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When we finally jumped back into normal space, the three of us uncovered one of the big ports
and gathered around it, drinking in the stars with a sense of relief and exhilaration | can’t begin
to describe. I'm a stable man—otherwise | wouldn’t have had a chance at this job—but nobody
can spend two monthsin a tin can, cut off from all direct evidence that the rest of the universe
exists, without its getting to him at least a little. So it was a great feeling to be back among real,
glowing stars.

Of course, the stars themsel ves reminded us we were a long way from home. The constellations
don’t change quite as much as you might think in a hundred and thirty light-years, but they
change a lot—enough so we couldn’t find any part of the sky to feel at home with. And the
thought that we had, in a sense, also gone a hundred and thirty years into Earth’s past didn’t help
us feel any lessisolated.

For a moment | almost grasped the full reality of our situation, and | shivered a little. Dirk
Borowski, the skipper, felt it too. “ The mind boggles,” he said, very quietly. “ Three of us out here,
over a hundred light-years from any other member of our species. And some of them are
star-hopping too—though closer to home. Who would have thought we' d be so far so soon?”

We were silent-for a while. Then Lewiston, the astronomer behind our mission, slapped both
hands down against his sides as if to shatter our mood and turned away from the port. “ Well,” he
announced, “ we' re here and we have work to do. | hope your timing was good, Skipper.” And he
walked briskly away to start his observations of S Andromedae. | never got any idea how much he
shared our feelings when the stars came back. I’ d already |earned that he kept any feelings he
might have neatly hidden behind a perpetual grin that reminded me of a mild-mannered Cheshire
cat, and this was no exception.

| followed him across the cabin. He stopped and activated a large curved screen. Mostly, it
darkened, but pinpoint images of stars, accurately brightness-coded, sprang into being all over it.
| checked the automatic instruments that were to carry out a dozen other experiments, then
activated another screen similar to Lewiston’s. It would show me the entire sky either aswe
actually saw it from here or as astronomers on Earth had predicted we should—and by asking the
computer to compare the two views and point out discrepancies, with little red circles on the
screen, | might discover significant things never before suspected.

There were threered circles, and one of them, in a region of dense star-clouds, | couldn’t explain
away. “ Dr. Lewiston,” | said, “ I’ ve found an anomaly.”

“Just a minute, Mr. Turabian. I’'mbusy right now.” While | waited, it seemed to me that
something about the anomaly’ s location should be ringing a bell in my mind. But | wasn't used to
seeing the sky from this viewpoint...

When Lewiston saw it, his grin seemed to increase a little—although changesin it were always so
slight as to be uncertain. “ Interesting, all right,” he muttered “ Wouldn’t want to get my hopes up,
but it could be a fresh supernova right here in our galaxy. Even better than S Andromedae. Talk
about serendipity!”



It was serendipity, all right, but not the way he was thinking. By that time I’ d clarified in my mind
what was special about the anomaly’ s position. “ Do you suppose there' s any special significance
initsbeing in that direction?” | asked.

For a full second, his Cheshire grin deserted him completely. And that | found frightening.

—From the trip journd of Jond Turabian

Henry Clark, Lieutenant Commissioner of Grants, stood in the main cabin of the newly returned
Archaeopteryx and watched, dightly dazed by the events of the last few hours, as two white-coated
attendants led Donad Lewiston out into the Florida sun. The once-eminent astronomer looked only
dightly more unkempt than before the trip, with the same plain and dightly doppy suit and the same token
collection of brown hairs plastered radially around his bald spot, but hisface had changed immeasurably.
There was adazed blank-nessin his eyes now that was chilling to behold, and he let himself be led away
with neither resistance nor cooperation of any kind.

Only minutes earlier, Clark had watched other attendants remove the corpse of Skipper Bocowski from
the ship’ sfreezer, cover it, and whed it on a cart through the same door. And he still had only the
dimmest possible understanding of what had happened.

For him, it had begun with the urgent message that the Archaeopteryx was on the verge of landing—and
that Ship’'s Mate Jond Turabian was in command and wanted to see Clark and nobody but Clark when
he arrived. Now Turabian emerged from the automatic debriefing chamber that had been brought aboard
and said quietly, “I’'m sorry thishasto be your first look at our triumphant return, Mr. Clark. | guessyou
can see now why | didn’t want anybody coming aboard right away except you and afew attendants you
could trust.”

Clark nodded absently, noting at the same time that his glasses were pinching his nose and he would have
to get them fixed. “Yes, of course. Quite amess. I’ m till not clear on what, happened. Y ou say Dr.
Lewiston went berserk and attacked Borowski?’

“Y es. From behind. With one of our bulkhead tools, which isbasicaly avery big wrench with severa
specia-purpose attachments.” Turabian, young, dender, and dark-skinned, was carefully and thoroughly
conditioned both physicaly and mentaly, and Clark envied his cam self-control under the present
circumstances. Of course, he had had alot of timeto adjust to them... “I managed to pull him off and
subdue him, but too late,” Turabian said.

“A pity,” said Clark. “ Y ou tried, anyway. What do you suppose happened to unsettle him like that?
Lewigton, | mean.”

Turabian shrugged. “It happened in super-c. Can you imagine what that' s like? When you' re going faster
than light, you can’t see any of the normal objects. And if you look out a port, there' s nothing there.
Absolutely nothing. So you learn not to look out ports—but when you' re in super-c week after week
without abresk, you' relikely to think about it now and then. The Rao-Chang driveis so new there sno
medica datato back me up, but I’ d bet that that feeling of isolation can be rough on the margindly
gable. And I’ d say Lewiston fit that description. | guessit just got to him.”

Clark raised an eyebrow. He was unused to hearing one of the world’ s top astronomers described in
suchterms. “Oh?’



“I"d say s0. Did you know him, Mr. Clark?” “Slightly.”

“Y ou may have noticed hisfacia expression. He grinned—aways. It wasn't an unpleasant grin, but it
was dways the same, so you could never tell what he wasthinking. | think it was amask he cultivated
deliberately. He dways seemed unemotiond, but I’ ve got a hunch that agood deal went on inside, with a
tight lid oniit. Thegrinwasdl you saw until the lid blewv—~but if there was enough under thelid, it might
not take much to blow it.” Clark nodded noncommittally. He hadn’t known the man well, but from the
little he remembered and the little he knew about psychology, Turabian’s explanation might be plausible.
Stll, it was shocking to think of the astronomer suddenly turning on the captain of the ship whose
launching he had ingpired. Committing violent, senselessmurder ...

He changed the subject. “We should try to remember Dr. Lewis-ton as he was. Did he get the spectra
he wanted from S Andromeda?’

“Yes. They're quite good.” “ And you brought them back safely?’

“Yes. Those, and the results of dl the other experiments we were commissioned to do. We were dl
finished with those and well on our way home before—"

“Good.” Anxiousto avoid, for the moment, getting back to the murder (was it murder if Lewiston was
insane at the time?), Clark asked quickly, “Could you show me some of your findings?’

“I"d rather not now, if you don’t mind.” Turabian looked past the still-open hatch at the sunshine and
landing field and the blue sky and tropical plants and ocean beyond. He smiled gpologetically. “A little
later, certainly. But please remember I’ ve just been through the same months of isolation as Lewiston.
Pluswitnessing that gridy incident on board and then having to bring the ship home single handedly while
babysitting a helpless, demented astronomer. What | need more than anything el se right now is a booster
shot for my own sanity—like a couple of days of quietly wandering around out there soaking up the
atmosphere of good old Earth.”

“I understand.” Clark hesitated briefly, then added, “But it' s possible that some of the otherswith
experiments on the Archaeopteryx will hear that she’ sback and start badgering us for information. And,
digagteful asit is, the Foundation will certainly have to have an immediate inquiry to formulate an officid
report on this business—and away of handling PR when the news breaks. We should be ableto get in
touch with you if necessary. Could | persuade you to carry a-pocket communicator?’

“Well... O. K. But please don’t bother me unlessit’ s absolutely necessary.”

“WE |l do our best. Thanks, Jonel. And in case nobody’ s mentioned it, welcome home.” They left the
ship together, crossed a strip of field till clear of al personnel in accord with Turabian’s pre-landing
dtipulations, and stopped in at the Foundation’ s port office to pick up acommunicator. “ Take a couple of
good daysto unwind,” Clark told Turabian as he handed him the tiny instrument, “and then we should be
ableto get everything sorted out in aweek or s0.”

Turabian went out. As soon as he had |eft, Clark got on the phone to Joe Sanchez, the Foundation’s
chief counselor, in New Y ork. When he got an answer, he didn’'t even try to keep the .worry out of his
voice. “Joe, I’'m down at Kennedy Spaceport and we have areal mess on our hands. Can you come
down right away and talk it over?’

Turabian went to his quarters, making sure nobody he knew was around, and changed into atan outfit
that he felt sure would be inconspicuous. He did indeed need time to unwind—among other things—and



being recognized by tourists, with the resulting celebrity treatment, wasn't theway to doit. He didn't
need to worry about intentiond publicity, of course—Clark had every incentive to keep hisreturn as
quiet as possible, aslong as possible. But it was worth alittle conscious effort to blend quietly into his
surroundings.

Hefdt alittle guilty about not letting Sandy know he was back, of course. Once or twice he dmost
decided to cal her, but then stopped himsalf. He wanted to see her, but it would have to wait. Right now
he really needed to be aone, away from everybody ese. Even Sandy.

Wearing sunglasses adjusted to then- darkest setting, he hopped an uncrowded ground shuttle and rode
it to aseasde park he knew afew miles down the coast. It had anarrow mile-long strip of light sandy
beach between the ocean and agroup of tropica gardens, with enough paths winding among the lush
vegetation to provide effective solitude for quite awhile. He strolled them dowly, savoring the
impressions of Earth that flowed to him through dl his senses. Theisolation of super-c, and the redlization
that he was done with two others over ahundred light-years from al other men, had brought akind of
awesome exhilaration, but being back was a more than welcome change of pace. Out there, there were
no sea breezes bringing him that salty smell with- The musical accompaniment of breakers on the beach.
There was no fed of warm sand underfoot. There were no palms waving against a backdrop of massive
white cumulus clouds in adeep blue sky that stretched, wide open, to the horizon.

No, he thought with adight chuckle, remembering Space even as he sought to re-attune himself to Earth,
but there are other things. Things that palm trees can’t replace any more than they can replace ,
palmtrees. I'll be back, someday.

Gently, he nudged his mind back to Earth. He stayed on the beach for along time, occasondly
wandering to the water’ s edge but more often using the twisting pathsto avoid the park’ sfew,, other
vigtors. Gradualy he rlaxed and began to fed a home.

And then the other thoughts began to surface. O. K.—let them. He would have to face them soon
enough, and he wanted to be calm and rel axed when he did. That was why he had come out here.

He had not been entirely candid with Clark, and that bothered him alittle. He hadn’t told any lies, but he
had selected his pieces of truth with care, and he was sufficiently attached to openness and honesty that
even that bothered him. He would fed more at ease when everything was out in the open.

Of course I’'m going to tell them, he thought defensively, asif answering some accuser ingde his heed. |
just need time to think it over. Want to make absolutely sureit’ s the right thing to do.

Such thoughts, of course, implied doubt. That had been. Lewiston’ s undoing. Doubt. Well, there was
doubt. It was important to be sure he was doing the right thing. But eventualy he would have to make a
decison and live with it, whatever its consegquences.

The thoughts began to churn in hismind, goading him toward action. A part of his mind was back aboard
the Archaeopteryx, hopping from scene to scene,, sampling snatches that seemed immeasurably far
away and a the sametimevivid and urgent.

“Maybe,” Lewiston said over and over, each time introducing some scholarly string of qualifiers.
“ But none of that matters, because there” —he pointed to the screen—" isthe reality.”

It was starting to come back to me now, and | didn’t like it. | asked him about the other
indications, and he nodded. “ Dangerously?” | asked.



“I"'mnot sure,” he said. “ We're not well-instrumented in that area. And I’m not a biologist.”

We talked some more. Details blurred, they don’t matter. Then | heard Lewiston say, “ After all,
they have a hundred and thirty years.”

“They don’'t have a hundred and thirty years,” | corrected bluntly, amazed that he would forget
the cosine factor. He must really be rattled.

Turabian’s mind snapped back to the present. The sun was getting low beyond the trees to the west, and
his wandering thoughts had filled him with afresh sense of urgency. If he caught ashuttle right away, he
could still get into atown and get afew things done tonight.

Let’s see, he thought as he turned, checked his pockets, and started with sudden brisknessfor an exit. A
library, certainly... and a doctor ...

“Archaeopteryx,” Joe Sanchez mused idly, still experimenting to find the most comfortable postion for
his huge framein the chair Clark had provided. “Odd namefor aship like that. Any specid reason for
it?’

“Moreor less” Clark, seated behind the big sted desk and till unnerved by the whole affair, wished
Sanchez would quit beating around the bush. But he knew that was unlikely. Sanchez would cometo the
point in his own good time, and until then there was nothing to do but go aong with him and try to appear
patient. “ The archaeopteryx was the first bird, its modern namesake is one of thefirst star-ships, based
on the fundamenta breskthrough Rao and Chang made afew years before the turn of the century. But
even more than that, from our point of view, the origina archaeopteryx was abird of the past. That's
what our ship was supposed to be.”

Sanchez, in the process of lighting acigar, lifted his shaggy eyebrows and blew acloud of smoke out
through his mustache. “ And what’ s that supposed to mean?’

“Y ou haven't been following this? Well, Donad Lewiston heard a couple of remarksin hisyouth that
stuck with him and so | guessthey’ re sort of behind thiswhole project. The first was by aman named
John Campbell—back when going to the M oon was big news— to the effect that what astrophysics
needed most was not bigger and better telescopes or spectroscopes, but atime machine. Lewiston was
one of thefirst—or at least most vocal—to recognize that the Rao-Chang FTL drive could provide some
of the same advantages.”

Sanchez looked interested but didn’t speak. After abrief pause, Clark went on, “The other remark that
influenced Lewiston came from a professor he had as an undergraduate. Do you know what a supernova
is?’

Sanchez nodded. “When a star goes bang?’

“Right. A bigger-than-average bang. There hasn’t been onein our galaxy for centuries, but in 1885 there
was oneright next door—S Andromedae, in the grest spird galaxy M31. An unusually favorablelocation
for study—except that photographic spectroscopy wasn't well-devel oped yet. Lewiston's professor’s
remark was amply that if S Andromedae had been just twenty years later—or athousandth of a percent
farther away—we would now know far mote about super-novae than we do.”

Sanchez grunted. “And so Lewiston wanted to takethis... er... ‘timemachine’ back to 1885 for a better
look?’ “Inamanner of speaking. Not in every sense, of course—no Ineetting Great-grandma as ayoung



girl or anything like that. But the light that came past Earth in 1885 was now alittle over alight-century
past us, and since the Rao-Chang drive can move much faster than light, it would be afairly smple matter
to go out and overtake it. That way we' d get alook at-the same view we missed in 1885. It would even
be as bright, for al practica purposes, sncealight-century isavery smdl fraction of thetotal distance
thelight traveled”

Sanchez knocked along ash off hiscigar. “A cuteidea,” he said. “But you said it went out over a
hundred light-years. That’ salot farther than any of the other Rao-Chang ships have gone. I'm surprised
the Foundation approved it so soon—especialy just for one man to go look at one tar.”

“It dmogt didn’t. The other ships arelooking for colony sites, the Archaeopteryx wasapurdy scientific
venture, and the Foundation did indeed balk at supporting it. But Lewiston was determined, and despite
the popular picture of him as shy and mild, he could be shrewd and even ruthlesswhen he was after a
grant. When we made it clear that wewouldn’t risk atrip of that length and potentia danger just for his
supernova spectra, he conned adozen other influential astronomers and physicigtsinto letting him run
experimentsfor them on the sametrip. They wouldn't have to go aong—the instrumentation could be so
automated that the ship needed no crew beyond one pilot, one full-fledged astronomer, and amate who
could double as the astronomer’ s assistant. So he finally convinced usthat the scientific value could be
made commensurate with the cost and risk of life” Clark smiled self-conscioudy. “In fact, some of us
hed very high hopesfor this expedition.”

Sanchez took along draw on hiscigar, blew a mediocre smoke ring, and cleared histhroat. “I see. And
now the expedition’ s .back—uwith the pilot dead, the astronomer insane, and nobody |eft to tell about it
but the mate.”

Clark winced. WEII, he thought with agigh, at least he did finally get back to the point.

There was an awkward silence while Clark tried to think what to say. Then Sanchez said, in the same
musing way .he said so many things, “I wonder if it wasredly wiseto let that fellow—Turabian?—
wander around with nobody sure where hewas going.”

Clark blinked, startled. “Why shouldn’t he?’
“Wadll, | gather you didn’t question him very thoroughly. | haven't had a chanceto question him at al.”

“He' |l be back.” With sudden surprised comprehension, Clark laughed nervoudy. “ Oh, come on, Joe!
Thisisn't amurder mystery!”

“Is'tit?1 mean, are you sure? I’m not saying you' rewrong, I’ m not saying our problem isgoing to be
any more than figuring out the most delicate way to tell theworld that Lewiston did just what Turabian
sayshedid. But, at thispoint, isit redly so obviousthat Turabian’s story istrue?’

“l don't see-”

“Y ou don’'t see any clear-cut evidence of exactly what happened, do you? | don't think you will, either.
Turabian saysthey struggled, the bulkhead tool would have had both sets of fingerprintson it, and

they’ ve probably both been cleaned off. All I’'m saying isthat Turabian told you one version of what
happened, and there may be others. Which camefirg, Lewiston’s mental breakdown or hisaleged
killing of the skipper? If the murder came first—and maybe brought on the collgpse—did Lewiston do it
or witness it? Whoever did it, why? If Lewiston’ sinsanity camefirst, what precipitated it? No matter
how it happened, al those questions need good solid answers before the Foundation can adopt astrong



position on thismatter. And | don’t see how we can get good solid answers when we don’t even know
where Turabian is”

Clark scowled, smultaneoudy dightly ashamed that he hadn’t thought of the same questions earlier and
more than dightly annoyed that Sanchez was making such abig dedl of Turabian’stemporary absence.
“Y ou' re making abig fuss over nothing,” he said. “L ook, | know Jonel Turabian. | trust him. There sno
problem.”

“You'retoo willing to trust people,” Sanchez told him bluntly. Helooked redly disturbed. “Too willing
for your own good. I’ ve often worried about that, Henry. Frankly, you never did know how to use
power. Y ou' ve got to realize that the people you can’t trust are going to be very careful to make you
think you can—so you don't dareredlly trust anybody. Y ou’' ve got away with it so far, just dealing with
grant applications and such. But maybe someday you' re going to find yourself dealing with something
more important, and somebody you trust is going to catch you so off guard it’ll make your head spin. |
just hope now’ s not thetime.” He shrugged, but annoyance and frustration were strong in hisusualy
undemondtrative face. “ My advice would have been to keep him here until thiswhole thing's cleared up.
Butdl | candoisadvise. | can’'t make you listen to me. What are you going to do now?’

Clark pressed hislipstogether and silently studied Sanchez' face for severa seconds before answering.
Sanchez was being unreasonable—ridiculous. And yet, however dightly, he had managed to erode

Clark’ s certainty that he could trust Jondl. Clark resented that, findly he said coldly,. “Do you want meto
get him back here?’

Sanchez' eyebrowsrose dightly, very briefly. “ Canyou?’

“Of course. | asked him to carry, a pocket communicator when he left the spaceport. He took it without
the dightest hegitation.”

“Ah,” Sanchez amiled mildly, “but will he answer it?1 suggest you try him.”

There was a phone on the desk. Somewhat apprehensively, Clark punched the code for the
communicator he had given Turabian. An intermittent musical hum told him the call was getting through.

But nobody answered. Clark began to sweat with the third buzz, and grew more tense with each later
one. He quit after twenty and turned away from the phone, badly shaken. “If it isamurder mystery,” he
asked dmost inaudibly, “who hasjurisdiction out there?”

“I don’'t know,” Sanchez replied with ashrug. “But | certainly want to talk to somebody—preferably a
psychologis—who knew Lewiston before the trip. And Turabian too.”

Asheworked at histissue andyzer, Dr. Sdney Marvin kept stedling furtive glances at his unexpected
late patient. He felt just the dightest twinge of unprofessiona annoyance—it was dark out aready, and he
had been dl set to go home to Cynthiaand supper when this young man showed up inssting that he had
to know right away how much danger he’ d been exposed to. He d tried to convince the man—Jm
Koehler, he said his name was—that doing the tests tonight wasn't going to be any better than doing
them tomorrow morning. But Koehler had protested that he wouldn't be able to deep until he knew, and
had made enough of a scenethat Marvin findly gavein. Now he kept thinking that something in the
man’smanner didn’'t quitering true.

And that he ought to recognize him, even though he was quite sure he knew no Jm Koehler.



He turned away from the big stainless stedl box and walked back over to the patient, examining the
readouts as he went. “Well, Mr. Koehler, you can relax. There doesn’t seem to be any damage, either
functiona or genetic. | don't think we'll even need to check the crystal dosmeter you brought along.”

“Please do,” Koehler said at once. “It' s possible that | wasin a position where something shielded me
from most of theradiation. I'd ill like to know how bad the genera levelsgot.”

1] BLIt-”
“Please. You dready put the crystd in the evaluator, soit’sjust a matter of looking at the results. Right?”

Marvin started to argue, then shrugged and walked over to the evaluator. He took out the crystal and the
card that lay next to it, containing an automaticaly printed summary of itsindications. He gavethe card a
perfunctory glance, then did adouble take and stared hard and long at it. Findly he said, “Good heavens,
Mr. Koehler, you were lucky! Y ou haven't been messing around with unlicensed radiation research,
have you? That' s very dangerous—"

“No,” Koehler interrupted, “1 haven't. May | seethat card, please?’ Before Marvin- thought to stop him,
he scooped up the crystal and the evauation and stuck them in his pocket

Marvin redized alittle later that he should have ingsted on getting the card back immediately. Now dl he
thought of wasto blurt out, “Well, if you haven't been doing unauthorized research, where on Earth did
you get exposed to stuff likethis?’

Koehler flashed him aquick, odd, dmost humorless smile. “Funny you should ask that, but | don't think
the answer’ sredly important to your diagnosis. Thanks, Doctor. Y ou' ve been abig help. | believeyou
said your fee would be eighteen dollars.” He pressed atwenty into Marvin's palm and disappeared
through the door.

Five minutes later, Marvin remembered why he had seemed to recognize Koehler. His mouth dropped
open, he stopped suddenly with his hand on the doorknob, and after two seconds hesitation he rushed
back to the phone and picked it up. “Long distance information, please.”

Stephan Kovacswas still in New Y ork when they caled him the next morning, but Sanchez and Clark
agreed that even smdl nuances might be reveding enough to warrant using a shielded picture-phoneline.
Theimage that |ooked out of the screen at them resembled a very distinguished white-haired walrus with
rimless glasses, but there was nothing comica about the psychiatrist’ s speech. Hiswords came quietly,
carefully, and trimmed right to the point. .“”Yes," he said, ” Donald Lewiston has been placed under my
cae”

“And you aso handled his origina screening examination before he was cleared to supervise the
experiments on the Archaeopteryx?’ Sanchez asked his question without ever moving his eyesfrom the
screen. Clark just listened from} . the Sddlines.

“I did”

“Y ou got to know his character pretty well?’



“I'd say 0.”

Sanchez lit hisfirgt cigar of the morning, talking off-handedly around it ashe did so. “ Dr. Kovacs, you've
aready been told that when Lewiston came back in this condition, the origind pilot of the ship wasfound
to have been murdered. Thisisal very awkward for the Foundation. We retrying to find out exactly
what really happened before word gets out and the public starts ad-libbing. So please keep whatever we
say under your hat.”

“Naturaly,” said Kovacs, with ahint of impatience.

“The ship’s mate, who was the only one aboard in acondition to tell us anything, says L ewiston broke
down under strain during the trip and killed the skipper. Does that sound likely?’

“It' squite possible.”

“The mate says he often suspected that Lewiston could suffer such abreakdown rather easily. He
mentioned Lewiston' susualy wearing a characteristic fixed smile, which to am suggested that
Lewis-ton's outward appearance of self-control was maintained by what he described as‘atight lid that
might blow of F. Does that jibe with anything you found in your screening tests?’

Kovacs nodded dightly. “ There was an edge there, rather sharp and well-defined. Lewiston knew where
it was, though, and did an admirable job of staying back of it.”

“But you do think he could have been pushed over?’
“Y es. Under the right circumstances.”

“The mate blamed it on the fedling of isolation while they were going faster than light, when the sarsare
invishble for an extended period. Do you think that could have doneit?’

The psychiatrist smiled dmost imperceptibly. “Wdl, I’ ve never actudly experienced super-c mysdlf, but
I’d have to say no. It would have taken more than that to send Lewiston over the edge, or | never would
have O. K.”d him for the trip. It would have taken something more specific—more of a definite shock.”

“Hm-m-m.” Clark noticed afleeting expression of something on Sanchez' face. Then the counsglor
continued smoothly, “The ship’s mate we re talking about is named Jond Turabian. Did you screen him
aso?

“ Ya”

“Isit possiblethat Turabian himsdf killed the skipper, witnessing that act triggered Lewiston’s collapse,
and Turabian took advantage of that to transfer the blameto Lewiston?’

Kovacs looked surprised. “Highly unlikely,” he said. “ Turabian was quite stable. It would have been very
hard to drive him to something like that. He was about as far from homicida tendencies asanybody I’ ve
ever examined. It sasmple matter to fun alie detector test on him if you'rein doubt, but I’ d put money
onwhat it'll show.”

“You fed pretty sure Lewiston did it, then?’

Kovacs nodded. “ He thinks he did. He sin no condition to give us much moreinformation, but | think
he' sright.”

Sanchez thanked him and broke the connection. “Well,” he said, turning to Clark, “looks like you were



right. Itisn't amurder mystery.” Clark had dready started to fed relieved, but Sanchez immediately
added, “1t may be something much worse.”

The smile Clark had started to form dissolved. “What?’

“According to Kovacs, Lewiston did just what Turabian said he did. Except that what sent him over the
brink was something more than just the isolation in super-c. So what wasiit?’

Clark’ sjaw dropped dowly as he grasped Sanchez' point. Something must have happened out there.
Something drastic enough that it drove Lewiston insane and Turabian didn’t want to talk about it. What?

“I think,” Sanchez said earnestly, “it may beimportant. | think we' d better try again to get Turabian back
here as soon as possible and find out what happened that he' s covering up. Want to try his
communicator agan?’

Clark nodded unenthusiastically. Fearing the same response—or non-response.—as before, he reached
for the phone. And it rang.

He picked it up, startled. “Hello? Henry Clark’ here.”

It was the Foundation officein New Y ork. “Mr. Clark,” said asmooth-voiced young lady “we had an
odd phone cdl lagt night, from asmal town somewhere down there—Wabasso, | think it was. An M.D.
named Marvin said he'd just-, had a patient who was acting strangely and was concerned about some
radiation he’ d supposedly been exposed to. He didn’t show any body damage, but he brought along a
crysta dosmeter that showed definitely darming levels. And—get this—after the man had gone, this
Marvin thought he recognized him as one of our Rao-Chang crewmen. Description sounded like Jonel
Turabian. Isthat possible?’

“Well look intoit,” Clark said. “ Anything else?’

Therewasn’t. As soon as that connection broke, Clark punched out Turabian’s code asfast as he could.
Hefelt tremendousrelief when, after thefirst buzz, Turabian’ svoice said softly, “Yes?”

“Jonel!” Clark said with audible surprise. “Y ou had usworried. Why didn’t you answer when | tried to
cdl youlagt night?’

“1 was with somebody, and you wanted me to be inconspicuous, didn’t you? So | thought it would be
best to ignore the communicator right then.”

“O. K. Was the somebody you were with adoctor?’
Turabian sounded startled. “How did you know that?’

“Never mind that now. Joe Sanchez came down from New Y ork, and we need to talk to you right away.
Whereareyou?’

“Public library and computer termind in PAm Beach.”

“That'll keep. We d like you back here as soon as possible.”

“Can you give me another hour or two? | need some more information and—"
“You can get it later. Please, Jonel—now.”

Reluctantly, “O. K. Be there shortly. Maybe | can take some of thiswith me and read it on theway. So



long.”

As Clark hung up, he frowned. Now what, he wondered, can be so all-fired urgent about a public
library?

Turabian arrived early in the afternoon, which was quite reasonable, but Clark’ s cordidity was strained
as he welcomed him back and led him into the small conference room he and Sanchez had appropriated.
As soon asthey were dl seated, around asmall ova table with amagic date top, Clark said bluntly,

“Y ou’ ve been holding out on us, Jond. We taked to the psychiatrist who dedlt with Lewis-ton both
before and after your trip, and he says Lewiston wouldn't have cracked the way he did just from
gpending time in super-c. He says something else must have happened. Then we find out that in your first
few hours back on Earth you’ ve gone to a private doctor under a phony name with aworry about
radiation dosage. Something' s very fishy here, Jonel. What isit? What happened out there?’

Hewas prepared to meet resistance, but Turabian smply nodded, thoroughly unruffled, and said,
“You'reright.” It seemed to Clark, somehow, that he looked disturbingly calm and solemn. 1 have been
holding out, and I’m sorry. But I'm ready to tell you about it now. It'simportant and it’ll take alittle
while, so make yourselves comfortable and listen closaly.” He glanced from Clark to Sanchez and back
agan, asif waiting. Clark, fedling fidgety, made a determined effort to look relaxed and attentive. Findly
Turabian asked, “ Do you know what a Seyfert gdaxy is?’

Clark searched his memory for the term. Sanchez said, “1 don't.”

“Neither does anybody ese, redly,” said Turabian. “We ve only seen afew, and those from greeat
distances, so we don’'t know much about them. We know they’ re spiral galaxieslike ours, and they have
small bright nude—or smdll bright regionsin their nuclei—and peculiar spectrawith strong emission lines
and alot of Doppler broadening. Some of them are strong radio sources. Some people have thought they
may be" important sources of high-energy cosmic rays. But nobody’ s sure what the mechanismiis, except
that it seemsto be some kind of explosion involving the nucleus asawhole. Possibly achain reaction of
super-novae—or maybe something else, but that at least helps you picture the order of magnitude.
Imagine tens of thousands of thingslike S Andromedae occurring in afew yearsin asmall region of
space, and you may get some of theright idea.”

Clark squirmed uncomfortably in his chair. What was the man driving at?

Turabian continued, but changed histack. “Now, consider this. Weliked to think of the Archaeopteryx
as going into the past—by running after the light from S Andromedae, we reached a point where we
were seeing things on that side of the sky as Earth had seen them in the past. Not dl at the sametimein
the past—the exact amount depended on direction, from practically zero for distant objects straight out
to the sdes up to ahundred and thirty yearsfor things straight back—but al in the past. But at the same
time, and in just asreal asense, we had moved into other parts of Earth’'s future. We had moved closer
to objects on this side of the sky, and so were seeing them by light that wouldn't reach Earth for quite
sometimeyet.

“The center of our galaxy was about sixty degrees from our forward direction on the Archaeopteryx.
Not straight ahead, but definitely inthe *future’ haf of our sky. And that’ s where we saw the anomaly.”

Clark frowned. “What anomay?’

“A bright spot that nobody’ d ever seen before. Nobody’ s ever seen the galactic center, you know,
athough we ve known whereit isfor sometime. It' sthirty thousand light-years off and hidden behind



thick ‘ clouds of interstellar smog. But we saw it, right through al that stuff. And that meansit was bright.”

Clark felt achill trying to start up his spine. Sanchez said, “ Are you trying to say our galaxy’ sgoing to
become one of those Seyfert things?’

“I'm saying it dready has. It happened some thirty thousand years ago, the light and radiation just hasn't
reached usyet. But we ve seen it coming. It hasthe right kind of spectrum, and it's coming from a point
quitefar off intheright direction. It'll get here”

“O.K.,” Sanchez said quietly. “When?’

“A very pertinent question,” Turabian nodded. “We weren't in aposition to fully evauate the danger,
what with limited cosmic ray instrumentation, medica knowledge, pertinent referencesintheship's
computer memory, and time. But we did find references indicating that radiation levelsin an exploding
galaxy could get high enough to wipe out life-forms on planetsal over the gdaxy. Sowerigged a
dosimeter on the ship’ s exterior to get datathat could be analyzed later to give us an ideawhat Earth was
going to be up againgt. And then we started home—jumping in and out of super-c severd timesto look
at the explosion from various distances and find out when it starts.”

Thisiscrazy, Clark thought. He' s talking seriously about the center of our galaxy exploding and
destroying life on thousands of planets including this one—and it seems so far fromreality that |
don't fed anything at all about it. Nothing. But dowly, ingdioudy, the fegling was starting to build up.

He heard Sanchez say, “And what did you find?| take it ahundred and thirty years was an upper limit-"

“Sixty-five yearswas an upper limit,” Turabian corrected. “ There sa cosinefactor hi it because we
hadn't traveled straight toward the galactic center.” He quickly sketched the geometry on the

tabletop.” Lewiston forgot it, too—and when he forgot something asbasic asthat, | knew he wasredly
upset. The minute he first realized the bright spot was toward the gal actic center wasthefirst timel ever
saw him lose his grin, and he was never the same after that. When we started hopping home, he looked
up everything the computer had on Seyfert galaxies, and he worried. Sometimes he got obsessed with the
ideathat we must stop wasting time and get the warning home asfast as possible. Other times he thought
we shouldn't deliver it at dl because therewasn't redly any danger and warning Earth would achieve
nothing but unnecessary terror. And at still others he thought we shouldn’t deliver it because the danger
was real and so bad that nothing could be done—so a quiet finish would be better than spending our last
daysworrying about theinevitable.

“More and more, during the long daysin super-c, he took to sitting silently and morosdly in acorner,
never speaking except for occasona spells of halucinations and raving on one of those themes. One of
those times was when he attacked Dirk-I think he had al three of hisideas tormenting him at once that
time. He struck with amazing speed and strength, | couldn’t stop him intime. | don't think he even
understood what he' d done afterward. All | could do was keep him tied up, sedated, and fed the rest of
the way home.

“I only dropped below ¢ once after that. The added strain of running the ship and taking care of Lewiston
was getting to me, and besides there was arisk of getting stranded if | tried any more intermediate |ooks.
So we came on in after that one. The thing in the nucleus was ‘Weaker that time, so | guesswe were
near the beginning, but it was ill there.”

Clark shuddered. It was gtarting to feed more real now—about asred asthe mid-morning memory of a
vivid nightmare. “ So,” he asked, “how long do we have?’

“Atmogt,” said Turabian, “twenty years.”



1
Something unpleasant caught in Clark’ sthroat. “Why didn’t you tell usthisright away?’ he rasped.

“| wasn't sureit waswise,” Turabian said smply. “Frankly, | wasalittle afraid one of Lewiston’ sworries
might beright. In particular, | thought maybe he was right that there was dire danger and nothing to be
done. You'll certainly recognize that, whether right or wrong, announcing thiswould have impact.

Panic... degpair...”

Yes, Clark thought bitterly asthe reality continued to burrow into hismind, certainly despair. How
cruelly ironic that the Rao-Chang drive should give man access to the stars— and then show him
an impending threat from which even those stars can provide no refuge.

“If that wasthe case,” Turabian was saying, “| thought it would be wrong to mention it. Once the cat was
out of the bag, there’ d be no way to get it back in. So | had to find out first how great the danger was. |
buried our observations of the explosion in the computer, stored under akey word known only to
me—don't worry, I'll giveit to you now—and | sneaked out of the ship with the crystal dosmeter we
planted outside in my pocket. | took that to Dr. Marvin last night, and went to the library to check some
things our ship’s computer didn’t know.” “And?’

“Lewiston wasright. The danger isvery red. The ship protected me, but out in the open | would have
been in bad shape.”

Clark fdt anirrationd flash of resentment. Sanchez asked the question that was in both their minds.
“Then why areyou teling usnow?’

“Because,” said Turabian, “he was wrong about there being nothing that could be done.”
Another feding surged up in Clark. He jumped on the words. “What can possibly be done?’

“It'spossibleto hide,” Turabian said. “Not pleasant, but possible. And probably not even that without
largelossof life. But at least some can take their lives and civilisation underground during the part of the
day when radiations bad.

“Oh,” said Clark. He was disappointed, he had hoped for amore pleasant way out. “How long will such
messures be necessary?’

“It will seem likeforever. Quite possibly amillion years or s0.” He paused, neither Clark nor Sanchez
sad anything. Findly Turabian added quietly, “The other way—for some—isto migrate.”

“Migrate?’ Clark and Sanchez gasped in unison. Smultaneoudy, Clark said, “Where?’ and Sanchez
sad, “1 thought you said it affected the whole galaxy—"

“Uh-huh. | also did some research on the Rao-Chang drive when | wasin thelibrary. Y ou know we
used atop speed of 1.OOOc or so on dl the runswe ve made so far. Do you know why?’

“Why, | suppose...” Clark fumbled for an answer. He didn't actudly know, but it was embarrassing to
admit that.

“| supposeit’sasfast asthey can go,” Sanchez offered.

“No,” sad Turabian, “itisn’'t. It's not an intringic limitation on the Rao-Chang drive. We don't know of



any intrinsic limitation on the Rao-Chang drive—except that it accelerates so easily when you get much
past ¢ that the navigation would be too tricky on trips as short aswe ve done so far. Liketrying to go to
the corner drugstore at Sx hundred miles per hour. But if you start talking intergalactic travd...”
Surprisngly, he smiled.

And the smile grated on Clark’ s senghilities. “ Intergalactic?’ he echoed increduloudly, annoyed. “It’ stoo
farl”

“Isit?Why? The only reason | know isthat it's so far beyond what we' ve done before that we hadn’t
felt ready to consider it yet. But sometimes agood kick in the pants can get aman to try something he
never dreamed he could do—and hefindsthat he can. Asfar as|’m concerned, my galaxy exploding is
adandy kick in the pantd”

Clark’ shead spun, trying to assmilateit dl. First being told that this galaxy was exploding, then that a
possible solution wasto leave it dtogether. ..

For amoment he dmost succumbed to the inviting optimism in Turabian’ s smile. Then sudden
counter-reaction set in and he shook his head vigoroudy and s apped his hand down on the tabletop with
adartling bang. “No,” he said stubbornly. “It’sno good. No good &t all.”

Turabian looked a him oddly. “What's no good?’

“Your idea. I'm sorry, Jond, but | can’t buy it. Have you really thought about what you' re saying? |
mean, suppose it’ strue. Suppose Rao-Chang ships can make intergalactic trips. How many people can
they take?’

“I can't give you any numbers. | never pretended it would be aneat way out for everybody.”

“You bet. it isn’'t! Nobody’ sthought about building aredly large-scae transport yet, but | can’t imagine
anything that would begin to make a dent in the population. The Archaeopteryx only carried three men,
but that was specid. O. K. The colony ships carried afew dozen. They’re far cheaper than we ever
dreamed interstellar travel could be, bat they’ re still damned expensive. So when you Sit there spouting
glowing chatter about this thing spurring us on to bigger and better things, you' re redly talking about a
tiny elite going off at the expense of therest of us. Sure, you might be one of the dlite, but what about us,
Jondl? All of uswho haveto stay here and die, or curl up and hide and know that more generations than
we can picture are going to have to do the same? While you go merrily off to the Magellanic Clouds
or—" He stopped abruptly as he redlized what he was doing. He hadn’t even realized, when he started
thetirade, that Turabian’ s attitude had got to him so much—or that there was so much persona
resentment in hisreactions. But it wastrue. If Jonel’ sidea were accepted, who would decide how many
went, and who they would be? It would be asticky question. However it was done, it waslikely that
Jond would go—and even more likely, even unto certainty, that Clark wouldn't. It bothered him more
than heliked to admit, and it would bother billions of others who were in the same boat and far lessable
to accept it.

And he would have to dedl with dl of them.

That threat was alot closer and easier to visudize than the explosion itself—and therefore, in itsway,
more immediately gppalling. With aconscious effort, he restored some calm to his mind. But he made no

gpologies.
He heard Sanchez put into words afaint hope that wasin the back of hisown mind. “Let’sal hold onto



our hats here. How sure are you that the Stuation’ sreally asbad asyou' ve sized it up? You' re surethis
thing' sredlly a core exploson and not something dse?’

Turabian nodded, Clark thought he looked dightly shaken, but it was hard to be sure. “1 don’t see how it
could be anything e se. When you check the Stuff | |eft in the ship’s computer, | think you'll agree.”

Sanchez grunted. “We'll see. O. K., suppose we take that for granted. How sure are you of the radiation
hazard? Y ou base your appraisal of that on adosimeter you planted on the outside of the hull and had a
small-town Foridadoctor evaluate. Are you sure he knew what he was doing? | mean, the place where
you had the dosmeter wasn't exactly equivalent to the surface of the Earth.”

“I'm sure he didn’t know what hewas doing,” said Turabian. “But | didn’t just take hisword for it. | got
the andyss card from him and went over it mysdlf, making al the corrections| could. It will be
dangerouswhen it gets here.”

“But,” Clark objected, “you said the ship protected you. Why won't the atmosphere and the
geomagnetic fidd protect us?’

“They will, to some extent—but not enough. Remember two things. First, astarship necessarily hasa
good dedl of radiation protection built into it. Second, even if theintensity’slow enough so it doesn’t
bother you in afew hours or days, it might till be disastrousiif you get a continuous blast of it for your
wholelife. That’ swhat we' re going to be up againsg—for fifty thousand generations. | came off the
Archaeopteryx with no serious damage, but | wouldn't have wanted to stay out there for very long. |
was concerned enough to have athorough tissue check at the sametime | had the dosimeter read. | was

lucky.”

Clark sucked in adeep breath. They were grasping at straws, he knew, but it was better to do that than
to pass hagtily by things which appeared to be straws but were really more substantia.

O. K. The straws had been tested and found Wanting. Now what?

He thought through along silence, but no answers came. Findly-he said, “I didn’t mean to snap &t you,
Jond. You'll understand that thisisabit of ashock to me. I'll need sometimeto get my balance. Buit |
can tell you onething right off. | can’t accept the solutions you' ve suggested until I’ ve redlly dug for
something alot better.” ” Do you have any ideawhereto dig?

“None. But it hasto be done. Surely there’' saway we can help more people than that—and I’ ve got to
findit. Can| count on you to help me?’

Turabian looked at him for several seconds before he answered, and Clark failed utterly to read what he
wasthinking. Then he said, “ Sure. And good luck. Do you have anything for meto do now?’

“Not right now. | haveto get my thinking started first. There must be places and people you' ve been
wanting to see since you got back. Why don’t you go ahead? If you' Il hang on to that communicator, |
cancal youwhen | get anidea”

Turabian stood up. “Will do. The key word for the recordsin the computer is‘syzygy’, | guessyou'll
want to start there.” He started toward the door.

“Thanks.” Intime, Clark remembered to add, “ Please remember, dl thisis ill in an awkward gate.
WEe re not trying to hide the fact that you' re back, but we' |l be trusting you to keep quiet about dl of the
details. Thingslike what happened to Dirk and Lewiston, and the core explosion business...”

Turabian stopped halfway to the door and nodded. “ Sure, | understand. And you’ || understand when |



say I'll have to make one exception.”

Clark started to react with shocked anger, but it dissolved into ardieved smile—thefirst time he had
amiled in What felt like along, long time—as his mind sngpped back to normality enough to catch
Turabian’smeaning. “ Sandy?’ Turabian nodded. “Sure,” Clark said, dtill smiling, “1’ll understand that.
Just make sure she understands. And give her my best. Have agood trip.”

Turabian went out. Asthe door closed behind him, the mental image that had prompted Clark to smile
projected itsdlf twenty yearsinto the future and the smile vanished as abruptly asit had come.

Clark felt very much asif agreat weight had just descended on him and there was no one around to take
it off.

He sat silent for along time that was probably actualy no more than aminute. He gradually became
conscious of the fact that Sanchez, retained by the World Science Foundation as* chief counselor,”
hadn’t been doing much counseling in thelast few minutes. “Well,” he said suddenly, in atone that might
be congtrued as accusing, “what do you think about dl this?’

Sanchez shrugged. “I think I’ d better not form an opinion until I know more and havetimeto putitin
perspective.”

“No bright ideas about what to do?’

“Not yet. I'd say start by going over everything the Archaeopteryx hasfiled under ‘syzygy’ witha
fine-toothed comb. Make absolutely sure the problem’ sredlly what he claimsit is before we put too
much effort into asolution.”

“Andifitis?’

“Then we re going to have to put an effort into it that makes the mind boggle. And | till wouldn't bet on
finding asolution welike. I'm afraid thisone may be too big.” He pushed himself avay from the table
and stood up suddenly. “1 think we both need some time to think before we do much more talking. Y ou
know where you can call me.” When Clark said nothing, he went out and eased the door shut behind
him. A moment later he stuck his head back in and added, “ Assuming that is the problem, | can think of
one man it might be agood ideato talk to.” Then heleft again, and thistime he didn’t return.

Clark stayed where he wasfor haf an hour, letting his mind wander over what he’ d heard, urging it to
cam down and steady itself onto a course of action. Occasionaly he picked up a stylus and doodled
absently on the magic date tabletop, then immediately rubbed out the doodles, annoyed with himself.
Lately—it had been building up since Dianne had died, d most two years ago—he had seemed to himsdlf
more indecisve and more easlly irritated by little things than ever before. And thiswas no little thing He
took it amost asapersond affront that it should be dumped in hislap. He liked hisjob, for the most part,
but he would never have taken it if he could have foreseen that it would include thiskind of thing.

Why me? he thought miserably. Then he managed to force that kind of thinking out of hismind.

And ahdf hour after Sanchez had |eft, the meaning of his parting words suddenly penetrated. With anew
surge of muted excitement, Clark reached for the telephone.



This may be a straw too, he thought as he punched for long distance, but it’ sworth atry. And it’s
something | can do right now,

It was dtill fairly early morning when Turabian turned off the mainway near Knoxville and headed esdt,
following a branching sequence of progressively smaler and less luxurious roads. As soon ashe was
decisvey out of the metropolitan area he took over manua control of the car, enjoying the fed of
personally guiding it around the bends and dips and rises. As he wound up into the foothills, he passed
through areas where houses were still scarce and treesin their October prime crowded in on the road as
if to form atunnel. In others he skirted open fields from which the brilliant golds and reds formed aplush
carpet over distant rolling hills. Either way, it was exhilarating, seen through air asclear ashe
could-remember aid sparkling under a cloudless, hazeless sky. Thiswas Earth at its best, dmost asif
making aspecid effort to welcome him back.

Hislast turn took him down anarrow dirt road reinforced with a hafhearted scattering of gravel, and
bordered with atal fringe of goldenrod. Two miles down that, an even narrower driveway swung off to
theright around the end of an ancient split-rail fence and climbed steeply through agrove of wanuts and
hickories, but Turabian didn’t turn off there. Instead he pulled off the road, parked on the grass dongside
the fence, and went up on foot. As soon as he got out of the car, clean cool air filled his nostrils with the
smell of moist mountain soil and fallen leaves, and the leaves crackled underfoot as he went up the short

dope.

The housg, alittle stone cottage that must be close to ahundred years old, sood on ardatively level
grassy shelf looking out over the treetops across a succession of ridges and valleys culminating in the
main range of mountains proper. Sandy Dunbar, despite her urban upbringing (or maybein direct
reaction to it, even she wasn't sure which), had falenin love with it shortly before shefell in love with
Jond. When she found how chegply she could buy it, she had moved inimmediately.

She was home. Her jegp was parked under its shelter roof, awisp of smoke floated lazily from the
chimney, and—most conclusively of al—Ozymandias the Mutt was home and came running glefully a
Jonel’ s approach. Oz never wasted energy barking, he was a dog of action, not words. Jonel greeted
him with just enough roughhousing so he wouldn't fed forgotten, then madeit clear that he would haveto
wait for more. Oz accepted the verdict, but hung around with wagging tail while Jonel knocked and
waited.

Hedidn't have to wait long. Sandy opened the door and registered immediate surprise. Before she could
say anything, Jond grinned at her and recited softly,

“Homeis the sailor, home from the stars,
“ And the huntress still home on the-"

“You'read-libbing,” she chided, echoing his grin. Before he could finish, she stopped him with along,
amply affectionate kiss. Jonel made no attempt to finish the poem. Eventualy Sandy backed up about
twoinchesand said, “But I'm redly glad to see you.”

To Jond, experienced in reading the sometimes subtle nuances of her face, it was obvious that that was
the weskest possible statement of her feglings. She had been worried—aswell she might, with the extra
time thetrip had taken. “I’m redlly glad to see you, too,” he said, and kissed her again.



Findly shesad, “1 didn’t even know the Archaeopteryx was back. | was starting to get worried. We
were expecting you... gee, how long? Two weeks ago?’

“Something likethat. We had-" he hesitated dightly, “alittle trouble on the ship. I'm sorry | didn’t call to
let you know I’ d be late, but the faster-than-light telephone hasn't been invented yet.”

Shelaughed. “That's O. K. You're back now. What kind of trouble wasit?’
“I'll tell you... later. O. K.?’

For asplit-second she seemed to have read some of the seriousness of the trouble, and to register
concern about it. But she understood at once, and that fleeting reaction— so fleeting that even Jond
wasn't quite sure it was rell—was swept aside at once. “O. K.,” she said cheerfully, grabbing his hand
and turning. “Comeonin. I’ ve got a bottle of champagne | was saving for when you got back.”

Hefollowed her into the house, automaticaly checking his memory-image againgt her actua appearance.
Nobody had ever accused her of being excessively pretty, but it had never occurred to either of them
that any importance might be attached to that. She was twenty-six—five years younger than Jone—and
looked neither younger nor older. She could be described asfairly tall and dightly lanky, dressed at the
moment in blue jeans and ared and white checked flannd shirt, with long brown hair faling straight down
over her shoulders. A combination of bright eyes, adightly sharp nose and an easlly triggered
good-humored smile gave her face adightly pixyish gppearance, but Jondl had learned to see much more
thanthat init.

She paused insde and let her eyes dart around the small living room asiif looking for something. The
place was not adisplay of mode housekeeping. It was clean enough for health purposes, but not
immeaculate, and fascinatingly disorderly. Books and magazinesfilled aset of shelvesat one end, but
others were scattered here and there on desks and sofas and record cabinets. An oboe lay uncased on
the desk and a guitar stood in one corner, atypewriter sood in another, with paper in it. Doors opened
onto akitchen with utensils on the table, a bedroom with an unmade bed, and a photographic darkroom
hi which water was running. It was, in short, the house of somebody too busy living in it to have much
time for appearances.

Except for the pictures dl over the walls, and those were what Sandy was looking at—avaried selection
of her own sketches, paintings, and photographs, except for afew scenic photos Jonel had given her.
Jonel scanned them too, both their eyes stopped on the same one at the sametime. He started to
comment that it was new, but she spokefird. “Y ou haven't seen thisone, | did it while you were gone.
Youlike?

“I' like,” he said immediately. -, This one was a, photograph, amost striking photograph made with a
slit-field lens and showing a mountain sunrise viewed from ground level between dew-covered blades of
grasson anearby bald. “ Exquidte. Have you sold it yet?’

She shook her head. “No, | had a hunch you might especidly likeit, s0,1 wassavingit asa
welcome-home present for you. If you want meto publishit too, I'll try, but | don’t haveto. I've sold a
few picturesand achildren’ sstory since | saw you last, so I'm il eating.” She grinned. “I1t’ sgoing to be
kind of ardief to stop having to think about being commercia so often after we' re married, though. I'm
glad that’snot very far off.”

“Me, too,” he said, stubbornly refusing to think about the things he was going to haveto tell her this
afternoon. He looked back at the picture of the grassy bald. “That’' sanice place,” he mused. “Why



don't we hike up there and gawk at it for awhile?’

“Sure. But we have to sample your champagnefirs.” Shegiggled. “1 had the makingsfor a specia med,
too, but they wouldn’t keep thislong. So would you like a hamburger with your champagne?’ “You're
ad-libbing,” he observed, “but hamburgers and champagne just happen to be one of my very favorite
lunches”

There was another primitive road that went fairly close to the unnamed bald in Sandy’ s picture. Because
of their late start, they drove her jeep dong that asfar asalittle-used trailhead before taking off on foot.
That left them two and ahdf fairly rugged miles, with anet atitude gain of fifteen hundred fest—agood
trip for an invigorating but unhurried afternoon. Jonel was alittle out of shape from the long weeks of
relaive inactivity aboard the ship, but not enough to makeit redlly hard—and the mountainswerein his
blood. It was near here, and on aday remarkably similar to this one, that he and Sandy had origindly
met. They had both been out for late-season solo trips on the Appaachian Trail, up on themain
ridge-crest, she heading north and he south. That stretch of trail waslittle used in that season, and
solitude readily available dong it, but the day’ slast sunlight found Jonel and Sandy converging on the
same lean-to. They both moved in, pooled their suppers, and then, curled in down deeping bags, talked
well into the night with that relaxed ease characterigtic of either old friends or back-packers meeting on
trails. By morning he had decided to reverse histrip and head <back north, if shedidn’t mind having a
companion, and she decided that shedidn’t mind a al. A month later they were officiadly engaged, and
shewas not in the least bothered by the fact that he was already in training for the voyage of the
Archaeopteryx,

Now, after the Old Bird had gone and returned, Jonel approached the top of thistrail with acurious
mixture of nostalgiaand mild fatigue. He knew when they were dmost there, he had been here before
and recognized the tangle of rhododendron and laurel that bordered the bald itself. He felt the climb just
enough to react by quickening his pace to hurry into the open meadow and then immediately stretching
out on his back in the long, soft grass. Seconds later, Sandy tossed off her small day pack and flopped
down next to him. For at least two minutes they wordlesdy soaked in the view of wildly colored fluff
undulating vigoroudy far into North Carolina. Nobody really knows what causesthe tredless
mountain-tops caled “bads,” common in the southern Appaachians, but many are grateful for whatever
itwas.

Findly Jond said, “Nice neighborhood you’ ve got here. Supper-time?” Sandy chuckled and got out the
food she' d brought—a small, smoked cheese, abag of her own specid gorp, and asmdl wineskin into
which she’ d smuggled the rest of of the champagne when Jonell was't looking. Asthey ate and talked of
pleasant matters, Jonel relaxed more completely than he had managed at any time since he’ d got back to
Earth. For the moment, he amost forgot. ..

And then, when they were finished eating and Sandy was packing the few pieces of garbage to carry
home, she asked, with deliberate gentleness, “ Are you ready to tell me what went wrong on the ship?’

He hesitated briefly before he started. He wasn't going to hold anything back, of course, but - he wanted
to be very careful about how he told her. Some ways would be worse than others....

“Yes” hesad. “Firg of dl, let mewarn you that Henry Clark—he said to tell you howdy for him, by the
way, S0 howdy—Henry Clark doesn’t want any of this being spread around ‘yet And | think he’ sright,
a least for thetime being. So | cantell you, but I’ll have to ask you not to even drop any hintsto



anybody ese. O. K.?’
She nodded, frowning dightly. “Of course.”

Jond paused again, then said, “We d finished everything we went out for and we were coming home.
And Lewiston cracked up. We could see his sanity disintegrating, but neither of us ever suspected he
was homicida—until hekilled Dirk.” “Oh, nol” “Yes” “But... why?’

Jond shrugged. “ He may ” have thought he had areason, but' | don’t know what it might have been. Like
| said, he cracked up.“ No, Jond thought, annoyed with himself. That’s not quite right. This-isn’t
coming out the way | want it to. But right now hedidn’t see quite how to fix it. He went on, "He
seemed harmless because he was mostly very withdrawn. Sometimes he talked about things that were
bothering him, but it was hard to seewhat Dirk or | had to do with them. Though with hindsight,” | guess
maybe we should have suspected him of being potentialy dangerous. Because he did sometimes have
raving pellswhen he seemed to be hdlucinating.”

“Oh?What kind of hdlucinations did he have?’

“Hewas usudly pretty incoherent, so | can't really say much about that. But gpparently one recurrent
oneinvolved being chased by demons or something. | remember him yelling out severa times, " They're
following us, they’ refollowing us“” He paused and admitted, “He got pretty persuasive at times, even
when hewas't making sense. Sometimes there was something about the way he said it that wasjust
plain eerie. Sometimes we had to just tune him out to keep from haf-bdlieving it oursaves.”

Sandy pursed her lipsthoughtfully. “Odd,” she murmured, “redlly odd. Let me get the picture, now.
Lewiston went crazy and killed Dirk, so you had to keep him under control and bring the *ship home by
yoursdlf, and that’ swhy it took you longer than it was supposed to.”

"Yes That is*

“| dill don’'t seewhy it took so long...” She frowned, shook her head, and backtracked. “What do you
suppose caused him to do that? Lewiston, | mean.”

“I don't suppose,” Jonel sighed. “I know.”
Shelooked at him with sudden surprise, waiting.

“Y ou’ ve gotten into astronomy, haven't you?’ he asked. She nodded. Jond had remembered correctly
that she had become intrigued when exposed to it in college—and then later’ so disgppointed with what
her professors did with it that she gave up on formal coursesin it. She had had smilar experienceswith a
wide range of fieldsin two and a hdf years, but she had |earned more about many of them after dropping
out than many students did by staying in school. Jonel didn’t remember just how deeply she' d goneinto
thisone, but he didn’t ask, if she needed to ask questions, she wouldn't hesitate.

“Remember Seyfert gdaxies?’ he said. “ The oneswith explosionsinvolving the whole core? Well, our
trip took us closer to the core of our galaxy, and we discovered that that’ s happened right here at home.”
Hewatched her closaly for reaction. She showed surprisingly little except to wait very attentively for
more. He wondered whether she had somehow missed the point. “ Our galaxy has suffered acore
exploson. Theradiation could wipe out life dl over the gdaxy. It' Il reach usin less than twenty years”
Pause. “That' swhy I'm so late. We dropped below light-speed severd timesto look at it from other
viewpaints, to get an ideahow much time we have. Twenty years—at most.”

Helooked at her. Still no reaction. Wasn't he getting through to her at al? He reached out and touched



her chin. “Sandy... did you understand what | just said?’
She nodded. “Uh-huh.”
tlAm1?1

“I'm numb. It' stoo big to get my emotiona teeth into.” She smiled thinly. “Let me see now. The Earthis
going to become uninhabitablein afew years, and so are al the placeswe might escapeto.”

“Not quite—on both counts. A lot of people... and other things...aregoing to die. | don't see’ any way
to avoid that. But some can probably survive by going into, hiding underground. And some’ may be able
to escape by leaving the galaxy. Out between galaxies, we could run Rao-Chang shipsa lot faster than
we' ve done so far. So some people—hardy, adventurous types—just might be able to make it to
another one and find anew homethere. He paused for along time, watching her face closdy. Then he
sad, ”You seewhat I'm building up to?*

She nodded, her lower lip caught lightly between her teeth. “I think so. And that | can get my emaotiond
teeth into. The future we had mapped out—you and I—isn't going to happen.”

He nodded and managed a philosophica chuckle. “One of the occupationa hazards of trying to map
futures. O. K., that one' s out, no use crying over it. The question is... you see the question that’s
bothering me, don't you?’ * *What do we put initsplace?* " That' sthe one.” She smiled her very
characteristic smile. "Where will we go?* she asked quietly.

More tension than Jond realized had built up in him relaxed when she said that. He reached out and
touched her hand. “Thanks, Sandy. That takesabig load off my mind. Y ou don’'t mind being afrontier
wife and mother?’

“Y ou know me better than that. Where? The Magel lanic Clouds?’

“I don't think so. They' re the obviousfirst choice, being the closest neighbor gaaxies. But they're
irregulars. Different kind of stellar population and interstellar medium than we' re used to. They might be
O. K., but I suspect we' Il have better luck hunting for the kind of planetswe need in M31. That'sonly
two million light-years away.” He chuckled,-be ginning to fed’ better.” Besides, | think I'd missthe Milky
Way if | went to anirregular galaxy.”

“Sowould . ”Only two million light-years” That hasan interesting ring to it.”

“Yes. And alittle scary, when you start to realize it. Incidentally, we d better not start thinking of that as
our new future yet, either. Physicdly, it can be done, politicaly, it may be something dse.” “How’ sthat?’

“Clark’ sreaction when | mentioned thiskind of surprised me, but it'sagood preview of what we can
expect. When | suggested that afew people might be able to escape, he was so bitter, automaticaly, that
it even surprised him— and he’ sover sixty and has alot more intelligence and saf-control than most of
the population. We' d just better bear in mind that if something like this reaches the planning stage, there's
going to be plenty of heat generated under collars about who getsto go and who doesn’'t Maybe even
enough so nobody getsto go.”

“Oh.” Sandy shrugged. “Wadll, if that happens, then | guesswe Il just have to make the most of thetime
we have left here, won't we?’ She finished the sentence with an air of finishing today’ s chapter of the
discussion, and Jonel chose not to pursueit. Sandy looked up at the sky and said casudlly, “Look where
the sunis. We probably ought to start down.”



Stretching lazily, they stood up. Jonel got the day pack and they headed down through the
rhododendrons. The afternoon continued with neither any further mention of the danger nor any feding of
tension brought on by deliberately avoiding it. It continued, in fact, just like an ordinary pleasant
afternoon’ s hike in the mountains. The core explosion had become smply one more item which they both
knew and would deal with when the time came. And for her ability to do that, Jonel’ sadmiration for
Sandy climbed another notch.

But later, asthey sat watching the gold-hued sunset from arock outcropping not far above the place
where her jegp was parked, he noticed that she seemed to become very pensive. “ Something wrong?’
he asked.

“I wasjust thinking about two things,” she said. “One of them isall the people who can't escape.”
“And the other?”’

She amiled quasi-gpologeticaly. “ 1t seems silly, redly. Though sometimes hunches do have something to
them. Maybe they come from subconscious thought, or extrasensory inputs, or...”

He nodded, understanding. “Intuition” was little understood, but he would be the last to deny that it
sometimes had unique vaue. “What isit?’

“I keep wondering,” she said, “why Lewiston should have kept thinking you were being followed.”

Henry Clark had had no previous persond dedings with Chan-dragupta Rao, but he was well aware that
in recent years the renowned physicist had become noted for his bitterness toward the Foundation—and,
it sometimes seemed, toward the world at large. The reasonsweren’t clear to Clark—Rao had had a
couple of grantsturned down, but so had many othersincluding severa of comparable stature—but the
fact waswell known. It didn’t matter, because Chang Pei-Fu had died in an automobile accident twelve
years ago, 0 that now only Rao remained. He had been reluctant to grant the interview, but had finally
given in after the most determined persuasive effort Clark had ever made.

Hefaced Clark across a huge wood-textured desk that drew excessive attention to his dight build.
Behind him, the morning-lit Sangre de Cristo mountainsloomed over his shoulder, adding to die
impression. The bushy black hair framing his swarthy face was dready graying in streeks, in away that
made him look much older than fifty. But the gaze that riveted Clark, from small black eyes set under
craggy ridges, was till as utterly penetrating and disquieting as Clark had ever seenit in pictures.

For along time after hisvisitor had been shown to achair, Rao just stared that way. Then he spoke, ina
surprisingly mild voice with the clipped accent common around Bombay. “Brevity isthe soul of many
good things,” hetold Clark. “ Therefore | will be blunt. Why have you cometo me?’

“A fair question,” said Clark. Getting the interview without revealing too much of the reason had been the
hardest part, but important, the dlower the gossip spread, the better. Already Borowski’ s funera had
spread it more than Clark liked, though fortunately, the skipper had had few relaives or friends. The
need for caution was not yet past. “I sought you out as the foremost authority on the Rao-Chang

drive—"

Rao laughed doud, harshly. “Hardly, Mr. Clark, hardly. Pei-Fu and | ssumbled onto the technique, that is
al. Sometimes| regret it. It seemsto have taken dl of sciencein directions quite contrary to what we had



intended.”

Clark lifted his eyebrows dightly. He hadn’t expected this, but he could see potentid advantagein
ligening for awhile. “Oh?What do you mean?’

“Congder, Mr. Clark, consder. What were my late colleague and-1 seeking? A more perfect
understanding of the universe. And what has been the effect of our accidenta discovery of the
paratachyonic drive? Theoretica physicsisin ashambles, and getting worse instead of better. We can
use thedrive, but. we don’t “understand it. The very foundations of theory need to be rebuilt’, and the
younger generation of physicists seem to have no desre—or courage—to do the job. And the ol der
ones, such asmysdf?Waell, so much of your Foundation’s money is going to men who liketo play with
toyslike sar-shipsthat thereislittleleft for those of us dedicated to honest, basic science. And in away
itsmy * fault.”

He shrugged and flashed Clark an ironicaly charitable smile. “But one must be philosophical. You are
looking for the foremost authority in matters parataehyonic, Mr. Clark? Then don't cometo me, it has
gotten out of my hands. Go to the men who play with star-ships.”

Clark sguirmed uncomfortably. He understood Rao’ s reputation better now, but he didn’t especidly like
the way the interview was going. Awkwardly, he said, “Y ou underestimate your position, Dr. Rao. Asa
matter of fact, shipsarewhat | want to talk about, but | ill think you' re the man | need to see. The
engineers are too close to them. | need someone who can see abigger picture of the principle and its
potentia. Asits co-discoverer, you seem best qudified. | know you’ ve done some follow-up work. And
surely you' ve followed the practical developments at least casualy, haven't you?’

“Yes” Rao admitted. “ Casudly, and occasiondly with cynica amusement. Asfor my own follow-up
work, it has borne little fruit because the Foundation neglected to provide fertilizer. But—" he shrugged
again, “if you know al that and still wish to ask me questions, | may aswell try to answer them, snceyou
have comethisfar. What are your questions, Mr. Clark?’

“Suppose | told you the government was interested in alarge-scde interstellar migration. Much more
massive than thelittle bit of colonization we vetried sofar.”

“Are you teling methat?’

Clark sghed. “ Tentatively, Dr. Rao, tentatively. It sal quite hypotheticd. I'm merdly interested in your
ideas about feasibility, asamatter of ... er... curiosity. Now suppose we wanted to move as many
people as possible. How many people would you estimate that could be?’

Something else had crept into Rao’ s eyes, but Clark couldn’t identify it yet. The physicigt just said, “Y our
question istoo broad. How many people per ship? How many ships?’ How long isthis hypothetica
operation to take?*

“Wdll... | guesswe should think of it as amultivariable-cal culus-of-variations problem, Rather than
specifying the numbers you mentioned, suppose | just say maximize the number of people while
minimizing the preparation time and cost per person.”

“Anything elss?

“Assume an dl-out industrial commitment to the project. Assume the shipsto be capable of supporting
the passengersfor severa months.” Rao il stared silently at him and he added, “And if it'll help, you



can assume atimelimit for completion of the project. Say ... fifteen years”

Rao nodded asif finaly satisfied with something, and began making hen-scratchings on the magic date
pane inlaid in his desktop. “ There are till too many variablesfor me to do more than guesstimate,” he
muttered as he worked. “ Exactly what isan ‘al-out industrid effort’?1 don’t know, but | will guess. Fue
isno problem, sub-nuclear engines do dl the work on both sides of the jump and they’ |l run on anything.
Garbage... seawater... caviar... money... Even the massratio is not too horrendous. Life-support for
severa months? It was done on thefirgt tripsto Mars and approximated on the recent colony ships, |
supposeit can be done again. How many people? It isnot my fied, but | find it hard to believe more than
afew hundred. If you would like awildly optimistic estimate, let us suppose aship can carry five
thousand. How many ships? Let us say athousand® such ships can be built and launched—surely awild
overestimate for fifteen years, isit not? Then that gives you acapacity to move five million, people.

Or, Clark trandated mentaly, less than one thousandth of the population. And his estimates
certainly seem generous enough. ..

“If youwould likeamoreredidic estimate,” Rao was saying, “you may scae down whichever of my
figures seem too ridiculous by appropriate orders of magnitude.” He blanked the magic date and leaned
back comfortably in hischair. “ And now, Mr. Clark, if we arefinished playing gameswith imaginary
garships, would you like to tel mewhat’ s behind dl this?’

The question tartled Clark. “1 told you it was dl hypothetical,” he said, abit sharply.

Rao smiled benignly. “Come, Mr. Clark, | am not so poor ajudge of men that | cannot seethat thereis
more than casud curiosity behind your actions. Y ou would not have traveled so far to vist onewith my
well-known views for nothing. And you would not be so uncomfortable in your chair if you were not
afraid of showing more than you intended. If you really want my advice, doesit not seem reasonable that
| should know more of the problem | am asked to solve?’

Clark sworesilently at himsdlf. Would he never learn to stop being so transparent at the wrong times?
“You'reright,” he conceded dowly, “there salittle moreto it than that.” He ..pushed abutton in his
pocket. “I'm recording, Dr. Reo. I'll tell you more, with the understanding thet it' s Strictly confidential,
and any breach of the confidence is prosecutable by the Foundation and the United Nations.”

“Understood. I'm waiting, Mr. Clark.”

Hesitating briefly, asif an extra second might bring an inspiration that would make it unnecessary to let
.yet another person in onit, Clark began his explanation. “We have reason to believe,” he said, “that our
gaaxy has suffered alarge-scae core explosion. In afew years Earth will begin along exposure to
dangerous radiation levels. Most of the galaxy has aready been affected, and the rest will be. It'sbeen
suggested that we might be able to escape to another galaxy nearby by using Rao-Chang ships at
unprecedented speeds.”

“Please, Mr. Clark, paratachyonic. It embarrasses me to have my name attached to those things. Y ou
have ‘reason to believe', you say. What sort of reason?” -

Clark debated briefly whether to tell him, then went ahead. “ The Archaeopteryx crew saw the
explosion. Y ou know of the Archaeopteryx’ Rao nodded. " They saw it, identified it, ran spectroscopic
testsonit, and looked at it from severa points between here and the point where they made Don
Lewiston's observations of S Andromedae, trying to pin down the time when the danger sarts.”



Rao looked faintly and annoyingly amused. “I see. So you are pretty sure about thisthing?’
13 YS”

“Perhaps. Perhaps.” Rao looked thoughtful for a couple of seconds, then said, “1 assume you seethe
hope essness of that suggestion now?’

“Perhaps.” Rao seemed not to notice the mimicry. “Knowing that the reason we' reinterested isared
threat to you and me and everybody else doesn’t’ give you any goad to think alittle harder about it?
Maybe come up with something you overlooked when you thought it was dl agame?’

Rao shrugged. “Facts arefacts, Mr. Clark. | gave you my appraisa of them afew minutes ago. The fact
that | am persondly threatened does not change them. | il find it inconceivable that you could rescue
any sgnificant fraction of the population that way.” He grinned wryly. “ Besides, eveniif | fed persondly
threatened, | do not fedl any greet incentive to be rescued in such away. Such avoyage would not be
pleasant... and what would be waiting at the other end?’

“A chanceto survive,” Clark answered, abit snappishly. “But nobody hasto go. At least some of those
who can't or don’t want to can stay on Earth and learn to live in underground shelters—"

“Just asbad,” Rao interrupted scornfully. He shrugged “again, with him, the gesture was so habitud asto
have little meaning. " Redly, Mr. Clark. Islifeitself so preciousthat | must clingtoit a al codts, evenif |
must livelike arat in ahole? Why bother?*

Clark sat slent for many seconds, bresthing heavily and plagued by the knowledge that he was getting
nowhere. He was beginning to tire of this. They were both beginning to tire of it. Findly heaskedina
low voice, “But what about those who want to go?’

Rao shrugged. “L et them.”
“And you're not willing to help?’

“I seenoway | can help. | have no adviceto give you.” He drummed briefly on the desk and then added
casualy, “Except thet if you' re redly concerned about this, you might want to send the Archaeopteryx
out again, out of the galactic plane, to get abetter look at the core and make sure that’ s what your crew
wasredly seeing.”

You don't believe this at all, do you. Clark thought increduloudly, You' re humoring me. “Theship’'s
computer aready haslots of observations of it,” he saild—redundantly, he thought. “Including radiation
measurements and parallax measurements taken from severa observation points dong a 130-light-year
basdine. We'resure”

“Then,” said Rao with afind shrug that carried an air of dismissal, “I cantell you no more.” Clark rose
from hischair to leave. As he went through the door, he heard Rao add behind him, “Except that you're
going to need another expedition anyway—to find out just how much time you do have. Aren’t you?’

Disappointment and frustration churned in Clark’ s mind as he went outside and called a cab. He was
glad the private plane that awaited him at the airport was chauffeured—he was too preoccupied to do his
ownflying.

He found a shaded bench to sit on while he waited. Over and over he reexamined his conversation with
Rao, searching futilely for something helpful buried among the cadlousindifference and velled sarcasm.



That attitude was red, but he seriously doubted that it had gone so far asto interfere with professiona
ethics. When Rao gave his opinion that no real rescue plan lay within man’s grasp, he believed it. He had
not told Clark anything he couldn’t have estimated for himsdlf, but he had brought the conviction of
authority toit. He had laid to rest the haunting fear that Clark, when he reached those same conclusions
on his own, was overlooking some saving feature that would be seen at once by an expert.

The expert had spoken. A smal yellow cab pulled up at the curb, dmogt silently. The driver started to
get out and come around to open the passenger door. Clark waved him to stay and opened the door for
himsdlf. “ Airport,” he muttered. He settled back into the seat, arms folded across his chest, asthe cab
lurched forward.

O. K., hethought, so what now? I’ m supposed to get down on my knees and mouth prayers, maybe
? Somehow the thought rang hollow. He needed to do something.

But for thefirg timein hislife, he found himself in asStuation where there seemed to be nothing he could
do—nothing any man-dive could do. A stuation where, if help was going to be found at dl, it would
have to come from outside, from apower bigger than dl the resources man could muster on hisown.

And when the chips were down, Henry Clark found that any belief he had ever had in such a power had
evaporated, sometime during the passing decades.

Histhoughts merely idled for the last five miles of flat, arrow-straight road. When the cab turn.ed off into
the airport, Clark directed the driver to the right gate with the main part of hismind amillion miles away.
The cab stopped, he gave the driver his Foundation ID and account cards, waited to get them back, and
got out with aminimum of thought. He stood absently watching the cab leave, and findly turned and
walked dowly through the gate in the wire fence, toward the little lemon-yellow swept-wing jet.

Tony, the chauffeur, came out to meet him, traveling with an odd hurried gait that was not quite arun.
Tony was young and impressed by his uniform and the importance of hisjob, he moved with adightly
awkward version of military precision asif on display. “ Areyou ready to go back, Mr. Clark?’ Clark
nodded and grunted. Tony hurried to open the door, helped him in, made sure his seat belt was fastened.
Just before he stepped forward into the cockpit, hetold Clark, Y ou have amessage, sir. Counselor
Sanchez wantsyou to cal him back. He said to tdll you it’ s urgent.”

Clark felt little reaction. He sat unmoving through take-off, musing idly on what Sanchez considered
urgent as the engines roared into readiness and the plane taxied out, thundered down the runway, and
rose sharply toward the unbroken blue above. Only when they were well off the ground and climbing less
steeply did he punch out Sanchez' call code.

But as soon as Sanchez answered, Clark sensed something unusua in hisvoice. It wastoo subtle to put a
finger on, but there was some sort of—excitement?—there which in Sanchez was hard to arouse. “Did
you find anything out?’ he asked.

“No. ... just asecond.” Clark pressed a button, a soundproof glass panel roseto sea him off from the
cockpit. He pressed another, and relays isolated this conversation from the pilot’ saudio circuits. “I saw
Rao.” He said. “He' sas bad as his reputation—though it’ snot dl hisfault. He confirmed everything we' d
guessed. No way out. Under conditions so favorable they’ re hard to believe, he can picture afraction of
apercent of the population getting away—if the other ninety-nine-plus give dightly more than their dl to
make it possible. And | can’'t picture that. Altruism exigts, but thisisridiculous.” He paused and added,
“So | guessthat shootsthat. | don't know who elseto ask.”

“Y ou might think of somebody surprising,” Sanchez said. “That’swhy | called you, actudly. We are
isolated, aren’'t we?’



“Definitely.”

“Good. | got aredly weird call from Kennedy awhile ago. They wanted you but settled for me. Seems
they noticed alarge object in an orbit where nothing belonged yesterday, and sent ashuttle out to
investigate. As soon as the shuttle got within fifty thousand miles of it, they got acdl on the radio—on the
shuttle and at the spaceport and nowhere el se that we' ve heard about.”

Clark struggled to sweep the mist away from his mind, concentrating desperately. What was Sanchez
Qgetting at?

“You guessed it,” Sanchez said. “ The speaker said the shuttle should turn back and stay away from the
thing in orbit, and they’ d send their own down to Kennedy to talk to us. Created quite afurore at
Spaceport HQ, but they decided not to take any chances and called their shuttle back pronto. And now

they’ re expecting company.”
“What kind of aprank...” Clark muttered, frowning deeply. “Did they find out who it was?’

“Aliens,” said Sanchez. “Honest-to-gosh diens, from Somewhere Else. | know it soundswild, but it
seemsto check out, and that’ s all we know. And they want to talk to you.”

“Me?" Clark yelped. “Y ou mean me, parsondly?’ “Yep.”
“How would they even know | exis? Thiswhole thing-"
“Maybe you should ask them. But they do seem to know.”
“But... why’

And in hisanswer, Sanchez' voice conveyed a strange mixture of mysterious fascination and profound
doubt. “They said something,” he said, “about wanting to help.”

Vi

Clark wastoo startled at Sanchez' newsto express surprise at the aleged aliens spesking English, but he
had plenty of timeto think about it asthey flew straight to Florida—and then ashe and asmall
hand-picked group waited nervoudy for the emissaries arrival.

They watched from the glassed-in room atop a control tower, with acommanding view of thewhole
spaceport, anetwork of roads and runway's crisscrossing the swampy and scrubby ground al the way to
the ocean, studded’ here and there by spidery towers, two members of the control tower staff were there,
aswell as Sanchez and Clark—and Rao, hastily summoned to take alook, at the diens' transportation
and ligen criticaly to anything they might say on technica matters. Clark had not been eager to consult
Rao again, but atechnical consultant was needed, and Rao aready knew something of the
Archaeopteryx affair. The fewer others who found out, the better—and Clark felt astrong hunch that
the alien business was not unrelated.

Beyond that, except for a handful of Guardsmen waiting downgtairs, there was nobody anywhere within
the expansive boundaries of the port. Never before had such extreme security measures been invoked.
The fact that they had been today would in itself tend to arouse suspicions among those who had been
barred. But Clark had decided that that risk was preferable to | etting unscreened hordes witness the
arriva of thefirg extraterrestrid intelligence man had met. Now he only hoped their arriva would not be
so flamboyant asto draw attention from miles around.



And that seemed arather forlorn hope.

Long minutes crept by, no sign of visitors materidized. Clark, who had rarely smoked in hisentirelife,
bummed two cigarettes from one of the tower men. The radio was on, but silent. They told him the
dienst* ad spoken onit just minutes before hisarriva, but he had not yet heard anything. Finaly he
muttered impatiently, ”1 thought you said they would be getting here right away.

“They said they were coming down right away. They didn’t say how long it would take.”
“Did you ask them?’

The man who had answered before, the older of the two at the central console, nodded. “They didn’'t
answer. They haven't said much to us, actualy. They don’'t seem to hear our questions, and they don’t
ask any of their own. They just tell uswhat they’ re going to do next.”

Clark didn't like the sound of that. He asked, “How are they coming in?’

“They, didn’t say. We offered them the usud landing guidance, but they never acknowledged. Guessthey
think they can makeit on their own.”

Clark said no more. Silence grew heavy in the control tower. Then Sanchez said, What' sthat?*

Clark turned his head sharply and tried to follow Sanchez' pointing finger. But he saw nothing except a
couple of smal cloudsfloating in asky that was unusudly free of them. He started to say o, but just as
he opened his mouth he became aware of adeep, dmost inaudible hum, and smultaneoudy thought he
saw an dusive glint in the sky—asif one small piece of the blue were trying to detach itself from therest.
But that impression had barely had timeto register before he most definitely saw the globe settling onto’
the pavement less than ahundred feet away from the tower.

Hewas on hisfeet ingtantly, pressing hisface- againgt the window. It was aglobe, al right-sphericd,
smooth, and featureless, of avelvety blue that uncannily matched the sky—and hardly more than twenty
feet in diameter. It was the source of the hum, on a sudden impulse, Clark opened the window to better
gaugeits actud loudness. It remained amere hum, not even remotely resembling the avesome" roars of
man-made spacecraft. And now it died, its pitch dropping smoothly beyond the limit of human hearing
and giving 1 way to an eerie fillness. And the blue globe changed shape, its bottom flattening. Within a
minute, the whole thing had relaxed into a dome perhaps thirty feet in diameter at the base.

Nothing e se changed. Except, that the radio findly spoke behind Clark. “ Our landing is complete,” it
sad. “Wewill beinto seeyou directly.” Clark felt an odd excitement. That voice was not human. Its
pitch and timbre had e ements resembling both ato and tenor, in human terms, and othersthat fit no
familiar |abdls. 1ts pronunciation of English vowels and consonants was uncannily accurate, but its overal
inflection had apeculiarly sngsong qudlty.

The words penetrated only afterward, when Clark saw an arched opening appear at the base of the
dome, withadimly glimpsed figure moving indde. “We will bein,” the voice had said.

Suddenly Clark wastugging a Sanchez' arm and hurrying toward the elevator. “Come on. Let'sgo
down and mest them.”

They emerged from the bottom of the tower afew secondslater, just asthe aliens emerged from their
craft. On the way through the door, Clark snapped instructions to the Guardsmen waiting in two cars.
One of the cars, athree-seated sedan with curtained windows, pulled out amost silently to follow him,



Sanchez, and Rao asthey walked out onto the field.

And the diens strode toward them—tall, stately, imposing in gppearance astheir skinsand garments
glittered in the bright afternoon sunlight. There were three of them, dl very smilar in gpopearance, one
walking donein front, the others sde by side behind him. Clark, thought of the formsthey might have
taken and marveled at the one they actudly wore. He had feared they, might evoke involuntary feglings of
revulsion, but there was none of that. They were humanoid, with two arms and two legs and walking very
erect, their seven-foot forms* cloaked in flowing togas full of metallic sheen and wildly colored
iridescence. Bare, bronze-hued skin showed only at their feet, hands, and head—along ova head
devoid of hair, with ears and eyes and mouth hi familiar positions, but no apparent nose. Asthey got
close, Clark noticed that the onein front somehow looked older. Hard to judge in an dien, perhaps, but
old ageisamatter of increasing entropy regardless of species, and this one gave that

impress on—through the dightly olive cast and lesser smoothness of hisskin, and in avariety of other
waystoo subtlefor Clark to put hisfinger on.

What do | say to them? Clark wondered suddenly. Somehow everything he could think of sounded
corny. But now they were faceto face, standing still at close range, and one of them would haveto start
aconversation. Looking up into the nearest statuesque visitor’ sface, he saw that they did have nogtrils,
but set in the throat, far back under the chin. And he noticed afaint, unfamiliar but not unpleasant smell.

Findly he contrived asmile and said awkwardly, “Welcome to Earth. My nameis Henry Clark. These
are Joe Sanchez and Chan-dragupta Reo.”

“Henry Clark,” thefront aien repeated in the same voice Clark had heard on the radio. “ Joe Sanchez.
Chandragupta Rao. | am Beldan.”

“Beldan,” Clark repeated carefully, trying to get the sounds as exactly as he could.

“Beldan,” Beldan said again, .in atone so exactly like the one he had used before that Clark concluded
that the tone must be an integra part of meaning in Beldan' s language.

“Bedan,” he said again, thistime imitating the pitch of each syllable aswell ashe could. Thistime Beldan
did not correct him. “I’m very pleased to meet you.” He turned and opened the door of the curtained
sedan—fortunately one with a high roof and very roomy interior—and told Beldan, “1f you'll joinusin
the car, we'll go to aroom where we can talk.”

Beldan’ sdightly bulging eyes momentarily withdrew deep into their sockets, then returned. “Y our offer is
appreciated,” he said, “but the car is not necessary. We can talk here, or we can walk to your building.”

“We prefer not to stand in the sun,” Clark explained. “ And the building we will go to is not the closest
one. The car isfor your own protection.”

“Thenwewill go hi it.” Beldan turned to histwo compatriots and said something in their own language, a
terse utterance with an oddly musicd (though atond) pitch pattern, consisting largely of pure vowels but
occasiondly interrupted by complex consonant clusters. The others' eyes made the same seemingly
involuntary movement Beldan' s had made, and then they followed him into the second seet of the sedan.
Relieved, Clark did into the third seet, followed by Sanchez and Rao, and the car took off acrossthe
fidd.

“You said the car isfor our protection,” Beldan said asthey started up. “ Protection from what?’

The question took Clark by surprise. “Why... uh... protection from any possible mishap. Not that we
expect anything, of course.”



Beldan said no more, but Clark caught aglimpse of hisface and had the distinct impression that Beldan
didn’'t understand at dl.

And that, Clark didn’t understand.

The driver whisked them into the administration building through one of the vehicle entrances. They sped
through tunnelsto the centra eevator, and there the three humans and three adiens disembarked, and
took the elevator to the building' stop level. The hdls, empty, and silent, felt strange. Clark was used to
them when people were coming and going and bus ness machines were humming and clattering in dl the
rooms. Today’ s security was so complete that all operations had been suspended even here.
Arrangements had been made hastily to route dl telephone businessto outsde stations, but Clark was
painfully awarethat al that was purely stopgap.

A conference room awaited them at the end of acorridor. It was smilar to the onein which Jonel
Turabian had first announced that the galaxy was exploding, but considerably larger. They filed inand
took seets around the oval table, asif following .unspoken directions, the humans sat dong one long Sde
and the diens dong the other. During the awkward pause asthey settled into chairs under bright, even
fluorescent lighting, Clark noticed details about the visitorsthat he had missed before. Thingslike the
uniform bright red of their eyes, the long dender fingers and the presence of two thumbs on each hand.
And details of their clothing—theintricate rippling color patterns had struck him immediately outside, and
now hewasincreasingly impressed by the abundant use of metalsin them, both in numerous smdl
ornaments and in the fabrics themsdves. The effect was breethtakingly beautiful—and, by human
sandards, incredibly extravagant.

When everybody seemed to be settled, Clark saf-conscioudy smiled hisbest officia smile and said,
“Under ordinary circumstances, I’ d begin amesting' like this by offering our visitors refreshments. But
I'm afraid | haven’t had many guests from off Earth before, and | wouldn’t know what to offer you. So if
there sanything | can get you, please don't hesitate to ask for it.” He paused, cleared histhroat, and
changed the subject “ After that, | hardly know where to begin. Perhaps | should compliment you first on
your excellent command of English. May | ask how you cameto acquire it?*

Beldan' slips parted, revealing asingle highly polished ridge across the front of each jaw, whereaman
would have incisors and canine -teeth. Another such ridge extended back each side of each jaw in place
of molars. The gesture seemed intended as a smile, but Clark sensed that it was not a native one, instead,
Beldan seemed to be conscioudy imitating the human response. “We have been orbiting your planet for
severd days, monitoring your public communications with modul ated € ectromagnetic waves.” (Radio
and television, Clark trandated.) “ Thereisawedlth of study materia there from which to learn the

language.”

“You learned very well... and fast.” Clark found the answer incomplete and unsatisfying, but he decided
not to pursue it headlong. Instead he asked, “What has brought you to Earth?’

“We noticed your ship in super-c—the Archaeopteryx, | believeyou cdl it. Fromits behavior,
repestedly making the trangtion between sub-light and faster-than-light travel, we concluded that its crew
must have observed the gaactic core explosion and was trying to learn more about it. We followed it
home, believing that perhaps you would need help in order to escape the tragedy. We may be ableto
offer such help.”



Clark’ sheart jumped wildly.

Only hours before, he had been driven to the desperate redlization that outside help was the only thing
that could provide away out. Then it had seemed impossible. Now he was Sitting across a conference
table from a sophisticated extraterrestria being who was on the verge of making an offer.

It seemed too good to be true. So much o, he cautioned himsalf roughly, that he' d better guard against
investing any optimismin it until it had been so thoroughly checked out that skepticism was no longer
possible. He said only, *Y our people are dready fleeing the core explosion?’

Beldan nodded. Again, Clark didn’t know whether the gesture was native or acquired, but it fit.
“We—we call oursdves Kyyra—we lived much nearer the core. Not actudly insde the galactic nucleus,
by your reckoning, but close by. Our homes were among the first and most direly threatened, so we had
no aternative but to flee outward. And since no placein this, galaxy could be counted on to bereally
safe, we plan ultimately relocate in the nearest other gdaxy! of smilar type—the oneyou M31.”

Before Clark could answer, Rasaid. “ Perhaps you could tdl usa point of information, Beldan-he made
no attempt at correct tonation, ”just how long we have until the radiation from the cc begins reaching us.”

“You have,” Bedan answered without hesitation, “just under seventeen of your years. At that time, levels
will rise sharply and dangeroudy. They will continueto risefor many yearstheregfter.”

“I see.” Rao showed no emoation. Clark had the feeling he was testing Beldan, but could not see just what
hewasdriving at. “Y ou say you are from near the core. Did any members of the party you are traveling
with actualy see the explosion begin?’

“No,” said Beldan, “but my father did.” He seemed uncomfortable, asif the question had awvakened
unpleasant memories. He reached into a concealed pocket in hisrobe—Clark noticed as he did so that
hisarm moved asif it had two elbow jointsinstead of one— and pulled out asmall tube of intricately
shaped black metd. Clark’ sfirst reaction wasto fear that some unintentional offense had been given and
the tube was aweapon. Then Beldan took itsend in hismouth and Clark was reminded of himsdlf lighting
up acigarettein amoment of unusua anxiety. But Beldan didn’t smoke it-he played it It had holes and
buttons arranged for Kyyrafingers, and he blew it and manipulated the holes to produce a brief but
haunting fragment of melody, in asweet tone pitched at |east an octave below what should have been
coming out of such asmdl tube.

He broke off in mid-phrase, with ahint of what might have, been amusement.“”Y ou seem surprised. You
must learn to take no notice of this, most Kyyracarry amusic-pipe and may useit a any time.” He
played afew more notes, then stopped and |ooked back at Rao. ”'Y ou were saying, Mr. Rao?"

Rao stared at the musi c-pipe with unabashed curiosity for afew seconds, then looked Beldan in the face.
“I am alittle puzzled by your offer of help. Can you tell meif your mode of fagter-than-light travel isthe
same one you saw the Archaeopteryx usng?’

“There are differencesin detail,” said Beldan, “but the principleis essentidly the same.”

“Then | remain puzzled. We have thought about the problem and could see no conceivable way, in the
time available, to build and launch enough starships to carry any sizable fraction of our population.”

“Nor would wetry to do it with ships.”
“Then what would you use?’

“Your planet,” said Beldan. “The Earth.”



Out of the corner of hiseye, Clark saw Sanchez .Iooking much more startled than he normaly alowed
himsdlf to look. Rao just kept staring skepticaly at Beldan, waiting for clarification. After amomentary
pause, Beldan went on, “ Surely you do not imagine that we would attempt to move a population in tiny
individua vehicles such asthe onein which we came to this meeting. That would indeed be hopeless, Mr.
Rao. But please remember that we Kyyra have been atechnologica civilization far longer than you. We
have learned afew things you have not had time to begin exploring yet. The vehiclein which we cameisa
mere landing shuttle sent from the much larger starship which your observers saw parked in orbit around
your planet. And that starship is but one member of the convoy accompanying one of the home planets of
the Kyyra. The planet itself was converted in its entirety to aship to carry the billions of passengerswho
were born there.*

Clark trembled with excitement— and fear. If Beldan wastdling the truth, the abilities of the Kyyrajust
might be awesome enough to do what mankind needed. But would it carry a price equaly awesome?

That was one of awhole chain of questions burning in his mind, questions which he or somebody would
eventudly haveto ask the Kyyra. But right now it would be prudent to wait.

He heard Sanchez ask, “What do you use for fuel when you convert aplanet to astarship?’

“The planet itsdlf providesthefuel,” said Beldan. He again put the music-pipeto hislipsand played a
tune made of high, long notes, smultaneoudy shrill and plaintive.

Clark fought down the last temptation to ask his questions now, and decided to intervene before
somebody esedid. “We are grateful for your offer,” hetold Beldan, rather tiffly. “You'll understand that
wewill need to have more details, and timeto consider....”

“Of course,” said Beldan, and went back to his piping.

“We need time to consider even what you' ve said so far. Would you object to ending this discussion
now and resuming it tomorrow?’

“Not at al,” said Badan. “Y ou will take us back to our shuttlein thecar?’

“Wewere hoping,”“ Clark said, recognizing even before he started that the point could be awkward, " that
you would accept our hospitality and stay in specia quarters we' ve prepared for you here, as our guests.
If it'snot inconvenient.”

“It isamatter of indifference to uswherewe stay,” Beldan assured him. “We don't wish to put you
to-any trouble, but if you prefer that 4 we stay in your quarters, we will be pleased. If you will only take
back to our shuttle long enough get afew things...”

“Of course.” That had been easier than he had feared it might, alowed himsdf the luxury of feding
relieved. Only later, when Kyyratrio was securely quartered for the night and the other humans were out
of questioning range, he alow himsdf to redlly consder what he faced in the upcoming rounds of
questions and decision and he whistled softly at the enormity of it. Wow, he thought. No rest for the
wicked, they say ...

Vil

Clark spent enough time at Kennedy Spaceport to rate his own apartment there. He retired to it as soon
asthe Kyyrawere secure in theirs, and late that evening he sat on the edge of the bed in his bathrobe,
staring a the telephone. A shower had hel ped to clear hismind, but as he sat there pondering whether or



not to make the cal, hefdt theloss of Dianne more acutely than ever before. He had hardly redlized at
the time how much she had helped him through rough spotsin the years of university jobs, industria jobs,
and findly this one that he had held for the last ten years. She had helped smply by being thereto talk to,
even about things that he found difficult to discuss with anyone else. The mere act of talking about them
had often seemed to dissolve the difficulties surrounding tricky decisons. Now, more than ever, he
needed somebody to talk to.

Only Dianne wasn't here now.

The most immediate problem he faced was, to tell Gerber about dl this, or to put it off. Franz Gerber
was the head of the United Nations and therefore technicaly not even in the same chain of command as
Clark, the World Science Foundation was officidly an entirely separate organization. But in practice the
two, agencies cooperated so closely in such matters asinternationa space programs and ecological
decisonsthat sooner or later Gerber would have to be brought into this. It was more essentid to notify
him, in fact, than to notify Clark’s nominal superior. The WSF Commissioner-of Grants had evolved into
such asinecurethat in fact Clark himsalf now held the highest responsibility in that area.

Calling Gerber would be, to put it bluntly, away to get rid of that responsibility. A part of Clark longed
to do that. He had never felt comfortable about making decisionsthat deeply touched the lives of many
people. As Lieutenant Commissioner he had to grant or deny research funds, but that had never seemed
to be at dl the same sort of thing asthis. Thiswent so far beyond that that the sooner it was turned over
to the UN, the better.

Almost convinced, he reached out for the phone—and then drew his hand back, hesitating again. On the
other hand, he suddenly found himsdf* thinking, the stakes are so high that I’ d hate to let anybody
elseinonit beforel’msureit’stheright thing to do. Even Gerber .

Gerber would be angry, of course, if he found out that Clark had been holding out on him. That was even
ared posshility. Y et somehow, at the moment, it seemed much lessimportant to

Clark than he might have thought it would.

“Nobody has to go,” he had told Rao, back in his office—just thismorning, he redlized with sudden
amazement. It had been anin—-* credibly long day. “ Nobody has to go.” That had been true, for the
kind of scheme they had been discussing then. Beldan' s proposal introduced awhole new eement.
Under it, everybody had to go—or nobody. Every man, woman, and child in every country on Earth,
every fish, whae, caterpillar, and dligator. Everybody and everything on Earth was directly and
irrecoverably affected, and everybody and everything on Earth had to go aong with the same decison.
Therewas no individud option.

And that, he thought glumly, is simply and literally a kind of decision that nobody before me has
ever had to make. How I’ d love to pass the buck—and how afraid | amto do it!

He continued to stare at the telegphone, but hishand lay limp in hislap. Anironic thought crossed hismind
and helaughed. “ Alas, poor Hamlet!” he said adoud.

There was aknock at the door.
Clark looked up, startled. “Who isit?’
“Ran,” said amuffled voice. “May | comein?’

Clark hesitated very briefly, frankly irritated. Then he said, “O. K. Just aminute.” He got up, drew the



robe tighter around him, and went to unbolt the door. Rao thanked him with exaggerated graciousness
and camein, gill in the same turtleneck suit he had been wearing in his office so long ago this morning.
Each of them took one of the two armchairs, Clark settled back and waited wearily for Rao to state his
business.

“Since you brought me here as a scientific consultant,” said Rao, crossing hislegs and staring straight at
Clark, “I fed judtified in raising a couple of questions about this Beldan character and his offer. Perhaps
you' ve dready thought of them, but I’ d rather not take chances. So please indulge me, Mr. Clark. Firgt, |
trust that in congdering any offer, you will give due thought to the question, can we trust them?’

“I'll certainly try to,” Clark said coally. “ Do you have something specific in mind?’

“Not too specific, Mr. Clark, not too specific. | merely want to make sure you are fully conscious that,
athough we do not yet know the details of their offer, they are certainly going to involve drastic changes
inthe Earth. Leaving the sun... using up large portions of the Earth asfud ... manipulaing energies o
vadt that we can hardly imagine them, much less control them. If they can actualy manipulate energies of
that scale, they could do tremendous damage as easily as useful work. And since the methods are
beyond our own capabilities, we would be a their mercy. We would have only then-word that they will
actually use those energiesin the way they have promised. So | must ask, can we trust them?*

“I'vethought of dl that,” Clark said uncomfortably. “In case you’ ve forgotten, I’m not just apolitician.
I’ve put in somefair years asa scientist and engineer.”

“I know, Mr. Clark,” said Rao, with agrin that was a shade too amiable. “ Do not be offended.” He
paused and then said, “ Secondly, | was struck by the fact that neither you nor Counselor Sanchez
inquired about their motives for the offer. Even for arace accustomed to dealing with enormous energies,
surely converting an entire planet to a super-c intergaactic transport is not acasua undertaking.”

Clark nodded vigoroudy. “I know. | assure you that question was very much in my mind. What'sin it
for them?But | do believe my diplomatic judgment is better developed than yours, Dr. Rao. We don't
know enough yet to gauge what their response to such ablunt question would be. Quite conceivably they
would take offense—possibly even to the extent of withdrawing the offer. | most definitely wanted to
avoid risking that. They may be our only chance, and their motives may be straightforward and legitimate.
| certainly intend to ask them, in good time. But today wasn't agood time.”

Reo, characteristically, shrugged. “Wdll.jou had better ask,” he said. “And not merdly out of idle
curiosty. | smel arat.”

Clark looked a him sharply. “Why?’

“Do you recdl Beldan' s response when | asked whether any of their party had actually witnessed, the
beginning of the core exploson?’

Clark thought, then remembered. “He said no, but hisfather did.”

“Exactly. Now admittedly, there* may be some ambiguity in what is meant by *witnessing the beginning
of theexplosion’. In asense, wewill do it oursavesin seventeen years. But | surmisethat in the case of
the Kyyra, it means more than that. Since we are o told that the home planets of the Kyyrawere near
the core, | think it is reasonable to assume that Beldan' s statement implies that his father was nearby
when the explosion began. In other words, that Beldan’ s father witnessed the beginning of the explosion
from somewhere among their home planets, which are near the core.”

Clark frowned. “ So?’



“Mr. Clark,” Rao asked, “how long do you suppose the Kyyralive?’

Clark did not relax hisfrown. He didn’t see yet what Rao was leading up to, but he did sense that he was
leading somewhere. “| can hardly say. Our tota contact with them has been a matter of minutes—or

hours, perhaps—"

“Granted. But let us dedl broadly, with orders of magnitude. Does it not seem that, in view of their
smilaritiesto us and what we know about lifespans of terrestria animals, their lifespan isfar morelikely
to be measured in decades, or centuries, than in longer units?’

“| sUppose so. But—"

“Then consder this. Beldan' s statement implies that their migration has been onitsway for not more than
two generations. Let us suppose that means ahundred years, measured in the frame of reference of their
motorized planets. There are two possible waysto achieve that at super-c velocities, as you may recall.
How familiar are you with the time and energy considerationsin operation of the paratachyonic drive,
Mr. Clark?’

“Caaudly. If it'scrucid to your argument, maybe you'’ d better jog my memory.”

“It'scrucid. You will recal a once the Eingteinian time dilation effect that becomes pronounced asyou
approach the speed of light from below. Conveniently understood in terms of space-time diagrams
except that it now turns put, thanks to me and Chang, that space-time diagrams don’t mean what we
used to think they did. We don't really know what they mean any more. No matter, we know empiricaly
what the time Situation isin super-c. Y ou get the same time dilation effect a n timesthe speed of light as
you do at one-nth of the speed of light. So if you run aship either far below c or far aboveit, you get little
time dilation and shipboard timeis nearly the same as galactic time. If you run closeto ¢, elther above or
below it, you get alarge time dilation effect and the closer to ¢ you are, the shorter shipboard timeis
compared to gdactic time.

“We have established that ship’ stimefor the Kyyramigration to this point has probably only been on the
order of acentury, and we know they’ re running faster than light and they’ ve had thirty thousand
light-yearsto come. They could have achieved this either by running much faster than light, in which case
gaactic timefor the trip would aso be close to a century, or by running very slightly above the speed of
light, inwhich case—"

“—gdactic timewould be closeto thirty thousand years” Clark finished in unison with him, suddenly
seeing at least part of what he was driving at. “But we know that the galactic time was closeto thirty
thousand years, because Beldan' sfather was at home when the explosion happened. If they’ d been using
the higher speed, they wouldn’t have even started until ahundred years ago.”

“Inwhich case,” Rao nodded, “the beginning of the explosion would have been thousands of years
before Beldan' sfather’ stime—and very likely would have wiped out the species before they even had
time to think about launching atrip at thislate date. In fact, for just that reason, they must have set out not
long after the explosion. Just how long depends on how close it was, but from Beldan’ s description, there
must not have been very much safety margin. Y es, Mr. Clark, they have been operating their planetsand
the ships that accompany them at an absurdly dow vel ocity—probably not more than a thousandth of a
percent greater than the speed of light. And that isvery strange.”

Clark dimly saw why. “Because of the energy consderations?’

Rao nodded triumphantly. “Y es. Just asthetime dilation isthe same for reciprocaly matched speeds
above and below ¢, soisthe kinetic energy—and that means fudl required to achieve that speed. A



gpeed of two ¢ requires the same energy as one-hdf ¢, the discontinuous transition between those two
speedsinvolves no net energy use. A speed of one hundred ¢ in principle requires aslittle energy as
one-hundredth c. We only bother to accelerate farther than that because the trangition isfar easier to
induce at a speed where the barrier is narrow. But we' ve never even considered accelerating farther than
about two-thirds ¢ before jJumping into super-c. With complete mass conversion and an al-photon
exhaust, aone-way trip like that needs a massratio well under ten. But the|.OOOOI ¢ the Kyyra seem to
have been using takes the same energy as five nines c—and with the same assumptions, that’ samass
ratio of about a hundred thousand.”

Clark saw it dl now, and his mind was wide awake and racing. Rao’ s point was not merely vaid-it was
staggering. “In other words,” he said softly, getting up and pacing the floor, “no matter how they didiit,
they’ ve gone to atremendous amount of trouble and expense to go very dowly—when it would have
been not only easier and chegper, but you' d think more desirable, to go faster. Why? They must have
had some pretty compelling reason to do that...”

Andin that instant he knew he wouldn't deep much that night.
END OF PART 1- TO BE CONTINUED



