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Because of amisca culation, the craft dipped too low and hit the atmosphere with an earsplitting
scream. Lying flat in their bunks, the men could hear the dampers being crushed. The front screens
showed flame and went black; the cushion of incandescent gas at the bow was too much for the outside
cameras. The control room filled with the stench of hot rubber. Under the force of the deceleration, the
men temporarily logt their vision, their hearing. Thiswasthe end.

No one could think. No one had the strength, even, to inhae. Breathing was done for them by



the oxypulsators, forcing air into them asinto straining balloons. Then the roar abated. The emergency
lightswent on, Sx on either sde. The crew stirred. Above the cracked instrument pand, the warning
sgnal showed red. Pieces of insulation and Plexiglas rustled across the floor. There was no roar now,
only adull whigtle.

"What --" croaked the Doctor after spitting out his rubber mouthpiece.

"Stay down!" warned the Captain, who was watching the one undamaged screen.

The ship somersaullted, asif hit by abattering ram. The nylon netting that enfolded them twanged
like the string of amusicd instrument. For amoment everything was poised upside down, and then the
engine began to rumble.

Musclesthat had tensed in anticipation of thefind blow relaxed. The ship, atop avertical column
of exhaust flame, dowly descended; the nozzles throbbed reassuringly. Thislasted several minutes. Then
the walls throbbed; the vibration increased -- the turbine bearings must have worked loose. The men
looked at one another. They knew that everything depended now on whether or not the vanes would
hold.

The control room suddenly shook, asthough asted hammer were gtriking it furioudy from the
outside. The last screen became covered with a cluster of circles; the convex phosphorescent shield
darkened. Thefaint light of the emergency lamps cast enlarged shadows of the men on the doping walls.
Now the engine howled. Beneath them there was a grating, a breaking; then something split with ashrill
sound. Jolted repegtedly, the hull waslike ablind and lifdessthing. They held their bresth inthe
darkness. Their bodies suddenly were flung against the nylon cords, but did not strike the shattered
pands, which would have torn the mesh. The men swayed like pendulums. . .

The ship seemed to move in an avalanche. There were distant, dull reverberations. Lumps of
earth that had been thrown up did aong the outer hull with afeeble sound.

All motion stopped. Beneath the men, something gurgled. The gurgling became louder, more
rapid -- the sound of water leaking -- and there was arepeated, penetrating hiss, asthough drops were
faling, one by one, on heated metd.

"Weredive," sad the Chemigt. In total darkness, he could not see athing. Hewas hanging in his
nylon bag fastened on four sides by cords. The ship had to be lying on its Sde: otherwise the berth would
have been horizontdl. There was a crackle, and the pale glimmer of the Doctor's old lighter.

"Roll call," said the Captain. A cord on his bag snapped, causing him to rotate dowly, helplesdy.
He reached out through the nylon netting and tried unsuccessfully to grab aknob on the wall.

"Here" said the Enginesr.

"Here" said the Physicid.

"Here," sad the Chemigt.

"I'm here," said the Cyberneticit, holding his head.

"And here, that'ssx," said the Doctor.

"All present and accounted for. Congratulations." The Captain's voice was calm. "And the
robots?' Therewas no reply.

"Robotd!!"

Silence. Thelighter burned the Doctor'sfingers; he put it out. "l dways said we were made of
better stuff."

"Anyone have aknife?'

"l do. Should | cut the cords?!

"It would be better if someone could crawl out without cutting them. | can't.”

“I'll try."

Struggling, heavy bresthing, then apounding, and agrinding of glass.

"I'm at the bottom. Onthewall, that is," said the Chemigt. "Doctor, throw alittle light here, so |
can hepyou."

"Hurry up. Thething'samost out of fluid." The lighter brightened again. The Chemist went to the
Captain's cocoon but could reach no farther than the legs. At last he managed to open aside zipper, and
the Captain dropped to hisfeet with athud. The two of them together could work faster. Soon everyone



was standing on the danted wall of the control room, which had a semi-elagtic covering.

"Where do we begin?' asked the Doctor, applying aband-aid to the cut on the Cyberneticist's
forehead. The Doctor aways carried odds and endsin his pockets.

"We seeif we can get out,” replied the Captain. "First we need light. Doctor, shineit over here --
there may 4till be current in the pandl, or at least in the darm system.”

Thistime, the lighter produced only aspark. The Doctor thumbed the flint over and over again
above the Captain and the Engineer as they rummaged through fragments of meta on their knees.

"Found anything yet?' asked the Chemigt, behind them.

"Nothing yet. Anyone have amatch?'

"Thelast time| saw matcheswasthree years ago. In amuseum,” the Engineer muttered
indigtinctly. He was attempting to strip the end of awire with histeeth. Suddenly asmadl blue glow filled
the Captain's cupped hands.

"Here's current,” he said. "Now for abulb.”

They found an undamaged bulb in an emergency display above aside pand. A sharp eectric light
illuminated the control room, giving it thelook of atunne with curved walls. High above them wasthe
door.

"More than twenty feet,” said the Chemist gloomily. "How are we going to get up there?

"l once saw, in acircus, five men standing on top of one another," said the Doctor.

"We're not acrobats. We can climb up the floor," the Captain said. He took the Chemist's knife
and began making cutsin the spongy floor covering.

"Stens?”

"Yes"

"Why isthe Cyberneticist so quiet?" asked the Engineer. He was sitting on the shattered
instrument panel, applying avoltmeter to some protruding cables.

"The man feds orphaned,” replied the Doctor with asmile. "What's acyberneticist without his
robots?'

"I'll fix them," said the Cyberneticist. He waslooking at the screens. Their yellow glow grew
dimmer.

"The accumulator, too," muttered the Physcist. The Engineer got to hisfeet.

"Soit would appear.”

A quarter of an hour later, the six-man expedition was working its way toward the front of the
ship. First they entered the corridor; from there they went to their separate quarters. In the Doctor's
cabin they found an old flashlight. (The Doctor liked to collect things.) They took it with them. There was
devadtation everywhere. The furniture, bolted to the floor, had not been damaged, but the instruments,
tools, vehicles, and supplies made a sea of junk through which they waded.

"Now let'stry to get out,” said the Captain when they were back in the corridor.

"Whet about suits?"

"They'reintheair lock. They should be dl right. But we won't need suits. Eden has a bregthable
amosphere.”

"Has anyone ever been here before?"

"There was a cosmic probe twelve years ago, when Altain disappeared with his ship.
Remember?'

"But no men landed?'

"No, none."

Theinner hatch was overhead, a an angle. Their feding of unfamiliarity -- because thewalswere
floors and the caillingswalls -- gradually passed.

"Herewe will need aliving ladder," declared the Captain. He began a careful inspection of the
inner hatch with the Doctor's flashlight. The hermetic seal wasintact.

"Looksgood," said the Cyberneticist, craning his neck.

"Yes," agreed the Engineer. He had feared that the terrific force that bent the girders and crushed
the main instrument panel between them might a so have jammed the inner hatch -- but he had kept the



thought to himsdlf. The Captain asked the Chemist to stand by the wall and bend over.

"Legs apart, hands on your knees -- it'll be more comfortable for you that way."

"l dwayswanted to bein the circus!” the Chemist said, crouching. The Captain placed afoot on
his shoulder, climbed up, and, pressing against the wall, caught hold of the nickel-plated lever with his
fingertips

Hetugged at it, then hung fromit. With agrating sound, as though the lock mechanism werefull
of crushed glass, it made a quarter-turn and stopped.

"Areyou pulling in theright direction?' asked the Doctor, who was shining the flashlight from
below. "Theshipisonitssde.”

"I've taken that into account.”

"You can't pull it alittle harder?’

The Captain said nothing. Hanging from the lever with one hand, he tried bringing the other hand
up aswell. Thiswas difficult because of hisposition, but he finally managed it. He drew up hiskneesto
avoid kicking the Chemist beneath him and gave the lever severd jerks-- by pulling himself up and then
dropping with the full weight of his body. He grunted when historso hit the wall.

On thethird or fourth drop, the lever moved alittle more. There were still about two inchesto
go. The Captain braced himself and did one more drop. The lever engaged the catch with an awful
sguesk: the bolt had been pulled.

"Perfect, perfect,” said the Physicig, ddighted.

The Engineer said nothing, hismind esawhere.

Now they worked a opening the inner hatch -- amore difficult task. The Engineer tried the
handle of the chamber door, but knew it was hopeless. the pipes had burst in anumber of placesand dl
thefluid had leaked out. In the light of the Doctor's flashlight, the whed gleamed above them likeahdo,
too high for their gymnastic abilities: more than twelve fedt.

They gathered broken equipment, cushions, books. The library proved particularly useful, with its
thick celestid atlases. Under the Engineer's direction, after afew fase sarts, the men built apyramid of
these, like bricks. It took them amost an hour to make asix-foot pile.

"I hate physica work," wheezed the Doctor. The flashlight, wedged into an aperturein an
ar-conditioning unit, lit their way asthey hurried to the library and returned, their armsfilled with books.
"I would never have believed that such makeshift measures could be taken -- on stellar voyages." Hewas
the only onetalking now. At last the Captain, helped by his colleagues, gingerly climbed the pyramid and
touched the whed with hisfingers.

"Not quite," hesaid. "Two inches short. If | jump, the whole thing will come down.”

"I happen to have here The Theory of Tachyons," said the Doctor, hefting avolumein hishand.
"That should do thetrick.”

The Captain clung to the whed; asthe flashlight moved, his shadow |egped across the white
plastic that covered what was now the ceiling. Suddenly the mountain of books shifted.

"Careful," said the Physicist.

"Therés nothing to push againgt,” complained the Captain in amuffled voice. "Damn!" Thewhed
dipped from his hands. He swayed for amoment, then regained his balance. No one looked up now; the
men linked arms and pressed the unstable structure from al sidesto keep it from separating. The Captain
caught hold of thewhed again. Suddenly there was a scraping sound, and the books tumbled. He hungin
midair -- but the wheel had made a complete turn.

"Eleven moretimes," he said, dropping onto the pile of books.

Two hours later, the problem of the inner hatch had been solved. When it began to open, the
entire crew cheered.

Suspended halfway up the corridor, the open hatch formed akind of platform from which the
chamber could be entered without much difficulty. The suits turned out to be undamaged. The lockers
that contained them were now horizontal. The men walked across the locker doors.

"Doweadl leave?" asked the Chemigt.

"First let's see if we can open the outer hatch. . ."



But the thing would not budge, asif the levers had fused with the main body. All six pushed
together with their shoulders; then they tried turning the screws in different ways, but the screwswould
not turn.

"Arriving iseasy -- the hard thing isto disembark," concluded the Doctor.

"Very clever," muttered the Engineer. The sweat was burning his eyes. They sat down on the
locker doors.

"I'm sarved,” the Cyberneticist said in the generd silence.

"Wed better get something to egt,” said the Physicist. He offered to go to the storeroom.

"Thekitchen would be better. There'sfood in the freezer. . ."

"I can't do it by mysdf. Therésaton of junk in the way. Any volunteers?'

The Doctor agreed to go; then the Chemist reluctantly stood up. When their heads disappeared
over the edge of the haf-open inner hatch, and the last gleam of the flashlight, which they took with them,
was gone, the Captain said in ahushed voice:

"l didn't want to say anything. Y ou understand the Stuation?”

"Yes" said the Engineer. In the darkness, he touched the Captain's shoe and kept hishand on it.
He needed the contact.

"Y ou think we can cut through the outer hatch?"

"With what?' asked the Engineer.

"We have ablowtorch."

"Did you ever hear of ablowtorch that could cut through afoot and ahdf of ceramite?”

They fdl slent. From the depths of the ship came ahollow noise, asif from avault.

"What'sthat?' asked the Cyberneticist nervoudy. He got up.

"Sit down," said the Captain gently but firmly.

"Do you think thedoor. . . fused with the hul?"

"I don't know," the Engineer replied.

"Do you have any ideawhat happened?'

"We ran into atmosphere at cosmic velocity, where atmosphere should not have been. Y et the
autopilot could not have made an error.”

"The autopilot didn't make the error, we did,” said the Captain. "Weforgot to correct for the
tal."

"Whét tail?"

"The gasthat extends behind every planet with an atmaosphere, in the direction oppositeto its
motion. Y ou didn't know that?'

"Yes, of course. So wefdl into such atail? But it must be extremely attenuated.”

"Tento theminussix," said the Captain. "Or on that order. But we were traveling at more than
forty-five milesasecond, my friend. It stopped us likeawall. That was the first impact, remember?’

"Yes," sad the Engineer, "and when we entered the stratosphere, we were sill doing six or
seven. Weredly ought to have smashed to pieces. It's strange that the ship withstood it.”

"Strange?

" She's designed for aload factor of twenty, and before the screen blew, | saw with my own eyes
how the arrow jumped off the scale. The scale goes up to thirty."

"And how about us?'

"What do you mean?"

"How were we able to withstand a constant decel eration of thirty g's?"

"Not congtant. At the maximum, yes. After all, the retarders gave their dl. That'swhat started the
pulstion.”

"But the autopilot equalized. It wasthe air compressors. . " said the Cyberneticist with
annoyancein hisvoice. In the depths of the ship something began rolling. It sounded like iron whedlson
sheet metal. Then it stopped.

"Don't blamethe ar compressors,” said the Engineer. "If we went to the engine room, | could
show you that they did five times more than they were supposed to do. Remember, they're only auxiliary



units. First of dl, their bearings were loosened, and when the pul sation began --"

"Y ou think there was resonance?'

"Resonance isadifferent matter. Thefact is, we should have been smeared across several miles
of gpace, likethat freighter on Neptune -- remember? Y ou'll believe me when you see the engine room. |
cantdl you now what'sthere."

"I'min no hurry to see the engine room. What's taking them so long? | can't seeathing.”

"Well have light, don't worry," said the Engineer, unaware that he till had his fingertips on the
shoe of the Captain, who remained silent and did not move.

"Let's go to the engine room, then. It kill time. What €l se can we do?"

"You redly think we won't get out of here?’

"l wasjust joking. | dwaysjoke."

"Enough of that," said the Captain, coming dive. "Anyway, in apinch, there's the emergency
hetch."

"Which happens to be undernesth us. The ship must have cut one hell of atrench, and I'm not
even sure the outer hatch is above ground.”

"We havetools. We can dig atunnd.”

"And the loading bay?" asked the Cyberneticist.

"Submerged,” the Engineer said. "'l looked into the shaft. One of the main tanks must have burdt.
There'sat least Six feet of water there. And probably radioactive.”

"How do you know?"'

"The reactor cooling system always gives out first -- you didn't know that? Forget the loading
bay. Well haveto get out thisway, unless--"

"Unlesswe dig atunnd," the Captain said softly.

"Yes, that ispossible” the Engineer agreed, and fdll silent. There was the sound of footsteps;
sudden light in the corridor beneath them made them blink.

"Ham, crackers, tongue, whatever you like. Everything in cans! There's chocolate, too, and we
have thermoses,” the Doctor shouted, clambering up first. He shined the flashlight for the others asthey
entered the chamber and passed out cans and auminum plates.

"Thethermoses areintact,” the Cyberneticist observed, pouring coffee into his mug.

"Y es, and the cans held up well, too. But the refrigeration units, the ovens, the small molecular
gynthesizer, the water filters -- they're dl smashed.”

"And the purifier?'

"That, too. We could repair it if we had the tools. But it'savicious circle -- to get arepair robot
going you need current, but you can't get current unless you fix the generator, and to fix the generator you
need arepair robot.”

"So you've been ddiberating, my scientific colleagues? What ray of hope have you to offer us?'
asked the Doctor, spreading crackers with butter and laying dices of ham on top. Not waiting for areply,
he continued:

"The science-fiction books | read as akid must outweigh this poor wreck of ours, yet not once
did I come across astory anything like what has happened to us."

"Becauseit'sso prosaic,” the Cyberneticist said, grimacing.

"Y es, thisis something origind -- akind of interplanetary Robinson Crusoe," said the Doctor.
He sedled the thermos. "When | get back, | must try to writeiit, to the best of my ability."

They began gathering the cans. The Physicist suggested throwing them into the lockers with the
suits. The men had to press againgt the wall so the doors -- on the floor -- could be shuit.

"Y ou know, we heard a strange noise while we were rummaging in the storeroom,” said the
Chemig.

"Whet kind of noise?'

"Asthough something were crushing the ship.”

"A rock?" asked the Cyberneticist.

"It's something quite different,” the Engineer said. "When we hit the atmosphere, the externa



shield reached a very high temperature. The prow may have begun to melt. And now parts of the frame
are cooling and shifting, and internal pressureswill develop. Hence the noise. Y ou can hear it even now.
Ligen. . ."

They heard agroan in the interior of the craft -- then aseries of short, diminishing cracks -- then
Slence.

"One of the robots, do you think?" said the Cyberneticist, hopein hisvoice.

"Y ou saw how it was with the robots."

"But we didn't look into the reserve hold.” The Cyberneticist leaned out over the edge of the
platform and shouted into the dark corridor, "Reserve robots!™

Hisvoice echoed. Silence wasthe only reply.

"Come, let'stake agood look at this hatch,” said the Engineer. He kndlt at the dightly concave
plate, shonethelight along itsrim, inch by inch. In the same way he checked the sedl's, which were
covered with anetwork of tiny cracks.

"Nothing melted from theinside, which isn't surprising, snce ceramite conducts heet poorly.”

"Maybe we should try once more?' suggested the Doctor, touching the whed of the outer hatch.

"Theresno point,” said the Chemigt.

The Engineer placed his hand on the hatch, then jumped to hisfedt.

"We need water! Lots of cold water!"

"Why?'

"Touch the hatch!"

Severd outstretched handsfelt it smultaneoudy.

"Very hot," said someone.

"Fortunately for ud"

"How'sthat?'

"The hull, heated, has expanded, and the hatch, too. If we cool the hatch, it will contract, and we
might be ableto openit.”

"Water won't do it. There might <till be someice -- in the refrigeration units,” said the Captain.

One after another, they dropped into the corridor, which began to echo with their steps. The
Captain remained in the chamber with the Engineser.

"It will open," he said oftly, asif to himsalf.

"If it haan't fused,” the Engineer murmured. He ran afinger dong the rim to check its temperature.
"Ceramite starts melting over three thousand seven hundred degrees. Y ou didn't notice what the shield
registered a the end?”

"At the end the dials were useless. When we threw on the brakes, it was over two and ahdlf, if
I'm not mistaken."

"Two and a hdf thousand degreesis till not much.”

"Yes, but later on!"

The Chemigt's flushed face appeared over the edge of the platform. He had tied the flashlight
around his neck. Inits swaying light the pieces of ice in his bucket gleamed. He handed the bucket to the
Captain.

"Just aminute. How are we supposed to --" The Engineer broke off. "I'll be back.” And he
disappeared into the darkness.

More steps could be heard. The Doctor arrived with two buckets of water, ice floating on the
top. The Chemist held the light while the Doctor and the Physicist poured water on the hatch. The water
flowed across the floor and into the corridor. After dousing the hatch for the tenth time, they heard afaint
sound coming from it -- a squeaking. They cheered. The Engineer appeared, wearing areflector (from a
suit) taped to his chedt. Its glare made everything brighter. He threw an armful of plagtic piecestaken
from the control room onto the floor. The men began packing the hatch with chunks of ice, kegping them
in place with the plagtic, with air cushions, and with books that the Physicist kept bringing in. Findly,
when their backs ached and little remained of theice -- the hot metal melted it very quickly -- the
Cyberneticist grabbed the whed with both hands.



"Not yet!" shouted the Engineer. But the whed turned with astonishing ease. Everyone jumped
up. The whed rotated more and more rapidly. The Engineer grabbed the center handle of the triple bolt
securing the hatch and pulled. There was asound like thick glass cracking, and the door fell inward,
gradudly at firgt, then suddenly striking those who stood closest. A black avalanche rushed in, covering
them up to the knees. The Chemist was thrown; the hatch pinned him to the sde wall but left him
unharmed. The Captain, barely managing to jump free at the last moment, practically knocked the Doctor
over. They dl froze. The Doctor's flashlight had been hit and went out; the only light came from the
reflector on the Engineer's chest.

"What isit?" asked the Cyberneticist in an unsteady voice. He stood behind the others, near the
edge of the platform.

"A sample of planet Eden,” the Captain replied. He was helping to extricate the Chemist from
behind the door that had been pushed open.

"Yes" sad the Engineer. "Thewhole hatchway isunderground!”

"Then thismust be thefirst landing beneath the surface of an unknown planet,” observed the
Doctor.

Everyone began to laugh. The Cyberneticist laughed so hard, tears cameto hiseyes.

"Enough!" said the Captain. "We can't carry on like thisuntil morning. Get your tools, men, we
havediggingto do.”

The Chemist bent down and picked up aheavy, compact lump from the mound on the floor.
Earth protruded through the oval opening. Now and then blackish bits trickled down the surface of the
heap asfar asthe corridor. The men withdrew to the corridor; there was no longer room enough on the
platform. The Captain and the Engineer were the last to jump down.

"How deep are we, do you think?" the Captain asked the Engineer in awhisper. In the corridor,
apatch of light moved far ahead of them. The Engineer had given the reflector to the Chemigt.

"It depends on many things. Tagerssen penetrated two hundred and fifty feet.”

"Y es, but what remained of him and hisship!"

"Or take the Moon probe. They had to tunnel into rock to get it out. Into rock!"

"On the Moon you have pumice. . ."

"But who knows what we have here?'

"It lookslike marl."

"At the hatchway, yes -- but beyond?

The instruments were a problem. Like dl long-range craft, the ship carried aduplicate set of
robots and remote-controlled semiautomata for every sort of task, including ground-surface tasks under
various planetary conditions. But the machines were dead, and without current there was no chance of
repairing them. The only large-scale unit they had, an excavator powered by amicro-reactor, also
required eectricity to be sarted. So they would have to make do with primitive tools. shovelsand
pickaxes. This, too, presented problems. After severd hours of toil, the crew went back and got three
hoes, flattened and curved at the end, two stedl poles, and large sheets of metal -- to reinforce the walls
of thetunnel. They carried the earth in buckets aswel asin large plastic boxes supported litter-fashion by
ghort duminum tubing.

Approximately eighteen hours had passed since the crash, and the men were exhausted. The
Doctor felt that they should have at least afew hours deep. But first they needed to improvise beds of
some sort, since the bunksin their deeping quarters, bolted to the floor, were now vertica. 1t would have
taken too much effort to detach them, so the men lugged air mattressesto the library (now almost half
empty) and lay down side by side.

But, except for the Chemist and the Engineer, no one could deep. So the Doctor got up again,
took hisflashlight, and went in search of deeping pills. For amost an hour he cleared a path to the
first-aid room through a halway filled with broken equipment and instruments that had tumbled from the
wall compartments. At last -- hiswatch showed four in the morning, ship time -- the pills were dispensed,
the light was extinguished, and fitful breathing soon filled the dark room.

They awoke unexpectedly quickly -- al except the Cyberneticist, who had taken too large a



dose and was like one drunk. The Engineer complained of a sharp pain in the back of hisneck. The
Doctor discovered asweling there: the Engineer had probably got a sprain when they were grappling
with the hatch whedls.

Spirits were low. Even the Doctor was not talkative. The food suppliesin theair lock were
inaccess ble now, buried beneath a hegp of dirt, so once again the Physicist and the Chemist trudged of f
to the storeroom for cans of food. It was nine when work resumed on the tunnel.

They went at asnail's pace. There wasllittle room to move about in the oval opening. Themenin
front broke the packed earth with their hoes, and those behind them removed it to the corridor. Then it
was decided to pile the earth in the navigation room, which was closer and contained nothing that might
be needed in the immediate future.

Four hours later, the soil in the cabin was knee-high but the tunnel was only six feet long. Though
the marl, compact, was not that hard, the poles and hoe blades kept getting stuck in it, and theiron
handles bent as the men labored frantically. The stedl hoe that the Captain used worked the best. The
Engineer, afraid that the celling might cavein on them, took carethat it was awayswell propped. By
nightfall, when, smeared with clay, they sat down to supper, the tunnd, which led up from the hatch at a
steep, almost seventy-degree angle, extended no more than twenty feet.

The Engineer looked into the shaft thet led to the lower level, where the loading-bay hatch,
sted-plated, lay a hundred feet astern of the main hatch, but all he could see was black water. The level
was higher than on the previous day; one of the tanks must still be lesking. The water was contaminated,
radioactive. He verified thiswith his small Geiger counter, closed the shaft, and returned to his comrades
without mentioning hisdiscovery.

"If dl goeswell, well be out tomorrow. If not, it'll take ustwo days," the Cyberneticist declared,
drinking histhird mug of coffee from the thermos. They weredl drinking coffee.

"How do you know?" the Engineer asked with surprise.

"Jug afeding.”

"He hastheintuition hisrobots lack," said the Doctor, laughing. Asthe day progressed, the
Doctor wasin increasingly good humor. When relieved of the digging, he would run back to the ship's
guarters, scavenging. He added two magneto lanterns, a portable shaver, vitamin-enriched chocolate,
and astack of towelsto their supplies. The men werefilthy, their suits were covered with stains. No one
had shaved, of course, given thelack of eectricity.

Thewhole of thefollowing day was spent digging the tunnel. The navigation room was now so
full, it became difficult to dump the soil through the door. Next they used the library. The Doctor had
misgivings here, but the Chemist, with whom he was carrying the improvised handbarrow, tipped ahegp
of marl onto the books without hesitation.

The tunnel opened up unexpectedly. The soil had been getting drier and less compact for awhile
now, and though the Physicist had noted this, the others did not agree: the soil they carried into the ship
seemed to them no different. The Engineer and the Captain, beginning their shift, had just taken up the
tools still warm from previous hands, and were hacking at theirregular wall, when a section suddenly
disappeared and air poured in through the opening. They could fed the draft: the pressure of the
atmosphere outside was alittle higher than in the tunnel or the rocket. The hoes and sted polesworked
feverishly. No one any longer carried away the soil. The rest of the crew, unable to help thosein front
because there was no room, formed atight group at the rear. After afew fina blows, the Engineer was
about to crawl outside, but the Captain stopped him. The Captain wanted to widen the exit first. He also
gave ordersfor the last chunks of soil to be carried into the ship, so that nothing would obstruct the
tunnd. Another ten or twenty minutes passed, therefore, before the six men crawled out onto the planet's
surface.



It was dusk. Thetunnel opened near the base of agently doping knoll about forty feet high.
Beyond, avast plain stretched to the horizon, over which thefirst starstwinkled. There were vague,
dender tredike formsin the distance, but the light of the setting sun was now so dim that everything
merged into auniform gray. The men stood slently. To their left, the huge hull of the ship jutted & an
angleinto the air. One hundred twenty of itstwo hundred feet, the Engineer estimated, were embedded in
the knall. But no one was interested any morein the silhouette of the tube ending in usdess vanes and
exhaust cones. The men inhded the coal air, with itsfaint, unfamiliar odor that no one could give aname
to, and astrong fedling of helplessness came over them. The hoes and pipes dropped from their hands.
They stood gazing at the plain, its horizonsin darkness, and at the stars shining overhead.

"The Pole Star?" the Chemist asked in a hushed voice, pointing to alow star flickering in the east.

"It wouldn't be visible from here. We're now. . . yes, were directly under the Galactic South
Pole. The Southern Cross ought to be over there somewhere. . ."

They craned their necks. The black sky was bright with congtellations. The men pointed them out
to one another, naming them. Thisraised their spiritsfor awhile. The arswere the only things familiar on
the empty plain.

"It's getting colder, like the desert,” said the Captain.

"WEell accomplish nothing today. Wed better go back insde.”

"What, back in that grave?' the Cyberneticist exclaimed, indignant.

"Without that grave wed perish in two days here," the Captain said. "Don't be childish.” He
turned around, walked steadily to the opening, which was bardly visble from severd feet higher on the
dope, lowered hislegs, and pulled himsdlf insde. For amoment his head was il visible; then it
disappeared. The others looked at one another.

"Comeon," muttered the Physicigt. They followed him reluctantly.

Asthey began crawling into the narrow opening, the Engineer said to the Cyberneticist, who was
lagt inline, "Did you noticethesmdl inthear?'

"Yes. Strange, pungent. . . Do you know its composition?”

"Like Earth's, with something added, | forget what. Nothing harmful. The dataarein asmall
green volume on the second shdlf in the --" Then he remembered that he himsdlf had filled the library with
s0il. "Damn," he said, and squeezed himsdlf through the hole.

The Cyberneticist, now aone, suddenly felt uneasy. It wasn't fear but an overwheming sense of
being log, of the strangeness of the landscape. And, too, there was something humiliating, he thought,
about returning to the ground like worms. He ducked his head and crawled into the tunnel behind the
Enginesr.

Thefollowing day, some of the men wanted to carry their rations to the surface and have
breakfast there, but the Captain was againgt this. It would cause, he maintained, unnecessary trouble. So
they ate by thelight of two lanterns, inthe air lock, and drank coffee that had grown cold. Out of the
blue, the Cyberneticist said, "Wait aminute. How did we have good air the whole time?”

The Captain smiled. Therewas gray stubble on his hollow cheeks.

"The oxygen cylindersareintact. But purification isaproblem: only one of the automatic filtersis
functioning -- the emergency one, on batteries. The electricals, of course, are worthless. In six or seven
dayswe would have begun to suffocate.”

"Y ou knew that?' the Cyberneticist asked dowly. The Captain said nothing.

"Now what do we do?' asked the Physicigt.

They washed their utensilsin abucket of water, and the Doctor dried them with one of his
towes.

"The atmosphere has oxygen," said the Doctor, tossing his aluminum plate on top of the others.
"That meansthere'slife here. What information do we have?'

"Next to nothing. The space probe took asample of the atmosphere, that's al.”

"You mean it didn't land?'

"It didn't land."



"That'sloads of information,” said the Cyberneticist. He wastrying to clean hisface, using acohol
from asmal bottle and a piece of cotton. With very little water fit for use, they had not washed for two
days. The Physicist examined hisface in the polished surface of an air-conditioning unit.

"It'ssomething,” the Captain replied softly. "Had the composition of the air been different --
without oxygen -- my mistake would havekilled al of you."

"What?' The Cyberneticist dmost dropped his cup.

"And mysdf aswell. We wouldn't have had one chancein abillion. Now we have."

Therewasslence.

"Does the presence of oxygen mean plants and animals?* asked the Engineer.

"Not necessarily,” said the Chemig. "On the Alpha planets of Canis Minor thereis oxygen but no
plantsor animals.”

"What isthere, then?'

"Photoids.”

"Luminescent bacteria?'

"No, they're not bacteria."

"It'snot important,” the Doctor said. He put the utensils and cans of food away. "We have other
worries now. We can't activate the defenses -- am | right?”

"We can't even get to them,” the Cyberneticist acknowledged. "All the robots came loose from
their moorings. We'd need the two-ton hoist to clear away al the scrap, and it'slying at the very bottom.”

"But what do we do for weapons?' asked the Doctor.

"Therearethejectors," said the Cyberneticist.

"And what are you going to charge them with?"

"Theré's no current in the control room? We had current before!”

"There must have been ashort circuit in the accumulator,” said the Engineer.

"Why aren't the jectors dready charged?’

"Orders. We can't carry them charged,” the Engineer muttered.

"Orders! Damn --"

"Cutit out!"

Hearing the Captain's voice, the Cyberneticist shrugged in exasperation. The Doctor walked out.
The Engineer had taken alight nylon kngpsack from his cabin, and was stuffing K rationsinto the pockets
when the Doctor regppeared, holding a short oxidized cylinder that ended in avave.

"And what isthat?' the Engineer asked with interest.

"A wegpon."

"What doesit shoot?'

"Segping ges”

The Engineer burgt out laughing.

"What makes you think that your gas can put to deep anything living on this planet?'

"If you were atacked, you could dways anesthetize yoursdlf,” said the Chemist. Everyone
laughed, including the Doctor.

"This should knock out any oxygen-breathing creature,” he said. "And if there's an attack --
watch!"

He pulled atrigger at the base of the cylinder. A needle-thin stream of vapor shot into the
darkness of the corridor.

"Wel, for lack of anything better. . ." said the Engineer doubtfully.

"Shdl we go?" asked the Doctor, dipping the cylinder into one of the pockets of his suit.

"Let'sgo.”

The sun was high overhead -- small and distant, yet hotter than the Earth's. But what struck them
most was that the sun was not completely circular. They observed it through the cracks of their fingers
and through the semitransparent red paper used for wrapping the individua antiradiation packs.

"It'sflattened because of the velocity of itsrevolution around its axis, isthat right?' the Chemist
asked the Captain.



"Y es. Theflattening was more noticeable during the flight. Y ou don't remember?”

"But, you see, | wasn't paying attention then. . ."

They turned away from the sun and looked at their ship. The white cylindrica hull jutted obliquely
from thelow hill in which it was embedded, resembling a gigantic cannon. Its surface -- milky whitein
shadow and silvery in sunlight -- appeared undamaged. The Engineer approached the spot where the
ship had entered the ground, stepped over the rim of upthrown soil that surrounded the hull like acollar,
and ran hishand dong the plating.

"Not bad materid, this ceramite,”" he said, not turning around. "'If | could just have alook at the
funnels. . ." Helooked wistfully up at the jets suspended above the plain.

"Well do that later," said the Physicigt. "But now let's reconnoiter.”

The Captain had reached the top of the elevation. The others hurried after him. Smooth and
buff-colored, the sun-drenched plain stretched unvaryingly in dl directions. The dender silhouettes that
they had observed the day before rose in the distance, but in the bright sunlight it was clear that these
were not trees. The sky, overhead as blue as Earth's, took on adigtinctly greenish tinge at the horizon. To
the north, faint cirrus clouds moved dowly. The Captain was checking directions on the smal compass
strapped to hiswrist. The Doctor bent over and began poking at the soil with hisfoot.

"Why isn't anything growing here?' he asked, amazed.

They were dl struck by that. The plain was bare asfar asthe eye could see.

"It ssemsto be aregion subject to increasingly steppe-like conditions,” said the Chemist
uncertainly. "Farther on, there to the west -- see those patches? -- it gets yellower. That must be desert.
And thewind blowsthe sand here. Because thisknall isclay.”

"That we certainly know," said the Doctor.

"We need a plan of some sort for our expedition,” the Captain began. "The suppliesweretaking
with uswill last two days.

"Not even that -- we don't have much water,” the Cyberneticist said.

"Well ration the water until we locate some here. Where there's oxygen, thereswater. | suggest
we proceed asfollows: from the base we go in astraight line, and only so far that we can return safely
and without hagte."

"A maximum of fifteen milesin any direction,” the Physicis said.

"Agreed. The only question isthe kind of reconnaissance.”

"Wait," said the Engineer, who had been standing gpart as though mulling something over. "Don't
you think thisisalittle crazy? Weve crashed on an unknown planet, we've just managed to crawl out,
and instead of doing the most important thing, instead of concentrating al our energies on repairing what
can be repaired, on digging the ship out, and so on, we're going exploring -- with no arms, no means of
defense, and no ideaat dl of what we will find here.”

The Captain heard him out in sllence, looking around a the men. They were al unshaven, and
their three-day's growth had begun to give them awild look. The Engineer's words made an obvious
impression, but no one spoke, asif they were al waiting to see what the Captain would say.

"Six men can't dig out aspaceship, Henry," he said, weighing hiswords carefully. Y ou know that
perfectly well. Asthings now stand, we can't even tell how long it will take to get the smallest unit
operating. The planet isinhabited. Y et we know nothing at al about it. We didn't even circleit before the
crash. We approached from the nightsde and by error fdl into itstail. Aswefdl, we reached the
terminator. | waslying near thelast screento go. | saw, or at least | thought | saw, what resembled. . . a
aty.”

"Why didn't you tell us?' the Engineer asked dowly.

"Yes, why?' the Physicist also asked.

"Because | wasn't certain. | don't even know in which direction to look for it. The ship was
gpinning. But thereis achance, asmal chance, that we will receive help. Y ou al know how desperate
our situation is. We need water. Mogt of it flooded the lower level and is contaminated. So | think we
can dlow oursalvesto take risks."

"| agree," said the Doctor.



"Sodol," sadthe Physicist.

The Cyberneticist moved off afew paces and faced south, as though not wanting to hear what
the others said. The Chemist nodded. The Engineer walked down the knoll, put on his knapsack, and
asked, "Which way?"

"North," said the Captain. The Engineer began walking, and the others joined him. When they
looked back afew minutes later, the knoll was bardly visible -- only the ship'sfuselage stood againgt the
Ky.

It was hot. Their shadows grew shorter the farther they walked. Their boots sank in the sand,
and the only sounds were their footsteps and their breathing. Asthey approached one of the dender
shapesthat in the twilight had resembled trees, they dackened their pace. Out of the buff-colored soil
rose a perpendicular trunk, as gray as an eephant's hide and with afaint metdlic luster. The trunk, no
thicker at the base than aman's arm, developed, at the top, into a flattened cup-shaped structure some
seven feet above the ground. It was impossible to see whether or not the calyx was open at the top. It
was completely motionless. The men stopped about twenty feet from this extraordinary growth, but the
Engineer continued toward it and was lifting his hand to touch the "trunk” when the Doctor cried, " Stop!™

The Engineer drew back reflexively. The Doctor pulled him away by the arm, then picked up a
smdl stone and tossed it high into the air. The stone described a steep arc and dropped straight into the
flattened top of the calyx. They dl gave astart, so sudden and unexpected was the reaction. The calyx
began undulating and closed; there was abrief hissng sound, like gas escaping, and the whole grayish
column, now trembling feverishly, sank into the earth asif sucked in. The hole that was created was
ingtantly filled by agreasy, foaming brown substance. Then particles of sand began to float on the
surface, the coating of sand became thicker, and in afew seconds no trace of the hole remained: the
ground was smooth and unbroken. They were till standing there in amazement when the Chemist
shouted, "L ook!"

They lifted their heads. Before, they had been surrounded, a a distance of afew hundred feet, by
three or four smilar tall and dender growths -- now there was not one.

"They dl disgppeared!” exclamed the Cyberneticis.

They strained their eyes but could see no trace of the calyxes. The sun was growing stronger; the
heat was hard to bear. They moved on.

After an hour they had spread out in along file, like a caravan. First came the Doctor, now
carrying his knapsack under hisarm; behind him was the Captain; the Chemist brought up the rear. They
had al opened their suits, rolled up their deeves. Bathed in swest, their mouths parched, they dowly
dragged themselves across the plain. A long horizontal strip loomed on the horizon. The Doctor hated
and waited for the Captain.

"How far do you think we've gone?'

The Captain looked back into the sun, in the direction of the ship. It was no longer visible.

"The planet hasasmdler radius than Earth's" he said, wiping hisface with a handkerchief. "I'd
say about five miles™

The Doctor squinted, his eydlids swollen. His black hair was covered with acloth cap. Every
now and then he dampened the cap with water from his canteen.

"Thisis madness, you know," he said, asthey both looked at the spot on the horizon where, not
long before, the ship had stood, afaint oblique line. All they could see there now were the dender
Slhouettes of the calyxes, pale gray in the distance. The calyxes had re-emerged behind them. The other
men came up, and the Chemist threw histent roll on the ground and sat onit.

"Strange, that there are no Sgns of civilization," said the Cyberneticist, rummaging in his pockets.
Hefound some vitamin pillsin acrumpled packet and offered them around.

"Y ou wouldn't find such desolation on Earth,” the Engineer agreed. "No roads, no aircraft of any
kind."

"What, you expect to find areplicaof Earth'scivilization?' the Physcist snorted.

"Thissysemisstable," the Doctor began, "so acivilization on Eden could be older than on Earth,
and therefore. . "



"Assumingit'sacivilization of anthropoids,” the Cyberneticist said.

"Let'sget moving," said the Captain. "In haf an hour we ought to reach that." And he pointed at a
thin purple strip on the horizon.

"What isit?"

"l don't know. Water, maybe."

" Shade would be enough for me right now," the Engineer croaked. He rinsed his mouth and
throat with agulp of water.

There was asqueaking of straps asthey hoisted their packs onto their shoulders, and the group
spread out once more and resumed itstrek across the sand. They passed a dozen more calyxes and
severd larger growthsthat gppeared to be supported by lianas or creepers, but none of these was closer
than six hundred feet, and they had no wish to deviate from their line of march.

The sun was at its zenith when the landscape changed. There was less sand. Red, sun-scorched
earth began to show inlong, low ridges overgrown here and there with clumps of gray moss. When the
men nudged the moss with their boots, it crumbled like burned paper. The purple strip, they saw, was
made of separate groups of squat shapes, and its color was now clearer -- more a green sprinkled with
faded blue. A northerly breeze brought a delicate fragrance, which the men drew into their nostrils with
cautious curiogity. Asthey neared abent wall of tangled shapes, the men in front dowed so that the
others could catch up, and the whole group finaly came to a halt before amotionless fagade of bizarre
forms.

From ahundred feet, the forms still looked like scrub, like abluish thicket full of birds nests--
not so much because of any true resemblance as because of the eye's endeavor to find the familiar in the
dien.

"Arethey spiders?’ the Physicist asked hesitantly, and everyone saw spiders with small
spindle-shaped bodies covered with thick bristles, standing motionless on extraordinarily long legs tucked
under them.

"They're plants!" exclaimed the Doctor, drawing nearer to one of thetal gray-green creatures. In
fact, its"legs' turned out to be stalks, whose thickened, hair-covered nodes could easily be taken for the
joints of an arthropod. These stalks, emerging from the mossy ground in groups of six, seven, or eight,
converged, archlike, to form a"body" that, surrounded by thin gossamer threads glittering in the sun,
resembled aflattened arachnid abdomen. The vegetable spiders grew fairly close together, but it was
possible to pass between them. Here and there on the stalks were brighter offshoots, amost the color of
Earth leaves, and they ended in closed buds. Once again the Doctor threw a pebble into the "abdomens’
suspended twenty feet above the ground; when nothing happened, he examined one of the stalks and
findly nicked it with hisknife. Out cametiny drops, abright-yellow sgp that immediately began to foam,
turning orange, red. In afew momentsit coagulated to form athick resin with an intense aromatic odor
that they dl liked at first but soon found sickening. Benesath this curious shrubbery it was alittle cooler
than on the plain.

The plant abdomens offered shade, and there was more shade the deeper they went. They tried
not to touch the staks, and particularly the whitish buds at the ends of the youngest shoots, which
aroused an unaccountabl e repugnance.

The ground was soft, spongy, and gave off avapor that made it difficult to breathe. The shadows
of the abdomens passed across their faces and hands -- now larger, now smaller. Some abdomens were
dender with orange spikes; others were withered, faded, with long flaccid threads dangling from them.
When awind came up, the entire thicket emitted an unpleasant hollow rustling, not the Sigh of an Earthly
forest but asound like that of sandpaper. At timesindividua plants blocked the way with intertwined
branches, and the men had to go around. Thusthey proceeded even more dowly than on the plain. After
awhile they stopped looking up at the thorny abdomens, stopped trying to see nests, cones, or cocoons
inthem.

Suddenly the Doctor, who headed the column, noticed athick black hair hanging before hisface
-- ashiny thread, a painted wire. He was about to brush it aside with his hand, but since thiswas
something new, heraised hiseyes-- and froze.



A pearl-colored, bulbous thing hanging from the stalks that converged at the base of one of the
"cocoons' was watching him. The Doctor fdt its gaze even though he could not |ocate the monster's eyes.
He saw no head, no limbs-- only puffy skin filled with blebs, glistening, and adark, funne-shaped
protuberance from which dangled athick black hair six feet long.

"What isit?' asked the Engineer, behind him. When the Doctor did not answer, he looked up
and dsofroze.

"What'sit looking with?" whispered the Engineer, and indinctively backed away, such wasthe
revulson hefelt for the creature, which seemed to be piercing him with agreedy, extraordinarily intense
gaze -- though no eyeswerevisble.

"Disgusting!" the Chemist hissed. They were now dl standing beside the Doctor, who had been
thefirst to retreat from under the monster -- the others stood asfar away asthe stalks allowed. The
Doctor produced the oxidized cylinder from his suit, aimed it dowly at the swollen body, which was
lighter than the vegetation surrounding it, and pressed the trigger.

In the next second agreat ded happened. First there was aflash that blinded them all except the
Doctor, who blinked at that exact moment. A thin stream was still squirting upward when the stalks
began sagging, collapsing. A puff of black vapor enveloped the men, and the creature fell with aheavy,
wet smack. It lay helpless for perhaps a second, like agray, rough balloon deflating. The black hair done
danced and whipped above it like amad thing, cleaving thear in lightning-fast convulsions. Then the hair
disappeared, and shapeless pieces of the creature began to crawl like snailsin al directions on the
spongy moss at their feet. Before any of the men could say or do anything, the creature's escape -- or
dispersa -- was completed: itslast pieces, as smal as caterpillars, burrowed into the soil beneath the
gtaks and were gone. All that remained was anasty acrid smell.

"A colony of somekind. . . 7' the Chemist asked uncertainly. He pressed his hand to his eyes,
gtill seeing black spots.

"E pluribus unum,” the Doctor replied. "Or, rather, e uno plures, if my Latin'sright. Thismust
be the sort of multiple mongter that dividesin an emergency. . ."

"It ginksto high heaven,” said the Physicist. "L et's get out of here”

"Let's" agreed the Doctor. But when they had gone about fifty feet, he said, "1 wonder what
would have happened if | had touched that hair.”

"To find out might have cost you alot,” the Chemist suggested.

"Or possibly nothing. Evolution often gives fearsome formsto completely harmless species.™

"L ook, it's getting brighter over there, totheside," cried the Cyberneticist. "L et's get out of this
damned spider forest!”

The sound of abrook reached their ears, and they stopped. They continued, and the sound grew
louder, then fainter, then disappeared atogether. They could not find its source. The forest thinned, and
the ground grew softer, amost boggy. It was unpleasant walking. Sometimes something cresked
underfoot, like soaked grass, but no water was visible anywhere.

They found themsdlves on the rim of acircular depression afew hundred feet in diameter. A
number of eight-legged plants stood insde it, not that close to one another. They seemed very old, their
stalks splayed, as though supporting with difficulty the central swellings. They resembled spiders-- huge
emaciated spiders -- to agreater degree than anything the men had encountered so far. At the bottom of
the depression, here and there, were rust-colored, pitted hunks of metal half-buried in the ground and
partly wrapped by plant tendrils. The Engineer immediately did down the steep though short dope.
Curioudy, once hewasingdeit, what had looked like a depression to the men now looked like a crater
-- abomb crater.

"A war?' said the Physicist. He stood at the top of the ridge, watching the Engineer approach a
large fragment at the base of the biggest "spider” and attempt to moveiit.

"lron?" the Captain called out.

"No!" the Engineer shouted back. He disappeared behind an object that resembled a shattered
cone, then emerged from a clump of stalks, which snapped as he pushed through them. He returned
frowning. Severa hands reached out to help him as he clambered up. Seeing the expectant faces of the



others, he shrugged. "1 don't know what it is. Ruins of somekind. Eroson isfar advanced. They'rea
hundred, maybe three hundred yearsold. . ."

Themenfiled past the crater in Slence and headed for where the vegetation was lowest. Then it
ceased -- or, rather, it parted to form anarrow trench, akind of corridor, perfectly straight. The stalks
here seemed to have been cut and trampled, the large abdomens pushed aside onto other plants. These
other plantswereflat, dry, with husksthat cracked underfoot like doughed-off tree bark. The men
decided to take the path. Though they had to wade through the dead stalks, they made better progress
than before. The path arced northward. They |eft the dead vegetation and found themselves on aplain on
the other side of the copse.

Anindigtinct line met the path a the point whereit emerged from the forest, a continuation of the
path, though not paved. In the barren soil therewas arut or groove about six inches deep and six inches
wide, covered with agreen-gray growth silky to the touch. This curious"moss," asthe Doctor caled i,
went straight as an arrow, terminating at a bright strip that went like awall from one end of the horizon to
the other.

Abovethiswal -- it was awall -- glimmered peaks resembling Gothic spires covered with
slvery meta. Asthe men walked quickly, more and more detail emerged. Abovethewall was a surface
that stretched for milesin both directions; it rose in regular arches, like the roofs of giant hangars.
Between the arches were downward bulges, from which something grayish fel in afine dust or migt.
Drawing closer, the men smelled astrange, bitter, but pleasant odor, as of unfamiliar flowers. The arched
roofsloomed higher as the men approached, like an enormous suspension bridge inverted. Againgt the
clouds, at apoint where two arches joined, something shone brightly, asif mirrors had been placed there
to direct the sun'srays downward. The wall opposite them wasin motion. Grayish brown, it moved likea
perigass; convex wavesran acrossit from left to right, asif, behind a curtain, € ephants-- or animas
larger than el ephants -- were passing at regular intervals, brushing the materia with their sdes.

Where the narrow, moss-covered groove came to an end, the bitter odor grew intense,
unbearable. The Cyberneticist, coughing, said, "It may be poisonous.” Despite the odor, fascinated by the
rhythm of the waves, the men moved closer, until only afew steps separated them from the "curtain.” It
looked like athick mat of interwoven fibers. The Doctor picked up a pebble from the ground and tossed
it a thewall. The pebble vanished, asif it had dissolved or evaporated before touching the moving
surface.

"Didit goinsde?' the Cyberneticist asked hestantly.

"Impossible!" said the Chemigt. "It never reached that. . . that. . ."

The Doctor picked up awholefistful of pebbles and threw them in quick succession; they all
disappeared afew inches away from thewal. The Engineer removed akey from asmall key ring and
threw it at the surface, which just then happened to be swollen. The key clinked, asif striking metd, then
disappeared.

"What now?" asked the Cybernetici<, looking at the Captain. The latter said nothing. The Doctor
put his knapsack on the ground, took out a can of food, with hisknife cut from it a cube of jellied mest,
and threw it at the "curtain.” The piece of food stuck to the surface, hung there for awhile, then began to
disappear, asif mdting.

"It'sakind of filter," said the Doctor, hiseyes sparkling. "A sdective membrane. . . something
likethat. . ."

In the buckle of one of his knapsack straps the Chemist found awithered tendril of the "spider”
plant; it must have got caught there while they were pushing their way through the thicket. Without
thinking, he tossed the tendril a the undulating wall. It bounced and fell at hisfeet.

"A sdector. . ." hesaid uncertainly.

The Doctor went up to thewall, so close that his shadow touched it, aimed his degping-gas
wesgpon, and pulled thetrigger. The needle-thin stream ingtantly produced aholein thewall, revedling a
large dark space with sparks scudding aong high and low, and amultitude of tiny white and pink lights
glimmering deegp ingde. The Doctor pulled back, choking; the bitter odor had burned his nostrils and
throat.



The aperture contracted like an iris. The wavesin the wall dowed asthey approached it, went
around it, above or below, then picked up speed again. The hole grew smaller. All of asudden ablack
fingerlike thing emerged from it and quickly touched al around the rim. The hole closed, and once more
the men found themselvesin front of arhythmicaly risng and faling surface.

The Engineer suggested they stop and deliberate. The Doctor disagreed, fedling that that would
be asign of indecision. Findly they decided to continue aong the wall, picked up their knapsacks, and
moved on. They went about two miles, crossing more than a dozen moss-grooves that led out to the
plain. They discussed what the grooves might be. The hypothesis of irrigation was rejected as unlikely.
The Doctor attempted to examine afew plants plucked from the dark-green ruts. They did resemble
moss, but their rootlets had beadlike swellings that contained tiny, hard black grains.

It was long past noon. Hungry, they stopped to eat. There was no shade anywhere, but they
preferred not to return to the copse, which lay three thousand feet to their right, because the spider plants
had made them uneasy.

"According to the stories | read asaboy,” said the Doctor, hismouth full, "ahole belching fire
ought to open up in this damned wall now, and out come a being with three arms and one leg. Under his
arm he has an interstellar telecommunicator, or he'stelepathic and tells us that he representsahighly
developed but deranged civilization that --"

"Stop that jabbering,” said the Captain. He poured some water from histhermos into his mug,
which wasimmediately covered with condensation. "We'd better decide what to do.”

"| think we should go in there," said the Doctor, and he got up asif intending to do just that.

"Goinwhere?' the Physcigt asked lazily.

"Y ou must be crazy!" the Cyberneticist exclaimed in ahigh-pitched voice.

"Not at dl. Of course, we could keep on walking like this, hoping the dienswill tossus
something to eat.”

"Let'sbe serious” said the Engineer.

"I am serious, and do you know why? Because, quite smply, I've had enough of this" The
Doctor turned on hishedl.

"Stop!" shouted the Captain.

The Doctor waked straight toward the wall and was only afew feet from it when they jumped
up and ran after him. Hearing their pursuit, he stretched out his hand and touched the wall. His hand
disappeared. The Doctor stood motionless for asecond, then stepped forward and was gone. The other
five stopped, gasping, and knelt at the spot where hisleft boot print was still visible. Suddenly the
Doctor's head appeared above them, his neck disembodied, asif severed by aknife; tears streamed
from hiseyes, and he sneezed loudly, repeatedly.

"It'sgifling in here" hesaid, "and it sings your nose like the devil, but for afew minutesit's
bearable. It'salittle like tear gas. Come onin. It doesn't hurt -- you don't fed anything at all.”

And at theleve of his shoulder an arm gppeared in midair. "Damn you!" muttered the Engineer
with amixture of fear and admiration, and he clutched the Doctor's hand, which pulled himin, so that the
Engineer, too, disappeared from sight. One by one the others entered the undulating wall. The
Cyberneticist was the last. He hesitated. Then, his heart pounding like a hammer, he closed hiseyesand
took astep forward.

After amoment of darkness, everything brightened. He found himsdlf with the others, insgdea
vast place full of puffing and throbbing. Diagondly, vertically, and from Side to Sde, enormous tubes
moved, crisscrossing. Of varying thicknesses, bulging here and thinning there, they turned and vibrated,
and from the depths of thisvast, ceasdlesdy moving forest of glistening bodies a splashing noise could be
heard. It accelerated, stopped, was followed by gurgling; then the sequence was repeated.

From the bitter air they began sneezing, one after another, and their eyesran. Holding
handkerchiefsto their faces, they backed away from the wall, which from the insde looked like a
cascade of black syrup.

"Wadl, werehomeat last -- thisis afactory, an automated factory!" cried the Engineer between
two sneezes.



Gradudly they got used to the smell, and the sneezing ceased. Blinking and watery-eyed, they
looked about.

A dozen or so paces ahead, in the ground, which was as springy as rubber, they came to black
wells; glowing objects the size of aman's head shot up out of them so quickly it wasimpossible to see
their shape. Asthey flew up, one of the tubes sucked them in while continuing to turn. The objectsdid
not completely disappear, because their pinkish glow showed faintly through the tube's quivering wals, as
through tinted glass, so that it was possible to watch them travel inside the tube to somewhere farther on.

"A conveyor bet," the Engineer said through his handkerchief. "Mass production.”

Hewalked around the wells, stepping carefully. What was the source of the light here? The
celling was semi-transparent, but its monotonous gray was dissipated in the sea of objectsthat flowed
nimbly by oninvisible currents. All thismovement appeared to be orchestrated, to have the same tempo.
Fountains of hot materia gushed into the air, and the same thing was happening high above, where just
benegth the ceiling they could seered armsintheair.

"We must find where the finished product is stored,” the Engineer concluded.

The Captain tapped him on the shoulder. "What kind of energy do you think thisis?"

The Engineer shrugged. "l haveno idea.”

"It would take you a year to locate the finished product -- thisroom ismileslong,” the Physicigt
sad.

It was curious, but the deeper they went into the hall, the easier it was for them to breathe -- asif
the bitter smell came only from thewall.

"Arewelost?' the Cyberneticist asked anxioudy.

The Captain checked his compass.

"No. Thereading isgood. . . There's probably no iron here, and no e ectromagnetism.”

For more than an hour they wandered through the pulsing forest of thisunusud factory, until the
area around them became more open. They felt acool, amost refrigerated gust of air. The network of
tubes parted, and they found themselves near the mouth of an enormous hdical funnel. Boughsfrom
above descended to it, flgpping like whips, each ending in anodule, and from the nodules came a sudden
hail of somersaulting objects, black and shiny, that dropped into the funndl in a place the men could not
see, snceit was twenty feet above their heads.

Thedark-gray wall of the funnel now began to expand: something was pushing it from within.
They stepped back ingtinctively, so ominous was the appearance of the swelling bubble. Then, without a
sound, it burst, and astream of black things poured from the opening &t the top. At the same momert,
lower down, atrough with outward-turned edges emerged from awide well, and the objects dropped
into it with adrumming sound. The trough shook in such away that in afew seconds the black objects
wereresting in aneat quadrangle on its shallow bottom.

"The finished product!" cried the Engineer. He rushed to the edge and without a moment's
hesitation bent over and grabbed the nearest black object. The Captain caught him by the belt of his suit
at thelast moment, and thiswas al that kept the Engineer from faling headfirst into the trough, because
he refused to let go of the heavy object but was unableto lift it himsalf. The Physicist and the Doctor had
to give him ahand, and together they hauled the thing out.

It was as large as aman's torso and had semitransparent segments, inside which were rows of
smal crysas, metdlic, sparkling, and there were apertures surrounded by earlike swellings, and, at the
top, an uneven mosaic of projections made of an exceptionaly hard substance that did not reflect the
light. In aword, the object was extremely complex. The Engineer knelt in front of it, fingered and tapped
it, examined the gpertures from various anglesin an attempt to discover any moving parts.

Meanwhile the Doctor was observing the trough. After forming a geometric quadrangle of the
black objects, it rose alittle, pivoted, and suddenly softened, but only on one side. Changing shape, it
turned into an enormous spoon. Then alarge snout protruded and opened, giving off ahot, bitter stench;
the opening sucked in al the objects with aloud smack and closed again, whereupon the snout began to
glow inthe middle. The Doctor could see the objects melting ingde, fusing to form afiery orange durry.
Then the glow dimmed; the snout went dark.



Forgetting his colleagues, the Doctor walked around two great soaring columns, ingde which
lumps of the molten materia now flowed, as through a monstrous esophagus. Craning his neck and
wiping histeary eyesfrom timeto time, he attempted to trace the path of the incandescent durry through
the labyrinth of tubes. At timesit disappeared from view, but he would come upon itstrail again asit
glowed in the depths of the tortuous black conduits. Finaly he stopped at a spot that seemed famiiliar,
and saw red-hot objects, aready partly formed, flying into a pit, while nearby others shot out of one of
the open wdls-- only to be swallowed up by arow of thick tubes dangling overhead like € ephant
trunks. Cooling, now pink, the objects traveled up through the tubes. The Doctor walked on, head back,
obliviousto everything, then suddenly dmost fell and uttered astrangled cry.

He had returned to the open space; before him the helica funndl waslarger than ever asthe
volley of black objects, which had cooled completely after their travels, fell into it. The Doctor examined
the sides of the funndl, now knowing in which direction the "ddivery" would take place -- and found
himself back among the others gathered around the Engineer, who was il examining the black object.
Again ahuge bubble burst and spurted out more "finished product,” and again atrough emerged.

"I'vefigured the whole thing out! | cantdll you!" he shouted.

"Where were you? | was beginning to worry," the Captain said. "Have you redly discovered
something? Because the Engineer has drawn ablank.”

"A blank wouldn't be so bad!" growled the Engineer. He got to hisfeet, kicked the object
furioudy, and glared at the Doctor. "Well, what's the big discovery?'

The Doctor smiled. "Thesethings are drawn in here" -- he pointed to the snout, which just then
happened to open. "Now it'swarming up insde, see? And now they're melting, fusing, being carried to
the top in portions, where they're treated. Then, still red-hot, they drop to the bottom, underground --
there must be another level there -- and something el se happens to them, and they come back up, by the
samewedll, paebut still glowing. They journey up to the calling, fal into this' -- heindicated the funndl --
"and from there go into the trough, then the snout, melt, and so on and so on, forming, melting, forming.”

"Have you gone mad?' whispered the Engineer. On hisforehead were large drops of swest.

"Y ou don't believeit? Seefor yoursdf."

The Engineer did, twice, which took him agood hour. By the time they returned to the trough,
which wasfilling up with anew quadrangle of the "finished product,” it was growing dark; the light was
turning gray.

The Engineer looked demented; his face twitched. The others, though astounded, were less
shaken than he by thismystery.

"Wed better leave now," said the Captain. "It may be difficult onceit'sdark.” Hetook the
Engineer by thearm. The Engineer first let himsdf be pulled away, but then suddenly tore free, ran back
to the black object which they had | eft behind, and lifted it with difficulty.

"Y ou want to take that with you?" asked the Captain. "All right. Someone give him ahand.”

The Physicist grasped the earlike swellings and hel ped the Engineer with his burden. In thisway
they reached the concave wal. The Doctor quietly moved through the glistening, syruplike "waterfdl” and
found himsdlf back on the plain, in the cool evening air. With joy hetook adeep breeth, filling hislungs.
The others emerged behind him; the Engineer and the Physicist lugged the black object to the spot where
they had |eft their knapsacks and dropped it on the ground.

The portable stove was lit, some water was heated, and meat concentrate dissolved init. The
men atein silence, ravenous. It was now completely dark. The stars had come out, and their brilliance
increased minute by minute as the murky brushwood of the distant copse disappeared into the night. Only
the stove's bluish flames swaying gently in the breeze provided light. The high wall of the "factory” behind
them made no sound, and it was impossible to see, in the darkness, whether the horizontal waves were
dill rippling acrossit.

"It getsdark here asin the tropics back home," said the Chemigt. "Isthisthe equatoria zone?'

"l guess," said the Captain. "Though | don't even know the planet's angle with respect to the
ediptic.”"

"But that must be known."



"Y es, but the data are on the ship.”

Silence. The cold was beginning to bite, so they wrapped themsavesin blankets, and the
Physicist began to pitch their tent, inflating the canvas until it was ataut hemisphere with asmal entrance
at the ground. He walked around looking for rocks to hold down the edges of the tent -- they had pegs,
but nothing to drive them with. All he could find were smal chips, so he returned empty-handed and
rgjoined the others Sitting around the blue glimmer. Then hisgaze fdll on the heavy object that they had
brought with them from the "factory." He anchored the tent with that.

"At least it'suseful for something,” said the Doctor, watching.

The Engineer sat hunched over, his head in hishands, a picture of dejection. He said nothing, and
even when receiving his plate of food only grunted. Then, unexpectedly, he stood up and asked, "Well,
and what now?"

"We go to deep, of course.” The Doctor solemnly took a cigarette from his pack, lit it, and
inhaed with obvious pleasure.

"And tomorrow?" asked the Engineer.

"Henry, youre acting like achild," said the Captain, cleaning the saucepan with a handful of
sandy earth. "Tomorrow well investigate more of the factory. Today we must have covered a quarter of
amile”

"And you think well find something different?"

"l don't know. Well have the whole morning. In the afternoon we return to the ship.”

"Wonderful," grumbled the Engineer. He stretched, groaned. "I fed asif I've been beaten.”

"So dowe," the Doctor assured him good-humoredly. "But listen, you redly can't tell us anything
about this?' He pointed the glowing tip of his cigarette at the bardly visible shape holding down the tent.

"Of course. Isn't it obvious? It'sadeviceto --"

"No, serioudy. After dl, the thing has so many parts. But thisisnot my line.”

"And you think it'smine?" the Engineer exploded. "It'sthe work of alunétic, or, rather” -- he
pointed in the direction of the factory -- "lunatics. A civilization of lunatics, that's what this damned Eden
isl" Then he added camly: "The object we hauled here was manufactured by awhole series of processes
-- compression, segmentation, therma treatment, polishing. 1t's made of polymers, inorganic crystals.
What it'sfor, | have no idea. It'sapart, not awhole. But even as a part, taken out of this crack-brained
mill, it looks crazy to me."

"What do you mean?' asked the Captain. The Chemigt, having put away the utensils, was
gpreading out his blanket. The Doctor extinguished his cigarette and carefully put the unsmoked half back
in his pocket.

"I have no proof. There are power cells, units of somekind, in there -- not connected to
anything. Like aclosed circuit, but crisscrossed by a strange insulating substance. Thisthing. . . cannot
function. That's how it looksto me. After anumber of years aman develops akind of professiona
intuition. | could be mistaken, but. . . no, I'd rather not talk about that."

The Captain got up. The othersfollowed his example. When they extinguished the stove, they
were plunged into tota darkness. The stars above sparkled intensdly in what seemed apeculiarly low
Ky.

"Deneb," said the Physicist softly. The men looked up.

"Where? There?' asked the Doctor. Unconscioudy they lowered their voices.

"Yes. And the smdler sar nearby is Gamma Cygni. Very bright!"

"About three times brighter than on Earth,” said the Captain.

"Were along way from home," muttered the Doctor. Nobody said anything more. One by one
they crawled into the round tent. They were o tired that, when the Doctor said his customary "Good
night," deep breathing wasthe only reply.

He lay awake, thinking. Were they being cardless? What if something nasty crawled out of the
neighboring scrub during the night? They should have posted a sentry. For awhile the Doctor considered
getting up and standing guard, but then he smiled hisironic smilein the darkness, turned over with asigh,
and fell sound adeep.



The morning greeted them with sunshine. There were more white cumulus cloudsin the sky than
before. The men atelittle breakfast, saving the rest of their food for afinal mea before returning to the
ship.

"If only | could wash!" the Cyberneticist complained. "I stink. There must be water here
somewherel”

"Where thereswater, there must be a barber,” the Doctor added, peering into asmall mirror and
grimacing. "Only I'm afraid that on this planet a barber, after shaving you, would put al the hairs back.”

"Y ou'll joke on your deathbed,” the Engineer said.

"Well," replied the Doctor, "that's not abad way to go.”

They gathered their things, deflated and packed the tent, and set off dong the undulating screen,
until they were dmost amile from their campsite.

"Maybe I'm mistaken, but thewall seemsabit higher here," said the Physicigt, squinting at the
ripples going in both directions. Higher up, they shimmered, like slver.

The men put their packs down in one pile and entered the factory without incident, as on the
previous day. The Physicist and the Cyberneticist were the last to enter.

"How does that disappearing work?" asked the Cyberneticist. "' So much happened yesterday, |
forgot dl about it."

"'Something to do with refraction,” the Physicist replied, without conviction.

"And what supportsthe roof? It can't be that." He pointed to the rippling curtain before them.

"I don't know. Maybe the supports are insgde somewhere, or on the other sde.”

"Alicein Wonderland," the Doctor's voice greeted them. " Shall we begin?| seemto be
sneezing lesstoday. Perhaps we're adapting. Which way do we go firs?

The place was smilar to what they had seen the day before. They waked through it now with
greater confidence and peed. At first it seemed that everything was the same: the columns, the wells, the
forest of pulsing tubes, the incandescence, the whole flickering confusion of processestaking place at
different tempos. But the "finished products,”" whaose troughlike receptacle it took them awhileto
discover, were not the same; they were larger and shaped differently from those of yesterday. And that
wasnot dl.

These"products," which were also being reclaimed and recycled, were not identical. They al
resembled half of an egg, each notched at the top and with various detailsthat indicated it wasto be
joined to other things. The haf-egg dso had protruding pipes, in the mouths of which were lens-shaped
pieces that moved like valves. But some of the objects had two pipes, and othersthree or four. The
additiond pipes were smdler and often seemed unfinished, as though work on them had been
interrupted. Sometimes alensfilled the entire bore of a pipe, sometimes only part of it, and sometimes
therewas no lens, or only the"bud"” of one, a particle hardly bigger than a pea. The surface of the
half-egg was smooth, polished.

And the pipes varied in other ways: in one half-egg the men found two pipes fused together and
communicating through asmal opening, their lenses forming something in the nature of afigure eight. The
Doctor caled this"Siamese Twins." And the mouths of some small pipes were closed.

"What do you say to this?' asked the Captain, knedling as the Engineer worked hisway through
an entire collection fished out of the trough.

"For the time being, nothing. Let'smove on,” said the Engineer, getting up. But it was obvious
that his spiritswere improved.

They now saw that the hall was divided into sections, according to the process being performed
in the cycle. The production mechanisms themsalves -- such asthe forest of esophagudike tubes -- were
everywhere the same. Half amilefarther on, the men came to a section that, while going through the
same motions as the one before, carried nothing in its tubes, deposited nothing into itswells, and
absorbed, treated, and melted nothing. Thinking at first that the product was so transparent asto be
invisble, the Engineer leaned over to achute and put out his hand to catch what should have been
dropping out, but there was indeed nothing.

"Thisiscrazy," said the Chemig.



But somehow the Engineer was not that surprised. "Interesting,” he said, and they walked on.

They approached an area of increasing noise. It was adull noise, but deafening -- as of millions
of heavy, wet pieces of |eather dropping on a huge untightened drum. Then the noise became more
diginct.

From dozens of club-shaped, quivering staactites hanging from the celling overhead, averitable
hail of black objects fell, and were deflected, now on one side, now on the other, by inflated gray
membranes, like bladders, then were snatched in midair by fast arms and arranged negtly at the bottom,
Sde by sde, in quadrangles and straight rows. Every so often a huge thing, the size of awhal€'s heed,
would emerge and with along sigh suck in severd rows of "finished product” a atime.

"The storehouse," the Engineer explained. "They arrive from above -- that's akind of conveyor --
and are collected and returned to the cycle.”

"How do you know they're returned?" asked the Physicis.

"Because the sorehouseisfull.”

Nobody redlly understood this, but they said nothing and continued on.

It was dmost four o'clock when the Captain gave the order to leave. They werein asection
congsting of two parts. Thefirst part produced rough disks equipped with handles; the second cut off the
handles and attached dliptica ringsin their place, whereupon the disks journeyed underground and
returned smooth -- "clean-shaven," asthe Doctor said -- in order to have ear-shaped handles affixed to
them again.

When the men came out on the plain, the sun was strong, gtill high overhead. Asthey walked to
the spot where they had left their tent and packs, the Engineer said, "Well, it's beginning to make sense.”

"Redly?" the Chemist sneered.

The Captain nodded and turned to the Doctor. "How would you describeit?" he asked.

"A corpse," the Doctor said.

"What do you mean, acorpse?’ asked the Chemist, who was till in the dark.

"An animated corpse,”" the Doctor added. They went on a bit farther in slence.

"|s someone going to explain or not?" asked the Chemidgt, irritated.

"It's an automated complex for the production of miscellaneous parts, which eventudly, inthe
course of time, went completely out of kilter, becauseit was left unsupervised,” the Engineer said.

"Ah!' And how long ago, do you think. . . ?*

"That | don't know."

"A rough guess. . . severd decades,” said the Cyberneticist.

"Or even longer. | wouldn't be surprised if the complex was abandoned two hundred years ago.”

"Or athousand years ago," the Captain said.

"Management computing systemsfail at arate corresponding to the coefficient --" the
Cyberneticist began, but was interrupted by the Engineer:

"Their systems may operate on different lines from ours; they may not even be eectronic.
Persondly, | don't think they are. The dements are nonmetalic, semifluid.”

"Never mind that," said the Doctor. "What do you think the prospects are? Mysdlf, 1'd say
they're poor.”

"Y ou mean the planet'sinhabitants?’ asked the Chemigt.

"That's precisdy what | mean.”

It waslate at night when they reached the knoll where their ship was. To travel faster, and also to
avoid meeting any denizens of the copse, they went by way of an area where the vegetation parted to
form alane about sixty feet wide, asthough an enormous plow had gone through. Nothing grew here but



avelvety lichen and moss.

Hungry, tired, with only one flashlight, they decided to pitch their tent outside the ship. The
Physicist had such aterrible thirst -- their water supply had run out on the trek back -- that he entered
the tunnel and went into the ship. He was gone along time. They were inflating the tent when they heard
him shouting in the tunnd. They hurried over and hel ped him out. He was trembling, so upset that he
couldn't spesk.

"What happened? Cam down!" they shouted. The Captain grabbed him firmly by the shoulders.

The Physicigt pointed to the hull looming above them. "There was something in there.”

"What wasit?"

"l havenoidea"

"How do you know something was there?'

"| entered the navigation room by mistake. It wasfull of soil before, and now the soil isgone.”

"Gone? Whereisit?'

"l don't know."

"Y ou looked into the other rooms?"

"Yes. I...wasn't surethat the navigation room had been full of soil, so at first | dismissed the
thought, and went to the storeroom, where | found some drinking water, but | didn't haveacup, so |
tried your cabin" -- he glanced at the Cyberneticist -- "and there. . ."

"What wasit, damn it?"

"Everything was covered with mucus.”

"Mucus?'

"Sticky, transparent mucus -- | must still have some of it on my boots!”

"But that could have been something leaking from the tanks, achemica reaction. Remember, half
our instrumentsin the laboratory were smashed.”

"Ridiculous! Look a my bootd!"

The Doctor's flashlight wandered down to the bootsin question, which in places gleamed, as
though coated with polyurethane.

"But that doesn't mean we had avisitor,” said the Chemist lamely.

"Itdidntsink inat first," the Physicist went on. "'l took a cup and returned to the storeroom. | felt
my soles sticking, but paid no attention. | had adrink of water, and on my way back suddenly decided to
check the library -- 1 don't know why. | was uneasy. | opened the door and -- no soil, not atrace! But |
had dumped that soil mysdlf! And then | knew that the soil had disappeared in the navigation room, too."

"And then?' asked the Captain.

"| ran back here."

Theflashlight illuminated the patch of ground where the men stood around the Physicist, who was
dtill out of breeth.

"Dowegoin, or what?" asked the Chemigt, though it was obvious that he was not volunteering.

"L et me seethose boots again,” said the Captain.

He amost banged his head againgt the Doctor's when the latter bent over smultaneoudy. They
exchanged glances. Neither said aword.

"We haveto do something,” the Cyberneticist said desperately, asthe Captain carefully examined
the shiny layer that clung to the legther.

"All that happened was that a specimen of local faunaentered the ship and, finding nothing of
interest, left,” said the Captain at lat.

"'Some worm, perhaps, the size of ashark or two," the Cyberneticist babbled. "But what about
the soil ?"

"Yes, that isstrange. . ."

The Doctor began to pace, then walked away. The beam of hisflashlight swept the ground, then
went higher, into the darkness.

Suddenly he shouted, "Here, I'vefound it!”

They ran over to him. He was standing near afurrow about thirty feet long that in places was



covered by bits of shiny membrane.

"It looksasif it readly wasaworm,” said the Physicist inalow voice.

"Inthat case well have to spend the night in the ship,” the Captain decided.

"But well have to search the ship thoroughly before we can close the hatch.”

"That will taked| night!" groaned the Chemigt.

"It can't be hel ped.”

They left the tent to the mercy of whatever might be out there and went into the tunndl.

Every nook and cranny of the ship was inspected. The Physicist thought that pieces of broken
panel in the control room had been moved, but no one was sure. Then the Engineer began to wonder if
the tools used to dig the tunnd were in the same postion in which they had left them.

"Look," said the Doctor impatiently, "we can't sart playing detective now -- it'salmost two! ™

At three they lay down on mattresses removed from the bunks, and it would have been even later
had the Engineer not decided to forgo checking both levels of the engine room and smply to bolt from
ingdethedoorsleading to it in the stedl bulkhead. The air was close, with an unpleasant lingering odor,
but they were dropping with fatigue, and no sooner did they take off their boots and suits and extinguish
the light than they fdll into aheavy deep.

The Doctor woke in total darkness. He raised his watch to his eyes -- and was confused for a
moment, because the time did not correspond to the darkness, but then he remembered that he was
underground in the ship. The green dia said it was dmost eight. Why did he wake so early? He grumbled
to himself and was about to turn over when he froze.

Something was happening in the depths of the ship. He could fed it more than heer it: the floor
throbbed. There was adistant thrumming, barely audible. He sat up, his heart pounding.

"It'scome back!" he thought, imagining the creature whose dimy trail the Physicist had
discovered. "It'strying to force open the entrance hatch.”

The ship suddenly shuddered, as though some huge hand were trying to push it still degper into
the ground. One member of the crew groaned in his deep. For amoment the Doctor felt hishair stand on
end: the ship weighed sixteen thousand tons! Thefloor started shaking in arapid, irregular rhythm. Then
he understood. It was one of the drive units Someone had got it going!

"Everybody up!" he shouted, groping for the flashlight.

The crew sprang to their feet, sumbling into one ancther in the dark and shouting, until the
Doctor findly found the flashlight and turned it on. In afew words he explained.

The Engineer, till groggy, listened to the sound. The ship began to shake, and amounting groan
filled theair. "Thear compressorsin the port nozzles!" he cried.

The Captain said nothing as he zipped up his suit, and the others dressed hurriedly, but the
Ehgineer ran out into the corridor as he was, in an undershirt and shorts, snatching the flashlight from the
Doctor's hand on the way.

"What are you going to do?'

They hurried after him as he ran to the navigation room. Thefloor shook more and more
violently. "Any moment now it'll snap the blades," he muttered, burgting into the room that had been
cleared by theintruder. He rushed over to the main terminals and threw the switch.

A light went on in the corner. The Engineer and the Captain, now together, took the jector from
thelocker, removed it from its case, and connected it to the terminas as quickly asthey could. Thedids
were broken, but the tube on the barrel showed bright blue. There was current; the jector was charging!

The floor shook so much that the metal tools on the shelvesrrattled, and a glass object fdl off and
shattered. Then suddenly dl was 4till, and the light went out.

"Isit charged?' asked the Physicis.

"For two rounds at most. We're lucky to have even that," answered the Engineer, and tore the
jector from the terminals, pointed its aluminum barrdl toward the ground, and, clasping the handle, went
out into the corridor and made for the engine room. They were hafway there, near the library, when
there was an ungodly grating, and two or three convulsive jerks rocked the ship. Something in the engine
room raised an ear-piercing din, and then another silence followed.



The Engineer and the Captain reached the armored door together. The Captain did aside the
peephole cover and looked in.

"Let me havetheflashlight,” he said.

The Doctor immediately put it in his hand, but it was difficult to direct light through the narrow
aperture and see at the same time. The Engineer opened a second peephole, put hiseyetoit -- and
gasped.

"It'slying there," he said after along pause.

"What?"

"Qur vigtor. Give me morelight, lower, that'sit! It'snot moving." Then: "Thething'sasbig asan
elephant.”

"Has it touched the manifold track?" asked the Captain, who could see nothing.

"It appearsto have got into the power linesinstead. | can see. . . endsjutting out from under it."

"Ends of what?' The Physci<, behind them, was growing impatient.

"High-tension cables. It's still not moving. Shal we open the door?”

"We haveto," the Doctor said, and shoved the main bolt aside.

"Maybeit's playing dead," suggested someonein back.

The other bolts did smoothly in their mounts, and the door opened. No one crossed the
threshold -- the Physicist and the Cyberneticist looked over the shoulders of the men in front of them.
Inside, on fragments of the shattered screen, squeezed between partition walls that had been forced
aside, lay anaked humpbacked mass, glistening. Now and then atremor ran acrossits surface.

"It'sdive" whispered the Physicis.

Therewasasharp, foul stench like that of burning horsehair, and wisps of bluish smoke curled in
the beam of the flashlight.

"Just in case," said the Engineer, and raised the jector, pressing the stock to hiship and aming at
the shapeless mass. With a hissthe shot hit the steeply arched hulk right below its hump. The huge body
stiffened, swelled, and seemed to cavein alittle, to flatten. The partition walls shuddered, buckling on
ether sde under the body'sweight.

"Finis" declared the Engineer, crossing the sted threshold.

They went in. They tried -- unsuccessfully -- to locate the creature'slegs and head. It lay on a
detached part of the transformer, an inert, shapeless mass, its hump to one side, like asack filled with
jelly. The Doctor touched the side of the dead body, then brought his hand to his nose.

"Smdl this" he said, holding out his hand to them; something like awhite glue glistened on his
fingertips. The Chemist wasthefirst to sniff it. He cried out in surprise.

"Y ou recognizeit?' asked the Doctor.

They dl smelled the glue -- and recognized the acrid stink that had filled the "factory.”

In acorner the Doctor found abar he could use asalever, dipped one end of it under the
creature, and tried to turn the thing over. But the bar, instead, went amost hafway into the flesh.

"Wait," said the Engineer. "How could an animd like this have got the unit going?’

Everyonelooked a himin dismay.

"You'reright. .." muttered the Physicist.

"We haveto turn thisthing over,” the Doctor ingsted.. "Come on, everyone together, on the
same sde. That'sit, don't be squeamish! Now what?"

"Hold on," said the Engineer. He went out, and returned a moment later with the stedl polesthey
had used to dig the tunndl. These were dipped under the body and, at the Doctor's command, all lifted.
The Cyberneticist shuddered when his hand did down the dippery metal and touched the skin. With a
dreadful smack the creature wasrolled over on its side. Everyone jumped back. Someone shouted.

Asfrom agigantic, e ongated oyster, asmall two-armed trunk emerged between the thick, fleshy
foldsthat closed winglike around it; dangling, its knotty fingers touched the floor. The thing, no bigger
than a child's head, swayed back and forth, dower and dower, suspended from pae-yellow ligament
membranes, until finally it cameto rest. The Doctor wasthefirst to pluck up the courage to gpproach it.
He grasped the end of alimp, multijointed arm, and the small veined torso turned, reveding aflat, eyeless



face with gaping nogtrils and something jagged, like atongue bitten in two, in the place where aman's
mouth would be.

"Aninhabitant of Eden. . ." whispered the Chemigt.

The Engineer, too shaken to speak, sat down on the generator shaft and began wiping his hands
unconscioudy on hissuit, over and over again.

"So isthis one cresture or two?" asked the Physicist, who was watching closely as the Doctor
carefully touched the chest of the lifdless"man.”

"Two in one or onein two -- or maybe they're symbionts. It could even be that they separate at
times”

"Likethat horror with that sngle hanging black hair?' suggested the Physicist. The Doctor
nodded and continued his examination.

"But thismonster has no legs, no eyes, not even ahead!" said the Engineer. Helit acigarette --
something he never did.

"That remainsto be seen,” replied the Doctor. "1 suppose you won't mind if | dissect it? Well
have to cut up the thing anyway to get it out of here. I'd be grateful for an assistant, though this might be. .
. unpleasant. Any volunteers?'

The Captain and the Cyberneticist stepped forward.

The Doctor stood up. "Good. I'll look for instruments -- which will takeawhile. | must say, if the
plot keepsthickening like this, aman will need aweek to polish his shoes. We can't seem to finish
anything we gart.”

The Engineer and the Physicist went out into the corridor. The Captain, returning from the
first-aid room in arubber gpron and with his deevesrolled up, carrying anicke-plated tray full of surgica
instruments, stopped and frowned at them.

"Y ou know about the purifier. If you want to smoke, go outside.”

So they made for the tunnel, and the Chemist joined them. Just to be safe, he took aong the
jector, which the Engineer had l€ft in the engine room.

"How could that weird anima have set the generator going?' wondered the Engineer. He rubbed
his cheeks:. the stubble was so long that it didn't fed prickly. Everyone was growing abeard. They didn't
seem to have the timeto shave.

"At least the generator produced some current. That means the windings are sound.”

"What about the short circuit?!

"It blew afuse, that'sall. The mechanica components are completely broken, but well get
around that. Asfor the sockets, we have spares -- it's only amatter of finding them. Theoretically we
could repair the cylinder, too, but without the proper tools that would take forever. | think the reason |
didn't make athorough inspection at first wasthat | feared everything had been pulverized. Y ou know
what our position would have been.”

"Thereactor. . ." the Chemist began, but the Engineer grimaced.

"Thereactor isanother matter. WEIl get to the reactor. First we need current. Without current
we can do nothing. Theleak in the cooling system can be fixed in five minutes, by spot-welding. But for
that, too, | need current.”

"Y ou're going to work on the machinery. . . now?" asked the Physicigt, hopein hisvoice.

"Y es. Well decide on the sequence of repairs -- I've dready spoken to the Captain about that.
First we need at least one working unit. Of course, welll have to risk reactivating the unit without atomic
energy. God knows how! With a capstan arrangement, perhaps. . . | have no ideahow long the
electronic controls were out, or what'sgoing on inthe pile.”

"The neutron irises can function independently,” said the Physicigt. "The pile automatically went
intoidle. Of course, too high atemperature, if the cooling system went, may have. . ."

"Wonderful! The neutron irises are fine, but the pile may have mdted!"

They argued, drawing diagramsin the sand with their fingers, until the Doctor stuck his head out
of the tunnel entrance and called to them. They jumped to their feet.

"Well, what did you learn?"



"Not very much in one respect, but in another quite alot,” replied the Doctor, who looked
peculiar, only his head showing above the ground as he spoke. "I'm il not sure whether it's one creature
or two. Inany caseit'san animal. It possesses two circulatory systems, but they're not entirely separate.
The big creature -- the carrier -- seemsto have traveled by hopping or striding.”

"Therésabig difference" sad the Engineer.

"True," the Doctor agreed. "Asfor the hump, it turned out to contain the digestive tract.”

"A stomach onits back?"

"That wasn' its back. When the current hit it, it fell belly-up.”

"Then the smdler creature waslike arider,” the Engineer said.

"Yes, inasenseit rode the carrier piggyback. Or not piggyback,” the Doctor corrected himself.
"Morelikely, it sat insde the larger body -- there's a pouchlike nest there. The only thing to which I can
compareit isakangaroo's pouch, but the smilarity isvery dight and nonfunctiond.”

"And you're assuming that thiswas an intelligent creeture?’ said the Physcidt.

"It had to beintelligent to open and shut doors, not to mention starting the generator,” said the
Doctor, for some reason remaining in the tunnel. “The only problem isthat it has no nervous system in our
sense of theword.”

"How'sthat?" The Cyberneticist jumped up.

"There are organsthere,” the Doctor went on, "whose purpose | can't even begin to fathom.
Therésaspina cord, but in the cranium -- atiny cranium -- theré's no brain. There is something there,
but any anatomist would laugh a meif | told him it wasabrain. . . A few glands, but they appear to be
lymphatic -- while near the lungs, and the cregture has three lungs, | discovered the damnedest thing.
Something | didn't likeat all. | put it in alcohol -- you can seeit later.

"But now we have more urgent work. The engine room looks like a daughterhouse. Everything
will have to be taken out and buried, and sinceit'swarm in the ship, haste is definitely advisable. Y ou can
cover your faces; the smell isnot that bad, but with so much raw flesh. . ."

"Yourejoking?' the Physicist sad.

"No."

Only now did the Doctor step out of the tunnel. His rubber apron and white smock were
completely soaked in red.

"I'm sorry, the job might make you sick, but it hasto be done. Come."

The gravedigging, asthe Chemigt referred to it, took them until the late afternoon. Working haf
naked to avoid staining their suits, they carried the dreadful stuff with whatever was at hand -- buckets,
litters -- and buried the remains two hundred paces from the ship, at the top of the knoll; notwithstanding
the Captain's pleato conserve water, they used five pails of it to wash themselves afterward. The
creature's blood, before it coagulated, resembled that of humans, but then it turned orange and became
powdery.

The weary crew stretched themselves out beside the ship in the setting sun. No one had an
appetite, so they only drank alittle coffee or water, then dozed off, one by one, without discussing how
to begin the repair work. When they awoke, it was already dark. Again they had to go down to the
storeroom for provisions, open cans, light astove, cook, egt, and wash dishes. At midnight they decided,
snce everyone fdt sufficiently rested, not to deep but to begin tackling the repairs.

Their hearts besat faster asthey removed the plastic and metal debris from the generator cover,
using crowbars when necessary. They spent hours digging through rubble in search of missing parts, until
findly the auxiliary generator was put in working order; they replaced the shattered socket with anew
one, and the Engineer fixed the air compressor, resorting to atrick assmple asit was primitive: since
there were not enough spare blades, he smply removed every other blade. The motor would operate
with reduced efficiency, but it would operate. At three in the morning the Captain told them to stop.

"Well haveto go on more expeditions,” he said, "to replenish our water supply, and for other
reasons aswell. So we should maintain our norma deeping pattern. Let's deep until dawn and then get to
work again."

The rest of the night passed uneventfully. In the morning nobody expressed any desireto go up



outside; everyone was anxiousto get on with the repairs. The Engineer had by now put together abasic
tool set, s0 there was no need to go running off to al the cabinsin search of awrench.

First they checked the distributor, which was so full of short circuitsthat they practically had to
rebuild it from scratch, cannibalizing other broken units for parts. Then they set about getting the
generator to Sart properly. The plan that the Engineer had decided on was risky: to turn the dynamos
using asaturbine an air compressor driven by an oxygen cylinder. Under norma conditionsthe
emergency unit would have been activated by high-pressure water vapor from the reactor, since the
reactor, asthe heart of the ship, was the most protected part. But that, with the total destruction of the
circuits, was now entirely out of the question. So they would have to use their reserve oxygen. But this
was not the desperate measure it might seem to be, because they were counting on being ableto fill the
tanks with atmospheric oxygen once the engine room was working. There was no other way: to activate
the atomic pile without dectricity would have been madness. But the Engineer, though he mentioned it to
Nno one, was prepared to take even this step, if the oxygen plan failed -- because it was possible that the
compressed gas would run out before the pile was activated.

The Doctor, sanding in atiny gdlery directly beneath the engine-room platform, called out the
faling pressure readings on the oxygen manometers, while the other five men worked above him
feverishly. The Physicist was stationed at acontrol board so makeshift that any Earth-based technician
would have gasped in horror. The Engineer hung upside down benesth the generator ring, black with
grease, fastening the contact brushes. And the Captain and the Cyberneticist watched the did of the
neutron counter, while the Chemist rushed back and forth like a messenger boy, ddivering tools.

The oxygen hissed, and the air compressor made angry noises, rattling, because the rotor the
Engineer had jury-rigged was poorly balanced. The RPM of the generator increased, and itswail went
up in pitch. The lights suspended by cables from the ceiling now emitted a powerful white glare.

"Two hundred and eighteen, two hundred and two, one hundred and ninety-five," camethe
muffled voice of theinvisble Doctor.

The Engineer crawled out from under the dynamo, wiping the grease and swesat from his
unshaven face. "Ready," he panted. His hands trembled from exertion.

"I'm switching on thefirst one," the Physicist said.

"One hundred and seventy, one hundred and sixty-three, one hundred and sixty," the Doctor
continued, raising hisvoiceto be heard over the whine. The dynamo was now producing current for the
reactor and with each second required more oxygen to maintain its RPM.

"Full load!" groaned the Engineer, watching the dias.

"All right!" said the Physicist in astrangled voice, and, crouching asif in anticipation of ablow, he
pressed the black handles with both hands.

The Captain was gripping hisarm harder, without redlizing it. They stared asdl the pointers
rapidly rosetoward the verticd: the one indicating neutron flux, the one indicating isotope contamination,
and the thermopile. The dynamo howled, sparks flew from under the rings, but insde the pile, behind the
thick walls of sted, there was slence. Thoseindicators did not move. Suddenly the Physicist saw them
blur. He squeezed his eyes shut, and when he opened them saw that they were in working position.

"Wedidit!" he shouted, and began to sob, still clutching both handles. Suddenly he felt very
weak. He had been expecting an explosion the wholetime.

"The indicators must have jammed,” the Captain said camly, gpparently unaware of the
Physicigt's emotion. But he spoke with difficulty -- hisjawswere il tightly clenched.

"Ninety, eighty-one, seventy-two. . ." the Doctor intoned.

"Now!" cried the Engineer, and with agloved hand pulled the main switch. The generator
groaned, dowed. The Engineer rushed to the air compressor and closed both intake valves.

"Forty-six, forty-six, forty-six," the Doctor repeated.

The turbine was no longer taking oxygen from the tank. The lights dimmed; it grew darker inthe
room.

"Forty-six, forty-sx . . ." the Doctor intoned from under the platform. Suddenly the lights blazed.
The dynamo now bardly turned, but there was current; al the dials showed current.



"Forty-six . .. forty six . . ." repeated the Doctor, who, in the steel well of the gdllery, knew
nothing of what was going on. The Physicist sat down on the floor and covered hisface with his hands.
Therewas now amogt total silence. The generator rumbled dightly asit ground dowly to ahdlt; that was
al.

"The leakage?' asked the Captain.

"Normal," replied the Cyberneticigt. "The robot must have managed to sedl the pile beforeit
shorted." He spoke dryly, but everyone knew how proud he was of the robot. He clasped his handsto
keep them from trembling.

"Forty-six. . ." intoned the Doctor.

"Enough!" the Captain shouted into the stedl well. "It's no longer necessary. The pileis producing
current!”

After amoment the Doctor's pale face and dark beard appeared below them. "Redlly?' he
asked, then broke into anoisaless laugh. Asthe men stared at the dids, he clambered up from the gallery
and sat down next to the Physicist. Like the others, he watched the pointersdl in working position. "Do
you know what?' he said findly, in ayouthful voice. Everybody looked at him, asif waking up. "I've
never been so happy,” he whispered and turned away.

Y

Just before nightfall the Captain went out on top with the Engineer to get abreath of fresh air.
They sat down on abank of upturned earth and fixed their eyes on the last visible diver of the ruby-red
solar disk.

"I wouldn't have bdieved it," murmured the Engineer.

"Nor 1."

"That pile-- they built it well."

"Solid Earth workmanship.”

They said nothing for awhile.

"It'sagood start,” said the Captain.

"Y es, but we've only done about a hundredth of what hasto be donein order for the. . ."

"I know," the Captain replied camly.

"And we gill don't know if. . ."

"Y es, the steering nozzles, the whole lower deck.”

"Butwell doit.”

"Yes"

The Engineer's eyes stopped on along mound at the top of the knoll: the place where they had
buried the creature. "1 completely forgot. . ." he said in amazement. "It's asif it happened ayear ago.”

"l haven'. I've been thinking about it -- about the creature -- the whole time. Because of what
the Doctor found initslungs.”

"What did hefind?'

"A needle”

"A needle?"

"Or not aneedle -- you can seefor yoursdf. It'sinajar inthelibrary. A piece of thin tubing,
broken, with a sharp end, amost like something used to give injections.”

The Engineer stood up. "It's curious, but somehow | don't find that interesting. | fed now like
someone at aforeign airport, at astopover of afew minutes, who mixeswith the local crowd and sees
strange, incomprehens ble things but knows that he doesn't belong to the place and that soon he will be
flying avay. Soto himit'sal digant, indifferent.”

"It won't be that soon. . ."



"I know, but that's how | fed."

"Let'sgo back. We have to replace the stopgaps before we turn in. And install proper fuses.
Then the pilecan beput onidle.

"All right, let'sgo."

They spent the night in the ship, leaving the smdl lights on. Every so often one of the men would
wake up, check with deepy eyesto seeif the bulbs were glowing, and fal adeep again, reassured.

In the morning, thefirgt piece of equipment to be mobilized was the cleaning robot. Every quarter
of an hour or so, it became helplessy stuck in the wreckage that obstructed everything. The
Cyberneticist, armed with tools, would run after it, extricate it from the rubbish, removing piecesthat had
proved too large for the neck of the grasper, then start the thing up again. The robot shuffled forward,
took on the next heap of wreckage, and soon got stuck again. After breakfast the Doctor tried out his
shaver. Theresult was aman in abronze mask: the forehead and skin around the eyes were tanned, but
the lower part of the face was white. Everyone followed his example.

"We should feed ourselves better,” concluded the Chemist, surprised by his gaunt reflection in the
mirror.

"What do you say to fresh game?' proposed the Cybernetici<.

The Chemist shuddered.

"No, thank you. Don't even mention it. | had nightmares about that. . . that. . ."

"Thet animd?'

"Animd or. . ."

"What else could it have been?'

"Can an animd sart agenerator?”

Everyone was ligening to the conversation.

"All things a ahigher level of development wear clothing of oneform or another,” said the
Engineer, "and that doubler was naked.”

"Interesting. Y ou said 'naked,' " observed the Doctor.

"Gy

"Y ou wouldn't say that a cow or an gpe was naked, would you?'

"That's because they have hair."

"A hippopotamus or acrocodile hasno hair, yet you don't call them naked.”

"S0? It just seemed the right thing to say.”

"Precisdy.”

They fdl slent for awnhile,

"It'sadmost ten," said the Captain. "Weve had arest, so | think we should make another
excurson now. In adifferent direction thistime. The Engineer was supposed to prepare the jectors --
how isthat coming dong?’

"We havefive, and dl are charged.”

"Good. We went north before, let'stry east now. And don't use the jectors unless you have to.
Especidly if we come acrossthose. . . doublers, asthe Engineer called them.”

"Doublers,” the Doctor muttered to himself, asif trying out the name and not liking it.

"Shall we go?' asked the Physicidt.

"All right. But let's secure the hatch firgt, to avoid new surprises.”

"Shouldn't we take the jeep?" asked the Cyberneticist.

"I'll need at least five hoursto get it working,” said the Engineer. "'Unless we postpone the
excurson until tomorrow?'

But no one wanted to postponeit, so they set off around eleven, after preparing their equipment.
Asif by arrangement -- though no one had suggested it -- they went in pairs and kept close together; the
only man without awespon, the Doctor, was in the middle pair. Whether the terrain was more walkable
or they smply walked faster, they lost Sight of the rocket in less than an hour. The landscape changed.
There were more and more dender gray "cayxes," which they avoided, and in the distance, in the north,
they saw hillsthat appeared domed and met the plain in steep crags. But the hills ahead of them, asthey



marched, were covered with patches of vegetation darker than the soil.

The vegetation rustled underfoot and was the color of ashes. The young shoots, however, were
whitish vanlike tubes with smal beads growing out of them.

"Do you know what | missthe most here?' said the Physicigt. " Grass, ordinary grass. | would
never have thought that grasswould be so. . ." He groped for theword. ". . . necessary. . "

The sunwas brutal. Asthey approached the hills, they could hear a soughing sound.

"Strange. Ther€'s no wind, but theré's the sound of awind,” remarked the Chemist, who wasin
thefirs pair.

"It'scoming from higher up," the Captain said, behind him. "L ook, those are Earth treed”

"They'readifferent color. . ."

"They'retwo colors," said the Doctor, who had sharp eyes. "They dternate -- now they're viol,
now bluewith yelow highlights™”

The men |eft the plain and entered a broad canyon with clay walls that were covered with a
delicate mist. On closer ingpection the mist turned out to be akind of lichen that resembled loose
fiberglassinsulation.

They looked up asthey passed the first clump of trees, growing at the edge of a precipice about
forty feet above their heads.

"But those aren't trees at dl!" cried the Cyberneticist with disappointment, at the end of theline.

The"trees' had thick, extremely shiny trunks, as though they had been greased, and mulltilayered
crownsthat pulsed rhythmicaly, darkening, then expanding and paling, letting the sunlight through ina
hundred tiny places. Thiswas accompanied by a sound, as though a chorus were whispering, over and
over again, "fsss. . . hhaaa. . . fsss. . . hhaaa. . ." Then they noticed, on the nearest tree, growing out of its
twisting branches, blisters aslong as bananas and swollen with grapdike excrescences that puffed and
darkened, collapsed and paed, puffed and darkened, collapsed and paled.

"It'sbreathing," the Engineer murmured. He listened raptly to the sounds that drifted down and
filled the canyon.

"But observe that each has arhythm of itsown," the Doctor cried, excited. "The shorter it is, the
faster it breathes! They are. . . lung-trees!”

"Let'skeep moving!" caled the Captain, who was a dozen or so paces ahead of the standing
group.

They followed him. The canyon narrowed, and itsfloor led gradudly uphill, bringing themto a
domed rise between two clumps of trees.

"When you shut your eyes, it'slike being at the seashore. Try it!" the Physicist said to the
Enginesr.

"I'll keep my eyes open, thanks," muttered the Engineer in reply. Heleft their line of march and
made for the highest point on therise.

Before them now lay arolling landscape with copses of bresthing trees here and there, olive and
russet. There were hillocks with clay dopesthe color of honey and patches of mossthat were silver inthe
sun and gray-green in the shade. The whole expanse was crisscrossed by thin, narrow linesthat went in
different directions. They ran through the valleys but avoided the hills. Some were reddish, some white,
as though strewn with sand, and some were black as coal.

"Roadd!" exclaimed the Engineer, but corrected himsdf immediately. "No, they're too narrow for
roads. . . What could they be?"

"We found something similar beyond the spider grove," said the Chemidt, raising binocularsto his
eyes.

"No, that was different,” the Cyberneticist began.

"Look! Look!" The Doctor's shouts made them al jump.

Something trangparent was gliding aong ayellow line that passed, descending, between two
hillocks hdf amile away. The thing shone palein the sunlight; it was like asemitransparent whed with
spokes, rotating. When it appeared againgt the sky, it became almost invisible, but farther down, at the
foot of aclay escarpment, it gleamed more clearly, a spinning cloud, and shot off in astraight line past a



clump of breathing trees -- and vanished into the mouth of a distant canyon.

The Doctor turned to his colleagues, his eyesbright, histeeth bared, asif smiling, but therewas
no gaiety in hisface. "Interesting, no?'

"Damn, | forgot my binoculars. Give meyours," said the Engineer, turning to the Cyberneticist.
"Never mind," he added, because it wastoo late.

The Cyberneticist hefted hisjector. "We're not well armed,” he mumbled.

"Why, do you think we're going to be attacked?" asked the Chemigt, glaring at him.

They said nothing for awhile, staring at the scene around them.

"Well, let'smove on,” the Cyberneticist suggested.

"Yes" sad the Captain. "Wait! There's another!"

A second cloud, moving much fagter than thefirst, snaked in and out of the hills. It kept low to
the ground. When it came straight in their direction, they lost Sight of it dtogether; it was only when it
turned that the blurred, revolving disk again becamevishble.

"Somekind of vehicle. . ." muttered the Physicig, putting his hand on the Engineer's shoulder but
not taking his eyes off the gleaming cloud, which grew smaller and smdller asit retreated among the
COpSes.

"I haveaPh.D.," said the Engineer, asif to himsdlf, "but this. . . Anyway, thereis something inside
there, convex, like the hub of apropdler.”

"Yes, and it's brighter than the rest,” said the Captain. "How big do you think the craft is?"

"If the trees down there are the same height as the ones above the canyon, then | would say at
least thirty feet in diameter.”

The Doctor pointed to aline of hills. "Both of them disappeared there. So we should head in that
direction, agreed?' And he began to descend the dope. The others hurried after him.

"We'd better prepare ourselvesfor contact,” said the Cyberneticist, nervoudy licking hislips.

"We have no ideawhat form it will take. The best thing isto remain cam, to exercise
self-control,” said the Captain. "But we should change formation. One man in front, onein therear, and
let's spread out a bit more.”

"Do we haveto stay in the open?' asked the Physicist. "It might be better if wewerelessvisble.”

"We don't want to conced ourselvestoo much. That will ook suspicious. But, true, the morewe
observe without being observed, the better. . ."

After descending afew hundred fegt, they cameto thefirgt of thelines.

It resembled afurrow made by an old-fashioned plow; the soil, crumbly, had been thrown up on
both sides of agroove no more than two hands wide. The sunken, moss-covered strips that they had
encountered on their first expedition had been of smilar dimensions, but here there was no moss, only
bare, broken ground that ran through a uniform cover of whitish overgrowth.

"Strange," grumbled the Engineer, rising from his haunches. He wiped his hands on his suit.

"The groovesto the north, | think, are older," said the Doctor, "and haven't been used for along
time. Whilethese. . ."

"That's possible," agreed the Physicist. "But what made this? Not awhed -- the track of awhed!
would betotaly different.”

"Some sort of agricultura machine?' the Cyberneticist suggested.

"Why would they plow to adepth of four inches?' They stepped across the line and waked on.
Asthey passed awooded copse, whose noise made it difficult even to carry on a conversation, they
heard a piercing whistle from behind and ingtinctively dived behind some trees. From their conceal ment
they saw, high above the meadow, aluminous perpendicular vortex traveling at the velocity of an express
train. Itsrim was darker, and the bright center shone violet, orange, violet, orange. The diameter of the
center was from six to eight feet.

The craft rushed past and was gone. They continued in the same direction. When the copse came
to an end, they were obliged to cross open country, which made them uncomfortable. They kept looking
over their shoulders. The chain of hillswas dready quite close when they heard another piercing whistle.
There being no cover whatsoever, they dropped to the ground. A gyrating disk hurtled by, its center a



deep blue.

"That one must have been more than fifty feet high!" the Engineer hissed excitedly. They got up
and dusted themselves off. Between them and the hills lay ahollow that was exactly bisected by a
strangely colored ribbon: abrook with abright, sandy bottom visible through the water. The flowing
water was bordered on both sides by a strip of iridescent blue vegetation, followed by another strip of
pale rose and, after that, thin silver plants that were interspersed with fluffy spheres asbig asaman's
head; above each sphere rose the three-lobed chalice of an enormous flower white as snow.

The men gpproached this unusua collection of colors. When they reached the fluffy spheres, the
nearest flowers suddenly started quivering and dowly lifted into the air. They floated overhead for awhile
inaflock, emitting a soft hum, then soared upward, whirling and gleaming in the sun, and dighted ina
thicket of spheres on the other side of the brook. Where the brook intersected the furrow, its banks were
lined by an arch of aglassy substance perforated at regular intervals by circular openings. The Engineer
tested the strength of this bridge with hisfoot and gingerly crossed to the other sde. As soon as he got
there, ahost of white flowers flew up from under hisfeet and circled above him anxioudy like Sartled
pigeons.

At the brook the men stopped to fill their canteens with water. Not for drinking, obvioudy, but to
run testson it later. The Doctor plucked one of the small plantsthat formed the rose strip and put it in his
buttonhole, like aflower. Its stem was covered with tiny trand ucent flesh-colored nodes whose fragrance
was exquisite. No one said so, but they were sorry to leave such abeautiful spot.

The hillside they ascended was overgrown with mosses that rustled underfoot.

"Theré's something at the top!" the Captain said. Againgt the sky, avague shape moved. There
were blinding flashes of light. Severa hundred feet from the summit, they saw the object, alow revolving
dome. On its surface were mirrorsthat reflected now the sun, now fragments of the landscape.

Running their eyes along the ridge, they noticed another, smilar dome-- or, rather, guessed its
presence by itsregular flashing. And there were more and more such points, sparkling along theridge as
far asthe horizon.

From thetop of the hill, they werefindly able to gazeinto the interior of aregion hitherto unseen.
The gentle dopes became fields crisscrossed by rows of pointed masts. The farthest masts blurred at the
foot of ablue edifice made indigtinct by the intervening atmosphere. Above the nearest maststhe ar
roiled in vertica columns, asif from intense heat. Between their rows went dozens of grooves, al leading
in the same direction, to the east. There, on the horizon, in ahazy mosaic of irregular angles, towers, and
gold and slver spires, lay amultitude of buildings which, because of the distance, merged into a
glimmering bluish mass. The sky was not as bright there, and in some places milky vapor poured into it
and spread mushroom+-like into athin layer of cloud, in which, when they strained their eyesto the limit,
they could seetiny black points appearing and disappearing.

"A city. . ." whispered the Engineer.

"I saw it, beforewe crashed. . ." said the Captain, a hisside.

They began the descent. Thefirst row of masts or pylonslay acrosstheir path at the bottom of
the dope. These were pitch-black cones at the base, which, about ten feet above the ground, continued
as semitransparent poles each with acentral pin of somekind of metal. The air shimmered overhead, and
they could hear ahollow, steady droning.

"Vents?' the Physicist asked.

They touched the cone bases, cautioudly at first, then more boldly. There was no vibration.

"| fed no air current,” said the Engineer. "Perhapsthese are emitters. . "

They proceeded across gently undulating fields. The city was no longer in view, but there was no
way they could get lost: the masts and the grooves both indicated the direction. Occasionaly aluminous,
spinning vehicleflew by, but aways so far away that they made no attempt to conceal themselves.

A copse appeared up ahead, an olive-yellow patch of trees. At first they thought to go around i,
asthe row of mastsdid, but since it extended so far on both sides, they decided to cut through it instead.

Breathing trees surrounded them. Dry leaves crunched underfoot at every step, and the ol
beneath them was covered with little tube plants and white moss. Pae, spiked flowers protruded here



and there from among thick roots. Droplets of aromatic resin trickled down rough trunks.

The Engineer, a the head of the column, dowed down and said, "Damn! We shouldn't have
comethisway."

A deep hollow opened up between the trees; on itsloamy walls were festoons of long, snakelike
vines. The men had gonetoo far to turn back now, so they climbed down, using the vines, to the bottom
of the hollow, where athread of water flowed. The opposite wall was too steep, so they followed the
bottom, looking for a place to climb up. After about a hundred feet, the sides became lower, and the light
improved.

"What'sthat?' the Engineer asked suddenly. A breeze brought a sweetish, unpleasant smell, as of
something burning. They halted. Speckles of sunlight moved across them; then it grew darker again. The
canopy of treesrustled high overhead.

"Theré's something nearby," whispered the Engineer.

By now they could climb the other side, but instead, keeping close together and crouching
dightly, they continued toward the thicket at the end of the hollow, through which they saw, when
occasionally the breeze moved staks aside, a pae, e ongated mass. The ground grew muddy and
squished, but they paid no attention to that. WWhen the stalks, covered with racemose gnarls, were parted,
the men beheld a sunny clearing. Through the clearing ran asingle groove, which terminated in aditch at a
right angleto it and lined with upturned clay. They stood stock-4till at the edge of the thicket. The stalks
rustled asthey rubbed againgt the men's suits, touching them lazily with their gnarls and then withdrawing,
asif repelled. The crew stared.

The waxy heap aong the edge of the ditch at first appeared to be a homogeneous mass. The men
could barely bresthe, the stench was so bad. Then they began to distinguish separate figures. Some
creatures lay with their humps upward, others on their Sde; frail torsoswith small upturned faceswere
wedged in between huge muscles, and massive trunks lay intermingled with tiny hands, knotty fingers, that
dangled limply. The swollen bodies were covered with damp yellow patches. The Doctor gripped the
men on either Sde of him so tightly that they would have cried out, had they been aware of him.

Sowly the men stepped forward, arms linked, eyesfixed on what filled the ditch. The ditch was
big. Thick drops of fluid, gligening in the sunlight, trickled down waxy backs and sides, and collected in
the sunken, eyeless faces. The men thought they could hear the sound of dripping.

An gpproaching whistle made them jump, and in asecond they had rushed back to the thicket
and dived through the vegetation to the ground, clutching their jectors. The stakswere ill swaying when
the whirling column appeared shining in the air between the trees opposite the men and entered the
clearing.

It dowed when it was about a dozen feet from the ditch, but its whistle grew louder, and astrong
wind blew around it. The craft circled the ditch. Suddenly clay exploded into the air, and areddish cloud
covered the luminous disk hafway up. A shower of fragments rained down on the thicket and on the men
hugging the ground. They heard aghastly sound, asthough a gigantic spur were ripping wet canvas, and
then the disk had reached the other end of the clearing and was returning. For amoment it halted, the
whirling column shifting dightly to theright, to theleft, asif taking aim, then suddenly accderated, and the
other side of the ditch was hidden in a cloud of exploding clay. The disk hummed, shuddered, appeared
to be expanding. The men glimpsed mirrorlike bubbles on either side of it, which reflected the trees and
scrub on areduced scale, and inside something moved, shaped like abear. The sharp vibrating sound
grew fainter, and the column sped away along the same groove by which it had come.

A bulging ridge of fresh clay now rose above the clearing, and alongside it was atrench three feet
deep.

The men got up dowly, brushing bits of plant filaments off their suits. Then, asif by agreement,
they backtracked, leaving the hollow, the trees, and the rows of masts. They were hafway up the dope,
insght of the revolving mirror-dome, when the Engineer said, "Maybe they were only animas.”

"And what arewe?" asked the Doctor, like an echo, in the same tone of voice.

"No, | meant. . ."

"Did you dl seewhat was sitting indde that disk?'



"| didn't see anything,” said the Physcidt.

"It wasin the middle, Stting in something like the gondola of abaloon. Did you seeit?’ the
Captain asked the Doctor.

"l did. But I'm not sure. . "

"Y ou mean, you'd rather not be sure?'

"Yes"

They climbed higher, passing the ridge in silence, and then the brook. When some luminous disks
approached from the next copse, the men hit the ground.

"It's odd they haven't noticed us so far,” remarked the Engineer, when they got up and moved on.

The Captain suddenly stopped. "The lower RA channel isundamaged, am | right, Henry?"

"Yes it'sintact. Why?'

"Therésareservein the pile. We could draw off some of it."

"Asmuch asfive gdlond" said the Engineer, and awicked smile spread on hisface.

"l don't understand,” the Doctor said.

"They want to load the gun,” explained the Physicis.

"With uranium?' The Doctor went pale. "Y ou can't be thinking of. . ."

"We're not thinking," the Captain snapped. "From the moment | saw that thing, | stopped
thinking. Later we can think. But now. . ."

"Look out!" shouted the Chemigt.

A luminous disk flew past, but then dowed and circled back toward them. Five jector barres
rose from the ground, looking like children'srifles againgt the colossus that filled half the sky with its
flickering.

The disk hovered; the noise intensified, then died away; and the whirling dowed. They saw a
broad azure polygon, which began to tilt, as though about to tumble, but two arms extended to support it.
From the central gondola, which had lost its mirrorlike sheen, athing emerged, small, dark, hairy, and
with rapid movements of itslimbs, which were connected by aloose membrane, it clambered down the
danting perforated edge, sprang to the ground, and in a half-crouch made straight for the men.

At the same time, the gondola unfolded on dl sdesat once, like aflower opening, and alarge
gleaming body floated down on athick ova surface that immediately shrank and disappeared. The big
cregture then dowly straightened to itsfull height. They recognized it, though it was strangely atered --
wrapped in alustrous, silvery materia that spiraled from bottom to top, where asmall flat face appeared
in ablack-rimmed opening.

The furry thing that had legped from the now-motionless disk came nimbly and quickly toward
them, not losing contact with the ground. They saw that it dragged behind it avery large, flat, spatulate
tall.

"I'm shooting,” the Engineer said in alow voice. He pressed hisface to the stock of hisjector.

"No," cried the Doctor.

The Captain was about to say "Wait" when the Engineer shot at the crawling cresture and
missed. The eectric beam wasinvisible; they could only hear afegble hiss. The Engineer ill had his
finger on the trigger. The huge silvery creature had not budged. Suddenly it moved -- and whistled -- and
the crawling creature sprang, covering something like fifteen feet in one legp. Asit landed, it rolled itself
into abal, bristling and strangely swollen. Its spatulate tail stiffened, stood vertical, and spread, and from
its surface, which was cupped like aclamshell, something flickered and drifted in the crew's direction, as
though carried by thewind.

"Shoot!" yelled the Captain.

A bdl of flame, no larger than awalnut, floated gently on the air, moving alittle to one Sde, to the
other, but approaching steadily. And it hissed, asound like drops of water dancing on a hot plate. They
al shot a once.

Hit severd times, the small creature dropped to the ground and curled up with its fanned tall
completely covering it. Almost smultaneoudy, the bal of flame veered, asif suddenly losing itsdirection.
It passed them at a distance of adozen feet and disappeared from sight.



The large slver creature drew itsdlf up still higher. Something gossamer appeared aboveit, and
the creature began to climb up that web toward the open gondola. The men could hear the smack of the
shats hitting its body; then it folded and fell to the ground with athud.

They got upandrantoit.

"Overhead!" shouted the Chemidt.

Two gleaming disks emerged from the forest and flew toward the hills. The men dived into the
hollow, ready for anything, but, strangely, the disks went by without dowing down and disappeared.

Then came amuffled boom. The men turned around: it was from the copse of breathing trees
behind them. One of the trees had split in two and come crashing down, branches crackling, spewing a
cloud of vapor.

"Hurry!" shouted the Captain. He rushed over to the small creature, whose paws protruded from
under its hairless, fleshy tail; pointing hisbarre at it, hefired continuoudy for fifteen seconds, then
scattered its burned remains with his boot and stamped them into the ground. The Engineer touched its
hump, which was bulging and appeared to be dowly expanding.

"Burnit!" shouted the Captain, running over to them. Hewas very pale.

"It'stoo big," muttered the Engineer.

"Well see!" the Captain said through, clenched teeth and fired from a distance of two feet. The
air around hisjector barrel shimmered. Suddenly in the slver carcass there were patches of black, soot
began whirling, an awful slenchfilled the air asthe creature's flesh began to bubble. The Chemist waiched
for awhile, then turned away. The Cyberneticist aso withdrew. When the Captain was finished
discharging hisweapon, he reached for the Engineer's without aword.

The carcass, black, collapsed and flattened. Smoke circled above it, and pieces of ash roseinto
theair. The bubbling turned into a crackling, as of logsin afireplace, but the Captain went on squeezing
the trigger with anumb finger, until there was nothing before him but a pile of glowing cinders. Holding his
jector high, he jJumped on them and began to kick them apart.

"Givemeahand!" he cried hoarsdly.

"l can't," groaned the Chemist. He was standing with his eyes shut, his forehead beaded with
sweat, and clutching histhroat with both hands, asif prepared to strangle himself.

But the Doctor joined the Captain in kicking the cinders apart. The two of them looked funny,
jumping up and down. When they had stamped the burned lumpsinto the ground, they raked the soil
over the spot, using the butts of their jectors, until no trace was | ft.

"How are we better than they?" asked the Doctor when they paused to rest, covered with swest
and panting.

"It attacked usfirgt," snarled the Engineer, wiping the soot from hisjector, both furious and
revolted.

"All right, it'sdone!" the Captain called to the others. They approached dowly. Therewasa
piercing smell intheair, and the plant cover was charred acrossawide radius.

"And what about that?" asked the Cyberneticist, pointing to the azure craft, which towered over
them at aheight of four stories.

"Let'sseeif wecan getit going,” said the Captain.

The Engineer's eyes opened wide. "Y ou think we can?'

"Watch out!" cried the Doctor.

Three disks appeared over the copse, one after another. The men ran and hit the ground. The
Captain checked his battery charger and waited, elbows spread wide against coarse moss. The disks
passed over and continued on.

"Areyou coming with me?' the Captain asked the Engineer, nodding at the gondolathat hung
twelve feet above the ground.

Without aword, the Engineer ran to one of the arms supporting the craft and, putting his handsin
the perforations, quickly climbed up. The Captain followed on his hedls. Reaching the gondolaledgefirt,
the Engineer moved something -- whatever it was, the men could hear the sound of meta against metd.
Then he pulled himsdlf up and extended a hand to the Captain, who grabbed it; both men disappeared



from view. For along while nothing happened; then the five outspread sides of the gondoladowly closed
without making the dightest sound. The men below shuddered and stepped back.

"What wasthat ball before?' the Doctor asked the Physicist asthey looked up. Insdethe
gondola shadows were moving around.

"It looked like sphericd lightning,” said the Physicigt after some hesitation.

"But it wasthe animd that emitted it!"

"Yes, | saw that. Maybe some loca dectricd effect -- look!™

The azure polygon suddenly shook, clanged, and began revolving. It admost fell when thearms
supporting it spread and twisted. At the last moment, asit teetered dangeroudy, there was another clang,
and thistime ahigh, piercing tone; the entire craft dissolved in ablur, and abreeze swept over the men
below. The disk whirled, faster, dower, but stayed in place. It roared like the engine of agiant plane; the
men moved back. One supporting arm, then the other, rose and disappeared into the luminous vortex.
Like ashot, the disk sped along the groove, |eft the groove, and dowed down just as suddenly, kicking
up soil. It made adreadful noise, but little progress. When finaly it returned to the groove, it flew off a a
terrific speed, and in fifteen seconds diminished to aglimmer on the dope where the forest was.

Onitsway back, the disk |eft the groove again and dowed to acrawl, moving with apparent
difficulty, and the cloud of dirt churned into the air envelopediit at its base.

There was a clang as the arms extended and the craft became visible. The gondola opened, and
the Captain leaned out and shouted, "Everybody get in!"

"What!" cried the Chemist in amazement, but the Doctor grasped the Situation.

"We'regoing for aride.

"Will wedll fit?" asked the Cyberneticit, clutching ameta support. But the Doctor was aready
on hisway up.

Severd disksflew past the copse, but none appeared to notice the men. In the gondolathere
was seating space for four, not six, o two had to lie on the concave floor. A familiar bitter smell led
their nogtrils, reminding them of everything that had happened, and their euphoriavanished.

The Doctor and the Chemi<t, on the floor, could see nothing. There were long panels under them,
like the staves of aboat. Another shrill clang, and they could fed themsaves moving. Almost immediately
the panels on which they were lying became transparent, and they could see the plain below them, as
though they were sailing over it in aballoon. There was agreat noise around them. The Captain talked
feverishly with the Engineer, both forced to assume unnaturd and extremely tiring positions near the
finlike object in the front of the gondola, which held the controls. Every few minutes one of them would
spell the other, and that exchange required the Physicist and Cyberneticist to lie on top of the two men at
the bottom.

"How doesit work?" the Chemist asked the Engineer, who had inserted both hands into the deep
openingsin thefin and was keeping the craft on agtraight course. They were moving rapidly, dong a
groove. In the gondola there was no sense of gyration -- it was asiif they were floating.

"I havenoidea," groaned the Engineer. "A bad cramp -- you take it now!" Ashedid over and
the Captain squeezed in, the disk shook, jumped off its groove, braked violently, and began making a
sharp turn. The Captain put his hands into the control mechanism and amoment later steered the gigantic
top out of itsturn and back onto the groove. They sped aong faster now.

"Why doesit travel so dowly outside the groove?" asked the Chemist. He was propped against
the Engineer's shoulders to keep his baance; between his outspread legslay the Doctor.

"l told you, | have noides,”" said the Engineer, massaging hiswrists, which bore welts from the
steering. "1t may have something to do with a gyroscope. Who knows?"

They passed a second chain of hills. The terrain below appeared familiar -- they had crossed it
before, on foot. Around them wasthe barely visible outline of their disk. The groove suddenly changed
direction: to return to the ship, they would haveto leaveit. Their speed fell to lessthan fifteen milesan
hour.

"These craft are practically useless outsde the grooves -- welll have to remember that!” the
Engineer shouted over the noise.



"Take over!" cried the Captain.

Thistime the switch went smoothly. Then they were ascending asteep dope at little more than a
walk. The Engineer found the canyon with the clay walls. When they reached the lung-trees, hegot a
cramp.

"Takeit!"

As he pulled out his hands, the Captain rushed to replace him. The disk tilted and came
dangeroudy closeto the precipice. At that point there was a sharp crack; the rim of the whirring craft had
hit atreetop. Broken branches flew, and the gondola crashed sideways with ahellish din. An uprooted
tree swept the sky with its crown, and thousands of blister-leaves exploded with a hiss over the craft, as
alanddide haf-buried it. A cloud of white seedsfilled the air; then there was sllence. The gondola,
dented, was embedded in the cliff.

"Crew?' said the Captain, shaking his head to clear it. Hisearsrang.

"One," groaned the Engineer, on thefloor.

"Two," camethe Physicist's weak voice.

"Threg" said the Chemigt, holding his bloody mouith.

"Four," said the Cyberneticist.

"Fi...ve" The Doctor was under everyone else, at the very bottom of the gondola.

They dl laughed.

They were covered with alayer of fluffy, tickling seedsthat had found their way insde through
the apertures at the top of the gondola. The Engineer banged on the wall of the craft to make the door
open. The others, whoever had the room to, pushed against the concave surface. The hull shuddered, a
faint cracking could be heard, but the gondola would not open.

"Try again,” said the Doctor in amuffled voice. He was unable to move. "I'm getting tired of this.
Oof, hey, don't step on me!™

Although the situation was hardly amusing, they laughed, and together pulled acomb-shaped
frame off the front and used it like a battering ram againgt the celling. The celling bent, became covered
with pits, but would not open.

"Enough isenough,” growled the Doctor, and tried to get up. At that moment the bottom gave
way, and everyone spilled out, rolling down the steep twenty-foot dope to the floor of the canyon.

"Anyone hurt?' asked the Captain, thefirst to get to hisfeet. He was covered with clay.

"No, but you're bleeding! Let me have alook," said the Doctor.

Indeed, the Captain had adeep cut on his head. The Doctor bandaged it as best as he could.
The otherswere only bruised, but the Chemist spit blood -- he had bitten hislip. They set out for the
ship, without even glancing at the shattered craft.

Vv

The sun was touching the horizon when they reached the knoll. The ship cast along shadow
acrossthe sands of the plain. Before they entered, they searched the vicinity thoroughly, but found no
traces of any vigtor in their absence. The pile was working perfectly. The cleaning robot had managed to
clear the halls and the library before becoming hopelesdy stuck in the thick layer of broken plastic and
glassthat covered the laboratory.

After supper, which they wolfed down, the Doctor had to sew up the Captain's wound, because
it wouldn't stop bleeding. Meanwhile the Chemist andlyzed the water samples from the brook and
pronounced it drinkable, though it contained alot of iron, which spoiled the taste.

"It'stimeto have acouncil of war," said the Captain. They were sitting on air cushionsin the
library, the Captain in the middle, hiswhite bandage like a hat.

"What do we know?"' he began. "Wdl, we know that the planet isinhabited by intelligent beings,



which the Engineer calls'doublers.’ The name doesnt fit the thing thet. . . But it doesn't matter. Weve
come across various artifacts of the doubler civilization. First, an automated factory that we concluded
was abandoned and gone haywire -- I'm not so sure of that now. Second, mirrorlike domes on the
hilltops, of unknown function. Third, maststhat emit somekind of energy -- we don't know their function,
either. Fourth, the flying disks, one of which we captured after an attack, operated, and crashed. Fifth,
we saw their city, though from too great a distance to make out any detail. Sixth, the attack that |
mentioned, in which adoubler set upon us an animd that was specidly designed to throw asmal firebal,
which it seemed to operate or control until wekilled it. Finaly -- seventh -- we witnessed the covering of
aburid ditch filled with dead inhabitants of the planet. That'sdl -- asfar as| can remember. Correct me
if I've made amigtake or |eft anything out.”

"That's pretty much it," said the Doctor. "Except for what happened the day before yesterday, in
theship. . ."

"True. And you were right -- the creature was naked. Perhapsit wastrying to escape, and in its
panic crawled into the first opening at hand, which happened to be the tunnel Ieading to our ship.”

"A tempting hypothesis, but risky," said the Doctor. "Being human, we make associations and
interpretations that are human, we apply human laws, arrange factsinto patterns brought from Earth. | am
absolutely certain that we al thought the same thing this morning: that we had come upon the grave of
victims of violence, of murder. But we don't redly know. . ."

"You don't believe that,” objected the Engineer.

"It'snot aquestion of what | believe. Eden is not the place for our beliefs. The hypothesis, for
example, about the doubler 'siccing' itselectricdogon us. . ."

"What do you mean, a hypothesis? That's what happened,” the Chemist and the Engineer said,
amogt together.

"Y ourewrong. We have no ideawhy it attacked us. We might resemble some local
cockroaches here, or game. . . But we saw it asan act of aggression, associating it with what we had just
found, athing that made such an impact on usthat welost our ability to think camly.”

"And if we had kept cam and not fired immediatdly, it would have been our ashes stamped and
scattered,” muttered the Engineer angrily.

The Captain said nothing, moving his eyesfrom one man to the other.

"We did what we had to do,” replied the Doctor, "but it isvery likely that there wasa
misunderstanding. On both sdes. . . Y ou think welvefitted in al the pieces of thisjigsaw puzzle? The
factory supposedly abandoned severa hundred years ago -- what about that? Where does the factory fit
in?'

Therewasslence.

"The Doctor'sright,” said the Captain. "We gtill know too little. The only advantage we seem to
haveisthat they know nothing of us, since none of their roads -- grooves -- run near here. But we can
hardly count on that ignorance continuing. Whatever we decide must take that into account.”

"At present we are virtudly defensdessin thiswreck,” said the Engineer. "All one would have to
do isblock up the tunnel to suffocate us like mice. We must act quickly, because a any moment we
could be discovered, and although the hypothesis of doubler aggression may be only my 'human
association,’ | am incapable of reasoning in any other way. | propose we begin repairing al the unitsand
engines-- immediately.”

"And how long will that repair take?' asked the Doctor.

The Engineer hesitated. ™Y ou see?' the Doctor said wearily. "Why should we delude ourselves?
They'll discover us before wefinish. I'm no expert, but | know it will take weeks and weeks. . ."

"Unfortunately that'strue,” the Captain agreed. "And well have to replenish our water supply.
And get rid of the contaminated water that's flooded the lower level. Nor do we know if all the damageis
repairable

"Another expedition will be necessary,” said the Engineer. " And more than one. They can be
made at night. However, some of us-- two or three -- should stay near the ship. But why are we the
only onestaking?' he asked, turning to the three other men, who had been silent so far.



"We ought to work as hard as possible on the ship, but study the doubler civilization, too,” the
Physcigt said dowly. "The two activitieswill interfere with each other. The number of unknownsis so
greet that no strategy will be of much help. Onething doneis certain: whatever course of action we
choose, we face tremendousrisk.”

"l think | seewhat youreal saying," said the Doctor in the samelow, weary voice. "Y ou want to
make further expeditions, inasmuch as we now have the ability to deliver powerful blows -- atomic
blows. In self-defense, of course. Since thiswill mean taking on the whole planet, count me out,
gentlemen. | have no desireto participate in what will be aPyrrhic victory, Pyrrhic evenif they don't have
atomic energy. . . which | wouldn't bet on. What kind of engine runsthe disks?'

"I don't know," said the Engineer, "but it isn't atlomic. I'm dmost certain.”

"That "dmost' might cost us dearly.” The Doctor leaned back, closed his eyes, and rested his
head on afdlen bookcase, asif he had no further intention of speaking.

"Squaring the circle" muttered the Cyberneticist.

"Andif wetry to. . . communicate?"' the Chemist asked.

The Doctor sat up straight, looked at him, and said, " Thank you. | was beginning to think nobody
would say that!"

"But to attempt communication meansto put ourselves at their mercy!" exclaimed the
Cyberneticigt, getting to hisfeet.

"Why?' the Doctor asked coldly. "We can arm oursalvesfirst, even with atomic throwers. But
we don't sneak up on their towns and factories at night.”

"All right. . . So how do you envisage an attempt a communication?'

"Yes, tell us," said the Captain.

"I admit we shouldn't try it just now," replied the Doctor. "The more equipment were ableto
repair on the ship, the better, naturally. We should arm ourselves, too, though it doesn't have to be with
atomic throwers. . . Then some of uswill stay by the ship, and some -- three, let's say -- will gpproach
the city. Two, gpproaching, will stop short and watch, while the third attempts to communicate with the
inhabitants. . ."

"You haveit dl figured out. Y ou even know who will be the one to enter the city,” the Engineer
sadgrimly.

"Yes | do."

"Wel, I'm not going to stand by while you try to commit suicide!" The Engineer jumped to his
feet and towered over the Doctor, who did not even look up. They had never seen the Engineer so
agitated. "If we dl survived the crash and emerged from the grave that this ship became -- if after taking
theincalculable risk of exploring this planet asif it were aplace for walking tours -- it wasn't so that now,
with this damned, stupid drivel. . ." He became choked with anger. "1 know that song. Mankind's
mission! Peace and good will to the stard! You'reafool! Don't tell me that no onetried to kill ustoday!
That we didn't sseamass grave!”

The Doctor lifted hishead. "Yes, they tried to kill us. And yes, it'svery likely that those dead
were murdered.” Everyone could see the effort it took him to remain calm. "But we must go to the city.”

"After what we did?' asked the Captain.

The Doctor winced. "True," he said. "The corpse we burned. . . yes. Do what you think is best.
Y ou decide. I'll go along." And he got up and Ieft, stepping over the horizontal door frame. The others
waited, as though expecting him to change his mind and come back.

"Y ou shouldn't have lost your temper,” the Captain said quietly to the Engineer.

"Y ou know perfectly well. . ." began the Engineer, but after looking himintheeyeshe sad, "l
shouldn't have."

"The Doctor's right about one thing," said the Captain, adjusting his bandage, which had been
dipping down. "What we found to the north of us doesn't fit with what we saw to the east. We're about
asfar from the city asfrom the factory -- 1'd say fifteen or twenty miles asthe crow flies."

"More" sadthe Physcidt.

"Maybe. Now, | would doubt that within that radius there are any such structuresto the south or



west. Because that would mean we had landed in the center of akind of idand "desert” someforty miles
in diameter within an urban area. Which would be too much of acoincidence, too improbable. Do you
agrec?'

"Yes," sad the Engineer, looking at the floor. The Chemigt, nodding, said, "We should have
talked likethisa the beginning.”

"| sharethe Doctor's misgivings,” the Captain went on. "But his proposal is naive, unsuitable,
under the circumstances. The rulesfor contact with an dien civilization do not cover the Situation in which
we now find ourselves: of defenseless castaways living in awreck buried in the ground. Obvioudy we
must repair the damage to the ship, but at the same time there is an information race -- between them and
us. So far, we are ahead. We destroyed the being that attacked us. Why it attacked us, we don't know.
Maybe we do resemble one of their enemies. Well have to ascertain that, too, if we can. Since the ship
will not be operable in the near future, we must be ready for anything. The civilization around usis clearly
developed. What | did, therefore -- what we did -- will only dightly delay their discovery of us. So our
main effort now must be to arm oursalves.”

"May | say something?' said the Physicig.

"Go ahead."

"I'd liketo return to the Doctor's point of view. Emotiona thoughiit is, thereisan argument in its
favor. Thisstuation of afirst contact isby no means neutrd. When they find us, it will be because they
have been looking for us. And it will be hard then to 'reach an understanding.’ There will undoubtedly be
an attack, and welll haveto fight for our lives. But if, on the other hand, we go out to meet them, though
the chances of reaching an understanding may not be grest, they will a least exist. So, for purely tactica
reasons, morality aside, it would be better for usto tekethe initiative.”

"All right, but what does that mean in practice?"' asked the Engineer.

"In practice, nothing is dtered for the time being. We must have wegpons, and as quickly as
possible. However, as soon as we have them, we should try to make contact -- though not on the terrain
that we've explored so far.”

"Why not?" asked the Captain.

"Becauseit's extremely likely that well be attacked before we reach the city. By the beings that
drivethedisks"

"And how do you know well find more peaceable beings e sawhere?!

"| don't. But there's nothing for usto the north or east. At least not now. I'm sure of that.”

"And what else?" said the Captain.

"We mugt activate Defender,” said the Chemigt.

"How long will that take?" the Captain asked the Engineer.

"| can't say. Without the robots we can't even get to Defender. The thing weighs fourteen tons.
Ask the Cyberneticist.”

"It will take two daysto check it. At least,” said the Cyberneticist. "But first | haveto have
working robots.”

"How long, to get the robots running?" asked the Captain.

"Let'ssee. .. I'll need arepair robot firgt, then alifter, and they have to be checked, too, of
course, which will take acouple of days, assuming thereisn't too much damage. . ."

"Can't we take the heart out of Defender and armor it up here, beside the hull?' the Captain
asked, looking at the Physicist.

The Physicist shook hishead. "No. The pivot done weighs more than aton. Besides, the heart
wont fit inthe tunnd.”

"Thetunnd can bewidened.”

"It won't go through the hatch. And the freight hatch, as you know, isfilled with water from the
broken stern reservoir.”

"Did you check the water contamination?' asked the Engineer.

"Y es. Strontium, calcium, cerium, al the barium isotopes. The works. We can't let it out -- it
would contaminate the soil within aradius of athousand feet -- and we can't purify it until the antirads



have working filters"

"And | can't clean thefilters without arobot,” added the Engineer.

The Captain, looking from man to man as each spoke, observed, "We have afair-sized list of
can'ts. But it'simportant to take stock. What about the atomic throwers?*

"They're not throwers," said the Engineer with agrimace of disgust. "Let's not decelve ourselves.
The Doctor made so much noise about them, you'd think we were planning to start anuclear war here.
Their rangeisless than two thousand feet. They're hand sprinklers, nothing more, and, besides, they're
inconvenient. A man firing hasto wear ashield that weighs two hundred pounds.”

"We havealot of heavy things on board,” the Captain muttered, and nobody knew whether he
meant that asajoke.

The Physicist said, "But if two throwers are placed three hundred feet gpart and shoot in such a
way that the beams intersect at the target, you get a supercritical concentration and can produce achain
reaction.”

"That's fine on thefiring range," remarked the Chemigt, "but | can't see such precision under field
conditions.”

"In other words, we redlly don't have atomic throwers?' the Cyberneticist said, amazed and
angry. "Then what isthe sense of thiswhole discussion -- this argument -- about whether we should arm
ourselvesto the teeth or not? Were not thinking!"

"That'sright. We haven't done agreat ded of thinking," said the Captain calmly. "Not until now.
But we can't allow oursdvesthat luxury any longer. With the throwers" he went on, "thereis another
tactic: onefires haf the charge, and the chain reaction takes place at the target. Except that the firing must
be done from the best possible cover, and at maximum distance.”

"That means we have to go three feet underground before shooting?'

"Five, a least -- and behind a six-foot embankment,” the Physicist put in.

"For stationary warfare that's fine. For expeditionsit's usdess,”" the Chemist snorted.

"If the need arises," said the Captain, "one man with athrower can cover our retreat."

"Without digging any embankments?'

"Without digging any embankments.”

Therewas slence.

"How much usable water do we have |eft?" asked the Cyberneticis.

"Lessthan three hundred gdlons."

"That'snot much."

"True"

"Now let's have some concrete proposals,” said the Captain. A red spot appeared on hiswhite
bandage. "Our goal isto save oursdves and. . . the inhabitants of this planet.”

Suddenly dl headsturned in the same direction. Through the wall came muffled music, amelody
they dl recognized.

"The player's survived?' the Cyberneticist whispered in surprise. Nobody said anything.

"I'mwaiting," said the Captain. "No one? Then I'll decide: the expeditions will continue. If we
make contact in favorable circumstances, welll do everything in our power to communicate. Our water
supply istoo low. With no means of transport, we cannot increaseit. Therefore, we must divide up. Half
the crew will work in the ship, haf will go exploring. Tomorrow morning we start repairing the jeep and
assembling the throwers. If we're successful, we make amotorized excursion in the evening. Does
anyone have anything to say?"

"l do," sad the Engineer, hisfacein hishands, looking through hisfingersa thefloor. "The
Doctor should remainin the ship."

"Why?" asked the Cyberneticist. But everyone e se understood.

"Hewon't. . . do anything againgt us, if that'swhat you're thinking," the Captain said, choosing his
words carefully. The red spot on his bandage was alittle larger.

"You know what he did at that. . . factory, at thewall," said the Engineer. "He might have been
killed."



"On the other hand, he wasthe only oneto help me. . . trample. . ." the Captain said, but did not
continue.

"True," the Engineer admitted. "That'swhy | was reluctant to spesk.”

"Anyone e se?' The Captain straightened up, put his hand to his head, touched the bandage, and
looked at hisfingers. The music was till coming through thewall.

"Here or out there in the open -- we don't know where well meet them first,” the Physicist said
quigtly.

"Do wedraw lots?' asked the Chemist.

"No point. The ones who stay are those who have work to do on the ship,” said the Captain. He
got up dowly, unsteadily, then lost his baance. The Engineer jumped up and caught him, and the
Physicist held the Captain from the other side. The others spread cushions on the floor.

"No, | don't need to lie down," the Captain said, hiseyes shut. "Thank you. It's nothing. The
stitches seem to have opened.”

"I'll turn off the music,” said the Chemist, making for the door.

"No," said the Captain, "let it play. . ."

They cadled the Doctor. He changed the dressing, put aclamp on the wound, and gave the
Captain some medicine. Then everyonelay down. It was amost two when they finally turned off the
lightsand the ship fell Slent.

Vi

The next morning the Physicist and the Engineer drew off agallon of enriched uranium solution
from the pile reserve and transferred the thick fluid to the [aboratory, to alead tank. Wearing large plastic
protective suits and oxygen masks under hoods, they used long-handled graspers and a burette to
measure out, carefully, the concentrate and feed it into the specially made lead-glass capillary tubes of the
throwers, which were held in place by frames on the table. When they were done, they tested the seal's of
the tank with a Geiger counter, then turned each thrower over and shook it.

"Good, no lesks," the Physicist said, hisvoice distorted by hismask.

The armored door of the radioactive storeroom, ablock of lead on a shaft, dowly moved aside.
They whedled the tank back inside and, when the bolts snapped to, removed the masks and hoods from
their sweety faceswith relief.

Therest of the day they worked on the jegp. Since the freight hatch couldn't be used, they
dismantled the jeep first and carried the parts outside through the tunnel, which had to be widened in two
places. The jeep required practically no repairs. They had not been able to use it before, because, with
the reactor immobilized, there had been no fuel available -- it ran on amixture of radioisotopes,
converting that to current. The vehicle had room for four persons, and at the rear there was a cage carrier
able to hold up to four hundred pounds. The cleverest feature was the whedl's, whose diameter was
variable, regulated by air pump according to need. They could be expanded to four and ahalf feet.

Preparing the fuel mixture took six hours, but required only one person, who checked the pile
from timeto time. Meanwhile the Engineer and the Captain crawled on al fours through the passageways
bel ow the deck, checking and replacing the cables that ran between the control room and the distributor
unitsin the engine room. The Chemist had built himsdlf akind of stove outside, closeto the ship, and was
heating up a greasy substance that bubbled like amuddy volcano. He was meting and stirring bits of
plastic, the plastic that had been brought out of the ship in buckets. Nearby lay molds, with which he
intended to make new instrument panels for the control room. Hewasin avile temper and wouldn't
Speak to anyone, because hisfirst molds had failed dismdlly.

The Captain, the Chemist, and the Doctor were supposed to head south at five, which was three
hours before nightfal. Asusua, no one kept to schedule, and it was amost Sx by the time everything was
ready and packed. A thrower was placed on the fourth sest. And on the carrier in the back they



strapped a twenty-five-gallon canister, for water.

After dinner the Engineer, equipped with large binoculars, clambered up the ship'shull. The ship
had penetrated the ground at not much of an angle, but because of its length the end of the hull, the
exhaust funnels rose agood three stories above the plain. After finding a place to Sit between the conical
mounting of the upper funnel and the hollow of the main body, the Engineer first looked down dong the
huge sunlit cylinder to where the men were standing, no larger than beetles, beside the black dot that was
the tunnel entrance. Then he brought the binoculars to his face with both hands and carefully pressed the
eyepiece to hiseyes. The magnification was considerable, but the view quivered. He had to steedy his
arms by propping his elbows on his knees, which was not easy. It wouldn't take much to fal off, he
thought. The scratch-proof ceramite surface was smooth, dmost dippery. Pressing the contoured rubber
sole of hisleft boot against the funndl, he began to sweep the horizon systematicaly with hisbinoculars.

The air shimmered from the heat. He could fed the pressure of the sun on hisface when he
turned south. He was glad that the Doctor had agreed to the Captain's plan, which everyone else had
accepted. The Doctor did not even want to hear of apologies -- he made ajoke of their argument. But
what redlly surprised the Engineer was the end of their conversation. He had been a one with the Doctor,
and it had seemed that they had nothing more to say to each other, when suddenly the Doctor tapped
him on the chest.

"I wanted to ask you something. . . Do you know how to set the ship upright when it's repaired?”

"First we get the freight robot and the digger to. . ." the Engineer began.

"No," the Doctor interrupted him. "The technica details, asyou know, mean nothing to me. Just
tell meif you -- you personaly -- know how to do it."

"What, are you frightened by the figure of sixteen thousand tons? Archimedes said he could move
the Earth, given theright fulcrum. Well dig it out and. . ."

"I'm sorry, that's still not what | mean. I'm not questioning your theoretical knowledge, the
textbook methods. Can you actudly do it and -- wait! -- if you say yes, can you give me your word that
you arethinking yes?'

That had made the Engineer hesitate. There were still a couple of points he was not clear on, but
he had awaystold himsdlf that, when it came down to it, somehow or other it would al work out. Before
he could reply, the Doctor squeezed his hand.

"Henry," he said, "do you know why you shouted a me? It's because you're as big anumskull as
| am and don't want to admit it."

And, smiling in away that recaled the photograph of him as astudent, which the Engineer had
seen in his drawer, the Doctor added, " Credo quia absurdum -- did they teach you any Latin?'

"Yes, but I'veforgotten it dl," said the Engineer. The Doctor winked, released his hand, and
walked away, leaving the Engineer done. Still feding the Doctor's fingers on his hand, the Engineer had
the impression that the man had wanted to say something quite different, and that, if he thought hard, he
might guess what the Doctor had left unsaid. . . But he couldn't concentrate, fegling -- for no clear reason
-- fear, degpair. The Captain called him to the engine room, where fortunately there was so much work
to do that there was no time for reflection.

He now recalled that scene and that feding. He had gained no insight into it. In his binoculars was
aplain with gentle hummocks separated by strips of shadow. What he had expected the evening before
and had kept to himsalf -- the conviction that they would be discovered, and that there would be a battle
at daybreak -- had not materialized. How many times had he resolved not to take his forebodings so
serioudy! He sguinted to see better. The binoculars showed clumps of willowy gray cayxes obscured at
times by clouds of dust. The wind must be strong there, though he could not fedl it where he sat. Near the
horizon the terrain gradualy rose, and gtill farther away -- though that might not be land but low clouds
ten miles away -- was aformation of adarker hue. Now and then something ascended and either
dissolved or disgppeared. It wastoo inditinct to tell him anything, though the phenomenon was strangely
regular. Having no ideawhat he was watching, he measured the frequency with which the change
occurred, consulting hiswatch: eighty-six seconds.

He put the binoculars back in their case and, planting hisfeet carefully on the ceramite surface,



made hisway down. After he had taken about ten steps, he heard something following him. He turned
around -- and lost his balance. Armsflailing, he fdll onto the hull and heard the sound of hisfal repeated.

Hunched, he got to hisknees.

About twenty feet away, on the very edge of the upper funndl, sat something small, the sze of a
cat, watching him intently. The animal -- it was definitely an animd -- had a protruding pale-gray belly
and sat bolt upright, likeasquirrd, its pawsfolded acrossits bely, dl four of them, meeting comicaly in
the middle. The creature was clagping the rim of the ceramite funnd with something yellowish that shook
like gdatin, and which issued from the end of itstorso. The small, round, gray head had neither eyes nor
mouth, but was covered with shiny black beads, like a pincushion with pins, suck into it, one beside
another. The Engineer took three steps toward the animal, so dumbfounded that he dmost forgot where
he was, and then heard artriple reverberation, the echo of his own footsteps. The cresture imitated
sounds. He moved dowly closer, and was wondering whether he ought to remove hisshirt and useit asa
net, when suddenly the animd changed.

The paws on the belly began to tremble, the albdomen spread and unfolded like agrest fan, the
pincushion head rose iffly on along hairless neck, and the creature took to the air, surrounded by a
faintly flickering aureole. For amoment it hung motionless above him, then moved off, spiraling, gethering
speed, circling one more time, and disappearing.

The Engineer climbed down and told the crew, as accurately as possible, what had happened.

"Good. | was beginning to wonder why there were no flying animas here," said the Doctor.

The Chemist reminded him of the white flowers by the brook.

‘They looked morelikeinsects," said the Doctor, "like, well, butterflies. But the air hereis, on the
whole, not highly populated. When living organisms evolve on aplanet, abiologica pressure develops,
thanks to which every possible environment, every niche, must befilled. Theresasurprising lack of birds
here"

"It wasmorelikea. . . bat," said the Engineer. "It had hair.”

"That's possible," said the Doctor, who never paraded his biologica knowledge before the crew.
And he added, as though more out of politeness than because it interested him, ™Y ou say it imitated the
sound of your footsteps? That's curious. Well, the imitation must serve some surviva function.”

"We should try to cover more ground thistime. | don't think anything will bresk down," said the
Captain, crawling out from under the jeep, which was now ready. The Engineer was alittle put off by the
indifference with which his discovery had been received, but he told himsdlf that perhaps he had been
impressed more by the unexpectedness of the encounter than by the flying creature itself.

Everyone was uncomfortable at the moment of parting. Those who remained behind stood
beneath the ship and watched as the odd-looking vehicle described larger and larger circlesaround it
under the confident control of the Captain, who sat in front, with only the narrow-barreled thrower as
traveling companion by his side, while the Doctor and the Chemist sat behind him. Passing closeto the
ship, he called out, "WEll try to be back by midnight. Good-bye!" He increased the speed, and a
moment later al that could be seen was a high and distant golden wall of dust blowing dowly westward.

The jeep was abare metal skeleton covered only from below, by a base that was transparent so
the driver could see every obstacle. It had an eectric motor in each whedl, and two sparetiresand a.can
of fuel fastened to the back. It could go forty miles an hour if the ground was smooth. Looking back, the
Doctor soon logt dl sight of the ship. The motors hummed, and dust rose from the parched ground,
billowed, and dispersed, faling back onto the steppdlike land.

Nobody spoke. The windshield protected only the driver, so the two men sitting behind him got
thewind full in the face and could talk only by shouting. The land became more undulating; the gray
calyxes disappeared.

They passed individua clumps of spidery scrub, scattered and distant. Lung-trees, withered,
good here and there, their leaf clusters dangling, trembling only occasionally, asif gasping. Up ahead they
caught sight of long grooves, but saw no disks. Thetires bounced gently when they crossed the grooves.
Sharp-edged limestone, as white as dried bone, jutted from the ground; long tongues of scree snaked
down thelong dope they were climbing; the sharp gravel grated noisily under their tires. The dope



increased, which dowed down the jegp, and though its engine had reserve power, the Captain did not
useit onthisrough terrain.

Higher up, between two buff-brown ridges, they saw along thin band that seemed to block their
path. The Captain reduced speed till further. Athwart the dope, whereit leveled off to a plateau from
which vague shapesrose in the far distance, they saw amirrorlike strip embedded in the ground and
running off in both directions. The jegp stopped, touching the edge of the strip with itsfront tires. The
Captain got out, touched the smooth surface with hisjector butt, hit it alittle harder, then finaly stood on
it and jumped on it. The strip did not move.

"How many miles have we gone?' asked the Chemist when the Captain got back in.

"Thirty-eight," the Captain said and carefully started up. They rode over the strip, which looked
like aribbon of hardened mercury, and with increasing speed passed, to the left and to the right, masts
with columns of air churning above them. Then the masts curved eastward, but the men went straight,
keeping their compass needle on the letter "S."

The plateau presented a cheerless sght. The vegetation was dowly losing its Struggle againgt the
sand blown by the hot east wind. Blackened scrub, pale carmine at ground level, grew out of low dunes,
leathery pods dropped from it. Once in awhile something gray would move through the dry brush, or
something would leap away from benegth the wheels of the jeep, but the men did not get agood look at
the creature; it scurried too fast into the scrub.

The Captain picked hisway carefully, avoiding the thick clumps of thorns. Once he even had to
backtrack, when the glade they entered came to adead end in amound of sand. Theterrain resembled a
maze and more and more had the character of adesert: the plants rustled like paper inthewind. The jegp
went between walls of overhanging branches. From burst pods yelowish dust blew into the windshield
and covered the men's suits and faces. Heat poured from the thicket, and it was difficult to breathe. Then
the jeep stopped.

The tableland ended afew dozen feet ahead, and the thicket ended, too, like ablack brush
shining amber in the sun. Beyond were distant hillsrisng high above avalley that the men could not see
from their position. The Captain stepped out and walked to the last bush, itslong withes swaying gently
againg the ky.

"We're going down," he said when he came back.

Thejeep proceeded dowly; itsrear lifted, and lifted more. The canister rattled in the carrier, and
the brakes gave awarning squed . The Captain turned on the pump, and the tires grew, compensating for
the steepness of the dope. The men saw alayer of fleecy clouds, through which rose acolumn of brown
smoke, cylindrica at the bottom and bulbous at the top. The column hung in the air undispersed, high
above the hilltops, like the smoke from a volcano. It lasted aminute or two, then descended at an unusual
speed and was concealed in the white clouds, asif whatever had bel ched it forth now sucked it back in.

The valley had two levels, onein the sun and one, lower, screened by the clouds toward which
the jeep now drove, rocking and bouncing. Asthe sun s&t, itsrays hit the distant hills facing the men,
where squat structures amid gray and violent brushwood blazed with mirrors. It was difficult to look at
them, they were s0 bright. Thelayer of cloud was closer. Behind the men, outlined high against the azure
sky, stood the jagged bushes. They went dower, then were enveloped in rolling vapor, humid and gtifling;
everything became dim. The Captain inched the jeep forward, switched on the headlights, but turned
them off immediately, Sncethe glarein thefog made visihility worse.

Suddenly the fog cleared. It was cooler. They found themsalves on much less of aninclineand
just beneath the clouds, which stretched into the distance toward indistinct gray and black patches deep
inthevaley. Ahead, something glimmered, like alight through an aily liquid, and they fdlt their eyesblur.
The Doctor and the Chemist tried rubbing their eyes-- it didn't help. A dark object came toward them
out of the glimmering. The ground now wasflat, and smooth enough to have been artificidly leveled and
hardened. The object grew larger; they could seethat it wasavehicleontires-- it wasther jeep, a
reflection in some surface. Then they could dmost see their own faces, but the image broke up and
vanished at the place where they expected to find amirror. They drove through, encountering nothing,
though they were brushed by a sudden warmth, asif that marked the crossing of an unseen barrier. At



the same time whatever had blurred their eyes the moment before went away.

Thetires splashed: the jegp was going through puddles. Patches of turbid water gave off afaintly
bitter smell, asif there were ashesin them. Mounds of lighter, upturned clay lay here and there between
the puddles. Rubble appeared on the right -- not fragments of wall, but pieces of crumpled, soiled fabric
heaped one on top of another, rising as high as twenty feet in some places, and a ground level there were
black irregular openingsin them. The men drove through this area -- what lurked in the holes, they could
not see. The Captain stopped near one mound, so close that one of the front tires cameto rest againgt it.
He dighted, walked to the top of it, and peered into arectangular well. Seeing the expression on hisface,
the othersran up to him. The Doctor dipped on the clay, but the Chemist gave him ahand.

In the hole, whose vertica wallslooked as though they had been excavated by amachine, a
naked corpse lay floating on its back. Only the very top of its powerful chest, from which achildlike
torso protruded, was above the dark water.

The three men looked at one another, then waked down the mound of clay. Water trickled and
gathered in their footprints.

"Isthere nothing but graves on this planet?' asked the Chemigt.

They stood by the jeep, undecided. The Captain turned away, pale, and looked around. There,
were mounds everywhere, in uneven rows. To theright lay more gray rubble-hegps, with alow whiteline
snaking through them. To the left, beyond some more upturned clay, was an inclined plane, broad at the
bottom and narrowing at the top, made of pitted meta. Beyond that, through wisps of vapor, they could
see -- barely -- something vertical and black, like the sides of ahuge caldron.

The Captain was climbing back into the jegp when adeep sigh, asif from underground, reached
their ears. The white clouds that before had concealed everything were dispersed, on the left, by a
powerful gust that amoment later enveloped the men in a bitter, penetrating odor. They then saw a
monstrous chimney reaching to the sky and, spewing from it, abrown column perhaps three hundred feet
across, awaterfall in reverse that forced gpart the clouds and disappeared upward. Thislasted aminute,
then silence followed, then came another muffled groan, and agust in the opposite direction tugged at
their hair, and the clouds returned in long curls and covered the black chimney completdly.

The Captain motioned to the others, they got in, and the jeep went clumsily over the uneven clay
to the next mound. They looked inside. It was empty, apart from some black water. Again they heard a
muffled sound, the clouds parted, a brown geyser poured from the chimney, and again the column was
sucked back in. They paid less and less attention to this aternation of cloud and smoke asthey rode from
mound to mound, jumping onto soft clay, climbing dopes of dippery mud, and peering into thewelson
top. Sometimes there would be a splash at the bottom, if aclod of clay was didodged by their feet. Then
they would return to the jeep and ride on.

Out of the eighteen wells they examined, they found corpsesin seven. Oddly, their horror and
repugnance diminished, the more corpses they found. They noticed, becoming more objective, more
observant, that there was less water in the holes nearer the huge chimney. And in one of the holes, the
entire bottom of which was covered by abody bent double, they noticed that the body was not quite like
the others. It seemed pder, differently formed. They drove on, unable to verify thisimpression; the next
two holes were empty, but in the third, which was completely dry and situated only afew hundred feet
from the metal ramp, they saw abody onits side, and one of the arms belonging to its smaler torso was
divided at the end into two appendages.

"What'sthat?' said the Chemist in astrange voice, gripping the Doctor's shoulder. "Do you see
it?'

"l seit”

"A fork -- instead of fingers?

"Maybe it was maimed,” muttered the Captain without conviction.

They stopped again, at the last mound before the ramp. The well looked recent -- bits of clay
were gill dropping from thewalls, asthough the shoveling machine had emerged from the rectangular pit
only moments before.

"Good God. . ." exclaimed the Chemigt, jumping back and off the mound, and nearly faling in the



process.

The Doctor faced the Captain. "If | go in there, will you give me ahand to get out?' he asked.

"Yes. What do you intend to do?"

The Doctor knelt, clutched the edge of the hole, and carefully lowered himsdlf, trying to keep his
feet clear of the large body at the bottom. He bent over it, ingtinctively holding his breath. From above, it
had looked as though ametal bar had been thrust into the carcass, under the chest, in the place where,
among coils of folded flesh, the large torso had produced ancther. But up close, he saw that thiswas not
0.

Something like a protruding nave, thin-skinned, bluish, came from the body, from beneath afold
of skin, and the metal tubefit into it. The Doctor touched it ddlicately, then tugged at it more firmly.
Bending closer, he discovered that the metal tube, visible through the stretched skin, wasjoined to it by a
row of minute pearls, like a continuous seam. For amoment he considered severing this connection of
meta and skin, and was reaching into his pocket for aknife, still undecided, when he happened to look at
the face of the little head that was propped against thewall of thewell -- and froze.

Where the creature they had dissected in the ship had had nogtrils, this creature had one
wide-open blue eye, which seemed to be watching him with silent intensity. The Doctor looked up.
"What isit?' He heard the Captain's voice and saw his head, dark against the clouds, and understood
why they had not noticed this from above: to see the face, one had to stand where he was standing now.

"Help meout,” he said, and the Captain reached down, grasped his outstretched hand, and
pulled him up. The Chemist helped, catching him by the collar of his suit, and he emerged from the well,
covered with clay.

The Doctor blinked. "We understand nothing,” he said. "Nothing!" And added, asif to himsdif,
"Incredible, that areasoning man should be in asituation in which he comprehends nothing whatsoever!"”

"What did you find?" asked the Chemigt.

"They vary," said the Doctor as they went back to the jeep. " Some have fingers, some don't.
Some have noses but no eyes, while some have an eye but no nose. Some are larger and darker, and
some paer, with ashorter trunk.”

"Sowhat?' said the Chemigt, impatient. " There are different races of people, too. People have
different features, comein different colors. Why does variation bother you so much? Thered question
hereis, who committed this horrible daughter, and why?"

"I'm not so sure there was adaughter,” the Doctor answered softly, his head bowed.

The Chemist looked at him with amazement. "What are you suggesting?’

"l don't know. . ." the Doctor said with effort. Mechanicaly, not conscioudy, he was wiping the
clay from his hands with ahandkerchief. "But onething | do know," he added, straightening. "These
differences are not the differences between races of the same species. The eyes and the nose, the senses
of sght and smell, are too important.”

"On Earth there are ants even more specidized. Some have eyes, some do not. Some can fly,
some cannot. Some are food-gatherers and some are warriors. Do | have to teach you biology?*

The Doctor shook his head. "For everything that happens you import a concept, ready-made,
from Earth. If adetail or fact doesn't fit that concept, you smply ignoreit. | can't prove it to you now, but
| know -- I smply know -- that this has nothing to do with races or with speciaization. Y ou remember
that needle | found during the dissection?

"Just now everyone assumed, as | assumed, that this creature was murdered. But it hasan
appendage there -- akind of sucker or deeve -- and the metal tube was inserted into it. As one would
insert atube into aman's windpipe during atracheotomy. Of course, this has nothing to do with a
tracheotomy; the creature has no windpipe there. | don't know what it'sfor, but at least I'm aware of my
ignorance!™

He got into the jeep and asked the Captain, "And what do you think?'

"That we should be moving on," said the Captain, his hands on the steering whesd!.



VII

It was growing dark. They went around the ramp, which was not aramp at dl, and not metal,
they now saw, but the flattened, farthest-reaching arm of ariver of lava, whose size only now did they
gppreciate. The river had flowed from the upper level of the valey and hardened into dozens of fissured
pools and cascades. It covered the lower part of the dope with humps of dag, but at the top, where the
angle became precipitous, bare ribs of rock protruded through thisinert flood. On the opposite dopea
pass haf amile wide, with adried-up, cracked clay bottom, went through a high ridge of mountain that
appeared to be covered with vegetation.

The valey was much bigger than one would have guessed, looking at it from above. It branched
into flat plains among loaflike outcroppings of magma. To the right the ground rose in terraces, dmost
bare, to gray clouds. Still higher they could hear the geyser, now blocked by a shelf of rock, and with
each eruption along hollow hissfilled thevdley.

The scene dowly lost color, and shapes blurred, as though submerged in water. Ahead of the
jeep, in the distance, they saw either walls or hillsides, reddish, whose complex pattern was bathed in
what seemed the rays of the setting sun, though the sun was covered by clouds.

Closer, on both sides of the pass, stood rows of dark, vertical, club-shaped, giant structures
resembling elongated balloons. The men rode between them, and the twilight was made darker by the
shadows that these massive pillars cast. The Captain turned on the headlights, and outsde their triple
beam it suddenly became night.

Thewhedsrolled acrosslayers of dag, cracking it like glassinto fragments. The pillars glittered
with amercury sheen when the headlights touched them. The clay disappeared; the ground now was a
bulging surface of hardened lava, with puddlesin its hollows, which splashed beneath the whed s of the
jeep. Againg the clouds the men could see black, gossamer-thin lines connecting two pillars roughly three
hundred feet apart. Then the headlights revealed several machines overturned, their undersidesfull of
ragged openings from which decayed wisps of something dangled. The men pulled over. The machines
had been abandoned long ago; they were rusted through.

The air was growing more and more humid, and gusts of asickly odor and the stench of burning
camefrom the pillars. The Captain steered toward the nearest pillar, driving over asmooth dab that
crumbled at the edges and was flanked on either sde by danting surfaces that bore a series of notches.
At the base of the Structure, pitch-black, was an entrance. Above thisthe cylindrical wall rose, bulged,
and blocked out the sky with a mushroom-shaped hood that was wrinkled, amorphous, as though the
builder had I€ft it unfinished.

Reaching the immense hood, the Captain took his foot off the accelerator. The entrance gaped;
the headlightswerelogt in it. Two broad, shalow troughs ran to the left and right and spiraled upward.
The jegp came to astop, then dowly began to drive up the right trough.

They were plunged in darkness. In the beam of the headlights, telescopically half-open masts
appeared and disappeared aong the rims of the trough. Then something began to flash above these, and
when they looked up, they saw rows of pale ghosts. The Captain directed one of the lights there and
widened its beam. The beam climbed from one white cellular cresture to another. Plucked from the
darkness, each shone, then disappeared. At the same time thousands of tiny reflections dazzled the men.

"That's no help." The Captain's voice was distorted by echoes. "But wait, we have flared™

Hegot out, and in the light in front of the jeep leaned over the edge of the trough. Something
clanged; he called out, "Don't look here, look up!™ -- and jumped back into the jeep. Almost
smultaneoudy the magnesium caught fire with an ear-piercing hiss, and agresat glarerolled asde the
darkness.

The trough in which they were slanding ended, alittle higher up, in atransparent corridor or shaft
that climbed steeply and penetrated, like atube of slver, aglowing jungle of bubbles that hung overhead,
adomefilled with amultitude of cells, aglass hive. Theflare was multiplied in the cdlls, and indde them



the men could see skeletons, bones snowy white, dmost sparkling, spatulate limbs, afan of ribsradiating
from along ova disk of bone, and each thorax in the front, open, contained asmall, dender,
half-recumbent skeleton, athing that was like a cross between a bird and amonkey, with atoothless,
spherica skull. There were countless rows of such glass eggs, and they circled and spiraed higher and
higher. But the cellsmirrored and remirrored the light, so that it wasimpossbleto tell red shapesfrom
reflections.

The men sat glued to their seats for six seconds; then the flare went out, and in the darkness the
bones continued to glow ydlow. After afew minutesthey saw that the headlights were ill on, throwing
dim light on the undersides of the glassy spheres.

The Captain drove to the shaft, the place where the trough became afunnel, and parked the jeep
Sdeways, o it wouldn't roll back down if the brakesfailed, and they dl got out.

The transparent tube went sharply upward, but they could ascend by foot. They detached one of
the headlights from its mounting and entered the shaft, trailing a cable behind them.

The shaft spiraled up through the interior of the dome, and the cells were located on either side of
it, dightly above the concave floor on which they climbed. It wastiring, but the shaft soon became less
steep. Each cdll wasflattened on the sdes, where it abutted other cells, and into the shaft from each
stuck a snoutlike piece that was capped tightly by around, cloudy lens. The men walked on, and the
grotesque gallery of skeletonsfiled past them. The skeletons varied. The men did not redizethis at firg,
because the ones adjacent were virtually identica . Differences became apparent only if one compared
examples from distant sections on thelong spird.

Asthe men climbed higher, the thorax openings grew smaller, and the limbs, too, asthough they
were being absorbed by the oval disk of bone, but the heads of the little chest monstrosities grew large,
their skulls strangdly distended on the Sides.

Advancing single-file, the men made their way up one and ahaf loops of the spird, then were
stopped by a sudden jerk: the cable that connected the light to the jeep had reached the end of itsredl.
The Doctor wanted to go on, using the flashlight, but the Captain shook his head. From the main shaft
other tunnels branched off every dozen feet or so, and it would be easy to get lost in this|abyrinth of
glass. They turned back. On the way they attempted to open one, then a second, then athird cap, but the
lenseswere dl fused to the rims of the trangparent containers.

The bottoms of the cells were covered with alayer of fine white dust that had thin dark marksin
places, but the marks -- or numbers -- were unintelligible. The Doctor, who wasin the rear, paused at
every cdl: hetill had no ideahow the skeletons were suspended, or what supported them. Also, he
wanted to inspect one of the "clusters’ in aside corridor. The Captain hurried him on, so with asigh he
followed, particularly since the Chemist, who was carrying the headlight, was now some distance away,
leaving them in darkness

They descended quickly and at |ast were back at the jeep, taking deep breaths of air: theair in
the glasstunnel had been stale and hot.

"To the ship now?" asked the Chemist.

"Not yet," replied the Captain as he turned the jegp around, the trough being wide enough to
alow this. The headlights made a sweeping arc through the darkness as they rode down the steep incline
toward the entrance, which held thelast light of day like along, low screen.

Outside, the Captain decided to drive around the base of the pillar, which was a cone-shaped
flange of cast metal. They werelessthan halfway around when their path was barred by oblong blocks
with razor-sharp edges, al wedged together. The Captain raised aheadlight.

A brown-black mass of lavarose behind the pillar. Descending from aheight invisblein the
darkness, the magma overhung the areain a crescent-shaped wall whose progress had been checked by
athick forest of masts and buttresses barring any closer approach. The intricate tangle of these
congtructions had pressed anetwork of interlocking shieldsinto the inert flood of rock. Here and there
huge dull blocks with broken pieces shining like black glass had split off above the barrier and fallen,
covering the metd pdisade with rubble. And the front of the magma, swelling, had pulled apart the
shieldsin places and bent the masts, or uprooted both them and the wedge-shaped blocks that anchored



them.

This picture of struggle, doomed to failure but heroic, againgt the natura forces of the planet was
so familiar and so comprehensible to the men that they left the place heartened. The jeep backed into an
open space between two giant pillars and proceeded down the straight, bizarre avenue into the valley.

They came upon cayxes growing in long rectangular patches, like cornfields, calyxesidentica to
the ones growing on the plain near the ship. Hit by the glare, the snakdlike plants, showing pink benesth
the gray of their skin, tried to contract, as though wakened, but their movement was too torpid to be
converted into decisive action; it was only awave of helpless twitches thirty feet ahead of them, inthe
headlights.

The men stopped again, thistime a the next-to-last pillar. The entrance was cluttered by apile of
fragments. They tried to see the interior with their flashlights, but the flashlights were too weak, so they
removed a headlight from the jegp again and went inside.

The darkness was filled with an acrid stench, like that of organic matter eaten by chemicas. They
were up to their kneesin broken glass. The Chemist got caught in asnarl of wire. As he pulled himsdlf
loose, yellow fragments appeared from beneath the debris. The headlight, directed upward, reveded a
yawning gap in the dome, with clusters of cdlls dangling from it, some of which were cracked open and
empty. Bits of bone lay everywhere. Picking their way through the rubble, the men returned to the jeep;
they rode on.

They passed agroup of gray ruinsin ahollow, where the headlights swept over another mass of
rock resisted by angular props broadening to shields at the top and anchored to the ground by hooks.
The jeep stopped rocking and bouncing as the surface benegth it became smooth, like concrete. Up
ahead the men saw something blocking the way. It turned out to be arow of columns, and another row
behind that. There was awhole forest of them, dl supporting arches, making a curious building open on
al sdes. Below the spot where each arch left its column, they could see what appeared to be the
embryos, or buds, of future arches, coiled up leaflike, unhatched.

The jeep went up aflight of steps as smdll as teeth and entered between the columns. There was
aremarkable qudity to their shape; it was botanica rather than geometrica, for although the columns
were smilar, no two were exactly dike; there were smdl variaionsin proportion, differencesin the
location of the nodes or swellings where the winged arches nestled.

Thejeep rolled noisslessy over the stone surface, and | eft the columns behind, with their forest of
moving shadows. When the last row disappeared, there was a wide-open space before them, and alow,
faint glow. They advanced more dowly across solid rock, braking, coming to astop &t last three feet
from an unexpected ravine.

Below them were dark ramparts reminiscent of old forts on Earth. The tops of the ramparts were
level with where the men were standing, and they could see into the interiors, into narrow, crooked
sreets. The walls dong the streets contained rows of rectangular openings that had rounded corners and
weretilted back, asthough aimed at the sky. Farther, behind the next series of walls, something they
couldn't see gave off afaint light that bathed the stonesin a golden haze.

The Captain pointed a headlight down into the nearest passageway. The beam reveded, a
hundred feet away, a solitary spindle-shaped column standing among arched walls. Water flowed silently
down its Sdes, sparkling. Around the column, on triangular tiles, wasriver sand, and at the edge of the
light a container lay overturned and open on one side. They could fed the night breeze and heard, in the
gtreets below, the sound of dead |leaves drifting over stone.

"A settlement. . ." the Captain said dowly, moving the headlight farther. From the small square
with thewell, smal streets radiated, gorges framed by vertica wallsthat curved outward at thetop like
the prows of ships. Onewall, curved back to the horizontal, had openings from which ran black stresks,
like marks from a past fire. The beam wandered over pointed corners, passed agaping black cellar
entrance, followed turning dleys.

"Turnit off!" the Doctor said.

The Captain did so, and only now noticed, in the darkness, the change taking place in the scene
before them.



The spectrd light that had touched the tops of the more distant walls, outlining the silhouettes of
pipes or vents of some kind, was growing fainter, breaking up into separateidands of light, which inturn
were extinguished as awave of darkness advanced from the center outward, engulfing one sector after
another, until the night was without asingle spark or glimmer.

"They know we're here. . ." said the Chemist.

"Maybe," said the Doctor. "But, then, why were the lights only over there? And. . . did you
notice how they went out? From the center."

The Captain took his seat in the jegp and turned off the other two lights. The darkness covered
them like ablack lid. "We can't drive down there. And if we go on foot, someone will haveto Say here
with the jeep.”

They could not see one another'sfaces, and al they could hear was the wind. Then, behind them,
from the direction of the columns, came afaint sound, as though someone were stepping carefully. The
Captain barely caught it; he turned the headlight around dowly, aimed it, and turned it on.

There was nothing there.

"Who will it be?" he asked.

Nobody spoke.

"It'll have to be me, then," he decided. He started the jeep and drove dong the edge of the wall.
After afew hundred feet they saw, in the rock, stairsleading down. Each step was small and shalow.

"I'll be here," hesaid.

"How much time do we have?"' asked the Chemist.

"It'snine. Be back in an hour. Y ou may have trouble getting your bearings, so forty minutes from
now I'll light aflare, and ten minutes after that, another, and five minutes after that, athird. Try to get to
some sort of eevation by then, though you should see the light from below. Now let's set our watches."

They did soin slence, listening to thewind. The air was growing colder.

"Don't take the thrower -- theré'stoo little space to use it here anyway," said the Captain,
unconscioudy lowering hisvoice. "The jectors ought to be enough. Besides, we want to make contact --
but not at any price. Agreed?’ Thisto the Doctor, who nodded. The Captain went on: "Night is not the
best time. Perhaps you should only reconnoiter. That would be the most sensible thing. After dl, we can
come here again. Make sure you keep together. Guard your rear, and avoid dead ends.”

"How long will you wait?" asked the Chemidt.

The Captain'sface, in the reflection of the headlights, looked ashen. He smiled.

"Aslong as| haveto. And now on your way."

The Chemist dung the jector strap over his shoulder, to have both hands free. He turned on his
flashlight and made for the sairs. The Doctor was dready on hisway down. Suddenly abright light came
from above -- the Captain was lighting the way for them -- and they followed the beam along the wall
until they cameto alarge entrance flanked on either sde by columnsthat emerged halfway up, asthough
growing from the, wall. Thelintel was covered with stone budsin high rdlief. The jegp's headlights here
produced only asemicircular glow against the black of the doorway, the threshold of which wasworn, as
if by an endless procession of feet. They entered dowly. The doorway was enormous, built for giants,
and on theinsde walls and celling there were no Sgns of joints, asif the entire structure had been carved
out of solid rock. The hal terminated in ablind, concave wall. On either Ssde wasarow of niches, each
containing adepression at the bottom, like a place to kned, and above that atriangular, glazed vent in the
wal.

They went back outside. Severa dozen feet farther on was a passageway in thewall surrounded
by regular but mysterious multifaceted shapes. Asthey turned and entered it, the haf-light behind them
went out. The Chemist looked around -- they werein total darkness. The Captain had turned off the
headlights.

The Chemist looked up. He could not see the sky, but thought he could fed its distant, cold
presence.

Their footsteps reverberated. The stone walls echoed.

Without saying aword, both men put out their left hands and touched the wall near them. 1t was



amost as smooth asglass.

The Doctor turned on hisflashlight, and they found themsdvesin asmal open spacelike the
bottom of awell. Thewalls, parting narrowly for street entrances, had double rows of windowsdl tilted
skyward and therefore difficult to see from below. In the narrowest street were steps going steeply up
and, before them, ahorizontal stone beam flush between thewalls. A dark cask shaped like an hourglass
hung from it. The men chose the widest street. Soon the air around them seemed to change. Their
flashlights showed, above them, vaulting riddled like asieve, asif someone had punched athousand
triangular holesin the stone.

They walked on, past roofed side streets like high galeries. They walked beneath domes hung
with misshapen bells or casks, and gossamer strips blew in the wind from lintel's covered with
ornamentation in the shape of plants. They peered into spacious but empty halsthat had barrel-vaulted
ceilings with large round openings at the top, which were plugged with boulders. Strange corrugated
gutters angled upward from the streets like dough-covered ladders. A warm gust of air sometimes hit
themin theface.

Severd hundred feet from the square, the street divided; they went right and began to descend.
Massive buttressesfilled the street, and at each was aniche containing dead leaves. The dust they raised,
walking, swirled in the beams of their flashlights. Crypts gaped on either Sde, exuding Saleair, and indde
them were meaningless shapes, seemingly abandoned. The street bottomed, then rose, and the air grew
fresher.

The men passed more side streets, galeries, squares. Astheir flashlights moved, shadows
appeared to take wing or scurry away in dark packs, or crouch at entrances guarded by columns that
grew out of thewall and |leaned toward one another. Everywhere, the men were accompanied by the
barking echo of their footsteps.

At timesthey sensed the presence of someone ese. Then they would stop by awall, their
flashlights turned off, their hearts pounding, and hear rustling, shuffling noise, aclumsy echo, amurmur
like an underground stream. Or, from awell opening in an alcove, amoan might come, accompanied by
amusty smell, but it wasimpossible to say whether it was a creature's voice or only the sound of the air
inahollow place. They had the impression that shapes were moving around them. Then they saw asmall
face peering out of an aley. It was paeand furrowed. But when they went to the place, dl they found
was ashred of paper-thin gold fail.

The Doctor said nothing. He knew that this excursion -- dangerous, mad under such conditions,
at night -- was being undertaken because of him, that the Captain was risking it because, though time was
pressing, the Doctor, done of the crew, had ingsted that an attempt at communi cation be made. He told
himsdlf that as soon as they reached the next corner, the next street, they would turn back -- but they
went on. In ahigh galery framed by circular plates of opague glass, which aso formed the celling, with
curious underdung, gondolalike balconies, a plant pod dropped in front of them. They picked it up: it was
warm, asthough ahand had held it.

What most perplexed them was the darkness. Surely the inhabitants of the planet had eyes and
had observed their arrival. One would have expected to encounter guards, activity of some sort, not this
emptiness. The lights that the men had observed from above were evidence that the areawasinhabited. .

This reconna ssance became more and more like abad dream. They longed for light -- their
flashlights only seemed to intensify the surrounding gloom, and dl they saw were fragments,
incomprehensble parts of things.

Therewas ashuffling, so ditinct that they rushed toward it. The rhythm of flight and pursuit filled
the narrow Street, the echoes broken between the close walls. Asthey ran, their flashlightsin front of
them, gray reflections moved a ong the vaulting overhead, which lowered until it was quite near. The
shuffling noise stopped -- then started again. The celling went up and down in waves as dark Sde-street
entrances flew past. The men cameto ahdlt, exhausted.

"Ligten. .. doyou think they. . . are drawing usinto atrgp?' the Chemist panted.

"Don't beslly!" the Doctor said, angry. They were standing near awell whosewallswere



perforated with black openings. A pae, flattened face showed in one of them, but when they pointed
their flashlights there, the opening was empty.

They went on. The presence of others was no longer a matter of conjecture, they could fed it
everywhere, and the Doctor found himself thinking that even an attack or astruggle in the dark would be
preferable to this pointless search that led nowhere. Helooked at hiswatch. Almost half an hour had
passed; they would have to head back soon.

Severd feet ahead, at abend in the wall, was adoorway crowned by a sharply pointed arch,
with bulbous stone trunksrising on ether side of the threshold. The Chemist swept the dark interior with
his flashlight. The beam moved across arow of niches and fell upon acluster of naked bodies crouching
and motionless.

"They'rethere!" he gasped, shrinking back. The Doctor entered, while the Chemist shone hislight
from behind. The naked group clung to thewall, huddled, frozen in place. At first he thought they were
dead. Drops of water glistened, trickling down their backs.

"Hey!" the Doctor called weskly, fedling the absurdity of the situation. From outside and above
came along, penetrating whistle; then a groan of many voices resounded in the stone room. None of the
crestures moved, they only groaned. But there was movement in the street; the men could hear steps, the
sound of running, and severa dark formswent past in great bounds. When the echoes died, the Doctor
peered out -- there was nothing in the street. His bewilderment turned to anger. Standing in the doorway,
he switched off hisflashlight and listened.

More gtepsin the darkness. "They're coming!”

The Doctor felt rather than saw the Chemist clutch hiswesapon. "Don't shoot!" he cried.

The street was suddenly filled, humps legped up and sideways in the beam of the Chemist's
flashlight, there were soft thuds of bodies hitting bodies, and huge shadows shot out and flapped like
wings. A rattling cough brokeinto awail of severa hoarse voices, and something heavy fell & the
Chemigt's feet, knocking him down. For asecond he glimpsed asmall face with white eyes saring a him;
hisflashlight hit the ground, and the darkness wastota. He groped for the flashlight desperately, likea
blind man running his hands over the stone of the Street.

He called to the Doctor, but hisvoice didn't carry. Dozens of bodies passed, bumping into one
another.

The Chemist grabbed the meta cylinder of hisflashlight and jumped to hisfeet, but a powerful
blow threw him against awall. A whistle sounded from high up, and the bodies stopped. He fdlt the heat
coming from them.

He was shoved, he staggered and cried out, feding dippery flesh and breaths on him from dl
Sides. He pressed the contact, and there was light again.

A row of enormous humps, and dazed eyesin miniature faces. Then, from behind, naked
creatures pushing toward him. Wedged between hot, wet bodies, he made no attempt to defend himsdlf,
but let himsalf be pushed and pulled dong. The stink of flesh was asphyxiating. The crestures near him
looked at him with apprehension and tried to back away, but there was no room. The hoarse howling
went on and on. Small torsos drenched in aliquid like sweat nestled in bulges of pectora muscle.

Suddenly the group surrounding him was pushed toward the doorway. Through ajungle of
intertwined limbs he could make out, for asecond, aglimmer of light and the Doctor's face, the mouth
wide open in ashout. The Chemigt's flashlight bobbed up and down, clutched to his chest, and it showed
tiny faces, eyeless, nosaless, mouthless, dl drooping and drenched. For amoment the pressure
dackened; then another push, and his shoulders were dammed againgt the wall, againgt a column, which
he caught hold of and tried to cling to, resisting with al his might the wave of shoving creatures. He had to
stay on hisfest; if hefdl, hewould be trampled to degth. Hefdlt, in the Stone, astep -- no, aledge. He
climbed up on it and shone hisflashlight outward.

It was aterrifying Sight: ariver of heads surging from wall towall. They stared a him wide-eyed
as he stood in aniche and watched their desperate, convulsive effortsto avoid him. But they could not
move away, helplessin the crowd that pushed down the street, that squeezed the outermost creatures
into thewalls. The Chemist saw the Doctor -- he was caught in the crowd, like afloating chip,



surrounded by huge bodies. The Chemigt'sflashlight fell again, went out. In the darkness, the noise
continued, the thuds and groaning. He propped his back against the cold stone and tried to catch his
breath. But now he could hear individua footsteps, individua legps, which meant that the hellish crowd
was thinning. Weak in the knees, he wanted to call to the Doctor but was unable to utter a sound.
Suddenly aburst of white reveded the top of the opposite wall, and the Chemist redlized, after afew
moments, that it must be the Captain showing them the way back with amagnesum flare.

He bent down and began feding around for hisflashlight, but the air dong the ground smelled so
bad it made him sick, so he quickly got back to hisfeet. Then he heard adistant shout, aman's voice.

"Doctor! Over herel" the Chemist called. Another shout, closer now, and atongue of light
apped ed between the black walls. The Doctor was heading toward him, but not in astraight line; it was
asthough he were drunk. . . .

"Ah," hesaid, "you're here. Good. . ." And he grabbed the Chemist by the arm. "They had mefor
awhile, but | managed to move aside. . . Did you lose your flashlight?'

"y es"

The Doctor till held hisarm. "Dizziness," he explained, trying to catch his breath. "It's nothing. . .
It'l pass. . ."

"What wasthat?' the Chemist asked in awhisper.

The Doctor said nothing.

Together they listened to the darkness, to distant footsteps, to an occasiona moan. The sky lit up
asecond time above them, showing horizontal ledges, and the glow drifted downward, yellowing, likea
brief sunrise and sunst.

"Let'sgo,” they said together.

Without the flares they probably would not have made it back before daybreak. The summoning
burgts of light, which twice morefilled the ravines of the Streets, kept them in the right direction. Along the
way they encountered severa creatures, who fled in panic, and once they came across abody lying a
the bottom of a steep flight of steps, aready cold. They passed it without aword. A few minutes before
eleven, they found themsalves back in the open square with the column and the well. No sooner did the
beam of the Doctor's flashlight hit it than the triple headlights of the jegp began shining from above.

The Captain was standing at the top of the steps as the Doctor and the Chemist ran up. At the
jeep, when they sat, panting, on one of the running boards, he turned off the lights and paced in the
darkness, waiting for them to speak.

When they had told him everything, he said, "Interesting. A good thing it ended like that. There's
one of them here, by theway. . ."

They did not understand, but when he put alight back on and aimed it & the rear, they jumped to
their feet. About thirty feet from the jeep lay adoubler.

The Doctor went to look at it. The thing was naked, haf reclining, the upper part of its huge torso
not on the ground. A pale-blue eye gazed at them from between heaving pectoral muscles. The men
could see only the edge of aflattened little face, asthough they were looking at someone through a door
open just acrack.

"How did it get here?' the Doctor asked softly.

"It came from below, not long before you. When | lit the last flare, it ran away, but then it came
back."

"It came back?"

"y es"

They stood over it, not knowing what to do. The cresture was bregthing heavily, asif after along
race. The Doctor bent down to stroke the hulk, but it started quivering, and large drops of liquid
appeared on its paeflesh.

"He's. .. afraid of us," the Doctor murmured.

"Let'sleave him, let'sgo. It'slate,” the Chemist said.

The Doctor hesitated. "No, walt, listen. . . Let'sSit down.”

The doubler did not move.



The Captain and the Chemist followed the Doctor's example and sat down on the flat, stony
ground near the creature. In the distance they heard the sound of the geyser, and then the wind movingin
unseen thickets. The settlement wasinvisible in the night. Threads of mist floated by. Sharply outlinedin
the glare of the headlight, the jeep stood motionless, like aflat on an abandoned stage. After more than
ten minutes of this Sitting, they began to grow impatient, but suddenly the little head looked out at them. A
clumsy movement on the Chemist's part made it retreat back into its pouch of muscle.

Finaly, after dmost haf an hour of waiting, the huge cresture got up. It was six feet tall, but
would have been taller if it weren't bent forward. When it moved, the lower haf of its body seemed to
extend or retract legs at will from a shapeless base, but this was only muscle swelling and contracting
around itslimbs asit waked.

No one knew how the Doctor did it -- and he himself admitted later that he had no idea -- but,
after avariety of gentle gestures and coaxing pats, the doubler, which by now had emerged completely
fromits nest of flesh, dlowed the Doctor to lead it by itstiny hand to the jeep. The head drooped
forward and stared at them as though incredul ous as they assembled in front of the headlight.

"What now?" asked the Chemigt. "Y ou're not going to start adialogue here.”

"Well take himwith us," said the Doctor.

"Areyouinyour right mind?"

"A goodidea," sad the Captain. "But he must weigh half aton!™

"S0? The jeep can handle more than that.”

"Add thethree of us, and the torsion bars might break.”

"Redly?' said the Doctor. "Then we should let him go." And he pushed the doubler in the
direction of the steps.

At that point the big creature curled up, its skin covered with opal escent drops.

"What?1. .. No, | wasonly joking," the Doctor stammered. They were amazed by the thing's
reaction. The Doctor managed to cam the creature.

Finding room for the new passenger was not going to be easy. The Captain let amost dl the air
out of thetires, so that the jeep was practically touching the rocks. He removed the two back seats and
strapped them to the luggage rack, and the thrower was tied to the top of the pile. But the doubler was
reluctant to get into the vehicle. The Doctor patted it on the back, talked to it, got in himself, and sat
down. Thiswould have made an amusing sceneif it hadn't been so late, way past eeven, and if they
hadn't had more than sixty milesto cover -- in the darkness, over difficult terrain, and most of it uphill --
to get back to the ship. Findly the Doctor lost patience. He grabbed one of the arms dangling from the
smadl torso and cried, "Push him from behind!"

The Chemigt hesitated, but the Captain shoved hard against the doubler's bulging back. The
doubler made awhimpering sound and, losing its balance, found itself in the jeep. Everything moved
quickly now. The Captain inflated the tires, and the jegp had no problem moving, though it listed abit.
The Doctor occupied the seat in front of the new passenger, while the Chemigt, not comfortableinits
proximity, chose to stand behind the Captain instead.

They drove past rows of columns, then entered the avenue of the club-shaped structures. The
jeep gathered speed on the flat terrain, but dowed when they climbed the dope of magma at the pass.
About ten minutes | ater they reached the clay mounds and the square wellswith their terrible contents.

They drove through thick, loose mud for along time, then came to the tracks that their own tires
had made going the other way, and followed them back to the valley.

Throwing up fountains of mud from beneeth its whedls, the jeep picked itsway between the clay
mounds. A blurred light flared up in the darkness and came toward them, growing larger, until they could
distinguish three separate lights. But the Captain maintained speed, knowing it was areflection. The
doubler began to show signs of uneasiness, it moved, it grunted, it even shifted its weight dangeroudly,
making the jegp tilt more to the |eft. The Doctor tried to calm the creature with his voice, though without
much success. Glancing back, he saw that it now resembled arounded sugarloaf on top -- the doubler
had pulled in its small torso and gppeared to be holding its breath. 1t was only when the momentary ripple
of heat and the disgppearance of their reflection announced that they had crossed the mysterious line that



the huge passenger relaxed, stopped fidgeting, and even seemed to enjoy the night ride.

The jeep was now climbing a steep dope. It pitched and reded asits bulging tires lumbered over
large rocks. The engine, straining, whined. Once or twice they began rolling backward, the whedls
spinning in aspray of loose soil. The Captain turned the steering whedl sharply, and they stopped.
Cautioudy, he turned the jeep around, and they went back down the dope dong adiagond, into the
valey.

"Where are we going?" asked the Chemist nervoudy. Gusts of night air carried tiny droplets of
water, amost likerain.

"Well try somewheredse," said the Captain.

They hdted and looked uphill, using one of the headlights, but there was not much to see, so they
tried again a random. The dope soon became as steep as it had been before, but here the ground was
dry, and the jeep could proceed. Every time the Captain steered to keep to compass north, however, the
jeep fell back onitsrear tires, forcing him westward, which meant that they would run into the thicket. As
far as he could remember, the thicket covered most of the edge of the plateau toward which they were
climbing. But there was nothing to be done. The headlights struck arow of white figures swayinginthe
gloom -- no, it was only mist. Drops of condensation formed and ran down the windshield and the metal
tubing of the seat frames. The cold mist thickened, then thinned, and they had no ideawhere they were
going. The Captain tried only to go uphill.

Suddenly the mist dispersed, and the headlights, now bright, revealed the top of the dope. The
black sky above wasfilled with stars. Everyone began to fed better.

"How's our passenger?"' asked the Captain, not turning around.

"All right. He appearsto be deeping,” said the Doctor.

The dope became steeper, and the jegp's center of gravity, shifting to the rear, made it
impossibleto steer with the front wheels. They skidded severd feet to the side. Then the Doctor
suggested, "Maybe | should sit up front, between the headlights, on the bumper.”

"Not yet," the Captain said. Hereleased air from thetires, and the jeep, sinking, held the ground
better.

They crossed alarge loamy area, and the ragged line of scrub above them came closer and
closer, like an over-hanging black brush. Going through it was out of the question, but they couldn't turn
to look for a better place to enter, so they continued upward -- and came to an abrupt halt about forty
feet from awall six feet high. The headlights showed yellow clay filled with threadlike roots.

The Chemist cursed.

The Captain got out, took a shovel, and dug at the clay, which he then put under the jeep's rear
tires. Digging, he moved higher. The Chemist hurried after him. The Doctor could hear them working
their way into the thicket, could hear the snap and crackle of dry branches. The Captain's flashlight
flickered, went out, went on again in another place.

"What awful suff!" growled the Chemig. "Thisisrisky."

"Weare hardly strangersto risk,” responded the Captain. Raising hisvoice, he called to the
Doctor, "Were going to sart alittle landdide. It should clear apath for us. Try to keep our passenger
from getting frightened!”

"All right!" the Doctor shouted back. He turned around in his seet to face the doubler, who was
curled up and till.

Then came the sound of moving clay, and astream of clods rolled down the dope. Lumps
thudded againgt the jegp. The landdide stopped, though bits of soil kept trickling from thewall. The
Doctor checked the creature; it showed no reaction. In front of the jegp there was now awide,
funndl-shaped breach in the overhanging lip of clay. The Captain was standing in it, working energeticaly
with hisshovd.

It was past twelve by the time they took the towline, thered, and the grappling hook from the
luggage carrier, fastened one end of the line to the jeep, and pulled the other through the breach and up
into the thicket, where it was anchored. The Doctor and the Chemist got out, and the Captain turned on
al the whedl motors and the front winch, which drew the vehicle forward bit by bit. Further widening of



the passage was required, but half an hour later the jegp was on the plateau, plowing noisily through the
dry and brittle thicket. For another hour their progress was very dow; only when the vegetation cameto
an end were they able to pick up speed.

"Hafway!" the Chemist shouted to the Doctor after looking over the Captain's shoulder at the
odometer. The Captain didn't think that they were hafway, consdering the detour they had been forced
to take on the dope. He was bent forward, hisface close to the windshield, his eyes on theterrain. He
was trying to avoid the larger boulders and ruts and take the smaller ones between the whedls. The jeep
shook and lunged until the fuel can clattered, and sometimes the jegp even bounced into the air and fell,
making the shock absorbers hiss. But the visibility was not bad, and so far there were no surprises.
Where the headlight beams ended in agray haze, something flashed by -- amast, then another, then
another, and the men passed through the line of them. Craning his neck, the Doctor tried to seeif there
were columns of vibrating air at the tops of the masts, but it wastoo dark. The stars twinkled peacefully.
Behind him, the huge creature was fill. Only once did it shift dightly, asif, tired of Stting in the same
position, it was making itself more comfortable, and this very human movement strangely touched the
Doctor.

They were going downhill now, crossing grooves on a plateau with alengthwiseridge. The
Captain dowed when more grooves showed in the headlights, beyond atongue-like projection of
limestone; he heard awhizzing noise to the left that rose terribly to ahollow roar. A mass crossed their
path, flashed in their headlights, a glittering colossus, and disappeared. The brakes squedled, and asthe
men pitched forward, they felt ablast of hot, bitter air on their faces. Another whizzing approached, and
the Captain turned off the headlights. In the darkness, several feet ahead of them, phosphorescent
gondolasflew by, one after another, enveloped by the blur of its gyrating disk. Each turned, performing
the same banking maneuver, and the men began to count them: eight, nine, ten. . . The fifteenth seemed to
be the last, s0 the men started moving again.

"W, that we haven't seen before,” the Doctor said.

But then came a different noise, much dower and closer to the ground, and the Captain quickly
put the jeep in reverse and backed away, the tires crunching the limestone debris, and they waited. A
shape passed before them in the darkness, making a deep rumble, and the stars above the trees were
blotted out. The ground shook. Another phantom went by like a heavy top, and another. There was no
gondolavisble, only the slhouette of athing radid, jagged, glowing red and rotating dowly inthe
direction opposite to itsmotion.

Again therewas sllence, dthough in the distance they could hear a soft hum.

"Those were huge -- did you see them?" said the Chemist.

The Captain waited agood while longer before he findly turned on the headlights and released
the brakes. Going downhill, the jeep picked up speed. It would have been easier to travel dong the
grooves, since the ground there was more level, but the Captain preferred not to risk it -- one of those
blurry monsters might overtake them from behind. Steering carefully, he went in the same direction asthe
disksthey had encountered, eastward, though the disks might well have turned again and changed
course. He said nothing, but he was uneasy.

It was after two when ashiny band flashed up ahead. The doubler, who had not moved amuscle
during the passage of the disks, had been peering out and examining its surroundings for some time now.
But when the jegp reached the mirrorlike strip, the huge creature suddenly started wheezing and
groaning, and it worked itsway to one side, as though preparing to jump ouit.

"Stop! Stop!™ cried the Doctor. The Captain stopped three feet from the strip.

"What'swrong?'

"He wants to escape!”

"Why?'

"I don't know. Maybe because of that strip. Turn off the headlights!"

The Captain did so. The moment it was dark, the doubler sank back heavily into its seat. They
crossed the strip with the lights off, and for a moment the reflection of the stars sparkled in the blackness
on both sides of the jeep.



Then they were on the plain, the headlights beating againgt the night asthe jegp sped dong, its
wholeframe vibrating. Smal stones and sand kicked up behind them, and the cold wind buffeted their
faces, which made the Chemist lower his head behind the windshield. They went faster and faster,
expecting the ship to comeinto view at any moment.

The arrangement was that a blinker would be hung from one of the fins of the ship, so they
looked for ablinking light. Minutes passed and there was no light, so they turned and headed northess,
but al around them was darkness. They drove now with only their sddights on, then the Captain turned
off even those, despite therisk of hitting something. At one point they saw aflickering and went toward it
asfast aspossible, but soon realized that it wasjust astar.

"Maybe the blinker is broken," ventured the Chemist.

Nobody replied. They covered another three miles and turned again. The Doctor stood up and
strained to seeinto the darkness. The jegp bounced, firgt in the front, then in the rear: they had crossed a
ditch.

"Besr left," said the Doctor.

They crossed a second ditch one and a hdf feet deep. A faint light appeared and, rising up
through it, along, danting shadow, the top of which was momentarily surrounded by an aureole. Thelight
disappeared, but the jeep accel erated straight ahead, and when the light came on again, it revedled the
ship's gern and three figures. The Captain turned on the headlights, and the figures ran toward them with
their amsraised.

The ship was near now. They had approached it at such an angle that the stern had concealed
thelblinker.

"Isthat you? All of you?" cried the Engineer. He rushed over to the jeep, but stopped short at
the sight of the fourth, headlessfigure.

The Captain embraced the Engineer with one arm and the Physicist with the other, and stood
there for amoment, asif requiring their support. The five men formed agroup near one of the Sdelights,
while the Doctor, not joining them, spoke quietly to the doubler, which had become restless.

"Weredl right," said the Chemigt. "And you?'

"Inone piece," the Cyberneticist replied.

The men looked at one another for quite awhilein silence.

"Do we discuss what happened, or do we go to deep?" asked the Chemidt.

"You can deep? That's great,”" exclamed the Physicigt. "Seep! Good God! They were here, did
you know that?"

"| thought asmuch,” said the Captain. "Was. . . wasthere afight?

"No. Andforyou. .. ?

"No, we didn't have one, either. 1. . . think the fact that they've discovered the ship may proveto
be more important than anything we found.”

"Did you capture that?' asked the Engineer.

"Actudly. . . he captured us. That is, he came voluntarily. But it'salong story, and complicated,
and one we don't redlly understand.”

"It'sthe same with usl" said the Cyberneticist. "They showed up about an hour after you left! |
thought. . . well, | thought it wastheend.”

"You must be starving," said the Enginesr.

"I completely forgot about food. Doctor!" called the Captain. "Come herel”

"Arewe having ameeting?' The Doctor stepped from the jegp and came over, but he kept his
eyes on the doubler, who unexpectedly jumped to the ground with a surprisingly light movement and
shuffled over to the crew. At the edge of the ring of light the huge creature became motionless. Asthey
watched silently, its muscles moved and made a gap; in the diffused glow of the lights the men saw part of
ahead and a blue eye regarding them.

"So they were here?' asked the Doctor, who at that moment was the only one not looking at the
doubler.

"Y es. Twenty-five disks, of the kind we rode, and four much larger machines, like blurred tops."



"We saw them too!" said the Chemidt.

"When? Where?'

"Maybe an hour ago, on our way back. We very nearly ran into them. What did they do here?"

"Not much,” replied the Engineer. "The disks appeared in arow, we don't know from which
direction, because when we came up to the surface -- we had been in the ship for no more than five
minutes -- they were dready flying around, circling us. They didn't approach. We figured thiswasa
scouting party, areconnaissance patrol, so we set up the thrower near the ship and waited. But they just
kept circling, dways at the same distance, not moving away, not coming closer. That went on for about
an hour and ahalf. Then the larger things appeared, the tops -- one of them a hundred feet high! They're
alot dower. It ssemsthe tops can travel only aong the grooves that the other onesdig. The disks,
anyway, made room for themin their circle, so that the larger and smaller machines alternated. While they
were whirling around, one or two of them amost collided; their rims touched with an awful crash, but
nothing happened, and they went on whirling."

"And what did you do?"

"We were swegting it out by the thrower. It wasn't pleasant.”

"I'm sureit wasnt," the Doctor said serioudy. "And then what?'

"Well, at first | thought that at any second they would attack. Then that they were only observing
us. But their formation was odd, and the fact that they never stopped; we know that the disks can spinin
place. . . Anyway, after saven o'clock | asked the Physicist to get the blinker, because we had to hang it
outside for you, except that it wouldn't have been possible for you to get through that flying wall -- and
then it dawned on me that thiswas intentiona, ablockade! So | thought we had better try to
communicate -- while we could. Still sitting behind the thrower, we began to flash asigna, two flashes,
then three, then four.”

"A series?" asked the Doctor, and the Engineer was unable to tell whether he was making fun of
him.

"A normd arithmetic progression,” hesaid at last.

"And what did they do?" asked the Chemist, who had been listening carefully.

"Badcdly, nothing. . ."

"What do you mean, basically?"

"They did different thingsthe whole time, before, during, and after the flashing, but nothing that
resembled an attempt to respond or establish contact.”

"Wheat did they do?"

"They spun faster, dower, approached one another, and there was movement in the gondolas.”

"Do the tops -- the big machines -- aso have gondolas?'

"Didn't you say you saw them?"

"It was dark."

"They have no gondolas. In their center thereésnothing a dl. An empty space. But thereisalarge
container of some kind that moves -- floats -- around the circumference. Convex on the outside, concave
ontheingde, and it assumes various positions and has arow of horns, conica swellings, which serve no
purposethat | can see. Thetops aso |eft the circle sometimes and changed places with the disks.”

"How often?"

"It varied. In any case, we couldn't make out a pattern in it. Not that we didn't try. | took note of
everything, looking for some sort of response from them. They performed complex maneuvers. For
example, during the second hour the tops dowed down, and in front of each one adisk positioned itself,
then moved dowly toward us, though no closer than fifty feet, with the top behind it. Then they formed
circlesagain, but now two: an inner circle with four tops and four disks, and an outer circle with the rest
of the disks. | was beginning to think that | had better do something, so you could get through, when lo
and behold they lined up in singlefileand left, in aspird firg, then Sraight south.”

"When wasthis?'

"A few minutes past even.”

"That means we probably encountered other ones," the Chemist said to the Captain.



"Not necessarily. They might have stopped on theway."

"Now tdl uswhat happened to you," said the Physicit.

"Let's hear from the Doctor,” said the Captain.

The Doctor summarized the whole expedition in afew minutes. "It's curious that everything we
find hereisreminiscent of things we know on Earth," he concluded, "but only partly. There are dways
piecesthat dont fit. These vehicles of theirs, for example, showed up here like war machines. Wasit
reconnaissance, was it a blockade? But ultimately nothing happened, and we are lft in the dark. Those
wellsin the clay -- they wereterrible, of course, but what in fact were they? Graves? We don't know.
Then that settlement, or whatever it was. An incredible place, like anightmare. And the skeletonsinside
the 'clubs? Were they museums? Saughterhouses? Chapd s? Factories turning out biological specimens?
Prisons? Anything is possible, even a concentration camp!

"And no one stopped us or tried to establish contact with us. That's surely the most
incomprehensible thing of dl. Without question, the planet's civilization is highly developed. The
architecture, the congtruction of domes like the ones we've seen -- and yet, nearby, the stone settlement,
likeamedievd stronghold -- an astonishing mixture of levels of civilization! Their Ssgnding system must be
sophisticated, since they extinguished the lights of the stronghold less than aminute after our arrival, and
we were traveling fast and saw no one dong the way. They are undoubtedly intelligent, but the crowd
that descended on us behaved like a panic-stricken herd of sheep. It was chaos, totaly senseless, mad!
And that's how it's been throughout.

"Theindividual we killed was covered with akind of foil, while these otherswere naked. The
corpseinthewel had atubeinitsumbilicus, and it had an eye, an eye like the one you're looking a now,
while the other corpses had no eyes. . . I'm beginning to think that even this doubler we brought with us
won't help us much. Well try to communicate with it, of course, but | doubt that well have much success.

The Cyberneticist said: "All the information we've collected so far should be written down,
classfied, or well get confused. The Doctor's probably right, but. . . Those skeletons, were they
definitely skeletons? And the crowd of doublersthat surrounded you and then fled. . ."

"| saw the skeletons as clearly as| seeyou. Asfor the crowd. . ." And he spread hisarms.

"That was absolute madness" the Chemist put in.

"Maybe you woke up the settlement, and they were surprised. Imagine ahotd on Earth, and one
of these gyrating disks suddenly appearing. Of course people will panic!”

The Chemist shook his head, and the Doctor smiled.

"Y ou weren't there, so it's difficult to explain it to you. Panic, you say. . . And when al the people
have hidden themsalves or fled, one of them, naked as ajaybird, runs after the disk and asksfor aride.

"Butitdidnt ak you. . ."

"He didn't? And what happened when | pushed him away to make him go back?’

"Gentlemen, it'saquarter to four," said the Captain, "and tomorrow -- | should say today -- they
could pay usanew vist, a any time. Nothing would surprise me! What did you do in the ship?' he asked
the Engineer.

"Very little, snce we were Stting by the thrower for four hoursl One microbrain has been
checked, and the remote isamost working -- the Cyberneticist can give you the details. Theres quitea
mess, unfortunately.”

"I need sixteen niobium-tantalum diodes,” said the Cyberneticist. "The cryotrons are intact, but |
can't do anything with the brain without the diodes."

"Can't you cannibaize?'

"l did, | took over seven hundred.”

"Therearen't any more?"

"Maybein Defender -- | couldn't reach it. It'slying at the very bottom.”

"Listen, do we haveto stand out heredl night?*

"You'reright, let'sgo. But wait -- what about the doubler?”

"And what about the jeep?”



"Y ou're not going to like this, gentlemen, but from now on well have to sland watch around the
clock," said the Captain. "It was crazy of us not to have done that before. Who will volunteer for the first
two hours, until dawn. . . ?'

"l will," said the Doctor.

"You?Don' beridiculous. It hasto be one of us," said the Engineer. "After dl, we werejust
gtting here

"And | was gitting in the jegp. I'm no moretired than you are.”

"Enough. First the Engineer, then the Doctor," the Captain decided. He stretched, rubbed his
numb hands, went over to the jeep, turned off the lights, and whedled it around dowly, pushing it under
the hull of the ship.

"And the doubler?' The Cyberneticist was standing over the recumbent cresture.

"Hell stay here. HEs deeping. If he were going to run away, he wouldn't have come herein the
first place," observed the Physicist.

"We can't just leave him like this. We have to secure him somehow,” said the Chemigt.

But the others were entering the tunnel one by one. He looked around, shrugged, and followed
them. The Engineer meanwhile put an air cushion beside the thrower and sat down. But, afraid of falling
adeep, he got up and began to pace back and forth.

The sand crunched softly under his boots. Thefirst gray light appeared in the east, and the Stars
gradudly went out. The air, cold and fresh, filled hislungs. Hetried to pick out the strange odor that he
recdled from the first time they had set foot on the planet, but he could no longer detect it. The Side of
the creature lying nearby rose and fell rhythmicaly. Long thin tentacles emerged from its chest and
grabbed the Engineer by the leg. He struggled, ssumbled, amost fell over -- and opened his eyes. He had
been adeep on hisfeet. It was brighter now. In the east, cirrus clouds had formed into along, danting
line, the end of which was beginning to glow asthe gray of the sky turned azure. The last star
disappeared.

The Engineer faced the horizon. The clouds turned from dark gray to golden bronze; fire blazed
at their edges; astresk of rose now lay on the horizon. This could have been Earth.

He was pierced with despair.

"My turn!" astrong voice rang out behind him. The Engineer gave astart. The Doctor was smiling
a him. The Engineer suddenly wanted to thank him, to say something, he didn't know what -- something
very important -- but he had no words for it, so he shook his head, answered the smile with a smile, and
went into the dark tunndl.

VIII

At noon five half-naked men with tanned faces and necks were lying near the ship. Around them
were utensils, pieces of equipment, and asquare of canvas covered with suits, boots, and towels. The
smell of freshly brewed coffee came from an open thermos. Shadows of clouds moved silently acrossthe
plain. Had it not been for the creature Stting motionless severd feet farther benegth the hull, the scene
might have resembled apicnic on Earth.

"Wherésthe Engineer?' asked the Physicist. He propped himsdlf up lazily on hiselbows.

"Writing hisbook."

"Y ou mean, on how to repair one's spaceship?”’

"Yes, it should makefor interesting reading. A thick volume!™

The Physicist looked at the speaker. "Y ou'rein agood mood. That'simportant. And your wound
isamost hedled. | don't think the cut would have closed so fast on Earth.”

The Captain touched the scab on hisforehead and raised hisbrows. "That's possible. The ship
was sterile, and the bacteria here are harmless to us. And there don't seem to be any insects. | haven't



seen any, haveyou?'

"The Doctor's white butterflies" the Physicist said quietly, reluctant to talk in the heat.

"Wel, that'sonly ahypothess.”

"And what isn't ahypothesis here?" asked the Doctor.

"Our presence,” the Chemist said, turning over on hisback. "Y ou know, | wouldn't mind a
change of scenery. . ."

"Nor would |," agreed the Doctor.

"Did you notice how red the doubler's skin became after only afew minutesin the sun?’ the
Captain sad.

The Doctor nodded. "Y es. That means either that he has never been in the sun before, or that
normally he wears some sort of clothing. Unless. . ."

"Unlesswha?'

"l don't know what. . ."

"Things aren't too bad,” said the Cyberneticist, looking up from a sheet of paper covered with
writing. "Henry tells me he can get the diodes from Defender. If everything checks out tomorrow, by
evening well have thefirst robot working. I'll put it in charge of the rest, and if it can patch together three
units, our troubles are over. Well get the hoists going, the shovel, and in aweek the ship will be up, and.

"And what?" asked the Chemist. "We climb in and take of f?'

The Doctor grinned. " Space trave isthe purest expression of man's curiosity,” he said. "Did you
hear? The Chemist doesn't want to leave now!"

"No, but serioudy, Doctor, what about the doubler?'Y ou've been with him al day!"

"That'strue”

"Well? Don't get mysterious! Weve had enough mystery!”

"I wish | had something to be mysterious about! He's behaving. . . likeachild. A retarded child.
Herecognizesme. When | cal him, he comes. When | push him away, he Sits™

"Y ou took him to the engine room. How did he react?’

"Likeababy. It didn't interest him at al. When | went behind the generator and he couldn't see
me, he began to swesat with fear. If it is swesat, and if the sweet doessignify fear. . ."

"Can he speek? 1 could hear him gurgling to you.”

"He doesn't produce articulate sounds. | made tape recordings and analyzed the frequencies. Y et
he can hear speech. . . He'stimid, fearful, as docile as a cow, but the whole community seemsto belike
that. . ."

"Maybe hel's young; maybe their young arelarge.”

"He's not young. You can tell by the skin, itswrinkles and folds. And the soles of hisfeet are
calused, hard, hornlike. In any case, heisn't achild in our sense of the word. On our return that night, he
noticed certain things before we did, and reacted strangdly, for example, to that mirageintheair, as| told
you. Hewas afraid. Afraid, so, of that settlement. Otherwise why would he havefled it?"

"But they have built factories, the disks -- they must beintelligent,” said the Physicigt.

"Thisoneisnt."

"Wait," said the Chemigt, sitting up and brushing the sand off hiselbows. "Suppose he's. . .
handicapped, or. . ."

"Y ou're suggesting that was an insane asylum back there?" asked the Doctor. "Or an isolated
place where they keep their Sck?"

"And perform experiments on them,”" suggested the Chemigt.

"What you saw you call experiments?' asked the Captain, who had been silent until now.

"I'm not judging it morally. How can 1? We understand nothing, redlly,” the Chemidt replied. "The
Doctor found atube in one of them, atube not unlike the one that was in the body we dissected. . ."

"Aha. In other words, the doubler that got into the ship at night also came from there, escaped
from there?'

"Why not?Isit impossble?'



"And the skeletons?' said the Physicigt, obvioudy not convinced by the Chemist's argument.

"Wadl, | don't know, maybe they're exhibits. Or perhapsthey show them as. . . asakind of
shock treatment.”

"Sure, and they have their own Freud, too," said the Doctor. "No, you'd better drop your asylum
theory, my friend. And don't tell usthat those skeletons are some sort of house of horrorsin an
amusement park. It's an enormous ingtallation, and alot of technology was needed to get the skeletons
into those glass cdlls. Could it be afactory? But manufacturing what?"

"Thefact that you can't get information out of this doubler doesn't prove anything,” the Physicist
sad. "Youmight just aswdl try to learn about Earth's civilization from ajanitor a my university.”

Everyonelaughed. Suddenly the laughter stopped. The doubler was standing over them, waving
hislittle knotted fingersin theair, and hissmall flat face was dangling, twitching.

"What'shedoing?" exclamed the Chemigt.

"Laughing,” said the Captain.

And, indeed, the torso appeared to be hiccuping in mirth, and the big clumsy feet were stamping.
But, seeing five pairs of human eyesfixed on him, the creature froze, then drew itsdf in, retracting the
small hands and head, which peered out once more from its dit of muscle. The cresture hobbled back to
its place and sank to the ground with a soft wheeze.

"If that was laughter,” whispered the Physicis.

"Laughter doesn't prove anything, either. Apeslaugh.”

"Wait," said the Captain. His eyes sparkled in his lean, sunburned face. " Suppose they have a
much wider genetic range of ability than we do. That there exist classes -- castes -- of creative workers
and builders, and on the other hand a great number of individualswho are basicdly fit for no work -- for
nothing at al. And that these usdlessones. . "

"Arekilled. Or experimented on. Or eaten. Don't be afraid, say whatever comesto mind," the
Doctor replied. "No onewill laugh at you, because anything is possible. Unfortunately not everything that
is possible makes senseto us.™

"And what about the Skeletons?' the Chemist asked.

"They serve asteaching aids after lunch,” the Cyberneticist said with agrimace,

"If I wereto tell you all the theoriesthat have occurred to me since yesterday," said the Doctor,
"it would make abook five timeslarger than the one Henry iswriting, though certainly not so edifying. As
aboy | knew an old astronaut. The man had seen more planets than he had hairs on his head, and he was
gtill far from bald. . . He wanted to describe to me the landscape of a particular moon -- | don't
remember which. Therearethese. . . large. . . you know," he said, spreading hisarms. ‘And they have
these. . . It'ssort of like. . . But the sky isdifferent. . . dthough. . . Findly helaughed and gave up. You
can't tell someonewho has never been in space what it'slike to hang in the void with the stars at your
feet. And were only talking about differencesin physica environments! Here we have acivilization that is
at least five thousand years old. At least! And weretrying to understand it after afew days!"

"But try we must, because if we falil, the price we have to pay may be. . . too high," said the
Captain. After a pause, he added, "What, then, do you think we should do?"

"What we've been doing up to now," said the Doctor, "though | think our chances of successare
about onein five thousand, or however long Eden's civilization has been around. . ."

The Engineer emerged from the tunnd and, seeing his comrades lying in the shade as though they
were on the beach, got out of his suit and joined them. The Chemist greeted him with anod.

"How isit going?" asked the Captain.

"Wdll, I'm three-quarters done. . . But | haven't been working on it the whole time, because |
was thinking abouit that first factory, the one to the north, which we theorized was abandoned and out of
control. . . What's funny? Why are you laughing?'

"I'll tell you something,” said the Doctor, who was the only one to remain serious. "When the ship
isready to take off, there will be amutiny. No one will want to leave until wefind out. . . Because if, even
now, instead of sweeting over your nuts and balts. . ."

"Ah, youretheorizing, too?" said the Engineer. "And what have you come up with?'



"Nothing. And you?'

"Also nothing, but. . . | wastrying to find common elements, amore general pattern to what we
encountered there, and it struck methat at the factory -- the automated factory -- even though it worked
in cycles, seemingly repesting the process, its 'finished products varied. . . Remember?”’

Therewas amurmur of assent.

"And yesterday the Doctor noted that the doublers varied -- that some had no eyes, some no
nose, or the number of fingerswas different, or the color of the skin. Everything here differswithin certain
limits, and the variation seemsto be the result of flawsin the process, both the biological and the
technologicd. . ."

"Now, that'sinteresting!" said the Physicist, who had been listening with increasing attention.

"Y es, you have something there. Go on," the Doctor said, turning to the Engineer, who was
shaking his head doubtfully.

"No, redly, it'saslly idea. When aman sitsand thinks on hisown, dl sortsof things. . ."

"Tell ustheideal" the Chemist shouted, dmost indignant.

"Now that you've started,” said the Cyberneticist.

"Well, | thought: In the factory we were looking at acircular process of production and
destruction, and then yesterday you discovered something that resembled afactory. If it was afactory, it
had to produce something.”

"But there was nothing there," said the Chemidt, "except for the skeletons. Of course we didn't
look everywhere. . ." he added hesitantly.

"And what if that factory produces. . . doublers?' the Engineer asked softly. In the genera
slence, he went on: "The system is analogous. mass production, an assembly line, except that the
variation is caused not so much by alack of supervision as by the very nature of the process, because of
itscomplexity. The skeletonsdid vary."

"And you think. . . they kill the onesthat don't ‘passingpection'?"* the Chemist asked in a changed
voice.

"Not at al! My thought was that those bodies you found. . . never lived at al! That the system
creetes organisms equipped with al the muscles and every internal organ, but whose deviation from the
norm is so greet that they are unableto function. . . so they are never animated, they are removed from
the productionline. . ."

"And that ditch with the bodies, what was that? More 'defective merchandise?" asked the
Cyberneticid.

"I don't know, but the possibility can't beruled out. . ."

"No, it can't," said the Doctor, looking toward the bluish haze on the horizon. "In what you're
saying. . . that broken tube. . ."

"Maybe they introduced nutrients through it during the synthesis.™

"That would also explain why the doubler you brought back appearsto beretarded,” the
Cyberneticist observed. "If he was produced full-grown, he has no experience. . ."

"No," the Chemist disagreed. "That doubler of ours does know things. He was afraid to return to
his stone asylum -- for which he might have good reason -- and he was afraid, too, of that strip of mirror.
And he knew something about the curious border we crossed, with the mirage. . ."

"I don't know. The picture we get, from Henry's hypothes's, doesn't make sense," said the
Captain, contemplating the sand at hisfeet. "Thefirst factory produces partsthat aren't used. And the
second factory living beings? Why? And are you suggesting that they, too, are thrown back into the
hopper?'

"What an awful thought!" said the Cyberneticist with ashudder.

"But if living beings are put back into the hopper,” said the Chemigt, "then disposd of individuas
too defective for animation would be unnecessary. Besides, we saw no evidence of such recycling. . ."

In the ensuing silence, the Doctor got up and swept his eyes over the group.

"Weve taken the Engineer'sidea,” he said, "and now were dl trying tofit the factsto it, to his
‘biologica factory' hypothesis. Which proves only onething, that we are very noble-minded and very nai



ve. ..

Asthey looked at him with surprise, he continued: A moment ago you were attempting to
imagine the most horrible possibility -- and you came up with a picture achild might have drawn: a
factory producing people in order to grind them up again. . . Theredity, my friends, may be much
worse."

"Redly!" the Cyberneticist sputtered.

"Wait, let him speek,” the Engineer said.

"Themore think about what happened in that settlement, the more | am convinced that we were
seeing something totally different from what we thought we were seeing.”

"What, then, according to you, happened?' asked the Physicist.

"What happened | don't know, but | know what didn't happen.”

"Tak clearly! Noriddled™

"After wandering through that stone labyrinth, we were suddenly charged by acrowd that then
dispersed and fled. Having seen the lights go out as we approached the settlement, we concluded that the
inhabitants were hiding from us, and that we had been trampled by amob rushing for cover -- or
something like that. Now, in my mind I've gone over the whole sequence of events asthoroughly as|
can, and I'll tdll you this: one resigtsthe truth as one fights madness.”

"Get to the point!"

"The point isthis. We have the following Situation. Strangers from space land on aplanet
inhabited by intelligent beings. In what possible ways do the inhabitants react?’

Nobody replied, so the Doctor went on: "Even if the beings of this planet were created in test
tubes or made in some stranger manner, | see only three possible types of behavior: to attempt to
communicate with the strangers, to attack them, or to flee. It turns out, however, that afourth typeis
possible -- tota indifference!”

"Y ou told usthat they nearly broke your ribs. That'sindifference?" the Cyberneticist sneered.
But the Chemist nodded; therewasalight in hiseyes.

The Doctor replied: "If you wereto find yoursdf in the path of aherd of cattle running from afire,
you might fare worse than we did. But that wouldn't mean that the herd had noticed you. | tell you, the
crowd of doublersdidn't seeusat dl. They took no interest in us. There was fear, yes, but not of us. We
weremerdy intheway."

Then the Chemist spoke. "Yes," hesaid dowly. "All thistime, it's been bothering me, like reading
atext where the sentences are out of order. Now it falsinto place. Y es, he'sright. They didn't seeme.
Except for the closest ones, but they were the only ones who weren't in panic -- dmost asif seeing me
had a sobering effect on them. While they werelooking at me, they were smply inhabitants of a planet
amazed to see an dlien creature. They had no wish to harm me. Infact, if | recall correctly, they even
helped me extricate mysdf from the herd. . ."

"And what if someone set that herd on you, to drive you into the open?' asked the Enginesr.

The Chemist shook his head. "There was no one there like that, no flying disks, no guards, no
organization -- there was chaos, confusion. Yes," he added, "it's odd that | see that only now! That those
who noticed me appeared to regain their senses, while all the others were berserk with fear!”

"But in that case," said the Captain, "why were the lights extinguished at precisaly the moment of
our ariva?'

"What puzzlesme," said the Doctor, "isthe panic itsdlf.”

"Y es, what could have caused it?"

"Perhgps adeclinein the planet'scivilization," suggested the Cyberneticist after amoment's
dlence. "A period of regression, disintegration, or akind of cancer of society.”

"Unconvincing,” said the Captain. "On our Earth, which is an average planet, there have been
periods of regresson, and many civilizations have risen and fallen, but, taking our history asawhole, you
get apicture of ever-increasing complexity, and of lifeés growing value. We call this‘progress.’ Progressis
anormd phenomenon. Y et, by the law of large numbers, there will be satistic deviations from the
norm, in both positive and negative directions. We may have landed on aworld at the far negative end of



that digtributiond curve. . ."

"Mathematica mysticiam,” muttered the Engineer.

"But that factory exids," the Physicist said.

"Thefirg factory, yes. The existence of the second is ahypothesis only."

"In other words, we need another expedition,” said the Chemist.

The Engineer looked around. The sun was sinking in the west; the shadows on the sand were
growing longer. A light wind blew.

"Today. . . 7" he asked, looking at the Captain.

"Today we should go for water -- nothing more.” The Captain stood up. "An interesting
discusson,”" he sad, though obvioudy thinking about something else. He picked up his suit.

"Thisevening," he continued, "weéll drive to the stream, for water. We shouldn't be diverted from
that by anything short of adirect threat." He turned to the men sitting on the sand, considered them for a
while, thensaid, "1 dont likethis."

"What don't you like?'

"Their leaving usin peace after that vidt two days ago. No community actslike that when an dien
spaceship drops out of the sky."

"Such indifference would support what | said,” said the Cyberneticist.

"About a'cancer' affecting Eden? Well, from our point of view that wouldn't be the worst thing
that could happen. Except. . ."

"Except what?"

"Nothing. Listen, let'shave alook at Defender. Let'sdig it out. Its diodes ought to be intact.”

IX

For two hoursthey cleared the lower bay of robot pieces, of dmost impossibly interlocked parts
that covered Defender's casing like rubble from an avaanche. The heavier objectsthey lifted with asmall
hoist, and the Engineer and the Captain took apart whatever wouldn't fit through the door. Two metal
plates, which were wedged between Defender's turret and a case of lead weights, findly had to be cut up
with an eectric arc, for which cableswere |owered from the instrument pand in the engineroom. The
Cyberneticist and the Physicist sorted out the pieces pulled from the heap. What couldn't be repaired
was scrapped. The Chemigt, in turn, divided up the scrap into meta and plastic. Sometimesthey had to
drop what they were doing to help move some particularly massive piece. By six o'clock they had gained
sufficient access to Defender's flattened head to open its upper hatch.

The Cyberneticist wasthefirst to jump into the dark interior. A light wasloweredto himon a
wire. They could hear his shout, muffled asif coming from awdll.

"They'redl herel" he cried triumphantly. "Everything'sworking! Y ou could get in and drive off!"

"Well, Defender was built to take punishment,” said the Engineer, beaming. He had bleeding
scratches on hisforearms.

"Gentlemen, it'ssix. If were going to get water, wed better do it now," said the Captain. "The
Cyberneticist and the Engineer have their handsfull, so | think we should use the same crew as
yesterday."

"l don't agree!”

"Look. . ." the Captain began, but the Engineer said, ™Y ou can manage here aswdl as| can. I'm
going thistime."

They argued for awhile, but findly the Captain gavein. The expedition would consst of the
Engineer, the Physicigt, and the Doctor. The Doctor insisted on going again.

"The canisters are ready," said the Captain. "It's about twelve miles to the brook."

"If we can, well maketwo trips," said the Engineer. "That would give us ahundred gallons.™



"Well see”

The Chemist and the Cyberneticist wanted to accompany them out, but the Engineer put up his
hand. "We don't need an escort. That'ssilly."

"I haveto be outsde anyway," said the Chemist.

They went up the stedl ladder.

The sunwaslow in the sky. After checking the suspension, the steering, and the fuel supply, the
Engineer took the driver's seet. But the moment the Doctor got in, the doubler, who had been lying in the
shade of the ship, stood up, straightened to its full height, and shuffled toward him. When the jeep began
moving, the huge creature whined and set off after it at aspeed that amazed the Chemist. The Doctor
shouted to the Engineer, and the jegp cameto a halt.

"Now what?' grumbled the Engineer. "We're certainly not taking him with ug!"

The Doctor, not knowing what to do, looked with embarrassment at the head and shoulders
towering above him asthe doubler, shifting its weight from one foot to the other and making wheezing
sounds, stared down into hisface.

"Lock him up in the ship. Hell follow you otherwise," advised the Engineer.

"Or put himto deep," said the Chemist. "If he runsafter us, he might attract something ese.”

That was enough to persuade the Doctor. The jegp turned back to the ship, and the doubler
rushed after them, making its peculiar legps. Then the Doctor coaxed the giant into the tunnel, which was
no easy task. He returned a quarter of an hour later, angry and upset.

"l put himin thefirg-aid room," he said, "where there's no glass or anything sharp. But he might
panic.”

"Y ou sound like amother hen,” said the Engineer.

The Doctor bit hislip, but said nothing in reply.

They et off again, circling the ship in awide arc. The Chemist went on waving even when dl that
was vishblewas ahigh, thinning cloud of dust. Then he paced back and forth near the shallow trench that
contained the thrower.

Two hourslater he was till pacing there when a cloud of dust regppeared among the dender
cayxes and their long shadows. The red, swollen, egg-shaped solar orb had just touched the horizon,
and now therewas abank of bluish cloudsin the north. But the coolnessthat usualy came at that time of
day wasmissing; it was il sifling.

The jeep approached, bouncing over disk-grooves. It was lower to the ground, and the tires
wereflatter. The Chemist could hear water splashing in dl the canisters. There was even afull can onthe
empty seat. "How wasit?' he asked.

The Engineer removed his dark glasses and wiped the sweat and dust from hisfacewith a
handkerchief.

"Very pleasant.”

"Y ou didn't meet anyone?'

"There were disks, as usua, but we passed them at adistance. We came out on the other side of
that copse with the hollow iniit -- you know the one. The only problem wasfilling the canisters. A pump
would have comein handy."

"We're going back," the Physicist said.

"But first you'll haveto put the water into --"

"Oh, therésno point,” said the Physicist. "We have so many empty canisters, well take some of
them. Afterward we can carry the wholelot down at once.”

He and the Engineer exchanged alook, asthough they shared some secret thought. The Chemist
failed to notice this, though he was surprised at the haste with which they unloaded the canisters and
threw the new ones on the rack. A moment later they were off in acloud of dust, which, in thelight of the
Setting sun, made along crimson wall acrossthe plain.

The Captain stepped out of the tunnel. "Still not here,” he said.

"They were here, exchanged their canistersfor empty ones, and left.”

The Captain was more puzzled by thisthan angry. "That quickly?' Hetold the Chemist that he



would replace him on watch in amoment, then went down to report to the Cyberneticist, who was
working on the master robot.

The Cyberneticist nodded abstractedly, having some twenty transstorsin his mouth, which he
gpat into his hand like pits. Wrapped around his neck and smoothed out over his chest were hundreds of
wires of different colors, which had spilled from the robot's entrails. These he was now connecting at
such speed that hisfingers seemed to be flying. Sometimes he would stop suddenly and, for afull minute
or longer, starein amazement at the diagram spread out before him.

The Captain returned to the surface, replaced the Chemist (who went off to prepare supper for
the crew), and sat down beside the thrower. To kill time, he made notes in the margins of the assembly
manud that the Engineer had prepared.

For two days now they had been racking their brains over what to do with the twenty-five
thousand gallons of radioactively contaminated water in the loading bay. In order to purify the water, they
needed to get the filters working, but the cable that supplied the filters with power and had to be repaired
lay in the flooded area. The ship was equipped with diving gear, though not the type that was
radiation-shielded. Nor was there much point in jury-rigging a shield with lead; it would be easier now to
wait for the robots to be repaired and have them do the job.

The Captain sat in the night under the ship's stern, under the blinking light. He made his notes as
quickly as possible, because the light, each time, lasted no more than three seconds. Later hewould
laugh, seeing the scrawl this had made of his handwriting. He glanced at hiswatch: dmost ten.

He stood up, paced, looked for the jeep's headlights, but could see nothing. He began to walk in
the direction from which the jegp would be returning.

Asusua when he was aone, helooked up at the stars. The Milky Way was climbing steeply
through the blackness. From Scorpio the Captain moved his eyes|eft, and suddenly held his breath.
Capricorn's brightest stars were barely visible, lost in a pale glow, as though the Milky Way had
expanded and absorbed them. Then he understood: it was areflection in the sky directly above the
eadtern horizon. His heart began to pound, and he could fed apressurein histhroat. He clenched his
teeth. Thereflection was whitish, dim, but later brightened, flaring severa timesin successon. The
Captain closed his eyes, listened with the utmost concentration, but al he could hear was the pulsing of
his own blood. The constellations were now dmost invisble. He stood stock-till, staring at the horizon,
which wasfilling with misty light.

Hisfirg thought wasto return to the ship and tell the others. They could bring the thrower to the
battle. But on foot that would take at least three hours. Besides the jeep, they had asmall helicopter, but
it was gitting in radioactive water, wedged between cases. All they had been ableto see of it wasits
broken blade, and the cabin was probably in worse condition. That |eft Defender. They might smply
climb insde Defender, open the loading hatch by remote -- there was a transmitter in the engine room --
and ride down through the water, which in any case would pour out as soon as the hatch was open. In
Defender they would be shielded. But could the hatch be opened? And what would they do later with all
the radioactive soil around the ship? It would cover an enormous area. . .

He decided to wait ten minutes. If he didn't see the headlights by then, they would go. He looked
at hiswatch: thirteen minutes after ten. The reflection -- no, he was not mistaken -- was spreading dowly
aong the horizon, gpproaching Alpha Phoenix, astrip of pink on top and dull white below. He looked a
his watch again. Four minutesto go. He saw the headlights.

At firg they were like atwinkling star; then they divided in two, jumped up and down, and finaly
grew dazzling. The Captain could now hear the sound of tires. The men were traveling fast, but not at
breakneck speed, and the fact that they werein no great hurry set hismind completely at rest. Asusua in
such circumstances, he now felt anger.

Without redizing it, he had walked a good three hundred feet from the ship. The jeep braked
sharply, and the Doctor shouted, "Get in!"

The Captain jumped into an empty seat, pushing a canister aside, which he found to be empty.
He looked at the men -- they appeared to be unhurt -- and then leaned over and touched the barrel of
the thrower. It was cold.



A questioning look at the Physicist yielded no response, so the Captain waited, saying nothing.
At the ship the Engineer veered sharply, which pushed the Captain back into his seat and madethe
empty canisters clatter. The jeep cameto ahalt in front of the tunnel entrance.

"Thewater al evaporated?' the Captain asked with irony.

"We couldn't get the water," said the Engineer. He swung around on his swivel seet. "We couldn't
get to the brook.”

No one stepped out of the jeep. The Captain searched the Engineer's face, then the Physicidt's.

"On our firgt trip we saw something different,” said the Physicig, "but we didn't know what it
meant. We wanted to check it again.”

"And if you didn't return, what good to uswould your circumspection have been?' asked the
Captain, no longer ableto hide hisanger. "l want to hear everything. Now!"

"They're doing something there, by the brook, on thisside of it and beyond it, and in the hillsand
al the hollows, dong the grooves. In aradius of several miles,”" said the Doctor. The Engineer nodded.

‘Thefirst time, when it was still daylight, we saw agroup of those huge tops. They wereinaVv
formation, throwing up earth asif doing somekind of excavation. We only noticed them from the top of
the hill on our way back. But I didn't likewhat | saw.”

"What didn't you like?" the Captain asked.

"That the vertex of their wedge pointed in our direction.”

"And you went back there without saying aword about this?"

"All right, it wasfoolish," said the Engineer. "But we thought that, well, there would be arguments
about who should go, who should risk hislife, et cetera, so we decided it would be smpler and quicker
to go oursalves. | figured that when night fell, the tops would haveto light up their workplace.”

"They didn't seeyou?"

"No. At leadt, there was no indication that they did. We weren't attacked.”

"How did you go?'

"Along the ridges of the hills, not on the ridges themsealves but alittle lower, so we wouldn't be
seen againgt the sky. Our headlights off, of course. That'swhy it took so long.”

"So you had no intention of getting water? Y ou took the canisters only to deceive the Chemist?'

"It wasn't likethat," said the Doctor. They sat in thejeep, in thelight of the blinker going on,
going off. "We wanted to approach the brook farther up, from the other direction. But we couldn't.”

"Why?'

"They were doing the same thing there. And now, since nightfall, they've been pouring some kind
of luminescent liquid into the trenches. It gives off enough light for usto see perfectly.”

"What isit?"' the Captain asked the Engineer.

The Engineer shrugged. "Maybe the trenches are molds. Though the liquid appearstoo thin to be
metdlic.”

"How do they carry it?"

"They don't. They laid something aong the grooves -- a pipeline, maybe, but | can't say for sure.”

"They run molten meta through pipes?”

"I'm telling you what | saw in the darkness, through binoculars. The lighting was poor -- the
middle of each excavation glowed like amercury lamp, therewasalot of glare -- and we were at least
hadf amile away."

The blinker went off; for amoment they sat unable to see one another; then it came on again.
"We ought to disconnect that damn thing," said the Captain.

They saw the Chemist emerging from the tunnel. "Now what?' said the Captain. The Chemist
came over to the jeep, and there was a hurried exchange of questions and answers. Meanwhile the
Engineer went below and switched off the current to the blinker. In the ensuing darkness, the glow on the
horizon was much brighter. It had moved more to the south.

"There were hundreds of them,” said the Engineer, who had come back up and was now
standing beside the ship and looking toward the glow, hisface gray in thelight.

"Those huge tops?’



"No, doublers. Y ou could see their sllhouettes against the liquid. They were working quickly --
evidently the stuff thickens -- and were shoring it up with gratings of some sort, on the sides, in the back.
But the front, the part facing us, was | eft open.”

"What do we do? Sit and wait, twiddling our thumbs?' the Chemist asked, hisvoice hrill.

"No," said the Captain. "Let's check Defender's systems.”

For amoment they watched the glow in Slence. At timesit seemed to intensify.

"Do you want to release the water?' the Engineer asked doubtfully.

"For thetime being, no. I've been thinking about that. WEll try the hatch. If thelock mechanismis
working and the hatch opens, well shut it immediately. At wors, afew dozen galonswill spill out, but
that won't present a problem -- we can clear that up. And welll know that in an emergency we can use
Defender.”

"What good will Defender beif theré'sanuclear attack?" asked the Chemist.

"Ceramite can withstand a blast at a thousand feet from ground zero."

"And a three hundred feet?"

"Defender can withstand ablast at three hundred feet.”

"Only in earthwork," the Physicist corrected him.

"If we haveto, well dig ourselvesin.”

"But even at fifteen hundred feet the hatch will melt shut, we won't be able to get out. Well cook
likelobsters"

"Thisisslly. At the moment there are no bombsfaling. Besides, let'sadmit it, we can't abandon
ship. If the ship isdestroyed, what do we make another one out of 7' The Engineer's question was
greeted by silence.

A thought cameto the Physicigt. "But wait -- Defender isn't complete. The Cyberneticist
removed itsdiodes.”

"Only from the Sghting system. We can aim without them. Anyway, if antiprotons are used, you
don't need adirect hit. . ."

"I'd like to ask something,” the Doctor said. Everyone turned to him. "It's not important. | just
wanted to know how the doubler'sdoing. . ."

Therewas slence, then laughter, asif suddenly al danger had disappeared.

"He'sdeeping,” said the Captain. "Or at least he was deeping at eight, when | looked in on him.
Almost al he seemsto do isdeep. Doeshe ever eat?' he asked the Doctor.

"Not anything here. He hasn't touched athing | offered him."

"Yes, wedl have our problems,” mock-sighed the Engineer, grinning in the darkness.

"Hello!" Thevoice camefrom below. "Attention, pleasa!”

They turned around quickly asalarge dark form crawled from the tunndl and with adight grating
sound stood erect. The Cyberneticist gppeared behind it with aglowing light on his chest.

"Qur first universa!" he said proudly. But then helooked at his colleagues faces. " Something's
happened?’

"Not yet," replied the Chemigt. "But more might happen than weve bargained for."

"Well. . . we havethisrobot," said the Cyberneticist, somewhat lamely.

"Wonderful. You cantel it to get to work right away.”

"Doing what?'

"Digging our graves" And the Chemist pushed his colleagues aside and walked off. The Captain
stood watching him, then went in the same direction.

"What's wrong with him?" asked the Cyberneticist, stupefied.

The Engineer explained. "They're making preparations againg usin the valleys east of here. We
discovered this on our excursion to the brook. They'll probably attack, but we don't know what form it
will teke"

"Attack?"

The Cyberneticist had been so absorbed in hiswork that he seemed not to understand what the
Engineer was saying. He stared &t the men, then turned toward the plain. Two figures silhouetted against



the glow were dowly making their way back. The Cyberneticist looked up at his robot, which was
motionless, asthough hewn from stone.

"We must do something. . ." he whispered.

"Were activating Defender,” said the Physicist. "Whether that helps or not, at least it gives us
something to do. Tell the Captain to send the Chemist down. WEII be repairing thefilters. The robot can
do the eectrical work. Let'sgo, gentlemen.”

The Physicigt and the Cyberneticist entered the tunnel, and the universal robot turned and
followed them.

The Engineer looked with admiration at the machine and said to the Doctor, ™Y ou know, Blackie
will comein handy. It can work underweter."

"But how will you giveit orders? Sound won't carry,” the Doctor asked abstractedly, speaking
only to keep the conversation going. He was watching the two men in the night. They were turning awvay
again. It looked like a pleasant strol| beneath the stars.

"With amicrotransmitter. Y ou know that,” said the Engineer, following the Doctor's gaze. Then
he continued in adifferent tone: "It's because he knew we'd succeed. . ."

"Yes," the Doctor said, nodding. "That's why he didn't want to leave Eden too soon. . ."

"It doesn't matter.” The Engineer was dready making for thetunnd. "I know him. Itll passwhen
the action starts.”

"Yes," agreed the Doctor, following him.

After about aquarter of an hour, the Captain and the Chemist returned to the ship. Before the
work began, Blackie was sent up to erect a six-foot embankment around the tunnel entrance, packing
down the earth, and then to bring everything below -- except for the entrenched thrower and the jeep.
Dismantling the jeep would have taken too much time; anyway, they needed the robot.

At midnight they got down to work in earnest. The Cyberneticist inspected all Defender's circuits,
the Physicist and the Engineer repaired and adjusted the radiation niters, and the Captain, in protective
clothing, monitored the well in the lower leve of the engine room. The robot was at the bottom, six feet
underwater, working on the cables.

It turned out that the filters, even after they were repaired, did not work at full capacity, because
severd of the unitswere not functioning; the men solved this problem by accelerating the pumps. The
purification proceeded under fairly primitive conditions: every ten minutes the Chemist took samplesfrom
thetank for analysis, because the automatic radiation gauge was broken, and its repair would have
required time they did not have.

At three in the morning the water was dmost completely clean. They didn't bother to weld the
tank from which it had burst when the front plate struck one of the main ribs. Instead, they smply
pumped the water into an empty reserve tank on the side. In normal circumstances, such an unbalanced
load would have been unthinkable, but for the moment the ship was not going anywhere. After pumping
the water out, they blew compressed air through the lower chamber. A little radiation remained on the
walls, but no one had any reason to go in there for the time being. Next they worked on the hatch.
According to the indicators, the mechanism wasin perfect order, but on the first try the hatch refused to
open. After they debated whether or not to use the hydraulics, the Engineer decided finaly that it would
be safer to ingpect the hatch from outside, so they went out to the surface.

It was not easy to reach the hatch, which, located near the bottom of the hull, was now more
than twelve feet in the air. Hurriedly they threw up ascaffold and aplatform, using scrap meta (thiswas
no problem now, with the robot doing the welding), and brought their lightsto bear on the place.

The sky in the east had become gray; the glow was no longer visible. Above, the sarswere
dowly going out. Large drops of dew trickled down the ceramite plates of the hull.

"Curious," said the Physicig. "The mechanism isworking. Nothing wrong with the hatch, except
that it won't open.”

"l don't like thingsthat are curious,” remarked the Cyberneticist.

"Wadl," said the Captain, "what about gpplying an age-old method?' And heraised a
twenty-pound hammer.



"Y ou can tap the rim, but not too hard,” agreed the Engineer reluctantly. He didiked that

The Captain, with alook at the black robot, which stood like a square statue in the gray dawn as
it teadied the scaffold with its chest, hefted the hammer in his hands, swung it alittle -- not too much --
and struck. He struck again, steadily, and again, each time afew inches higher, which was awkward at
the angle he stood, but the physical activity felt good. The rhythm of the tapping was broken by a
different sound, agroaning that seemed to come from the very ground beneath them. Then they heard a
piercing, risng whistle, and the scaffold began to shake.

"Down!" cried the Physicist. They legped off the platform one by one; only the robot didn't move.
Dawn was dready breaking; both the plain and the sky were the color of ash. The groaning increased,
and so did the whistle, and the men ingtinctively crouched and covered their heads with their ams asthey
took cover under the ship. A quarter of amile away, soil shot up like ageyser. The sound that
accompanied it was strangely faint and muffled. They ran for the tunndl, and the robot followed. The
Captain and the Engineer stopped behind the protection of the embankment and |ooked east, where the
thunder was. The whole plain shook. The whistling intensified, and the sky filled with organlike squedls,
asthough squadrons of invisible aircraft were diving straight at them. In the foreground, jets of sand and
earth rose black against the lead sky.

"A normd civilization, wouldn't you say?' said the Physicist from below, in the tunndl.

"They'reflying overhead, but | don't seethem,” muttered the Engineer. The Captain couldn't hear
him: the squedling continued and the ground went on spouting, though the spouting came no nearer the
ship. The two men watched: nothing changed. The thunder on the horizon merged into asingle,
protracted, unvarying bass rumble, and now the missilesfdl without explosion, dmost slently. The earth
thrown up by the impacts lay in low mounds, like molehills, surrounding the strikes.

"The binoculars" the Captain shouted into the tunndl.

A moment later he had them in his hand. As helooked, his astonishment grew. At first he thought
that the attacking artillery wasfinding the range, but no, theinvisble missileskept faling in the same way.
Sweeping the landscape with his binoculars, he saw spurtsin al directions. Some were nearer, some
farther, but none closer to the ship than six hundred feet.

"What isit? They're not atomic, arethey?" came the muffled cries from the tunnd.

"No! Not atomic!" he shouted back, straining hisvoice. The Engineer put his mouth to the
Captain'sear.

"Did you 2e? They kegp missng!"

"] can seel”

"We're surrounded on al sdes!"

He nodded yes. The Engineer took the binoculars and |ooked.

Any minute now it would be sunrise. The pale sky, looking washed, filled with adiluted blue. On
the plain nothing moved, except for the spouts of earth, which, like abizarre, flickering hedge that kept
vanishing and then rising from the ground anew, surrounded the small hill where the ship was embedded.

Suddenly the Captain made a decision. He crawled out from behind the embankment and in
three leaps reached the crest of the hill. There he dropped flat on the ground and looked in the opposite
direction, which he had been unable to do at the tunnd entrance. The scene was the same; awide
crescent of strikes, aquivering, smoking hedge of explosons.

Someone hit the parched ground beside him: it was the Engineer. They lay shoulder to shoulder,
watching, now almost unaware of the thunder at the horizon, which came in waves and at times seemed
to recede -- that was the effect of the morning wind, the air heated by thefirst rays of the sun.

"Thosearen't misses!" shouted the Engineer.

"Then what are they?"

"l don't know. Let'swait. . ."

"No, let'sgo!”

They ran down the dope -- dthough the missileswere not falling nearby, the howling and
whistling were not pleasant -- and jumped into the tunnel, one after the other. They Ieft the robot in the



passage and entered the ship, pulling the othersin with them. They headed for the library, where it was
quiet. Here even the ground tremors were dmost imperceptible.

"Now what? Do they want to hold us here? To starve us?' asked the Physicist, when they told
what they had seen.

"Who knows? I'd like to have acloser look at one of those missiles" said the Engineer. "If the
barrage lets up, it might be agood ideato go out and. . ."

"The robot can go," the Captain said.

"Therobot?" asked the Cyberneticist, dmost in agroan.

"Nothing will happen toit, don't worry."

They fdt athud, faint but unmistakable. They looked at one another.

"Weve been hit!" cried the Chemigt, jumping up.

The Captain ran to the tunnel. Up on the surface, nothing appeared to have changed. The sky dill
thundered -- but on the sunlit sand beneath the stern of the ship lay something black and speckled, likea
burst bag of shot. Hetried to find the place where the strange missile had hit the hull, but the ceramite
bore no marks. Before the men behind him could stop him, the Captain began picking up the fragments
and putting them into his empty binoculars case. They were still warm.

The Chemist shouted a him. ™Y ou're crazy! That could be radioactivel"

They ran back insde. The fragments were not radioactive; the counter, brought near them, was
dlent. Curioudy, they were not cased in any kind of metd. In the hand they crumbled into glistening
grans

The Physicist examined the grainswith amagnifying glass, then quickly took themtoa
microscope. Peering, hewhistled.

"Wel?WdI?' They literdly had to pull him from the eyepiece.

"They're sending uswatches. . ." the Chemist said softly, looking up from the microscope after his
turn.

Thereinthefidd of vision lay hundreds of tiny cogs, wheds, springs, and spindles. The men put a
different sample under the lens and saw the samething.

"What inthe hell isit?" said the Engineer.

The Physicist paced -- they werein the library -- from onewall to another, hishair ruffled. He
stopped and stared at them with awild look, then continued pacing.

"An extremely complicated mechanism of somekind," mused the Engineer, holding a pile of
grainsin hishand. "There must be millions, if not billions, of theselittle gears and wheelsherel Let'sgo
up,” hesaid, "and see what's happening.”

The attack was still going on. The robot, standing guard in the tunnel, had counted 1,109 hits.

"Let'stry the hatch now," said the Chemist when they returned to the ship.

The Cyberneticist was hunched over the microscope, looking at the grains. He did not answer
when they spoketo him.

In the engine room, theindicator light for the lock was ill on. When the Engineer flicked the
switch, the light obediently blinked: the hatch was opening. He closed it immediately and announced, “"We
can ride Defender out anytime.”

"Even with the hatch twelve feet off the ground?" asked the Physicidt.

"For Defender that's no problem.”

At the moment, however, there was no urgent need to leave, so they returned to thelibrary. The
Cyberneticist was il at the microscope.

"Let him be. Maybe hell come up with something,” said the Doctor. "And now. . . we shouldn't
just St here. | suggest we get back to repairing the ship.”

With asigh they rose from their seats. Indeed, what €l se was there to do? The five descended to
the engine room, where the damage was the gregtest. The distributor required hours of painstaking work:
each circuit had to be tested twice, first with the current off, then on. Every so often the Captain would
go out on top and return, saying nothing. In the control room, which was buried forty-five feet
underground, they could feel adight vibration. Noon passed. Their work would have gone much faster



with the help of the robot, but they needed it in the tunndl. By one o'clock it had counted more than eight
thousand hits.

Although no one was hungry, they ate lunch, to keep up their strength, asthe Doctor said. At
twelve past two the vibration stopped. Everyone immediately made for the tunnel. On the surface, asmall
cloud covered the sun, and the whole plain lay shimmering in the heat. Therewas till dust inthe air, from
the explosions, but slence reigned.

"Isit over?' the Physicigt asked in avoice that sounded strangely loud: over the last few hours
they had grown accustomed to the barrage.

Tota hits, according to the robot: 10,604.

About eight hundred feet from the ship, dl around it, there was a strip of pulverized soil. In places
individua cratersran together to form aditch.

The Doctor began climbing over the embankment at the mouth of the tunnel.

"Not yet," said the Engineer, holding him back. "Let'swait."

"How long?'

"Haf an hour or, better, an hour."

"Delayed charges? But there are no explosivestherel”

"Wedon't know that."

The cloud moved away from the sun. It grew brighter.

The Captain heard the rustling first. "What'sthat?" he whispered.

The otherslistened. Y es, they could hear it, too. The sound was like the wind moving through
leaves or bushes.

But there were no leaves or bushesin sight, only the furrowed ring in the sand. The air was ill.
But the rustling continued.

"Whereisit coming from?'

"There?'

They spokein whispers. The sound seemed to come from al sides now. Could it be the sand
shifting?

"But theresnowind. . ." the Chemist said.

"It's coming from wherethe missleshit. . ."

"Il have alook."

"Areyou crazy? What if those are timed devices?'

The Chemist paled, drew back. And yet the day was so bright, and everything so quigt. . . He
clenched hisfists. Thiswas a hundred times worse than the barrage!

The sun was & its zenith. Shadows of cumulus clouds dowly swept across the plain. The clouds,
layered and with flat bases, resembled white idands. There was no movement on the horizon; the land
everywhere was empty. Even the gray cayxes, whose indistinct silhouettes before had stood above the
distant dunes, were gone! It was only now that the men noticed this.

"Look!" cried the Physicig, pointing. But it didn't matter in which direction they looked. The
same thing was happening everywhere.

The cratered ground began to tremble. Something shiny was emerging fromit. Each placea
missile had falen, there were sprouts. They rosein even rows, dmost like the teeth of acomb.

Someone rushed out from the tunnd and ran toward the curved line of glimmering sprouts. It was
the Cyberneticist. Everyone shouted and chased after him.

"I know what they are!" he cried, dropping to his knees before the glassy rows of sprouts.

They were finger-length now, and at the base thick asafist. The sand swirled gently around each
one, something was at work below.

"Mechanica seedd” the Cyberneticist said. With his hands he tried digging up the nearest sprout,
but the sand was too hot.

Someone ran and brought shovels, and then the sand and soil flew, reveding long, segmented,
tangled strands of alustrous materid. The materiad was so hard, it rang like meta againgt the shovels.
When the hole was more than three feet deep, the men tried to pull the strange growth out, but couldn't



-- it wastoo tightly connected to its neighbors.

"Blackie!" cried achorus of voices. The robot approached. "Pull it out!™

Sted pincers closed on a shiny shoot asthick asaman's arm. The robot's torso stiffened, and the
men watched asits feet began sinking dowly into the ground. There was a high hum, as of astring
dretched toitslimit.

"Let go!" commanded the Engineer. Blackie stepped awkwardly out of the ground and stood
unmoving.

The sprouts, a hedge now, were almost afoot and a half high. At their base they began filling
dowly with adarker, milky blue color.

"S0," said the Captain camly. "It seemsthey want to fence usin.”

No one spoke for awhile.

"But isnt thisrather primitive? | mean, we can ill leave," said the Chemigt.

The Captain said, "That scouting party of theirs must have done their job well. Look, it'san
amog perfect circlearound us.”

"Mechanica seeds," said the Cyberneticist. He was calmer now, brushing the sand from his
hands. "'Inorganic spores sown by artillery.”

"But the stuff isnot metd," observed the Chemist. "Blackie would have bent it. It must be
something like supranite.”

"No, it'ssand, only sand!" said the Cyberneticist. "Don't you see? Thisisthe product of an
inorganic metabolism! Sand is converted catayticaly into some macromolecule based on silicon. Those
shoots are made of that -- just as plants extract sats from the soil."

The Chemist knelt and touched the shiny substance. He looked up. "And what if they had landed
on adifferent kind of s0il?" he asked.

"They would have adapted. Of that I'm certain! That'swhy they're so hellishly complex: designed
and programmed to produce the most resistant materia possible from what they have at their disposd.”

"If it'sjust slicon, Defender should have no problem getting through it,” said the Engineer with a
amile

"I wonder if thiswasredly an attack,” the Doctor said thoughtfully. The otherslooked at himin
urprise.

"How would you describe it?"

"Perhaps. . . an attempt at defense. To isolate us.™

"And then? Are we supposed to sit here and wait like worms under abdll jar?’

"Why do you need Defender?"

The question made them hesitate. The Doctor went on: "We're no longer short of water. The ship
will berepaired -- in dl likelihood -- in aweek, in ten days. The nuclear synthesizers should be
functioning in afew hours. | don't seethisasabdl jar. A highwall, rather. An impassable barrier for
them, and therefore they assume for us aswell. With the synthesizers, well have food. We require
nothing from them, and they could hardly have been clearer in tdling us that we're not welcome here. . .

They listened, frowning. The Engineer looked and saw that the tips were amost knee-level, and
that they werejoining, fusing. Therustling was now so loud that it sounded like a hundred beehives. The
bluish roots at the base of the wall had swollen dmost asthick astree trunks.

"Could you bring the doubler here?' the Captain asked unexpectedly.

The Doctor looked at him strangely. "Now? Here? For what reason?”

"I don't know. Just bring him. Please.”

The Doctor nodded and |eft. The others stood silent in the sun until he resppeared. With difficulty
the naked giant crawled out of the tunnd behind him. It seemed animated, dmost satisfied, following the
Doctor and gurgling softly. Then itsflat little face tensed, its blue eye widened, it wheezed. It turned
around and began to wall. It ran toward the shiny wall with grest leaps, as though intending to hurl itself at
it, but instead, hopping grotesquely, the creature ran dong the entire circle, whining and coughing. Then it
ran to the Doctor and began plucking at the chest of his suit with its subby fingers and peering into his
eyes. Sweset poured off it. It pushed at the Doctor, jumped back, looked around again, and, drawing its



small torso into its trunk with an unpleasant noise, fled into the dark tunnel. They could seetheflat,
twitching soles of itsfeet asit crawled inside.

"Were you expecting that?' the Doctor finally asked the Captain.

"No. .. not redly. | just thought that the wall wouldn't be strange to him. | expected areaction.
Some kind of recognition. But nothing likethis. . ."

"It was recognition, dl right,” the Physicist muttered.

"Yes," said the Doctor. "He's seen this before. Something similar, in any case. And he's petrified
by it."

"Execution, Eden-gtyle?" the Chemist murmured.

"I don't know. In any case, thisindicatesthat they usethe 'living wal' not only againgt invaders
from space.”

"Maybe hesssimply afraid of anything that shines," suggested the Physicidt. " That would aso
explain theincident with the mirror strip.”

"No. | showed him amirror in the ship, and he was not interested,” said the Doctor.

"Then he'snot that stupid,” said the Physicist. He was standing by the glassy hedge, which was
now up to hiswais.

"Once bitten, twice shy."

"Listen," said the Captain. "Thisis getting us nowhere. What do we do now? Repairs? Y es, of
course, but | wasthinking. . ."

"Of another expedition?’ said the Doctor.

The Engineer smiled ruefully. "I'm dways game. Where? To the city?"

"That will mean war,” the Doctor said. "Because the only way you'l get thereiswith Defender.
And with its antiproton launcher, before you know it, you won't be gathering information, you'll be
blasting away."

"I wasn't thinking of an encounter,” the Captain replied. "Everything weve seen indicates that the
population of Edenishighly gratified. So far we have not been able to establish contact with the stratum
responsible for intelligent activity. Yes, | can seethat they would regard an advance toward the city asan
attack. However, the west is till unexplored. With Defender, two men will be enough crew. Therest can
work on the ship."

"Y ou and the Engineer?'

"Not necessarily.”

"It would be better with three," said the Engineer.

"Who wantsto go?'

They dl did.

The Captain smiled. "Hardly have the guns ceased to roar than curiosity beginsto consume
them.”

"Let it be the Chemist and me," the Engineer said. "And the Doctor can accompany usasa
representative of reason and virtue. You stay,” he said to the Captain. "Y ou know the procedures. Set
Blackieto work immediately on the lifters, but don't start digging under the ship until we return. I'll want
to check the statics.”

"Asarepresentative of reason and virtue, | want to know the purpose of this expedition,” said
the Doctor. "The moment we open the hatch, we're entering the stage of confrontation, likeit or not.”

"Make a counterproposa,” the Engineer said.

Behind them hummed, dmost melodioudy, the hedge, risng over their heads. The sunlight was
broken into rainbows by itstangle of glassy veins.

"l don't have one," the Doctor admitted. "Events are happening too fast, and so far al our plans
have led to surprises. The mogt rationd thing, | think, would be not to make any more expeditions. Ina
week or two the ship will be ready for flight, and we can circle the planet at low atitude and possibly
learn more than we can now, and more easily, too."

"You can't bedievethat," the Engineer said. "If welearn nothing here a close quarters, what will a
flight above the atmosphere tell us? And asfor rationd’. . . if people wererationa, we wouldn't be here



inthefirst place. What'srationa about flying to the stars?*

"I didn't think I'd convince you," muttered the Doctor. He turned and walked aong the wall of
glass

The others went back to the ship.

The Captain said to the Engineer, "Don't count on making any sensationd discovery. Theterrain
to thewest will probably be smilar to what we have here."

"What makes you think that?'

"It'sunlikely that we landed in the center of asmall barren area. To the north theré'safactory, to
the east a city, to the south a'settlement.’ Chances are, we're sitting on the edge of a desert that's to our
wes."

"Well see”

X

A few minutes past four, the loading-bay hatch dowly opened downward, like the jaw of a
shark. It cameto a stop, making a platform more than four feet off the ground.

The men who were assembled near the ship stood on both sides of the hatch, looking up. First
appeared two tractor tracks, wide gpart, diding forward with aroar, as though the huge machine were
going to divewildly into the air. They could seeits grayish-yellow underside. Then it rocked and lurched
forward, hitting the platform flat, and so hard that there was agreat clang. Moving on itstracks, it
drove-fell acrossthe gap to the ground, catching the ground at asharp angle and biting into it. In the next
second, Defender's flattened head was level, and after about forty feet it came to ahat with a pleasant
rumble

"Well, now, friends" -- the Engineer stuck his head out the smal rear door -- "goin the ship,
because it's going to get hot, and stay there for at least haf an hour. Better yet, send Blackie out first and
let him check for radioactivity."

The door closed. The three men entered the tunndl, taking the robot with them. Shortly afterward
ameta piece gopeared in the tunnel mouth, filling the opening entirely. Insde Defender, the Engineer
wiped the screens, checked the diads, and said, "L et's get started.”

Defender's nose -- short and dender, and encircled by little cylinders -- turned westward.

The Engineer, centering the hedge in his cross hairs, glanced to the Sde at the dids and stepped
on the pedal.

For asecond the screen went dark, and Defender was rocked by ablast of air and anoise asif a
giant had pressed his mouth to the ground and said, "Oof!" The screen cleared.

A fiery cloud rose, and the air blurred around it like aliquid. A thirty-foot section of hedge had
disappeared, and steam billowed from a depression with an incandescent red rim. Farther on, molten
glassglittered in the sun.

"Too much power," thought the Engineer, but dl he said was, "All right, let'sgo." The hulk moved
toward the crater with a strange lightness; the crew hardly shook at al asthey rode throughit. At the
bottom, some of the glowing glass had begun to solidify. "Were barbarians" the Doctor thought. "What
am | doing here?'

The Engineer made adight correction for direction and accelerated. Defender rode as though on
ahighway, the tracks turning smoothly and softly. They were doing dmaost forty miles an hour without
evennaticing it.

"Can we open thetop?' asked the Doctor, who was Sitting in alow seat. Over his shoulder there
wasasmall convex screen, like aporthole,

"Of course," the Engineer said and pushed a button.

From therim of the turret afluid squirted in needle-sharp streams, washing the bits of radioactive



ash off the armor plates. Then everything became bright -- the head opened, the top did back, and the
sides callgpsed into the body -- and they rode on, now protected only by athick windshield that curved
around them. Theair ruffled their hair.

"I'm afraid the Captain was right,” the Chemist muttered some time later. The landscape was
unchanging. They sailed over asea of sand, the heavy vehicle swaying gently asit crossed fin-shaped
dunesin the same uninterrupted rhythm. The Engineer increased speed, the ride became much rougher,
and the tracks threw up clouds of sand, some of which got inside.

At thirty milesthe excessve rocking stopped. They traveled in thisfashion for more than two
hours.

"Yes, | guesshewas," said the Engineer, changing course from west to southwest.

The next hour brought no change, and they turned again, heading in amore southerly direction.
By now they had gone ninety miles.

The sand changed. From white and very fine, trailing behind them like along sweeping tall, it
became reddish, coarser, and didn't rise in clouds when the tracks churned it up. The dunes became
fewer and lower. From timeto time they passed the protruding stalks of buried bushes. Blurry patches
gppeared in the distance, dightly off course. The Engineer steered toward them. They grew quickly in
sze, and afew minuteslater the men saw vertical dabsrising from the sand, resembling fragments of
wdls.

Entering anarrow passage, on either sde of which stood danting quoins eaten by erosion, they
dowed down. A huge stone blocked their way. Defender raised its head and rode over that obstacle
eadly; they found themselvesin along aley. Through the gaps between the dabs they could see other
ruins, all worn and pitted. Then they drove out into an open space, dunes appeared again, but small,
packed, producing no dust, and the terrain began to dope downward. In the distance, below, they could
see truncated club-shaped rocks and more ruins.

The bottom was littered with speckled stones. They crossed it and went up another dope. The
ground grew harder; the tracks no longer sank into it. The first clumps of scrub appeared. They were
amost black, but appeared deep red in the low sun, as though their podlike leaves were filled with blood.
Farther on, the scrub rose higher, blocking their way in places. Defender pushed through it, not dowing
down. This produced an unpleasant hollow crackling, the sound of thousands of small blisters bursting,
squirting adark sticky substance that stained the cer-amite plates. Soon the whole vehicle, up to the
turret, was reddish brown.

They had gone 120 miles. The sun now touched the western horizon, and the shadow of the
vehicle lengthened more and more. Suddenly there was aterrible grating under them, acrunching. The
Engineer braked, but it took Defender about forty feet to cometo astop. In thewidetrail that they had
beaten down behind them lay, among the mangled bushes, pieces of arusted metal frame. They rode on
-- and again hit meta, twisted grillwork, sheets riddled with holes, curved ribs. Smashed benegath
Defender'stracks, this scrap was covered with the substance that oozed from the broken plants.

Thewall of scrub grew il higher before them, but the awful grating and squedling of rusted
meta stopped. Unexpectedly, the black stalks that had been battering them parted, and the crew entered
agladefifty to sixty feet wide and hemmed in, at the other end, by the same dark thicket. The Engineer
turned, and they went down along doping clearing that resembled aforest path. The surface was clayey,
covered with loamy patches, which indicated that water occasiondly flowed there.

The clearing did not run straight. Sometimes the red sun, half sunk in the horizon and enormous,
gppeared in front of the machine, dazzling them. Sometimes the sun was hidden and sent blood-red
flashes through the dense thicket that now was nine feet high. Then they saw the whole sunset, and avast
multicolored expanse beforeit. The land was about two thousand feet below them.

A sheet of water sparkled in the distance, reflecting the sun. On the shore of thislake, which was
uneven and covered with patches of dark scrub, stood buildings, machines on splayed legs, and nearer
the cliff where Defender had halted was amosaic of structures, rows of vertica masts, bright avenues.
There was congderable animation below: gray, brown, and white dots crept along the avenues,
intermingling, forming clusters, spreading out in long strings. Thisentire scene of habitation wasfilled with



tiny flashes, as though the people were continually opening and closing the windows of their houses and
the sunlight played in the panes.

The Doctor gave acry of ddight. "Henry, you've doneit! At last, something normal. Everyday
life, and what a great observation post!" And he began to climb out of the open turret.

The Engineer stopped him. "Hold on. Don't you see the sun? In five minutesit'll be down, and we
won't be able to see athing. We ought to put this entire panoramaon film, and quickly, too.”

The Chemist had aready pulled the cameras out from under the seet, and together they set up the
largest, which looked like a blunderbuss. The tripod they threw to the ground. The Engineer took a coil
of nylon line, tied one end of it to the turret, tossed the rest of it over Defender's front end, and jumped
down. The other two had aready raised the tripod and were running to the cliff edge. He caught up with
them and fastened the line to a snap-hook on each man's belt.

"Incaseyoufdl,” hesad.

The sun was sinking into the fiery waters of the lake. There was a hasty murmur of machinery,
and the enormous lens tilted downward. The Doctor knelt to support the front legs of the tripod, and the
Chemigt put hiseyeto the finder and grimaced.

"Too much glare," he said. "I need the digphragm!”

The Engineer ran back and returned amoment later with the attachment, and the shooting began.
Holding the bar with both hands, the Engineer dowly moved the camerafrom left to right. Now and then
the Chemist stopped it, increasing the resolution on places where the finder showed a greater
concentration of detail. The Doctor went on knedling as the camera purred. Thefilm flew, and the spools
were changed almost without a pause. Barely adiver of the solar disk remained above the water asthe
lens pointed at the movement directly below. The Doctor had to lean over the edge now with the camera,
hanging on to the taut line, and beneath him he saw thefolds of the clay wall bathed in a crimson that
grew dimmer and dimmer. Near the end of the second spooal, the red disk disappeared. The sky il
glowed, but a gray-blue shadow fell over the plain and the lake, and apart from the flashes there was
nothing more to be seen.

The three men carried the camera back carefully, asthough it were atreasure.

"Do you think the pictureswill turn out?' the Chemist asked the Engineer.

"Well find out in the ship. We can dways come back."

They put the cameraand the spoolsin Defender and returned to the cliff. Only now did they
notice that on the eastern shore of the lake was a steep wall that merged into the landscape. Its summit
caught the final pink gleam of the sunset, and aboveit, far in the distance, arusset column of smoke
poured into the sky with thefirst stars. "Ah, that must be the valey, the geyser,” the Chemist exclaimed to
the Doctor.

They looked down again. White and green sparks dowly spread in aline dong the edge of the
lake, theline sometimes forking, like ariver. Asit grew darker, the number of lightsincreased. Thetal
thicket, now completely black, rustled peacefully overhead. They turned away reluctantly, so beautiful
wasthe view, and took with them the image of the |ake reflecting milky stars.

Asthey waked back, the Doctor asked the Chemist, "What did you see?’

The Chemist smiled, embarrassed. "Nothing. | wasn't really looking, | was concentrating on
making the adjustments, on the focusing, and Henry moved so quickly. . ."

"It doesn't matter," said the Engineer, leaning against Defender's cold hull. "We took two hundred
frames asecond, and welll see everything when the filmis developed.”

"Anidyllic excurson," said the Doctor.

The Engineer switched the rear telescreen and put Defender into reverse. They went uphill for a
while, but when they cameto awider place, they turned and headed due north.

"We're not taking the same route back," said the Engineer. "That would add something like sixty
miles. I'll follow the clearing aslong as | can. We should be there within two hours."



Xl

The road was winding, the thicket walls pressed in on Defender, stalks struck the windshield, and
now and then a pod-leaf would drop in the Chemist's or the Doctor's lap. The Doctor raised oneto his
nose and sniffed.

"A nicesmdl," hesaid, surprised.

They werein awonderful mood. In the crystal-clear sky the serpentine Milky Way sparkled like
ameass of diamonds. A gentle breeze combed the thicket with asigh. Defender, rolling dong, hummed
softly.

"Curious that there are no tentacles on Eden,” the Doctor said. "In al the sciencefiction | ever
read, other planets are full of tentacles out to strangle you."

"And their inhabitants have Six fingers" added the Chemist. "Almost dways Sx."

"Six isamystical number,” said the Doctor. "Half of six isthree, and success only comes on the
third try."

"Stop that jabbering, or I'll losetheway," said the Engineer, who was Sitting higher up. He il
hadn't turned on the headlights, athough now one could not see much without them -- but the night was
unusudly fine, and hewould ruinit if he switched them on. And traveling by radar meant closing the
turret. Insde, al he could see were his own hands at the controls, and the dials glowing pale green and
rose on the pand infront of him, and the atomic indicator arrows twinkling like orange stars.

"Canyou cdl the ship?' asked the Doctor.

"No," said the Engineer. "There's no ionosphere here. Thereisone, actualy, but it'sriddied with
holes. And for shortwave we haven't had the time to adjust the tranamitter. Y ou know that."

The tracks started rattling; the machine began to sway. The Engineer switched on the lightsand
saw that they weretraveling over round white rocks, while high overhead limestone crags assumed
fantastic shapes. They werein acanyon.

This bothered him, because he had no ideawhere, other than the genera direction, the road was
taking them, and not even Defender could negotiate such wals. They rode on. There were more and
more rocks, and the thicket was replaced by separate clumps that shone black in the headlights. The
road twisted, went uphill, went level. The cliffs became lower on one side, then disappeared atogether,
and the men found themselves in ameadow rimmed by limestone ridges from which ran small scree-filled
gullies. At ground level, green-gray stalks stood among rocks.

They had been going in too northeasterly adirection for about a quarter of an hour now, and it
wastimeto get on course again, but the limestone wall to their right would not permit this.

"Still, we werelucky," the Chemist said unexpectedly. "We could have gone off that dliff. . ."

The way was blocked by something like netting with long hairy fringes. Defender approached the
barrier dowly, and the netting adhered to it. The Engineer accelerated alittle, and the bizarre netting tore
and disappeared, some of it mashed into the ground under the tracks. The lights picked tall black shapes
out of the darkness, aforest of shapes, like a petrified army. The men nearly crashed into the base of a
column. The large middle spotlight came on and traveled up the tapering black object.

It was aSatue, agigantic Statue, which at last they recognized asadoubler -- that is, its smaller
torso only, enlarged ahundredfold. Its arms were crossed, upraised, and it had aflat, amost concave
face, with four symmetrica eye sockets, aface therefore different from the ones they had seen, and the
doubler was leaning to the Sde, as though watching them.

For along time nobody spoke. Then the spotlight |eft the statue, probed the darkness, hit other
bases, other columns, other torsos, which were dark, spotted, though sometimes there would be awhite
one, asif carved from bone. Every face had four eyes, but some were deformed, swollen, with an
enormous ridge across the forehead. Farther off, a adistance of perhaps six hundred feet: awall of giant
hands reaching upward, or pointing to different congtellationsin the sky.

"It'slike acemetery,”" said the Chemist in alowered voice.

The Doctor had aready climbed out onto the rear section of the vehicle, and the Chemist



followed. The Engineer turned the spotlight to the limestonewall. Inits place he saw afriezefilled with
worn, nearly obliterated carvings, an intricate tangle of formsand figuresthat his eyes couldn't follow.
Sometimes he thought he saw something familiar, but the sense of it escaped him.

The Chemist and the Doctor walked among the statues while the Engineer lit their way from the
turret. Then the distant, indistinct murmur that he had not paid attention to before, too absorbed by the
unusud scene, became avirulent hissng close at hand. Gray clouds drifted out from the rows of statues,
and apack of doublers rushed through them, leaping, whining, coughing, wailing. They fled blindly,
colliding into one another.

The Engineer jumped into his seet and grabbed the lever. Hisfirgt thought wasto ride over to his
men. A hundred feet away, at the end of an overgrown lane, he could see the pale, astonished faces of
the Doctor and the Chemist. But he couldn't move, because the fleeing crestures, totally disregarding the
machine, ran right in front of it. Severa of the enormous bodies had falen. The hissng wasdl about him
now; it seemed to come from the ground itself. And, indeed, aflexible tube had emerged, closeto the
ground, from the nearest base lit by Defender's headlights, and foam was pouring from it. When the foam
hit the soil, it began to smoke violently, Soreading agray mist.

Asthefirst wave of mist swept over the turret, the Engineer fdlt that there were hundreds of
needlesin hislungs. Blinded, tears pouring down his cheeks, he made astrangled cry and pressed the
accelerator. Defender lurched, knocked over a gtatue, climbed onto it, rolled dong it, screeching. The
Engineer couldn't breathe, the pain was atrocious, but the turret couldn't be closed; first he had to pick up
the others, so he rode on, barely able to see the statues that Defender was knocking down. Theair
became clearer, and the Chemist and the Doctor -- he could hear them -- legped out of the thicket and
climbed on. He wanted to shout to them, "Get in!" but no sound emerged from his burned throat. The
other two jumped insde, coughing and choking. The Engineer groped for the lever, and the dome closed
over them, but the throat-searing mist was still insde. Groaning, with thelast of his strength, he grappled
with avalve on apipe, and oxygen burst out in ajet; he could fed it strike hisface. The gas, at high
pressure, hit him like afist between the eyes, but he did not mind, thankful for thelife-giving flow. The
other two bent over his shoulders and inhaled greedily.

The filterswere working, and the oxygen replaced the toxic mist. The men could see again.
Panting, they felt an intense painin their chests -- each breath seemed to be made through araw wound
-- but this sensation passed. The Engineer, having recovered his sight completely, switched on the screen.

A few bodies il quivered among the columnsin aside lane where he had not gone; the mgority
were not moving at al. A jumble of small hands, torsos, and heads disappeared and reappeared through
the gray mist. The Engineer turned on the sound monitor and heard feeble coughing, whimpering;
something pattered in the rear, and achorus of broken, rasping voices was raised again in the direction of
the frieze. But there was nothing to be seen there, except for the flowing mist. The Engineer made certain
that the turret was hermetically sealed and, clenching histeeth, began to turn Defender around. The
tracks clattered over the stone fragments; the three headlight beams tried to penetrate the haze. He
moved past the fallen statues, looking for the hissing tube -- and guessed thet it wasin the foam gushing
about thirty feet ahead, where a cloud was covering the upraised arms of the Satue.

"No!" cried the Doctor. "Don't shoot! Some of them may be divel"

It wastoo late. The screen went dark for asplit second; Defender recoiled, was thrown back
with aterrible grinding; and the antiproton beam, emerging from thetip of the generator conceded inits
nose, crossed the distance of forty feet to the source of the foam and there annihilated an equivalent
amount of matter.

When the screen cleared, there was afiery crater surrounded by scattered, broken statues.

The Engineer strained his eyes, trying to find the source of the tube. He turned Defender ninety
degrees and proceeded dowly aong the row of fallen statues. The mist wasthinner here. They passed
three or four rag-covered bodies. The Engineer braked and steered to avoid running over the nearest
ones. A large shape loomed in the thicket ahead. A long clearing opened up, and at the other end of it
slvery shapesfled, taking cover. Instead of smal torsosin their chests, they had narrow helmetsflattened
at the sides, with besks on top.



Something thudded into Defender's front; the screen darkened, then brightened again. The left
light had gone out.

The Engineer ran the middle light along the edge of the copse, picking out numerous glints of
slver among the branches. Behind the silver, something began to gyrate. It went faster and fadter,
branches and whole bushesflew, and the huge whirling mass, churning the air in the gleam of the
headlights, moved sdeways. The Engineer aimed the nose at the point of the grestest activity and
depressed the peda. A muffled roar shook the turret.

It looked asif the sun had risen. They werein the middle of the clearing now, and wherethe
copse had stood, afifth of the horizon was awhite sea of fire. Againg thiswall of flame and smoke, a
glittering sphere rolled toward them.

The Engineer could hear nothing but the roar of the fire. Defender was a bug on the ground
compared with this colassus, which spun faster, becoming awhirlwind high asamountain and divided in
the middle by ablack zigzag. He had it in his cross hairs, then saw, severa hundred feet away, pale
slhouettesflesing.

"Braceyoursdves!" heyelled, feding that there were nailsin histhroat.

A hdlish scraping, ajolt, adesafening crash, and for amoment it seemed that the turret wasfaling
toward him. Defender groaned, its dampers overloaded; the hull rang like abell; when Defender fired,
the screen darkened and brightened, and a hundred hammers began pounding on them. The din abated;
the blows became dower, fewer; along arm continued to flail; then a clatter across the armor, and
severa arms, spider arms, opened and closed convulsively in front of the screen. One of them tapped
rhythmically on the hull, asthough stroking it, and finally stopped. The Engineer tried moving, but the
tracks wouldn't turn -- they were jammed -- 0 he switched into reverse, and dowly, through twisted
pieces of metal, Defender crawled crabwise. The obstructions gave way with a clang, and the vehicle,
released, shot backward.

Againg the flaming copse, the wreck looked like a crushed ninety-foot spider. One severed arm
dtill thrashed, digging into the ground. Among the limbs was a horned globe; it was open now, and slvery
figureswerelegping fromit.

Without thinking, he pressed the pedd.

There was thunder, and anew sun tore through the clearing. Fragments of the wreck flew in al
directions, whistling, as acolumn of seething clay, sand, and soot rose in the center. The Engineer felt
suddenly weak, he felt that he was going to vomit. Cold sweat trickled down his back and poured from
hisface. He was putting his hand to alever when he heard the Doctor shout, "No, turn back! Do you
hear? Turn back!"

Reddish smoke gushed from the crater, asthough it were avolcano, and dag flowed down the
dope, kindling what remained of the crushed vegetation.

"But | am," said the Engineer. "1 am turning back. . ."

But he didn't move. Sweat continued to trickle down hisface.

"Areyou al right?' The Doctor's voice seemed to come from far off.

The Engineer saw the Doctor's face over him; he shook his head and blinked. "I'mfine," he
mumbled. The Doctor returned to his sest.

Defender shuddered and swung around, but they could hear nothing over the sound of thefire,
whose roar was like the ocean. They retreated by the same route they had come.

Their single headlight -- they had lost the middle onein the collision -- again swept over toppled
statues and dead bodies, both covered now with ametalic gray deposit. The men rode between the
fragments of two white statues and headed north. Like a ship cutting through waves, Defender plowed
through brushwood. Severd pae forms darted panic-stricken from the light.

The men picked up speed, and the ride grew bumpy. The Engineer took deep breaths, fighting
hisweakness. He could still seethe swirling ashes, dl that remained of the legping silvery forms. Defender
pushed uphill, springy branches smacking its hull, and the tracks grated against something that the men
could not see. Now they moved faster, uphill, downhill, across smdl gullies, through winding ravines,
knocking down tangled, woody scrub. The machine went like a battering ram through a copse of spider



trees, and their prickly abdomens hit the hull with soft, forcel ess blows as mashed stalks cracked and
hissed. The glow of thefirewas il visblein the rear screens. Sowly it faded; then darkness covered

everything.

X1l

An hour later they were on the plain. The night wasfull of stars. The busheswere few and far
between, then disappeared atogether, and there was nothing but dunes, which undulated in the single
headlight. Defender took them quickly, as though impatient. The seats rocked, the tracks whistled. The
lights on the control panel shone pink, orange, green. The Engineer had hisface to the screen, looking for
the ship.

What before had been accepted matter-of-factly -- that they had gone off without radio contact
-- now seemed madness to him. Asthough the extra hour or two it would have taken to modify the
transmitter was too much. When he was dmost certain that he had passed the ship in the dark and was
now to the north of it, he Sghted it -- not the ship, that is, but astrangely luminous bubble. Defender
dowed down. The danting walls gleamed like Slver and firein its headlight. When the blinker inside went
on, the effect was extraordinary: a high dome, open at the top, erupted in tangled rainbows.

Reluctant to shoot, the Engineer made for the spot where the vehicle had previoudy carved a
way for itsdf. But the mirrorlike wall had filled in the gap from both sides; the only sign of passagewasa
patch of fused sand at the base of the structure.

With the full force of its Sixteen tons, Defender pushed at thewadll until the hull complained. The
wall did not yidd.

The Engineer backed awvay dowly to Sx hundred feet, aimed the cross hairs aslow as possible,
and touched the pedal. Not waiting for the seething rim of the opening to cool, he moved forward. The
turret grazed it, but the materia, softened by the heat, gave. Defender glared one-eyed through the empty
ring and with alow murmur rode up to the ship.

Only Blackie wasthereto greet them, and it turned immediately and |&ft. Then therewasthe
inevitable delay of having to clean the hull and take radiation readings before they could leave the
cramped interior of the machine.

The blinker came on. The Captain, the first to emerge from the tunnel, looked at the black
patches on Defender's front, the two broken headlights, and the grim faces of the returning crew, and
sd, "Youwereinafight.”

"Yes," the Doctor replied.

"Come below. It's till 0.9 roentgen per minute up here. Blackie can stay."

Without another word, they descended. In the passage to the engine room the Engineer noticed a
second, smaller robot connecting leads, but he didn't even stop to have alook at it. There were lightson
inthelibrary; asmall table had been set with aluminum plates and cups and a bottle of wine in the center.

The Captain said: "Thiswas supposed to be a. . . celebration, since the gravimetric distributor
was found to be intact, and the main pile isworking. If we can raise the ship, welll be able to take off.
Now. . . it'syour turn."

Therewas slence. "Wdll, you wereright,” said the Doctor, looking at the Engineer. "It'sdesert to
thewest. We did dmost a hundred and twenty miles, then turned southwest." He told about the inhabited
place by the lake, how they had filmed it, and how on their way back they had come upon a group of
statues. Here he hesitated.

"It looked like a cemetery, or perhaps atemple. It's hard to describe what happened next,
because I'm not sure what it meant -- but that's nothing new here. A pack of doublers appeared, running
in panic; it looked as though they had been hiding, or had perhaps been driven there as part of a
roundup. That's just my impression. About aquarter of amile farther down -- thisal happened on a



dope -- there was asmall woods, and other doublers hiding there, doublerslike the onein slver that we
killed. Behind them, possibly camouflaged, was one of those gyrating machines, ahuge top. But before
we saw that, there was atube, aflexible tube at ground leve, giving off afoam that converted into a

jpoi Son suspension or gas. | assume we can andyzeit; it must have left adepodt in thefilters, don't you
think?' He turned to the Engineer, who nodded. "Anyway, the Chemist and | got out to have alook at
the statues, the turret was open, and we were gassed, Henry the worst of al, because the first wave of
gas made straight for Defender. When we had got back in and pumped oxygen into the turret, Henry
fired at the tube -- or, rather, a where we thought it was, because you couldn't see much in that mist.”

"Y ou used antimatter?' the Captain asked quietly.

"Yes" replied the Engineer.

"Couldn't you have used the smal thrower?"

"l could have, but | didn't."”

"Wewereadll. .." The Doctor searched for the right word. ". . . shaken. Those doublers were not
naked. They worerags -- asif, perhaps, their clothes had been torn in astruggle. They died, were dying,
right before our eyes. And, as | said, before that we had very nearly been poisoned oursalves. That was
the situation. Then Henry tried to find the continuation of the tube, if | remember correctly. Isthat right?"

The Engineer nodded.

"So we rode down toward the woods, and saw those silvery creatures. They were wearing
masks. Maybe gas masks. They shot at us-- | don't know what they were using -- and we lost a
headlight. At the same time, the huge top started moving. It attacked us from the side, out of the bushes.
Then. . . Henry fired."

"At thewoods?

"y es"

"At thedlvery creatures?’

"Yes"

"And a thetop?"

"No, thetop hit us and broke against Defender. Therewas afire, of course. The scrub burned
like paper.”

"Did they try to establish contact?"

"No."

"Did they pursueyou?'

"I don't know. Probably not. The disks could have caught up with us."

The Engineer disagreed. "Not in that terrain. Thereare alot of ravines, gullies, alittle like the Jura
back on Earth."

"| see. And then you came directly here?"

"We backtracked, went east.”

They st inslence.

The Captain raised hisheed. "Did you kill. . . many of them?’

The Doctor glanced at the Engineer, saw that he was not going to answer, and said, "It was dark.
They werein thewoods. | think | saw. . . maybe twenty. But farther back something el se was shining.
There could have been more of them.”

"The onesthat shot at you, they were definitely doublers? Nothing € s2?"

"l saw no smaller torsos on them, only those helmets. But, judging by their shape, size, and way
of moving, they were doublers.”

"What did they usetofirea you?'

The Doctor was at aloss.

"Projectiles, probably nonmetalic,” said the Engineer. "That's only aguess. | didn't inspect the
damage -- | didn't even look. Not of much force, that was my impression.”

"Yes," the Physicist agreed. "The two headlights -- | took a quick look at them -- are dented, not
punctured.”

"Onewas smashed in the collison with the top,” the Chemist said.



"And the Satues, what did they look like?" asked the Captain.

The Doctor described them as best he could. When he came to the white statues, he paused and
gmiled. "Again, unfortunately, we can only spesk in metaphors. . ."

"Four eyes? Prominent foreheads?' the Captain prompted.

"Yes"

"Were they stone carvings? Metal? From molds?"

"| can't say. But definitely not from molds. The main thing, therewas acertain. . . dteration of the
proportions. A kind of, amost. . ." He hesitated.

v

"ldedlization," the Doctor said, not without embarrassment. " Though we saw them only briefly,
and so much happened afterward. . . It istoo easy to make analogies. A cemetery. Escaped prisoners. A
police roundup. Genocide, using gas. But we know nothing. Y es, some of the planet'sinhabitantskilled
others before our eyes. That cannot be disputed. But who killed whom -- and whether the killed and the
killerswereredly thesame. . ."

"And if they were not the same, doesthat explain anything?' asked the Cybernetici<.

"Well. . . I've thought about one possibility. A macabre one, | admit. For mankind, aswe know,
cannibalism istaboo. Y et moraists find nothing terrible about esting roast monkey. My point is, whet if
biologica evolution here has developed in such away that the externa differences between beings of
human intelligence and beings that have remained at the anima level are much less than those between
man and monkey? What we witnessed, then, might have been ahunt.”

"And what about that ditch toward the city?' said the Engineer. "Were those trophies of the hunt,
Doctor?'

"But we can't be certain. . ."

"In any case, we havethefilm," said the Chemigt, interrupting. "I don't know why, but until now
weredly haven't seen any norma, everyday existence on this planet. The film shows normality -- at least
that'stheimpression | got.”

"Impresson?’ the Physicist asked, surprised. "But didntyou see. . . 7'

"Wewerein too much of ahurry trying to take advantage of the remaining light. And the distance
was cons derable, more than twenty-five hundred feet. But we have two spools of film taken with a
telescopic lens. What timeisit? Not yet twelve! We can develop them now.”

"Givethemto Blackie," said the Captain. "Gentlemen, | can see you're upset. It'strue, weve got
oursalvesin agod-awful mess here, but. . ."

"Do contacts between higher civilizationsinevitably cometo this?* asked the Doctor.

The Captain shook his head, stood up, and took the bottle of wine from the table. "Weéll put this
away," hesaid, "for another occasion. . ."

When the Engineer and the Physicist eft to examine Defender, and the Chemist went to supervise
the development of the film, the Captain took the Doctor by the arm and brought him over to the library
shelves, where he asked in alowered voice, "Ligten, isit possible that it was your unexpected
appearance that caused the doublersto fleg, and that it was only you, and not the doublers, who were
the object of attack?"

The Doctor's eyes widened. "Y ou know, that never even occurred to me," he admitted, then was
logt in thought for awhile,

"l don't know," hesaid at lat. "'l would say not. . . unlessit was an attack that failed and then
turned againgt. . . some of them. But there's another explanation,” he added, Straightening. " Suppose we
rodeinto an areathat was off limits. The onesfleeing were trespassers, say, agroup of pilgrims, who
knows? The sentries guarding the place brought out their wegpon -- that tube -- just as Defender came
on the scene. An unfortunate coincidence. Y es, it might have been like that.”

"Youredly think s0?'

"Well, such an explanation isasvaid as our first one. They could have put guards or sentriesin
the areawhen the news about us spread. Before, when we werein that valey, they had no knowledge of
us, and that's why we encountered no weapons. . ."



"We have yet to come across even atrace of their information network," the Cyberneticist
remarked from the depths of his cabin. "Writing, radio, recordings. . . Every civilization cregtesa
technology of some kind to pool and save its experience. This one must aswell. If only we could go to
their aity!”

"With Defender we could,” said the Captain, turning to him. "But that would precipitate a battle,
whose outcome and consequences we cannot predict.”

"Then, if only we could sit down with one of their scientists or engineers. . ."

"And how do we do that?" asked the Doctor. "Put an ad in the paper?’

"If I only knew! It shouldn't be that difficult. We arrive on the planet with acomputer trandator,
we draw acouple of Pythagorean trianglesin the sand, exchange gifts. . ."

"Stop that babbling." It was the Engineer, standing in the doorway. "Come on. The film's been
developed.”

They went to the laboratory to seeit, Snce that was the largest room on the ship. The Captain sat
behind the projector. Everyone took a seat, and the robot switched off the light.

Thefirgt length of film was completely scorched. The lake flashed severa times; then its shoreline
cameinto view. There were ramps, and towers linked by struts, fretwork, over the water. Theimage
blurred, came into focus again, and they could see that on the top of each tower were two five-bladed
propellersturning in opposite directions. Turning very dowly. Objects did down the rampsinto the lake
and submerged. It wasimpaossible to distinguish their shapes, though they, too, moved very dowly. The
Captain reran this part at a higher speed, but the only new thing they saw were the rings the objects made
on the surface of thewater. A doubler stood at the shore, its back to them. Only the upper part of its
huge torso was visible above a barrel-shaped machine from which jutted a dender whip that terminated
inwindblown wisps.

The shore was replaced by flat, boxlike objects set on pylons. Moving across the screen, the
objects carried various barrels like the one at the harbor containing the doubler. But they were empty.

There were flashes, blotches, blurs. The film had been overexposed. Between the blotches, small
foreshortened figures, doublers, were moving about in pairs, in different directions, and their smaler
torsos were covered with fluff, so that only the little heads showed, but the picture was not sharp enough
for the men to seetheindividua faces.

Now alarge mass, rhythmicaly risng and faling, filled the screen. It sporead toward one of the
bottom cornerslike syrup. Dozens of doublers walked atrossit, and it looked asif they were holding
something in thair tiny hands, and touching, stroking, or brushing the massinto clumps. Occasondly it
gathered into apeak, from which emerged agray calyx. The picture shifted, but the moving mass
continued to fill it. The detall was very sharp. In the center was a bunch of willowy cayxes, and over
each calyx stood two or three doublers, lowering their facesto it, taking turns. The Captain reran this
part dowly: now the doublers appeared to be kissing the cayxes. While one kissed, the others, their
smaller torsos extended halfway, watched.

The picture shifted again. Now the men could see the edge of the mass, which was marked by a
dark line, and near the line moved whirling spheres, much smdler than the disks the men knew. Their
gyration was dow and jerky; one could see the strutted arms swinging. But this was an effect of thefilm,
of the speed of the frames.

Sowly the screen filled with activity, but everything, in dow motion, seemed to take placeina
liquid. What the men had taken to be the "center of the town" was a dense network of grooves, dong
which ran curious half-barrels, rounded only on one side. From two to five doublers, usudly three, sat in
each one. Their small torsos seemed to be encircled by abelt connected to the outside of the "barrd,"
but that might have been only areflection. The long shadows thrown by the setting sun confused the
picturein places.

Above the grooves ran elegant openwork bridges. Here and there on the bridges huge tops spun,
and again the gyration appeared as a series of complex movements, as though jointed limbs were pulling
something invigble from the air. Onetop cameto a stop, and doublers covered with ashiny materia
emerged from it. Just asthe third doubler was getting out, pulling something hazy behind him, theimage



shifted.

Through the center ran athick line, much closer to the lensthan the rest of the picture. Thisline--
or pipe -- swayed gently; connected to it was a cigar-shaped object that spilled what looked like acloud
of leaves, though they were heavier than leaves, because they did not flutter but fell like weights. Below,
on a concave surface, stood many rows of doublers, and sparks flew from their outstretched hands to the
ground. But the rain of objects disappeared before it reached them.

The image shifted. Two doublers were lying motionless at the very edge. Asathird approached
them, they dowly got up. One of them swayed; with its small torso concealed, it looked like a sugarl oaf.
The Captain reran that segment. When the recumbent bodies appeared, he stopped the film, sharpened
the image, then went up to the screen with alarge magnifying glass. But dl he saw were dots.

It went dark: the end of the first spool. The beginning of the second showed the same picture, but
at adightly different angle and darker. The sun was setting. The two doublers dowly walked away; now
the third was on the ground. Streaks shot across the screen; the camerawas moving too fast. They were
looking at alarge grid with pentagona openings. In each opening stood adoubler. In afew therewere
two doublers. Beneeth the grid quivered another grid, blurry. Then they redized that the grid below was
ashadow on the ground. The ground was smooth, dick, like wet concrete.

The doublersin the grid openings wore dark-colored, bulky clothing and were dl performing the
same movements: their smaler torsos, velled by something semi-transparent, bent to one Sde, then the
other, asif in apeculiarly dow gymnagtics. The picture flickered and tilted; for awhileit wasdifficult to
see anything. It was aso growing darker. They saw the edge of the grid of lines. Onelineterminated in a
large disk, motionless, resting at an angle. More "traffic" -- bulging objectsfull of doublersgoingin
different directions.

Againthegrid, thistimefrom directly above. Doublers, foreshortened, waddled along in pairs; a
whole herd of them, divided in two, liketwo lanesin astreet. A cable extending beyond the picture
moved down the center, pulling on blurred wheels something that emitted sharp flashes, oblong crystal or
ablock covered with mirrors. It rocked from side to sSde, throwing licks of light on the pedestrians it
passed. Suddenly it halted and grew transparent, revealing arecumbent figureinside.

The Captain reversed the spool, rewound it, and, after the oblong object again approached,
rocking, and displayed its contents, stopped the film. Everyone went up to the screen. There, between
the two lanes, the two rows of doublers, lay a man.

"I think I'm going mad," someone said in the darkness.

"Well, let'swatch it through to the end,” said the Captain.

They went back to their seats, the pool turned, the picture flickered and brightened. One by
one, long objects moved through the crowd, but now they were covered with some bright fabric that
hung down and trailed on the ground. The picture shifted to a desolate area bordered on one side by a
danting wall. There were clumps of scrub aong thewall. A lone doubler walked in agroove that ran the
whole length of the screen. The doubler legped from the groove, asthough in panic, and agyrating top
passed; there was a bright flash, then amist. After the mist cleared, the doubler waslying motionless.
Everything became darker, dmost black. The doubler seemed to twitch, or perhaps began to crawl
away, until stripes shot across the screen, and the screen went white. The film was finished.

When the lights were turned back on, the Chemist took the spools to the darkroom to make
some enlargements of selected frames. The othersremained in the laboratory.

"Well, now, what do we make of dl this?' said the Doctor. "Without trying, | could give two,
even three different explanations.”

Thisangered the Engineer. "'If you had done a proper sudy of the doubler's physiology,” he said,
"we'd know agreat ded more than we do now!"

"And when was | supposed to do that?" inquired the Doctor.

"Gentlemen!" cried the Captain. "Thisis beginning to sound like ascientific convention! All right,
that figure shocked us. A dummy, undoubtedly, made in some sort of modeling materia. Probably,
through their information network, they've sent pictures of usto every settlement on the planet, and from
the pictures they fashioned human effigies”



"But why would they want to make such portraits?* asked the Doctor.

"For scientific or religious purposes, who knows? We won't solve that one, no matter how long
wediscussit. Still, it'snot dl that strange. What we've seen isarather small center where thingsare being
manufactured. We may also have observed their. . . recreation, perhapsther art, a street scene -- though
what they were doing in the harbor, that pouring of objects, was none too clear.”

"Nonetoo clear,” the Doctor said. "Wl put.”

"And there were what looked like scenesfrom army life -- the ones dressed in silver, asweve
seen before, serve amilitary function. Asfor the episode at the end. . . it may have been the punishment
of anindividua who broke alaw, perhaps by using agroove reserved for the tops.”

"Summary execution for jaywalking seemsabit severe, don't you think?' said the Doctor.

"Does anyone el se have something to say?' asked the Captain, nettled.

The Physicist spoke. "The doublers appear to travel onfoot only in exceptiona circumstances.
That might be because of their size and weight -- and the disproportion in their limbs, particularly
between the hands and the trunk of the body. It would be interesting to try to draw an evolutionary tree
that could produce such ashape. Y ou've dl noticed how they gesticulate -- but none of them use their
hands to lift loads, to pull or carry. Perhaps their hands serve another purpose.”

"Such as?' the Doctor asked, interested.

"I don't know, that's your field. | just think that, instead of attempting to understand the structure
of their society, we ought to study, firg, theindividud, the building block of that society.”

"Youreright," said the Doctor. "The hands, yes, that'sa problem. . . the evolutionary tree. We
don't even know if the doublers are mammals. That question | could answer in afew days-- but it's not
the thing that impressed methe mogt in thisfilm.”

"And what'sthat?" asked the Engineer.

"Thefact that, among the pedestrians, | saw not one who was solitary. Did you notice that?"

"Except at thevery end,” said the Physicigt.

"Precisdy.”

No onesaid anything for awhile.

"WEIl haveto look at the film again,” said the Captain at last. "The Doctor isright: there were no
solitary doublers. They went at least in pairs. Though, at the beginning -- yes! -- one of them was by itself
inthe harbor."

"It was Sitting in that cone-shaped thing,” said the Doctor. "'In the disks, too, they st individualy. |
was talking only about pedestrians.”

"There weren't many of them.”

"There were severd hundred. Imagine abird's-eye view of astreet in atown on Earth. The
percentage of solitary pedestrians would be considerable. At some hoursthey would even beinthe
majority. But heretherewerenoneat al."

"What does that mean?' asked the Enginesr.

The Doctor shook hishead. "1 have noidea.”

"But the onethat came with us. . . hewas by himsdf."

"Congder the circumstancesthat led to that.”

The Engineer made no reply.

"Ligen," said the Captain, "thisis getting us nowhere. We didn't gather information systematicaly,
because we're not aresearch team. We had other worries, of the 'struggle-for-surviva' variety. Now we
must decide on a course of action. Tomorrow Digger will be working. WEIl have atota of two robots,
two semiautomata, Digger and Defender, who may dso help in the unearthing of the ship. | don't know if
you're familiar with the plan the Engineer and | worked out. The basicideaisto lower the ship first to the
horizontal, then stand it upright by packing soil under the hull. That's the method the ancient
pyramid-builders used. Well cut our 'glasswall’ into pieces we can useto build ascaffold. There's
enough material, and we aready know that the substance can be melted and welded at high
temperatures. Using the wdll that the inhabitants of Eden have so thoughtfully provided uswith will
shorten the task dramaticaly. We may be able to take off in three days." He paused, seeing the men stir.



"Therefore | wanted to ask you: do we take off?"

"Yes" sadthe Physcig.

"No," said the Chemigt, dmogt at the sametime.

"Not just yet," the Cyberneticist said.

A slence. Neither the Engineer nor the Doctor had voted.

" think we should leave," the Engineer said at last. Everyonelooked at him with astonishment.
Hewent on:

"| felt differently before. It's aquestion of the price. Just the price. Undoubtedly we could learn
much more, but the cost of obtaining that knowledge. . . it might be too great. For both sides. After what
has happened, the possibility of peaceful contact, of coming to an understanding, is, it seemsto me,
extremely remote. Each of us, whether welikeit or not, has his own concept of thisworld. Mine was that
terrible things were going on here, and that we should intervene. Aslong as we were Robinson Crusoes
going through our wreckage and making repairs, | said nothing. | wanted to wait until | knew more, and
until we could make use of our machines. But | see now that each intervention on behalf of what we hold
to be good and right will end the way our last excursion did: with the use of the annihilator. We can
awaysjustify ourselves, of course, argue self-defense, and so on -- but instead of helping, we're
destroying.”

"If we only had better knowledge. . ." said the Chemigt.

The Engineer shook his head.

"With better knowledge we'd see that each sdewasright initsown way. . ."

"Whether the murderers are right or wrong," the Chemist objected, "someone should give thought
tothar victims"

"But what can we offer them besides Defender's annihilator? Suppose we reduce haf the planet
to ashesin order to stop these incomprehensible roundups and exterminations. What then?"

"It'snot asmple matter of right and wrong,” said the Captain, joining the argument. "Everything
that's happening hereis part of an ongoing historica process. Y our impulseto help isbased on the
assumption that the society isdivided into heroesand villains.”

"Into oppressors and oppressed,” said the Chemig. "That's not the same thing.”

"All right. Let'simagine that a highly developed race, arriving on Earth during our religiouswars
severa hundred years ago, had decided to enter the conflict -- on the side of the weak. Wielding its
power, it forbids the burning of heretics, the persecution of dissenters, et cetera. Do you honestly think it
would be able to make its humanitarian rationalism accepted throughout the planet? Remember: dmost
the whole of mankind were believersthen. The alienswould have to pound us down to the last man, in
which case there would be no one left to benefit from their idedism!”

"Thenyou think it'simpossblefor usto help!" said the Chemist with vehemence.

The Captain looked at him along time before replying.

"Help, my God. What do you mean by hep? What's taking place here, what we're witnessing, is
the product of a specific civilization, and we would have to destroy theat civilization and cregte anew one
-- and how are we supposed to do that? These are beings with a physiology, psychology, and history
different from ours. Y ou can't transplant amodd of our civilization here. And you would have to
construct one, too, that would continue to function after our departure. . . | suspected, for quite some
time, that you had ideas smilar to those of the Engineer. And that the Doctor agreed with me, whichis
why he kept discouraging us from making analogiesto Earth. Am [ right?”

"Yes," said the Doctor. "I was afraid that through an access of noble-mindedness you would all
want to establish 'order’ here, which in practice would mean areign of terror."

"Maybe the oppressed would like adifferent life. . . but are too wesk," said the Chemist. "And if
we saved some who were condemned. . ."

"We saved one," the Captain retorted. "Now perhaps you can tell uswhat to do with him."

The Chemist had no reply.

"The Doctor isdsoin favor of leaving?' said the Captain. "Good. Including me, that makesa

mgority."



He broke off. His eyes grew round. He had been sitting facing the door -- the half-open door. In
the sllence they heard only afaint lgpping of water, and turned to follow the Captain's sare.

In the doorway stood the doubler.

"How did he get out. . . 7' But the Physicist'swords died on hislips. He saw hismistake. This
was not their doubler. Theirswas locked in the first-aid room.

On the threshold was an enormous dark-skinned doubler, its smaller torso bent low and the head
amogt touching thelintel. The creature was dressed in abrown materid that hung straight and encircled
the smal torso like acollar. Wound around the collar was athick tangle of green wire. Through adlit on
the side gleamed a broad metalic belt. The doubler did not move. Itsflat, wrinkled face and two large
blue eyes were covered by atrangparent, funnd-shaped shied. From the shield ran thin gray strands that
coiled around the smdler torso severa times and crisscrossed in front, forming akind of pocket, in which
rested its hands, smilarly bandaged. Only the knobby tips of the fingers protruded.

Everyone sat in amazement at the sight. The doubler bent over even more and with acough
moved dowly forward.

"How did it getin?. . . Blackieisinthetunnd. . ." whispered the Chemigt.

Then the doubler dowly withdrew. It went out, stood in the dark corridor for amoment, and
entered a second time -- or, rather, only stuck its head in just beneath the lintel.

"It'sasking if it can enter," the Engineer said in awhisper. Then he shouted, "Comein! Comein!™

He got up and backed away along the opposite wall, and the others followed him. The doubler
regarded the empty center of the cabin blankly. It entered and dowly looked around.

The Captain went to the screen, tugged at it to make it whir upward, which uncovered the
blackboard. He asked the men to step aside, took a piece of chalk, and drew asmadll circle, then drew
an dlipse around the circle, and alarger dlipse outside that, and another, and another -- four inal. On
each dlipse he placed asmal circle. Then he approached the giant in the center of the room and stuck
thechak initslittlefingers.

The doubler accepted the chalk avkwardly, looked at it, looked at the blackboard, then dowly
went toward it. It had to inclineits smaler torso, which stuck out a an angle from the collar, in order to
touch the board with a bandaged hand. The men watched with bated breath. Clumsily, with effort, the
doubler tapped the circle on the third elipse severd times; it nearly filled the circle with crushed chalk.

The Captain nodded. Everyone breathed fredly. "Eden,” he said, pointing at the circle. "Eden,” he
repeated.

The doubler watched his mouth with interest. 1t coughed.

"Eden," said the Captain dowly, enunciating clearly.

The doubler coughed severd times.

"It can't speek,” said the Captain, turning to his colleagues. "That'sfor sure.”

They stood, not knowing what to do. The doubler moved. It dropped the chalk. Therewas a
sound like that of alock being opened. The brown materia parted, as though ripped from top to bottom,
and they saw abroad gold belt.

The belt unwound, rustling like metd foil. The doubler's smdler torso leaned far over, asif to step
from its body; bending almost in two, it grabbed the end of thefoil with itsfingers. The belt had uncoiled
into along sheet, which it held out, apparently offering it to them. The Captain and the Engineer reached
out smultaneoudy, and both jumped. The Engineer gave alittle cry. The doubler, apparently surprised,
coughed severa times, and the transparent shield wavered on itsface.

"An dectrical charge, but not very strong,” the Captain explained to the others, then reached for
thefoil asecond time. The doubler released it. They examined the gold surface in the light: it was
completely smooth, featureless. The Cagptain touched it at random and once again felt amild electric
shock.

"What isit?" growled the Physicigt, and began to run his hand over thefoil. Electric shocks made
hisfingers quiver. "Give me some powdered graphite!” he said. "It'stherein the cabinet!”

He spread out the foil on the table, paying no attention to the twitching of his hand, sprinkled the
foil with the graphite that the Cyberneticist had given him, and blew off the excess.



On the gold surface weretiny black dots scattered seemingly at random.

"Lacertal" the Captain cried suddenly.

"AlphaCygni!"

"Lyrd"

They turned to the doubler, who was watching them camly. Triumph gleamed initseyes.

"A gtar map!" exclaimed the Engineer.

"Well, now wefed at home." The Captain grinned.

The doubler coughed.

"Isit dectrica writing?'

"Apparently.”

"How are the charges maintained?"

"Perhaps they have an dectric sense!”

"Gentlemen, please! Let's proceed logicdly,” said the Captain. "What now?"

"Show it where we're from.”

"Right."

The Captain quickly erased the board and drew the congtdllation of the Centaur. He hesitated,
caculating in his head how that region of the Galaxy would be seen from Eden. He made athick dot to
indicate Sirius, added a dozen lesser stars, and on top of the Great Bear drew asmall crossindicating the
Sun. Then hetouched his own chest and that of al hismenin turn, swept hisarm around the room, and
again tapped the crosswith hischalk.

The doubler coughed, took the chalk from him, pushed its small torso over to the board, and
filled in the Captain's sketch with three dots. Alpha Aquilae and the binary system of Procyon.

"An astronomer!" whispered the Physicist. "A colleague. . ."

"Very likey! replied the Captain. "Now let'sgo on!" What followed was a great amount of
drawing. The planet Eden, the ship's path, its entry into the gaseoustail, and the collison. Then the ship
embedded in the ground -- across-section of the hill and the ship.

The doubler looked at the drawings on the blackboard and coughed. It went to the table. From
the green convolutions of its collar it extracted athin, flexible wire, leaned over, and began moving the
wire across the foil with extraordinary speed. This continued for sometime. It stepped back, and the men
sprinkled the foil with graphite, whereupon something strange occurred. Even asthey were blowing away
the excess powder, the emerging lines began to move.

Firgt they saw a hemisphere with an oblique column inside. Then asmall spot appeared and crept
over the edge of the hemisphere. It grew larger and larger. They recognized the outline of Defender,
though the sketch was inexact. Part of the curve of the hemisphere disappeared, and Defender entered
through that gap. At that point everything disappeared, and the graphite on the foil was even. Suddenly it
gathered to form the star map. Through the map emerged the figure of adoubler, sketched in long
strokes. The doubler standing behind them coughed.

"That'shim," said the Captain.

The map disappeared, leaving only the doubler. Then the doubler disappeared, and the map
replaced it. Thiswas repeated four times. Spread as though by an invisible breath, the graphite once
again arranged itsdlf into an outline of the hemigphere with the broken curve. The doubler's silhouette
appeared, much smaler, crawled toward the gap, and made itsway in. The hemisphere disappeared.
The oblique cylinder of the ship became larger. In front, beneath the hull, there was an opening. Through
it the doubler entered the ship. The graphite scattered in random clumps: end of message.

"That'show it got here, through the loading hatch!™ said the Engineer. "We left the damn thing
open!*

"Wait -- do you know what occurred to me?' the Doctor said. "Maybe they wanted, with that
wall, not so much to shut usin asto prevent their -- their scientists from contacting us!™

They turned to the doubler. It coughed.

"Well, enough of this," said the Captain. "It's been avery pleasant socid gathering, but we have



more important business before us! Asfor guerrillawarfare -- forget it. We must go about this
systematicaly. | suppose we ought to start with mathematics. The Physicist can handle that. Mathematics,
and metamathematics, of course. The theory of matter, field theory. And then information theory,
programming languages, semantics. Grammar, logic, vocabulary. All that belongsto you,” he said to the
Cyberneticigt. "And once weve set up that bridge, there's biology, metabolism, economics, socid forms,
group behavior, and so on. There we won't have to bein such ahurry. Meanwhile" -- he turned to the
Cyberneticigt and the Physicist -- "you two get started. Y ou have the filmsto help you, the computer, the
library. Use whatever you need.”

"To gtart with, we could take him around the ship,” said the Engineer. "What do you think? That
might tel him afew things. And hell seethat were hiding nothing from him."

"Yes, that'simportant,” the Captain agreed. "But -- until we're able to communicate with him
properly -- don't let him into the first-aid room. That might cause some sort of misunderstanding. Now,
let's make atour of the ship. What timeisit?'

It wasthreein the morning.
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Thetour of the ship took quite awhile. The doubler was especidly interested in the atomic pile
and the robots. The Engineer drew sketch after sketch for it, filling four notebooks in the engine room
aone. The guest made a detailed ingpection of the microgrid, was amazed to find it entirely submerged in
atank of liquid helium -- acryotronic brain, superconductive for quick reactions -- but soon grasped the
purpose of the cooling. It coughed for along time and looked with approva at the diagram the
Cyberndticigt drew for it. Evidently they could communicate much more easly by diagramsthan by trying
to represent basi ¢ words through gestures or symbols.

At fivein the morning the Chemigt, the Captain, and the Engineer went off to bed. Blackie, after
closing the loading hatch, stood guard in the tunnd, while the other three men took the doubler to the
library.

"Wait," said the Physicist asthey passed the laboratory. "Let's show it the periodic table. There
areillugrations of the eectron orbitals of the stoms."

They went in. The Physicist was rummaging through a pile of papersin the cabinet when they
heard aticking.

"What'sthat?' the Doctor asked.

The Physicist looked up, heard the ticking, too. His eyeswidened. "It'sthe Geiger. There must
bealesk. . ."

Heran to the counter. The doubler, looking at the different instruments, now approached the
table, and the counter began rattling like the roll of adrum.

"It'sthe doubler!" said the Physicigt, aiming the meta cylinder with both hands at the huge dien.
The counter whirred louder.

"He's radioactive? What does that mean?' asked the Cyberneticist.

The Doctor, pale, took the cylinder from the Physicist and swept the air with it in the direction of
the doubler. The higher heraised it, the weaker the sound. Near the creature's clumsy, stout legs, the
counter whirred and itsred light went on.

The doubler moved its eyes from one man to another, surprised but not darmed by what they
were doing. It clearly didn't understand.

"He came through the opening Defender madein thewall," the Doctor said softly. "Thereésa
radioactive patch there. . ."

"Keep your distancel" the Physicigt said. "He's giving off more than amilliroentgen a second!
Unlesswewrap him in ceramitefoil; then perhapswe could risk it. . ."



"I'm more concerned about him!™ the Doctor said, raising his voice. "How long do you think he
was exposed? What kind of dosage did he get?"

"l -- 1 havenoidea . ." thePhysicist said. "Y ou should do something! An acetate bath. . . Look
a him -- he doesn't know!"

The Doctor rushed out of the laboratory without saying aword. He returned a moment later with
thefirg-aid radiation kit. At first the doubler ressted their gesturesfor telling it to lie down, but eventualy
it submitted.

"Gloves!" the Physicist shouted, because the Doctor was touching the doublet's skin with his bare
hands.

"Should we wake the others?' asked the Cyberneticist, standing off to the side.

"No need," muttered the Doctor, pulling on thick gloves. He leaned over the doubler. "So far,
nothing. . . Therell be arash in ten, twelve hours, assuming. . ."

"If we could only communicate,” the Physcist sad, half to himsdif.

"A transfusion. . . but how?" The Doctor closed hiseyes. "The other one!” Then added, more
softly, "No, | can't. First | would have to type both bloods, test for agglutination. . ."

"Ligten." The Physicist pulled him aside. "It's probably bad. He must have crossed the radioactive
areathe second the temperature dropped, and there would have been plenty of isotopes there, rubidium,
grontium, rare earths. Are there white corpusclesin his blood?!

"Y es, but they're not like human ones.”

"All rapidly multiplying cdls are hit in the same way, regardiess of the species. Though he
probably has more resistance than man. . ."

"What makesyou say that?'

"Because background radiation hereis amost twice that of Earth. To some degree they must
have adapted to it. And | don't suppose your antibiatics. . . 7'

"Of no use. The bacteriahere are dtogether different.”

"Inthat case. . . we should try to communicate with him on as broad arange of subjectsas
possible. Thereaction, the apathy, if he behaves like ahuman being, won't begin for another severa
hours. . ."

The Doctor looked quickly at the Physicist. They were standing five feet from the doubler, who
did not take its blue eyes off them. "In other words, to pump as much information as we can out of him
before he dies”

"l wasn't thinking of it quitelikethat,” said the Physicig, turning red in the face. "But any one of
us, inhisplace. . . our first thought would be to complete the mission!”

The Doctor smiled bitterly. "Perhaps, knowing the score. But we gave him no choice. He was
injured by udl 1t was our fault."

"And now what?Y ou want to expiate your Sn? Don't beridiculous"

"Y ou don't understand. That" -- he pointed at the recumbent figure -- "isapatient, and this' -- he
dapped himsalf on the chest -- "isadoctor. And, except for adoctor, no one has any business here.”

"But. . . thisisour only chance. We won't be doing him any harm. It wasn't our fault thet. . ."

"It was! The doubler was injured because he followed Defender! But that's enough. | haveto
take blood from him."

He approached the creature with a syringe, hesitated, went back to the table for a second
syringe. "I'll need your help,” he said, turning to the Cyberneticist.

He approached the doubler now with both syringes and bared his arm. As the doubler watched,
the Cyberneticist took a syringe, extracted alittle of the Doctor's blood, and stepped back. The Doctor
took the second needle, touched the doubler's skin with it, found avein, inserted it. The doubler did not
move. Itslight-red blood filled the plastic cylinder. The Doctor deftly removed the needle, pressed the
puncture with a cotton ball, and |ft the room.

The Cyberneticigt, still holding the syringe containing the Doctor's blood, asked the Physicidt,
"And now what? Should we wake the others?'

"The Doctor will only make the same argument. No. . . the doubler must decidefor himsdif. If he



agrees, the Doctor will haveto go aong.”

The Cyberneticist gave him alook of surprise. "But how will the doubler decide? He doesn't
know -- and we can't tdll him!"

"Of coursewe can,” the Physicigt said, regarding the plastic cylinder containing the Doctor's
blood. "We have fifteen minutes while the Doctor counts corpuscles. Bring the blackboard herel”

"The blackboard!" And the Physicist began gathering bits of chalk.

The Cyberneticist took the blackboard off the wall, and together they set it up opposite the
doubler.

"Not enough chalk! Bring some from thelibrary, colored pieces™

Asthe Cyberneticist went out, the Physicist took a stick of chalk and quickly sketched a
hemisphere with the ship insdeit. He felt the creature's pae-blue eyes on him. When he wasfinished, he
turned to the doubler, tapped the blackboard with hisfinger, wiped it with awet sponge, and went on
drawing.

Thewadl intact. Before the wall, Defender. Defender's nose, the nuclear beam. The Physicist
went over to the creature, touched it, returned to the blackboard, and tapped the chalk on the sketched
figure. Then, quickly, he erased the picture, put the wal up again, rubbed another gap in it, surrounded
the gap heavily with violet, and placed the doubler there, erased everything except the doubler, replaced
the doubler with alarger doubler. Standing so that the doubler could see his every move, the Physicist
began rubbing crushed violet chalk onto the feet of the figure. He turned around.

The doubler's smdll torso, which had been resting on arubber pillow that the Doctor had inflated,
dowly rose, and the wrinkled monkey face and intelligent eyes turned from the blackboard to the
Physicigt, asthough asking him what al this mearnt.

The Physicist nodded, grabbed a can and a pair of protective gloves, and dashed out of the
laboratory. In the tunndl he dmost ran into arobot, which, recognizing him, stepped aside. Outside, on
the surface, the Physicist put the gloves on and ran to the gap in the crystal wall. At the shalow crater
there he dropped to his knees and as quickly as possible took afew pieces of sand-turned-to-glassand
threw them into the can. Then he ran back to the ship and through the tunndl. There was someone
gtanding in the laboratory, waiting: the Cyberneticis.

"The Doctor?' the Physicist asked.

"He hasn't returned yet.”

"Move back. Sit over there, by thewall." And he emptied the contents of the can, pale-violet
pieces of vitrified sand, on the floor in front of the blackboard.

"You'recrazy!" hissed the Cyberneticist, jumping to hisfeet. At the other end of thetable, the
Gelger cameto life and began clicking rapidly.

"Quiet! Don't interfere!” The Physicist's voice shook with such ferocity that the Cyberneticist sat
down again.

The Physcigt glanced at hiswatch. Twelve minutes had passed. The Doctor might return at any
moment. The Physicist leaned forward, pointed to the violet pieces, picked up ahandful of them, held
them in the pdm of his hand, and brought them to the sketched figure, to its feet, smeared with violet
chak. He rubbed one of the fragments on the drawing, looked into the doubler's eyes, dropped the rest
on the floor, and backed away.

Then he approached again, with a determined step, as though he had a great distance to cover,
and walked into the patch of violet pieces. He stood there for awhile, closed hiseyes, and dowly fell.
His body thudded on the floor. He lay there for amoment, got up, went over to the table, grabbed the
Geiger, and went back to the blackboard. When the cylinder was brought near the chal k-drawn fest, it
burgt into aloud staccato. The Physicist passed the counter by the blackboard severa times, repeating
the effect as the doubler watched intently, turned to the doubler and began moving the counter toward
the bare soles of itsfeet.

Theingrument began to chatter.

The doubler made asmall noise, asif it were choking. For several seconds -- which seemed an
eternity -- it looked into the Physicist's eyes. Drops of swest trickled down the Physicist's brow. The



doubler suddenly went limp, shut its eyes, and sank back on its cushion, strangdly tensing the fingers of
both hands. After lying still for amoment, it opened its eyes, sat up again, and gave the Physicist along
look.

The Physicist nodded, put the counter on the table, nudged the blackboard with hisfoot, and said
quietly to the Cyberneticit, "He knows now."

"Knowswhat?" muttered the other, shaken by this pantomime.

"That hesgoingto die

The Doctor entered, saw the blackboard and the scattered pieces of violet glass. "What's this?!
he asked angrily. "What doesit mean?”'

"It means you have two patients now," the Physicist said. And asthe Doctor watched in
amazement, he calmly took up the Geiger again and pointed it at his own body. The instrument chattered.
Radioactive dust had penetrated the Physicist's suit.

The Doctor paled, clutched the syringe he was holding, dmost asif it were aweapon. Then
dowly herdaxed. "All right," hesaid. "Let's clean you up.”

As soon asthe two of them left, the Cyberneticist threw on a protective suit and hurriedly
disposed of the radioactive fragments. Then he vacuumed the whole area carefully. The doubler lay ill,
watching, coughing quietly afew times. After about ten minutes the Physicigt returned with the Doctor; he
was now wearing awhite canvas suit and had thick bandages on his neck and hands.

"Well, that's taken care of," he said amost cheerfully. "Nothing serious. A first-degree burn,
maybe not even that.”

The Doctor and the Cyberneticist began hel ping the doubler up. The doubler, understanding, got
up and followed the Doctor submissively.

"And what was the point of al that?" asked the Cyberneticist. He was pacing the room
nervoudy, poking the Geiger's black muzzle into every nook and cranny. Now and then the clicking
would accderate dightly.

"Youll see" the Physicigt said.

"Why didn't you put on a protective suit? It would have taken only aminute.”

"I had to keep it smple,” said the Physicist. "And as naturd aspossible. A specid suit might have
confused him."

They fell silent. The hand on thewall clock dowly shifted. The Cyberneticist began to feel deepy.
The Phydcist yawned.

Then the Doctor, in asmock, burstin and yelled at the Physicit. "It was you, wasn't it? What did
youdoto him?"

"What'swrong?' asked the Physicidt.

"Hewon' liedown! He barely let me examine him, then got up and headed for the door.”

Behind him, the doubler entered, hobbling. The loose end of abandage dragged along the floor
behindit.

"You can't treat him againgt hiswill,” the Physicist said coolly. He stood. "I suggest we take the
computer from the navigation room. It has the greatest range of extrgpolation.” Thishe said to the
Cyberneticist, who got to hisfeet with astart, blinked stupidly for amoment, and walked out, leaving the
door open.

The Doctor stood in the middle of the laboratory, hisfistsin the pockets of his smock. At the
sound of soft shuffling, he turned around and looked &t the giant dien.

"Y ou know, don't you?' he said withasigh.

The doubler coughed.

The other three of the crew dept the entire day. When they woke, night wasfalling. They went
graight to the library, which they found in chaos. The tables, thefloor, every chair was buried under piles
of books, atlases, scattered pages with sketches, hundreds of them. Mixed in with the books and paper
were machine parts, photographs, cans of food, plates, lenses, caculators, and cassettes. The
blackboard, propped against awall, dripped water and chak dust, and chak dust covered the fingers,
deeves, and even the knees of the Physicist, Doctor, and Cyberneticist. Unshaven and with bloodshot



eyes, they were sitting opposite the doubler and drinking coffee from mugs. In the middle of the room,
where the table had been, stood alarge computer.

"How isit going?" asked the Captain, in the doorway.

"Beautifully. Weve and ogized sixteen hundred concepts,” said the Cyberneticis.

The Doctor got up. Hewas till in hissmock. "Thiswas againgt my advice," he said, and pointed
at the doubler. "He's been serioudy wounded.”

"Wounded!?' The Captain entered the room.

"Hewalked through the radioactive areaa the gap in thewall,” explained the Physicit, leaving
his coffee and knedling by the computer.

"He has ten percent fewer white corpuscles than seven hours ago,” said the Doctor. "And there's
hyaline degeneration, exactly as you would expect in ahuman. | wanted to isolate him -- he needsrest --
but hewon' let metreat him, because the Physicigt told him that heis beyond help.”

"Isthat true?"' asked the Captain, turning to the Physicist. The latter nodded without looking up
from thewhirring machine,

"Andishe. .. beyond help?' asked the Engineer.

The Doctor shrugged. "I don't know! If he were human, 1'd say he had athirty percent chance.
But he's not human. He's growing apathetic, but that could be due to exhaustion, lack of deep. If | could
isolatehim. . ."

"You can gill dothat,” said the Physicigt as he fiddled with some knobs, using his bandaged
hands.

"And what happened to you?' asked the Captain.

"| showed the doubler how it had exposed itsdlf to radiation.”

"And for that you had to expose yourself, too?" exclaimed the Engineer.

"That'sright."”

No one spoke for awhile.

"What's happened, has happened,” the Captain said at last, dowly. "Whether for good or for
bad. And now what? What have you learned?’

"Plerty."

It was the Cyberneticist who answered.

"He's dready mastered hundreds of our symbols -- the mathematica ones especialy. Infact,
werewd | into information theory. The biggest problem ishisdectricd writing: we can't learn it without
specia equipment, and there's no time to congtruct that. Remember those fragments of tubing leading into
the body in the pit? A writing ingtrument! When adoubler comesinto theworld, atubeisimmediately
implanted, just as baby girls on Earth once had their ears pierced in some societies. . . On either sde of
the body -- the larger body, | mean -- they have eectrica organs. They're like plasma batteries that
transmit charges directly to the ‘writing tube.’ In this doubler, the tube terminatesin those wires on the
‘collar.’ It variesfrom individua to individua. But apparently writing is something they haveto learn. The
tube surgery, which has been carried out for thousands of years, isonly apreliminary step.”

"So he doesn't speek?" asked the Chemist.

"He does. That coughing you heard -- that's actually speech. A single cough is an entire sentence,
articulated at great speed. Wetaped it -- it resolvesinto awhole spectrum of frequencies.”

"Ah! Soit's gpeech based on modulated sound!”

"But voiceless sound. Their voices are used solely to express states of emotion.”

"And do these e ectrica organs aso serve as defenses?’

"l don't know. Let'sask him."

He leaned over and from a pile of papers pulled out a board containing adiagram of adoubler.
He pointed to two oblong segmented shapesinsde the body and asked, putting his mouth to a
microphone, "Defense?’

A spesker near the recumbent creature squawked. The doubler, who had raised hissmall torso a
little when the other men entered, froze for amoment, then coughed.

"Defense. No," croaked the loudspeaker. "Many planetary revolutions. Ago. Defense.”



The doubler coughed again.

"Organ. Rudimentary. Biology evolved. Secondary adaptation. By technology," the spesker said
in alifdlessmonotone.

"Well, wel," murmured the Engineer with pleasure. The Chemist stood rapt, his eyes narrowed.

"Genetic engineering!" the Captain exclaimed. "And their physcs?' he asked.

"From our point of view, peculiar,” said the Physicist. He got up off hisknees. "I can't diminate
that satic," he said to the Cyberneticigt. "In classica physics,” hewent on, "they're very knowledgeable.
Optics, dectricity, mechanics, and especialy molecular mechanics-- akind of chemica physics. There
they've made some interesting discoveries.”

"Such as?" The Chemist pushed forward.

"Detailslater. We recorded everything, don't worry. They arrived a information theory by a
completely different route. But the study of it isforbidden to them, outside certain specid aress. In atomic
science they're weskest, particularly nuclear chemistry.”

"Wait -- what do you mean, forbidden?" asked the Engineer.

"They're not alowed to pursue research in information theory."

"Who forbidsit?'

"That's acomplicated business," the Doctor said. "Were till at ssawhen it comesto their socid
dynamics”

"Therés no incentive, probably, for nuclear research.” said the Physicist, "because they have no
shortage of energy.”

"Onething a atime! What about this forbidden research?'

"Pull up achair. Well be asking him more questions,” said the Cyberneticis.

The Captain put his face to the microphone, but the Cyberneticist stopped him. "Wait. The more
complex the structure of a sentence, the more difficulty the computer has with grammar. And the sound
anayzer isinadequate. So the answers don't dways make sense. But you'll see for yourselves.”

"There are many of you on the planet,”" said the Physicigt into the microphone, enunciating
carefully. "What isthe organizationa system of you on the planet?'

The speaker squawked twice, went silent. For some time the doubler made no reply. Then he
coughed hoarsdly.

"QOur organizationa system. Binary. Our rdlations. Binary," said the spegker. "Society. Centra
control. Thewhole planet.”

"Perfect!" cried the Engineer, excited. The three new participantsin the questioning wereall
excited, but their colleagues sat quietly, weariness -- indifference, dmost -- in their faces.

"Who rules your society? Who is at the top, an individua or agroup?' the Captain said into the
microphone. The speaker crackled, there was abuzz, and ared light flashed on the instrument pandl.

"You can't ask that way," the Cyberneticist explained. " At thetop' isimprecise and figurative.
Let me." Heleaned forward. "How many of you make the decisions at centra control? One? Several? A
large number?'

The speaker squawked. "One. Severd. Large number. Control. Do not know. Do not know," it
repeated.

"What isthat supposed to mean?' asked the Captain, surprised.

"Let'sask.”

"Y ou do not know, or no one on the planet knows?" the Cyberneticist said into the microphone.

The doubler coughed, and the computer trand ated:

"Binary relaions. One thing. Known. Other thing. Unknown."

"l don't --" the Captain began.

"Wait," said the Cyberneticist, because the doubler dowly moved hisface again to hisown
microphone and coughed twice.

The computer continued:

"Many planetary revolutions. Ago. Centra control. Divided. Pause. One doubler. Pause. One
hundred and thirteen planetary revolutions. Pause. Planetary revolution one hundred and eleven. One



doubler. Death. Pause. Other doubler. Desth. One. One. Desgth. Death. Pause. Then. One doubler. Who
unknown. Centrd control known. Unknown who."

"And what do you make of that?" asked the Captain.

The Cyberneticist replied: "He saysthat up to the year one hundred and thirteen, counting back
from today -- thiswould be year zero -- they had amultimember central government. Then followed
reignsof individuas. In the years one hundred and twelve and one hundred and eleven there were violent
palace coups. Four rules succeeded one another within two years. Their deaths obvioudy were not
natura. Then anew ruler appeared, whose existence was known but not hisidentity.”

"Y ou mean, an anonymous ruler?’ the Engineer asked.

"It would seem. Let'stry to find out more."

He turned to the microphone. "It is known that oneindividua makes decisonsat centra control,
but it is not known who that individua is?"

The doubler coughed, hesitated, coughed again, and the speaker said, "No. Pause. Sixty
planetary revolutions. Known. One doubler decides. Pause. Then known that no doubler. Pause. No one
at centrd control. Known."

"Now I'minthedark,” said the Physicist.

The Cyberneticist sat hunched toward the computer, chewing hislips.

"The generd information isthat thereis no centrd government?’ he asked. "But in redlity thereis
acentrd government?'

The computer conferred with the doubler, exchanging noises. The men waited, their heads near
the speaker.

"True. Yes. Pause. Theinformation thet thereis a centra government. Who hasit, is. Isnot. Who
hasthisinformation. Is, thenisnot.”

They looked at one another.

"Whoever saysthat the government exists ceasesto exist?" the Engineer asked in ahaf-whisper.

The Cyberneticist dowly nodded.

"But that doesn't make sense!™ said the Engineer. "The government must have a heedquarters,
after al, must issue directives, laws, and have bodies that implement them, ahierarchy, an arm. Didn't we
encounter soldiers?' The Physicigt put ahand on his shoulder. The Engineer fdll slent.

The doubler began coughing, and the computer's green eye flickered rapidly. The spesker said,
"Information binary. Pause. One information. Who hasit, is. Pause. Other information. Who hasit, is,
thenisnot.”

"Thereisinformation that is secret?’ the Physicist asked. "Whoever hasthis secret information is
killed?'

Again the spesker squawked, and the doubler coughed on the other side of the computer.

"No. Whois, thenisnot. Not death.”

The men took a deep breath.

"Ask what hgppensto such individuas™ said the Engineer.

"I don't think | can," said the Cyberneticist. But the Captain and the Engineer indgsted, so he
muttered, "All right, but I'm not promising anything in the way of an answer."

"What isthe future of one who spreads secret information?' he said into the microphone.

The didogue of noises between the computer and the doubler went on for awhile; then the
Spesker replied:

"Who. Such information. In a self-contralling group. Unknown degree of probability.
Degeneration. Pause. The cumulative effect. Nonexistent term. The necessity of adaptation. Conflict. And
the weakening of the force potential. Nonexistent term. Pause. A smal number of planetary revolutions.
Desth."

"What did he say?" asked the Chemist, and they al turned to the Cyberneticist, who shrugged.

"l havenoidea. | told you. The question istoo complex. We have to proceed gradualy. My
guessisthat thefate of such anindividud is unenviable. He can expect an untimely degth -- the last
sentence was clear -- but as to the mechanics of the whole process, | don't know. The salf-controlling



group isinteresting, but we aready have plenty to speculate on.”

"Ask him about that factory to the north," said the Engineer.

"Wedid," said the Physicist. "That's another complex question. We have atheory about it. ..."

"What do you mean, atheory? Didn't he give you an answer?' the Captain interrupted.

"After afashion. The factory was abandoned before it went into operation. That we know. But
the reason is not so clear. About fifty years ago aplan of biological reconstruction wasinaugurated
among them. The remodeling of bodily functions -- and forms. It'saconfusing story. Virtudly the entire
population of the planet underwent a series of surgical procedures. But this apparently was not so much a
matter of changing the present generation as future ones, through the engineered mutation of hereditary
materid. That, a least, ishow we interpret it. In the area of biology communication becomes difficult.”

"What kind of remodeling wasit? In what direction?’ asked the Captain.

"That we haven't learned,” said the Physcid.

"Well, weve learned somethings," the Cyberneticist said. "Biology -- physiology in particular --
has aspecia, amost doctrina significance for them, distinct from the other fields of science.”

"It could berdigious," said the Doctor. "Though their beliefs are more a system of prohibitions
and rules than atranscendenta theology.”

"They've never believed in acreator?' asked the Captain.

"We don't know. Remember, such abstractions as faith, god, and the soul cannot be anaogized
in acomputer. We have to ask amultitude of factual questions, and from the answers and haf-answers
attempt to construct a reasonable theory. What the Doctor calsreligion | think may be smply tradition,
historicaly dratified cusoms and rituas.”

"But what can either religion or tradition have to do with biological research?’ asked the
Enginesr.

"We don't know. But a connection seemsto exis."

"Maybe it was amatter of their trying to make certain biologica facts conform to their beliefs or
prgudices.

"No, it'smuch more complicated than that."

"To return to the subject,” said the Captain, "what were the consequences of this biological
program?"'

"Individuas cameinto the world with no eyes or avarying number of eyes, or unfit for life,
deformed, nosdless. And there were a significant number of mental defectives.”

"Ah! Our doubler, and the others!"

"Y es. Evidently the theory on which they relied waswrong. Over aperiod of adozen years, tens
of thousands of deformed mutants appeared. They are still regping today the tragic fruits of that
experiment.”

"The plan was abandoned?"

"Wedidn't even ask him that," the Cyberneticist admitted. He turned to the microphone.

"The plan of biologica remodeling, doesit still exig? What isitsfuture?”

The computer seemed to be arguing with the doubler, who made feeble hawking sounds.

"Ishein abad way?' the Captain asked the Doctor in alow voice.

"No, better than | expected. He's exhausted, but refused to leave before. And | couldn't give him
atransfusion, either, because our doubler's blood appearsto beincompatible. . ."

"Shh!" hissed the Physicist. The spesker was beginning to crackle.

"Theplan. Is, isnot. Pause. First was, now was not. Now mutations, disease. Pause. Information
correct. Plan was, now was not."

"I'mlogt," confessed the Engineer. "I think he's saying that now the existence of the planis
denied, as though there had never been such a plan, and the mutations are attributed to adisease. The
disaster, in other words, was not acknowledged to the community.”

"Acknowledged by whom?"

"Thelr dlegedly nonexistent government.”

"Wait," said the Engineer. "If, snce the passing of the last anonymous ruler, there has been akind



of 'epoch of anarchy," who introduced the plan?’

"But you heard. No one introduced it. There was no plan. That's what they say today."

"Y es, but what did they say fifty yearsago?"

"Something dse”

"That's absurd!"

"Not at dl. Even on Earth there are certain things not admitted publicly, though everyone knows
them. Inthe area of socid life, for example, acertain amount of hypocrisy isindispensable. But what for
usisalimited phenomenon iscentrd, universa, here”

"l find it hard to believe," said the Engineer. "And what does it have to do with the factory to the
north?"

"The factory was supposed to produce something necessary for the plan. Perhaps an object of
use only to the future, 'reconstructed’ generations.”

"Surely there were other factories?'

"The factories connected with the biologica plan -- were there many of them, or few?" asked the
Cyberndticig.

The doubler cleared histhroat, and the computer answered amost immediately: "Unknown.
Factories. The probability, many. Information. No factories.”

"What asociety -- it'shorrifying!" said the Engineer.

"Why?Y ou never heard of military secrets, or other kinds of classified information?”

"What type of energy runsthese factories?' the Engineer asked the Cyberneticist, but he spoke
30 close to the microphone that the computer immediately trandated the question. The speaker buzzed,
thensad:

"Inorganic. Nonexistent term. Bio bio. Pause. Entropy. Congtant. Bio. System.” Thered light
flashed on the pandl.

"The computer doesn't have the vocabulary,” explained the Cybernetici<.

"Why don't we remove the semantic filters?' the Physicist suggested.

"Y ou want it to start babbling like a schizophrenic?'

"We might understand more.”

"What are you talking about?' asked the Doctor.

"He wants to reduce the computer's selectivity,” explained the Cyberneticist. "When the
conceptual spectrum of aword, its semantic digtribution, is blurred, the computer saysthat no
corresponding term exigts. If | removethefilters, it will start contaminating linguistic fields, producing
wordsfound in no human language.”

"That way well get nearer the doubler'slanguage,” said the Physicigt.

"All right. Wecantry it."

The Cyberneticist threw afew switches. The Captain looked at the doubler, who now lay with
his eyes closed. The Doctor went over to him, examined him for amoment, and returned to his seat
without aword.

The Captain said into the microphone, "To the south of thisplaceisavaley. Therearelarge
buildings there. The buildings contain skeletons, and in the earth, al around, are graves.”

"Wait, you can't say graves." The Cyberneticist pulled the flexible arm of the microphone closer
to himsdlf. "To the south are architectura constructions, and near them, in holesin the earth, are dead
bodies. The bodies of doublers. What does that mean?"

On this occasion the computer exchanged along series of coughs and squawks with the doubler.
The men noticed that for the first time the machine appeared to be asking, and repeating, a question of its
own. Finally the speaker spoke in amonotone.

"Doubler. Physica work, no. Pause. Electrical organ. Organ work, yes, but acceleration
involution degeneration overload. Pause. South is exemplification of self-directed procrugtics. Bio- and
socio-occlusion desthavoid. Pause. Socid isolation not with force, not by compulsion. Voluntary. Pause,
Group microadaptation autocentroat-traction. Production, yes. No."

"Brilliant suggestion,” the Cyberneticist said to the Physicidt. "Autocentroattraction, desthavoid,



bio- and socic-occlusion. | warned you.”

"Just aminute," said the Physicigt. "This has something to do with forced |abor."

"Just the opposite. He said 'not with force, not by compulsion.” It was voluntary.”

"Well, well ask again." The Physicist bent over the microphone. "Not clear,” hesaid. "Tdll us,
very smply, what isin the valey to the south? A pena colony? A labor camp? What do they produce?
Andwhy?'

The computer had another discussion with the doubler. After dmost five minutesit replied:

"Microgroup voluntary. Interadhesion by compulsion, no. Pause. Each doubler against the
microgroup. Chief relationship centripeta. The binding agent is anger. Pause. Who transgressesis
punished. Punishment is microgroup voluntary identification. What is the microgroup? Feedback
interrelations polyindividuaized. Anger isthe selfam. Anger isthe slfam. Pause. Circulaion
socio-psychointerna. Deathavoid.”

"Wait, what does 'selfam’ mean?' asked the Cyberneticist, seeing that the others were growing
impatient.

"Sdfam, sefsave," said the computer, thistime not even consulting the doubler.

"Theingtinct of self-preservation?’ asked the Physicist.

"Yes, yes, sdf-preservation,” said the computer.

"Y ou mean to say you understand that?' cried the Engineer, jumping up from his seet.

"Understand it, no, but | think he's talking about a prison system. Y ou have small groupswithin
that community, and they keep one another under control.”

"Without guards? Without surveillance?!

"He said there was no compulsion.”

"Impossiblel”

"Not at al. Imagine two people: one has matches, the other has a matchbox. They hate each
other, but can strike alight only together. Anger, he said. Cooperation results from feedback. The
compulsion somehow isaproduct of theinterna dynamics of the group.”

"But what are they doing? What are they making? Who islying in those graves? And why?'

"Y ou heard what the computer said?'Procrugtics.’ That's obvioudy from 'Procrustean bed.'
Assuring conformity by violent means™

"Ridiculous! How would the doubler know Greek mythology?"

"It'sthe computer, not the doubler! It finds the nearest equivalent on the conceptua spectrum!
Thereé'sawork camp there, but the work may have no purpose or meaning. He said both yes and no
after ‘production.’ Thework istheir punishment.”

"But how are they forced to work if there are no guards?”

"The compulsion, as| said, arisesfrom the situation itself. On asinking ship, for example, one has
few choices. Perhapsthey're on the deck of that kind of ship all their lives. . . Since hard physical labor
might be harmful to them, perhaps this'bio-occlusion’ operates through their eectrica organs.”

"He said 'bio- and socio-occlusion.'”

"Well, thereis adhesion, interadhesion, within the group, amutual pull that separates the group
from society.”

"That doesn't say much.”

"I know no more than you do. We're communicating, remember, a adouble remove, the
computer between us, displacing the meaning in both directionst Maybe they have aspecid scientific
discipline, maybe procrugticsisthe theory of the dynamics of such groups, the planning of activities,
conflicts, and attractions to produce a specia equilibrium based on anger, an equilibrium that unites them
and at the same time cuts them off from the outside. . ."

"Those are your persond variations on the theme of the computer's schizophrenic babble -- not
an explanation,” growled the Chemidt.

"He's exhausted,” said the Doctor. "One or two more questions, no more. Who wants to ask
them?'

"| pass. Maybe you'll have better luck.”



Therewasamoment'sslence.

"I have aquestion,” said the Captain. "How did you learn of our existence?' he asked into the
microphone.

"Information. Meteorite. Ship," the computer replied after a brief exchange with the doubler.
"Ship from another planet. Cosmic rays. Degth rays. Degeneration. Pause. Glass encapsulation to
destroy. Pause. Observation from observatory. Explosions. | took bearings. Direction of sound, source.
Target of rockets. Pause. | went at night. Waited. Defender opened encapsulation. | entered, am.”

"They told you that aship had landed, with mongtersinit?" asked the Engineer.

"With monsters. Degenerated. From cosmic rays. And that we are protected. With thisglass. |
took sound bearings. Thetarget. Caculated. Found.”

"Y ou weren't afraid of the monsters?' the Captain asked. "Y ou weren't. . . deathavoid?”

"Yes," replied the speaker dmost immediatdly. "But the chance. Onein amillion planetary
revolutions”

The Physicist nodded. "Each one of uswould have tried to come here for that reason.”

"Do you wish to stay with us? Wewill cure you. Therewill be no death,” the Doctor said.

"No," answered the speaker.

"Y ou wish to leave? To return to your people?’

"Return, no," said the speaker.

The men looked at one another.

"We can cureyou! Youwont die!" said the Doctor. "Tell us, what will you do when you're
cured?'

The computer squawked, and the doubler made a sound <o brief that it was barely audible.

"Zero," said the speaker, and repeated, as though not sure the men had understood correctly,

zexro.
"He doesn't want to stay and doesn't want to go back,” muttered the Chemigt. "Could he be

ddlirious?’

They looked &t the doubler. His pale-blue eyes were fixed on them. The men could hear his
dow, shdlow bresthing.

"That'senough,” said the Doctor, getting up. "Everyone out.”

"Andyou?'

"I'll join you soon. | took two psychedrins-- | can st with him awhilelonger.”

When the men made for the door, the doubler's smaler torso fell back and his eyes closed.

In the corridor, the Engineer said, "We asked him al those questions -- why didn't he ask us
ay?

"Oh, but he did, earlier,” said the Cyberneticigt. "About conditions on Earth, our history, the
development of spacetravel. A haf-hour before you arrived, he was much more talkative.”

"He must be weak now."

"Hereceived a heavy dose of radiation. And histrek through the desert probably tired him, too,
snceheisold.”

"How long do they live?'

"About sixty revolutions of the planet, dightly lessthan sixty of our years. Eden'syear is shorter.”

"What do they eat?"

"That was asurprise. It gppearsthat evolution here has taken a different path from the one on
Earth. They can assmilate certain inorganic substances directly.”

"Ah," said the Chemig, "the soil that first one brought in!™

"Y es, but that was thousands of years ago. Now they've modernized, using those plants, the
cayxeson the plain, asfood accumulators. The calyxes extract from the soil and store compounds that
serve the doublers as nourishment. There are different calyxesfor different compounds.”

"Of course, they cultivate them,” said the Chemit. "To the south we saw wholefidds of them.
But the doubler who got into the ship, why was he digging about in the clay?'
"The calyxesretract below ground level after dark.”



"Even S0, there was plenty of soil available. . ."

"Gentlemen, to bed with you," the Captain said to the Physicist and the Cyberneticist. "Well take
over. It'samost twelve.”

"Twdve midnight?"

"Wevelogt dl sense of time.”

They heard footsteps behind them. It wasthe Doctor coming from the library. They looked at
him quegtioningly.

"He'sdeeping,” he said. "He's not well. When you went out, | had theimpression, even, that. . ."
Hedidnt finish.

"Did you say anything to him?"

"l did. | asked him -- | thought, you see, it was all over -- if we could do anything for them. For
al of them."

"And what did he say?"

"'Zero."" When the Doctor said this, it was like the computer'slifeless voice.

"Go liedown, dl of you," said the Captain. "Buit firgt, snce were dl together, let me ask you: Do
weleave?'

"Yes" sad the Engineer.

"Yes" sad the Physcist and the Chemist a the sametime.

"Yes," said the Cyberneticis.

"And you? Why are you silent?" the Captain asked the Doctor.

"I'm thinking. Y ou know, | was never that interested in. . ."

"Y es, you were more concerned about how we could help them. But now you know that that's
impossible”

"No. | don't know," the Doctor said softly.

XIV

An hour later Defender was riding down the lowered loading hatch. The Engineer drove it the Six
hundred feet to thewall of glass, which was curved inward above like unfinished vaulting, and set to
work. Darknessfled in gigantic legpsinto the depths of the desert, aslines brighter than the sun,
thundering, cut thewall. Slabs tumbled to the ground, half molten, and overhead white smoke rose,
shimmering. The Engineer left the fragmentsto cool and went on cutting with the annihilator, hewing out
windows from which dripped fiery icicles. In rows of rectangular holes now appeared wells of starry sky.
Smoke coiled across the sand. The vitreous mass groaned, creaked, glowed.

Defender findly returned to the ship. From a safe distance the Engineer checked the radiation
level of the chunks. The counter chattered.

"Idedlly, we should wait at least four days," said the Captain. "Buit let's send out Blackie and the
cleaning robots.™

"Yes, only the surfaceisredly hot. A jet of sand will take care of that. And the smaler pieces
can beburied.”

"WEell put them in the empty tank in the stern.” The Captain looked thoughtfully at the cherry-red
rubble.

"Why?" said the Engineer. "It's of no useto us, just unnecessary bdlast.”

"I'd rather not leave radioactive traces. . . They know nothing of atomic energy, and it's better
that they don't.”

"Maybe you'reright," murmured the Engineer. "Eden. . . Y ou know, the picture | get, based on
what the astronomer-doubler told us. . . it'sterrifying.”

The Captain nodded dowly. "An abuse -- so total, so thorough, asto arouse one's admiration --



of information theory. It showsthat it can be an instrument of torture far worse than anything physica.
| solating, repressing, compelling without compelling -- they've made a ghastly science of it, thelr
‘procrudtics,’ as the computer called it."

"Doyouthink they redize. . . heredizes. .. 7"

"Y ou mean, does he consider such astate norma? Well, | suppose he does. He knows nothing
different. Though he did refer to their earlier history -- tyrants of the ordinary type, and then those
‘anonymous ones. So heis able to make comparisons.”

"If to him tyranny meansthe good old days, | shudder to think. . ."

"And yet therésalogicinit. One of aseries of tyrants hits upon the idea that anonymity may be
advantageous. Society, unable to focus its resentment on one person, becomes, asit were, disarmed. . ."

"In other words, atyrant without aface!”

"And after a certain time, when the theoretical foundation of this procrustics has been established,
asuccessor goes one step further and does away even with his'incognito,’ abolishing himsdf and the
whole system of government -- only in words, of course, in public communications.”

"But why isthere no liberation movement here? That | can't understand! If they punish their
‘offenders by putting them in these isolated groups, and there are no guards, no surveillance, no externa
force, then individua escape, even organized resstance, should be possible.”

"For organization to take place, there must first be ameans of communication.”

The Captain held the Gelger outside the turret hatch: the chatter was dower.

"It's not that they do not have namesfor things, and for the relations between things, but that the
namesthey have arein fact false, are masks. The monstrous mutations among them are called a disease,
aplague. It must be that way with everything. In order to control the world, one must first nameit.
Without knowledge, weapons, and organization, and in isolated groups, thereislittle they can do.”

"Yes" said the Engineer. "But that scene a the cemetery. . . and in that ditch in the direction of
the city suggest that the system may not be running as smoothly as our unknown ruler would like. And the
fear the doubler showed when he saw thewall of glass -- remember that?"

The Geiger, put outside again, ticked duggishly. The rubble by the wal no longer glowed, but the
ground around the ship still smoked, and the air shimmered, making the stars high above appear to
weave.

"Weregoing," the Engineer went on. "If only we had learned their language better. And figured
out how that damned government of theirs, which pretends not to exist, operates. And given them
weapons. . ."

"Weapons for poor wretches like our doubler? Would you put an antimatter gun into his hands?"

"In that case we oursalves could have --"

"Destroyed the government?' the Captain said calmly. "Liberated the population by force?"

"If there was no other way."

"Inthefirst place, these are not human beings. Remember, you spoke only with the computer,
and therefore understand the doubler no better than it does. Second, no oneimposed al this upon them.
No one, at least, from space. They themselves. . ."

"If you use that argument, then there's nothing, nothing that should be done!l” shouted the
Enginesr.

"How dse canit be?Isthe population of this planet achild that has got itself into ablind alley and
can beled out by the hand? If things were only that smple! Liberating them, Henry, would haveto begin
with killing, and thefiercer the struggle, thelessidedigtic the killing becomes. In the end we would be
killing merely to best aretrest, to counterattack; then we would kill everything that stood in Defender's
way. Y ou know how easily that can happen!”

The Engineer nodded. "Anyway," he said, "they're undoubtedly observing us now, and those
windows that we just opened in their wall, | doubt that they like that. There could be another attack.”

"There could,” the Captain agreed. "Maybe it would be worthwhile to post some remote-control
sentries. Electronic eyesand ears.”

"That would take time and require partswe can ill afford.”



"True. . ."

"Two roentgens per second. We can send out the robots now."

"All right. Let's park Defender closeto the ship, just in case.”

That afternoon the sky clouded over and, for thefirst time since they arrived on the planet, alight,
warm rain beganto fal. Thewall of glass darkened, and thin, pale streams of water trickled down it. The
robots worked tirdlesdy. The sand thrown by the pulsomotors hissed over the surface of the piled dabs.
Bits of glass shot into the air. The sand and rain formed awatery mud.

Blackie hauled containersfilled with radioactive fragments into the ship after the other robot
checked their seals with the Geiger. Next the two robots dragged the cleaned dabsto positions
designated by the Engineer. Then, throwing fountains of sparks, the welding machines went to work, and
the dabs softened and fused together, forming the frame of the future platform.

It soon became evident that there would not be enough dabs, so at dusk, after awhole day of
work, Defender again rolled forth and faced the wall. It was a strange sight as, through the heavy rain,
rectangular suns blazed and boomed, and glowing chunks of glass plunged to the ground. Thick clouds of
smoke billowed, and puddies of rainwater boiled with an earsplitting hiss. Even therainin theair boiled.
High above, motionless, rainbowsin pink, green, and yellow reflected the bolts of light below. Defender,
black asif hewn from cod, turned amid the lightning, pointed its nose, and spat more lightning, and again
the area shook with thunder.

"This could be agood thing!" the Engineer shouted into the Captain's ear. "With these fireworks,
maybe they'll leave usin peace! We need at least two more days!" Hisface, bathed in swest -- the turret
was as hot as an oven -- looked like amercury mask.

After the men retired for the night, the robots emerged again and worked until morning, dragging
sand pump hoses after them, moving the dabs of glass. Therain sparkled, adazzling azure, around the
welding machines; the loading hatch swallowed up more containers. Slowly, behind the stern of the ship,
aparabolic structure rose, and meanwhile the robot diggers excavated the hill benegath the belly of the
ship, gnawing fiercdly.

At daybreak, when the men got up, some of the glass dabs had been used to shore up the tunnel.

"That wasagood idea," said the Captain. They were Sitting in the navigation room, rolls of
blueprints before them on the tables. "Had we removed the beams without them the roof would probably
have collapsed and crushed the daggers, or trapped them.”

"Do we have enough power to take off?" asked the Cyberneticist, standing in the doorway.

"Enough for ten takeoffs. If we had to -- though it won't be necessary -- we could aways jettison
the radioactive debris were taking with usin the stern tank. Well introduce heat ducts into the tunnel and
rase the temperature to the point a which the glass beginsto melt. The propswill dowly sink. If they
snk too quickly, we pump liquid nitrogen into the ducts. We should be able to free the ship by evening.
And then thejob of sanding it up. . ."

"That's chapter two," said the Engineer.

By eight the clouds had dispersed and the sun was shining. The enormous cylinder of the ship,
which until now had been embedded fast in the hillsde, began to move. The Engineer, using atranst,
monitored the dowly diminishing angle of the stern. He stood at a distance, near the wall, which now
resembled, with its square holes, the ruins of some ancient glass coliseum.

The men and the two doublers had been evacuated from the ship. The Engineer saw the smdll
figure of the Doctor; it was gpproaching, going around the hull in awide arc; but he paid no attention to
it, too absorbed in hisingruments. Only athin layer of earth and, beneath that, the melting props now
bore the weight of the ship. Eighteen cables ran from the funnels to anchors set in the massive chunks cut
from thewall. The Engineer thanked heaven for thewal: without it, it would have taken them four times
longer to right the ship.

Other cables, winding across the sand, brought current to the ductsinside the tunnel. From its
mouth, visible directly below the place where the hull entered the dope, came smoke. Y ellow-gray
clouds marched dowly across the till-wet plain. The ship sank, inch by inch; whenever it began to fall
more rapidly, the Engineer flicked aswitch at hand, valves opened, and liquid nitrogen coursed into the



tunnd ducts. There was arumbling, and dirty-white clouds were bel ched ouit.

Suddenly the hull shuddered and, before the Engineer could open the valves, the ship, more than
three hundred feet long, gave agroan, and the stern fell twelve feet. At the same time the nose of the ship
burgt free of the ground, throwing up sand and marl. The ceramite colossus cameto rest. The cablesand
ductslay benegath it; one of them, torn open, spewed aroaring geyser of condensed air.

"Wedidit! Wedidit!" ydled the Engineer. Then he saw, in front of him, the Doctor. The Doctor
was saying something, but he couldn't understand it.

"It looks asif weregoing. . . home" said the Doctor. "Hell live."

"What? What?"

"He's pulled through.”

Then the Engineer understood. He looked again to reassure himsdlf that the ship wasfree. "Ishe
going with us?' he asked, moving away, anxiousto examine the hull for damage.

"No," the Doctor answered, following. But then, after severa steps, he stopped.

It was cooler, because of the fountain of condensed gas that continued to pour out of the broken
pipe. Small figures climbed up on the hull, one disappeared, and after afew minutes the seething column
fdl; for amoment it till spouted foam that froze the air; then it, too, stopped, and everything became
strangely quiet. The Doctor looked around, as though wondering how he had got there, and dowly
walked on.

The ship stood upright, white, whiter than the clouds, among which its sharp, distant pesk already
appeared to be moving. There had been three days of hard work. The loading was completed. The huge
parabolic ramp built from the pieces of the wall that had been meant to imprison them lay abbandoned on
the hillsde. Two hundred and forty feet above the ground, four men stood in the open hatchway, looking
down. On theflat, dun-yellow surface they could seetwo tiny figures, one dightly lighter in color than the
other. The men watched. The doublers, standing no more than 150 feet from the dightly flared exhaust
funnds, did not move.

"Why don't they leave?' the Physicist asked, impatient. "We can't take off."

"They won't leave," said the Doctor.

"What isthat supposed to mean? He doesn't want usto go?"

The Doctor said nothing.

The sunwas high in the sky. Banks of clouds were drifting in out of the west. From the open
hatchway, as though from the window of asoaring spire, they could see the hillsin the south, the blue
summits mingled with the clouds, and the great western desert that extended for hundreds of milesin
srips of sunlit dunes, and the violet mantle of forest on the eastern plateau. Below them, the circle of the
wall resembled alacy skeleton. The ship's shadow moved acrossit like the style of agiant sundia, and
now the shadow approached the two small figures.

There was thunder in the east, followed by along-drawn-out whistle, and flame flashed in the
black sphere of the explosion.

"Something new," said the Enginesr.

Another clap of thunder. An unseen projectile howled nearer; an unearthly whistling, it seemed to
make for the ship. The ground shook, dirt flew afew hundred feet away. They could fed the ship sway.

"Crew," said the Cgptain. "To your seats!"

"What about them?" the Chemist asked, peering down.

The hatch closed.

In the control room they heard no thunder. But the aft screens showed bushes of flame jumping
across the sand. Two figures remained motionless at the base of the rockets.

"Fagten your beltsl" said the Captain. "Ready?"

"Ready,” camethe murmured reply.

"Twelve zero seven hours. Prepare for takeoff. All systems!”

"Thepileon," said the Engineer.

"Criticdl mass" said the Physicidt.

"Circulgtion normd," said the Chemigt.



"The grav axisokay," said the Cyberneticist.

Suspended midway between the concave ceiling and the foam-padded floor, the Doctor was
watching the screen.

"Still there?' asked the Captain, and everyone glanced at him: the question was not part of the
takeoff ritud.

"Still there," said the Doctor. An explosion closer than the others made the ship rock.

"Blagt off!" the Captain cried. With ahard face the Engineer engaged the drive. Therewasa
amadl, muffled roar; it seemed to be taking place in another world. Gradualy it intensfied; then everything
seemed to dissolveinto it. Swaying, they fell gently into the embrace of an irresistible power.

Theship lifted.

"Onthenormd,” said the Captain.

"Now over," said the Cyberneticist, and al the nylon cords tautened. The shock absorbers began
to hum.

"Oxygen masks," the Doctor said, as though awakening, and bit down on hisown plagtic
mouthpiece.

Twelve minutes|ater they |eft the atmosphere. Maintaining velocity, they set off into the Starry
void aong an expanding spird. Seven hundred and forty lights and dias pulsed soundlesdy on the panels.
The men unsnapped their belts and went up to the controls, fingered the buttons and switches asif in
doubt -- were any leads overhesting, was there the faint crackle of ashort circuit? They sniffed the air for
the smdll of burning, tapped the dias on the astrodesic computers. But everything was asit should be: the
air was pure, the temperature correct; the distributor worked asiif it had never been apile of broken
pieces.

In the navigation room, the Engineer and the Captain were bending over maps. The star charts,
larger than the table, hung over it, torn at the edges. The men had said, along time ago, that they needed
alarger table in the navigation room, because they kept stepping on the maps. The table was till the
same.

"Have you seen Eden?" asked the Engineer.

The Captain looked at him, not understanding. "What do you mean?"

"Now."

The Captain turned around. On the screen was aglowing opal sphere that made the neighboring
sarspae.

"Beautiful," said the Engineer. "It drew our attention because it was so beautiful. We wanted only
tofly by it."

"Yes" said the Captain, "only tofly by it. . ."

"All those colors. None of the other planets are like that. The Earth ismerdly ablue marble.”

They watched the screen together.

"And the doubler stayed?' the Captain asked softly.

"That'swhat he wanted.”

"Youthink."

"I'm sure. He preferred it to be us-- and not them. That was all that we could do for him."

Neither of them spoke for awhile. Eden grew smaller.

"Beautiful," said the Captain. "But, you know, going by the probability curve, there must be
others even more beautiful.”
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