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THE COCKROACH wasthefirg to bregk the teepathic silence which isthe rule among lowcaste
insects of different species.
Being of agregorious,” nature, the roach had suffered most these long months of silent durance. It was,
therefore, quite natural that he should be thefirst to lose his reticence. He cocked an antennato left and
to right at the adjacent, copper-mesh cages and beamed, "Y ou spider, you ant, | propose aparley.”
The black widow pulsed her bdly with its brilliant, red-orange figure eight, and said nothing. The ant
looked the other way but responded delicately, "To what purpose? | do not condoneidle chit-chat --
and you redize thisis verba miscegenation.”
The roach, frankly, having no purpose other than to pass the time of day and dispel the unutterable
boredom of the dreary laboratory, felt properly repulsed for hisbreach of etiquette and fell sllent. If this
were only arestaurant, or even one of the untidier human homes, he could long since have called up
some company of hisown species; but it was hisluck to be captivein thisludicroudy sterile chamber of
test-tubes and microscopes.
Strangely, the ant followed up its rebuff with afurther remark, still quite forma, but containing anote of
practical curiogity. "If you have aplan to escape, then we might be justified in holding such acouncil. This
inactivity isextremey trying."
"It'sthelondinessthat getsme," the roach said, hoping he had something going.
"I'm not in the least interested in what getsyou,” the ant informed him impatiently. "Do you have aplan for
escape? Put up or shut up!”
The spider broke radio silence for thefirst time. "Nutsl" she said. ™Y ou've never had it so good! All we
want to eat, nothing to do but deep, no natura enemies--"
"No enemies?’ the roach brokein. "Areyou crazy, lady? What do you cal thisjoker in thelong white
coat? Maybe you enjoy having that needle sunk into you twice aday, but | don't. And look what he's
doneto us. What good is aroach two feet high and six feet long?’
Theant said, "We could smplify that by asking ‘what good isaroach, period,’” but that won't get us
anywhere. | agree that the human isour enemy.”
"Nuts again,” said the spider. "I'm not going to bite the hand that feeds me. Those little needle jabs don't
bother ahit; in my game you get used to being stung. Aslong as he keeps up the supply of ratsand
rabbits he can sting me often ashe likes."
The ant rubbed its antenna. "I have news for you that you might find distressing; the experiment isamost
over . Inafew dayswe areto bekilled and and pickled in avat of formaldehyde. No more horsemedt,
rabbits and honey for us."
"If we are dead,” the spider pointed out logicaly, "then we won't missthem. Until then, eat, drink and
shut up! | want to deep.”
The roach, too, scoffed a the disma prediction. "How did you figure out this forma dehyde business?
Y ou must have been letting your honeyration ferment.”

THERE WAS a considerable silence, then the ant admitted reluctantly, "1've been probing the
human'smind."
"What?" exclamed the spider.



"What?" gaculated the roach.” And you were reluctant to communicate with afellow insect! Of dl the
hypocriticd .. ."

"I-1 don't expect you to understand,” the ant replied, "but, | couldn't stand being cooped up with nothing
to do; so | have busied mysdlf sudying the human culture. It was, | will grant, amost corrupting
experience; you have no ideawhat wickednessthey..."

"l don't want to hear about it," said. the spider.

"I have never pretended to understand an ant's behaviour," the cockroach said, "but you can't excusethis
perversion on grounds of your sacred industry. I've never heard anything so -- soirregular.”

The ant bristled under the opprobrium. "Either you lie, or you are entirely without race memory. The
annua Council of Ten Thousand specificaly appoints members of Strategic speciesto keep menta
contact with the human race. Asyou should very well know, we are destined to rule the earth; how else
can we know when the timeisripe to attack these brutal monstersif we do not maintain contact?"
"Areyou one of the gppointed?’ the roach demanded.

"No. .. but under the circumstances, my nature demandsthat | be useful; so | made the sacrifice. You,
spider, should understand -- even if the roach doesn't -- since the mgjority of watchers appointed are
Spiders.”

The black widow spoke from a half torpor. "Only because house-spiders are in the most strategic
position to observe -- not because we relish thejob.”

"I quite anticipated your dothful attitudes," the ant said scornfully. "I have top priority information that
belongsin the hands of the Council of Ten thousand; but | knew better than to broach the subject to a
couple of belly-conscious, sdlf-centered idiots like you two."

The gossip-loving roach sensed that the conversation, loathsome asit had been, was sinking into a
morass of disagreement. "Tell usabout it," he said.

"Unlessyou have a practica plan for escape, thereisno point,” the ant snapped.

"Comeon," the roach wheedled, if there is reason enough, perhaps we can dream up aplan; eh, spider?”
There was no reply from the black widow; she drowsed in a corner, having logt al interest.

UNDER THE roach's persstent pleading, the ant finaly broke down. "Theinformation | have will
change history," it began, "if we can convey it to the proper authorities; it concernsthis experiment.
"The greatest handicaps we insects suffer isour smal sze. We areinfinitely better organized than the
human race, and we can outbreed them abillion to one; but they hold the power inherent in their greater
gze"

"Nonsense," the roach argued. "L ook at the elephant, the horse, and a dozen other larger creatures! Man
pushes them around worse than he does us, we are only nuisancesto him."

"Oh. I'll grant you that his opposing thumb and perverted brain are formidable advantages,” the ant
conceded. "We know now that we should have attacked centuries ago, before man developed his
present science. I'll even admit that we might never have developed such ascience if we werethe
dominant class. But heres my point: Now that the science does exist, we can grasp it; the only obstacle
beforeusisour tiny sze"

"Of what surviva-vaueis scienceto an insect?' the roach derided.

The ant peered through the coarse mesh at him. ™Y ou are incredibly stupid, even for a cockroach. Look
at yoursdf, six feet long; look a me amost four feet; and the widow, here -- no number of pink-faced
humans could subdue her without weapons.”

The roach assented, "That's for sure; but the humans do have wegpons.”

"And so will we," the ant pointed out, "if we break out of here with the information of how to forcethis
remarkable growth with these glandular injections.”

"Y ou havethat information?’

"Of course; it isinthe mind of this scientist who keeps us captive. We are large enough to handle the
hypodermics, and | have the formul ae memorized so we can extract our own glandular juices. The



principal ingredient is pituitary substance, and we have the whole insect and anima world to draw on.
Once we have afew dozen of our species devel oped into useful size, the processwill mount at a
geometic rate; in ayear we can be ready to attack!"

THE PLAN sounded uncomfortably logica to the roach. Being of anon-militant nature he hedged
philosophically. "What mora basis do we have for such an attack on the human race?’
The ant reacted violently to the defensive question. " The human race is the most immord inthewhole
animd world. They areludtful, greedy, vicious-- they kill wantonly, even their own kind. Killing for food
isunderstandable, but they kill animalsfor pleasure -- they cal this sport. They kill insects out of sheer
annoyance -- and they murder each other wholesale, out of nationdigtic pride -- they call thiswar.
"Y ou see, thelaws of civilization can't be applied here; mordity aswe know it doesn't exist in the minds
of men.”
"But," the roach objected, "if we daughter men, aren't we forsaking our own standards of moraity and
reducing oursalvesto their level? This smacks of expediency, and justifying brutal meansto adesirable
"It isamatter of survivd," the ant explained patiently. "Wan is becoming more and moreintolerant of the
insect population; some day he may take stepsto eradicate us entirely.”
The roach wasimpressed. "The dirty parasite!" he muttered; "He's a scourge on the face of the earth!”
"That's the spirit,” the ant cried. "Now -- how are we going to break out of here?"
That wasthe puzzler. "1 could tear open thisflimsy screen easly,” theroach said, "if it didn't paralyze me
eechtimel touchedit."
"That's electricity,” the ant said. It explained the new concept in some detail to the roach, drawing on its
exhaugtive store of knowledge gained from the scientist's brain.
"It'sthe same force that the man carriesin that prod he threatens us with, when he comesto stick the
needlesinto us. The only time he turns off the power to the outside screen iswhen he holds the prod,
ready to stun us."
The roach thought this over. His understanding of the ectrica theory was vague, but he did grasp one
important point. "Y ou say we must be standing on the metallic floor of our cages before the power will
flow through us from the cable and prod?’
"That'sright,”" the ant said; "that way we close the circuit, and the shock stunsus."
"Then the same holds true for thewalls of the cage. When we stand on the floor and touch the walls--"
"Exactly! You see" said the ant, "these scientific concepts are not too difficult to grasp, when even a
cockroach can understand them."
Thisrankled the roach. "If you are so superior,” he demanded, “then why haven't you figured out the
obvious way to escape?’
"Obvious?'
"Of course. If weleap clear of the floor, we can touch the cage without being shocked; and once | get
hold of that silly wire, | canripit to shreds."
It was the ant'sturn to be impressed "Wdll, I'll be. . ."
Theroach rubbed it in. "The trouble with you antsis you' re too regimented; your imagination is stunted.”
"Nonsense," the ant exploded. "Without my enterprise, neither of uswould have gained the insight into
eectricity inthefirgt place; but let's quit quibbling and break out of here.’

WITHOUT ado, the ant lauched itself into the air against the soft copper screening. Content to Sit
back and watch, the roach observed that it wasn t even necessary to tear at thewall. The ant's mighty
lunge and considerable weight burst through the thin barrier, and it landed on al six on the rubber matting
that formed the floor of the [aboratory.

"Comeon," the ant said, stepping up to the roach’s cage and ripping the face of it asunder with two



dashing foreegs. "We must gather up dl the needles and hypodermicsin the place. Those two drawers
over there. Y ou get them while | get the pituitary extractsfrom this cabinet.”

They worked swiftly, but when they were through there was a considerable pile of suppliesinthe middle
of theroom. The ant looked at it doubtfully. "How are we going to carry dl this?*

Once more the roach came through. "The spider,” |et'swake her up, and she can help.”

"oyothink shell cooperate?’

"Of course, and hurry. It'sfeeding time; the man will be here any minute. We must be ready to destroy
him"

Even asthe roach spoke the dam of acar door outside the little concrete building announced the arrival
of their human keeper.

Theant charged at the cell and caved in the screen. Onceingdeit pulled impatiently at the long, senditive
hairs on the black widow’ s spindly legs. "Wake up! WE re getting out of here," the ant cried impatiently.
"What -- what's going on?' The spider awoke, trembling with excitement.

"We ve broken loose," the ant explained. "The man is coming right now; so if you don't want to be
stunned silly, get out there and hel p ustake care of him. Why don't you sting him.? That will be easiest.”
The widow arched through ther gaping hole gingerly and looked around. "Y ou've practically wrecked the
place. Theman will beangry.”

"Helll be dead if you do your part " the roach said, watching the door closely as the footsteps drew
nearer.

The ant snapped, "Quit eyeing those rabbit-cages and get behind that door. When he comesin--"

THE ROACH and the ant were Sde by side at the pile of supplies, so0 it was easy. The black widow
bellied down for an instant and legped, landing astride the two of them. A pair of lightning jabs between
thorax and head, and she was mistress of the Situation.

Moving with haste she stuffed the limp, ungainly roach back in his cage and returned for the paralyzed
ant. Although the venom had effectively reduced al physical resstance, the ant's brain sent abarrage of
invective againg the spider as she jammed the ant inits cage.

The key wasrattling in the door, so with one longing glance at the rabhbit cages, she skittered to her own
cage and stepped back into it.

The door swung open, a horrified gasp emitted from it and it swung shut with aheavy bang. The key
turned, and footsteps retreated heavily and rapidly.

"Now seewhat you've done," the ant railed. "The whole human race is derted againgt us, well never
escape.”

The widow moved from her quarters again and crossed to the rabbithutch, where she selected two juicy
specimensfor her dinner.

The roach, by now, had gathered itsterrified wits together and was reproaching the ant. " Another tactical
blunder," he said; "if you had briefed the spider on our plan she wouldn' have fouled us up.”

While the widow consumed her dinner, the roach bitterly related the wonderful plan for overthrowing the
hated human race. "If it hadn't been for your stupid actionswe'd have become rulers of theworld ina
few years," he concluded.

The widow discarded the second furry carcass and wiped her beak delicately on aforeleg. "My mother
was adelegate to thelast Council of Ten Thousand,” she said; "I assure you, your plan has no merit.”
"How s0?' the ant and roach cried together.

"For two splendid reasons,” shereplied with abored air. "First, if it became known among insects how to
grow to such great sizes, we should be warring among ourselves shortly. With such large bodies to feed,
the world food-supply would diminish to adangerous level; we would find oursalvesin precisdy the
same quandry that mankind finds himsdif.

"Secondly, at the last Council meeting, coordinated information indicated that man is on the verge of
destroying himsalf with one of hisfoolish gadgets -- the hydrogen and atom bomb, | think mother said.”



Theroach fell silent. The ant had been afool after all.

"But | tell you," the ant screamed with mental vibrations that ripped the ether, "if we don't escape, we will
al, threediein avat of formaldehyde very soon!"

"So how will that harm my race?' the cockroach snarled in thorough disgust.

The black widow explained, "The ant is paying the pendty for unauthorized searching of man's mind; the
ant has contracted man's most distressing disease. It is the disease which drove mother insane.”

"It isadisease of thebrain," thewidow said, lowering her red-orange belly to the cool, metd floor for a
nap. "They cdl it fear "



