lingered. Already, three Nirotans had died at the hands of the jeering mobs—an incident which would
have serious consequences once the hysteria died down.

Director Russdll growled agreeting at Harriman as the Agency subchief entered the office. It was
obvious from Russdll's harried expression and from the overflowing ashtrays that the Director had been
up dl night, keeping in touch with the criss asit unfolded and as new complications devel oped.

"Well?' Russell demanded. "What's the word from San Francisco?!

"Theword isnothing, chief," Harriman said tiredly. "The Nirotans clammed up completely. They
ing st that they're innocent, but beyond that they refuse to say anything. And they're demanding to be



alowed to return to their home world now."

"I know. Trinnin Nirot petitioned Secretary-Genera Zachary late last night to permit al Nirotanson
Earth to withdraw."

"What did Zachary say?"

"He didn't—not yet. But he doesn't want to let the Nirotans go until we get to the bottom of this
vampire busness”

"Any word from anyplace el se?*

"Not much that's hopeful," Russdll said wearily with atired shrug. "There are thirty Nirotans under
surveillance in London, but they're not talking. And we have twenty cooped up in Warsaw. Zero there
too. Right now were busy protecting a couple of thousand of the bats. But how long can thiskeep up?'

"Couldn't we seize aNirotan forcibly and examine him?' Harriman asked.

"I've thought of that. But the high brass says no. If we happen to be wrong, well have committed
what the Nirotans are perfectly free to consider as an open act of war. And if were right—if the Nirotans
were lying—then we till have the problem of finding out which Nirotans did the actud killing."

"Maybe," Harriman said, "we ought to just et the bats clear off Earth, asthey want to do. That'l
solvedl our problems.”

"And bring up amillion new ones. It would mean that any aien could come down here and commit
crimes, and go away untouched if he smply denied hisguilt. | wouldn't like to see a precedent like that
get set. Uh-uh, Harriman. We haveto find the killers, and we haveto do it legdly. Only I'm damned if |
know how we're going to go about doing it."

We haveto find thekillers, Harriman thought half an hour later, in the solitude of his own office.
Andwehaveto doit legdly. Well, thefirgt part of that was reasonable enough.

But how about the second, Harriman thought?

Legdly they were powerlessto continue the investigation. The forces of law and order were
hopelesdy stalled, while fear-crazy rioters demanded Nirotan blood in exchange for Terran.

The main problem, he thought, was whether or not a Nirotan—any Nirotan—had actualy
committed the atrocities. According to the Nirotans, such crimeswere beyond their capacities even to
imagine. Y et the heavy weight of popular belief—as wel asthe damning fact of the two San Francisco
witnesses—Ient vaidity to the notion of the Nirotans as blood-sucking vampires.

Medica examination of aNirotan might settle the thing in one direction or another. If it could be
proven that the Nirotans might possibly have committed such acrime, it would be reasonable to assume
that they had. But, on the other hand, if the Nirotans had definitely not done it, Harriman would have to
begin looking esewhere for the authors of the atrocities.

If only the Nirotans would cooperate, he thought!

But some dien quirk, some incomprehensible pride of theirs, kept them from lowering themselvesto
take part in anything so humiliating to them as an officia inquest. The Security Agency was
symied—officidly. They were a an impasse which could not be surmounted.

How about unofficidly, though?

Harriman moistened hislips. He had an idea. It was agamble, agamble that would be worth hisjob
and his career if helogt. But it was worth taking, he decided firmly. Someone had to risk it.

Picking up the phone, he ordered his specia car to be ready for him outside the building. Then,
without leaving word with anyone of hisintended destination or purpose, he quietly departed.

There were several dozen Nirotans cooped up at the consulate on Fifth Avenue. Any one of those
Nirotanswould do, for his purposes. The thing he had to remember was that he wasin this on his own.
Hedid not dare risk taking on an accomplice. His plan was too risky to share with another person.



The consulate was guarded by armed Security Corpsmen. And, unless there had been adackening
of public animosity, the building was probably still surrounded by ahowling mob.

It was. More than a thousand shouting New Y orkers clustered around the building, pressing close
to the steps but not daring to approach for fear of the guns of the Security men. The maob, frustrated,
kept up alow anima-like murmur benegth the hysteria of the shouts and cursesit hurled forth.

Harriman ordered hisdriver to park his car severa blocks north of the scene of the disturbance.
The Agency subchief proceeded cautioudy, on foot, making hisway between the packed rows of angry
demongtrators toward the consulate. He felt adrynessin histhroat. He was gambling everything, now.

He needed a Nirotan—dead or alive, preferably dive. And there was only one way for him to get
one, he knew.

He made hisway up the steps of the consulate. The guards, recognizing him, gave way. Harriman
caled them together.

"I've got ordersto bring aNirotan out,” he whispered. "Just one. They want him down at
Headquarters. When | get him out, | want an armed convoy through this crowd—eight of you on each
side of me, with drawn guns, in case anyonein the crowd tries to make trouble. All that understood?”

They nodded. Tension pounded in Harriman's chest. He was taking atremendous risk, putting a
Nirotan in front of the crowd in broad daylight. But therewas no help for it. If he came at dead of night,
when the mob had diminished, he would get no response from within. Nirotans dept the deep of the
deed at night—this much had been definitely established.

Harriman waited in the scanner beam while the Nirotans within examined him. At last, he heard the
heavy door begin to clank open. Beady ydlow Nirotan eyes stared a him from within.

"Y es? What do you want?'

"Totak," Harriman said. " Something new has come up that you must be told about.”

The door widened alittle to admit Harriman. But, instead of stepping inside, he extended ahand
and saized the wrist of the Nirotan. Harriman tugged. The Nirotan, for al hisgreat height, had the light
bones of aflying cresture; besides, surprise was on Harriman's side. The astonished Nirotan came
tumbling through the haf open door before he knew what was happening. A great shout went up from
the mob at the sight of the bat-creature. Harriman felt atwinge of fear at the raucous roar of the crowd.
The Nirotan was squirming, struggling to bresk Harriman's grasp. Hiswings riffled impotently.

"Wheat isthe meaning of this?' demanded the bat-cregture indignantly.

"Just come with me, and don't struggle, and everything will bedl right," Harriman said soothingly.
Helet the alien catch aglimpse of the tiny needle-blaster he held in the palm of hisfree hand. "We want
to talk to you at headquarters. The crowd won't hurt you if you cooperate with me.”

For an uneasy moment Harriman wondered if the alien might not prefer suicide to cooperation. But
evidently the Nirotans pride did not extend that far. Eyes blazing with fury but otherwise meek, the
Nirotan alowed himsdf to be led down the consulate steps by Harriman.

"Keep back!" the Security Corpsmen shouted, gesturing with their weapons, as they formed an
enflankment to protect Harriman and his cagptive. An ugly menacing buzz rose from the crowd; some
began to jostle forward, evidently impelled by hotter heads behind them. But they gave way asthelittle
convoy proceeded padt.

Thetrip to the car seemed to take hours. Harriman was limp and sweat-soaked by the time he
findly reached the vehicle and thrust the Nirotan in. There had not been asingle overt act of violence on
the part of the crowd. It was asif the actua sight of a Nirotan walking safely through their very midst had
left them too stunned to react.

"Thisisan outrage,” the Nirotan started to say, asthe car pulled away. "1 will protest this
kidnapping and I—"

Smiling in relief, Harriman took from his pocket the anesthetic capsule he had prepared, and
crushed it under the Nirotan's snout. The bat-creature dumped instantly into unconsciousness and said no
more.



Some fifteen minutes later, astretcher was borne into the headquarters of the Terran Security
Agency. Theform on the stretcher was totaly swathed in wrappings, and it wasimpossible to detect
what lay beneath. Harriman supervised ddlivery of the Stretcher to the inner office of Security Corps
Medica Examiner van Dyne.

Dr. van Dyne looked puzzled and more than alittleirritated. "Would you mind telling me what al
thismystery isabout, Harriman?'

Harriman nodded agreegbly. "Isyour office absolutely secure-tight?"

"Of course. What do you think—"

"Okay, then. I've brought you someone to examine. He's currently out with a double dose of
anesthetrin, and I'll guarantee his complete cooperation for the next couple of hours, &t least. Don't ask
any questions about where or how | got him, Doc. Just examine him, and get in touch with me the instant
yourefinished."

Harriman reached forward and yanked the coverings off the figure on the stretcher. Evenin deep,
the face of the Nirotan was hideous. Dr. van Dyne's jaw sagged in disbelief.

"My God! A Nirotan! Harriman, how did you—"

"| told you, Doc, don't ask any questions. He's here, that's al, and until the anesthedrin wears off he
won't say aword. Look him over. Find out whether or not a Nirotan can be avampire. Let me know the
outcome—and don't breathe a syllable of thisto anybody e se, anybody, or it'll be worth your head and
mine. Clear?"

The pudgy medico looked troubled by the obviousirregularity of the situation. But he remained
slent for amoment, eyeing the dumbering Nirotan on the stretcher. Findly van Dyne said, "Okay. I've
awayswanted to have aclose ook at one of these fellows. And we can get alot of things settled this
way."

Harriman smiled. "Thanks, Doc. Remember, you don't know anything. If therés any blameto be
taken, let me be the oneto take it. How soon will you have any information to give me?”

"That's hard to say. Suppose you stick around the building for awhile. I'll phone you in—oh, say,
an hour and ahdf."

"Right. I'll bewaiting."

As Harriman walked toward the door of van Dyné's office, the medica examiner had dready begun
to sdlect the equipment he planned to use in the examination.

Back in his own office, Harriman dropped down wearily at his desk and ran tensely quivering hands
through hishair. In ninety minutes, he would have the answersto some of the questions that were
plaguing him about the Nirotans.

He had kidnapped a Nirotan in front of araging mob. It had been bold, foolhardy—but necessary.
Without aclose look at one of the bat-creatures, it wasimpossible to take even the first steps toward
solving the vampire mysteries.

Now, he needed information. He rang up thelibrary circuit and requested everything they had on
Nirota—immediately.

The tapes started arriving afew minutes later. Harriman sorted through them. The first oneswere
dry gatistics on Terran-Nirotan trade over the past ten months. But at length Harriman came up with
something that was more useful to him—artape about Nirotaitsalf.

The Nirotans are aproud, aoof people, Harriman read. They do not welcome contact with other



races except for the purpose of trade.

Their historica records stretch back for nearly fifteen thousand Terran years. They have had space
travel for ten thousand of those years. The Nirotan Federation extends over some thirteen worlds, al of
them settled by Nirotan colonists many centuries previoudly.

The Nirotans are superb mechanical craftsmen and their wares are prized throughout the galaxy. In
generd they do not take part in gaactic disputes, preferring to remain above palitics. However, the
Nirotans have been engaged in fierce economic competition with the artisans of Drosk for the past
thousand years, and severa times during this period the rivalry has become so

Harriman's reading was suddenly interrupted by the strident sound of the telephone. Ashe
answered, hiseyefdl on the wall-clock, and he discovered with some surprise that he had been
immersed in Nirotan history for rather more than an hour. Perhaps, he thought hopefully, van Dyne has
completed his examination and was reporting on hisfindings!

"Harriman spesking.”

"van Dyne here, Nell. I've just finished giving our specimen agood checkdown.”

"Wel?' Harriman demanded eagerly.

Inaquiet voice said "If aNirotan committed those murders, Nell, then | should have been a
Sreetcleaner instead of amedic.”

"What do you mean?"'

"Item one, the Nirotan's big front incisor teeth are wedge-shaped—triangular. The holesin the
victims throats were round. Item two isthat the Nirotan's jaws aren't designed for biting—he'd have to
be a contortionist or better, in order to get histeeth onto ahuman throat. And item threeisthat
metabolically the Nirotans are as vegetarian as can be. Their bodies don't have any way of digesting
anima matter, blood or meat. Human blood would be pure poison to them if they tried to swallow any. It
would go down their gullet like ashot of acid.”

"So they weretelling the truth after dl," Harriman said quietly. "And al they had to do was|let us
examine one of them for ten minutes, and we'd be able to issue afull exoneration!™

"They'rediens, Nell," said van Dyne. "They have their own ideas about pride. They just couldn't
bring themsavesto let an Earthman go poking around their bodies with instruments.”

"Y ou haven't done any harm to your patient, have you?"'

"Lord, no!" van Dyne said. "'l ran acomplete external diagnosis on him. When he wakes up he
won't even know I've touched him. By the way, what am | supposed to do with him when he wakes up?”’

"Does he show any signs of coming out from under the anesthetrin yet?*

"He's beginning to show signs of coming around.”

"Give him another jolt and put him back under,” Harriman said. "Keep him hidden down at your
placefor awhile, until | can figure out whereto go next.”

"Y ou have any ideas? Now that we know definitely that the Nirotans didn't pull the vampire stunt,
how are we going to find out who did?"

Harriman said, "That's adamned good question. | wish | had an equdly good answer for it."

Then hiseyefdl to the tape of Nirotan history, still open at the place where he had been reading
when interrupted by the telephone cdll.

Heread: However, the Nirotans have been engaged in fierce economic competition with the
artisans of Drosk for the past thousand years, and severa times during this period the rivalry has become
so intensethat it has erupted into brief but savage wars between Drosk and Nirota—

"I've got ahunch," Harriman said. "It's pretty wild, but it'sworth atry. Keep that Nirotan out of
sght for the rest of the day. I'm going to make another trip to San Francisco.”



The San Francisco Security Corpsmen knew exactly where to find Blen Duworn, attache to the
Drosk Trade Commission office. For onething, al non-human beings were kept under informa
survelllance during the emergency, for their own protection. For another, Blen Duworn was amaterid
witnessin the killing of Sam Barrett, and therefore was watched closely so he could be on hand in case
authorities cared to question him again.

Which they did. Early inthe day, after his night flight to the West Coast, Neil Harriman was shown
into aroom with the Drosk and left done. Blen Duworn was short, about five feet three, but sturdily built,
with thick hipsand immensely broad shoulders, indicating the higher gravitationa pull of hishomeworld.
The Drosk was, a least externdly, human in every way except for the half-inch stubs above each eye
that provided asixth sense, that of sengitivity to heat-waves. Internally, of course, the Drosk was
probably totaly alien—but non-terrestriad beings were not in the habit of |etting Terrans examine their
interiors

Harriman said affably, "1 know you must betired of it by now, Blen Duworn, but would you mind
telling mejust what you saw that morning?'

The Drosk's smilewas equaly affable. "To put it briefly, | saw aNirotan killing an Earthman. The
Nirotan had hisfangsto the Earthman's throat and seemed to be drawing blood out of him."

Nodding, Harriman pretended to jot down notes. "Y ou were not the first one on the scene?!

"No. The Earthman named Harkinswas there first."

Harriman nodded again. "We of Earth know so little about the Nirotans, of course. We have some
of ther history, but none of their biology at al. They clam to be vegetarians, you know."

"They'relying. Ontheir native worldsthey raise animals smply to drink their blood.”

Harriman lifted an eyebrow. "Y ou mean they have along history of—ah—vampirism?"

"They've been blood-drinkers for thousands of years. Luckily for us, Drosk blood doesn't attract
them. Evidently Terran blood does.”

"Evidently," Harriman agreed. In the samelevel, unexcited tone of voice he went on, "Would you
mind telling me, now, just how you managed to convince Harkinsthat he saw a Nirotan draining blood
from Barrett—when it wasredly you he saw?"

The antennae above Blen Duworn's cold eyes quivered. "On my world, Earthman, a statement like
that isamortal insult that can be wiped out only by your desth.”

"We're not on your world now. We're on Earth. And | say that you killed Sam Barrett, not a
Nirotan, and that you deluded Harkins into thinking it was a Nirotan he saw."

Duworn laughed contemptuoudly. "How preposterous! The Nirotans are known for their
blood-drinking, while we of Drosk are civilized people. And you can yet accuse me of—"

"The Nirotans are vegetarians. Human blood is poison to them.”

"You believe their lies?' Duworn asked bitterly.

Harriman shook his head. "It isn't amatter of belief. Weve examined a Nirotan. We know they
couldn't possibly have committed those murders.”

"Examined aNirotan?' Duworn repeated, amused. "How fantastic! A Nirotan wouldn't let himself
be touched by Earthmen!”

"This one had no choice," Harriman said softly. "He was unconscious a the time. We gavehim a
thorough going-over and found out beyond question that the Nirotans have to be innocent.”

"l don't believeit.”

"Believe as you wish. But who might be interested in seeing the Nirotans blamed for such crimes?
For thousands of years Drosk and Nirota have been rivasin the galaxy, trying to cut each other out of
juicy trading spots. Here on Earth we've alowed both of you to come peddie your wares, in direct
competition with each other. But Drosk didn't like that, did it? So an enterprising Drosk did some
research into Terran folklore, and found out about the vampire legend—about the dreaded giant bats
who drink human blood, and who happen to resemble the people of Nirota. And someone cooked up



the idea of murdering afew Earthmen by draining out their blood, and letting us draw our own
conclusions about who did it—knowing damned well that there would be an immediate public outcry
againg the Nirotans, and aso knowing that the Nirotans were culturally oriented against defending
themsalves. Y ou figured we'd never find out that the Nirotans couldn't possibly have doneit. But you
didn't count on the chance that we might violate Nirotan privacy, drag one of them off to amedica
laboratory, and see for ourselves.”

Blen Duworn's muscular face remained impassive, but histiny antennae were stiff and agitated.

"Y ou forget that there was an Earthman who saw the Nirotan drinking blood.”

"We know the Nirotans can't drink human blood," returned Harriman sharply. "Therefore, Harkins
was either lying, bribed, or not responsible for what he was saying. | rather think it wasthe last, Blen
Duworn. That you manipulated his mind in such away asto have him think he saw a Nirotan. And then
that you gilded thelily by coming forth as awitness yourself—never dreaming that we'd be uncivilized
enough to look at a Nirotan despite hiswishes, and find out the truth.”

Blen Duworn's eyes suddenly gleamed strangely, and the antennae above hiseyesroserigidly.
"You're very clever, Earthman. Y ou seem to have figured everything out quite neatly. Only—uwe of
Drosk are not blood-drinkers oursalves, medical tests could easily prove that we are just asinnocent as
the Nirotans are. Why try to fix the blame on us? I've never been positive that | saw a Nirotan that
morning; it was dark and foggy. If | wasthe vampire, how did | do thekilling?'

"Drosk isnoted for itsmechanica skill," Harriman said. "It isn't hard to devise an instrument that can
tap the jugular, pump out afew liters of blood, and immediately turn the blood to vapor and discharge it
into the atmosphere. I'm sure you could create such adevice the Size of asignet ring, with Drosk's
microminiaturizing techniques. Plungeit into the jugular, draw out the blood, dispose of it—who would be
thewiser?'

"The Nirotans are equally clever at such contrivances,” retorted the Drosk.

"Y es, they are. But what motive would they have for confirming the popular stereotype of
themselves as vampires? No, Blen Duworn, you've exhausted al your arguments. | say that the so-caled
Vampire Menace was cooked up by Drosk conspirators, with an eye toward driving your Nirotan
competition off Earth. And—"

The gleam in Blen Duworn's eyes grew more intense. Harriman tried to avert the dien's gaze, but
the Drosk snapped, "L ook a me, Earthman! At my eyes! Y ou've been very clever! But you haven't
counted on one thing, the Drosk hypnotic power, the power with which | persuaded Harkins that he had
seen aNirotan, the power which | will use now to obtain my freedom—"

Harriman rose, reding dizzily, asthe dien's mind lashed out a hisown. It wasimpossible to ook
away, impossible to break the dien's hold—

Harriman began to sag. Suddenly the doors opened. Three Security Corpsmen rushed in, seizing
Blen Duworn.

Harriman shook his head to clear it, and smiled faintly. "Thanks" he muttered. "If you'd waited
another minute he would have had me. | hope you got every word down on tape.”

After that, the rest was smple. "Duworn cracked and gave us the name of his congpirators,”
Harriman reported the next day to Director Russell. "Haf adozen Drosk werein onit. Theideawasto
makeit look asif the Nirotanswere going vampire dl over Terra"

"And if you hadnt illegally examined that bat-creature," Russdll said, "weld gill be going around in
circles. Y ou ought to hear the apologies Secretary-Genera Zachary's been making to the Nirotans."

"Couldn't be hel ped, chief. Duworn and the others were banking on our lack of knowledge about
the Nirotans. And they came close to succeeding. But what kind of an investigation can you conduct if
you don't know anything about the suspects, even?”'



Russell nodded. "Y ou'll have to take areprimand, Neil. That's just for the record. But therell bea
promotion coming aong right afterward, to take the sting out of it."

"Thanks, chief."

Secretary-Genera Zachary managed to convey Earth's gpologies to the Nirotans for the recent
indignities they had suffered, and the bat-beings decided to remain on Earth. Drosk, on the other hand,
felt compelled to withdraw; it was decided that the six guilty conspirators would be taken back to their
home world for punishment according to Drosk law, and al members of the species departed from Earth
at once.

Neil Harriman received his promotion, and once again it was safe for the Nirotansto walk the
sreets of Earth. But, despite the well-publicized findings that the Nirotans were harmless vegetarians, and
despite the confession of the Drosk, few Earthmen passed one of the hulking bat-like beings without a
dight shiver of revulsion, and athought for the ancient legends of the era of superstition, which had so
shockingly come divefor afew days during the so-called Vampire Menace of 2104.

Thelnsidious | nvaders (1959)

Super-Science Stories, which by now was my only surviving market for action-oriented science
fiction (Bill Hamling had closed his magazines and the Ziff-Davis pair, under the new editorship of Cde
Goldsmith, had ceased to be a haven for staff-written formulafiction), continued to make with the
monsters as circulation went on dipping. The June, 1959 number was the glamorous SECOND
MONSTER ISSUE!, to which | contributed "The Day the Monsters Broke Loose" and "Besasts of
Nightmare Horror," though other hands than mine were responsible for " Creatures of Green Sime' and
"Terror of the Undead Corpses.” August, 1959 was the gaudy THIRD MONSTER ISSUE!, with no
lessthan four pseudonymous Silverberg offerings ("Mongters That Once Were Men,” "Planet of the
Angry Giants" "The Horror inthe Attic,” and "Which was the Monster?"). Then Scottie stopped
numbering them: the October, 1959 issue, with three more of mine, was labeled smply WEIRD
MONSTER ISSUE! That one wasthelast in the sequence: when | turned those three storiesinin March
of 1959, Scottie sadly notified me that he would need no more science-fiction stories from me after that.
Though Trapped and Guilty were going to continue (for the time being), Super-Science had walked the
plank.

| would missit. It had supported mein grand style for three years, and theincome from it would be
hard to replace.

"Thelnddious Invaders' gppeared in that find issue under the pseudonym of Eric Rodman. The
attentive reader will detect at once the fine hand of W.W. Scott in the sory'stitle. | caledit "The
Imitator,” not exactly an inspired title either. The story's theme—a predatory absorptive alien—isnot one
for which I can claim any particular origindity, but it has, a least, been onethat I've dedt withina
number of interesting ways over the decades, most notably in my short stories "Passengers' of 1969 and
"Amandaand the Alien" of 1983. So "The Ingdious Invaders' can be considered an early draft of those
two rather more accomplished pieces.

One oddity that jumped to my attention here when | dug the story out for this book involvesthe
names of the characters—Ted Kennedy and his sister and brother-in-law Marge and Dave Spalding. It's
not the use of "Ted Kennedy" as a character that I'm referring to, for in 1959 John F. Kennedy himsalf
was only then beginning to make himsalf conspicuous on the nationa stage and the existence of hiskid
brother Teddy was unknown to me. But the protagonist of my nove Invaders from Earth, written in the
autumn of 1957, was named Ted Kennedy too; hiswife's name was Marge; and therewas also a
character named Dave Spading, unrelated to Marge, in the book. Thereis no other link between the
story and the book. The Ted Kennedy of the story is a spaceman; the one of the novel isa
public-relations man, asisthe Dave Spalding of the novel. Why | used the same names for these two sets



of characters, two and ahaf years apart, is something | can't explain, nearly fifty yearslater. Some sort
of private joke? Mere coincidence? | have no idea

At any rate, with this story | was just about at the end of the phase of my career that had been
devoted to writing quick, uncomplicated stories for the low-end science-fiction magazines. All the
magazines that published that kind of story had folded, by the middle of 1959, or € se had shifted their
policiesin the direction of the more sophisticated kind of s-f that Astounding and Gaaxy were publishing.
Since | was committed, by that time, to alife asafull-time writer who depended for hisincome on
high-volume production, | needed to change markets, and | did. My records for the second half of 1959
show that | had begun to write fiction and articles for such dick men's magazines of the eraas Exotic
Adventures, Real Men, and Man's Life, and that | had found another new dot for my immense
productivity in the suddenly hyperactive genre of soft-core erotic paperbacks, where | began turning out
two and even three books a month—Suburban Wife, Love Thieves, Summertime Affair, and an amost
infinite number of othersof that ilk. | was still writing the occasional story for the top-of-the-line s
magazines, too. Just ahead for me lay an entirely new career asawriter of popular books on
archaeologica subjects (Lost Citiesand Vanished Civilizations, Empiresin the Dugt, etc.) and then, inthe
mid-1960s, areturn to science fiction with the novels (The Time Hoppers, To Open the Sky, Thorns)
that laid the foundation for my present reputetion in thefield.

| have no regrets over having written those reams and reams of space-adventure stories back in the
1950s for Amazing, Super-Science, and their competitors. The more of them | wrote, the greater my
technical facility asawriter became, something that would stand mein good steed later on. They
provided me, aso, with the economic stability that ayoung married man just out of college had to have.
Nor was | wasting cregtive energy that might better have been devoted to writing more ambitious fiction.
Y ou would bewrong if you thought that | had stories of thelevel of " Sundance’ or "Enter a Soldier” or
"The Secret Sharer” inmein 1957. | may have been aprodigy, but that prodigious | was not, not in my
early twenties. Beyond a doubt, though, | was capable back then of "Cosmic Kill" and "Mournful
Monster" and the rest of the works reprinted here. So—with arespectful nod to my hard-working
younger saf—I cal them forth from their long stay in obscurity and bring them together for thefirst time
in thisbook, asakind of souvenir of the start of my career.

* * %

After theincident of the digposal unit, there was no longer any room for reasonable doulbt:
something peculiar had happened to Ted Kennedy while he was away at space. Marge and Dave
Spading, Kennedy's sster and brother-in-law, had been watching him al evening, growing more and
more puzzled by certain strangenessesin Kennedy's behavior. But thiswas the strangest of dll.

He had been wandering around the room, examining the new gadgets that now were standard
household fare. They were strange to him, after al the years he had been away. He had been standing by
thewall disposd unit, which efficiently and instantly converted matter to energy, and he had suddenly,
curioudy, stuck his hand near the open entryway to the unit, saying, "This houseis so full of new gadgets
that | hardly know what anything does. Thisthing over here—"

"Watch out, Ted!" Marge Spading screamed in darm. "Don't—"

Shewastoo late. There wasthe brief crackling noise of the disposd unit functioning. And Kennedy
had thrust hisarm in up to the e bow!

"Ted!" Margewailed. "Y our arm—!" She closed her eyes and fdlt hysterics starting.

But Kennedy said in the same cam, strange voice he had been using al evening, "My arm'sdl right,
Marge. What's dl the excitement about?"

"But—but that wasthe wall disposal unit,” Marge muttered bewilderedly. "Anything you put in there
gets converted to energy.”

Kennedy held up an obvioudy intact arm and smiled, the way one might smilewhen talking to a
child who misunderstands. "L ook, Marge. | pulled my arm back in time. See?"

Dave Spalding, who had been watching the scene with growing confusion, said, "But we heard the



sound, Ted. When you activate the unit, it crackleslike that.”

"And | saw you stick your hand in there al theway up to the elbow, Ted!" Marge insisted.

Kennedy chuckled. "Y ou're both imagining things. All | did was toss a piece of candy in to see what
would happen. My hand didn't go anywhere near the field.”

"But | saw your hand goin, Ted," Marge repeated, getting more stubborn now that the evidence of
her own eyes was being contradicted. "And yet—your hand'sdl right. | don't understand.”

"| tell you my hand didn't come anywhere near it, Marge," her brother said forcefully. "Let'snot
discussit any more, shal we?'

That was the strangest part of the evening so far, Marge thought. But Ted had been behaving
peculiarly ever snce he camein.

He had been late, first of all. That was unlike the old Ted. He had been expected about nine, but he
was long overdue. Dave Spalding had been pacing the apartment with increasing irritation.

"It's past ten, Marge. When's this spaceman brother of yours getting here? Three in the morning?*

"Oh, Dave, don't start getting upset about it," Marge had said soothingly. "So he's alittle latel Don't
forget it'sfive years snce hewaslast on Earth.”

"Fiveyearsor no fiveyears. His ship landed at half past seven. It doesn't take three hoursto get
here from the spaceport. | thought you said he was so punctua, Marge.”

"He used to be. Oh, | don't know—maybe there was some routine he had to go through, before
they would let him leave the spaceport. | understand there's a comprehensive medica examination for all
returning spacemen—"

"That'sall we need," Spalding snorted. " Some weird disease he picked up on Alpha Centauri Five,
or—"

"Y ou know they wouldn't et him near civiliansif he had any such diseases.”

"Well, dl | want to say isthat if he doesn't show hisface here by eeven, I'm going to go upstairs
and go to bed," Spalding grumbled. " Spaceman or no spaceman. | need my deep.”

The doorbell chimed.

Marge cried, "There heisnow, Dave! | knew he'd get here any minute! Be niceto him, Dave. Heis
my brother, after al. And | haven't seen him since '89."

"Okay," Spdding said. "Don't worry about me. I'll be polite.”

Hewalked to the door, hesitated before it amoment, and opened it. A tall young manin
gpaceman's uniform stood in the halway, smiling. There was something about the qudity of that smile that
made Dave Spa ding ingtantly uncomfortable. Asif—asif it were not the smile of ahuman being, but of
some dien thing wearing the mask of humanity.

"Hédllo, there," Spalding said with forced genidity. "Comeright onin. My name's Dave Spading.”

"Thanks. | appreciate this, Dave." Kennedy stepped in. His voice, when he had spoken, had a
curious otherwordly undertone.

Spalding closed the door.

Marge ran toward her brother, throwing her aamsaround him. "Ted! Oh, Ted!"

"Hello, Sg" Kennedy replied. He thrust her gently away from him. " Stand back—Ilet me look at
you." Hewhistled appreciaively. "Siger'sabig girl, now, isnt she?'

"I'mamogt 24," Marge said "I married Dave three years ago.”

"Y ou haven't changed much in the five years I've been awvay," Kennedy said. "The samered
hair—that dimple—the freckles on your nose—"

"Was there much red tape before you could leave the spaceport?' Spalding broke in brusquely.



"Just the medica exam," Kennedy said. "They gave me aquick look to make sure | wasn't carrying
the plague. | was cleared through around quarter past eight.”

Spading gave an unfunny chuckle. "Y ou must have stopped off for alittle nip or two before coming
here, en?'

"Nip?No. | came straight here from the spaceport.”

"But it only takes half an hour by rocket-tube," Marge said, frowning.

Kennedy shook his head. "No one said anything to me about arocket-tube. | took the subway."

"The subway!" Spalding laughed. "Oh, redly now—the subway, al the way out here! No wonder it
took you so long!"

Marge said, "Dave, the rocket-tube line has only been in operation three and ahaf years. That's
why Ted didn't useit. Hedidn't know it existed!"

"The world changes more than you think in five years. The new-mode autosthat drive
themselves—the three-D video—the robots—those things were still brand new and strange, when | was
last on Earth. And now they're commonplace. To everyone except me."

Marge stared keenly at her brother. When he spoke like that, he seemed redl. But there was
something unconvincing about him, al the same.

What am | thinking? she wondered. Am | nuts? He's my brother, that's al. Helooks and acts alittle
different because he's been away so long.

Dave said, "Come on into the living room, Ted. Y ou probably want to rest up. I'll giveyou a
drink—put alittle music on—"

"And you cantdll usdl about your five yearsin space," Marge said.

Ted smiled. "Good idess, dl of them.”

They adjourned to the living room, where Kennedy made himsdf comfortable in an armchair.

Spa ding turned the phonograph on. Chamber music welled out into the room. Kennedy nodded his head
intimewith themusic.

"Mozart," hesad. "Y ou misshim, out in space.”

"Can| did you adrink?' Spalding asked.

"Scotch, thanks. | tekeit nest."

"Sameold Ted!" Marge said, reassuring hersdf. "Still likesthe same music, il drinksthen same
kind of drink."

"It'sonly been five years, you know. | haven't been away forever."

Marge nodded. But, till, the nagging feding persisted that there was something different about Ted
that amere absence of five years could not account for.

"Can you tdl uswhere you've been?' Spading asked. "Or isthat classfied?"

"Well, someof itis" Kennedy said. "But | covered alot of ground. Y ou ought to see the night sky
on Deneb Nine, Marge—five hundred little moons up there, like whirling knivesin the darkness. And the
17th planet of the Vega system—two billion milesfrom its sun, and yet therésthat great blazing light in
the sky, so bright we had to wear specia eye-lenses.”

"Join the Space Force and seethe gdlaxy!," Marge exclamed. "That'swhat the recruiting
commercidssay. | guessit'sredly true”

Kennedy sipped hisdrink dowly. "It was good of you two to put me up here while | was on ground
leave. It's no treat to come back to aworld where you have no friends and just one living relative.”

"Oh, dont mention it," Spalding said. "Ah—how long did you say you'd be staying?'

"Threeweeks, if it'sdl right with you."

"And then you have to go back to space for another five years?' Marge asked.

"That'sright. Survey trip, thistime—around the galactic rim."

"How exciting that must bel" Marge exclaimed.



"It'sjust hisjob, after dl," Spalding said in offhand tones.

"But how much more exciting it must be to be a spaceman, than a—a newspaperman,” Marge said.

Kennedy turned to his brother-in-law. " Are you a newspaperman, Dave?"

"1 work for one of the systemwide wire services.”

Kennedy shrugged. "Then you've got ajob that keegps humming al the time. We spacemen spend
three quarters of our time drifting through nowhere, between planets, playing solitaire and watching corny
old filmsand thinking about Earth.”

He rose and began to prowl around the room, eyeing the mechanical implements. The Spadings
liked new gadgets, and the room had plenty of them—the automatic drink-mixer, thewall disposal unit,
the light-dimmer, and half adozen more.

"But when thewaiting's over," Spading pursued, "When you findly reach another sun and walk on
diensoil—"

"Ah! Thenit al becomesworthwhile." He yawned. "But you must excuse me. I've had abusy day
aboard ship, and then getting out here on that subway—"

"Of course," Spalding said sympathetically. *Do you want me to show you to your room?"

"I'd gppreciate that,” Kennedy said.

Marge watched her brother carefully. Half the time he seemed so normd, and the rest—

"Hmm," Kennedy was saying. "Thishouseis so full of new gadgetsthat | hardly know what anything
does. Thisthing over here—"

That was when he put hishand into the disposa unit and withdrew it unharmed. Despite Kennedy's
repeated insstence that his hand had not gone in, Marge was certain that she had seen it enter thefield
and be consumed. But there it was, whole. She frowned and shook her head.

Kennedy said, "Dave, would you show meto my room? I'm pretty worn out.”

Her brother and her husband went upstairs together. Marge Kennedy sank limply into the
enveloping depths of the sofa. "But | saw hishand goin,” she muttered softly to hersdf. "l saw it!"

When her husband returned from the guest room, fifteen minutes later, Marge was till Sitting on the
sofa, staring off into nowhere—aobscurdy worried, and not even fully understanding why she was
worried.

Spdding sad, "Well, he'sal moved in upstairsin the guest room. He seems pleased with the layout.
Suppose weturnin, now. Past even, isn't it?"

Marge shook her head. "Dave, I'm worried.”

"About what? That businesswith the disposal unit." He laughed nervoudy. "It must have been just
our imaginationsthat—"

"No." Margelocked her handstogether. "I saw him clearly put hisarminto thefield. But when he
took it out again the hand was whole. And there are other thingsthat worry me, too."

"Likewhat?'

She struggled for words, wondering if shewere being utterly silly even to start this sort of
discussion. After apause she said, "He's different, somehow, Dave.”

"Different? Sure. Five years, and—"

"Not just thefive years. That's part of it, maybe. But some things about a person just don't change,
not even after five years. And he's changed. His voice isn't quite the same any more. There's
something—well, weird—about the way he speaks now. And his eyes—that far-away look he has. He
never had that before, either. Dave, he's changed. I'm afraid of him now!"

Spading glowered scornfully at hiswife. "Afraid of your own brother?”

Shefet her face going hot. "I'm afraid that—that he isn't my brother any more.”



"What!"

Marge fought to keep the hysterical sobsback. "Dave, | don't know what I'm saying, | guess. But |
fed strange, with him upstairs. Asif—asif something very dangerous has entered our house ."

"Dont beidiotic, Margel"

"I tdl you I'mworried."

"What do you want meto do about it?" he burst out impatiently. "Go upstairsand ask him if he'sa
mongter in disguise? Look, Marge, he's your brother and you invited him here.”

"| didn't know held be—likethis."

"And what, am | supposed to do about theway heis? Thisthing isall in your imagination, anyway.
For the umpteenth time, are you going to come to bed, or—"

"Didn't you see him stick his hand into the digposd fidld?' Marge demanded.

"No, | didn't!" Spading snapped angrily.

Marge's eyeswidened in surprise and anger. "But you said—Dave, you're just making that up! You
saw it asclear as| did."

Exasperated, Spading let out his breath dowly. "Do you want meto go upstairsand ask him to
leave? If you think he's dangerous, he can spend his furlough in some hotel.”

"No—we can't do that—"

"Then leave me done. Stop this crazy talk and let's go to bed.”

"Would you do one thing for me?' Marge asked.

"What isit?"

"Go upstairs—to hisroom. He probably isn't adeep yet, but maybe he's getting undressed. Try to
get alook at him."

"Huh?'

"My brother had a scar on his chest—about five inches long, starting from theleft collarbone and
running down diagonally. He got it when we were kids. See if—if the man upstairs has that scar too."

"Now, look, Marge," Spalding said irritatedly, "you aready admitted that he liked the same drinks
and the same music he dways did, so why—"

"Will you go upstairs and look? Y ou could tell him you just stopped in before you went to bed, to
seeif hewas comfortable.”

"Thisisridiculous, Marge. Spying on your own brother to seeif hel's actualy a Thing from Outer
Space—it's absurd!"

"I'll fed happier if you go up. Will you?'

Spa ding shrugged resignedly. He would get no peace this night until he did, and he knew it.
"Oh—dl right. If it'l stop you from worrying." He started toward the Saircase. "I'll go seeiif he's il
awake. But if hislight isout, I'm not going to bother him."

The light, however, was not out. Dave Spalding stood for along moment in front of the guest room
door, peering regretfully at the thin wisp of light streaming undernesth the door, and findly knocked. He
pushed the door open and said apologetically, "'l saw your light was ill on, Ted, so | figured I'd stop in
and—what the devil—" He stopped and gasped.

Kennedy said in avoice of cold, iron-hard menace, "Why do you enter my room without
knocking?'

Spalding backpedded on numb, watery legs. "Y our face—you—it's—"

"My faceisdifferent?"

Whispering increduloudy, Spalding said, "Why—you look like me, now! My face, that is. Not



yourg!"

"I'm amply practicing,” Kennedy said in the sameflat, metalic tone.

"Practicing?'

"Don't go away," Kennedy said quickly, as Spading continued to back toward the halway. "Come
here, Dave. Right over hereto me."

"What are you?' Spalding muttered. Hefelt atrickle of cold sweat run tinglingly down his back.

Kennedy chuckled. "What am 1?1'm your brother-in-law, Dave."

"But your face—and your hand, before, in the disposa unit—"

"Yes. You did seem surprised. It was an error of mine, putting my hand in there. But | didn't know
the consequences, or 1'd have kept my hands away from it." He circled around, deftly putting himself
between Spalding and the door. Paling, Spalding stood his ground, resisting the temptation to try to fight
hisway out. Kennedy went on, "1 couldn't do thingslike thisbefore | visited Altair VI, two years ago.
Altair VI hasavery interesting form of nativelife. At the moment nobody knows of the existence of this
life-form but me. It'samimic, Dave."

"Mimic?'

"When the spaceman known as Ted Kennedy was exploring Altair VI two years ago," Kennedy
continued, "he wandered off aone, away from his ship, to look for lifeforms. There was abig brown
stonein hisway; he kicked it. But the stone clung to his boot. It wasn't astone, you see. It wasamimic.”

Kennedy's words made no sense. Spalding shook his head in confusion. He was close to panic. "l
don't know what you're talking about, Ted. Get out of my way and let me out of thisroom. Y ou—you
must be out of your mind to talk thisway—"

"Ted Kennedy never knew what happened to him," the other continued serendly, as though there
had been no interruption. "Within ten seconds the mimic had absorbed him—swallowed him up, flesh,
brain, memories, and dl. When the mimic had fed, it realized what alucky find it had made. A
gpaceman—who would be going back to Earth some day. The mimic can divideitsdf infinitely, you see.
It Ieft part of itself there, inits old disguise as astone, waiting for unwary beaststo come along and be
absorbed. Therest of itsalf went back to the spaceship—wearing the disguise of Ted Kennedy."

"Marge said you were different—that something had happened to you—"

"I have all of Ted Kennedy's memories. So far as anyone can tell, | an Ted Kennedy, down to the
last molecule. And my crewmates, who were dl absorbed by the mimic and who are dl here on Earth,
enjoying ground leave, now—"

Spading shuddered. "No! Y ou mean—there'sawhole ship full of you on Earth now—al over—"

"Exactly. Come here, Dave."

"No! Get away from me."

"Come here, Davel"

Spalding backed away, but Kennedy advanced toward him, his eyes gleaming, his hands reaching
out. Spading fet the cold fingers seize his shoulders with aburning grasp. Felt himself being drawn
closer, closer, to the body of the thing that wore the guise of his brother-in-law. Felt the framework of his
soul giving way, felt himsalf being pulled gpart, demolished, absorbed—

Hefought to free himself. But every move he made only increased the destruction.

"Donttry toress," Kennedy murmured. "It'll just take afew seconds, Dave.”

Inamuffled, indistinct voice, Spalding cried, "Marge! Marge, hdp me!”

"Just amoment more," Kennedy whispered calmly. "Don't waste your breath. She can't hear you,
anyway. Just amoment more, then it will be over.”

Spdding felt himsdf growing limp. He had no will of hisown remaining. Hismind and body were
fusing with that of the cresture from Altair V1. He was being swept away on thetide.

"Marge. ..." hewhimpered. "Marge. .. ."

The Kennedy-thing laughed exultantly. "There! Finished!"



He released Spalding. Spalding staggered back, then straightened up suddenly.
He smiled at the Kennedy-thing. The union was complete. The entity Dave Spalding had been
totally absorbed, and . . . .replaced.

Downgtairs, Marge waited impatiently. Five minutes had gone by, and Dave had not yet returned.
She had thought she heard the sound of a scuffle upstairs. Were Ted and Dave fighting, she wondered?
What if—

Oh, no, she thought. Nothing serious could be going on up there. It was dl her imagination, her
feverishly overwrought imagination. But she wished Dave would hurry up down.

A moment later, she heard footsteps, and Dave appeared.

Marge looked up anxioudly. "Y ou were up therealong time. | was getting worried."

Spalding shrugged. "He hadn't gotten undressed yet when | camein. | had to wait until hetook his
shirt off—so | could see the scar.”

Marge frowned faintly. Dave's voice—it sounded abit hollow, and unnatura. The way—the way
Ted's voice had sounded. Prickles of fear crept along her spine. Shetried to calm hersdlf.

Inaleve voice shesaid, "He had it, didn't he? The scar, | mean?'

"Of course. A big purple dash right across the side of his chest, where he got cut the time he
climbed over the picket fence."

"Eh?" Marge was surprised. "He—hetold you how he got that scar?"

"What? Oh, yeah, sure," Spading said. "Hetold meal about it. How you and he were stedling
apples years ago, and how the farmer came to chase you." Spading laughed. "He jumped over the fence,
but he cut himsdlf going over, and you were stuck in the orchard because you couldn't get over the
fence"

Marge felt cold chillsracing over her skin. Uncertainly she said, "Hetold you—that?*

"y es"

"Funny," she said. "He never would tell anyone that story. He was always so ashamed that he had
left hiskid sster behind when hetried to get awvay. He made me swear | would never tell anyone about
it

"Well," Spading sad, "hetold me."

"Five years does change aman, | guess." Marge paused. Wild accusations rose up in her mind. But
al thiswastoo fantastic to consider. It made no sense.

Shesad, "Wdl, dmost midnight, now. You'll be usdessin the morning if you don't get some deep
now, Dave. Let'sturnin.”

"Just aminute, Marge," Spading said dowly.

Marge began to tremble. Her husband's face was degathly pale, set in astrangely rigid mask. "Why
areyou looking at me that way?'

"Come here"

"l am here. Dave, what's—"

Shetook an uncertain step toward him. "No. Closer,” he said. "Let me hold you in my arms.”

Marge laughed hollowly. "Why get so lovey-dovey herein theliving room, Dave? Let's go upstairs
and—Dave? Y ou look so strange, Dave."

"Let mehold you," hesad, hisvoiceflat, toneless, mechanicdl.

Marge took a step away from him, now, clenching her fiststo keep hersaf from screaming.
"Dave—your eyes Y ou look different! What's wrong with you, anyway? Something happened to you
upgtairs, | know it! What's going on in this house?"



"Let me hold you, Margel" Spading said, more loudly, stepping toward her. Histhick, muscular
arms snaked out and met behind her back, drawing her to him in arough, choking hug.

Tendrils of force reached out, searching, probing, absorbing. . . .

"Let go of mel" Margeydled, writhing in histight grasp. "'Y ou're holding metoo tight, Dave!l Are
you drunk? That'swhat it isl He has some otherworld liquor upgtairs, and he gave you some. Dave, |
can't bresthe—"

"Just one more moment, Marge," Spalding said softly. "And then you'l be one of us."

She pummeled againgt his chest with her fistsin an impotent attempt at freeing herself. But he held
her tight, feeding on her, consuming the substance of Marge Spalding and transforming it.

"Dave, what are you doing to me?' she whimpered. "Dave, | don't understand this. Please let go.
|—you're hurting me—"

"Only amoment more before absorption. Then you'll be part of us, Marge, you and me and Ted,
and then soon the whole world—"

"Davel No!"

She screamed, high, ghill, filling the entire room with her voice.

"Quiet, Marge," Spading sad.

She screamed again, louder thistime—but the scream came to an abrupt halt before it had reached
its peak of volume, and died away.

"That'sdl thereistoit, you see,” Spading said gently, afew moments later, when the transformation
was complete. "A few moments while our organism absorbs yours—then the split, and anew Marge
Spalding appears”

The creature that had been Marge Spalding nodded. "It's very odd, isn't it? | remember everything |
ever did asMarge Spading, clear and sharp. But I'm not Marge Spading any more, am |?
I'm—something else. Part of you, Dave. And of Ted. And of al the members of the crew of Ted's ship.”

"And soon everyone in the world, too. All merged into us."

Theform of Ted Kennedy came down the stairs. The spaceman stood at the foot of the Sairs,
taking in the scene.

"l seeit'sdl over. | waited to come down until you had converted her.”

"We'd better deep now," Spalding said. "Build up our energy. And then, tomorrow, every time one
of us gets someone aone—"

"We convert himinto us" Marge said.

Kennedy nodded. "Simple. Quick. All thisfood waiting for us on this planet—xhillions of human
beings we can convert. All ours!”

They gloated quietly, wordlessy for amoment. Then the doorbell chimed.

"At this hour!" the creature that had been Marge Spalding exclaimed.

"Answer it," Kennedy said.

Spading walked toward the door and opened it. A man in his middlefifties stood there, looking
abashed and uncertain about having rung the bell so late at night.

"It'sMr. Adams from next door,” Spalding said.

Adams said, in an apologetic voice, "Hello there, Mr. Spalding. | know it'slate at night, and | hope
I'm not intruding—but | was just coming home from the movies, and as| passed by outside our house |
seem to have heard screams, and | think they were coming from in here—"

"That'sright,” Spalding said camly. "It was my wife Marge who was screaming.”

Adams blinked. "Mrs. Spalding? But you al seem so calm now—I mean, | guess everything's under
control—"

"Y es. Everything isunder control," Spalding said quietly.

"If that'sthe case," Adamssaid, "I guess I'll just be going dong on home, then. Sorry to have
bothered you. Just that | thought you might be needing help—"



"We gppreciate that very much, Mr. Adams. Wouldn't you step in for amoment?”

"Oh, but it'slate, and you say everything's under control—"

Spdding amiled. "All the same, if you'd comeinsde—"

"Yes, do comein,” Marge urged. "WEell fix you alittle nightcap.”

Adams hesitated doubtfully, wavering between his desire to be agood neighbor and hiswish to get
home and to bed. At length he said, "Wadll, just for amoment. I've dways believed in being neighborly.
Guess!'ll comein, if you're nice enough to ask me."

"We're glad to have you, Mr. Adams. There—don't stland in the hall. Come on in and close the
door. Thisismy brother-in-law, Ted Kennedy."

"How do you do," Adams said, as Spalding closed the door. The little man looked around,
suddenly confused. "Why—you dal look so grin—"

Hands reached for him. Mr. Adams uttered haf acry of surprise before Spading's hand tightened
over hismouth. The absorption began. . . .

There was no stopping it. Mr. Adams was absorbed and transformed.

The hunger of themimic of Altair V1 wasinsatiable. Today, Mr. Adams, tomorrow, the
universe. . ..

THE END
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