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INTRODUCTION

In the world outside reality it was an explosive year
as Great Britain joined the club of thermonuclear
powers and the United States tested its first inter-
continental ballistic missile (ICBM) while the Inter-
national Atomic Energy Agency was established.

In 1957 Harold Macmillan replaced Anthony Eden
as Prime Minister of Great Britain, largely because
of the defeat suffered the previous year as a result
of the Suez fiasco. Israel was forced by the United
States to withdraw from the Sinai and rely on Amer-
ican promises that attacks on her territory would
cease and that shipping to her Gulf port of Elat
would not be harmed.

On a more pacific note, the so-called “Six” signed
the Treaty of Rome, which gave impetus to the
formation of the Common Market in Europe. Chi-
nese leader Chou En-lai visited the Soviet Union in
what turned out to be a futile attempt to prevent
the further deterioration of USSR-Chinese relations.
The struggle for supremacy in the Soviet Union
after the death of Stalin still continued, as power
contenders Molotov and Malenkov were formally
stripped of their posts. In the United States, a power
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struggle of a different sort continued as the AFL-
CIO battled against criminals and corruption; a strug-
gle that saw Jimmy Hoffa and his Teamsters Union
driven from membership in the parent organization.

Words like “Beat” came into common usage, as
President Eisenhower used Federal troops to pro-
tect the rights of black students attending formerly
all-white schools in Little Rock, Arkansas. Hurri-
cane Audrey killed over five hundred people in
coastal Louisiana and Texas. But the highlight of
the year for many of us was the successful launching
of Sputniks I and II, the first man-made objects to
orbit the Earth. This achievement, attained during
the International Geophysical Year of 1957, cou-
pled with the failure of the United States to get a
satellite in orbit, set the stage for a great debate in
this country about the state of American science
and education.

Some of the top songs of 1957 were Elvis Presley’s
“All Shook Up” and “Jailhouse Rock”; ‘“Tonight”
and ‘“Maria,” both from the smash Broadway hit
West Side Story; ‘‘Seventy-Six Trombones,” from
Broadway’s The Music Man; and Pat Boone’s (pop
music’s answer to Elvis) “Love Letters in the Sand.”

In 1957 Andrew Wyeth painted Brown Swiss while
Chagall produced his famous Self-Portrait as the
number of cities in the world with populations over
1,000,000 grew to seventy-one.

Outstanding books of the year included The
Wapshot Chronicle by John Cheever; Gimpel the
Fool by Isaac Bashevis Singer; Kids Say the Darndest
Things! (he always talked that way) by Art Linkletter;
By Love Possessed by James Gould Cozzens; Com-
pulsion by Meyer Levin; and Theory of Criticism by
Northrop Frye. Albert Camus won the Nobel Prize
for Literature; while Richard Wilbur’s Things of the
World won the Pulitzer Prize for Poetry.

Sports headlines of 1957 included the Milwaukee
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Braves’ great seventh game win over the New York
Yankees to win the World Series; Iron Liege, with
Willie Hartack aboard, winning the Kentucky Derby;
the Detroit Lions demolishing Marty’s Cleveland
Browns to win the NFL title; Carmen Basilio taking
the World Middleweight crown from Sugar Ray
Robinson; Ted Williams hitting an incredible .388
to lead the majors in batting and Hank Aaron win-
ning the home run crown with a decent 44. Auburn
was the NCAA football leader. But the really big
and horrible sports event of 1957 was the decision
to move the Brooklyn Dodgers and New York Giants
to Los Angeles and San Francisco, respectively—a
decision that still brings tears to millions of fans.

It was a great year for movies—films to you seri-
ous types—Paths of Glory, directed by Stanley
Kubrick; Billy Wilder’s Witness for the Prosecution;
the Academy-Award winning The Bridge Over the
River Kwai; Marilyn Monroe in The Prince and the
Showgirl; Henry Fonda in Twelve Angry Men; and
(wasn’t she something) Brigitte Bardot in Roger
Vadim’s And God Created Woman. The ill-fated
Rock Hudson was the number one box-office draw
in the World.

Television continued to boom as such popular
shows as Perry Mason, Maverick, Leave It To Bea-
ver, (leave what to Beaver?), Wagon Train, Have
Gun, Will Travel, and American Bandstand hit the
airwaves.

Nobelium, the 102nd element, was discovered.
The Asian Flu appeared. Hula Hoops and Frisbees
became popular. Ford introduced the Edsel, a car
that would live in infamy.

Death took Diego Rivera, Dorothy L. Sayers,
Charles Pathé, Jean Sibelius, John Von Neumann
(who some consider to be the greatest mind of the
twentieth century), Christian Dior, Jimmy Dorsey,
Admiral Richard E. Byrd, Erich von Stroheim,
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Arturo Toscanini, Ezio Pinza, Sholem Asch, and
even Humphrey Bogart.

Mel Brooks was Mel Brooks.

In the real world it was another outstanding year
as a goodly number of excellent science fiction nov-
els and collections were published (some of which
had been serialized years before in the magazines),
including Earthman’s Burden by Poul Anderson and
Gordon R. Dickson, The Naked Sun and Earth is
Room Enough by one Isaac Asimov, The Hunger
and Other Stories by the tragic Charles Beaumont,
Rogue in Space by Fredric Brown, The Deep Range
and Tales From the White Hart by Arthur C. Clarke,
Cycle of Fire by Hal Clement, They’d Rather Be
Right by Mark Clifton and Frank Riley, The Cosmic
Puppets by Philip K. Dick, Occam’s Razor by the
vastly underrated David Duncan, The Green Odyssey
by Philip Jose Farmer, The Third Level by Fritz
Leiber, Colonial Survey by Murray Leinster, The
Shores of Space by Richard Matheson, Doomsday
Morning by C. L. Moore, Star Born by Andre Nor-
ton, The Winds of Time by Chad Oliver, Slave Ship
and The Case Against Tomorrow by Frederik Pohl,
The Shrouded Planet by ‘“Robert Randall” (Robert
Silverberg and Randall Garrett), Wasp by Eric Frank
Russell, Pilgrimage to Earth by Robert Sheckley,
the greatly influential On the Beach by Nevil Shute,
Master of Life and Death by Robert Silverberg, Big
Planet by Jack Vance, Empire of the Atom and The
Mind Cage by A. E. van Vogt, Those Idiots From
Earth by Richard Wilson, and The Midwich Cuckoos
by John Wyndham.

More wondrous things were happening in the real
world as two more writers made their maiden voy-
ages into reality: J. F. Bone with “Survival Type”
in March; and the wonderful David R. Bunch with
“Routine Emergency” in December.

New magazines continued to take off in 1957,
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including the terrific Venture Science Fiction, edited
by Robert P. Mills; Saturn, The Magazine of Sci-
ence Fiction, edited by Donald A. Wollheim; and
Space Science Fiction Magazine, edited by Lyle Ken-
yon Engel, who later became famous as one of the
first book “‘packagers” in the United States, but this
attempt did not last out the year. In addition, Chi-
cago area fans established Advent Press, which is
still actively publishing books about the field.

The real people gathered together for the fif-
teenth time as the World Science Fiction conven-
tion (the Loncon) was held in London, marking the
first occasion that the Worldcon was held outside of
the North American continent. However, this Con-
vention chose not to award Hugos to writers or
artists, but instead gave the coveted statuette to
Astounding Science Fiction as the best American
magazine, to New Worlds as the best British maga-
zine, and to Science-Fiction Times as the best fanzine.

The year 1957 saw the release of a number of
science fiction films, some good, some awful, in-
cluding The Abominable Snowman of the Himala-
yas, The Amazing Colossal Man, Attack of the Crab
Monsters, Beginning of the End, the chilling The
Black Scorpion, The Curse of Frankenstein, the aw-
ful The Cyclops, The Deadly Mantis, Enemy From
Space, The Giant Claw, I Was a Teenage Frankenstein
and its brother, I Was a Teenage Werewolf, the
excellent The Incredible Shrinking Man, Kronos,
The Monolith Monsters, the Japanese Rodan, the
very effective 20 Million Miles to Earth, The 27th
Day, and X the Unknown.

Let us travel back to that honored year of 1957
and enjoy the best stories that the real world be-
queathed to us.






STRIKEBREAKER

BY ISAAC ASIMON (1920- )

SCIENCE ACTION STORIES
JANUARY (AS “MALE STRIKEBREAKER™)

Considering that there is a general impression to the
effect that I am a monster of vanity and arrogance
(the impression is quite false, but never mind), I
suppose it’s useless to expect that people won’t think
I deliberately choose to include my own stories in
these “best of’ volumes.

Well, I don’t. Marty does. He consults me on the
others, but he doesn’t on mine and there’s an agree-
ment that I must trust his judgment with respect to
that.

But I'm glad he picked this one. It's one of those
stories that you write and think a lot of and yet
nothing ever happens to it. (Oh, well, it’s been an-
thologized three times that I know of before this, but
that somehow doesn’t strike me as enough.)

In any case, Marty says he chose it because he’s a
professor of political science who specializes in ter-
rorism. (He once said so.in a loud voice in a crowded
restaurant. “What is your specialty, Professor Green-
berg?”’ “Oh, I specialize in terrorism.” I expected
half a dozen people to make a citizen’s arrest at
once, but no one budged.)

In a way, “Strikebreaker” is an example of terror-

15
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ism, but a very odd example as you will see when
you read it.

By the way, when it first appeared in magazine
form, the editor, my good friend Robert W. Lowndes,
decided to change the name to “Male Strikebreaker.”
It seems a peculiarly inept title change and I never
found out why. (IA)

Elvis Blei rubbed his plump hands and said, “Self-
containment is the word.” He smiled uneasily as he
helped Steven Lamorak of Earth to a light. There
was uneasiness all over his smooth face with its
small wide-set eyes.

Lamorak puffed smoke appreciatively and crossed
his lanky legs.

His hair was powdered with gray and he had a
large and powerful jawbone. ‘“Home grown?” he
asked, staring critically at the cigarette. He tried to
hide his own disturbance at the other’s tension.

“Quite,” said Blei.

“I wonder,” said Lamorak, ‘“‘that you have room
on your small world for such luxuries.”

(Lamorak thought of his first view of Elsevere
from the spaceship visiplate. It was a jagged, airless
planetoid, some hundred miles in diameter—just a
dust-gray rough-hewn rock, glimmering dully in the
light of its sun, 200,000,000 miles distant. It was the
only object more than a mile in diameter that cir-
cled that sun, and now men had burrowed into that
miniature world and constructed a society in it. And
he himself, as a sociologist, had come to study the
world and see how humanity had made itself fit into
that queerly specialized niche.)

Blei’s polite fixed smile expanded a hair. He said,
“We are not a small world, Dr. Lamorak; you
judge us by two-dimensional standards. The surface
area of Elsevere is only three quarters that of the
State of New York, but that’s irrelevant. Remem-
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ber, we can occupy, if we wish, the entire interior
of Elsevere. A sphere of 50 miles radius has a
volume of well over half a million cubic miles. If all
of Elsevere were occupied by levels 50 feet apart,
the total surface area within the planetoid would be
56,000,000 square miles, and that is equal to the
total land area of Earth. And none of these square
miles, Doctor, would be unproductive.”

Lamorak said, “Good Lord,” and stared blankly
for a moment. “Yes, of course you’re right. Strange
I never thought of it that way. But then, Elsevere is
the only thoroughly exploited planetoid world in
the Galaxy; the rest of us simply can’t get away
from thinking of two-dimensional surfaces, as you
pointed out. Well, I'm more than ever glad that
your Council has been so cooperative as to give me
a free hand in this investigation of mine.”

Blei nodded convulsively at that.

Lamorak frowned slightly and thought: He acts
for all the world as though he wished I had not
come. Something’s wrong.

Blei said, “Of course, you understand that we are
actually much smaller than we could be; only minor
portions of Elsevere have as yet been hollowed out
and occupied. Nor are we particularly anxious to
expand, except very slowly. To a certain extent we
are limited by the capacity of our pseudo-gravity
engines and Solar energy converters.”

“T understand. But tell me, Councillor Blei—as a
matter of personal curiosity, and not because it is of
prime importance to my project—could I view some
of your farming and herding levels first? I am fasci-
nated by the thought of fields of wheat and herds of
cattle inside a planetoid.”

“You’ll find the cattle small by your standards,
Doctor, and we don’t have much wheat. We grow
yeast to a much greater extent. But there will be
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some wheat to show you. Some cotton and tobacco,
too. Even fruit trees.” 4

“Wonderful. As you say, self-containment. You
recirculate everything, I imagine.”

Lamorak’s sharp eyes did not miss the fact that
this last remark twinged Blei. The Elseverian’s eyes
narrowed to slits that hid his expression.

He said, “We must recirculate, yes. Air, water,
food, minerals—everything that is used up—must
be restored to its original state; waste products are
reconverted to raw materials. All that is needed is
energy, and we have enough of that. We don’t
manage with one hundred percent efficiency, of
course; there is a certain seepage. We import a
small amount of water each year; and if our needs
grow, we may have to import some coal and oxygen.”

Lamorak said, “When can we start our tour, Coun-
cillor Blei?”

Blei’s smile lost some of its negligible warmth.
“As soon as we can, Doctor. There are some rou-
tine matters that must be arranged.”

Lamorak nodded, and having finished his ciga-
rette, stubbed it out.

Routine matters? There was none of this hesi-
tancy during the preliminary correspondence. Els-
evere had seemed proud that its unique planetoid
existence had attracted the attention of the Galaxy.

He said, “I realize I would be a disturbing influ-
ence in a tightly-knit society,” and watched grimly
as Blei leaped at the explanation and made it his own.

“Yes,” said Blei, “we feel marked off from the
rest of the Galaxy. We have our own customs. Each
individual Elseverian fits into a comfortable niche.
The appearance of a stranger without fixed caste is
unsettling.”

“The caste system does involve a certain inflexi-
bility.”
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“Granted,” said Blei quickly; “but there is also a
certain self-assurance. We have firm rules of inter-
marriage and rigid inheritance of occupation. Each
man, woman and child knows his place, accepts it,
and is accepted in it; we have virtually no neurosis
or mental illness.”

“And are there no misfits?”’ asked Lamorak.

Blei shaped his mouth as though to say no, then
clamped it suddenly shut, biting the word into si-
lence; a frown deepened on his forehead. He said,
at length, “I will arrange for the tour, Doctor.
Meanwhile, I imagine you would welcome a chance
to freshen up and to sleep.”

They rose together and left the room, Blei po-
litely motioning the Earthman to precede him out
the door.

Lamorak felt oppressed by the vague feeling of
crisis that had pervaded his discussion with Blei.

The newspaper reinforced that feeling. He read it
carefully before getting into bed, with what was at
first merely a clinical interest. It was an eight-page
tabloid of synthetic paper. One quarter of its items
consisted of “personals’: births, marriages, deaths,
record quotas, expanding habitable volume (not area!
three dimensions!). The remainder included schol-
arly essays, educational material, and fiction. Of
news, in the sense to which Lamorak was accus-
tomed, there was virtually nothing.

One item only could be so considered and that
was chilling in its incompleteness.

It said, under a small headline: DEMANDS UN-
CHANGED: There has been no change in his atti-
tude of yesterday. The Chief Councillor, after a second
interview, announced that his demands remain com-
pletely unreasonable and cannot be met under any
circumstances.

Then, in parentheses, and in different type, there
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was the statement: The editors of this paper agree
that Elsevere cannot and will not jump to his whistle,
come what may.

Lamorak read it over three times. His attitude.
His demands. His whistle.

Whose?

He slept uneasily, that night.

He had no time for newspapers in the days that
followed; but spasmodically, the matter returned to
his thoughts.

Blei, who remained his guide and companion for
most of the tour, grew ever more withdrawn.

On the third day (quite artificially clock-set in an
Earthlike twenty-four hour pattern), Blei stopped
at one point, and said, ‘“Now this level is devoted
entirely to chemical industries. That section is not
important—"

But he turned away a shade too rapidly, and
Lamorak seized his arm. ‘“What are the products of
that section?”’

“Fertilizers. Certain organics,” said Blei stiffly.

Lamorak held him back, looking for what sight
Blei might be evading. His gaze swept over the
close-by horizons of lined rock and the buildings
squeezed and layered between the levels.

Lamorak said, ‘“Isn’t that a private residence
there?”

Blei did not look in the indicated direction.

Lamorak said, “I think that’s the largest one I’ve
seen yet. Why is it here on a factory level?”’ That
alone made it noteworthy. He had already seen that
the levels on Elsevere were divided rigidly among
the residential, the agricultural and the industrial.

He looked back and called, “‘Councillor Blei!”

The councillor was walking away and Lamorak
pursued him with hasty steps. “Is there something
wrong, sir?”’
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Blei muttered, “I am rude, I know. I am sorry.
There are matters that prey on my mind—" He
kept up his rapid pace.

“Concerning his demands.”

Blei came to a full halt. “What do you know
about that?”

“No more than I've said. I read that much in the
newspaper.”

Blei muttered something to himself.

Lamorak said, “Ragusnik? What’s that?”’

Blei sighed heavily. “I suppose you ought to be
told. It’s humiliating, deeply embarrassing. The Coun-
cil thought that matters would certainly be arranged
shortly and that your visit need not be interfered
with, that you need not know or be concerned. But
it is almost a week now. I don’t know what will
happen and, appearances notwithstanding, it might
be best for you to leave. No reason for an Outworlder
to risk death.”

The Earthman smiled incredulously. “Risk death?
In this little world, so peaceful and busy. I can’t
believe it.”

The Elseverian councillor said, “I can explain. I
think it best I should.” He turned his head away.
“As I told you, everything on Elsevere must recir-
culate. You understand that.”

“Yes.”

“That includes—uh, human wastes.”

“I assumed so,” said Lamorak.

“Water is reclaimed from it by distillation and
absorption. What remains is converted into fertil-

izer for yeast use; some of it is used as a source of
fine organics and other by-products. These factories
you see are devoted to this.”

“Well?” Lamorak had experienced a certain diffi-
culty in the drinking of water when he first landed
on Elsevere, because he had been realistic enough
to know what it must be reclaimed from; but he had
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conquered the feeling easily enough. Even on Earth,
water was reclaimed by natural processes from all
sorts of unpalatable substances.

Blei, with increasing difficulty, said, “Igor Ragusnik
is the man who is in charge of the industrial pro-
cesses immediately involving the wastes. The posi-
tion has been in his family since Elsevere was first
colonized. One of the original settlers was Mikhail
Ragusnik and he—he—"

“Was in charge of waste reclamation.”

“Yes. Now that residence you singled out is the
Ragusnik residence; it is the best and most elabo-
rate on the planetoid. Ragusnik gets many privi-
leges the rest of us do not have; but, after all—"
passion entered the Councillor’s voice with great
suddenness, “we cannot speak to him.”

“What?”

“He demands full social equality. He wants his
children to mingle with ours, and our wives to visit—
Oh!” It was a groan of utter disgust.

Lamorak thought of the newspaper item that could
not even bring itself to mention Ragusnik’s name in
print, or to say anything specific about his demands.
He said, “I take it he’s an outcast because of his
job.”

“Naturally. Human wastes and—" words failed
Blei. After a pause, he said more quietly, “As an
Earthman, I suppose you don’t understand.”

“As a sociologist, I think I do.” Lamorak thought
of the Untouchables in ancient India, the ones who
handled corpses. He thought of the position of swine-
herds in ancient Judea.

29

He went on, “I gather Elsevere will not give in to
those demands.”

“Never,” said Blei, energetically. “Never.”

“And so?”

“Ragusnik has threatened to cease operations.”
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“Go on strike, in other words.”

“Yes. ”

“Would that be serious?”’

“We have enough food and water to last quite a
while; reclamation is not essential in that sense. But
the wastes would accumulate; they would infect the
planetoid. After generations of careful disease con-
trol, we have low natural resistance to germ dis-
eases. Once an epidemic started—and one would—we
would drop by the hundreds.”

“Is Ragusnik aware of this?”

‘“Yes, of course.”

“Do you think he is likely to go through with his
threat, then?”

“He is mad. He has already stopped working;
there has been no waste reclamation since the day
before you landed.” Blei’s bulbous nose sniffed at
the air as though it already caught the whiff of
excrement.

Lamorak sniffed mechanically at that, but smelled
nothing.

Blei said, “So you see why it might be wise for
you to leave. We are humiliated, of course, to have
to suggest it.”

But Lamorak said, “Wait; not just yet. Good
Lord, this is a matter of great interest to me profes-
sionally. May I speak to the Ragusnik?”

“On no account,” said Blei, alarmed.

“But I would like to understand the situation.
The sociological conditions here are unique and not
to be duplicated elsewhere. In the name of science—"

“How do you mean, speak? Would image-reception
do?”

“Yes.’)

“I will ask the Council,” muttered Blei.

They sat about Lamorak uneasily, their austere
and dignified expressions badly marred with anxi-



24 Isaac Asimov

ety. Blei, seated in the midst of them, studiously
avoided the Earthman’s eyes.

The Chief Councillor, gray-haired, his face harshly
wrinkled, his neck scrawny, said in a soft voice, “If
in any way you can persuade him, sir, out of your
own convictions, we will welcome that. In no case,
however, are you to imply that we will, in any way,
yield.”

A gauzy curtain fell between the Council and
Lamorak. He could make out the individual coun-
cillors still, but now he turned sharply toward the
receiver before him. It glowed to life.

A head appeared in it, in natural color and with
great realism. A strong dark head, with massive
chin faintly stubbled, and thick, red lips set into a
firm horizontal line.

The image said, suspiciously, ‘“Who are you?”

Lamorak said, “My name is Steven Lamorak; I
am an Earthman.”

“An Outworlder?” '

“That’s right. I am visiting Elsevere. You are
Ragusnik?”’

“Igor Ragusnik, at your service,” said the image,
mockingly. “Except that there is no service and will
be none until my family and I are treated like
human beings.”

Lamorak said, “Do you realize the danger that
Elsevere is in? The possibility of epidemic disease?”

“In twenty-four hours, the situation can be made
normal, if they allow me humanity. The situation is
theirs to correct.”

“You sound like an educated man, Ragusnik.”

“SO?”

“I am told you’re denied of no material comforts.
You are housed and clothed and fed better than
anyone on Elsevere. Your children are the best
educated.”

“Granted. But all by servo-mechanism. And moth-
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erless girl-babies are sent us to care for until they
grow to be our wives. And they die young for
loneliness. Why?”” There was sudden passion in his
voice. “Why must we live in isolation as if we were
all monsters, unfit for human beings to be near?
Aren’t we human beings like others, with the same
needs and desires and feelings. Don’t we perform
an honorable and useful function—?”’

There was a rustling of sighs from behind Lamorak.
Ragusnik heard it, and raised his voice. “I see you
of the Council behind there. Answer me: Isn’t it an
honorable and useful function? It is your waste
made into food for you. Is the man who purifies
corruption worse than the man who produces it?—
Listen, Councillors, I will not give in. Let all of
Elsevere die of disease—including myself and my
son, if necessary—but I will not give in. My family
will be better dead of disease, than living as now.”

Lamorak interrupted. “You’ve led this life since
birth, haven’t you?”’

“And if I have?”

“Surely you’re used to it.”

“Never. Resigned, perhaps. My father was re-
signed, and I was resigned for a while; but I have
watched my son, my only son, with no other little
boy to play with. My brother and I had each other,
but my son will never have anyone, and I am no
longer resigned. I am through with Elsevere and
through with talking.”

The receiver went dead.

The Chief Councillor’s face had paled to an aged
yellow. He and Blei were the only ones of the group
left with Lamorak. The Chief Councillor said, ‘“The
man is deranged; I do not know how to force him.”

He had a glass of wine at his side; as he lifted it
to his lips, he spilled a few drops that stained his
white trousers with purple splotches.
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Lamorak said, “Are his demands so unreason-
able? Why can’t he be accepted into society?”

There was momentary rage in Blei’s eyes. “A
dealer in excrement.” Then he shrugged. “You are
from Earth.”

Incongruously, Lamorak thought of another un-
acceptable, one of the numerous classic creations of
the medieval cartoonist, Al Capp. The variously-
named “inside man at the skonk works.”’

He said, “Does Ragusnik really deal with excre-
ment? I mean, is there physical contact? Surely, it is
all handled by automatic machinery.”

“Of course,” said the Chief Councillor.

“Then exactly what is Ragusnik’s function?”

“He manually adjusts the various controls that
assure the proper functioning of the machinery. He
shifts units to allow repairs to be made; he alters
functional rates with the time of day; he varies end
production with demand.” He added sadly, “If we
had the space to make the machinery ten times as
complex, all this could be done automatically; but
that would be such needless waste.”

“But even so,” insisted Lamorak, “all Ragusnik
does he does simply by pressing buttons or closing
contacts or things like that.”

GSYeS.7’

“Then his work is no different from any Else-
verian’s.”

Blei said, stiffly, “You don’t understand.”

“And for that you will risk the death of your
children?”

“We have no other choice,” said Blei. There was
enough agony in his voice to assure Lamorak that
the situation was torture for him, but that he had no
other choice indeed.

Lamorak shrugged in disgust. “Then break the
strike. Force him.”

“How?”’ said the Chief Councillor. ‘“Who would
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touch him or go near him? And if we kill him by
blasting from a distance, how will that help us?”

Lamorak said, thoughtfully, “Would you know
how to run his machinery?”

The Chief Councillor came to his feet. “I?”” he
howled.

“I don’t mean you,” cried Lamorak at once, “I
used the pronoun in its indefinite sense. Could
someone learn how to handle Ragusnik’s machinery?”

Slowly, the passion drained out of the Chief Coun-
cillor. “It is in the handbooks, I am certain—though
I assure you I have never concerned myself with it.”

“Then couldn’t someone learn the procedure and
substitute for Ragusnik until the man gives in?”

Blei said, “Who would agree to do such a thing?
Not I, under any circumstances.”

Lamorak thought fleetingly of Earthly taboos that
might be almost as strong. He thought of cannibal-
ism, incest, a pious man cursing God. He said, “But
you must have made provision for vacancy in the
Ragusnik job. Suppose he died.”

“Then his son would automatically succeed to his
job, or his nearest other relative,” said Blei.

“What if he had no adult relatives? What if all his
family died at once?”

“That has never happened; it will never happen.”

The Chief Councillor added, “If there were dan-
ger of it, we might, perhaps, place a baby or two
with the Ragusniks and have it raised to the pro-
fession.”

“Ah. And how would you choose that baby?”

“From among children of mothers who died in
childbirth, as we choose the future Ragusnik bride.”

“Then choose a substitute Ragusnik now, by lot,”
said Lamorak.

The Chief Councillor said, ‘“No! Impossible! How
can you suggest that? If we select a baby, that baby
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is brought up to the life; it knows no other. At this
point, it would be necessary to choose an adult and
subject him to Ragusnik-hood. No, Dr. Lamorak,
we are neither monsters nor abandoned brutes.”

No use, thought Lamorak helplessly. No use,
unless—

He couldn’t bring himself to face that unless just
yet.

That night, Lamorak slept scarcely at all. Ragusnik
asked for only the basic elements of humanity. But
opposing that were thirty thousand Elseverians who
faced death.

The welfare of thirty thousand on one side; the
just demands of one family on the other. Could one
say that thirty thousand who would support such
injustice deserved to die? Injustice by what stan-
dards? Earth’s? Elsevere’s? And who was Lamorak
that he should judge?

And Ragusnik? He was willing to let thirty thou-
sand die, including men and women who merely
accepted a situation they had been taught to accept
and could not change if they wished to. And chil-
dren who had nothing at all to do with it.

Thirty thousand on one side; a single family on
the other.

Lamorak made his decision in something that was
almost despair; in the morning he called the Chief
Councillor.

He said, “‘Sir, if you can find a substitute, Ragusnik
will see that he has lost all chance to force a deci-
sion in his favor and will return to work.”

“There can be no substitute,” sighed the Chief
Councillor; “I have explained that.”

“No substitute among the Elseverians, but I am
not an Elseverian; it doesn’t matter to me. I will
substitute.”

* * *
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They were excited, much more excited than
Lamorak himself. A dozen times they asked him if
he was serious.

Lamorak had not shaved, and he felt sick, “Cer-
tainly, I’m serious. And any time Ragusnik acts like
this, you can always import a substitute. No other
world has the taboo and there will always be plenty
of temporary substitutes available if you pay enough.”

(He was betraying a brutally exploited man, and
he knew it. But he told himself desperately: Except
for ostracism, he’s very well treated. Very well.)

They gave him the handbook and he spent six
hours, reading and re-reading. There was no use
asking questions. None of the Elseverians knew
anything about the job, except for what was in the
handbook; and all seemed uncomfortable if the de-
tails were as much as mentioned.

“Maintain zero reading of galvanometer A-2 at
all times during red signal of the Lunge-howler,”
read Lamorak. ‘“Now what’s a Lunge-howler?”

“There will be a sign,” muttered Blei, and the
Elseverians looked at each other hang-dog and bent
their heads to stare at their finger-ends.

They left him long before he reached the small
rooms that were the central headquarters of genera-
tions of working Ragusniks, serving their world. He
had specific instructions concerning which turnings
to take and what level to reach, but they hung back
and let him proceed alone.

He went through the rooms painstakingly, identi-
fying the instruments and controls, following the
schematic diagrams in the handbook.

There’s a Lunge-howler, he thought, with gloomy
satisfaction. The sign did indeed say so. It had a
semi-circular face bitten into holes that were obvi-
ously designed to glow in separate colors. Why a
“howler” then?
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He didn’t know.

Somewhere, thought Lamorak, somewhere wastes
are accumulating, pushing against gears and exits,
pipelines and stills, waiting to be handled in half a
hundred ways. Now they just accumulate.

Not without a tremor, he pulled the first switch as
indicated by the handbook in its directions for “Ini-
tiation.” A gentle murmur of life made itself felt
through the floors and walls. He turned a knob and
lights went on.

At each step, he consulted the handbook, though
he knew it by heart; and with each step, the rooms
brightened and the dial-indicators sprang into mo-
tion and a humming grew louder.

Somewhere deep in the factories, the accumu-
lated wastes were being drawn into the proper
channels.

A high-pitched signal sounded and startled La-
morak out of his painful concentration. It was the
communications signal and Lamorak fumbled his
receiver into action.

Ragusnik’s head showed, startled; then slowly,
the incredulity and outright shock faded from his
eyes. “That’s how it is, then.”

“I’'m not an Elseverian, Ragusnik; I don’t mind
doing this.”

“But what business is it of yours? Why do you
interfere?”

“I’m on your side, Ragusnik, but I must do this.”

“Why, if you’re on my side? Do they treat people
on your world as they treat me here?”

“Not any longer. But even if you are right, there
are thirty thousand people on Elsevere to be
considered.”

“They would have given in; you’ve ruined my
only chance.”

“They would not have given in. And in a way,
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you’ve won; they know now that you’re dissatisfied.
Until now, they never dreamed a Ragusnik could
be unhappy, that he could make trouble.”

“What if they know? Now all they need do is hire
an Outworlder anytime.”

Lamorak shook his head violently. He had thought
this through in these last bitter hours. ‘“The fact
that they know means that the Elseverians will be-
gin to think about you; some will begin to wonder if
it’s right to treat a human so. And if Outworlders
are hired, they’ll spread the word that this goes on
upon Elsevere and Galactic public opinion will be
in your favor.”

(1% And?)’

“Things will improve. In your son’s time, things
will be much better.”

“In my son’s time,” said Ragusnik, his cheeks
sagging. “I might have had it now. Well, I lose. I'll
go back to the job.”

Lamorak felt an overwhelming relief. “If you’ll
come here now, sir, you may have your job and I'l
consider it an honor to shake your hand.”

Ragusnik’s head snapped up and filled with a
gloomy pride. “You call me ‘sir’ and offer to shake
my hand. Go about your business, Earthman, and
leave me to my work, for I would not shake yours.”

b

Lamorak returned the way he had come, relieved
that the crisis was over, and profoundly depressed,
too.

He stopped in surprise when he found a section
of corridor cordoned off, so he could not pass. He
looked about for alternate routes, then startled at a
magnified voice above his head. ‘“Dr. Lamorak, do
you hear me? This is Councillor Blei.”

Lamorak looked up. The voice came over some
sort of public address system, but he saw no sign of
an outlet.
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He called out, “Is anything wrong? Can you hear
me?”’

“I hear you.”

Instinctively, Lamorak was shouting. “Is anything
wrong? There seems to be a block here. Are there
complications with Ragusnik?”

“Ragusnik has gone to work,” came Blei’s voice.
“The crisis is over, and you must make ready to
leave.”

“Leave?”

“Leave Elsevere; a ship is being made ready for
you now.”

“But wait a bit.” Lamorak was confused by this
sudden leap of events. “I haven’t completed my
gathering of data.”

Blei’s voice said, ‘“This cannot be helped. You
will be directed to the ship and your belongings will
be sent after you by servomechanisms. We trust—we
trust—"

Something was becoming clear to Lamorak. “You
trust what?”’

“We trust you will make no attempt to see or
speak directly to any Elseverian. And of course we
hope you will avoid embarrassment by not attempt-
ing to return to Elsevere at any time in the future.
A colleague of yours would be welcome if further
data concerning us is needed.”

“I understand,” said Lamorak, tonelessly. Obvi-
ously, he had himself become a Ragusnik. He had
handled the controls that in turn had handled the
wastes; he was ostracized. He was a corpse-handler,
a swineherd, an inside man at the skonk works.

He said, “Good-bye.”

Blei’s voice said, ‘“Before we direct you, Dr.
Lamorak—. On behalf of the Council of Elsevere, 1
thank you for your help in this crisis.”

“You’re welcome,” said Lamorak, bitterly.



OMNILINGUAL

BY H. BEAM PIPER (1904-1964)

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION
FEBRUARY

H. Beam Piper was a railroad engineer, a gun col-
lector, and a tragic figure in the history of science
fiction. Beset by personal and financial problems,
and too proud to ask his many friends for help, he
took his own life. This tragedy is compounded by the
fact that his major works were largely unpublished in
book form during his lifetime; indeed, it was only in
the 1970s that his clever, well-plotted adventure sto-
ries achieved the popularity they deserved.

His “‘Federation” series of books featuring the
“Fuzzies,” prototypical cutesy aliens, are his most
important legacy to the field, and include Little Fuzzy
(1962), Junkyard Planet (1963), Space Viking (1963),
and The Other Human Race (1964), but I prefer the
short stories in The Worlds of H. Beam Piper (1983).

“Omnilingual” is his most famous shorter work
and deservedly so. It may also be the finest story
about archeological linguistics ever published. (MHG)

I love puz:zle stories; I'm convinced that everyone
does, even though they seem to have gone out of
fashion now. Fifty years ago, in the heyday of the
British murder mysteries, the most successful myster-

33
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ies were puzzles in which all the clues were carefully
laid out with just enough misdirection to keep the
reader looking in the wrong direction. Then the de-
tective would point out the solution and you would
be delighted. (If you outguessed him, the story was a
failure.)

Even a science fiction story can be a good puzzle
story. Ross Rocklynne used to write them very well
when I was a youngster and he kept me fascinated.

One of the very best puzzle stories in the science
fiction field is the one you’re about to read. And it’s
a good puzzle and a potentially real-life puzzle. If
there was a long-dead civilization on Mars and it left
writing behind, how do you read it? We can read
ancient unknown languages by getting hints from
modern languages that have descended from them or
from translations that may exist in other ancient lan-
guages we do know. But there are no such hints
available for Martian. (I'm not giving anything away.
This is the situation the story starts with.)

When 1 first read the story back in 1957, I didn’t
outguess Beam, but that didn’t make me happy. It
filled me with wild regret. I should have. To this day
I think of “Omnilingual” as the story whose ending I
didn’t foresee, but should have.

Oh, well, if you have never read the story, perhaps
you can do better than I did. (IA)

Martha Dane paused, looking up at the purple-
tinged copper sky. The wind had shifted since noon,
while she had been inside, and the dust storm that
was sweeping the high deserts to the east was now
blowing out over Syrtis. The sun, magnified by the
haze, was a gorgeous magenta ball, as large as the
sun of Terra, at which she could look directly. To-
night, some of that dust would come sifting down
from the upper atmosphere to add another film to
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what had been burying the city for the last fifty
thousand years.

The red loess lay over everything, covering the
streets and the open spaces of park and plaza, hid-
ing the small houses that had been crushed and
pressed flat under it and the rubble that had come
down from the tall buildings when roofs had caved
in and walls had toppled outward. Here where she
stood, the ancient streets were a hundred to a hun-
dred and fifty feet below the surface; the breach
they had made in the wall of the building behind
her had opened into the sixth story. She could look
down on the cluster of prefabricated huts and sheds,
on the brush-grown flat that had been the water-
front when this place had been a seaport on the
ocean that was now Syrtis Depression; already, the
bright metal was thinly coated with red dust. She
thought, again, of what clearing this city would
mean, in terms of time and labor, of people and
supplies and equipment brought across fifty million
miles of space. They’d have to use machinery; there
was no other way it could be done. Bulldozers and
power shovels and draglines; they were fast, but
they were rough and indiscriminate. She remem-
bered the digs around Harappa and Mohenjo-Daro,
in the Indus Valley, and the careful, patient native
laborers—the painstaking foremen, the pickmen and
spademen, the long files of basket men carrying
away the earth. Slow and primitive as the civiliza-
tion whose ruins they were uncovering, yes, but she
could count on the fingers of one hand the times
one of her pickmen had damaged a valuable object
in the ground. If it hadn’t been for the underpaid
and uncomplaining native laborer, archaeology would
still be back where Wincklemann had found it. But
on Mars there was no native labor; the last Martian
had died five hundred centuries ago.

Something started banging like a machine gun,
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four or five hundred yards to her left. A solenoid
jackhammer; Tony Lattimer must have decided which
building he wanted to break into next. She became
conscious, then, of the awkward weight of her equip-
ment, and began redistributing it, shifting the straps
of her oxy-tank pack, slinging the camera from one
shoulder and the board and drafting tools from the
other, gathering the notebooks and sketchbooks un-
der her left arm. She started walking down the
road, over hillocks of buried rubble, around snags
of wall jutting up out of the loess, past buildings
still standing, some of them already breached and
explored, and across the brush-grown flat to the
huts.

There were ten people in the main office room of
Hut One when she entered. As soon as she had
disposed of her oxygen equipment, she lit a ciga-
rette, her first since noon, then looked from one to
another of them. Old Selim von Ohlmbhorst, the
Turco-German, one of her two fellow archaeolo-
gists, sitting at the end of the long table against the
farther wall, smoking his big curved pipe and going
through a looseleaf notebook. The girl ordnance
officer, Sachiko Koremitsu, between two droplights
at the other end of the table, her head bent over
her work. Colonel Hubert Penrose, the Space Force
CO, and Captain Field, the intelligence officer, lis-
tening to the report of one of the airdyne pilots,
returned from his afternoon survey flight. A couple
of girl lieutenants from Signals, going over the script
of the evening telecast, to be transmitted to the
Cyrano, on orbit five thousand miles off planet and
relayed from thence to Terra via Lunar. Sid Cham-
berlain, the Trans-Space News Service man, was
with them. Like Selim and herself, he was a civil-
ian; he was advertising the fact with a white shirt
and a sleeveless blue sweater. And Major Linde-
mann, the engineer officer, and one of his assis-
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tants, arguing over some plans on a drafting board.
She hoped, drawing a pint of hot water to wash her
hands and sponge off her face, that they were doing
something about the pipeline.

She started to carry the notebooks and sketch-
books over to where Selim von Ohlmhorst was sit-
ting, and then, as she always did, she turned aside
and stopped to watch Sachiko. The Japanese girl
was restoring what had been a book, fifty thousand
years ago; her eyes were masked by a binocular
loup, the black headband invisible against her glossy
black hair, and she was picking delicately at the
crumbled page with a hair-fine wire set in a handle
of copper tubing. Finally, loosening a particle as
tiny as a snowflake, she grasped it with tweezers,
placed it on the sheet of transparent plastic on
which she was reconstructing the page, and set it
with a mist of fixitive from a little spraygun. It was
a sheer joy to watch her; every movement was as
graceful and precise as though done to music after
being rehearsed a hundred times.

“Hello, Martha. It isn’t cocktail time yet, is it?”
The girl at the table spoke without raising her head,
almost without moving her lips, as though she were
afraid that the slightest breath would disturb the
flaky stuff in front of her.

“No, it’s only fifteen-thirty. I finished my work,
over there. I didn’t find any more books, if that’s
good news for you.”

Sachiko took off the loup and leaned back in her
chair, her palms cupped over her eyes.

“No, I like doing this. I call it micro-jigsaw puz-
zles. This book, here, really is a mess. Selim found
it lying open, with some heavy stuff on top of it; the
pages were simply crushed.” She hesitated briefly.
“If only it would mean something, after I did it.”

There could be a faintly critical overtone to that.
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As she replied, Martha realized that she was being
defensive.

“It will, some day. Look how long it took to read
Egyptian hieroglyphics, even after they had the Ro-
setta Stone.”

Sachiko smiled. “Yes, I know. But they did have
the Rosetta Stone.”

“And we don’t. There is no Rosetta Stone, not
anywhere on Mars. A whole race, a whole species,
died while the first Cr6-Magnon cave-artist was daub-
ing pictures of reindeer and bison, and across fifty
thousand years and fifty million miles there was no
bridge of understanding.

“We’ll find one. There must be something, some-
where, that will give us the meaning of a few words,
and we’ll use them to pry meaning out of more
words, and so on. We may not live to learn this
language, but we’ll make a start, and some day
somebody will.”

Sachiko took her hands from her eyes, being
careful not to look toward the unshaded lights, and
smiled again. This time Martha was sure that it was
not the Japanese smile of politeness, but the univer-
sally human smile of friendship.

“I hope so, Martha; really I do. It would be
wonderful for you to be the first to do it, and it
would be wonderful for all of us to be able to read
what these people wrote. It would really bring this
dead city to life again.” The smile faded slowly.
“But it seems so hopeless.”

“You haven’t found any more pictures?”

Sachiko shook her head. Not that it would have
meant much if she had. They had found hundreds
of pictures with captions; they had never been able
to establish a positive relationship between any pic-
tured object and any printed word. Neither of them
said anything more, and after a moment Sachiko
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replaced the loup and bent her head forward over
the book.

Selim von Ohlmhorst looked up from his note-
book, taking his pipe out of his mouth.

“Everything finished, over there?” he asked, re-
leasing a puff of smoke.

“Such as it was.” She laid the notebooks and
sketches on the table. “Captain Gicquel’s started
airsealing the building from the fifth floor down,
with an entrance on the sixth; he’ll start putting in
oxygen generators as soon as that’s done. I have
everything cleared up where he’ll be working.”

Colonel Penrose looked up quickly, as though
making a mental note to attend to something later.
Then he returned his attention to the pilot, who was
pointing something out on a map.

Von Ohlmhorst nodded. “There wasn’t much to
it, at that,” he agreed. “Do you know which build-
ing Tony has decided to enter next?”

“The tall one with the conical thing like a candle
extinguisher on top, I think. I heard him drilling for
the blasting shots over that way.”

“Well, I hope it turns out to be one that was
occupied up to the end.”

The last one hadn’t. It had been stripped of its
contents and fittings, a piece of this and a bit of
that, haphazardly, apparently over a long period of
time, until it had been almost gutted. For centuries,
as it had died, this city had been consuming itself by
a process of auto-cannibalism. She said something
to that effect.

“Yes. We always find that—except, of course, at
places like Pompeii. Have you seen any of the other
Roman cities in Italy?” he asked. “Minturnae, for
instance? First the inhabitants tore down this to
repair that, and then, after they had vacated the
city, other people came along and tore down what
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was left, and burned the stones for lime, or crushed
them to mend roads, till there was nothing left but
the foundation traces. That’s where we are fortu-
nate; this is one of the places where the Martian
race perished, and there were no barbarians to come
later and destroy what they had left.” He puffed
slowly at his pipe. “Some of these days, Martha, we
are going to break into one of these buildings and
find that it was one in which the last of these people
died. Then we will learn the story of the end of this
civilization.”

And if we learn to read their language, we’ll
learn the whole story, not just the obituary. She
hesitated, not putting the thought into words. “We’ll
find that, sometime, Selim,” she said, then looked
at her watch. “I’m going to get some more work
done on my lists, before dinner.”

For an instant, the old man’s face stiffened in
disapproval; he started to say something, thought
better of it, and put his pipe back into his mouth.
The brief wrinkling around his mouth and the twitch
of his white mustache had been enough, however;
she knew what he was thinking. She was wasting
time and effort, he believed; time and effort be-
longing not to herself but to the expedition. He
could be right, too, she realized. But he had to be
wrong; there had to be a way to do it. She turned
from him silently and went to her own packing-case
seat, at the middle of the table.

Photographs, and photostats of restored pages of
books, and transcripts of inscriptions, were piled in
front of her, and the notebooks in which she was
compiling her lists. She sat down, lighting a fresh
cigarette, and reached over to a stack of unex-
amined material, taking off the top sheet. It was a
photostat of what looked like the title page and
contents of some sort of a periodical. She remem-
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bered it; she had found it herself, two days before,
in a closet in the basement of the building she had
just finished examining.

She sat for a moment, looking at it. It was reada-
ble, in the sense that she had set up a purely arbi-
trary but consistently pronounceable system of
phonetic values for the letters. The long vertical
symbols were vowels. There were only ten of them;
not too many, allowing separate characters for long
and short sounds. There were twenty of the short
horizontal letters, which meant that sounds like -ng
or -ch or -sh were single letters. The odds were
millions to one against her system being anything
like the original sound of the language, but she had
listed several thousand Martian words, and she could
pronounce all of them.

And that was as far as it went. She could pro-
nounce between three and four thousand Martian
words, and she couldn’t assign a meaning to one of
them. Selim von Ohlmhorst believed that she never
would. So did Tony Lattimer, and he was a great
deal less reticent about saying so. So, she was sure,
did Sachiko Koremitsu. There were times, now and
then, when she began to be afraid that they were
right.

The letters on the page in front of her began
squirming and dancing, slender vowels with fat little
consonants. They did that, now, every night in her
dreams. And there were other dreams, in which she
read them as easily as English; waking, she would
try desperately and vainly to remember. She blinked,
and looked away from the photostated page; when
she looked back, the letters were behaving them-
selves again. There were three words at the top of
the page, over-and-underlined, which seemed to be
the Martian method of capitalization. Mastharnorvod
Tadavas Sornhulva. She pronounced them mentally,
leafing through her notebooks to see if she had
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encountered them before, and in what contexts. All
three were listed. In addition, masthar was a fairly
common word, and so was norvod, and so was nor,
but -vod was a suffix and nothing but a suffix.
Davas, was a word, too, and 7ea- was a common
prefix; sorn and hulva were both common words.
This language, she had long ago decided, must be
something like German; when the Martians had
needed a new word, they had just pasted a couple
of existing words together. It would probably turn
out to be a grammatical horror. Well, they had
published magazines, and one of them had been
called Mastharnorvod Tadavas Sornhulva. She won-
dered if it had been something like the Quarterly
Archaeological Review, or something more on the
order of Sexy Stories.

A smaller line, under the title, was plainly the
issue number and date; enough things had been
found numbered in series to enable her to identify
the numerals and determine that a decimal system
of numeration had been used. This was the one
thousand and seven hundred and fifty-fourth issue,
for Doma, 14837; then Doma must be the name of
one of the Martian months. The word had turned
up several times before. She found herself puffing
furiously on her cigarette as she leafed through
notebooks and piles of already examined material.

Sachiko was speaking to somebody, and a chair
scraped at the end of the table. She raised her head,
to see a big man with red hair and a red face, in
Space Force green, with the single star of a major
on his shoulder, sitting down. Ivan Fitzgerald, the
medic. He was lifting weights from a book similar
to the one the girl ordnance officer was restoring.

“Haven’t had time, lately,” he was saying, in
reply to Sachiko’s question. “The Finchley girl’s
still down with whatever it is she has, and it’s some-
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thing I haven’t been able to diagnose yet. And I've
been checking on bacteria cultures, and in what
spare time I have, I’ve been dissecting specimens
for Bill Chandler. Bill’s finally found a mammal.
Looks like a lizard, and it’s only four inches long,
but it’s a real warm-blooded, gamogenetic, placen-
tal, viviparous mammal. Burrows, and seems to live
on what pass for insects here.”

“Is there enough oxygen for anything like that?”
Sachiko was asking.

“Seems to be, close to the ground.” Fitzgerald
got the headband of his loup adjusted, and pulled it
down over his eyes. “He found this thing in a ravine
down on the sea bottom— Ha, this page seems to
be intact; now, if I can get it out all in one piece—"

He went on talking inaudibly to himself, lifting
the page a little at a time and sliding one of the
transparent plastic sheets under it, working with
minute delicacy. Not the delicacy of the Japanese
girl’s small hands, moving like the paws of a cat
washing her face, but like a steam-hammer cracking
a peanut. Field archaeology requires a certain deli-
cacy of touch, too, but Martha watched the pair of
them with envious admiration. Then she turned back
to her own work, finishing the table of contents.

The next page was the beginning of the first arti-
cle listed; many of the words were unfamiliar. She
had the impression that this must be some kind of
scientific or technical journal; that could be because
such publications made up the bulk of her own
periodical reading. She doubted if it were fiction;
the paragraphs had a solid, factual look.

At length, Ivan Fitzgerald gave a short, explosive
grunt.

“Ha! Got it!”

She looked up. He had detached the page and
was cementing another plastic sheet onto it.

“Any pictures?”’ she asked.
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“None on this side. Wait a moment.” He turned
the sheet. “None on this side, either.” He sprayed
another sheet of plastic to sandwich the page, then
picked up his pipe and relighted it.

“I get fun out of this, and it’s good practice for
my hands, so don’t think I'm complaining,” he said,
“but, Martha, do you honestly think anybody’s ever
going to get anything out of this?”

Sachiko held up a scrap of the silicone plastic the
Martians had used for paper with her tweezers. It
was almost an inch square.

“Look; three whole words on this piece,” she
crowed. “Ivan, you took the easy book.”

Fitzgerald wasn’t being sidetracked. “This stuff’s
absolutely meaningless,” he continued. “It had a
meaning fifty thousand years ago, when it was writ-
ten, but it has none at all now.”

She shook her head. ‘“Meaning isn’t something
that evaporates with time,” she argued. “It has just
as much meaning now as it ever had. We just haven’t
learned how to decipher it.”

“That seems like a pretty pointless distinction,”
Selim von Ohlmbhorst joined the conversation. ‘“There
no longer exists a means of deciphering it.”

“We’ll find one.” She was speaking, she realized,
more in self-encouragement than in controversy.

“How? From pictures and captions? We’ve found
captioned pictures, and what have they given us? A
caption is intended to explain the picture, not the
picture to explain the caption. Suppose some alien
to our culture found a picture of a man with a white
beard and mustache sawing a billet from a log. He
would think the caption meant, ‘Man Sawing Wood.’
How would he know that it was really “Wilhelm II
in Exile at Doorn?’ ” -

Sachiko had taken off her loup and was lighting a
cigarette.

“I can think of pictures intended to explain their
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captions,” she said. “These picture language-books,
the sort we use in the Service—little line drawings,
with a word or phrase under them.”

“Well, of course, if we found something like that,”
von Ohlmhorst began.

“Michael Ventris found something like that, back
in the Fifties,” Hubert Penrose’s voice broke in
from directly behind her.

She turned her head. The colonel was standing by
the archaeologists’ table; Captain Field and the
airdyne pilot had gone out.

“He found a lot of Greek inventories of military
stores,” Penrose continued. “They were in Cretan
Linear B script, and at the head of each list was a
little picture, a sword or a helmet or a cooking
tripod or a chariot wheel. That’s what gave him the
key to the script.”

“Colonel’s getting to be quite an archaeologist,”
Fitzgerald commented. “We’re all learning each oth-
ers’ specialties, on this expedition.”

“I heard about that long before this expedition
was even contemplated.” Penrose was tapping a
cigarette on his gold case. “I heard about that back
before the Thirty Days’ War, at Intelligence School,
when I was a lieutenant. As a feat of cryptanalysis,
not an archaeological discovery.”

“Yes, cryptanalysis,” von Ohlmhorst pounced.
“The reading of a known language in an unknown
form of writing. Ventris’ lists were in the known
language, Greek. Neither he nor anybody else ever
read a word of the Cretan language until the finding
of the Greek-Cretan bilingual in 1963, because only
with a bilingual text, one language already known,
can an unknown ancient language be learned. And
what hope, I ask you, have we of finding anything
like that here? Martha, you've been working on
these Martian texts ever since we landed here—for
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the last six months. Tell me, have you found a
single word to which you can positively assign a
meaning?”’

“Yes, I think I have one.” She was trying hard
not to sound too exultant. “Doma. It’s the name of
one of the months of the Martian calendar.”

“Where did you find that?”” von Ohlmhorst asked.
“And how did you establish—?"’

‘“Here.” She picked up the photostat and handed
it along the table to him. “I’d call this the title page
of a magazine.”

He was silent for a moment, looking at it. “Yes. I
would say so, too. Have you any of the rest of it?”

“I’m working on the first page of the first article,
listed there. Wait till I see; yes, here’s all I found,
together, here.” She told him where she had gotten
it. “I just gathered it up, at the time, and gave it to
Geoffrey and Rosita to photostat; this is the first
I’ve really examined it.”

The old man got to his feet, brushing tobacco
ashes from the front of his jacket, and came to
where she was sitting, laying the title page on the
table and leafing quickly through the stack of
photostats.

“Yes, and here is the second article, on page
eight, and here’s the next one.” He finished the pile
of photostats. ‘“A couple of pages missing at the
end of the last article. This is remarkable; surprising
that a thing like a magazine would have survived so
long.”

“Well, this silicone stuff the Martians used for
paper is pretty durable,” Hubert Penrose said. “There
doesn’t seem to have been any water or any other
fluid in it originally, so it wouldn’t dry out with
time.”

“Oh, it’s not remarkable that the material would
have survived. We’ve found a good many books
and papers in excellent condition. But only a really
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vital culture, an organized culture, will publish mag-
azines, and this civilization had been dying for hun-
dreds of years before the end. It might have been a
thousand years before the time they died out com-
pletely that such activities as publishing ended.”

“Well, look where I found it; in a closet in a
cellar. Tossed in there and forgotten, and then ig-
nored when they were stripping the building. Things
like that happen.”

Penrose had picked up the title page and was
looking at it.

“I don’t think there’s any doubt about this being
a magazine, at all.” He looked again at the title, his
lips moving silently. “Mastharnorvod Tadavas Sorn-
hulva. Wonder what it means. But you’re right about
the date—Doma seems to be the name of a month.
Yes, you have a word, Dr. Dane.”

Sid Chamberlain, seeing that something unusual
was going on, had come over from the table at
which he was working. After examining the title
page and some of the inside pages, he began whis-
pering into the stenophone he had taken from his
belt.

“Don’t try to blow this up to anything big, Sid,”
she cautioned. “All we have is the name of a month,
and Lord only knows how long it’ll be till we even
find out which month it was.”

“Well, it’s a start, isn’t it?”’ Penrose argued.
“Grotefend only had the word for ‘king’ when he
started reading Persian cuneiform.”

“But I don’t have the word for month; just the
name of a month. Everybody knew the names of
the Persian kings, long before Grotefend.”

“That’s not the story,” Chamberlain said. “What
the public back on Terra will be interested in is
finding out that the Martians published magazines,
just like we do. Something familiar; make the Mar-
tians seem more real. More human.”
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* * *

Three men had come in, and were removing their
masks and helmets and oxy-tanks, and peeling out
of their quilted coveralls. Two were Space Force
lieutenants; the third was a youngish civilian with
close-cropped blond hair, in a checked woolen shirt.
Tony Lattimer and his helpers.

“Don’t tell me Martha finally got something out
of that stuff?”’ he asked, approaching the table. He
might have been commenting on the antics of the
village half-wit, from his tone.

“Yes; the name of one of the Martian months.”
Hubert Penrose went on to explain, showing the
photostat.

Tony Lattimer took it, glanced at it, and dropped
it on the table.

“Sounds plausible, of course, but just an assump-
tion. That word may not be the name of a month,
at all—could mean ‘published’ or ‘authorized’ or
‘copyrighted’ or anything like that. Fact is, I don’t
think it’s more than a wild guess that that thing’s
anything like a periodical.” He dismissed the sub-
ject and turned to Penrose. I picked out the next
building to enter; that tall one with the conical thing
on top. It ought to be in pretty good shape inside;
the conical top wouldn’t allow dust to accumulate,
and from the outside nothing seems to be caved in
or crushed. Ground level’s higher than the other
one, about the seventh floor. I found a good place
and drilled for the shots; tomorrow I'll blast a hole
in it, and if you can spare some people to help, we
can start exploring it right away.”

“Yes, of course, Dr. Lattimer. I can spare about
a dozen, and I suppose you can find a few civilian
volunteers,” Penrose told him. “What will you need
in the way of equipment?”’

“Oh, about six demolition-packets; they can all
be shot together. And the usual thing in the way of
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lights, and breaking and digging tools, and climbing
equipment in case we run into broken or doubtful
stairways. We’ll divide into two parties. Nothing
ought to be entered for the first time without a
qualified archaeologist along. Three parties, if Mar-
tha can tear herself away from this catalogue of
systematized incomprehensibilities she’s making long
enough to do some real work.”

She felt her chest tighten and her face become
stiff. She was pressing her lips together to lock in a
furious retort when Hubert Penrose answered for
her.

“Dr. Dane’s been doing as much work, and as
important work, as you have,” he said brusquely.
“More important work, I'd be inclined to say.”

Von Ohlmhorst was visibly distressed; he glanced
once toward Sid Chamberlain, then looked hastily
away from him. Afraid of a story of dissension
among archaeologists getting out.

“Working out a system of pronunciation by which
the Martian language could be transliterated was a
most important contribution,” he said. ‘“And Mar-
tha did that almost unassisted.”

“Unassisted by Dr. Lattimer, anyway,” Penrose
added. “Captain Field and Lieutenant Koremitsu
did some work, and I helped out a little, but nine-
tenths of it she did herself.”

“Purely arbitrary,” Lattimer disdained. “Why, we
don’t even know that the Martians could make the
same kind of vocal sounds we do.”

“Oh, yes, we do,” Ivan Fitzgerald contradicted,
safe on his own ground. “I haven’t seen any actual
Martian skulls—these people seem to have been
very tidy about disposing of their dead—but from
statues and busts and pictures I've seen, I'd say that
their vocal organs were identical with our own.”

“Well, grant that. And grant that it’s going to be
impressive to rattle off the names of Martian nota-
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bles whose statues we find, and that if we’re ever
able to attribute any place names, they’ll sound a
lot better than this horse-doctors’ Latin the old
astronomers splashed all over the map of Mars,”
Lattimer said. ‘“What I object to is her wasting time
on this stuff, of which nobody will ever be able to
read a word if she fiddles around with those lists till
there’s another hundred feet of loess on this city,
when there’s so much real work to be done and
we’re as shorthanded as we are.”

That was the first time that had come out in just
so many words. She was glad Lattimer had said it
and not Selim von Ohimhorst.

“What you mean,” she retorted, “is that it doesn’t
have the publicity value that digging up statues has.”

For an instant, she could see that the shot had
scored. Then Lattimer, with a side glance at Cham-
berlain, answered:

“What I mean is that you’re trying to find some-
thing that any archaeologist, yourself included, should
know doesn’t exist. I don’t object to your gambling
your professional reputation and making a laughing
stock of yourself; what I object to is that the blun-
ders of one archaeologist discredit the whole sub-
ject in the eyes of the public.”

That seemed to be what worried Lattimer most.
She was framing a reply when the communication-
outlet whistled shrilly, and then squawked: “Cock-
tail time! One hour to dinner; cocktails in the library,
Hut Four!”

The library, which was also lounge, recreation
room, and general gathering-place, was already
crowded; most of the crowd was at the long table
topped with sheets of glasslike plastic that had been
wall panels out of one of the ruined buildings. She
poured herself what passed, here, for a martini, and
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carried it over to where Selim von Ohlmhorst was
sitting alone.

For a while, they talked about the building they
had just finished exploring, then drifted into remi-
niscences of their work on Terra—von Ohlmhorst’s
in Asia Minor, with the Hittite Empire, and hers in
Pakistan, excavating the cities of the Harappa Civi-
lization. They finished their drinks—the ingredients
were plentiful; alcohol and flavoring extracts syn-
thesized from Martian vegetation—and von Ohlm-
horst took the two glasses to the table for refills.

“You know, Martha,” he said, when he returned,
“Tony was right about one thing. You are gambling
your professional standing and reputation. It’s against
all archaeological experience that a language so com-
pletely dead as this one could be deciphered. There
was a continuity between all the other ancient
languages—by knowing Greek, Champollion learned
to read Egyptian; by knowing Egyptian, Hittite was
learned. That’s why you and your colleagues have
never been able to translate the Harappa hiero-
glyphics; no such continuity exists there. If you
insist that this utterly dead language can be read,
your reputation will suffer for it.”

“I heard Colonel Penrose say, once, that an offi-
cer who’s afraid to risk his military reputation sel-
dom makes much of a reputation. It’s the same with
us. If we really want to find things out, we have to
risk making mistakes. And I'm a lot more inter-
ested in finding things out than I am in my reputa-
tion.”

She glanced across the room, to where Tony
Lattimer was sitting with Gloria Standish, talking
earnestly, while Gloria sipped one of the counter-
feit martinis and listened. Gloria was the leading
contender for the title of Miss Mars, 1996, if you
liked big bosomy blondes, but Tony would have
been just as attentive to her if she’d looked like the
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Wicked Witch in “The Wizard of Oz,” because
Gloria was the Pan-Federation Telecast System com-
mentator with the expedition.

“I know you are,” the old Turco-German was
saying. “That’s why, when they asked me to name
another archaeologist for this expedition, I named
you.”

He hadn’t named Tony Lattimer; Lattimer had
been pushed onto the expedition by his university.
There’d been a lot of high-level string-pulling to
that; she wished she knew the whole story. She’d
managed to keep clear of universities and university
politics; all her digs had been sponsored by nonaca-
demic foundations or art museums.

“You have an excellent standing; much better
than my own, at your age. That’s why it disturbs me
to see you jeopardizing it by this insistence that the
Martian language can be translated. I can’t, really,
see how you can hope to succeed.”

She shrugged and drank some more of her cock-
tail, then lit another cigarette. It was getting tire-
some to try to verbalize something she only felt.

“Neither do I, now, but I will. Maybe I'll find
something like the picture-books Sachiko was talk-
ing about. A child’s primer, maybe; surely they had
things like that. And if I don’t, I’ll find something
else. We’ve only been here six months. I can wait
the rest of my life, if I have to, but I'll do it
sometime.”

“I can’t wait so long,” von Ohlmhorst said. ‘““The
rest of my life will only be a few years, and when
the Schiaparelli orbits in, I'll be going back to Terra
on the Cyrano.”

“I wish you wouldn’t. This is a whole new world
of archaeology. Literally.”

“Yes.” He finished the cocktail and looked at his
pipe as though wondering whether to re-light it so
soon before dinner, then put it in his pocket. “A
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whole new world—but I've grown old, and it isn’t
for me. I've spent my life studying the Hittites. I
can speak the Hittite language, though maybe King
Muwatallis wouldn’t be able to understand my mod-
ern Turkish accent. But the things I’d have to learn,
here—chemistry, physics, engineering, how to run
analytic tests on steel girders and beryllosilver al-
loys and plastics and silicones. I'm more at home
with a civilization that rode in chariots and fought
with swords and was just learning how to work iron.
Mars is for young people. This expedition is a cadre
of leadership—not only the Space Force people,
who'll be the commanders of the main expedition,
but us scientists, too. And I'm just an old cavalry
general who can’t learn to command tanks and air-
craft. You’ll have time to learn about Mars. I won’t.”

His reputation as the dean of Hittitologists was
solid and secure, too, she added mentally. Then she
felt ashamed of the thought. He wasn’t to be classed
with Tony Lattimer.

“All I came for was to get the work started,” he
was continuing. “The Federation Government felt
that an old hand should do that. Well, it’s started,
now; you and Tony and whoever come out on the
Schiaparelli must carry it on. You said it, yourself;
you have a whole new world. This is only one city,
of the last Martian civilization. Behind this, you
have the Late Upland Culture, and the Canal Build-
ers, and all the civilizations and races and empires
before them, clear back to the Martian Stone Age.”
He hesitated for a moment. ‘““You have no idea
what all you have to learn, Martha. This isn’t the
time to start specializing too narrowly.”

They all got out of the truck and stretched their
legs and looked up the road to the tall building with
the queer conical cap askew on its top. The four
little figures that had been busy against its wall
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climbed into the jeep and started back slowly, the
smallest of them, Sachiko Koremitsu, paying out an
electric cable behind. When it pulled up beside the
truck, they climbed out; Sachiko attached the free
end of the cable to a nuclear-electric battery. At
once, dirty gray smoke and orange dust puffed out
from the wall of the building, and, a second later,
the multiple explosion banged.

She and Tony Lattimer and Major Lindemann
climbed onto the truck, leaving the jeep standing by
the road. When they reached the building, a satisfy-
ingly wide breach had been blown in the wall.
Lattimer had placed his shots between two of the
windows; they were both blown out along with the
wall between, and lay unbroken on the ground.
Martha remembered the first building they had en-
tered. A Space Force officer had picked up a stone
and thrown it at one of the windows, thinking that
would be all they’d need to do. It had bounced
back. He had drawn his pistol—they’d all carried
guns, then, on the principle that what they didn’t
know about Mars might easily hurt them—and fired
four shots. The bullets had ricochetted, screaming
thinly; there were four coppery smears of jacket-
metal on the window, and a little surface spalling.
Somebody tried a rifle; the 4000-f.s. bullet had
cracked the glasslike pane without penetrating. An
oxyacetylene torch had taken an hour to cut the
window out; the lab crew, aboard the ship, were
still trying to find out just what the stuff was.

Tony Lattimer had gone forward and was sweep-
ing his flashlight back and forth, swearing petu-
lantly, his voice harshened and amplified by his
helmet-speaker.

“I thought I was blasting into a hallway; this lets
us into a room. Careful; there’s about a two-foot
drop to the floor, and a lot of rubble from the blast
just inside.”
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He stepped down through the breach; the others
began dragging equipment out of the trucks—shovels
and picks and crowbars and sledges, portable flood-
lights, cameras, sketching materials, an extension
ladder, even Alpinists’ ropes and crampons and pick-
axes. Hubert Penrose was shouldering something
that looked like a surrealist machine gun but which
was really a nuclear-electric jackhammer. Martha
selected one of the spike-shod mountaineer’s ice
axes, with which she could dig or chop or poke or
pry or help herself over rough footing.

The windows, grimed and crusted with fifty mil-
lennia of dust, filtered in a dim twilight; even the
breach in the wall, in the morning shade, lighted
only a small patch of floor. Somebody snapped on a
floodlight, aiming it at the ceiling. The big room
was empty and bare; dust lay thick on the floor and
reddened the once-white walls. It could have been a
large office, but there was nothing left in it to
indicate its use.

“This one’s been stripped up to the seventh floor!”
Lattimer exclaimed. ‘“‘Street level’ll be cleaned out,
completely.”

“Do for living quarters and shops, then,” Linde-
mann said. “Added to the others, this’ll take care
of everybody on the Schiaparelli.”

“Seem to have been a lot of electric or electronic
apparatus over along this wall,” one of the Space
Force officers commented. “Ten or twelve electric
outlets.” He brushed the dusty wall with his glove,
then scraped on the floor with his foot. “I can see
where things were pried loose.”

The door, one of the double sliding things the
Martians had used, was closed. Selim von Ohimhorst
tried it, but it was stuck fast. The metal latch-parts
had frozen together, molecule bonding itself to mol-
ecule, since the door had last been closed. Hubert
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Penrose came over with the jackhammer, fitting a
spear-point chisel into place. He set the chisel in the
joint between the doors, braced the hammer against
his hip, and squeezed the trigger-switch. The ham-
mer banged briefly like the weapon it resembled,
and the doors popped a few inches apart, then
stuck. Enough dust had worked into the recesses
into which it was supposed to slide to block it on
both sides.

That was old stuff; they ran into that every time
they had to force a door, and they were prepared
for it. Somebody went outside and brought in a
power-jack and finally one of the doors inched back
to the door jamb. That was enough to get the lights
and equipment through; they all passed from the
room to the hallway beyond. About half the other
doors were open; each had a number and a single
word, Darfhulva, over it.

One of the civilian volunteers, a woman professor
of natural ecology from Penn State University, was
looking up and down the hall.

“You know,” she said, “I feel at home here. I
think this was a college of some sort, and these
were classrooms. That word, up there; that was the
subject taught, or the department. And those elec-
tronic devices, all where the class would face them;
audio-visual teaching aids.”

“A twenty-five-story university?”’ Lattimer scoffed.
“Why, a building like this would handle thirty thou-
sand students.”

“Maybe there were that many. This was a big
city, in its prime,” Martha said, moved chiefly by a
desire to oppose Lattimer.

“Yes, but think of the snafu in the halls, every
time they changed classes. It’d take half an hour to
get everybody back and forth from one floor to
another.” He turned to von Ohlmhorst. “I’'m going
up above this floor. This place has been looted
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clean up to here, but there’s a chance there may be
something above,” he said.

“I’ll stay on this floor, at present,” the Turco-
German replied. “There will be much coming and
going, and dragging things in and out. We should
get this completely examined and recorded first.
Then Major Lindemann’s people can do their worst,
here.”

“Well, if nobody else wants it, I’ll take the down-
stairs,” Martha said.

“I'll go along with you,” Hubert Penrose told
her. “If the lower floors have no archaeological
value, we’ll turn them into living quarters. I like
this building; it’'ll give everybody room to keep out
from under everybody else’s feet.” He looked down
the hall. “We ought to find escalators at the middle.”

The hallway, too, was thick underfoot with dust.
Most of the open rooms were empty, but a few
contained furniture, including small seat-desks. The
original proponent of the university theory pointed
these out as just what might be found in classrooms.
There were escalators, up and down, on either side
of the hall, and more on the intersecting passage to
the right.

“That’s how they handled the students, between
classes,” Martha commented. “And I'll bet there
are more ahead, there.”

They came to a stop where the hallway ended at
a great square central hall. There were elevators,
there, on two of the sides, and four escalators, still
usable as stairways. But it was the walls, and the
paintings on them, that brought them up short and
staring.

They were clouded with dirt—she was trying to
imagine what they must have looked like originally,
and at the same time estimating the labor that would
be involved in cleaning them—but they were still
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distinguishable, as was the word, Darfhulva, in golden
letters above each of the four sides. It was a mo-
ment before she realized, from the murals, that she
had at last found a meaningful Martian word. They
were a vast historical panorama, clockwise around
the room. A group of skin-clad savages squatting
around a fire. Hunters with bows and spears, carry-
ing the carcass of an animal slightly like a pig.
Nomads riding long-legged, graceful mounts like
hornless deer. Peasants sowing and reaping; mud-
walled hut villages, and cities; processions of priests
and warriors; battles with swords and bows, and
with cannon and muskets; galleys, and ships with
sails, and ships without visible means of propulsion,
and aircraft. Changing costumes and weapons and
machines and styles of architecture. A richly fertile
landscape, gradually merging into barren deserts
and bushlands—the time of the great planetwide
drought. The Canal Builders—men with machines
recognizable as steam-shovels and derricks, digging
and quarrying and driving across the empty plains
with aquaducts. More cities—seaports on the shrink-
ing oceans; dwindling, half-deserted cities; an aban-
doned city, with four tiny humanoid figures and a
thing like a combat-car in the middle of a brush-
grown plaza, they and their vehicle dwarfed by the
huge lifeless buildings around them. She had not
the least doubt; Darfhulva was History.

“Wonderful!” von Ohlmhorst was saying. ‘“The
entire history of this race. Why, if the painter de-
picted appropriate costumes and weapons and ma-
chines for each period, and got the architecture
right, we can break the history of this planet into
eras and periods and civilizations.”

“You can assume they’re authentic. The faculty
of this university would insist on authenticity in the
Darfhulva—History—Department,” she said.

“Yes! Darfhulva—History! And your magazine
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was a journal of Sornhulva!” Penrose exclaimed.
“You have a word, Martha!” It took her an instant
to realize that he had called her by her first name,
and not Dr. Dane. She wasn’t sure if that weren’t a
bigger triumph than learning a word of the Martian
language. Or a more auspicious start. ‘“Alone, I
suppose that hulva means something like science or
knowledge, or study; combined, it would be equivalent
to our ’ology. And darf would mean something like
past, or old times, or human events, or chronicles.”

“That gives you three words, Martha!” Sachiko
jubilated. “You did it.”

“Let’s don’t go too fast,” Lattimer said, for once
not derisively. “I’ll admit that darfhulva is the Mar-
tian word for history as a subject of study; I’ll admit
that hulva is the general word and darf modifies it
and tells us which subject is meant. But as for
assigning specific meanings, we can’t do that be-
cause we don’t know just how the Martians thought,
scientifically or otherwise.”

He stopped short, startled by the blue-white light
that blazed as Sid Chamberlain’s Kliegettes went
on. When the whirring of the camera stopped, it
was Chamberlain who was speaking:

“This is the biggest thing yet; the whole history of
Mars, stone age to the end, all on four walls. I'm
taking this with the fast shutter, but we’ll telecast it
in slow motion, from the beginning to the end.
Tony, I want you to do the voice for it—running
commentary, interpretation of each scene as it’s
shown. Would you do that?”

Would he do that! Martha thought. If he had a
tail, he’d be wagging it at the very thought.

“Well, there ought to be more murals on the
other floors,” she said. “Who wants to come down-
stairs with us?”’

Sachiko did; immediately, Ivan Fitzgerald volun-
teered. Sid decided to go upstairs with Tony Lattimer,
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and Gloria Standish decided to go upstairs, too.
Most of the party would remain on the seventh
floor, to help Selim von Ohlmhorst get it finished.
After poking tentatively at the escalator with the
spike of her ice axe, Martha led the way downward.

The sixth floor was Darfhulva, too; military and
technological history, from the character of the mu-
rals. They looked around the central hall, and went
down to the fifth; it was like the floors above except
that the big quadrangle was stacked with dusty fur-
niture and boxes. Ivan Fitzgerald, who was carrying
the floodlight, swung it slowly around. Here the
murals were of heroic-sized Martians, so human in
appearance as to seem members of her own race,
each holding some object—a book, or a test tube,
or some bit of scientific apparatus, and behind them
were scenes of laboratories and factories, flame and
smoke, lightning-flashes. The word at the top of
each of the four walls was one with which she was
already familiar—Sornhulva.

“Hey, Martha; there’s that word,” Ivan Fitzger-
ald exclaimed. “The one in the title of your maga-
zine.” He looked at the paintings. ‘“Chemistry, or
physics.”

“Both,” Hubert Penrose considered. “I don’t think
the Martians made any sharp distinction between
them. See, the old fellow with the scraggly whiskers
must be the inventor of the spectroscope; he has
one in his hands, and he has a rainbow behind him.
And the woman in the blue smock, beside him,
worked in organic chemistry; see the diagrams of
long-chain molecules behind her. What word would
convey the idea of chemistry and physics taken as
one subject?”’

“Sornhulva,” Sachiko suggested. “If hulva’s some-
thing like science, sorn must mean matter, or sub-
stance, or physical object. You were right, all along,
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Martha. A civilization like this would certainly leave
something like this, that would be self-explanatory.”

“This’ll wipe a little more of that superior grin off
Tony Lattimer’s face,” Fitzgerald was saying, as
they went down the motionless escalator to the
floor below. “Tony wants to be a big shot. When
you want to be a big shot, you can’t bear the possi-
bility of anybody else being a bigger big shot, and
whoever makes a start on reading this language will
be the biggest big shot archaeology ever saw.”

That was true. She hadn’t thought of it, in that
way, before, and now she tried not to think about
it. She didn’t want to be a big shot. She wanted to
be able to read the Martian language, and find
things out about the Martians.

Two escalators down, they came out on a mezza-
nine around a wide central hall on the street level,
the floor forty feet below them and the ceiling thirty
feet above. Their lights picked out object after ob-
ject below—a huge group of sculptured figures in
the middle; some kind of a motor vehicle jacked up
on trestles for repairs; things that looked like
machine-guns and auto-cannon; long tables, tops
littered with a dust-covered miscellany; machinery;
boxes and crates and containers.

They made their way down and walked among
the clutter, missing a hundred things for every one
they saw, until they found an escalator to the base-
ment. There were three basements, one under an-
other, until at last they stood at the bottom of the
last escalator, on a bare concrete floor, swinging the
portable floodlight over stacks of boxes and barrels
and drums, and heaps of powdery dust. The boxes
were plastic—nobody had ever found anything made
of wood in the city—and the barrels and drums
were of metal or glass or some glasslike substance.
They were outwardly intact. The powdery heaps
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might have been anything organic, or anything con-
taining fluid. Down here, where wind and dust could
not reach, evaporation had been the only force of
destruction after the minute life that caused putre-
faction had vanished.

They found refrigeration rooms, too, and using
Martha’s ice axe and the pistol-like vibratool Sachiko
carried on her belt, they pounded and pried one
open, to find dessicated piles of what had been
vegetables, and leathery chunks of meat. Samples
of that stuff, rocketed up to the ship, would give a
reliable estimate, by radio-carbon dating, of how
long ago this building had been occupied. The re-
frigeration unit, radically different from anything
their own culture had produced, had been electri-
cally powered. Sachiko and Penrose, poking into it,
found the switches still on; the machine had only
ceased to function when the power-source, what-
ever that had been, had failed.

The middle basement had also been used, at least
toward the end, for storage; it was cut in half by a
partition pierced by but one door. They took half
an hour to force this, and were on the point of
sending above for heavy equipment when it yielded
enough for them to squeeze through. Fitzgerald, in
the lead with the light, stopped short, looked around,
and then gave a groan that came through his helmet-
speaker like a foghorn.

“Oh, no! No!”’

“What'’s the matter, Ivan?”’ Sachiko, entering be-
hind him, asked anxiously.

He stepped aside. “Look at it, Sachi! Are we
going to have to do all that?”

Martha crowded through behind her friend and
looked around, then stood motionless, dizzy with
excitement. Books. Case on case of books, half an
acre of cases, fifteen feet to the ceiling. Fitzgerald,
and Penrose, who had pushed in behind her, were
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talking in rapid excitement; she only heard the sound
of their voices, not their words. This must be the
main stacks of the university library—the entire lit-
erature of the vanished race of Mars. In the center,
down an aisle between the cases, she could see the
hollow square of the librarians’ desk, and stairs and
a dumb-waiter to the floor above.

She realized that she was walking forward, with
the others, toward this. Sachiko was saying: “I'm
the lightest; let me go first.” She must be talking
about the spidery metal stairs.

“I’d say they were safe,” Penrose answered. ‘“The
trouble we’ve had with doors around here shows
that the metal hasn’t deteriorated.”

In the end, the Japanese girl led the way, more
catlike than ever in her caution. The stairs were
quite sound, in spite of their fragile appearance,
and they all followed her. The floor above was a
duplicate of the room they had entered, and seemed
to contain about as many books. Rather than waste
time forcing the door here, they returned to the
middle basement and came up by the escalator down
which they had originally descended.

The upper basement contained kitchens—electric
stoves, some with pots and pans still on them—and
a big room that must have been, originally, the
students’ dining room, though when last used it had
been a workshop. As they expected, the library
reading room was on the street-level floor, directly
above the stacks. It seemed to have been converted
into a sort of common living room for the building’s
last occupants. An adjoining auditorium had been
made into a chemical works; there were vats and
distillation apparatus, and a metal fractionating tower
that extended through a hole knocked in the ceiling
seventy feet above. A good deal of plastic furniture
of the sort they had been finding everywhere in the
city was stacked about, some of it broken up, ap-
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parently for reprocessing. The other rooms on the
street floor seemed also to have been devoted to
manufacturing and repair work; a considerable in-
dustry, along a number of lines, must have been
carried on here for a long time after the university
had ceased to function as such.

On the second floor, they found a museum; many
of the exhibits remained, tantalizingly half-visible in
grimed glass cases. There had been administrative
offices there, too. The doors of most of them were
closed, and they did not waste time trying to force
them, but those that were open had been turned
into living quarters. They made notes, and rough
floor-plans, to guide them in future more thorough
examination; it was almost noon before they had
worked their way back to the seventh floor.

Selim von Ohlmhorst was in a room on the north
side of the building, sketching the position of things
before examining them and collecting them for re-
moval. He had the floor checkerboarded with a grid
of chalked lines, each numbered.

‘“We have everything on this floor photographed,”
he said. “I have three gangs—all the floodlights I
have—sketching and making measurements. At the
rate we're going, with time out for lunch, we’ll be
finished by the middle of the afternoon.”

“You’ve been working fast. Evidently you aren’t
being high-church about a ‘qualified archaeologist’
entering rooms fist,” Penrose commented.

“Ach, childishness!” the old man exclaimed im-
patiently. “These officers of yours aren’t fools. All
of them have been to Intelligence School and Crim-
inal Investigation School. Some of the most careful
amateur archaeologists I ever knew were retired
soldiers or policemen. But there isn’t much work to
be done. Most of the rooms are either empty or like
this one—a few bits of furniture and broken trash
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and scraps of paper. Did you find anything down on
the lower floors?”’

“Well, yes,” Penrose said, a hint of mirth in his
voice. “What would you say, Martha?”’

She started to tell Selim. The others, unable to
restrain their excitement, broke in with interrup-
tions. Von Ohlmhorst was staring in incredulous
amazement.

“But this floor was looted almost clean, and the
buildings we’ve entered before were all looted from
the street level up,” he said, at length.

“The people who looted this one lived here,”
Penrose replied. “They had electric power to the
last; we found refrigerators full of food, and stoves
with the dinner still on them. They must have used
the elevators to haul things down from the upper
floor. The whole first floor was converted into work-
shops and laboratories. I think that this place must
have been something like a monastery in the Dark
Ages in Europe, or what such a monastery would
have been like if the Dark Ages had followed the
fall of a highly developed scientific civilization. For
one thing, we found a lot of machine-guns and light
auto-cannon on the street level, and all the doors
were barricaded. The people here were trying to
keep a civilization running after the rest of the
planet had gone back to barbarism; I suppose they’d
have to fight off raids by the barbarians now and
then.”

“You’re not going to insist on making this build-
ing into expedition quarters, I hope, colonel?’’ von
Ohlmbhorst asked anxiously.

“Oh, no! This place is an archaeological treasure-
house. More than that; from what I saw, our techni-
cians can learn a lot, here. But you’d better get this
floor cleaned up as soon as you can, though. I'll
have the subsurface part, from the sixth floor down,
airsealed. Then we’ll put in oxygen generators and



66 H. Beam Piper

power units, and get a couple of elevators into
service. For the floors above, we can use temporary
airsealing floor by floor, and portable equipment;
when we have things atmosphered and lighted and
heated, you and Martha and Tony Lattimer can go
to work systematically and in comfort, and I’ll give
you all the help I can spare from the other work.
This is one of the biggest things we’ve found yet.”

Tony Lattimer and his companions came down to
the seventh floor a little later.

“I don’t get this, at all,” he began, as soon as he
joined them. “This building wasn’t stripped the way
the others were. Always, the procedure seems to
have been to strip from the bottom up, but they
seem to have stripped the top floors first, here. All
but the very top. I found out what that conical thing
is, by the way. It’s a wind-rotor, and under it there’s
an electric generator. This building generated its
own power.”

“What sort of condition are the generators in?”’
Penrose asked.

“Well, everything’s full of dust that blew in under
the rotor, of course, but it looks to be in pretty
good shape. Hey, I’ll bet that’s it! They had power,
so they used the elevators to haul stuff down. That’s
just what they did. Some of the floors above here
don’t seem to have been touched, though.” He
paused momentarily; back of his oxy-mask, he
seemed to be grinning. “I don’t know that I ought
to mention this in front of Martha, but two floors
above we hit a room—it must have been the refer-
ence library for one of the departments—that had
close to five hundred books in it.”

The noise that interrupted him, like the squawk-
ing of a Brobdingnagian parrot, was only Ivan Fitz-
gerald laughing through his helmet-speaker.

Lunch at the huts was a hasty meal, with a gabble
of full-mouthed and excited talking. Hubert Penrose
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and his chief subordinates snatched their food in a
huddled consultation at one end of the table; in the
afternoon, work was suspended on everything else
and the fifty-odd men and women of the expedition
concentrated their efforts on the University. By the
middie of the afternoon, the seventh floor had been
completely examined, photographed and sketched,
and the murals in the square central hall covered
with protective tarpaulins, and Laurent Gicquel and
his airsealing crew had moved in and were at work.
It had been decided to seal the central hall at the
entrances. It took the French-Canadian engineer
most of the afternoon to find all the ventilation-
ducts and plug them. An elevator-shaft on the north
side was found reaching clear to the twenty-fifth
floor; this would give access to the top of the build-
ing; another shaft, from the center, would take care
of the floors below. Nobody seemed willing to trust
the ancient elevators, themselves; it was the next
evening before a couple of cars and the necessary
machinery could be fabricated in the machine shops
aboard the ship and sent down by landing-rocket.
By that time, the airsealing was finished, the nuclear-
electric energy-converters were in place, and the
oxygen generators set up.

Martha was in the lower basement, an hour or so
before lunch the day after, when a couple of Space
Force officers came out of the elevator, bringing
extra lights with them. She was still using oxygen-
equipment; it was a moment before she realized
that the newcomers had no masks, and that one of
them was smoking. She took off her own helmet-
speaker, throat-mike and mask and unslung her
tank-pack, breathing cautiously. The air was chilly,
and musty-acrid with the odor of antiquity—the
first Martian odor she had smelled—but when she
lit a cigarette, the lighter flamed clear and steady
and the tobacco caught and burned evenly.
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The archaeologists, many of the other civilian
scientists, a few of the Space Force officers and the
two news-correspondents, Sid Chamberlain and Glo-
ria Standish, moved in that evening, setting up cots
in vacant rooms. They installed electric stoves and a
refrigerator in the old Library Reading Room, and
put in a bar and lunch counter. For a few days, the
place was full of noise and activity, then, gradually,
the Space Force people and all but a few of the
civilians returned to their own work. There was still
the business of airsealing the more habitable of the
buildings already explored, and fitting them up in
readiness for the arrival, in a year and a half, of the
five hundred members of the main expedition. There
was work to be done enlarging the landing field for
the ship’s rocket craft, and building new chemical-
fuel tanks.

There was the work of getting the city’s ancient
reservoirs cleared of silt before the next spring thaw
brought more water down the underground aquaducts
everybody called canals in mistranslation of Schia-
parelli’s Italian word, though this was proving con-
siderably easier than anticipated. The ancient Canal
Builders must have anticipated a time when their
descendants would no longer be capable of mainte-
nance work, and had prepared against it. By the
day after the University had been made completely
habitable, the actual work there was being done by
Selim, Tony Lattimer and herself, with half a dozen
Space Force officers, mostly girls, and four or five
civilians, helping.

They worked up from the bottom, dividing the
floor-surfaces into numbered squares, measuring and
listing and sketching and photographing. They pack-
aged samples of organic matter and sent them up to
the ship for Carbon-14 dating and analysis; they
opened cans and jars and bottles, and found that
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everything fluid in them had evaporated, through
the porosity of glass and metal and plastic if there
were no other way. Wherever they looked, they
found evidence of activity suddenly suspended and
never resumed. A vise with a bar of metal in it, half
cut through and the hacksaw beside it. Pots and
pans with hardened remains of food in them; a
leathery cut of meat on a table, with the knife ready
at hand. Toilet articles on washstands; unmade beds,
the bedding ready to crumble at a touch but still
retaining the impress of the sleeper’s body; papers
and writing materials on desks, as though the writer
had gotten up, meaning to return and finish in a
fifty-thousand-year-ago moment.

It worried her. Irrationally, she began to feel that
the Martians had never left this place; that they
were still around her, watching disapprovingly ev-
ery time she picked up something they had laid
down. They haunted her dreams, now, instead of
their enigmatic writing. At first, everybody who had
moved into the University had taken a separate
room, happy to escape the crowding and lack of
privacy of the huts. After a few nights, she was glad
when Gloria Standish moved in with her, and ac-
cepted the newswoman’s excuse that she felt lonely
without somebody to talk to before falling asleep.
Sachiko Koremitsu joined them the next evening,
and before going to bed, the girl officer cleaned and
oiled her pistol, remarking that she was afraid some
rust may have gotten into it.

The others felt it, too. Selim von Ohimhorst de-
veloped the habit of turning quickly and looking
behind him, as though trying to surprise somebody
or something that was stalking him. Tony Lattimer,
having a drink at the bar that had been improvised
from the librarian’s desk in the Reading Room, set
down his glass and swore.

“You know what this place is? It’s an archaeolog-
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ical Marie Celeste!” he declared. “It was occupied
right up to the end—we’ve all seen the shifts these
people used to keep a civilization going here—but
what was the end? What happened to them? Where
did they go?”’

“You didn’t expect them to be waiting out front,
with a red carpet and a big banner, Welcome Ter-
rans, did you, Tony?” Gloria Standish asked.

“No, of course not; they’ve all been dead for fifty
thousand years. But if they were the last of the
Martians, why haven’t we found their bones, at
least? Who buried them, after they were dead?”” He
looked at the glass, a bubble-thin goblet, found,
with hundreds of others like it, in a closet above, as
though debating with himself whether to have an-
other drink. Then he voted in the affirmative and
reached for the cocktail pitcher. “And every door
on the old ground level is either barred or barri-
caded from the inside. How did they get out? And
why did they leave?”

The next day, at lunch, Sachiko Koremitsu had
the answer to the second question. Four or five
electrical engineers had come down by rocket from
the ship, and she had been spending the morning
with them, in oxy-masks, at the top of the building.

“Tony, I thought you said those generators were
in good shape,” she began, catching sight of Lattimer.
“They aren’t. They’re in the most unholy mess I
ever saw. What happened, up there, was that the
supports of the wind-rotor gave way, and weight
snapped the main shaft, and smashed everything
under it.”

“Well, after fifty thousand years, you can expect
something like that,” Lattimer retorted. ‘“When an
archaeologist says something’s in good shape, he
doesn’t necessarily mean it’ll start as soon as you
shove a switch in.”
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“You didn’t notice that it happened when the
power was on, did you,” one of the engineers asked,
nettled at Lattimer’s tone. “Well, it was. Every-
thing’s burned out or shorted or fused together; I
saw one busbar eight inches across melted clean in
two. It’s a pity we didn’t find things in good shape,
even archaeologically speaking. I saw a lot of inter-
esting things, things in advance of what we’re using
now. But it’ll take a couple of years to get every-
thing sorted out and figure what it looked like
originally.”

“Did it look as though anybody’d made any at-
tempt to fix it?”” Martha asked.

Sachiko shook her head. “They must have taken
one look at it and given up. I don’t believe there
would have been any possible way to repair any-
thing.”

“Well, that explains why they left. They needed
electricity for lighting, and heating, and all their
industrial equipment was electrical. They had a good
life, here, with power; without it, this place wouldn’t
have been habitable.”

“Then why did they barricade everything from
the inside, and how did they get out?”’ Lattimer
wanted to know.

“To keep other people from breaking in and loot-
ing. Last man out probably barred the last door and
slid down a rope from upstairs,” von Ohlmhorst
suggested. “This Houdini-trick doesn’t worry me
too much. We’ll find out eventually.”

“Yes, about the time Martha starts reading Mar-
tian,” Lattimer scoffed.

“That may be just when we’ll find out,” von
Ohlmhorst replied seriously. “It wouldn’t surprise
me if they left something in writing when they evac-
uated this place.”

“Are you really beginning to treat this pipe dream
of hers as a serious possibility, Selim?” Lattimer
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demanded. “I know, it would be a wonderful thing,
but wonderful things don’t happen just because
they’re wonderful. Only because they’re possible,
and this isn’t. Let me quote that distinguished
Hittitologist, Johannes Friedrich: ‘Nothing can be
translated out of nothing.” Or that later but not less
distinguished Hittitologist, Selim von Ohlmhorst:
‘Where are you going to get your bilingual?’ ”’

“Friedrich lived to see the Hittite language
deciphered and read,” von Ohlmhorst reminded him.

“Yes, when they found Hittite- Assyrian bilinguals.”
Lattimer measured a spoonful of coffee-powder into
his cup and added hot water. ‘“Martha, you ought
to know, better than anybody, how little chance
you have. You’'ve been working for years in the
Indus Valley; how many words of Harappa have
you or anybody else ever been able to read?”

“We never found a university, with a half-million-
volume library, at Harappa or Mohenjo-Daro.”

“And, the first day we entered this building, we
established meanings for several words,” Selim von
Ohlmbhorst added.

“And you’ve never found another meaningful word
since,” Lattimer added. ‘““And you’re only sure of
general meaning, not specific meaning of word-
elements, and you have a dozen different interpre-
tations for each word.”

‘“We made a start,” von Ohlmhorst maintained.
“We have Grotefend’s word for ‘king.” But I'm
going to be able to read some of those books, over
there, if it takes me the rest of my life here. It
probably will, anyhow.”

“You mean you’ve changed your mind about going
home on the Cyrano?” Martha asked. “You’ll stay
on here?”

The old man nodded. “I can’t leave this. There’s
too much to discover. The old dog will have to
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learn a lot of new tricks, but this is where my work
will be, from now on.”

Lattimer was shocked. ‘“You’re nuts!” he cried.
“You mean you’re going to throw away everything
you’ve accomplished in Hittitology and start all over
again here on Mars? Martha, if you’ve talked him
into this crazy decision, you’re a criminal!”

“Nobody talked me into anything,” von Ohlmhorst
said roughly. “And as for throwing away what I've
accomplished in Hittitology, I don’t know what the
devil you’re talking about. Everything I know about
the Hittite Empire is published and available to
anybody. Hittitology’s like Egyptology; it’s stopped
being research and archaeology and become schol-
arship and history. And I'm not a scholar or a
historian; I'm a pick-and-shovel field archaeologist—a
highly skilled and specialized grave-robber and junk-
picker—and there’s more pick-and-shovel work on
this planet than I could do in a hundred lifetimes.
This is something new; I was a fool to think I could
turn my back on it and go back to scribbling foot-
notes about Hittite kings.”

“You could have anything you wanted, in Hit-
titology. There are a dozen universities that’d sooner
have you than a winning football team. But no!
You have to be the top man in Martiology, too.
You can’t leave that for anybody else—" Lattimer
shoved his chair back and got to his feet, leaving
the table with an oath that was almost a sob of
exasperation.

Maybe his feelings were too much for him. Maybe
he realized, as Martha did, what he had betrayed.
She sat, avoiding the eyes of the others, looking at
the ceiling, as embarrassed as though Lattimer had
flung something dirty on the table in front of them.
Tony Lattimer had, desperately, wanted Selim to
go home on the Cyrano. Martiology was a new
field; if Selim entered it, he would bring with him
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the reputation he had already built in Hittitology,
automatically stepping into the leading role that
Lattimer had coveted for himself. Ivan Fitzgerald’s
words echoed back to her—when you want to be a
big shot, you can’t bear the possibility of anybody
else being a bigger big shot. His derision of her own
efforts became comprehensible, too. It wasn’t that
he was convinced that she would never learn to
read the Martian language. He had been afraid that
she would.

Ivan Fitzgerald finally isolated the germ that had
caused the Finchley girl’s undiagnosed illness. Shortly
afterward, the malady turned into a mild fever,
from which she recovered. Nobody else seemed to
have caught it. Fitzgerald was still trying to find out
how the germ had been transmitted.

They found a globe of Mars, made when the city
had been a seaport. They located the city, and
learned that its name had been Kukan—or some-
thing with a similar vowel-consonant ratio. Immedi-
ately, Sid Chamberlain and Gloria Standish began
giving their telecasts a Kukan dateline, and Hubert
Penrose used the name in his official reports. They
also found a Martian calendar; the year had been
divided into ten more or less equal months, and one
of them had been Doma. Another month was Nor,
and that was a part of the name of the scientific
journal Martha had found.

Bill Chandler, the zoologist, had been going deeper
and deeper into the old sea bottom of Syrtis. Four
hundred miles from Kukan, and at fifteen thousand
feet lower altitude, he shot a bird. At least, it was a
something with wings and what were almost but not
quite feathers, though it was more reptilian than
avian in general characteristics. He and Ivan Fitz-
gerald skinned and mounted it, and then dissected
the carcass almost tissue by tissue. About seven-
eighths of its body capacity was lungs; it certainly
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breathed air containing at least half enough oxygen
to support human life, or five times as much as the
air around Kukan.

That took the center of interest away from ar-
chaeology and started a new burst of activity. All
the expedition aircraft—four jetticopters and three
wingless airdyne reconnaissance fighters—were thrown
into intensified exploration of the lower sea bot-
toms, and the bio-science boys and girls were wild
with excitement and making new discoveries on each
flight.

The University was left to Selim and Martha and
Tony Lattimer, the latter keeping to himself while
she and the old Turco-German worked together.
The civilian specialists in other fields, and the Space
Force people who had been holding tape lines and
making sketches and snapping cameras, were all
flying to lower Syrtis to find out how much oxygen
there was and what kind of life it supported.

Sometimes Sachiko dropped in; most of the time
she was busy helping Ivan Fitzgerald dissect speci-
mens. They had four or five species of what might
loosely be called birds, and something that could
easily be classed as a reptile, and a carnivorous
mammal the size of a cat with birdlike claws, and a
herbivore almost identical with the piglike thing in
the big Darfhulva mural, and another like a gazelle
with a single horn in the middle of its forehead.

The high point came when one party, at thirty
thousand feet below the level of Kukan, found
breathable air. One of them had a mild attack of
sorroche and had to be flown back for treatment in
a hurry, but the others showed no ill effects. The
daily newscasts from Terra showed a corresponding
shift in interest at home. The discovery of the Uni-
versity had focused attention on the dead past of
Mars; now the public was interested in Mars as a
possible home for humanity. It was Tony Lattimer



76 H. Beam Piper

who brought archaeology back into the activities of
the expedition and the news at home.

Martha and Selim were working in the museum
on the second floor, scrubbing the grime from the
glass cases, noting contents, and grease-penciling
numbers; Lattimer and a couple of Space Force
officers were going through what had been the ad-
ministrative offices on the other side. It was one of
these, a young second lieutenant, who came hurry-
ing in from the mezzanine, almost bursting with
excitement.

“Hey, Martha! Dr. von Ohlmhorst!” he was shout-
ing. “Where are you? Tony’s found the Martians!”

Selim dropped his rag back in the bucket; she laid
her clipboard on top of the case beside her.

“Where?” they asked together.

“Over on the north side.” The lieutenant took
hold of himself and spoke more deliberately. ‘‘Little
room, back of one of the old faculty offices—
conference room. It was locked from the inside,
and we had to burn it down with a torch. That’s
where they are. Eighteen of them, around a long
table—"

Gloria Standish, who had dropped in for lunch,
was on the mezzanine, fairly screaming into a radio-
phone extension:

“. .. Dozen and a half of them! Well, of course
they’re dead. What a question! They look like skel-
etons covered with leather. No, I do not know what
they died of. Well, forget it; I don’t care if Bill
Chandler’s found a three-headed hippopotamus. Sid,
don’t you get it? We’ve found the Martians!”’

She slammed the phone back on its hook, rushing
away ahead of them.

Martha remembered the closed door; on the first
survey, they hadn’t attempted opening it. Now it
was burned away at both sides and lay, still hot
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along the edges, on the floor of the big office room
in front. A floodlight was on in the room inside,
and Lattimer was going around looking at things
while a Space Force officer stood by the door. The
center of the room was filled by a long table; in
armchairs around it sat the eighteen men and women
who had occupied the room for the last fifty millen-
nia. There were bottles and glasses on the table in
front of them, and, had she seen them in a dimmer
light, she would have thought that they were merely
dozing over their drinks. One had a knee hooked
over his chair-arm and was curled in foetuslike sleep.
Another had fallen forward onto the table, arms
extended, the emerald set of a ring twinkling dully
on one finger. Skeletons covered with leather, Glo-
ria Standish had called them, and so they were—
faces like skulls, arms and legs like sticks, the flesh
shrunken onto the bones under it.

“Isn’t this something!” Lattimer was exulting.
“Mass suicide, that’s what it was. Notice what’s in
the corners?”

Braziers, made of perforated two-gallon-odd metal
cans, the white walls smudged with smoke above
them. Von Ohlmhorst had noticed them at once,
and was poking into one of them with his flashlight.

“Yes; charcoal. I noticed a quantity of it around
a couple of hand-forges in the shop on the first
floor. That’s why you had so much trouble breaking
in; they’d sealed the room on the inside.” He straight-
ened and went around the room, until he found a
ventilator, and peered into it. “Stuffed with rags.
They must have been all that were left, here. Their
power was gone, and they were old and tired, and
all around them their world was dying. So they just
came in here and lit the charcoal, and sat drinking
together till they all fell asleep. Well, we know what
became of them, now, anyhow.”

Sid and Gloria made the most of it. The Terran
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public wanted to hear about Martians, and if live
Martians couldn’t be found, a room full of dead
ones was the next best thing. Maybe an even better
thing; it had been only sixty-odd years since the
Orson Welles invasion-scare. Tony Lattimer, the
discoverer, was beginning to cash in on his atten-
tions to Gloria and his ingratiation with Sid; he was
always either making voice-and-image talks for tele-
cast or listening to the news from the home planet.
Without question, he had become, overnight, the
most widely known archaeologist in history.

“Not that I'm interested in all this, for myself,”
he disclaimed, after listening to the telecast from
Terra two days after his discovery. “But this is
going to be a big thing for Martian archaeology.
Bring it to the public attention; dramatize it. Selim,
can you remember when Lord Carnarvon and How-
ard Carter found the tomb of Tutankhamen?”’

“In 1923? I was two years old, then,” von
Ohlmbhorst chuckled. “I really don’t know how much
that publicity ever did for Egyptology. Oh, the mu-
seums did devote more space to Egyptian exhibits,
and after a museum department head gets a few
extra showcases, you know how hard it is to make
him give them up. And, for a while, it was easier to
get financial support for new excavations. But I
don’t know how much good all this public excite-
ment really does, in the long run.”

“Well, I think one of us should go back on the
Cyrano, when the Schiaparelli orbits in,” Lattimer
said. “I’d hoped it would be you; your voice would
carry the most weight. But I think it’s important
that one of us go back, to present the story of our
work, and what we have accomplished and what we
hope to accomplish, to the public and to the univer-
sities and the learned societies, and to the Federa-
tion Government. There will be a great deal of
work that will have to be done. We must not allow
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the other scientific fields and the so-called practical
interests to monopolize public and academic sup-
port. So, I believe I shall go back at least for a
while, and see what I can do—"

Lectures. The organization of a Society of Mar-
tian Archaeology, with Anthony Lattimer, Ph.D.,
the logical candidate for the chair. Degrees, honors;
the deference of the learned, and the adulation of
the lay public. Positions, with impressive titles and
salaries. Sweet are the uses of publicity.

She crushed out her cigarette and got to her feet.
“Well, I still have the final lists of what we found in
Halvhulva—Biology—department to check over. I'm
staring on Sornhulva tomorrow, and I want that
stuff in shape for expert evaluation.”

That was the sort of thing Tony Lattimer wanted
to get away from, the detail-work and the drudgery.
Let the infantry do the slogging through the mud;
the brass-hats got the medals.

She was halfway through the fifth floor, a week
later, and was having midday lunch in the reading
room on the first floor when Hubert Penrose came
over and sat down beside her, asking her what she
was doing. She told him.

“I wonder if you could find me a couple of men,
for an hour or so,” she added. “I’'m stopped by a
couple of jammed doors at the central hall. Lecture
room and library, if the layout of that floor’s any-
thing like the ones below it.”

‘“Yes. I'm a pretty fair door-buster, myself.”” He
looked around the room. “There’s Jeff Miles; he
isn’t doing much of anything. And we’ll put Sid
Chamberlain to work, for a change, too. The four
of us ought to get your doors open.” He called to
Chamberlain, who was carrying his tray over to the
dish washer. “Oh, Sid; you doing anything for the
next hour or so?”
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“I was going up to the fourth floor, to see what
Tony’s doing.”

“Forget it. Tony’s bagged his season limit of Mar-
tians. I’'m going to help Martha bust in a couple of
doors; we’ll probably find a whole cemetery full of
Martians.”

Chamberlain shrugged. “Why not. A jammed door
can have anything back of it, and I know what
Tony’s doing—just routine stuff.”

Jeff Miles, the Space Force captain, came over,
accompanied by one of the lab-crew from the ship
who had come down on the rocket the day before.

“This ought to be up your alley, Mort,” he was
saying to his companion. “Chemistry and physics
department. Want to come along?”’

The lab man, Mort Tranter, was willing. Seeing
the sights was what he’d come down from the ship
for. She finished her coffee and cigarette, and they
went out into the hall together, gathered equipment
and rode the elevator to the fifth floor.

The lecture hall door was the nearest; they at-
tacked it first. With proper equipment and help, it
was no problem and in ten minutes they had it open
wide enough to squeeze through with the flood-
lights. The room inside was quite empty, and, like
most of the rooms behind closed doors, compara-
tively free from dust. The students, it appeared,
had sat with their backs to the door, facing a low
platform, but their seats and the lecturer’s table and
equipment had been removed. The two side walls
bore inscriptions: on the right, a pattern of concen-
tric circles which she recognized as a diagram of
atomic structure, and on the left a complicated ta-
ble of numbers and words, in two columns. Tranter
was pointing at the diagram on the right.

“They got as far as the Bohr atom, anyhow,” he
said. “Well, not quite. They knew about electron
shells, but they have the nucleus pictured as a solid
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mass. No indication of proton-and-neutron struc-
ture. I'll bet, when you come to translate their
scientific books, you’ll find that they taught that the
atom was the ultimate and indivisible particle. That
explains why you people never found any evidence
that the Martians used nuclear energy.”

“That’s a uranium atom,” Captain Miles mentioned.

“It is?”” Sid Chamberlain asked, excitedly. “Then
they did know about atomic energy. Just because
we haven’t found any pictures of A-bomb mush-
rooms doesn’t mean—"

She turned to look at the other wall. Sid’s signal
reactions were getting away from him again; ura-
nium meant nuclear power to him, and the two
words were interchangeable. As she studied the
arrangement of the numbers and words, she could
hear Tranter saying:

“Nuts, Sid. We knew about uranium a long time
before anybody found out what could be done with
it. Uranium was discovered on Terra in 1789, by
Klaproth.”

There was something familiar about the table on
the left wall. She tried to remember what she had
been taught in school about physics, and what she
had picked up by accident afterward. The second
column was a continuation of the first: there were
forty-six items in each, each item numbered con-
secutively—

“Probably used uranium because it’s the largest
of the natural atoms,” Penrose was saying. “The
fact that there’s nothing beyond it there shows that
they hadn’t created any of the transuranics. A stu-
dent could go to that thing and point out the outer
electron of any of the ninety-two elements.”

Ninety-two! That was it; there were ninety-two
items in the table on the left wall! Hydrogen was
Number One, she knew; One, Sarfaldsorn. Helium
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was Two; that was Tirfaldsorn. She couldn’t re-
member which element came next, but in Martian it
was Sarfalddavas. Sorn must mean matter, or sub-
stance, then. And davas; she was trying to think of
what it could be. She turned quickly to the others,
catching hold of Hubert Penrose’s arm with one
hand and waving her clipboard with the other.

“Look at this thmg, over here,” she was clamor-
ing excitedly. “Tell me what you thlnk it is. Could it
be a table of the elements?”

They all turned to look. Mort Tranter stared at it
for a moment.

“Could be. If I only knew what those squiggles
meant—"’

That was right; he’d spent his time aboard the
ship.

“If you could read the numbers, would that help?”
she asked, beginning to set down the Arabic digits
and their Martian equivalents. “It’s decimal system,
the same as we use.”

“Sure. If that’s a table of elements, all I'd need
would be the numbers. Thanks,” he added as she
tore off the sheet and gave it to him.

Penrose knew the numbers, and was ahead of
him. “Ninety-two items, numbered consecutively.
The first number would be the atomic number.
Then a single word, the name of the element. Then
the atomic weight—"’

She began reading off the names of the elements.
“I know hydrogen and helium; what’s tirfalddavas,
the third one?”

“Lithium,” Tranter said. ‘“The atomic weights
aren’t run out past the decimal point. Hydrogen’s
one plus, if that double-hook dingus is a plus sign;
Helium’s four-plus, that’s right. And lithium’s given
as seven, that isn’t right. It’s six-point-nine-four-oh.
Or is that thing a Martian minus sign?”’

“Of course! Look! A plus sign is a hook, to hang
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things together; a minus sign is a knife, to cut
something off from something—see, the little loop
is the handle and the long pointed loop is the blade.
Stylized, of course, but that’s what it is. And the
fourth element, kiradavas; what’s that?”

“Beryllium. Atomic weight given as nine-and-a-
hook; actually it’s nine-point-oh-two.”

Sid Chamberlain had been disgruntied because he
couldn’t get a story about the Martians having de-
veloped atomic energy. It took him a few minutes
to understand the newest development, but finally
it dawned on him.

“Hey! You’re reading that!” he cried. ‘“You're
reading Martian!”

“That’s right,” Penrose told him. “Just reading it
right off. I don’t get the two items after the atomic
weight, though. They look like months of the Mar-
tian calendar. What ought they to be, Mort?”’

Tranter hesitated. ‘“Well, the next information
after the atomic weight ought to be the period and
group numbers. But those are words.”

“What would the numbers be for the first one,
hydrogen?”

“Period One, Group One. One electron shell,
one electron in the outer shell,” Tranter told her.
“Helium’s period one, too, but it has the outer—
only—electron shell full, so it’s in the group of inert
elements.”

“Trav, Trav. Trav’s the first month of the year.
And helium’s Trav, Yenth; Yenth is the eighth
month.”

“The inert elements could be called Group Eight,
yes. And the third element, lithium, is Period Two,
Group One. That check?”

“It certainly does. Sanv, Trav; Sanv’s the second
month. What’s the first element in Period Three?”

“Sodium, Number Eleven.”
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“That’s right; it’s Krav, Trav. Why, the names of
the months are simply numbers, one to ten, spelled
out.”

“Doma’s the fifth month. That was your first
Martian word, Martha,” Penrose told her. “The
word for five. And if davas is the word for metal,
and sornhulva is chemistry and/or physics, I'll bet
Tadavas Sornhulva is literally translated as: ‘Of-
Metal Matter-Knowledge,” Metallurgy, in other
words. I wonder what Mastharnorvod means.” It
surprised her that, after so long and with so much
happening in the meantime, he could remember
that. “Something like ‘Journal,” or ‘Review,” or
maybe ‘Quarterly.” ”’

“We’ll work that out, too,” she said confidently.
After this, nothing seemed impossible. “Maybe we
can find—" Then she stopped short. “You said
‘Quarterly.’ I think it was ‘Monthly,’ instead. It was
dated for a specific month, the fifth one. And if nor
is ten, Mastharnorvod could be ‘Year-Tenth.” And
I'll bet we’ll find that masthar is the word for year.”
She looked at the table on the wall again. “Well,
let’s get all these words down, with translations for
as many as we can.”

“Let’s take a break for a minute,” Penrose sug-
gested, getting out his cigarettes. “And then, let’s
do this in comfort. Jeff, suppose you and Sid go
across the hall and see what you find in the other
room in the way of a desk or something like that,
and a few chairs. There’ll be a lot of work to do on
this.”

Sid Chamberlain had been squirming as though
he were afflicted with ants, trying to contain him-
self. Now he let go with an excited jabber.

“This is really it! The it, not just it-of-the-week,
like finding the reservoirs or those statues or this
building, or even the animals and the dead Mar-
tians! Wait till Selim and Tony see this! Wait till
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Tony sees it; I want to see his face! And when I get
this on telecast, all Terra’s going to go nuts about
it!” He turned to Captain Miles. “Jeff, suppose you
take a look at that other door, while I find some-
body to send to tell Selim and Tony. And Gloria;
wait till she sees this—"

“Take it easy, Sid,” Martha cautioned. ‘“You’d
better let me have a look at your script, before you
go too far overboard on the telecast. This is just a
beginning; it’ll take years and years before we’re
able to read any of those books downstairs.”

“It’ll go faster than you think, Martha,” Hubert
Penrose told her. “We’ll all work on it, and we’ll
teleprint material to Terra, and people there will
work on it. We’ll send them everything we can . . .
everything we work out, and copies of books, and
copies of your word-lists—"’

And there would be other tables—astronomical
tables, tables in physics and mechanics, for instance
—in which words and numbers were equivalent.
The library stacks, below, would be full of them.
Transliterate them into Roman alphabet spellings
and Arabic numerals, and somewhere, somebody
would spot each numerical significance, as Hubert
Penrose and Mort Tranter and she had done with
the table of elements. And pick out all the chemis-
try textbooks in the Library; new words would take
on meaning from contexts in which the names of
elements appeared. She’d have to start studying
chemistry and physics, herself—

Sachiko Koremitsu peeped in through the door,
then stepped inside.

“Is there anything I can do—7?” she began. “What’s
happened? Something important?”’

“Important?”’ Sid Chamberlain exploded. ‘“Look
at that, Sachi! We’re reading it! Martha’s found out
how to read Martian!”” He grabbed Captain Miles
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by the arm. “Come on, Jeff; let’s go. I want to call
the others—” He was still babbling as he hurried
from the room.

Sachi looked at the inscription. “Is it true?” she
asked, and then, before Martha could more than
begin to explain, flung her arms around her. “Oh, it
really is! You are reading it! I'm so happy!”

She had to start explaining again when Selim von
Ohlmbhorst entered. This time, she was able to finish.

“But, Martha, can you be really sure? You know,
by now, that learning to read this language is as
important to me as it is to you, but how can you be
so sure that those words really mean things like
hydrogen and helium and boron and oxygen? How
do you know that their table of elements was any-
thing like ours?”’

Tranter and Penrose and Sachiko all looked at
him in amazement.

“That isn’t just the Martian table of elements;
that’s the table of elements. It’s the only one there
is,” Mort Tranter almost exploded. “Look, hydro-
gen has one proton and one electron. If it had more
of either, it wouldn’t be hydrogen, it’d be some-
thing else. And the same with all the rest of the
elements. And hydrogen on Mars is the same as
hydrogen on Terra, or on Alpha Centauri, or in the
next galaxy—

‘“You just set up those numbers, in that order,
and any first-year chemistry student could tell you
what elements they represented,” Penrose said.
“Could if he expected to make a passing grade, that
is.”

The old man shook his head slowly, smiling. “I’m
afraid I wouldn’t make a passing grade. I didn’t
know, or at least didn’t realize, that. One of the
things I’m going to place an order for, to be brought
on the Schiaparelli, will be a set of primers in chem-
istry and physics, of the sort intended for a bright
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child of ten or twelve. It seems that a Martiologist
has to learn a lot of things the Hittites and the
Assyrians never heard about.”

Tony Lattimer, coming in, caught the last part of
the explanation. He looked quickly at the walls
and, having found out just what had happened,
advanced and caught Martha by the hand.

“You really did it, Martha! You found your bilin-
gual! I never believed that it would be possible; let
me congratulate you!”

He probably expected that to erase all the jibes
and sneers of the past. If he did, he could have it
that way. His friendship would mean as little to her
as his derision—except that his friends had to watch
their backs and his knife. But he was going home
on the Cyrano, to be a big shot. Or had this changed
his mind for him again?

“This is something we can show the world, to
justify any expenditure of time and money on Mar-
tian archaeological work. When I get back to Terra,
I’ll see that you’re given full credit for this achieve-
ment—"’

On Terra, her back and his knife would be out of
her watchfulness.

“We won’t need to wait that long,”” Hubert Penrose
told him dryly. “I’m sending off an official report,
tomorrow; you can be sure Dr. Dane will be given
full credit, not only for this but for her previous
work, which made it possible to exploit this dis-
covery.”

“And you might add, work done in spite of the
doubts and discouragements of her colleagues,” Selim
von Ohlmhorst said. “To which I am ashamed to
have to confess my own share.”

“You said we had to find a bilingual,” she said.
“You were right, too.”

“This is better than a bilingual, Martha,” Hubert
Penrose said. ‘“‘Physical science expresses universal
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facts; necessarily it is a universal language. Hereto-
fore archaeologists have dealt only with pre-scientific
cultures.”



THE MILE-LONG SPACESHIP

BY KATE WILHELM (1928- )

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION
APRIL

It's a pleasure to welcome the very talented Kate
Wilhelm to this series. She began publishing in the
science fiction field in 1956, producing about four
stories per year until 1960, when her productivity
increased along with her reputation. Her first novel,
The Clone, written with Theodore L. Thomas, ap-
peared in 1965, and she has since published some
twenty novels and story collections in the genre. Much
of her best work of the 1970s appeared in Orbit, the
excellent original anthology series edited by her hus-
band, Damon Knight. She has won the Nebula Award
twice, along with a Hugo and several other prizes;
“Forever Yours, Anna’’ captured the Nebula for best
short story of 1987.

Her work is characterized by great power and
clarity, and such outstanding achievements as The
Clewiston Test (1976), Where Late the Sweet Birds
Sang (1976), and Welkcome, Chaos (1983) have
won her a significant following both inside and out-
side the sf field.

“The Mile-Long Spaceship’ is the best of her early
stories—in fact, it remains one of her best works, a
landmark in a successful career of more than thirty
years. (MHG)
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Some of our planetary probes were expected to
leave the solar system after they had passed near
some of the outer planets and fulfilled their function.
It was a source of pride to me that the first of these
carried a gold-plated plaque that showed a man and
woman, giving our size compared to the vessel that
was carrying it and enough of a code to indicate our
location in space to any advanced intelligences find-
ing the plaque and knowing at least as much about
astronomy as we do.

There were some who worried that we might be
giving away our location to “the enemy.”

I didn’t. For one thing, it was very unlikely that
the probe would pass anywhere near a star for many
millions of years. It was unlikely that any intelligent
race of beings would happen to come upon this
object in the unimaginable vastness of interstellar
space. Even if some day, eons from now, it were
discovered, humanity would surely be long gone.
Even the solar system itself would be long gone from
its indicated position.

And finally it seems to my idealist self that any
intelligence advanced enough to find the plaque would
be beyond any primitive desire to kill and dominate.
Even we, savage and uncivilized as we are, are trying
to help threatened species survive, for no other rea-
son than a burgeoning fellow-feeling for all forms of
life.

But read Kate’s story. (IA)

Allan Norbett shivered uncontrollably, huddling up
under the spotless hospital sheet seeking warmth.
He stirred fretfully as consciousness slowly returned
and with it the blinding stab of pain through his
head. A moan escaped his lips. Immediately a nurse
was at his side, gently, firmly forcing him back on
the bed.

“You must remain completely still, Mr. Norbett.
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You're in St. Agnes’ Hospital. You suffered a frac-
tured skull in the accident, and surgery was neces-
sary. Your wife is outside waiting to see you. She is
uninjured. Do you understand me?”’

The words had been spoken slowly, very clearly,
but he had grasped only fragments of them.

What accident? The ship couldn’t have had an
accident. He’d be dead out there in space. And his
wife hadn’t even been there.

“What happened to the ship? How’d I get back
on Earth?”” The words came agonizingly, each ef-
fort cost much in pain and dizziness.

“Mr. Norbett, please calm yourself. I've rung for
your doctor. He’ll be here presently.” The voice
soothed him and a faint memory awakened. The
wreck? His wife? HIS WIFE?

“Clair? Where’s Clair?” Then the doctor was there
and he also was soothing. Allan closed his eyes
again in relief as they reassured him about Clair’s
safety. She would be here in a moment. The other
memories receded and mingled with the anaesthetic
dreams he’d had. The doctor felt his pulse and
listened to his heart and studied his eyes, all the
while talking.

“You are a lucky man, Mr. Norbett. That was
quite a wreck you were in. Your wife was even
luckier. She was thrown clear when the biwheel first
hit you.”

Allan remembered it all quite clearly now and
momentarily wondered how he’d come out of it at
all. The doctor finally finished his examination and
smiled as he said, ‘“‘Everything seems perfectly nor-
mal, considering the fact that you have been traips-
ing all over space for the last five days.”

“Days?”

“Yes. The wreck was Saturday. This is Thursday.
You’ve been under sedation quite a bit—to help
you rest. There was extensive brain injury and ab-
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solute quiet was essential. Dr. Barnsdale performed
a brilliant operation Saturday night.”

Allan had the feeling the doctor was purposely
being so loquacious to help him over the hump of
the shock of awakening after almost six days. He
was in no pain now while he kept his head still, but
talking brought its own punishment and he was
grateful to the doctor for answering unasked ques-
tions. The doctor waited by his side for a second or
two, then in a professional tone he told the nurse to
bring in Clair.

And again to Allan: “She can only stay a few
minutes—less if you begin talking. I’ll be in again
this afternoon. You rest as much as possible. If the
pain becomes severe, tell your nurse. She’s instructed
to administer a hypo only if you request it.”” Again
he laughed jovially, ‘“Don’t let her talk you into it,
though. She is really thrilled by that space yarn
you’ve been telling and might want to put you to
sleep just to hear more.”

Clair’s visit was very brief and very exhausting.
Afterwards he rested comfortably for nearly an hour
before the pain flooded his whole being.

“Nurse.”

“Yes, Mr. Norbett?”’ Her fingers rested lightly on
his wrist for a moment.

“'me pain_”

“Just try to relax, sir. It will be gone soon.” He
didn’t feel the prick of the needle in his arm. But
the pain left him in layers, gradually becoming a
light enough load to permit sleep. And the coldness.

Space was so cold. No winds to blow in spurts
and gusts, to relieve the cold by their absence, only
the steady, numbing same black, empty cold. He
turned his head to look over his shoulder and al-
ready Earth was indistinguishable among the count-
less stars and planets. Never had man, he told
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himself, seen all the stars like this. They were in-
credibly bright and even as he viewed them, he
wondered at the movement of some of them. There
was a visible pulsation, sometimes almost rhythmi-
cally, other times very erratic. A star would sud-
denly seem to expand enormously on one side, the
protuberance around it glow even more brightly,
then die down only to repeat the performance over
and over. Allan wished he knew more about astron-
omy. He had only the most rudimentary knowledge
that everyone had since the first spaceship had
reached Mars. He had been out of school when
space travel had become possible and had never
read past the newspaper for the information neces-
sary to understand the universe and its inhabitants.

He shivered again and thought about the advan-
tages of eyeless seeing. There was no pupil to di-
late, no retina to burn or damage, no nerves to
protest with pain at the brightness of the sight. It
was, he decided smugly, much better to be here
without his cumbersome body to hamper him. Then
he suddenly remembered the ship—the mile-long
spaceship. For an instant he sent his mental gaze
deep into space all around him, but the ship was
nowhere to be seen. He surmised it must still be
millions of light-years from Earth. As he visualized
it again he slowly became aware that once more he
was aboard her and the stars he was seeing were on
the giant wall screen.

He watched with interest as one planet after an-
other turned a pale violet and became nearly invisi-
ble. He had grown accustomed to the crew of the
ship, so paid little heed to them. Their voices were
low, monotonous to his ear, never rising or speed-
ing up or sounding indecisive. Completely expres-
sionless, their words defied any attempt to interpret

them.
* * %*
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“He’s back,” the telepath announced.

“Good. I was afraid that he might die.” The
navigator in charge went calmly about his duties of
sighting and marking in a complex three-dimensional
chart the course of the mighty ship as it ranged
among the stars.

“He’s recovering from his injury. He still can’t
receive any impulses from me.” The telepath tried
again and again to create a picture in the alien mind
in their midst. “Futile,” he said, “the differences
are too great.”

“Undisciplined,” said the psychologist who had
been waiting ever since that first visit by the alien.
“A disciplined mind can be reached by telepathy.”

“Can you see his world?” This from the astro
navigator.

“Only the same intimate scenes of home-life, his
work and his immediate surroundings. He is very
primitive, or perhaps merely uneducated.”

“If only he knew something about astronomy.”
The navigator shrugged and made a notation on his
chart as two more distant planets registered violet.

“The names he associates with stars are these,”
the telepath probed deeper, “The Dipper, North
Star, Mars . . . no, that is one of the planets they
have colonized.” A wave of incredulity emanated
from him, felt by the others of the crew, but not
expressed in his voice. “He doesn’t know the differ-
ence between single stars, clusters, constellations,
only that they appear as individual stars to him, and
he thinks of them as such.”

The navigator’s calm voice belied the fury the
others felt well out from him. “Look at his sun,
perhaps that will give us a hint.” They all knew the
improbability of this. The telepath began droning
what little Allan knew about the sun when the
captain appeared through another wall screen.

He was accompanied by the ship’s ethnologist,
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the expert who could reconstruct entire civilizations
from the broken remains of a tool or an object of
art, or less if necessary. The captain and his com-
panions made themselves comfortable near the star
screen and seemed immediately engrossed in the
broken lines indicating the ship’s flight in the three-
dimensional reproduced outer spaces.

“Is he still here?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Is he aware yet that we discovered his presence
among us?”’

“No, sir. We have made no effort to indicate our
awareness to him.”

“Very good.” The captain then fell silent ponder-
ing his particular problem as the ethnologist began
adding to the growing list of facts that were known
to Allan about Earth.

They would have a complete picture of the pres-
ent and the past. As complete as the alien’s mind
and memory could make it. But unless they could
locate his planet they might just as well go home
and view space-fiction films. This exploration trip
had achieved very little real success. Only fourteen
planets that could be rated good with some sub-
intelligent life, several hundred fair with no intelli-
gence and only one he could conscientiously rate
excellent. This mind was of an intelligent, though as
yet unadvanced humanoid race. The planet it in-
habited met every requirement to be rated excel-
lent. Of this the captain was certain.

Suddenly the telepath announced, ‘“He’s gone.
He became bored watching the screen. He knows
nothing about astronomy; therefore, the course loses
its significance to him. He has the vague idea that
we’re going to a predetermined destination. The
idea of an exploration, charting cruise hasn’t oc-
curred to him as yet.”

“I wonder,” mused the captain, “how he recon-
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ciles his conscious mind to his subconscious wan-
dering.”

The psychologist answered. “As he begins to
awaken other dreams probably mingle with these
memories causing them to dim at the edges, thus
becoming to his mind at any rate merely another
series of especially vivid well-remembered dreams.
I believe much of what lies in his subconscious is
dream memory rather than fact memory.” The psy-
chologist didn’t smile, or indicate in any fashion the
ridicule and sarcasm the others felt as he continued,
“He has the memory of being always well fed. He
has buried the memory of hunger so far down in his
subconscious that it would take a skilled psycholo-
gist a long time to call it forth.”

The telepath stirred and started to reply, then
didn’t. The alien’s mind had been like a film, clear
and easy to read. Some of the pictures had been
disturbing and incomprehensible, but only through
their strangeness, not because they were distorted
by dream images. The psychologists never could
accept anything at face value. Always probing and
looking for hidden places and meanings. Just as he
did when told of the world democracy existing on
Earth.

“Most likely a benign dictatorship. A world
couldn’t be governed by a democratic government,
a small area, perhaps, but not a world.”” Thus spoke
the psychologist. But the telepath had been inside
Allan’s mind, and he knew it could and did work.
Not only the planet Earth, but also the colonies on
Mars and Venus.

The captain was still pursuing his own line of
questioning.

“Has he ever shown any feeling of fear or repul-
sion toward us?”’

“None, he accepts us as different but not to be
feared because of it.”
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“That’s because he believes we are figments of
his imagination; that he can control us by awakening.”

The captain ignored this explanation advanced by
the psychologist. A mind intelligent enough for
dreams, could feel fear in the dreams—even a cap-
tain knew that. He was beginning to get the feeling
that this Earth race might prove a formidable foe
when and if found.

“Has he shown any interest in the drive?”

“He assumed we use an atomic drive. He has
only the scantiest knowledge of atomics, however.
His people use such a drive.”

“The fact that the race has atomics is another
reason we must find them.” This would be the third
planet using atomic energy. A young race, an un-
known potential. They did not have interstellar travel
now, but one hundred fifty years ago they didn’t
have atomic energy and already they had reached
their neighbor planets. It had taken three times as
long for the captain’s people to achieve the same
success. The captain remembered the one other
race located in his time that had atomics. They were
exploring space in ever widening circles. True they
hadn’t made any startling advances yet in weapons,
they had found decisive bombs and lethal rays and
gases unnecessary. But they had learned fast. They
had resisted the invaders with cunning and skill.
Their bravery had never been questioned, but in
the end the aggressors had won.

The captain felt no thrill of satisfaction in the
thought. It was a fact, accomplished long ago. The
conclusion had been delayed certainly, but it had
also been inevitable. Only one race, one planet,
one government could have the energy, and the
right to the raw materials that made the space lanes
thoroughfares. The slaves might ride on the mas-
ters’ crafts, but might not own or operate their own.
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That was the law, and the captain was determined
to uphold to the end that law.

And now this. One mind freed from its body and
its Earth roaming the universe, divulging its secrets,
all but the only one that mattered. How many mil-
lions of stars lit the way through space? And how
many of them had their families of planets support-
ing life? The captain knew there was no answer, but
still he sought ways of following the alien’s mind
back to his body.

Allan stirred his coffee slowly, not moving his
head. This was his first meal sitting up, now at its
conclusion he felt too exhausted to lift his spoon
from his cup. Clair gently did it for him and held
the cup to his lips.

“Tired, darling?”’ Her voice was a caress.

“A little.” A little! All he wanted was his bed
under him and Clair’s voice whispering him to sleep.
“I don’t believe I'd even need a hypo.” He was
startled that he had spoken the thought, but Clair
nodded, understanding.

“The doctor thinks it best to put off having any-
thing if you can. I'll read to you and see if you can
sleep.” They had rediscovered the joy of reading
books. Real leather-bound books instead of watch-
ing the three D set, or using the story films. Allan
loved to lie quiescent, listening to the quiet voice of
his wife rise and fall with the words. Often the
words themselves were unimportant, but there was
music in listening to Clair read them. They were
beautifully articulated, falling into a pattern as rhyth-
mic as if there were unheard drums beating the
time.

He tried to remember what the sound of her
voice reminded him of. Then he knew. By the very
difference in tone and expression he was reminded
of the crew of the mile-long spaceship in his dream.
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He grinned to himself at the improbability of the
dream. Everyone speaking in the same metallic tone,
the monotonous flight, never varying, never having
any emergency to cope with.

The noises of the hospital dimmed and became
obscure and then were lost entirely. All was silent
again as he sped toward the quiet lonesome planet
he had last visited. There he had rested, gazing at
the stars hanging in expanding circles over him. He
had first viewed the galaxy from aboard the space-
ship. Interested in the spiral shape of it he had left
the ship to seek it out at closer range. Here on this
tiny planet the effect was startling. If he closed out
all but the brightest and largest of the stars there
was ring after ring of tiny glowing diamonds hang-
ing directly above him. How many times had he
come back? He couldn’t remember, but suddenly
he thought about the mile-long spaceship again.

“He’s back,” the telepath never moved from his
position, before the sky screen, nor did the astro
navigator. Abruptly, however, the panorama went
blank and the two moved toward the screen on the
opposite wall.

“Is he coming?”’

“Yes. He’s curious. He thinks something is wrong.”

“Good.” The two stepped from the screen into a
large room where a group watched a film.

The navigator and the telepath seated themselves
slightly behind the rest of the assemblage. The cap-
tain had been talking, he continued as before.

“Let me know what his reactions are.”

“The film interests him. The dimensional effect
doesn’t bother him, he appears accustomed to a
form of three-dimensional films.”

“Very good. Tell me the instant something strikes
a responsive chord.”

The film was one of their educational astronomy
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courses for beginners. Various stars were shown
singly and in their constellations and finally in their
own galaxies. Novae and super novae, planets and
satellites appeared. The telepath dug deep into the
alien’s memory, but found only an increasing inter-
est, no memories of any one scene. Suddenly the
telepath said,

“This one he thinks he has seen before. He has
seen a similar galaxy from another position, one
that shows the spiral directly overhead.”

The captain asked, ‘““‘Has this one been visible on
the screen from such a position?”’

“Not in detail. Only as part of the charted course.”
The navigator was making notes as he answered.
“There are only three fixes for this particular effect.
A minor white dwarf with six satellites and two
main sequence stars, satellites unknown.”

The captain thought deeply. Maybe only a similar
galaxy, but again maybe he was familiar with this
one.

The orders were given in the same tone he had
used in carrying on the conversation. The alien had
no way of knowing he was the helmsman guiding
the huge ship through space.

The telepath followed the alien’s mind as he gazed
raptly at the ever-changing film. Occasionally he
reported the alien’s thoughts, but nothing of impor-
tance was learned. As before, the departure of the
alien was abrupt.

With the telepath’s announcement, “He’s gone,”
the film flicked off and normal activity was resumed.

Later the captain called a meeting of the psychol-
ogist, the telepath, the chief navigator and the
ethnologist.

“We represent the finest minds in the universe,
yet when it comes to coping with one inferior intel-
lect, we stand helpless. He flits in and out at will,
telling us nothing. We are now heading light-years
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out of our way on what might easily prove to be a
fruitless venture, merely because you,” he held the
telepath in his merciless gaze “think he recognized
one of the formations.” The captain’s anger was a
formidable thing to feel, and the rest stirred uneas-
ily. His voice, however, was the same monotone it
always was as he asked, “And did you manage to
plant the seeds in his mind as suggested at our last
meeting?”’

“That is hard to say. I couldn’t tell.” The telepath
turned to the psychologist for confirmation.

“He wouldn’t know himself until he began feeling
the desire for more education. Even then it might
be in the wrong direction. We can only wait and
hope we have hit on the way to find his home
planet through making him want to learn astro-
navigation and astronomy.” Soon afterward the meet-
ing adjourned.

Allan was back at work again, with all traces of
his accident relegated to the past. His life was well-
ordered and full, with no time for schooling. He
told himself this over and over, to no avail. For he
was still telling himself this when he filled out the
registration blank at the university.

‘““He’s here again!” The telepath had almost given
up expecting the alien ever again. He kept his mind
locked in the other’s as he recited as though from a
book. “He’s completely over his injury, working
again, enrolled in night classes at the school in his
town. He’s studying atomic engineering. He’s in the
engine room now getting data for something they
call a thesis.”

Quietly the captain rolled off a list of expletives
that would have done justice to one of the rawest
space hands. And just as quietly, calmly, and per-
haps, stoically, he pushed the red button that began
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the chain reaction that would completely vaporize
the mile-long ship. His last breath was spent in
hoping the alien would awaken with a violent head-
ache. He did.



CALL ME JOE

BY POUL ANDERSON (1926- )

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION
APRIL

The incredibly prolific and multi-talented Poul An-
derson returns to this series with what I consider to
be his most powerful story. “Call Me Joe” is simply
a thrilling exercise in speculative science and specula-
tive psychology, a most unusual and difficult combi-
nation for any writer. It is also (for my money) the
best story ever written about Jupiter. Of course we
know more about the landscape of Jupiter now than
we did when Poul wrote this masterpiece, but I well
remember thinking “‘yes, this is what it is like!”” when
I first read the story. Everything about ‘“‘Call Me
Joe” felt right and it still does thirty-one years later.
The members of the Science Fiction Writers of
America voted it a retrospective Nebula by including
it in The Science Fiction Hall of Fame (1973). (MHG)

The background to science fiction stories can become
outdated. (I was about to say ‘“alas,” but this is a
good thing, for it indicates that scientific knowledge
is advancing and it also means that we science fiction
writers can be assured of new backgrounds for new
plots.)

In 1957, when this story appeared it was still possi-
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ble to think of Jupiter as a world that resembled
Earth in some way. It had a much thicker, deeper
atmosphere that was very poisonous; tremendous
storms; ammonia in place of water; a surface gravity
several times what ours was. Nevertheless, under that
atmosphere was a solid surface and, conceivably,
life. If we could imagine a being far stronger than
ourselves and adapted to the cold and the gravity and
the horrible chemistry, he might find life tolerable
and we might find it admirable.

But then came 1973 and the first probe skimming
by Jupiter and we found that Jupiter was almost
entirely hydrogen and helium and had no solid sur-
face worth mentioning. It is possible that at the core
there is a ball of metal and rock, perhaps even larger
than Earth, but it is under tens of thousands of miles
of hydrogen and helium. As one sinks through the
atmosphere, the temperature rises and quickly be-
comes far too hot for any form of life as we know it
to survive. The gases turn liquid under the unbeliev-
able pressures and become hotter than the surface of
the Sun. Jupiter is a world whose structure is not like
Earth’s in any way.

Just the same, we can take the background as
described, even if it has become nothing but fantasy.
The story Poul tells remains just as powerful now as
in 1957. (IA)

The wind came whooping out of eastern darkness,
driving a lash of ammonia dust before it. In min-
utes, Edward Anglesey was blinded.

He clawed all four feet into the broken shards
which were soil, hunched down, and groped for his
little smelter. The wind was an idiot bassoon in his
skull. Something whipped across his back, drawing
blood, a tree yanked up by the roots and spat a
hundred miles. Lightning cracked, immensely far
overhead where clouds boiled with night.
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As if to reply, thunder toned in the ice mountains
and a red gout of flame jumped and a hillside came
booming down, spilling itself across the valley. The
earth shivered.

Sodium explosion, thought Anglesey in the drum-
beat noise. The fire and the lightning gave him
enough illumination to find his apparatus. He picked
up tools in muscular hands, his tail gripped the
trough, and he battered his way to the tunnel and
thus to his dugout.

It had walls and roof of water, frozen by sun-
remoteness and compressed by tons of atmosphere
jammed onto every square inch. Ventilated by a
tiny smokehole, a lamp of tree oil burning in hydro-
gen made a dull light for the single room.

Anglesey sprawled his slate-blue form on the floor,
panting. It was no use to swear at the storm. These
ammonia gales often came at sunset, and there was
nothing to do but wait them out. He was tired
anyway.

It would be morning in five hours or so. He had
hoped to cast an axehead, his first, this evening, but
maybe it was better to do the job by daylight.

He pulled a decapod body off a shelf and ate the
meat raw, pausing for long gulps of liquid methane
from a jug. Things would improve once he had
proper tools; so far, everything had been painfully
grubbed and hacked to shape with teeth, claws,
chance icicles, and what detestably weak and crum-
bling fragments remained of the spaceship. Give
him a few years and he’d be living as a man should.

He sighed, stretched, and lay down to sleep.

Somewhat more than one hundred and twelve
thousand miles away, Edward Anglesey took off his
helmet.

He looked around, blinking. After the Jovian
surface, it was always a little unreal to find himself
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here again, in the clean quiet orderliness of the
control room.

His muscles ached. They shouldn’t. He had not
really been fighting a gale of several hundred miles
an hour, under three gravities and a temperature of
140 Absolute. He had been here, in the almost
nonexistent pull of Jupiter V, breathing oxynitrogen.
It was Joe who lived down there and filled his lungs
with hydrogen and helium at a pressure which could
still only be estimated because it broke aneroids
and deranged piezoelectrics.

Nevertheless, his body felt worn and beaten. Ten-
sion, no doubt—psychosomatics—after all, for a good
many hours now he had, in a sense, been Joe, and
Joe had been working hard.

With the helmet off, Anglesey held only a thread
of identification. The esprojector was still tuned to
Joe’s brain but no longer focused on his own. Some-
where in the back of his mind, he knew an inde-
scribable feeling of sleep. Now and then, vague
forms or colors drifted in the soft black—dreams?
Not impossible, that Joe’s brain should dream a
little when Anglesey’s mind wasn’t using it.

A light flickered red on the esprojector panel,
and a bell whined electronic fear. Anglesey cursed.
Thin fingers danced over the controls of his chair,
he slued around and shot across to the bank of
dials. Yes—there—K-tube oscillating again! The cir-
cuit blew out. He wrenched the faceplate off with
one hand and fumbled in a drawer with the other.

Inside his mind he could feel the contact with Joe
fading. If he once lost it entirely, he wasn’t sure he
could regain it. And Joe was an investment of sev-
eral million dollars and quite a few highly skilled
man-years.

Anglesey pulled the offending K-tube from its
socket and threw it on the floor. Glass exploded. It
eased his temper a bit, just enough so he could find
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a replacement, plug it in, switch on the current
again—as the machine warmed up, once again am-
plifying, the Joeness in the back alleys of his brain
strengthened.

Slowly, then, the man in the electric wheelchair
rolled out of the room, into the hall. Let somebody
else sweep up the broken tube. To hell with it. To
hell with everybody.

Jan Cornelius had never been farther from Earth
than some comfortable Lunar resort. He felt much
put upon that the Psionics Corporation should tap
him for a thirteen-month exile. The fact that he
knew as much about esprojectors and their cranky
innards as any other man alive was no excuse. Why
send anyone at all? Who cared?

Obviously the Federation Science Authority did.
It had seemingly given those bearded hermits a
blank check on the taxpayer’s account.

Thus did Cornelius grumble to himself, all the
long hyperbolic path to Jupiter. Then the shifting
accelerations of approach to its tiny inner satellite
left him too wretched for further complaint.

And when he finally, just prior to disembarka-
tion, went up to the greenhouse for a look at Jupiter,
he said not a word. Nobody does, the first time.

Arne Viken waited patiently while Cornelius
stared. It still gets me, too, he remembered. By the
throat. Sometimes I'm afraid to look.

At length Cornelius turned around. He had a
faintly Jovian appearance himself, being a large man
with an imposing girth. “I had no idea,” he whis-

pered. “I never thought . .. I had seen pictures,
but—"

Viken nodded. “Sure, Dr. Cornelius. Pictures don’t
convey it.”

Where they stood, they could see the dark bro-
ken rock of the satellite, jumbled for a short way
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beyond the landing slip and then chopped off sheer.
This moon was scarcely even a platform, it seemed,
and cold constellations went streaming past it, around
it. Jupiter lay across a fifth of that sky, softly
ambrous, banded with colors, spotted with the shad-
ows of planet-sized moons and with whirlwinds as
broad as Earth. If there had been any gravity to
speak of, Cornelius would have thought, instinct-
ively, that the great planet was falling on him. As it
was, he felt as if sucked upward; his hands were still
sore where he had grabbed a rail to hold on.

“You live here . . . all alone . . . with this?”’ He
spoke feebly.

“Oh, well, there are some fifty of us all told,
pretty congenial,” said Viken. “It’s not so bad. You
sign up for four-cycle hitches—four ship arrivals—
and believe it or not, Dr. Cornelius, this is my third
enlistment.”

The newcomer forbore to inquire more deeply.
There was something not quite understandable about
the men on Jupiter V. They were mostly bearded,
though otherwise careful to remain neat; their low-
gravity movements were somehow dreamlike to
watch; they hoarded their conversation, as if to
stretch it through the year and month between ships.
Their monkish existence had changed them—or did
they take what amounted to vows of poverty, chas-
tity, and obedience, because they had never felt
quite at home on green Earth?

Thirteen months! Cornelius shuddered. It was
going to be a long cold wait, and the pay and
bonuses accumulating for him were scant comfort
now, four hundred and eighty million miles from
the sun.

“Wonderful place to do research,” continued
Viken. “All the facilities, hand-picked colleagues,
no distractions . . . and of course—"’ He jerked his
thumb at the planet and turned to leave.
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Cornelius followed, wallowing awkwardly. “It is
very interesting, no doubt,” he puffed. ‘“Fascinat-
ing. But really, Dr. Viken, to drag me way out here
and make me spend a year plus waiting for the next
ship . . . to do a job which may take me a few
weeks—"’

“Are you sure it’s that simple?”’ asked Viken
gently. His face swiveled around, and there was
something in his eyes that silenced Cornelius. “Af-
ter all my time here, I’ve yet to see any problem,
however complicated, which when you looked at it
the right way didn’t become still more complicated.”

They went through the ship’s air lock and the
tube joining it to the station entrance. Nearly every-
thing was underground. Rooms, laboratories, even
halls had a degree of luxuriousness—why, there was
a fireplace with a real fire in the common room!
God alone knew what that cost!

Thinking of the huge chill emptiness where the
king planet laired, and of his own year’s sentence,
Cornelius decided that such luxuries were, in truth,
biological necessities.

Viken showed him to a pleasantly furnished cham-
ber which would be his own. “We’ll fetch your
luggage soon and unload your psionic stuff. Right
now, everybody’s either talking to the ship’s crew
or reading his mail.”

Cornelius nodded absently and sat down. The
chair, like all low-gee furniture, was a mere spidery
skeleton, but it held his bulk comfortably enough.
He felt in his tunic hoping to bribe the other man
into keeping him company for a while. “Cigar? I
brought some from Amsterdam.”

“Thanks.” Viken accepted with disappointing ca-
sualness, crossed long thin legs, and blew grayish
clouds.

“Ah . . . are you in charge here?”

“Not exactly. No one is. We do have one admin-
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istrator, the cook, to handle what little work of that
type may come up. Don’t forget, this is a research
station, first, last, and always.”

“What is your field, then?”

Viken frowned. “Don’t question anyone else so
bluntly, Dr. Cornelius,” he warned. ‘“They’d rather
spin the gossip out as long as possible with each
newcomer. It’s a rare treat to have someone whose
every last conceivable reaction hasn’t been— No,
no apologies to me. ’S all right. I'm a physicist,
specializing in the solid state at ultrahigh pressures.”
He nodded at the wall. “Plenty of it to be observed
—there!”

“I see.” Cornelius smoked quietly for a while.
Then: “I'm supposed to be the psionics expert, but
frankly, at present, I’ve no idea why your machine
should misbehave as reported.”

“You mean those, uh, K-tubes have a stable out-
put on Earth?”

“And on Luna, Mars, Venus ... everywhere,
apparently, but here.” Cornelius shrugged. “Of
course, psibeams are always pernickety, and some-
times you get an unwanted feedback when— No.
I'll get the facts before I theorize. Who are your
psimen?”’

“Just Anglesey, who’s not a formally trained esman
at all. But he took it up after he was crippled, and
showed such a natural aptitude that he was shipped
out here when he volunteered. It’s so hard to get
anyone for Jupiter V that we aren’t fussy about
degrees. At that, Ed seems to be operating Joe as
well as a Ps.D. could.”

“Ah, yes. Your pseudojovian. I'll have to exam-
ine that angle pretty carefully too,” said Cornelius.
In spite of himself, he was getting interested. “Maybe
the trouble comes from something in Joe’s bio-
chemistry. Who knows? I’ll let you into a carefully
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guarded little secret, Dr. Viken: psionics is not an
exact science.”

“Neither is physics,” grinned the other man. Af-
ter a moment, he added more soberly: “Not my
brand of physics, anyway. I hope to make it exact.
That’s why I'm here, you know. It’s the reason
we’re all here.”

Edward Anglesey was a bit of a shock, the first
time. He was a head, a pair of arms, and a discon-
certingly intense blue stare. The rest of him was
mere detail, enclosed in a wheeled machine.

“Biophysicist originally,” Viken had told Corne-
lius. “Studying atmospheric spores at Earth Station
when he was still a young man—accident crushed
him up, nothing below his chest will ever work
again. Snappish type, you have to go slow with
him.”

Seated on a wisp of stool in the esprojector con-
trol room, Cornelius realized that Viken had been
soft-pedaling the truth.

Anglesey ate as he talked, gracelessly, letting the
chair’s tentacles wipe up after him. “Got to,” he
explained. “This stupid place is officially on Earth
time, GMT. Jupiter isn’t. I've got to be here when-
ever Joe wakes, ready to take him over.”

“Couldn’t you have someone spell you?”’ asked
Cornelius.

“Bah!” Anglesey stabbed a piece of prot and
waggled it at the other man. Since it was native to
him, he could spit out English, the common lan-
guage of the station, with unmeasured ferocity. “Look
here. You ever done therapeutic esping? Not just
listening in, or even communication, but actual ped-
agogic control?”

“No, not I. It requires a certain natural talent,
like yours.” Cornelius smiled. His ingratiating little
phrase was swallowed without being noticed by the
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scored face opposite him. “I take it you mean cases
like, oh, reeducating the nervous system of a pal-
sied child?”

“Yes, yes. Good enough example. Has anyone
ever tried to suppress the child’s personality, take
him over in the most literal sense?”

“Good God, no!”’

“Even as a scientific experiment?”’ Anglesey
grinned. ‘““‘Has any esprojector operative ever poured
on the juice and swamped the child’s brain with his
own thoughts? Come on, Cornelius, I won’t snitch
on you.”

“Well . . . it’s out of my line, you understand.”
The psionicist looked carefully away, found a bland
meter face, and screwed his eyes to that. “I have,
uh, heard something about ... well, yes, there
were attempts made in some pathological cases to,
uh, bull through . . . break down the patient’s delu-
sions by sheer force—"

“And it didn’t work,” said Anglesey. He laughed.
“It can’t work, not even on a child, let alone an
adult with a fully developed personality. Why, it
took a decade of refinement, didn’t it, before the
machine was debugged to the point where a psychi-
atrist could even ‘listen in’ without the normal vari-
ation between his pattern of thought and the patient’s

. without that variation setting up an interfer-
ence scrambling the very thing he wanted to study.
The machine has to make automatic compensations
for the differences between individuals. We still
can’t bridge the differences between species.

““If someone else is willing to cooperate, you can
very gently guide his thinking. And that’s all. If you
try to seize control of another brain, a brain with its
own background of experience, its own ego—you
risk your very sanity. The other brain will fight
back, instinctively. A fully developed, matured, har-
dened human personality is just too complex for
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outside control. It has too many resources, too much
hell the subconscious can call to its defense if its
integrity is threatened. Blazes, man, we can’t even
master our own minds, let alone anyone else’s!”

Anglesey’s cracked-voice tirade broke off. He sat
brooding at the instrument panel, tapping the con-
sole of his mechanical mother.

“Well?” said Cornelius after a while.

He should not, perhaps, have spoken. But he
found it hard to remain mute. There was too much
silence—half a billion miles of it, from here to the
sun. If you closed your mouth five minutes at a
time, the silence began creeping in like a fog.

“Well,” gibed Anglesey. “So our pseudojovian,
Joe, has a physically adult brain. The only reason I
can control him is that his brain has never been
given a chance to develop its own ego. I am Joe.
From the moment he was ‘born’ into consciousness,
I have been there. The psibeam sends me all his
sense data and sends him back my motor-nerve
impulses. But nevertheless, he has that excellent
brain, and its cells are recording every trace of
experience, even as yours and mine; his synapses
have assumed the topography which is my ‘person-
ality pattern.’

“Anyone else, taking him over from me, would
find it was like an attempt to oust me myself from
my own brain. It couldn’t be done. To be sure, he
doubtless has only a rudimentary set of Anglesey
memories—I do not, for instance, repeat trigono-
metric theorems while controlling him—but he has
enough to be, potentially, a distinct personality.

“As a matter of fact, whenever he wakes up from
sleep—there’s usually a lag of a few minutes, while
I sense the change through my normal psi faculties
and get the amplifying helmet adjusted—I have a
bit of a struggle. I feel almost a . . . a resistance
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. until I've brought his mental currents com-
pletely into phase with mine. Merely dreaming has
been enough of a different experience to—"

Anglesey didn’t bother to finish the sentence.

“I see,” murmured Cornelius. “Yes, it’s clear
enough. In fact, it’s astonishing that you can have
such total contact with a being of such alien meta-
bolism.”

“I won’t for much longer,” said the esman sarcas-
tically, ‘““‘unless you can correct whatever is burning
out those K-tubes. I don’t have an unlimited supply
of spares.”

“I have some working hypotheses,” said Corne-
lius, “but there’s so little known about psibeam
transmission—is the velocity infinite or merely very
great, is the beam strength actually independent of
distance? How about the possible effects of trans-
mission . . . oh, through the degenerate matter in
the Jovian core? Good Lord, a planet where water
is a heavy mineral and hydrogen is a metal? What
do we know?”’

“We’re supposed to find out,” snapped Anglesey.
“That’s what this whole project is for. Knowledge.
Bull!” Almost, he spat on the floor. “Apparently
what little we have learned doesn’t even get through
to people. Hydrogen is still a gas where Joe lives.
He’d have to dig down a few miles to reach the
solid phase. And I'm expected to make a scientific
analysis of Jovian conditions!”

Cornelius waited it out, letting Anglesey storm
on while he himself turned over the problem on
K-tube oscillation.

“They don’t understand back on Earth. Even
here they don’t. Sometimes I think they refuse to
understand. Joe’s down there without much more
than his bare hands. He, I, we started with no more
knowledge than that he could probably eat the local
life. He has to spend nearly all his time hunting for
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food. It’s a miracle he’s come as far as he has in
these few weeks—made a shelter, grown familiar
with the immediate region, begun on metallurgy,
hydrurgy, whatever you want to call it. What more
do they want me to do, for crying in the beer?”

“Yes, yes—" mumbled Cornelius. “Yes, I—"

Anglesey raised his white bony face. Something
filmed over in his eyes.

“What—?"’ began Cornelius.

“Shut up!” Anglesey whipped the chair around,
groped for the helmet, slapped it down over his
skull. “Joe’s waking. Get out of here.”

“But if you’ll only let me work while he sleeps,
how can [—”

Anglesey snarled and threw a wrench at him. It
was a feeble toss, even in low-gee. Cornelius backed
toward the door. Anglesey was tuning in the espro-
jector. Suddenly he jerked.

“Cornelius!”’

“Whatisit?”” The psionicist tried to run back, over-
did it, and skidded in a heap to end up against the
panel.

“K-tube again.” Anglesey yanked off the helmet.
It must have hurt like blazes, having a mental squeal
build up uncontrolled and amplified in your own
brain, but he said merely: “Change it for me. Fast.
And then get out and leave me alone. Joe didn’t
wake up of himself. Something crawled into the
dugout with me—I’m in trouble down there!”

It had been a hard day’s work, and Joe slept
heavily. He did not wake until the hands closed on
his throat.

For a moment, then, he knew only a crazy smoth-
ering wave of panic. He thought he was back on
Earth Station, floating in null-gee at the end of a
cable while a thousand frosty stars haloed the planet
before him. He thought the great I-beam had bro-
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ken from its moorings and started toward him, slowly,
but with all the inertia of its cold tons, spinning and
shimmering in the Earth light, and the only sound
himself screaming and screaming in his helmet trying
to break from the cable the beam nudged him ever
so gently but it kept on moving he moved with it he
was crushed against the station wall nuzzled into it
his mangled suit frothed as it tried to seal its wounded
self there was blood mingled with the foam his
blood Joe roared.

His convulsive reaction tore the hands off his
neck and sent a black shape spinning across the
dugout. It struck the wall, thunderously, and the
lamp fell to the floor and went out.

Joe stood in darkness, breathing hard, aware in a
vague fashion that the wind had died from a shriek
to a low snarling while he slept.

The thing he had tossed away mumbled in pain
and crawled along the wall. Joe felt through light-
lessness after his club.

Something else scrabbled. The tunnel! They were
coming through the tunnel! Joe groped blindly to
meet them. His heart drummed thickly and his nose
drank an alien stench.

The thing that emerged, as Joe’s hands closed on
it, was only about half his size, but it had six mon-
strously taloned feet and a pair of three-fingered
hands that reached after his eyes. Joe cursed, lifted
it while it writhed, and dashed it to the floor. It
screamed, and he heard bones splinter.

“Come on, then!” Joe arched his back and spat
at them, like a tiger menaced by giant caterpillars.

They flowed through his tunnel and into the room,
a dozen of them entered while he wrestled one that
had curled around his shoulders and anchored its
sinuous body with claws. They pulled at his legs,
trying to crawl up on his back. He struck out with
claws of his own, with his tail, rolled over and went
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down beneath a heap of them and stood up with the
heap still clinging to him.

They swayed in darkness. The legged seething of
them struck the dugout wall. It shivered, a rafter
cracked, the roof came down. Anglesey stood in a
pit, among broken ice plates, under the wan light of
a sinking Ganymede.

He could see, now, that the monsters were black
in color and that they had heads big enough to
accommodate some brains, less than human but
probably more than apes. There were a score of
them or so; they struggled from beneath the wreck-
age and flowed at him with the same shrieking
malice.

Why?

Baboon reaction, thought Anglesey somewhere
in the back of himself. See the stranger, fear the
stranger, hate the stranger, kill the stranger. His
chest heaved, pumping air through a raw throat. He
yanked a whole rafter to him, snapped it in half,
and twirled the iron-hard wood.

The nearest creature got its head bashed in. The
next had its back broken. The third was hurled with
shattered ribs into a fourth; they went down to-
gether. Joe began to laugh. It was getting to be fun.

“Yeee-ow! Ti-i-i-iger!” He ran across the icy
ground, toward the pack. They scattered, howling.
He hunted them until the last one had vanished into
the forest.

Panting, Joe looked at the dead. He himself was
bleeding, he ached, he was cold and hungry, and his
shelter had been wrecked . . . but, he’d whipped
them! He had a sudden impulse to beat his chest
and howl. For a moment, he hesitated—why not?
Anglesey threw back his head and bayed victory at
the dim shield of Ganymede.

Thereafter he went to work. First build a fire, in
the lee of the spaceship—which was little more by
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now than a hill of corrosion. The monster pack
cried in darkness and the broken ground; they had
not given up on him, they would return.

He tore a haunch off one of the slain and took a
bite. Pretty good. Better yet if properly cooked.
Heh! They’d made a big mistake in calling his atten-
tion to their existence! He finished breakfast while
Ganymede slipped under the western ice moun-
tains. It would be morning soon. The air was almost
still, and a flock of pancake-shaped skyskimmers, as
Anglesey called them, went overhead, burnished
copper color in the first pale dawn-streaks.

Joe rummaged in the ruins of his hut until he had
recovered the water-smelting equipment. It wasn’t
harmed. That was the first order of business, melt
some ice and cast it in the molds of ax, knife, saw,
hammer he had painfully prepared. Under Jovian
conditions, methane was a liquid that you drank
and water was a dense hard mineral. It would make
good tools. Later on he would try alloying it with
other materials.

Next—yes. To hell with the dugout; he could
sleep in the open again for a while. Make a bow, set
traps, be ready to massacre the black caterpillars
when they attacked him again. There was a chasm
not far from here, going down a long way toward
the bitter cold of the metallic-hydrogen strata: a
natural icebox, a place to store the several weeks’
worth of meat his enemies would supply. This would
give him leisure to— Oh, a hell of a lot!

Joe laughed, exultantly, and lay down to watch
the sunrise.

It struck him afresh how lovely a place this was.
See how the small brilliant spark of the sun swam
up out of eastern fogbanks colored dusky purple
and veined with rose and gold; see how the light
strengthened untii the great hollow arch of the sky
became one shout of radiance; see how the light
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spilled warm and living over a broad fair land, the
million square miles of rustling low forests and wave-
blinking lakes and feather-plumed hydrogen gey-
sers; and see, see, see how the ice mountains of the
west flashed like blued steel!

Anglesey drew the wild morning wind deep into
his lungs and shouted with a boy’s joy.

“I’m not a biologist myself,” said Viken care-
fully. “But maybe for that reason I can better give
you the general picture. Then Lopez or Matsumoto
can answer any questions of detail.”

“Excellent,” nodded Cornelius. “Why don’t you
assume I am totally ignorant of this project? I very
nearly am, you know.”

“If you wish,” laughed Viken.

They stood in an outer office of the xenobiology
section. No one else was around for the station’s
clocks said 1730 GMT and there was only one shift.
No point in having more, until Anglesey’s half of
the enterprise had actually begun gathering quanti-
tative data.

The physicist bent over and took a paperweight
off a desk. “One of the boys made this for fun,” he
said, “but it’s a pretty good model of Joe. He
stands about five feet tall at the head.”

Cornelius turned the plastic image over in his
hands. If you could imagine such a thing as a feline
centaur with a thick prehensile tail— The torso was
squat, long-armed, immensely muscular; the hair-
less head was round, wide-nosed, with big deep-set
eyes and heavy jaws, but it was really quite a hu-
man face. The overall color was bluish gray.

“Male, I see,” he remarked.

“Of course. Perhaps you don’t understand. Joe is
the complete pseudojovian: as far as we can tell,
the final model, with all the bugs worked out. He’s
the answer to a research question that took fifty
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years to ask.” Viken looked sideways at Cornelius.
“So you realize the importance of your job, don’t
you?”’

“I’ll do my best,” said the psionicist. “But if . . .
well, let’s say that tube failure or something causes
you to lose Joe before I've solved the oscillation
problem. You do have other pseudos in reserve,
don’t you?”

“Oh, yes,” said Viken moodily, “But the cost—
We’re not on an unlimited budget. We do go through
a lot of money, because it’s expensive to stand up
and sneeze this far from Earth. But for that same
reason our margin is slim.”

He jammed hands in pockets and slouched to-
ward the inner door, the laboratories, head down
and talking in a low, hurried voice:

“Perhaps you don’t realize what a nightmare planet
Jupiter is. Not just the surface gravity—a shade
under three gees, what’s that? But the gravitational
potential, ten times Earth’s. The temperature. The
pressure . .. above all, the atmosphere, and the
storms, and the darkness!

“When a spaceship goes down to the Jovian sur-
face, it’s a radio-controlled job; it leaks like a sieve,
to equalize pressure, but otherwise it’s the sturdiest,
most utterly powerful model ever designed; it’s loaded
with every instrument, every servomechanism, ev-
ery safety device the human mind has yet thought
up to protect a million-dollar hunk of precision
equipment.

“And what happens? Half the ships never reach
the surface at all. A storm snatches them and throws
them away, or they collide with a floating chunk of
Ice VII—small version of the Red Spot—or, so help
me, what passes for a flock of birds rams one and
stoves it in!

“As for the fifty percent which do land, it’s a
one-way trip. We don’t even try to bring them
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back. If the stresses coming down haven’t sprung
something, the corrosion has doomed them anyway.
Hydrogen at Jovian pressure does funny things to
metals.

“It cost a total of—about five million dollars—to
set Joe, one pseudo, down there. Each pseudo to
follow will cost, if we’re lucky, a couple of million
more.”

Viken kicked cpen the door and led the way
through. Beyond was a big room, low-ceilinged,
coldly lit, and murmurous with ventilators. It re-
minded Cornelius of a nucleonics lab; for a moment
he wasn’t sure why, then recognized the intricacies
of remote control, remote observation, walls en-
closing forces which could destroy the entire moon.

“These are required by the pressure, of course,”
said Vicken, pointing to a row of shields. “And the
cold. And the hydrogen itself, as a minor hazard.
We have units here duplicating conditions in the
Jovian, uh, stratosphere. This is where the whole
project really began.”

“I’'ve heard something about that,” nodded Cor-
nelius, “Didn’t you scoop up airborne spores?”’

“Not I.” Viken chuckled. “Totti’s crew did, about
fifty years ago. Proved there was life on Jupiter. A
life using liquid methane as its basic solvent, solid
ammonia as a starting point for nitrate synthesis—
the plants use solar energy to build unsaturated
carbon compounds, releasing hydrogen; the animals
eat the plants and reduce those compounds again to
the saturated form. There is even an equivalent of
combustion. The reactions involve complex enzymes
and . . . well, it’s out of my line.”

“Jovian biochemistry is pretty well understood,
then.”

“Oh, yes. Even in Totti’s day, they had a highly
developed biotic technology: Earth bacteria had al-
ready been synthesized and most gene structures
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pretty well mapped. The only reason it took so long
to diagram Jovian life processes was the technical
difficulty, high pressure and so on.”

“When did you actually get a look at Jupiter’s
surface?”

“Gray managed that, about thirty years ago. Set
a televisor ship down, a ship that lasted long enough
to flash him quite a series of pictures. Since then,
the technique has improved. We know that Jupiter
is crawling with its own weird kind of life, probably
more fertile than Earth. Extrapolating from the air-
borne microorganisms, our team made trial synthe-
ses of metazoans and—"

Viken sighed. ‘“Damn it, if only there were intel-
ligent native life! Think what they could tell us,
Cornelius, the data, the— Just think back how far
we’ve gone since Lavoisier, with the low-pressure
chemistry of Earth. Here’s a chance to learn a high-
pressure chemistry and physics at least as rich with
possibilities!”

After a moment, Cornelius murmured slyly: “Are
you certain there aren’t any Jovians?”’

“Oh, sure, there could be several billion of them,”
shrugged Viken. “Cities, empires, anything you like.
Jupiter has the surface area of a hundred Earths,
and we’re only seen maybe a dozen small regions.
But we do know there aren’t any Jovians using
radio. Considering their atmosphere, it’s unlikely
they ever would invent it for themselves—imagine
how thick a vacuum tube has to be, how strong a
pump you need! So it was finally decided we’d
better make our own Jovians.”

Cornelius followed him through the lab, into an-
other room. This was less cluttered, it had a more
finished appearance: the experimentor’s haywire rig
had yielded to the assured precision of an engineer.

Viken went over to one of the panels which lined
the walls and looked at its gauges. “Beyond this lies
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another pseudo,” he said. “Female, in this instance.
She’s at a pressure of two hundred atmospheres and
a temperature of 194 Absolute. There’s a . . . an
umbilical arrangement, I guess you’d call it, to keep
her alive. She was grown to adulthood in this, uh,
fetal stage—we patterned our Jovians after the ter-
restrial mammal. She’s never been conscious, she
won’t ever be till she’s ‘born.” We have a total of
twenty males and sixty females waiting here. We
can count on about half reaching the surface. More
can be created as required.

“It isn’t the pseudos that are so expensive, it’s
their transportation. So Joe is down there alone till
we’re sure that his kind can survive.”

“I take it you experimented with lower forms
first,” said Cornelius.

“Of course. It took twenty years, even with forced-
catalysis techniques, to work from an artificial air-
borne spore to Joe. We’ve used the psibeam to
control everything from pseudoinsects on up. Inter-
species control is possible, you know, if your pup-
pet’s nervous system is deliberately designed for it,
and isn’t given a chance to grow into a pattern
different from the esman’s.”

“And Joe is the first specimen who’s given
trouble?”’

SGYes.”

“Scratch one hypothesis.” Cornelius sat down on
a workbench, dangling thick legs and running a
hand through thin sandy hair. “I thought maybe
some physical effort of Jupiter was responsible. Now
it looks as if the difficulty is with Joe himself.”

“We’ve all suspected that much,” said Viken. He
struck a cigarette and sucked in his cheeks around
the smoke. His eyes were gloomy. “Hard to see
how. The biotics engineers tell me Pseudocentaurus
sapiens has been more carefully designed than any
product of natural evolution.”
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“Even the brain?”

“Yes. It’s patterned directly on the human, to
make psibeam control possible, but there are im-
provements—greater stability.”

‘““There are still the psychological aspects, though,”
said Cornelius. “In spite of all our amplifiers and
other fancy gadgets, psi is essentially a branch of
psychology, even today . . . or maybe it’s the other
way around. Let’s consider traumatic experiences. I
take it the . . . the adult Jovian’s fetus has a rough
trip going down?”’

“The ship does,” said Viken. “Not the pseudo
itself, which is wrapped up in fluid just like you
were before birth.”

“Nevertheless,” said Cornelius, “the two hun-
dred atmospheres pressure here is not the same as
whatever unthinkable pressure exists down on Jupiter.
Could the change be injurious?”’

Viken gave him a look of respect. “Not likely,”
he answered. ““I told you the J-ships are designed
leaky. External pressure is transmitted to the, uh,
uterine mechanism through a series of diaphragms,
in a gradual fashion. It takes hours to make the
descent, you realize.”

“Well, what happens next?”’ went on Cornelius.
“The ship lands, the uterine mechanism opens, the
umbilical connection disengages, and Joe is, shall
we say, born. But he has an adult brain. He is not
protected by the only half-developed infant brain
from the shock of sudden awareness.”

“We thought of that,” said Viken. “Anglesey was
on the psibeam, in phase with Joe, when the ship
left this moon. So it wasn’t really Joe who emerged,
who perceived. Joe has never been much more than
a biological waldo. He can only suffer mental shock
to the extent that Ed does, because it is Ed down
there!”
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“As you will,” said Cornelius. “Still, you didn’t
plan for a race of puppets, did you?”

“Oh, heavens, no,” said Viken. “Out of the ques-
tion. Once we know Joe is well established, we’ll
import a few more esmen and get him some assis-
tance in the form of other pseudos. Eventually fe-
males will be sent down, and uncontrolled males, to
be educated by the puppets. A new generation will
be born normally— Well, anyhow, the ultimate aim
is a small civilization of Jovians. There will be hunt-
ers, miners, artisans, farmers, housewives, the works.
They will support a few key members, a kind of
priesthood. And that priesthood will be esp-con-
trolled, as Joe is. It will exist solely to make instru-
ments, take readings, perform experiments, and tell
us what we want to know!”

Cornelius nodded. In a general way, this was the
Jovian project as he had understood it. He could
appreciate the importance of his own assignment.

Only, he still had no clue to the cause of that
positive feedback in the K-tubes.

And what could he do about it?

His hands were still bruised. Oh, God, he thought
with a groan, for the hundredth time, does it affect
me that much? While Joe was fighting down there,
did I really hammer my fists on metal up here?

His eyes smoldered across the room, to the bench
where Cornelius worked. He didn’t like Cornelius,
fat cigar-sucking slob, interminably talking and talk-
ing. He had about given up trying to be civil to the
Earthworm.

The psionicist laid down a screwdriver and flexed
cramped fingers. “Whuff!” he smiled. “I’'m going to
take a break.”

The half-assembled esprojector made a gaunt back-
drop for his wide soft body, where it squatted toad-
fashion on the bench. Anglesey detested the whole
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idea of anyone sharing this room, even for a few
hours a day. Of late he had been demanding his
meals brought here, left outside the door of his
adjoining bedroom-bath. He had not gone beyond
for quite some time now.

And why should I?

“Couldn’t you hurry it up a little?”” snapped
Anglesey.

Cornelius flushed. “If you’d had an assembled
spare machine, instead of loose parts—" he began.
Shrugging, he took out a cigar stub and relit it
carefully; his supply had to last a long time.

Anglesey wondered if those stinking clouds were
blown from his mouth on malicious purpose. I don’t
like you, Mr. Earthman Cornelius, and it is doubt-
less quite mutual.

“There was no obvious need for one, until the
other esmen arrive,” said Anglesey in a sullen voice.
“And the testing instruments report this one in
perfectly good order.”

“Nevertheless,” said Cornelius, ““at irregular in-
tervals it goes into wild oscillations which burn out
the K-tube. The problem is why. I'll have you try
out this new machine as soon as it is ready, but,
frankly, I don’t believe the trouble lies in electronic
failure at all—or even in unsuspected physical
effects.”

“Where, then?” Anglesey felt more at ease as the
discussion grew purely technical.

“Well, look. What exactly is the K-tube? It’s the
heart of the esprojector. It amplifies your natural
psionic pulses, uses them to modulate the carrier
wave, and shoots the whole beam down at Joe. It
also picks up Joe’s resonating impulses and amplifies
them for your benefit. Everything else is auxiliary
to the K-tube.”

“Spare me the lecture,” snarled Anglesey.

“I was only rehearsing the obvious,” said Corne-
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lius, “because every now and then it is the obvious
answer which is hardest to see. Maybe it isn’t the
K-tube which is misbehaving. Maybe it is you.”

“What?” The white face gaped at him. A dawn-
ing rage crept red across its thin bones.

“Nothing personal intended,” said Cornelius hast-
ily. “But you know what a tricky beast the subcon-
scious is. Suppose, just as a working hypothesis,
that way down underneath you don’t want to be on
Jupiter. I imagine it is a rather terrifying environ-
ment. Or there may be some obscure Freudian ele-
ment involved. Or, quite simply and naturally, your
subconscious may fail to understand that Joe’s death
does not entail your own.”

“Um-m-m—" Mirabile dictu, Anglesey remained
calm. He rubbed his chin with one skeletal hand.
“Can you be more explicit?”

“Only in a rough way,” replied Cornelius. “Your
conscious mind sends a motor impulse along the
psibeam to Joe. Simultaneously, your subconscious
mind, being scared of the whole business, emits the
glandular-vascular-cardiac-visceral impulses associ-
ated with fear. These react on Joe, whose tension is
transmitted back along the beam. Feeling Joe’s so-
matic fear symptoms, your subconscious gets still
more worried, thereby increasing the symptoms—
Get it? It’s exactly similar to ordinary neurasthenia,
with this exception: that since there is a powerful
amplifier, the K-tube, involved, the oscillations can
build up uncontrollably within a second or two.
You should be thankful the tube does burn out—
otherwise your brain might do so!”

For a moment Anglesey was quiet. Then he
laughed. It was a hard, barbaric laughter. Cornelius
started as it struck his eardrums.

“Nice idea,” said the esman. ‘“But I'm afraid it
won’t fit all the data. You see, I like it down there.
I like being Joe.”
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He paused for a while, then continued in a dry
impersonal tone: “Don’t judge the environment from
my notes. They’re just idiotic things like estimates
of wind velocity, temperature variations, mineral
properties—insignificant. What I can’t put in is how
Jupiter looks through a Jovian’s infrared-seeing eyes.”

“Different, I should think,” ventured Cornelius
after a minute’s clumsy silence.

“Yes and no. It’s hard to put into language. Some
of it I can’t, because man hasn’t got the concepts.
But . . . oh, I can’t describe it. Shakespeare himself
couldn’t. Just remember that everything about Jupiter
which is cold and poisonous and gloomy to us is
right for Joe.”

Anglesey’s tone grew remote, as if he spoke to
himself:

“Imagine walking under a glowing violet sky,
where great flashing clouds sweep the earth with
shadow and rain strides beneath them. Imagine walk-
ing on the slopes of a mountain like polished metal,
with a clean red flame exploding above you and
thunder laughing in the ground. Imagine a cool wild
stream, and low trees with dark coppery flowers,
and a waterfall, methane-fall . . . whatever you like,
leaping off a cliff, and the strong live wind shakes
its mane full of rainbows! Imagine a whole forest,
dark and breathing, and here and there you glimpse
a pale-red wavering will-o’-the-wisp, which is the
life radiation of some fleet shy animal, and . . . and—"

Anglesey croaked into silence. He stared down at
his clenched fists, then he closed his eyes tight and
tears ran out between the lids.

“Imagine being strong!”’

Suddenly he snatched up the helmet, crammed it
on his head, and twirled the control knobs. Joe had
been sleeping, down in the night, but Joe was about
to wake up and—roar under the four great moons
till all the forest feared him?

Cornelius slipped quietly out of the room.
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* * *

In the long brazen sunset light, beneath dusky
cloud banks brooding storm, he strode up the
hillslope with a sense of the day’s work done. Across
his back, two woven baskets balanced each other,
one laden with the pungent black fruit of the
thorntree and one with cable-thick creepers to be
used as rope. The axe on his shoulder caught the
waning sunlight and tossed it blindingly back.

It had not been hard labor, but weariness dragged
at his mind and he did not relish the household
chores yet to be performed, cooking and cleaning
and all the rest. Why couldn’t they hurry up and get
him some helpers?

His eyes sought the sky, resentfully. The moon
Five was hidden—down here, at the bottom of the
air ocean, you saw nothing but the sun and the four
Galilean satellites. He wasn’t even sure where Five
was just now, in relation to himself ... wait a
minute, it’s sunset here, but if I went out to the
viewdome I'd see Jupiter in the last quarter, or would
I? Oh, hell, it only takes us half an Earth-day to
swing around the planet anyhow—

Joe shook his head. After all this time, it was still
damnably hard, now and then, to keep his thoughts
straight. I, the essential I, am up in heaven, riding
Jupiter V between coldstars. Remember that. Open
your eyes, if you will, and see the dead control room
superimposed on a living hillside.

He didn’t though. Instead, he regarded the boul-
ders strewn wind-blasted gray over the tough mossy
vegetation of the slope. They were not much like
Earth rocks, nor was the soil beneath his feet like
terrestrial humus.

For a moment Anglesey speculated on the origin
of the silicates, aluminates, and other stony com-
pounds. Theoretically, all such materials should be
inaccessibly locked in the Jovian core, down where
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the pressure got vast enough for atoms to buckle
and collapse. Above the core should lie thousands
of miles of allotropic ice, and then the metallic
hydrogen layer. There should not be complex min-
erals this far up, but there were.

Well, possibly Jupiter had formed according to
theory, but had thereafter sucked enough cosmic
dust, meteors, gases, and vapors down its great
throat of gravitation to form a crust several miles
thick. Or more likely the theory was altogether
wrong. What did they know, what would they know,
the soft pale worms of Earth?

Anglesey stuck his—Joe’s—fingers in his mouth
and whistled. A baying sounded in the brush, and
two midnight forms leaped toward him. He grinned
and stroked their heads; training was progressing
faster than he’d hoped with these pups of the black
caterpillar beasts he had taken. They would make
guardians for him, herders, servants.

On the crest of the hill, Joe was building himself
a home. He had logged off an acre of ground and
erected a stockade. Within the grounds there now
stood a lean-to for himself and his stores, a meth-
ane well, and the beginnings of a large comfortable
cabin.

But there was too much work for one being.
Even with the half-intelligent caterpillars to help,
and with cold storage for meat, most of his time
would still go to hunting. The game wouldn’t last
forever, either; he had to start agriculture within
the next year or so—Jupiter year, twelve Earth
years, thought Anglesey. There was the cabin to
finish and furnish; he wanted to put a waterwheel,
no, methane wheel in the river to turn any of a
dozen machines he had in mind, he wanted to ex-
periment with alloyed ice and—

And, quite apart from his need of help, why
should he remain alone, the single thinking creature



CALL ME JOE 131

on an entire planet? He was a male in this body,
with male instincts—in the long run, his health was
bound to suffer if he remained a hermit, and right
now the whole project depended on Joe’s health.

It wasn’t right!

But I am not alone. There are fifty men on the
satellite with me. I can talk to any of them, any time
I wish. It’s only that I seldom wish it, these days. I
would rather be Joe.

Nevertheless . . . I, cripple, feel all the tiredness,
anger, hurt, frustration, of that wonderful biological
machine called Joe. The others don’t understand.
When the ammonia gale flays open his skin, it is I
who bleed.

Joe lay down on the ground, sighing. Fangs flashed
in the mouth of the black beast which humped over
to lick his face. His belly growled with hunger, but
he was too tired to fix a meal. Once he had the dogs
trained— 4

Another pseudo would be so much more reward-
ing to educate.

He could almost see it, in the weary darkening of
his brain. Down there, in the valley below the hill,
fire and thunder as the ship came to rest. And the
steel egg would crack open, the steel arms—already
crumbling, puny work of worms!—lift out the shape
within and lay it on the earth.

She would stir, shrieking in her first lungful of air,
looking about with blank mindless eyes. And Joe
would come carry her home. And he would feed
her, care for her, show her how to walk—it wouldn’t
take long, an adult body would learn those things
very fast. In a few weeks she would even be talking,
be an individual, a soul.

Did you ever think, Edward Anglesey, in the days
when you also walked, that your wife would be a
gray, four-legged monster?

Never mind that. The important thing was to get
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others of his kind down here, female and male. The
station’s niggling little plan would have him wait
two more Earth-years, and then send him only an-
other dummy like himself, a contemptible human
mind looking through eyes which belonged right-
fully to a Jovian. It was not to be tolerated!

If he weren’t so tired—

Joe sat up. Sleep drained from him as the realiza-
tion entered. He wasn’t tired, not to speak of.
Anglesey was. Anglesey, the human side of him, who
for months had only slept in catnaps, whose rest had
lately been interrupted by Cornelius—it was the
human body which drooped, gave up, and sent wave
after soft wave of sleep down the psibeam to Joe.

Somatic tension traveled skyward; Anglesey jerked
awake.

He swore. As he sat there beneath the helmet,
the vividness of Jupiter faded with his scattering
concentration, as if it grew transparent; the steel
prison which was his laboratory strengthened be-
hind it. He was losing contact— Rapidly, with the
skill of experience, he brought himself back into
phase with the neutral current of the other brain.
He willed sleepiness on Joe, exactly as a man wills
it on himself.

And, like any other insomniac, he failed. The
Joe-body was too hungry. It got up and walked
across the compound toward its shack.

The K-tube went wild and blew itself out.

The night before the ships left, Viken and Corne-
lius sat up late.

It was not truly a night, of course. In twelve
hours the tiny moon was hurled clear around Jupiter,
from darkness back to darkness, and there might
well be a pallid little sun over its crags when the
clocks said witches were abroad in Greenwich. But
most of the personnel were asleep at this hour.
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Viken scowled. “I don’t like it,”” he said. ‘“Too
sudden a change of plans. Too big a gamble.”

“You are only risking—how many?—three male
and a dozen female pseudos,” Cornelius replied.

“And fifteen J-ships. All we have. If Anglesey’s
notion doesn’t work, it will be months, a year or
more, till we can have others built and resume
aerial survey.”

“But if it does work,” said Cornelius, “you won’t
need any J-ships, except to carry down more pseu-
dos. You will be too busy evaluating data from the
surface to piddle around in the upper atmosphere.”

“Of course. But we never expected it so soon.
We were going to bring more esmen out here, to
operate some more pseudos—"’

‘“But they aren’t needed,”’ said Cornelius. He struck
a cigar to life and took a long pull on it, while his
mind sought carefully for words. “Not for a while,
anyhow. Joe has reached a point where, given help,
he can leap several thousand years of history—he
may even have a radio of sorts operating in the
fairly near future, which would eliminate the neces-
sity of much of your esping. But without help, he’ll
just have to mark time. And it’s stupid to make a
highly trained human esman perform manual labor,
which is all that the other pseudos are needed for at
this moment. Once the Jovian settlement is well
established, certainly, then you can send down more
puppets.”

“The question is, though,” persisted Viken, ‘“‘can
Anglesey himself educate all those pseudos at once?
They’ll be helpless as infants for days. It will be
weeks before they really start thinking and acting
for themselves. Can Joe take care of them mean-
while?”

“He has food and fuel stored for months ahead,”
said Cornelius. “As for what Joe’s capabilities are,
well, hm-m-m . . . we just have to take Anglesey’s
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judgment. He has the only inside information.”

“And once those Jovians do become personali-
ties,” worried Viken, “are they necessarily going to
string along with Joe? Don’t forget, the pseudos are
not carbon copies of each other. The uncertainty
principle assures each one a unique set of genes. If
there is only one human mind on Jupiter, among all
those aliens—"

“One human mind?” It was barely audible. Viken
opened his mouth inquiringly. The other man hur-
ried on.

“Oh, I'm sure Anglesey can continue to domi-
nate them,” said Cornelius. ‘““His own personality is
rather—tremendous.”

Viken looked startled. “You really think so?”

The psionicist nodded. “Yes. I've seen more of
him in the past weeks than anyone else. And my
profession naturally orients me more toward a man’s
psychology than his body or his habits. You see a
waspish cripple. I see a mind which has reacted to
its physical handicaps by developing such a hellish
energy, such an inhuman power of concentration,
that it almost frightens me. Give that mind a sound
body for its use and nothing is impossible to it.”

“You may be right, at that,” murmured Viken
after a pause. “Not that it matters. The decision is
taken, the rockets go down tomorrow. I hope it all
works out.”

He waited for another while. The whirring of
ventilators in his little room seemed unnaturally
loud, the colors of a girlie picture on the wall shock-
ingly garish. Then he said, slowly:

“You'’ve been rather close-mouthed yourself, Jan.
When do you expect to finish your own esprojector
and start making the tests?”

Cornelius looked around. The door stood open to
an empty hallway, but he reached out and closed it
before he answered with a slight grin: “It’s been
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ready for the past few days. But don’t tell anyone.”

“How’s that?” Viken started. The movement, in
low-gee, took him out of his chair and halfway
across the table between the men. He shoved him-
self back and waited.

“I have been making meaningless tinkering mo-
tions,” said Cornelius, “but what I waited for was a
highly emotional moment, a time when I can be
sure Anglesey’s entire attention will be focused on
Joe. This business tomorrow is exactly what I need.”

‘(Why?))

“You see, I have pretty well convinced myself
that the trouble in the machine is psychological, not
physical. I think that for some reason, buried in his
subconscious, Anglesey doesn’t want to experience
Jupiter. A conflict of that type might well set a
psionic amplifier circuit oscillating.”

“Hm-m-m.” Viken rubbed his chin. “Could be.
Lately Ed has been changing more and more. When
he first came here, he was peppery enough, and he
would at least play an occasional game of poker.
Now he’s pulled so far into his shell you can’t even
see him. I never thought of it before, but . . . yes,
by God, Jupiter must be having some effect on
him.”

“Hm-m-m,” nodded Cornelius. He did not elab-
orate: did not, for instance, mention that one al-
together uncharacteristic episode when Anglesey had
tried to describe what it was like to be a Jovian.

“Of course,” said Viken thoughtfully, ‘“‘the previ-
ous men were not affected especially. Nor was Ed
at first, while he was still controlling lower-type
pseudos. It’s only since Joe went down to the sur-
face that he’s become so different.”

“Yes, yes,” said Cornelius hastily. “I've learned
that much. But enough shop talk—"

“No. Wait a minute.” Viken spoke in a low,
hurried tone, looking past him. “For the first time,
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I’'m starting to think clearly about this . . . never
really stopped to analyze it before, just accepted a
bad situation. There is something peculiar about
Joe. It can’t very well involve his physical structure,
or the environment, because lower forms didn’t give
this trouble. Could it be the fact that—Joe is the
first puppet in all history with a potentially human
intelligence?”

“We speculate in a vacuum,” said Cornelius. “To-
morrow, maybe, I can tell you. Now I know
nothing.”

Viken sat up straight. His pale eyes focused on
the other men and stayed there, unblinking. “One
minute,” he said.

“Yes?”’ Cornelius shifted, half rising. “Quickly,
please. It is past my bedtime.”

“You know a good deal more than you’ve admit-
ted,” said Viken. “Don’t you?”

“What makes you think that?”

“You aren’t the most gifted liar in the universe.
And then—you argued very strongly for Anglesey’s
scheme, this sending down the other pseudos. More
strongly than a newcomer should.”

“I told you, I want his attention focused else-
where when—"

“Do you want it that badly?” snapped Viken.

Cornelius was still for a minute. Then he sighed
and leaned back.

“All right,” he said. “I shall have to trust your
discretion. I wasn’t sure, you see, how any of you
old-time station personnel would react. So I didn’t
want to blabber out my specuilations, which may be
wrong. The confirmed facts, yes, I will tell them;
but I don’t wish to attack a man’s religion with a
mere theory.”

Viken scowled. ‘“What the devil do you mean?”

Cornelius puffed hard on his cigar; its tip waxed
and waned like a miniature red demon star. “This
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Jupiter V is more than a research station,” he said
gently. “It is a way of life, is it not? No one would
come here for even one hitch unless the work was
important to him. Those who reenlist, they must
find something in the work, something which Earth
with all her riches cannot offer them. No?”

“Yes,” answered Viken. It was almost a whisper.
“I didn’t think you would understand so well. But
what of it?”

“Well, I don’t want to tell you, unless I can prove
it, that maybe this has all gone for nothing. Maybe
you have wasted your lives and a lot of money and
will have to pack up and go home.”

Viken’s long face did not flicker a muscle. It
seemed to have congealed. But he said calmly
enough: “Why?”

“Consider Joe,” said Cornelius. ‘“His brain has as
much capacity as any adult human’s. It has been
recording every sense datum that came to it, from
the moment of ‘birth’—making a record in itself, in
its own cells, not merely in Anglesey’s physical mem-
ory bank up here. Also, you know, a thought is a
sense datum too. And thoughts are not separated
into neat little railway tracks; they form a continu-
ous field. Every time Anglesey is in rapport with
Joe, and thinks, the thought goes through Joe’s
synapses as well as his own—and every thought
carries its own associations, and every associated
memory is recorded. Like if Joe is building a hut,
the shape of the logs might remind Anglesey of
some geometric figure, which in turn would remind
him of the Pythagorean theorem—"

“I get the idea,” said Viken in a cautious way.
“Given time, Joe’s brain will have stored everything
that ever was in Ed’s.”

“Correct. Now a functioning nervous system with
an engrammatic pattern of experience—in this case,
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a non-human nervous system—isn’t that a pretty
good definition of a personality?”

“I suppose so—Good Lord!”” Viken jumped. “You
mean Joe is—taking over?”

“In a way. A subtle, automatic, unconscious way.”
Cornelius drew a deep breath and plunged into it.
“The pseudojovian is so nearly perfect a life form:
your biologists engineered into it all the experiences
gained from nature’s mistakes in designing us. At
first, Joe was only a remote-controlled biological
machine. Then Anglesey and Joe became two facets
of a single personality. Then, oh, very slowly, the
stronger, healthier body . . . more amplitude to its
thoughts . . . do you see? Joe is becoming the dom-
inant side. Like this business of sending down the
other pseudos—Anglesey only thinks he has logical
reasons for wanting it done. Actually, his ‘reasons’
are mere rationalizations for the instinctive desires
of the Joe-facet.

“Anglesey’s subconscious must comprehend the
situation, in a dim reactive way; it must feel his
human ego gradually being submerged by the steam-
roller force of Joe’s instincts and Joe’s wishes. It
tries to defend its own identity, and is swatted down
by the superior force of Joe’s own nascent subcon-
scious.

“I put it crudely,” he finished in an apologetic
tone, “but it will account for that oscillation in the
K-tubes.”

Viken nodded slowly, like an old man. “Yes, I
see it,” he answered. ‘“The alien environment down
there . .. the different brain structure ... good
God! Ed’s being swallowed up in Joe! The puppet
master is becoming the puppet!” He looked ill.

“Only speculation on my part,” said Cornelius.
All at once, he felt very tired. It was not pleasant to
do this to Viken, whom he liked. “But you see the
dilemma, no? If I am right, then any esman will
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gradually become a Jovian—a monster with two
bodies, of which the human body is the unimport-
ant auxiliary one. This means no esman will ever
agree to control a pseudo—therefore the end of
your project.”

He stood up. “I’'m sorry, Arne. You made me
tell you what I think, and now you will lie awake
worrying, and I am quite wrong and you worry for
nothing.”

“It’s all right,” mumbled Viken. ‘“Maybe you’re
not wrong.”

“I don’t know.” Cornelius drifted toward the door.
“I am going to try to find some answers tomorrow.
Good night.”

The moon-shaking thunder of the rockets, crash,
crash, crash, leaping from their cradles, was long
past. Now the fleet glided on metal wings, with
straining secondary ramjets, through the rage of the
Jovian sky.

As Cornelius opened the control-room door, he
looked at his telltale board. Elsewhere a voice tolled
the word to all the stations, one ship wrecked, two
ships wrecked, but Anglesey would let no sound
enter his presence when he wore the helmet. An
obliging technician had haywired a panel of fifteen
red and fifteen blue lights above Cornelius’ espro-
jector, to keep him informed, too. Ostensibly, of
course, they were only there for Anglesey’s benefit,
though the esman had insisted he wouldn’t be look-
ing at them.

Four of the red bulbs were dark and thus four
blue ones would not shine for a safe landing. A
whirlwind, a thunderbolt, a floating ice meteor, a
flock of mantalike birds with flesh as dense and
hard as iron—there could be a hundred things which
had crumpled four ships and tossed them tattered
across the poison forests.
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Four ships, hell! Think of four living creatures,
with an excellence of brain to rival your own, damned
first to years in unconscious night and then, never
awakening save for one uncomprehending instant,
dashed in bloody splinters against an ice mountain.
The wasteful callousness of it was a cold knot in
Cornelius’ belly. It had to be done, no doubt, if
there was to be any thinking life on Jupiter at all;
but then let it be done quickly and minimally, he
thought, so the next generation could be begotten
by love and not by machines!

He closed the door behind him and waited for a
breathless moment. Anglesey was a wheelchair and
a coppery curve of helmet, facing the opposite wall.
No movement, no awareness whatsoever. Good!

It would be awkward, perhaps ruinous, if Anglesey
learned of this most intimate peering. But he needn’t,
ever. He was blindfolded and ear-plugged by his
own concentration.

Nevertheless, the psionicist moved his bulky form
with care, across the room to the new esprojector.
He did not much like his snooper’s role; he would
not have assumed it at all if he had seen any other
hope. But neither did it make him feel especially
guilty. If what he suspected was true, then Anglesey
was all unawares being twisted into something not
human; to spy on him might be to save him.

Gently, Cornelius activated the meters and started
his tubes warming up. The oscilloscope built into
Anglesey’s machine gave him the other man’s exact
alpha rhythm, his basic biological clock. First you
adjusted to that, then you discovered the subtler
elements by feel, and when your set was fully in
phase you could probe undetected and—

Find out what was wrong. Read Anglesey’s tor-
tured subconscious and see what there was on Jupiter
that both drew and terrified him.

Five ships wrecked.
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But it must be very nearly time for them to land.
Maybe only five would be lost in all. Maybe ten
would get through. Ten comrades for—Joe?

Cornelius sighed. He looked at the cripple, seated
blind and deaf to the human world which had crip-
pled him, and felt a pity and an anger. It wasn’t
fair, none of it was.

Not even to Joe. Joe wasn’t any kind of soul-
eating devil. He did not even realize, as yet, that he
was Joe, that Anglesey was becoming a mere ap-
pendage. He hadn’t asked to be created, and to
withdraw his human counterpart from him would be
very likely to destroy him.

Somehow, there were always penalties for every-
body, when men exceeded the decent limits.

Cornelius swore at him, voicelessly. Work to do.
He sat down and fitted the helmet on his own head.
The carrier wave made a faint pulse, inaudible, the
trembling of neurones low in his awareness. You
couldn’t describe it.

Reaching up, he turned to Anglesey’s alpha. His
own had a somewhat lower frequency. It was neces-
sary to carry the signals through a heterodyning
process. Still no reception . . . well, of course, he
had to find the exact wave form, timbre was as
basic to thought as to music. He adjusted the dials,
slowly, with enormous care.

Something flashed through his consciousness, a
vision of clouds rolled in a violet-red sky, a wind
that galloped across horizonless immensity—he lost
it. His fingers shook as he turned back.

The psibeam between Joe and Anglesey broad-
ened. It took Cornelius into the circuit. He looked
through Joe’s eyes, he stood on a hill and stared
into the sky above the ice mountains, straining for
sign of the first rocket; and simultaneously, he was
still Jan Cornelius, blurrily seeing the meters, prob-
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ing about for emotions, symbols, any key to the
locked terror in Anglesey’s soul.
The terror rose up and struck him in the face.

Psionic detection is not a matter of passive listen-
ing in. Much as a radio receiver is necessarily also a
weak transmitter, the nervous system in resonance
with a source of psionic-spectrum energy is itself
emitting. Normally, of course, this effect is unim-
portant; but when you pass the impulses, either
way, through a set of heterodyning and amplifying
units, with a high negative feedback—

In the early days, psionic psychotherapy vitiated
itself because the amplified thoughts of one man,
entering the brain of another, would combine with
the latter’s own neural cycles according to the ordi-
nary vector laws. The result was that both men felt
the new beat frequencies as a nightmarish fluttering
of their very thoughts. An analyst, trained into self-
control, could ignore it; his patient could not, and
reacted violently.

But eventually the basic human wave-timbres were
measured, and psionic therapy resumed. The mod-
ern esprojector analyzed an incoming signal and
shifted its characteristics over to the “listener’s”
pattern. The really different pulses of the transmit-
ting brain, those which could not possibly be mapped
onto the pattern of the receiving neurones—as an
exponential signal cannot very practicably be mapped
onto a sinusoid—those were filtered out.

Thus compensated, the other thought could be
apprehended as comfortably as one’s own. If the
patient were on a psibeam circuit, a skilled operator
could tune in without the patient being necessarily
aware of it. The operator could neither probe the
other man’s thoughts or implant thoughts of his own.

Cornelius’ plan, an obvious one to any psionicist,
had depended on this. He would receive from an
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unwitting Anglesey-Joe. If his theory were right,
and the esman’s personality was being distorted into
that of a monster—his thinking would be too alien
to come through the filters. Cornelius would receive
spottily or not at all. If his theory was wrong, and
Anglesey was still Anglesey, he would receive only
a normal human stream-of-consciousness, and could
probe for other trouble-making factors.

His brain roared!

What's happening to me?

For a moment, the interference which turned his
thoughts to saw-toothed gibberish struck him down
with panic. He gulped for breath, there in the Jovian
wind, and his dreadful dogs sensed the alienness in
him and whined.

Then, recognition, remembrance, and a blaze of
anger so great that it left no room for fear. Joe
filled his lungs and shouted it aloud, the hillside
boomed with echoes:

“Get out of my mind!”

He felt Cornelius spiral down toward unconscious-
ness. The overwhelming force of his own mental
blow had been too much. He laughed, it was more
like a snarl, and eased the pressure.

Above him, between thunderous clouds, winked
the first thin descending rocket flare.

Cornelius’ mind groped back toward the light. It
broke a watery surface, the man’s mouth snapped
after air, and his hands reached for the dials, to
turn his machine off and escape.

“Not so fast, you.” Grimly, Joe drove home a
command that locked Cornelius’ muscles rigid. “I
want to know the meaning of this. Hold still and let
me look!” He smashed home an impulse which
could be rendered, perhaps, as an incandescent ques-
tion mark. Remembrance exploded in shards through

the psionicist’s forebrain.
“So. That’s all there is? You thought I was afraid
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to come down here and be Joe, and wanted to
know why? But I told you I wasn’t!”

I should have believed—whispered Cornelius.

“Well, get out of the circuit, then.” Joe contin-
ued growling it vocally. ““And don’t ever come back
in the control room, understand? K-tubes or no, I don’t
want to see you again. And I may be a cripple, but I
can still take you apart cell by cell. Now—sign off—
leave me alone. The first ship will be landing in
minutes.”

You a cripple . . . you, Joe-Anglesey?

“What?” The great gray being on the hill lifted
his barbaric head as if to sudden trumpets. “What
do you mean?”

Don’t you understand? said the weak, dragging
thought. You know how the esprojector works. You
know I could have probed Anglesey’s mind in
Anglesey’s brain without making enough interference
to be noticed. And I could not have probed a wholly
nonhuman mind at all, nor could it have been aware
of me. The filters would not have passed such a
signal. Yet you felt me in the first fractional second.
It can only mean a human mind in a nonhuman brain.

You are not the half-corpse on Jupiter V any longer,
You're Joe—Joe-Anglesey.

“Well, I’'ll be damned,” said Joe. ‘““You’re right.”

He turned Anglesey off, kicked Cornelius out of
his mind with a single brutal impulse, and ran down
the hill to meet the spaceship.

Cornelius woke up minutes afterwards. His skull
felt ready to split apart. He groped for the main
switch before him, clashed it down, ripped the hel-
met off his head and threw it clanging on the floor.
But it took a little while to gather the strength to do
the same for Anglesey. The other man was not able
to do anything for himself.

They sat outside sickbay and waited. It was a
harshly lit barrenness of metal and plastic, smelling
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of antiseptics: down near the heart of the satellite,
with miles of rock to hide the terrible face of Jupiter.

Only Viken and Cornelius were in that cramped
little room. The rest of the station went about its
business mechanically, filling in the time till it could
learn what had happened. Beyond the door, three
biotechnicians, who were also the station’s medical
staff, fought with death’s angel for the thing which
had been Edward Anglesey

“Nine ships got down,” said Viken dully. “Two
males, seven females. It’s enough to start a colony.”

“It would be genetically desirable to have more,”
pointed out Cornelius. He kept his own voice low,
in spite of its underlying cheerfulness. There was a
certain awesome quality to all this.

“1 still don’t understand,” said Viken.

“Oh, it’s clear enough—now. I should have guessed
it before, maybe. We had all the facts, it was only
that we couldn’t make the simple, obvious interpre-
tation of them. No, we had to conjure up Franken-
stein’s monster.”

“Well,” Viken’s words grated, “we have played
Frankenstein, haven’t we? Ed is dying in there.”

“It depends on how you define death.” Cornelius
drew hard on his cigar, needing anything that might
steady him. His tone grew purposely dry of emotion:

“Look here. Consider the data. Joe, now: a crea-
ture with a brain of human capacity, but without a
mind—a perfect Lockean tabula rasa, for Anglesey’s
psibeam to write on. We deduced, correctly enough—
if very belatedly—that when enough had been
written, there would be a personality. But the ques-
tion was: whose? Because, I suppose, of normal
human fear of the unknown, we assumed that any
personality in so alien a body had to be monstrous.
Therefore it must be hostile to Anglesey, must be
swamping him—"

The door opened. Both men jerked to their feet
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The chief surgeon shook his head. “No use. Typi-
cal deep-shock traumata, close to terminus now. If
we had better facilities, maybe—"

“No,” said Cornelius. “You cannot save a man
who has decided not to live anymore.”

“I know.” The doctor removed his mask. “I need
a cigarette. Who’s got one?” His hands shook a
little as he accepted it from Viken.

“But how could he—decide—anything?”’ choked
the physicist. “He’s been unconscious ever since
Jan pulled him away from that . . . that thing.”

“It was decided before then,” said Cornelius.
“As a matter of fact, that hulk in there on the
operating table no longer has a mind. I know. I was
there.” He shuddered a little. A stiff shot of tran-
quilizer was all that held nightmare away from him.
Later he would have to have that memory exorcised.

The doctor took a long drag of smoke, held it in
his lungs a moment, and exhaled gustily. “I guess
this winds up the project,” he said. “We’ll never get
another esman.”

“I’ll say we won’t.” Viken’s tone sounded rusty.
“I’'m going to smash that devil’s engine myself.”

“Hold on a minute,” exclaimed Cornelius. “Don’t
you understand? This isn’t the end. It’s the begin-
ning!”’

“gI’d better get back,” said the doctor. He stub-
bed out his cigarette and went through the door. It
closed behind him with a deathlike quietness.

“What do you mean?”’ Viken said it as if erecting
a barrier.

“Won’t you understand?”’ roared Cornelius. “Joe
has all Anglesey’s habits, thoughts, memories, prej-
udices, interests . . . oh, yes, the different body and
the different environment, they do cause some
changes—but no more than any man might undergo
on Earth. If you were suddenly cured of a wasting
disease, wouldn’t you maybe get a little boisterous
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and rough? There is nothing abnormal in it. Nor is
it abnormal to want to stay healthy—no? Do you
see?”’

Viken sat down. He spent a while without speaking.

Then, enormously slow and careful: “Do you mean
Joe is Ed?”

“Or Ed is Joe. Whatever you like. He calls him-
self Joe now, I think—as a symbol of freedom—but
he is still himself. What is the ego but continuity of
existence?

“He himself did not fully understand this. He
only knew—he told me, and I should have believed
him—that on Jupiter he was strong and happy. Why
did the K-tube oscillate? An hysterical symptom?
Anglesey’s subconscious was not afraid to stay on
Jupiter—it was afraid to come back!

“And then, today, I listened in. By now, his
whole self was focused on Joe. That is, the primary
source of libido was Joe’s virile body, not Anglesey’s
sick one. This meant a different pattern of impulses—
not too alien to pass the filters, but alien enough to
set up interference. So he felt my presence. And he
saw the truth, just as I did—

“Do you know the last emotion I felt, as Joe
threw me out of his mind? Not anger anymore. He
plays rough, him, but all he had room to feel was
joy.
“I knew how strong a personality Anglesey has!
Whatever made me think an overgrown child-brain
like Joe’s could override it? In there, the doctors—
bah! They’re trying to salvage a hulk which has
been shed because it is useless!”

Cornelius stopped. His throat was quite raw from
talking. He paced the floor, rolled cigar smoke
around his mouth but did not draw it any farther in.

When a few minutes had passed, Viken said cau-
tiously: “All right. You should know—as you said,
you were there. But what do we do now? How do
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we get in touch with Ed? Will he even be interested
in contacting us?”’

“Oh, yes, of course,” said Cornelius. ‘“He is still
himself, remember. Now that he has none of the
cripple’s frustrations, he should be more amiable.
When the novelty of his new friends wear off, he
will want someone who can talk to him as an equal.”

“And precisely who will operate another pseudo?”
asked Viken sarcastically. “I'm quite happy with
this skinny frame of mine, thank you!”

“Was Anglesey the only hopeless cripple on
Earth?” asked Cornelius quietly.

Viken gaped at him.

“And there are aging men, too,” went on the
psionicist, half to himself. “Someday, my friend,
when you and I feel the years close in, and so much
we would like to learn—maybe we, too, would en-
joy an extra lifetime in a Jovian body.” He nodded
at his cigar. “A hard, lusty, stormy kind of life,
granted—dangerous, brawling, violent—but life as
no human, perhaps, has lived it since the days of
Elizabeth the First. Oh, yes, there will be small
trouble finding Jovians.”

He turned his head as the surgeon came out
again.

“Well!” croaked Viken.

The doctor sat down. “It’s finished,” he said.

They waited for a moment, awkwardly.

“0Odd,” said the doctor. He groped after a ciga-
rette he didn’t have. Silently, Viken offered him
one. “Odd. I've seen these cases before. People
who simply resign from life. This is the first one I
ever saw that went out smiling—smiling all the time.”

”
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Born in Coatesville, Pennsylvania, Theodore R.
Cogswell drove an ambulance during the Spanish
Civil War and later served with the United States
Army Air Corps, rising to the rank of Captain. After
World War II he embarked on a career in higher
education, teaching at several colleges and universi-
ties. From 1965 until his death he was Professor of
English at Keystone Junior College in Pennsylvania.

As a science fiction writer he is remembered as the
author of many outstanding short stories and novel-
las, the best of which can be found in his collections
The Wall Around the World (1962) and The Third
Eye (1968). He also served as Secretary to the Sci-
ence Fiction Writers of America from 1973 to 1974,
and he holds a legendary status in the history of the
field as the editor and chief conspirator of the Pro-
ceedings of the Institute for 21st Century Studies, a
hilarious forum for sf writers.

A man with a deep social conscience, his “You
Know Willie” represents a fine example of how so-
cial issues found expression in the sf magazines of
the 1950s. (MHG)
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This is still 1957. The fight for civil rights has not yet
been fought. The United States had fought Hitler in
the name of democracy but with a segregated army
and with over a hundred thousand people of Japan-
ese origin in concentration camps.

We’ve improved since, but I like to think that
science fiction writers did their bit now and then to
make American reality live up to the American dream.

Ted’s story “You Know Willie” is a powerful dis-
play of the obvious fact (well, it should be obvious)
that if you judge by outer appearance only then no
one is safe. (IA)

In the old days there wouldn’t have been any fuss
about Willie McCracken shooting a Negro, but these
weren’t the old days. The judge sat sweating, listen-
ing to the voice from the state capital that roared
through the telephone receiver.

“But you can’t hang no white man for shooting
no nigger!”

“Who said anything about hanging?” said the
voice impatiently. ‘I want it to look good, that’s all.
So don’t make it any half hour job—take two weeks
if you have to.”

The judge obediently took two weeks. There was
a long parade of witnesses for the defense and an
equally long one for the prosecution, and through it
all the jury, having been duly instructed before-
hand, sat gravely, happy for a respite from the hot
sun and fields—and the cash money that was accru-
ing to each of them at the rate of three dollars a
day. A bright young man was down from the capital
to oversee all major matters, and as a result, the
trial of Willie McCracken was a model of juridical
propriety.

The prosecution made as strong a case against
Willie as it could without bringing in such prejudi-
cial evidence as that the little garage the dead man
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had opened after he came back from Korea had
been taking business away from the one Willie ran
at an alarming rate, or that it was common knowl-
edge that Willie was the Thrice High Warlock of
the local chapter of The Knights of the Flaming
Sword and in his official capacity had given the
deceased one week to get out of town or else.

There were two important witnesses. One was
very old and very black, the other wasn’t quite as
young as she used to be but she was white. The first
could technically be classed as a witch—though there
was another and more sonorous name for what she
was in the forgotten tribal language she used on
ritual occasions—but contrary to the ancient injunc-
tion, she had not only been permitted to live, but to
flourish in a modest fashion. There were few in the
courtroom who had not at one time or another
made secret use of Aunt Hattie’s services. And
although most of the calls had been for relatively
harmless love potions or protective amulets, there
were enough who had called with darker things in
mind to cause her to be treated with unusual respect.

Aunt Hattie was the town’s oldest inhabitant—
legend had it that she was already a grown woman
when Lincoln larcenously freed the slaves—and the
deceased had been her only living blood relative.

Having been duly sworn, she testified that the
defendant, Willie McCracken, had come to her cabin
just as she was getting supper, asked for the de-
ceased, and then shot him between the eyes when
he came to the door.

She was followed by Willie’s wife, a plumpish
little blonde in an over-tight dress who was obvi-
ously enjoying all the attention she was getting. She
in turn swore that Willie had been home in bed with
her where he belonged at the time in question.
From the expressions on the jurymen’s faces, it was
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obvious that they were thinking that if he hadn’t
been, he was a darned fool.

There were eight Knights of the Flaming Sword
sitting around the table in Willie’s kitchen. Willie
pulled a jug from the floor beside him, took a long
swallow, and wiped his mouth nervously with the
hairy back of his hand. He looked up at the bat-
tered alarm clock on the shelf over the sink and
then lifted the jug again. When he set it down Pete
Martin reached over and grabbed it.

“Buck up, Willie boy,” he said as he shook the
container to see how much was left in it. “Ain’t
nobody going to get at you with us here.”

Willie shivered. “You ain’t seen her squatting out
under that cottonwood every night like I have.” He
reached out for the jug but Martin laughed and
pulled it out of reach.

“You lay off that corn and you won’t be seeing
Aunt Hattie every time you turn around. The way
you’ve been hitting the stuff since the trial it’s a
wonder you ain’t picking snakes up off the table by
now.”

“I seen her, I tell you,” said Willie sullenly. *“Six
nights running now I seen her plain as day just
sitting out under that tree waiting for the moon to
get full.” He reached for the jug again but Martin
pushed his hand away.

“You’ve had enough. Now you just sit there quiet
like while I talk some sense. Aunt Hattie’s dead
and Jackson’s dead and they’re both safe six foot
under. I don’t blame you for getting your wind up
after what she yelled in the courtroom afore she
keeled over, but just remember that there ain’t no
nigger the Knights can’t take care of, dead or alive.
Now you go upstairs and get yourself a little shut-
eye. You’re plumb beat. I don’t think you’ve had
six hours good sleep since the finish of the trial.



YOU KNOW WILLIE 153

You don’t notice Winnie Mae losing any rest, do
you?”’

Willie kneaded his bald scalp with thick fingers.
“Couldn’t sleep,” he said hoarsely. “Not with her
out there. She said he’d come back first full moon
rise and every night it’s been getting rounder and
rounder.”

“He comes back, we’ll fix him for you, Willie,”
said Martin in a soothing voice. “Now you do like I
said. Moon won’t be up for a good two hours yet.
You go get a little sleep and we’ll call you in plenty
of time.”

Willie hesitated and then got to his feet and lum-
bered up the stairs. He was so tired he staggered as
he walked. When he got into the dark bedroom he
pulled off his clothes and threw himself down on
the brass bed beside Winnie Mae. He tried to keep
awake but he couldn’t. In a moment his heavy
snores were blending with her light delicate ones.

The moonlight was strong and bright in the room
when Willie woke. They hadn’t called him! From
the kitchen below he heard a rumble of voices and
then drunken laughter. Slowly, as if hypnotized, he
swung his fat legs over the side of the bed and
stumbled to the window. He tried to keep from
looking but he couldn’t. She would be there, squat-
ting beneath the old cottonwood, a shriveled little
black mummy that waited . . . waited . . . waited. . .

Willie dug his knuckles suddenly into his eyes,
rubbed hard, and then looked again. There was
nothing! Nothing where the thick old trunk met the
ground but a dusty clumb of crab grass. He stood
trembling, staring down at the refuse-littered yard
as if it was the most beautiful thing he had ever
seen. There was something healing in the calm flood
of moonlight. The hard knot he had been carrying
inside his head dissolved and he felt strong and
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young again. He wanted to shout, to caper around
the room.

Winnie Mae mumbled in her sleep and he turned
to look at her. Her thin cotton nightgown was
bunched up under her arms and she lay, legs astrad-
dle, her plump body gleaming whitely in the moon-
light. She whimpered as she pulled herself up out of
her slumber and then closed her arms around the
heavy body that was pressing down on her.

“Remember me,” he whispered, “I’'m Willie. You
know Willie.” :

She giggled and pulled him tighter against her.
Her breath began to come faster and her fingers
made little cat clawings on his back. As she squirmed
under him her hands crept higher, over his shoul-
ders, up his neck . . .

There was a sudden explosion under him and a
catterwauling scream of sheer horror. Willie jerked
back as her nails raked across his face, and then he
felt a sudden stabbing agony as she jabbed up with
her knee. He staggered away from the bed, his
hand cupped over his bleeding face.

His hands! Time slid to a nightmarish stop as his
finger tips sent a message pulsing down through
nerve endings that his bald scalp had somehow
sprouted a thick mop of kinky hair. He jerked his
hands down and held them cupped before him. The
fresh blood was black in the moonlight, and not
only the blood. He spun toward the cracked mirror
and saw himself for the first time. The flabby body
with its sagging belly was gone. In its place was that
of a dark-skinned stranger . . . but not a stranger.

His fingers crept across his forehead looking for
the small red bullet hole that was no longer there.

And then time started to rush forward again.
Winnie Mae’s screaming went on and on and there
was a rushing of heavy feet up the stairs from the
kitchen.
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He tried to explain but there was a new softness
to his speech that put the lie to his stumbling words.
When the door burst open he stood for a moment,
hands stretched out in supplication.

“No,” he whimpered. “I'm Willie. You know
Willie.”

As they came slowly out of the shadows he broke.
He took one slow step backward, and then two, and
then when he felt the low sill press against his
calves, turned and dove out the window onto the
sloping roof. When he got to the ground he tried
again to explain but somebody remembered his gun.

Willie as he had been would have been run to
ground within the mile, but his new lithe body
carried him effortlessly through the night. If it hadn’t
been for the dogs he might have got away.

Somebody had a deck of cards and they all drew.
Pete Martin was low man so he had to go back after
the gasoline.
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Carol Emshwiller debuted in the science fiction mag-
azines in 1955 and has continued to publish in the
field, but only sporadically. Her stories are frequently
borderline sf or fantasy, and often experimental. Her
one collection, Joy in Our Cause (1974), contains
both science fiction and mainstream work—dozens
of other excellent stories still await collection. For
my money, she is one of the most underrated and
neglected writers in our field, capable of great beauty
and lyricism, a quality also found in her poetry. She
is married to the well-known sf illustrator (now film-
maker) Ed Emshwiller.

However, there is absolutely nothing lovely about
“Hunting Machine,” in its own way one of the most
brutal stories I have ever read. (MHG)

Il tell you right now that I'm an anti-hunting fanatic.
I don’t mind hunting for food. We must all live
and human beings are predators. I don’t mind hunt-
ing in self-defense, when it is necessary to kill a
predator that is feeding on human beings.
I do mind hunting for “sport,” killing for the sake
of killing.
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All right, now I've said it as directly as I know
how and I doubt that any of you, unless you are as
fanatical about the matter as I am (I'd give anything
to outfit animals with guns of their own and see
how the hunters would feel if they were at the
wrong end of the weapon), would be greatly moved
by my statement.

But now read Carol’s “Hunting Machine,” in which
she doesn’t at all say what I say, in which she
doesn’t express her opinions or try to argue with
you, in which she just tells a science fiction story—
and see how you feel about it.

That may give you an idea of one reason why
stories are written. They’re not always “just to en-
tertain.” In fact, this story is anything but “‘enter-
taining.” (IA)

It sensed Ruthie McAlister’s rapid heartbeat, just
as it sensed any other animal’s. The palms of her hands
were damp, and it felt that, too—it also felt the
breathing, in and out. And it heard her nervous giggle.

She was watching her husband, Joe, as he leaned
over the control unit of the thing that sensed
heartbeats—the gray-green thing they called the
hound, or Rover, or sometimes the bitch.

“Hey,” she said. “I guess it’s OK, huh?”

Joe turned a screw with his thumb nail and pulled
out the wire attached to it. “Gimme a bobby pin.”

Ruthie reached to the back of her head. “I mean
it’s not dangerous, is it?”

“Naw.,’

“I don’t just mean about it.”” She nodded at the
gray-green thing. “I mean, I know you’re good at
fixing things like this, like the time you got beer for
nothing out of the beer vendor and, golly, I guess
we haven’t paid for a TV show for years. I mean, I
know you can fix things right, only won’t they know
when we bring it back to be checked out?”



HUNTING MACHINE 159

“Look, these wardens are country boys, and be-
sides, I can put this thing back so nobody knows.”

The gray-green thing squatted on its six legs where
Joe could lean over it; it sensed that Ruthie’s heart-
beat had slowed almost to normal, and it heard her
sigh.

“I guess you’re pretty good at this, huh, Joe?”
She wiped her damp hands on her green tunic.
“That’s the weight dial, isn’t it?”’ she asked, watch-
ing him turn the top one.

He nodded. “Fifteen hundred pounds,” he said
slowly.

“QOo, was he really and truly that big?”’

“Bigger.” And now the thing felt Joe’s heart and
breathing surge.

They had been landed day before yesterday, with
their geodesic tent, pneumatic form beds, automatic
camping stove, and pocket air tables, pocket TV
set, four disposable hunting costumes apiece (one
for each day), and two folding guns with power
settings.

In addition, there was the bug-scat, go-snake,
sun-stop, and the gray-green hunter, sealed by the
warden and set for three birds, two deer and one
black bear. They had only the bear to go; now, Joe
McAlister had unsealed the controls, released the
governor and changed the setting to brown bear,
1500 pounds.

“I don’t care,” he said, “I want that bear.”

“Do you think he’ll still be there tomorrow?”’

Joe patted one of the long jointed legs of the thing.
“If he’s not, ol’ bitch here will find him for us.”

Next day was clear and cool, and Joe breathed
big, expanding breaths and patted his beginning
paunch. “Yes sir,” he said, “this is the day for
something big—something really big, that’ll put up
a real fight.”
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He watched the red of the sunrise fade out of the
sky while Ruthie turned on the stove and then got
out her makeup kit. She put sun-stop on her face,
then powdered it with a tan powder. She blackened
her eyelids and purpled her lips; after that, she
opened the stove and took out two disposable plates
with eggs and bacon.

They sat in the automatic blow-up chairs, at the
automatic blow-up table. Joe said that there was
nothing like North air to give you an appetite, and
Ruthie said she bet they were sweltering back in the
city. Then she giggled.

Joe leaned back in his chair and sipped his coffee.
“Shooting deer is just like shooting a cow,” he said.
“No fight to ’em at all. Even when ol’ hound here
goads ’em, they just want to run off. But this bear’s
going to be different. Of course bears are shy too,
but ol’ hound knows what to do about that.”

“They say it’s getting to be so there aren’t many
of the big kind left.”

“Yes, but one more won’t hurt. Think of a skin
and head that size in our living room. I guess any-
body that came in there would sure sit up and take
notice.”

“It won’t match the curtains,” his wife said.

“I think what I'll do is pack the skin up tight and
leave it somewhere up here, till the warden checks
us through. Then, maybe a couple of days later, I'll
come back and get it.”

“Good idea.” Ruthie had finished her coffee and
was perfuming herself with bug-scat.

“Well, I guess we’d better get started.” They
hung their folded-up guns on their belts. They put
their dehydrated, self-heating lunch in their pock-
ets. They slung on their cold-unit canteens. They
each took a packet containing chair, table and sun
shade; then Joe fastened on the little mike that
controlled the hunter. It fit on his shoulder where
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he could turn his head to the side and talk into it.

“All right, houn’ dog,” he said, shoulder hunched
and head tilted, ‘“get a move on, boy. Back to that
spot where we saw him yesterday. You can pick up
the scent from there.”

The hunting machine ran on ahead of them. It
went faster than anything it might have to hunt.
Two miles, three miles—Joe and Ruthie were left
behind. They followed the beam it sent back to
them, walking and talking and helping each other
over the rough spots.

About eleven o’clock, Joe stopped, took off his
red hunting hat and mopped his balding forehead
with the new bandanna he’d bought at Hunter’s
Outfitters in New York. It was then he got the
signal. Sighted, sighted, sighted . . .

Joe leaned over his mike. “Stick on him boy.
How far are you? Well, try to move him down this
way if you can.” He turned to his wife. “Let’s see,
about three miles . . . we’ll take a half hour out for
lunch. Maybe we’ll get there a couple of hours from
now. How’s it going, kid?”

“Swell,”” Ruthie said.

The big bear sat on the rocks by the stream. His
front paws were wet almost to the elbows. There
were three torn fishheads lying beside him. He ate
only the best parts because he was a good fisher;
and he looked, now, into the clean cold water for
another dark blue back that would pause on its way
upstream.

It wasn’t a smell that made him turn. He had a
keen nose, but the hunting machine was made to
have no smell. It was the gray dead lichen’s crackle
that made him look up. He stood still, looking in
the direction of the sound and squinting his small
eyes, but it wasn’t until it moved that he saw it.

Three quarters of a ton, he was; but like a bird,
or a rabbit, or a snake, the bear avoided things that
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were large and strange. He turned back the way he
always took, the path to his rubbing tree and to his
home. He moved quietly and rapidly, but the thing
followed.

He doubled back to the stream again, then, and
waded down it on the opposite side from the thing—
but still it followed, needing no scent. Once the
hunting machine sighted, it never lost its prey.

Heart beat normal, respiration normal, it sensed.
Size almost 1600 pounds.

The bear got out on the bank and turned back,
calling out in low growls. He stood up on his hind
legs and stretched his full height. Almost two men
tall, he stood and gave warning.

The hunting machine waited twenty yards away.
The bear looked at it a full minute; then he fell
back on all fours and turned south again. He was
shy and he wanted no trouble.

Joe and Ruthie kept on walking north at their
leisurely pace until just noon. Then they stopped
for lunch by the side of the same stream the bear
had waded, only lower down. And they used its
cold water on their dehydrated meal—beef and on-
ions, mashed potatoes, a lettuce salad that unfolded
in the water like Japanese paper flowers. There
were coffee tablets that contained a heating unit
too, and fizzled in the water like firecracker fuses
until the water was hot, creamy coffee.

The bear didn’t stop to eat. Noon meant nothing
to him. Now he moved with more purpose, looking
back and squinting his small eyes.

The hunter felt the heart beat faster, the breath-
ing heavy, pace increasing. Direction generally south.

Joe and Ruthie followed the signal until it sud-
denly changed. It came faster; that meant they were
near.

They stopped and unfolded their guns. “Let’s
have a cup of coffee first,” Ruthie said.
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“OK, Hon.” Joe released the chairs which blew
themselves up to size. “Good to take a break so we
can really enjoy the fight.”

Ruthie handed Joe a fizzing cup of coffee. “Don’t
forget you want oI’ Rover to goad some.”

“Uh-huh. Bear’s not much better than a deer
without it. Good you reminded me.” He turned and
spoke softly into the little mike.

The hunting machine shortened the distance slowly.
Fifteen feet, ten, five. The bear heard and turned.
Again he rose up, almost two men tall, and roared
his warning sound to tell the thing to keep back.

Joe and Ruthie shivered and didn’t look at each
other. They heard it less with their ears, and more
with their spines—with an instinct they had forgotten.

Joe shook his shoulder to shake away the feeling
of the sound. “I guess the ol’ bitch is at him.”

“Good dog,” Ruthie said. “Get ’im, boy.”

The hunter’s arm tips drew blood, but only in the
safe spots—shoulder scratches at the heavy lump
behind his head, thigh punctures. It never touched
the veins, or arteries.

The bear swung at the thing with his great paw.
His claws screeched down the body section but didn’t
so much as make a mark on the metal. The blow
sent the thing thirty feet away, but it came back
every time. The muscles, claws and teeth were noth-
ing to it. It was made to withstand easily more than
what one bear could do, and it knew with its built-in
knowledge how to make a bear blind-angry.

Saliva came to the bear’s mouth and flew out
over his chin as he moved his heavy head sideways
and back. It splashed, gummy on his cheeks, and
made dark, damp streaks across his chest. Only his
rage was real to him now, and he screamed a deep
rasp of frustration again and again.

Two hundred yards away, Joe said, ‘“Some roar!”
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“Uh-huh. If noise means anything, it sounds like
he’s about ready for a real fight.”

They both got up and folded up the chairs and
cups. They sighted along their gun barrels to see
that they were straight. “Set ’em at medium,” Joe
said. “We want to start off slow.”

They came to where the bear was, and took up a
good position on a high place. Joe called in his mike
to the hunter thing. “Stand by, houn’ dog, and slip
over here to back us up.” Then he called to the
bear. “Hey, boy. This way, boy. This way.”

The gray-green thing moved back and the bear
saw the new enemy, two of them. He didn’t hesi-
tate; he was ready to charge anything that moved.
He was only five feet away when their small guns
popped. The force knocked him down, and he rolled
out of the way, dazed; he turned again for another
charge, and came at them, all claws and teeth.

Joe’s gun popped again. This time the bear stag-
gered, but still came on. Joe backed up, pushing at
his gun dial to raise the power. He bumped into
Ruthie behind him and they both fell. Joe’s voice
was a crazy scream. “‘Get him.”

The hunting machine moved fast. Its sharp fore-
arm came like an uppercut, under the jaw, and into
the brain.

He lay, looking smaller, somehow, but still big,
his ragged fur matted with blood. Fleas were alive
on it, and flies already coming. Joe and Ruthie
looked down at him and took big breaths.

“You shouldna got behind me,” Joe said as soon
as he caught his breath. “I coulda kept it going
longer if you’da just stayed out of the way.”

“You told me to,” Ruthie said. ‘““You told me to
stay right behind you.”

‘“Well, I didn’t mean that close.”

Ruthie sniffed. ‘“Anyway,” she said, “how are
you going to get the fur off it?” '
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“Hmmmph.”

“I don’t think that moth-eaten thing will make
much of a rug. It’s pretty dirty, too, and probably
full of germs.”

Joe walked around the bear and turned its head
sideways with his toe. “Be a big messy job, all
right, skinning it. Up to the elbows in blood and
gut, I guess.”

“I didn’t expect it to be like this at all,” Ruthie
said. “Why don’t you just forget it? You had your
fun.”

Joe stood, looking at the bear’s head. He watched
a fly land on its eye and then walk down to a damp
nostril.

“Well come on.” Ruthie took her small pack. “I
want to get back in time to take a bath before
supper.”

“OK.” Joe leaned over his mike. “Come on ol’
Rover, ol’ hound dog. You did fine.”






WORLD OF A THOUSAND COLORS

BY ROBERT SILNERBERG (1934- )

SUPER SCIENCE FICTION
JUNE

Here’s a warm welcome to this series for the amaz-
ingly talented and prolific Robert Silverberg, a man
who has enriched the science fiction field immeasur-
ably over the last nearly thirty-five years. He began
publishing in 1954 at the ripe age of twenty, while
still an undergraduate at Columbia University in New
York, and quickly became a regular contributor to
many of the sf magazines of the day—in fact, he was
so prolific that he used a bevy of pen names through-
out the 1950s, and he was soon producing close to
1,000,000 (that's six zeros, folks) words a year of
solid, commercial fiction.

We will be documenting his development as a writer,
his many awards, and his contributions to the devel-
opment of modern science fiction in later volumes in
this series. “World of a Thousand Colors,” from
Super Science Fiction, a typical magazine of its time,
is evidence that even in those early days he was
capable of producing one of the best stories of its
year. (MHG)

One of the great science fiction themes of all time is
surely that of Heaven. Think about it! Heaven offers
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us a society utterly different from any that we actu-
ally know—immortality, ineffable happiness, reunion
with loved ones, and so on. Isn’t that what science
fiction is supposed to do; construct a different society?

And as in science fiction, the different society is
not really known to us. The comments in the Bible
are not at all detailed or specific. I think most people
believe Heaven consists of wings, haloes, and harps,
and that we will all sit around on clouds and sing
hymns. (Mark Twain thought this was about as ac-
curate a description of Hell as anyone could think
up.)

One thing we can be certain of where Heaven is
concerned is that not everyone gets there. Some peo-
ple (maybe even most people, maybe even almost
everybody—depending on how narrow your sectar-
ian faith is) go to Hell instead and suffer indescrib-
able torments. No one has ever seen Hell either and
the descriptions in the Bible are lacking in detail—
when compared with the drama and descriptive verve
of Dante, for instance.

Well, then, why shouldn’t science fiction borrow
the themes of Heaven and Hell and why shouldn’t
writers prepare their own versions?

Well, then, here is the young Silverberg doing just
that. (IA)

When Jolvar Hollinrede discovered that the slim,
pale young man opposite him was journeying to the
World of a Thousand Colors to undergo the Test,
he spied a glittering opportunity for himself. And in
that moment was the slim, pale young man’s fate
set.

Hollinrede’s lean fingers closed on the spun-fiber
drinkflask. He peered across the burnished table-
top. “The Test, you say?”’

The young man smiled diffidently. “Yes, I think
I’m ready. I've waited years—and now’s my big
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chance.” He had had a little too much of the cloying
liqueur he had been drinking; his eyes shone glass-
ily, and his tongue was looser than it had any right
to be.

“Few are called and fewer are chosen,” Hollinrede
mused. “Let me buy you another drink.”

“NO, —

“It will be an honor. Really. It’s not every day I
have a chance to buy a Testee a drink.”

Hollinrede waved a jeweled hand and the servo-
mech brought them two more drinkflasks. Lightly
Hollinrede punctured one, slid it along the table-
top, kept the other in his hand unopened. “I don’t
believe I know your name,” he said.

“Derveran Marti. I'm from Earth. You?”

“Jolvar Hollinrede. Likewise. I travel from world
to world on business, which is what brings me to
Niprion this day.”

‘“What sort of business?”’

“I trade in jewels,” Hollinrede said, displaying
the bright collection studding his fingers. They were
all morphosims, not the originals, but only careful
chemical analysis would reveal that. Hollinrede did
not believe in exposing millions of credits’ worth of
merchandise to anyone who cared to lop off his hand.

“YI was a clerk,” Marti said. “But that’s all far
behind me. I'm on to the World of a Thousand
Colors to take the Test! The Test!”

“The Test!” Hollinrede echoed. He lifted his
unpunctured drinkflask in a gesture of salute, raised
it to his lips, pretended to drain it. Across the table
Derveran Marti coughed as the liqueur coursed down
his throat. He looked up, smiling dizzily, and
smacked his lips.

“When does your ship leave?”” Hollinrede asked.

“Tomorrow midday. It’s the Star Climber. 1 can’t
wait. This stopover at Niprion is making me fume
with impatience.”
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“No doubt,” Hollinrede agreed. “What say you
to an afternoon of whist, to while away the time?”

An hour later Derveran Marti lay slumped over
the inlaid cardtable in Hollinrede’s hotel suite, still
clutching a handful of waxy cards. Arms folded,
Hollinrede surveyed the body.

They were about of a height, he and the dead
man, and a chemotherm mask would alter Hollin-
rede’s face sufficiently to allow him to pass as Marti.
He switched on the playback of the room’s recorder
to pick up the final fragments of their conversation.

‘. .. care for another drink, Marti?”’

“I guess I'd better not, old fellow. I'm getting
kind of muzzy, you know. No, please don’t pour it
for me. I said I didn’t want it, and—well, all right.
Just a little one. There, that’s enough. Thanks.”

The tape was silent for a moment, then recorded
the soft thump of Marti’s body falling to the table as
the quick-action poison unlatched his synapses. Smil-
ing, Hollinrede switched the recorder to record and
said, mimicking Marti, “I guess I'd better not, old
fellow. I'm getting kind of muzzy, you know.”

He activated the playback, listened critically to
the sound of his voice, then listened to Marti’s
again for comparison. He was approaching the light,
flexible quality of the dead man’s voice. Several
more attempts and he had it almost perfect. Pro-
ducing a vocal homologizer, he ran off first Marti’s
voice, then his own pronouncing the same words.

The voices were alike to three decimal places.
That would be good enough to fool the most sensi-
tive detector; three places was the normal range of
variation in any man’s voice from day to day.

In terms of mass there was a trifling matter of
some few grams which could easily be sweated off
in the gymnasium the following morning. As for the
dead man’s gesture-complex, Hollinrede thought he
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could manage a fairly accurate imitation of Marti’s
manner of moving; he had studied the young clerk
carefully for nearly four hours, and Hollinrede was
a clever man.

When the preparations were finished, he stepped
away and glanced at the mirror, taking a last look at
his own face—the face he would not see again until
he had taken the Test. He donned the mask. Jolvar
Hollinrede became Derveran Marti.

Hollinrede extracted a length of cotton bulking
from a drawer and wrapped it around Marti’s body.
He weighed the corpse, and added four milligrams
more of cotton so that Marti would have precisely
the mass Jolvar Hollinrede had had. He donned
Marti’s clothes finally, dressed the body in his own,
and smiling sadly at the convincing but worthless
morphosim jewels on his fingers, transferred the
rings to Marti’s already-stiffening hands.

“Up with you,” he grunted, and bundled the
body across the room to the disposal.

“Farewell, old friend,” he exclaimed feelingly,
and hoisted Marti feet-first to the lip of the chute.
He shoved, and the dead man vanished, slowly,
gracefully, heading downward toward the omnivo-
rous maw of the atomic converter buried in the
deep levels of Stopover Planet Niprion.

Reflectively Hollinrede turned away from the dis-
posal unit. He gathered up the cards, put away the
liqueur, poured the remnant of the poisoned drink
in the disposal chute.

An atomic converter was a wonderful thing, he
thought pleasantly. By now the body of Marti had
been efficiently reduced to its component mole-
cules, and those were due for separation into atoms
shortly after, and from atoms into subatomic parti-
cles. Within an hour the prime evidence to the
crime would be nothing but so many protons, elec-
trons, and neutrons—and there would be no way of
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telling which of the two men in the room had en-
tered the chute, and which had remained alive.

Hollinrede activated the tape once more, rehearsed
for the final time his version of Marti’s voice, and
checked it with the homologizer. Still three decimal
places; that was good enough. He erased the tape.

Then, depressing the communicator stud, he said,
“I wish to report a death.”

A cold robot face appeared on the screen. ‘“Yes?”’

“Several minutes ago my host, Jolvar Hollinrede,
passed on of an acute embolism. He requested im-
mediate dissolution upon death and I wish to report
that this has been carried out.”

“Your name?”’

“Derveran Marti. Testee.”

“A Testee? You were the last to see the late
Hollinrede alive?”

“That’s right.”

“Do you swear that all information you might
give will be accurate and fully honest?”

“I so swear,” Hollinrede said.

The inquest was brief and smooth. The word of a
Testee goes without question; Hollinrede had re-
ported the details of the meeting exactly as if he
had been Marti, and after a check of the converter
records revealed that a mass exactly equal to the
late Hollinrede’s had indeed been disposed of at
precisely the instant witness claimed, the inquest
was at its end. The verdict was natural death.
Hollinrede told the officials that he had not known
the late jeweltrader before that day, and had no
interest in his property, whereupon they permitted
him to depart.

Having died intestate, Hollinrede knew his prop-
erty became that of the Galactic Government. But,
as he pressed his hand, clad in its skintight chemo-
therm, against the doorplate of Derveran Marti’s
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room, he told himself that it did not matter. Now
he was Derveran Marti, Testee. And once he had
taken and passed the Test, what would the loss of a
few million credits in baubles matter to him?

Therefore it was with a light heart that the pseudo-
Derveran Marti quitted his lodgings the next day and
prepared to board the Star Climber for the voyage to
the World of a Thousand Colors.

The clerk at the desk peered at him sympatheti-
cally as he pressed his fingers into the checkout
plate, thereby erasing the impress from the door-
plate upstairs.

“It was too bad about that old fellow dying on
you yesterday, wasn’t it, sir? I do hope it won’t
affect your Test result.”

Hollinrede smiled blankly. “It was quite a shock
to me when he died so suddenly. But my system has
already recovered; I'm ready for the Test.”

“Good luck to you, sir,” the clerk said as Hollin-
rede left the hotel and stepped out on the flaring
skyramp that led to the waiting ship.

The steward at the passenger hatch was collecting
identiplates. Hollinrede handed his over casually.
The steward inserted it tip-first in the computer
near the door, and motioned for Hollinrede to step
within the beam while his specifications were being
automatically compared with those on the identiplate.

He waited, tensely. Finally the chattering of the
machine stopped and a dry voice said, “Your iden-
tity is in order. Testee Derveran Marti. Proceed
within.”

“That means you’re okay,” the steward told him.
“Yours is Compartment Eleven. It’s a luxury job,
you know. But you Testees deserve it. Best of luck,
sir.”

“Thanks,” Hollinrede grinned. “I don’t doubt I'll
need it.”

He moved up the ramp and into the ship. Com-
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partment Eleven was a luxury job; Hollinrede, who
had been a frugal man, whistled in amazement when
he saw it. It was nearly eight feet high and almost
twelve broad, totally private with an opaquer at-
tached to the doorscope. Clinging curtains of ebony
synthoid foam from Ravensmusk VIII had been
draped lovingly over the walls, and the acceleration
couch was trimmed in golden bryozone. The rank
of Testee carried with it privileges that the late
Derveran Marti certainly would never have mus-
tered in private life—nor Jolvar Hollinrede either.

At 1143 the doorscope chimed; Hollinrede leaped
from the soft couch a little too nervously and
transluced the door. A crewman stood outside.

“Everything all right, sir? We blast in seventeen
minutes.”

“I’'m fine,” Hollinrede said. ‘“Can’t wait to get
there. How long do you think it’ll take?”

“Sorry, sir. Not at liberty to reveal. But I wish
you a pleasant trip, and should you lack