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Before the Curtain .

First of all, let's reach a clear understanding of what this treasury is not.

It is not a definitive anthology of the very best of all science fiction: such
a collection would, inevitably, contain too many stories which are over-
familiar and readily accessible elsewhere.

It is not a scholarly survey of the history and development of science
fiction: too many stories of the utmost importance to the scholar are tough
going for the lay reader.

It is not, indeed, any kind of shaped or patterned anthology, but simply a
very large collection of stories which are (I think) of high quality and (I
hope) unfamiliar to many readers.

Most of the stories here, including three of the book-length novels, are
new to hard covers in America; nine of them have never appeared in book
form at all. Only one story has been hitherto published in a science fiction
anthology; and that one has been out of print for ten years.

My primary concern was simply to get together a great deal of good
reading in modem (1938-58) s.f. which had been overlooked by earlier
anthologists; and | was astonished to find that, after the anthological Gold
Rush of the 1950’s, there was so much high grade ore still unmined—
enough to make the biggest s.f. anthology ever . . . and to trace, after all,
an unintended pattern: the pattern of almost kaleidoscopic variety.

When man entered the Space Age two yean ago, the writers and editors
of science fiction, who had so long been living in this new age, hoped for
a fresh surge of reader interest, an expression of gratitude for accurate proph-
ecy in the past and of interest in the possible accuracy of other, as yet unful-
filled prophecies.

It seemed a logical enough expectation, but it was a fallacious one. The
new readers did not arrive— to some extent, at least, because they were put
off by the cry of the press (never happier than when it can claim a miracle
and coin a cliche); "Science has caught up with science fiction!”

Factually we have dipped a toe into the ocean of space. Science has
caught up with the space flight concepts of s.f. to about the same extent that
a child taking its first step has caught up with Herb Elliott,

But facts are impotent against loud and frequent assertion. Readers be-
lieve that science has "caught up”; and somehow the very fact of s.f.s
accurate prophecies turns into a weapon against it, as if a literature of
prophecy should become outmoded the instant one of its predictions was
fulfilled.

This is all fairly foolish, but even if it made some sense it still should
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not deter readers from the joys of that speculative entertainment known as
science fiction. Scientific prophecy, technological prediction—this is only one
of s.f.’s functions. And even if science “caught up” with every single scien-
tific datum in these stories*, they would still remain enjoyable in their own
various manners as fiction.

There is good solid straight science-cum-fiction here, especially by Robert
A. Heinlein, than whom no one writes better science fiction in its strictest
straitest sense.

But there are also (and all falling within the general editors’-publishers’-
readers’ definition of s.f.):

—a dazzlingly inventive adventure novel by Alfred Bester which is de-
liberately (and successfully) modeled on Alexandre Dumas;

—a serious and bitter story by Judith Merril, of such literary quality that
Martha Foley chose it for The Best American Short Stories;

—a happy study in sheer mechanical gadgetry by the master of techno-
logical tales, George O. Smith;

—a charming, sexy, and malicious caprice by Mildred Clingerman;

—a warm and plausible picture of Abraham Lincoln by Oscar Lewis;

—a spirited pastiche of Sherlock Holmes by Poul Anderson;

—a vivid and intricate melodrama of transgalactic politics by A. E. van
Vogt, which resembles Ruritania in five dimensions (and which has, quite
possibly, the best curtain line in all imaginative fiction);

—a powerful poetic prophecy by Ray Bradbury;

—as good a sports-story-not-by-Bill-Gault as I've ever read, by Malcolm
Jameson, who invents a new future sport for our excitement;

—a quiet, convincing, Wells-like document by John Wyndham;

—a Sturgeon novella which (like most Sturgeon stories) will not fit into
the most offbeat of categorical descriptions;

. . Well, you take my meaning. Prophecy (though it is here, along with
that other basic s.f. ingredient, satire) is not all. Science fiction is fiction,
and the best of it is damned good fiction; | hope you'll find that these samples
prove my point.

For suggestions, stimuli, and other aids to anthologizing, | wish particularly
to thank Poul and Karen Anderson, John W. Campbell, Jr., Mildred Cling-
erman (chiefly just for existing), Kendell Foster Crossen, H. L. Gold, the
late Henry Kuttner, J. Francis McComas, Judith Merril, Robert P. Mills,
and most especially Walter |. Bradbury.

ANTHONY BOUCHER
Berkeley, California

* As indeed it occasionally has. Notice especially the manipulative miniature
“hands” in Heinlein's Waldo (1942). These now exist (for the handling of radio-
active matter) and are known, properly and gratefully, as waldoes.

6



CONTENTS

Volume One

BEFORE THE CURTAIN ... 5
by Anthony Boucher

RE-BIRTH 9
by John Wyndham

THE SHAPE OF THINGS THAT CAME 136
by Richard Deming

PILLAR OF FIRE 141
by Ray Bradbury

WALDO 170
by Robert A. Heinlein

THE FATHER-THING 245
by Philip K. Dick

THE CHILDREN'S HOUR 255
by Henry Kuttner and C. L. Moore

GOMEZ 288
by C. M. Kombluth



THE [WIDGET], THE [WADGET], AND BOFF 308
by Theodore Sturgeon

SANDRA 370
by George P. Elliott

BEYOND SPACE AND TIME 380
by Joel Townsley Rogers

THE MARTIAN CROWN JEWELS 400
by Poul Anderson

THE WEAPON SHOPS OF ISHER 413
by A. E. van Vogt



RE-BIRTH
by John Wyndham

CHAPTER ONE

W hen i was quite small | would sometimes dream of a city—which was
strange because it began before | even knew what a city' was. But this city,
clustered on the curve of a big blue bay, would come into my mind. | could
see the streets, and the buildings that lined them, the waterfront, even boats
in the harbor; yet, waking, | had never seen the sea, or a boat, , . ,

And the buildings were quite unlike any | knew. The traffic in the streets
was strange, carts running with no horses to pull them; and sometimes there
were things in the sky, shiny fish-shaped things that certainly were not
birds.

Most often | would see this wonderful place by daylight, but occasionally
it was by night when the lights lay like strings of glowworms along the shore,
and a few of them seemed to be sparks drifting on the water, or in the air.

It was a beautiful, fascinating place, and once, when | was still young
enough to know no better, | asked my eldest sister, Mary, where this lovely
city could be.

She shook her head, and told me that there was no such place—not now.
But, perhaps, she suggested, | could somehow be dreaming about times
long ago. Dreams were funny things, and there was no accounting for them;
so it might be that what | was seeing was a bit of the world as it had been
once upon a time—the wonderful world that the Old People had lived in;
as it had been before God sent Tribulation.

But after that she went on to warn me very seriously not to mention it to
anyone else; other people, as far as she knew, did not have such pictures in
their heads, either sleeping or waking, so it would be unwise to mention
them.

That was good advice, and luckily | had the sense to take it. People in our
district had a very sharp eye for the odd, or the unusual, so that even my
lefthandedness caused slight disapproval. So, at that time, and for some years
afterward, | did not mention it to anyone—indeed, | almost forgot about it,
for as | grew older the dream came less frequently, and then very rarely.

Copyright 1955 by John Wyndham.
Reprinted by permission of the author and author's agents,
Scott Meredith Literary Agency, Inc.



But the advice stuck. Without it | might have mentioned the curious
understanding | had with my cousin Rosalind, and that would certainly have
led us both into very grave trouble—if anyone had happened to believe me.
Neither | nor she, | think, paid much attention to it at that time; we simply
had the habit of caution. | certainly did not feel unusual. 1 was a normal
little boy, growing up in a normal way, taking the ways of the world about me
for granted. And | kept on like that until the day | met Sophie. Even then,
the difference was not immediate. It is hindsight that enables me to fix that
as the day when the first small doubts started to germinate in my hitherto
plain field of acceptance.

That day | had gone off by myself, as | often did. | was, | suppose, nearly
ten years old. My next sister, Sarah, was five years older, and the gap meant
that | played a great deal alone. | had made my way down the cart track to
the south, along the borders of several fields until 1 came to the high bank,
and then along the top of the bank for quite a way.

The bank was no puzzle to me then; in common with the rest of the
landscape, it simply existed, it just was, It had no significance; it was far too
big for me to think of as a thing that men could have built. It had never
occurred to me to connect it with the wondrous doings of the Old People
whom | sometimes heard about. It was simply the bank, coming round in a
wide curve, and then running straight as an arrow toward the distant hills—
just a part of the world, and no more to be wondered at than the river, the
sky, or the hills themselves.

| had often gone along the top of it, but seldom explored on the farther
side. For some reason | regarded the country there as foreign—not so much
inimical, as outside my territory’. But there was a place | had discovered
where the rain, in running down the far side of the bank, had worn a sandy
gully. If one sat in the start of that and gave a good push off, one could go
swishing down at a fine speed, and finally fly a few feet through the air to
land in a pile of soft sand at the bottom.

| must have been there half a dozen times before, and there had never
been anyone about, but on this occasion, when | was picking myself up
after my third descent, a voice said, “Hullo!”

| looked around. At first | could not tell where it came from, then a
shaking of the top twigs in a bunch of bushes caught my eye. While | was
gazing at it the branches parted, and a face looked out at me. It was a small
face, sunburned, and clustered about with dark curls. The expression was
somewhat serious, but the eyes sparkled. We regarded one another for a
moment, then;

“Hallo,” | responded.

She hesitated, then pushed the bushes further apart. 1 saw a girl a little
shorter than | was, and perhaps a little younger. She wore reddish-brown
dungarees with a yellow shirt. The cross stitched to the front of the dungarees
was of a darker brown material. Her hair was tied on each side of her head
with yellow ribbons. She stood still for a few seconds as though uncertain
about leaving the security of the bushes, then curiosity got the better of her
caution, and she stepped out.
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| stared at her because she was completely a stranger. From time to time
there were gatherings or parties which brought together all the children for
miles around, so that it was astonishing to encounter one that | had never
seen before.

“What'’s your name?” | asked her.

“Sophie,” she told me, “What’s yours?”

“David,” | said. “Where’s your home?”

“Over there,” she said, waving her hand vaguely toward the foreign country
beyond the bank.

Her eyes left mine and went to the sandy runnel down which | had been
sliding,

“Is that fun?” she inquired, with a wistful look.

| hesitated a moment before inviting her. "Yes,” | told her. “Come and
try.”

She hung back, studying me with a serious expression for a second or two,
then made up her mind quite suddenly. She scrambled to the top of the
bank ahead of me.

She sped down the runnel with curls and ribbons flying. When | landed
she had lost her serious look, and her eyes were dancing with excitement.

“Again,” she said, and panted back up the bank.

It was on her third descent that the misadventure occurred. She sat down
and shoved off as before. | watched her swish down and come to a stop in a
flurry of sand. Somehow she had contrived to land a couple of feet to the
left of the usual place. | made ready to follow, and waited for her to get
clear. She did not.

“Go on,” | told her, impatiently.

She tried to move, and then called up, “I can't. It hurts.”

| risked pushing off anyway, and landed close beside her.

“What’s the matter?” | asked.

Her face was screwed up. Tears stood in her eyes. “My foot’s stuck,” she
said.

Her left foot was buried. | scrabbled the soft sand clear with my hands.
Her shoe was jammed in a narrow space between two up-pointed stones. |
tried to move it, but it would not budge.

"Can’t you sort of twist it out?” | suggested.

She tried, lips valiantly compressed.

“It won’'t come.”

"I'll help pull," I offered.

“No, no! It hurts,” she protested.

| did not know what to do next, but | was favorably impressed by her
stoicism. All the other small girls I knew—and some of the boys, too—
would have been yelling their heads off in the circumstances. Very clearly
her predicament was painful. | considered the problem.

“W e'd better cut the laces so you can pull your foot out of the shoe. | can’'t
reach the knot,” 1 decided.

“Nol” she said, alarmedly. “No, | mustn't.”

She was so emphatic that | was baffled. If she would pull her foot out of the
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shoe, we might knock the shoe itself free with a stone, but if she would not,
| did not see what was to be done. She lay back on the sand, the knee of
the trapped leg sticking up in the air.

“Oh, it is hurting so,” she said. She could not hold back the tears any
longer. They ran down her face. But even then she didn’t howl. She made
small puppyish noises.

“You'll have to take it off,” | told her.

“No!” she protested again. “No. | mustn't. Not ever. | mustn’t.”

Whatever the reason for it, there was no mistaking her intensity. | sat
down beside her, at a loss. Both her hands held on to one of mine, gripping
it tightly while she cried. It was obvious that the pain of her foot was in-
creasing. For almost the first time in my life | found myself in charge of a
situation which demanded a decision. | made it.

“It’s no good. You've got to get it off,” | told her. “If you don't, you'll
probably stay here and die.”

She did not give in at once, but her argument weakened until at last she
consented. She watched apprehensively while | cut the lace. Then she said:

“Go away! You mustn’t look.”

| hesitated, but childhood is a time thickly beset with incomprehensible,
though important, conventions; | withdrew a few yards and turned my back.
| heard her breathing hard. Then she was crying again. | turned around to
help her.

“I can't do it,” she said, looking at me fearfully through her tears. | knelt
down to see what | could do about it.

“You mustn't ever tell,” she said. “Never, never. Promise?”

| promised.

She was very brave about it. Nothing more than the puppy noises.

When | did succeed in getting the foot free, it looked queer; | mean, it
was all twisted and puffy— 1 didn’t even notice then that it had more than
the usual number of toes. . . .

| managed to hammer the shoe out of the cleft, and handed it to her. But
she found she could not put it on her swollen foot. Nor could she put the
foot to the ground. | thought | might carry her on my back, but she was
heavier than | expected, and it was clear that we should not get far that
way.

"I'll have to go and fetch somebody to help,” | told her.

“No, I'll crawl,” she said.

I walked beside her, carrying the shoe, and feeling useless. She kept going
gamely for a surprisingly long way, but she had to give it up. Her trousers
were worn through at the knees, and the knees themselves were sore and
bleeding. | had never known anyone, boy or girl, who would have kept on till
that pitch; it awed me slightly. | helped her to stand up on her sound foot,
and steadied her while she pointed out where her home was, and the trickle of
smoke that marked it. | set off half-running, with a high sense of responsi-
bility. When | looked back she was on all fours again, disappearing into the
bushes.

| found the house without much difficulty, and knocked, a little nervously.

12



A tall woman answered. She had a fine, handsome face with large bright
eyes. Her dress was russet and a little shorter than those most of the women
at home wore, but it carried the conventional cross, from neck to hem and
breast to breast, in a green that matched the scarf on her head.

“Are you Sophie's mother?" | asked.

She looked at me sharply and frowned. She said, with anxious abruptness:

“What is it?”

| told her.

“Oh,” she said. “Her foot!”

She looked hard at me again for a moment, then she stood the broom
she was holding against the wall, and asked briskly:

“Where is she?”

I led her by the way | had come. At the sound of her voice Sophie crawled
out of the bushes.

Her mother looked at the swollen, misshapen foot and the bleeding knees.

“Oh, my poor darling!” she said, holding her and kissing her. Then she
added: “He’s seen it?”

“Yes,” Sophie told her. “1'm sorry, Mummy. | tried hard, but | couldn’t
do it myself, and it did hurt so.”

Her mother nodded slowly. She sighed.

“Oh, well. It can’t be helped now. Up you get.”

Sophie climbed on to her mother's back, and we all went back to the
house together.

The commandments and precepts one learns as a child are just a set of
bits; parts of no pattern, few of them even touching one another. Some lodge
and are remembered by rote, but they mean little until there is example—
and, even then, the example needs to be recognized.

Thus, | was able to sit patiently and watch the hurt foot being washed,
cold-poulticed, and bound up, and perceive no connection between it and
the affirmation which | had heard almost every Sunday of my life. | could
repeat the words of the affirmation, just as | could repeat many other sets of
words, but it had simply never occurred to me that they had any connection
with real life or real people. They were just something that got said on
Sunday:

“And God created man in his own image. And God decreed that man
should have one body, one head, two arms and two legs; that each arm
should be jointed in two places and end in one hand; that each hand should
have four fingers and one thumb; that each finger should bear a flat finger-
nail . .

And so on until;

“Then God created woman, also, and in the same image, but with these
differences, according tc her nature: her voice should be of higher pitch than
man'’s; she should grow no beard; she should have two breasts . .

And so on again.

I knew it all, word for word—and yet the sight of Sophie’s six toes stirred
nothing in my memory. They looked no less proper to her foot than my five
did to my own. | saw the foot resting in her mother's lap. Watched her
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mother pause to look down at it for a still moment, lift it, bend to kiss it
gently, and then look up with tears in her eyes. 1 felt sorry for her distress, and
for Sophie, and for the hurt foot—but nothing more.

While the bandaging was being finished 1 looked around the room curi-
ously. The house was a great deal smaller than my home, a cottage, in fact,
but I liked it better. It felt friendly. And although Sophie’s mother
was anxious and worried she spoke to me now and then as if | was as real a per-
son as herself. She did not give me the feeling that | was tire one regrettable
and unreliable factor in an otherwise orderly life, the way most people did
at home. And the room itself seemed to me the better, too, for not having
groups of words hanging on the wall that people could point to in dis-
approval. At home they had been doing that since long before | had been
able to read the words. Instead, this room had several drawings of horses,
which | thought very fine.

Presently, Sophie, tidied up now, and with the tearstains washed away,
hopped to a chair at the table. Quite restored but for the foot, she inquired
with grave hospitality whether | liked eggs.

| said | did.

Afterward, her mother told me to wait where | was while she carried
Sophie upstairs. She returned in a few minutes, and sat down beside me.
She took my hand in hers and looked at me seriously for some moments. |
could feel her anxiety strongly; though quite why she should be so worried
was not, at first, clear to me. | was surprised by her, for there had been no
sign before that she could think in that way. | thought back to her, trying
to reassure her and show her that she need not be anxious about me, but it
didn’t reach her. She went on looking at me with her eyes shining, much
as Sophie’s had when she was trying not to cry. Her thoughts were all worry
and shapeless as she kept on looking at me, | tried again hut still couldn’t
reach them. Then she nodded slowly, and said in words:

“You're a good boy, David. You were very kind to Sophie. | want to
thank you for that.”

| felt awkward, and looked at my shoes. | couldn’t remember anyone
saying before that | was a good boy. | knew no form of response designed
to meet such an event.

“You like Sophie, don't you?” she went on, still looking at me.

“Yes,” | told her. And | added: “I think she’s awfully brave, too. It must
have hurt a lot.”

“Will you keep a secret—an important secret—for her sake?” she asked.

“Yes, of course,” | agreed, but a little uncertain in my tone for not
realizing what the secret was.

‘You—you saw her foot?” she said, looking steadily into my face. “Her
—toes?”

| nodded. “Yes,” | said again.

‘Well, that is the secret, David. Nobody else must know about that. You
are the only person who does, except her father and me. Nobody else must
know. Nobody at all—not ever.”

“No,” | agreed, and nodded seriously again.



There was a pause—at least, her voice paused, but her thoughts went on,
as if “nobody” and "not ever” were making desolate, unhappy echoes there.
Then that changed and she became tense and fierce and afraid inside. It
was no good thinking back to her. | tried clumsily to emphasize in words
that 1 had meant what | said.

“Never— not anybody at all,” | assured her earnestly.

“It's very, very important,” she insisted. “How can | explain to you?” But
she didn't really need to explain. Her urgent, tight-strung feeling of the
importance was very plain. Her words were far less potent. She said:

“1f anyone were to find out, they'd—they'd be terribly unkind to her.
We've got to see that that never happens.”

It was as if the anxious feeling had turned into something hard, like an
iron rod.

“Because she has six toes?” | asked,

“Yes. That's what nobody but us must ever know. It must be a secret
between us,” she repeated, driving it home. “You'll promise, David.”

“I'll promise. | can swear, if you like,” | offered.

“The promise is enough,” she told me.

It was so heavy a promise that | was quite resolved to keep it completely
—even from my cousin Rosalind. Though, underneath, | was puzzled by its
evident importance. It seemed a very small toe to cause such a degree of
anxiety. But there was a great deal of grown-up fuss that seemed dispro-
portionate to causes. If | had not learned long ago that a grown-up could
scarcely ever give a satisfactory' answer to a simple question | would have
asked her just why it was so important, and why anybody should be unkind
to Sophie on account of it. But as one was liable sometimes to get punished
simply for putting a question at all, | had got into the habit of not asking
things much. So 1 held on to the main point—the need for secrecy. That
would not be difficult. | could just tuck it in among my rather large range of
private secrets, though it would be unusual to have one | could not share
even with Rosalind.

Sophie’s mother kept on looking at me w-ith a sad, but unseeing expression
until | became uncomfortable. She noticed as | fidgeted, and smiled. It was
a kind smile.

“All right, then,” she said. “We’ll keep it secret, and never talk about it
again?”

“Yes,” | agreed.

On the way down the path from the door, | turned around.

“May | come and see Sophie again soon?” | asked.

She hesitated, giving the question some thought, then she said:

“Very well—if you are sure you can come without anyone knowing.”

Not until | had reached the bank and was making my homeward way
along the top of it did the monotonous Sunday precepts join up with
reality. Then, suddenly, the Definition of Man recited itself in my head:
“—and each leg shall be jointed twice and have one foot, and each foot
five toes, and each toe shall end with a flat nail . . And so on, until
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finally: “And any creature that shall seem to be human, but is not formed
thus is not human. It is neither man nor woman. It is a Blasphemy against
the true Image of God, and hateful in the sight of God.”

| was abruptly perturbed—and considerably puzzled, too. A Blasphemy
was, as had been impressed upon me often enough, a frightful thing. Yet
there was nothing frightful about Sophie. She was simply an ordinary little
girl—if a great deal more sensible and braver than most. Yet, according to
tire Definition , . .

Clearly there must be a mistake somewhere. Surely having one very small
toe extra—well, two very small toes, because | supposed there would be one
to match on the other foot—surely that couldn't be enough to make one
"hateful in the sight of God?”

The ways of the world were very puzzling. In the course of my ten years
| had accumulated quite a lot of lore of one kind and another, bits from
church, bits from my parents, bits from lessons, bits from other children,
bits from adventuring on my own, but they were still disjointed and not to
be relied upon for guidance. When 1 did something amiss, | still had little but
the scale of the punishment to indicate whether | had committed an enor-
mity, or a peccadillo. The things 1 knew did not connect to make a clear
course of conduct. The best | could do was to cling to the simpler things
that | did understand— things like a promise being a promise. That, at least,
was clear and straightforward.

CHAPTER TWO

| reached home by my usual method. At a point where the woods had
lapped up the side of the bank and grown across it | scrambled down on to a
narrow, little-used track. From there on | was watchful, and kept my hand on
my knife. | was supposed to keep out of the woods, for it did occasionally—
though very rarely—happen that large creatures penetrated as far into
civilized parts as Waknuk, and there was just a chance that one might en-
counter some kind of wild dog or cat. However, and as usual, the only
creatures | heard were small ones, hurriedly making off.

After a mile or so | reached cultivated land, with the house in sight across
three or four fields. | worked along the fringe of the woods, observing care-
fully from cover, then crossed all but the last field in the shadows of the
hedges, and paused to prospect again. There was no one in sight but old
Jacob slowly shoveling muck in the yard. When his back was safely turned
I cut swiftly across the bit of open ground, climbed in through a window,
and made my way cautiously to my own room. One of the troubles about
home was that if one walked in by a door there would almost certainly be
some person who, after a what-have-you-been-up-to-now? question, would
find one a useful, but uncongenial job.

Our house is not easy to describe. My grandfather, Elias Strorm, built the
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first part of it over fifty years before; since then it had grown new rooms and
extensions at various times. By now, it rambled off on one side into stock-
sheds, stores, stables, and barns, and on the other into washhouses, dairies,
cheese-rooms, farmhands’ rooms, and so on until it three-quarters enclosed
a large, beaten-earth yard which lay to leeward of the main house and had a
midden for its central feature.

Like all the houses of the district to which it had given its name, it was
constructed on a frame of solid, roughly dressed timbers, but, since it was
the oldest house there, most of the spaces in the outer walls had been filled
in with bricks and stones from the ruins of some of the Old People’s buildings,
and plastered wattle was used only for the internal walls.

My grandfather, in the aspect he wore when presented to me by my
father as an example, appeared to have been a man of somewhat tediously
unrelieved virtue. It was only later that | pieced together a portrait that
was more credible, if less creditable.

Elias Strorm came from the east, somewhere near the sea. Why he came
is not quite clear. He himself maintained that it was the ungodly ways of the
East which drove him to search for a less sophisticated, stauncher-minded
region; though | have heard it suggested that there came a point when his
native parts refused to tolerate him any longer. Whatever the cause, it
persuaded him to Waknuk—then undeveloped, almost frontier country'—
with all his worldly goods in a train of six wagons, at the age of forty-five. He
was a husky man, a dominating man, and a man fierce for rectitude. He had
eyes that could flash with evangelical fire beneath bushy brows. Respect for
God was frequently on his lips, and fear of the devil constantly in his heart,
and it seems to have been hard to say which inspired him the more.

Soon after he had started the house he went off on a journey and brought
back a bride. She was shy, pretty in the pink and golden way, and twenty-five
years younger than himself. She moved, | have been told, like a lovely colt
when she thought herself unwatched; as timorously as a rabbit when she
felt her husband’s eye upon her.

All her answers, poor thing, were dusty. She did not find that a marriage
service generated love; she did not enable her husband to recapture his
youth through hers; nor could she compensate for that by running his home
in the manner of an experienced housekeeper.

Elias was not a man to let shortcomings pass unremarked. In a few seasons
he straightened the coltishness with admonitions, faded the pink and gold
with preaching, and produced a sad, gray wraith of wifehood who died,
unprotesting, a year after her second son was born.

Grandfather Elias had never a moment’s doubt of the proper pattern for
his heir. My father's faith was bred into his bones, his principles were his
sinews, and both responded to a mind richly stored with instances from the
Bible, and from Nicholson’s Repentances. In faith father and son were at one;
the difference between them was only in approach; the evangelical flash did
not appear in my father’s eyes; his virtue was more legalistic.

Joseph Strorm, my father, did not marry until Elias was dead, and when
he did, he was not a man to repeat his father's mistakes. My mother’s views
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harmonized with his own. She had a strong sense of duty, and never doubted
where it lay.

Our district, and, consequently, our house as the first there, took the
name Waknuk because of a tradition that there had been a place of that
name there, or thereabouts, long, long ago, in the time of the OIld People.
The tradition was, as usual, vague, but certainly there had been some build-
ings there, for remnants and foundations had remained until they were
taken for new buildings. There was also the long bank, running away until
it reached the hills and the huge scar there that must have been made by
the Old People when, in their superhuman fashion, they had cut away half
a mountain in order to find something or other that interested them. It may
have been called Waknuk then; anyway, Waknuk it had become, an orderly,
law-abiding, God-respecting community of some hundred scattered holdings,
large and small.

My father was a man of local consequence. When, at the age of sixteen,
he had made his first public appearance by giving a Sunday address in the
church his father had built, there had still been fewer than sixty families in
the district. But as more land was cleared for farming and more people
came to settle, he was not submerged by them. He was still the largest
landowner, he still continued to preach frequently on Sundays and explain
with practical clarity the laws and views held in heaven upon a variety of
matters and practices, and he continued upon the appointed days to ad-
minister the laws temporal, as a magistrate. For the rest of the time he
saw to it that he, and all within his control, continued to set a high example
to the district.

Within the house, life centered, as was the local custom, upon the large
living room which was also the kitchen. As the house was the largest and
best in Waknuk, so was the room. The great fireplace there was an object
of pride—not vain pride, of course; more a matter of being conscious of
having given worthy treatment to the excellent materials that the Lord had
provided: a kind of testament, really. The hearth was solid stone blocks.
The whole chimney was built of bricks and had never been known to catch
fire. The area about its point of emergence was covered with the only tiles
in the district, so that the thatch which covered the rest of the roof had never
caught fire, either.

My mother saw to it that the big room was kept very clean and tidy. The
floor was composed of pieces of brick and stone and artificial stone cleverly
fitted together. The furniture was whitely scrubbed tables and stools, with
a few chairs. The walls were whitewashed. Several burnished pans, too big to
go in the cupboards, hung against them. The nearest approach to decoration
was a number of wooden panels with sayings, mostly from Repentances,
artistically burnt into them. The one on the left of the fireplace read:
Only the Image of God Is Man. The one on the right: Keep Puke the
Stock of the Lord. On the opposite wall two more said: Blessed Is
the Norm, and In Purity Our Salvation. The largest was the one on the
back wall, hung to face the door which led to the yard. It reminded everyone
who came in: W atch T hou for the Mutant!
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Frequent references to these texts had made me familiar with the words
long before | was able to read; in fact 1 am not sure that they did not give me
my first reading lessons. | knew them by heart, just as | knew others else-
where in the house which said things like: The Norm Is the Will of G od,
and, Reproduction Is tiie Only Holy Production, and, The Devil Is
the Father of Deviation, and a number of others about Offenses and
Blasphemies.

Many of them were still obscure to me; others | had learnt something
about. Offenses, for instance. That was because the occurrence of an Offense
was sometimes quite an impressive occasion. Usually the first sign that one
had happened was that my father came into the house in a bad temper.
Then, in the evening, he would call us all together, including everyone who
worked on the farm. We would all kneel while he proclaimed our repentance
and led prayers for forgiveness. The next morning we would all be up before
daylight, and gather in the yard. As the sun rose we would sing a hymn
while my father ceremonially slaughtered the two-headed calf, four-legged
chicken, or whatever other kind of Offense it happened to be. Sometimes it
would be a much queerer thing than those. The most exciting time | re-
member was when a goose proudly led her brood into the yard one day. She
must somehow have reared them in the woods, for they were already the
size of hens. Not only were they web-winged instead of feathered, but they
also had exceedingly sharp beaks and vicious tempers. There was a very
active scene in the yard before a much-peeked and scratched company
assembled to ask a blessing on their liquidation.

But Offenses were not limited to the livestock. Sometimes it would be
some stalks of com, or some vegetables, that my father produced and cast on
the kitchen table in anger and shame. If it was merely a matter of a few
rows of vegetables, they just came out and were destroyed. But if a whole
field had gone wrong we would wait for good weather, and then set fire to it,
singing hymns while it burnt. | used to find that a very fine sight.

It was because my father was a careful and pious man with a keen eye for
an Offense that we used to have more slaughterings and burnings than anyone
else. Any suggestion that we were more afflicted with Offenses than other
people hurt and angered him. He had no wish at all to throw good money
away, he pointed out. If our neighbors were as conscientious as ourselves,
he had no doubt that their liquidations would far outnumber ours; un-
fortunately there were certain persons with elastic principles.

So | learned quite early to know what Offenses were. They were things
which did not look right—that is to say, did not look like their parents, or
parent-plants. Usually there was only some small thing wrong— though
sometimes a thing might have gone altogether wrong, and be very queer
indeed. But however much or little was wrong it was an Offense, and if it
happened among people it was a Blasphemy—at least, that was the technical
term though commonly both kinds were called Deviations.

Nevertheless, the question of Offenses was not always as simple as one
might think. When there was disagreement the district’s Inspector would be
sent for. He would examine the dubious creature or plant carefully, and more

*9



often than not he would decide it was an Offense—but sometimes he would
proclaim it simply a Cross. In that case it was usually allowed to survive
although nobody thought much of Crosses. My father, however, seldom
called in the Inspector, he preferred to be on the safe side and liquidate
anything doubtful. There were people who disapproved of his meticulousness,
saying that the local Deviation-rate, which had shown a steady over-all
improvement and now stood at half what it had been in my grandfather's
time, would have been better still but for my father. Nevertheless, the
Waknuk district had a great name for Purity.

Ours was no longer a frontier region. Hard work and sacrifice had produced
a stability of stock and crops which could be envied even by some com-
munities to the east of us. You could now go some thirty miles to the south
or southwest before you came to Wild Country—that is to say parts where
the chance of breeding true was less than fifty per cent. After that, every-
thing grew more erratic across a belt which was ten miles wide in some
places and up to twenty in others, until you came to the mysterious Fringes
where nothing was dependable, and where, to quote my father, "the Devil
struts his wide estates, and the laws of God are mocked.” Fringes country,
too, was said to be variable in depth, and beyond it lay the Badlands about
which nobody knew anything. Usually anybody who went into the Badlands
died there, and the one or two men who had come out of them did not
last long.

It was not the Badlands, but the Fringes that gave us trouble from time
to time. The people of the Fringes—at least, one calls them people, because
although they were really Deviations they often looked quite like ordinary
human people, if nothing had gone too much wrong with them— these people,
then, had very little where they lived in their border country, so they came
out into civilized parts to steal grain and livestock and clothes and tools and
weapons, too, if they could; and sometimes they carried off children.

Occasional small raids used to happen two or three times a year, and
nobody took much notice of them as a rule—except the people who got
raided, of course. Usually they had time to get away and lost only their
stock. Then everybody would contribute a little in kind, or in money, to
help them set up again. But as time went on and the frontier was pushed
back there were more Fringes people trying to live on less country. Some
years they got very hungry, and after a time it was no longer just a matter of a
dozen or so making a quick raid and then running back into Fringes country;
they came instead in large, organized bands and did a lot of damage.

In my father’s childhood mothers used to quieten and awe troublesome
infants by threatening, “Be good now. Or I'll fetch Old Maggie from the
Fringes to you. She’s got four eyes to watch you with, and four ears to hear
you with, and four arms to smack you with. So you be careful.” Or Hairy
Jack was another ominous figure who might be called in. “. . . and he’'ll
take you off to his cave in the Fringes where all his family lives. They're all
hairy, too, with long tails; and they eat a little boy each for breakfast every
morning, and a little girl each for supper every evening.” Nowadays, however,
it was not only small children who lived in nervous awareness of the Fringes
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people not so far away. Their existence had become a dangerous nuisance
and their depredations the cause of many representations to the government
in Rigo.

For all the good the petitions did, they might never have been sent. Indeed,
with no one able to tell, over a stretch of five or six hundred miles, where
the next attack would come, it is difficult to see what practical help could
have been given. What the government did do, from its comfortable situation
far, far to the east, was to express sympathy in encouraging phrases, and
suggest the formation of a local militia— a suggestion which, as all able-bodied
males had as a matter of course been members of a kind of unofficial militia
since frontier days, was felt to amount to disregard of the situation.

As far as the Waknuk district was concerned the threat from the Fringes
was more of a nuisance than a menace. The deepest raid had come no
nearer than ten miles, but every now and then there were emergencies, and
seemingly more every year, which called the men away, and brought all the
farm work to a stop. The interruptions were expensive and wasteful: more-
over, they always brought anxiety if the trouble was near our sector: nobody
could be sure that they might not come further one time. . . .

Mostly, however, we led a comfortable, settled, industrious existence. Our
household was extensive. There were my father and mother, my two sisters,
and my Uncle Axel to make the family, but also there were the kitchen girls
and dairymaids, some of whom were married to the farm men, and their
children, and, of course, the men themselves, so when we were all gathered
for the meal at the end of the day’s work there were over twenty of us: and
when we assembled foT prayers there were still more because the men from
the adjoining cottages came in with their wives and children.

Uncle Axel was not a real relative. He had married one of my mother’s
sisters, Elizabeth. He was a sailor then, and she had gone east with him
and died in Rigo while he was on the voyage that had left him a cripple. He
was a useful all-around man, though slow in getting about because of his
leg, so my father let him live with us. He was also my best friend.

My mother came of a family of five girls and two boys. Four of the girls
were full sisters; the youngest girl and the two boys were half-sister and half-
brothers to the rest. Hannah, the eldest, had been sent away by her husband,
and nobody had heard of her since. Emily, mv mother, was next in age. Then
came Harriet, who was married to a man with a big farm at Kentak, almost
fifteen miles away. Then Elizabeth, who had married Uncle Axel. Where my
half-aunt Lilian and my half-unclc Thomas were | did not know, but my
half-uncle Angus Morton owned the farm next to us, and a mile or more of
our boundaries ran together, which annoyed my father, who could scarcely
agree with half-uncle Angus about anything. His daughter, Rosalind, was, of
course, my cousin.

Although Waknuk itself was the biggest farm in the district, most of them
were organized along the same lines, and all of them growing larger, for
with the improving stability-rate there was the incentive to extend; every'
year felling of trees and clearing went on to make new fields. The woods
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and spurs of forest were being nibbled away until the countryside was
beginning to look like the old, long-cultivated land in the east.

It was said that nowadays even people in Rigo knew where Waknuk was
without looking it up on the map.

| lived, in fact, on the most prosperous farm in a prospering district. At
the age of ten, however, | had little appreciation of that. My impression
was of an uncomfortably industrious place where there always seemed to be
more jobs than people, unless one was careful, so on this particular evening
| contrived to lie low until routine sounds told me that it was near enough
to the mealtime for me to show myself safely.

As | wandered into the yard | encountered Janet,- bringing in a big jug of
milk from the dairy. She looked at me suspiciously.

“And where've you been?” she inquired. "Your father was wanting you
to give the pony some exercise.”

| was ready for that. “Fishing,” | told her, unblushingly. "Down below
the mill.”

I hung about, watching the horses being unharnessed and turned out.
Presently the bell on the gable-end tolled a couple of times. Doors opened,
and people came into the yard, making for the kitchen. | went along with
them. The warning: W atch T hou for the Mutant! faced me as | went in,
but it was much too familiar to stir a thought. What interested me exclusively
at the moment was the smell of food.

CHAPTER THREE

| usually went over to see Sophie once or twice a week after that. What
schooling we had—which was a matter of half a dozen children being
taught to read and write and do some sums by one or another of several old
women—took place in the mornings. It was not difficult at the midday meal
to slip away from the table early and disappear until everyone would think
someone else had found a job for me, but | felt it would be unwise to do
that too often, and made a point of letting someone find work for me two
or three afternoons a week.

Very often | did not need to go all the way to Sophie’s home to find her.
Sometimes 1'd hear her call, but see no sign of her until she came pushing
out of the bushes, or popping up from behind a tuft of grass.

When her ankle was quite recovered she was able to show me the favorite
corners of her territory. Most often we went to the stream. She liked to watch
the fish in the pools there. In order not to disturb them we’d crawl to the
bank and push our heads over very slowly and carefully. There were some
queer things to be seen sometimes.

One day we were watching a fish with a dark line on its back that broke
into speckles on its sides. It hung suspended, facing upstream, opening its
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mouth in a leisurely way now and then to gulp morsels that were washed
toward it. Sophie nudged me. | followed her line of sight, and saw a larger
fish, lurking beneath an overhanging bush like a long shadow. It was watching
the midstream fish attentively, and for all its present lack of motion it looked
tense and ready to pounce, but beneath and behind it was something else
again. A creature on long, stilty legs with sharp-looking claws wide, and
reaching forward. Its tail was curled under it and fanning very gently as it
crept closer and closer to the intent larger fish.

We watched, fascinated. The drama was painfully prolonged. Still the
larger fish awaited the perfect moment, while the other creature inched
delicately nearer to it.

Suddenly Sophie shouted "No!” and threw a stone. When the ripples
cleared the tableau had vanished.

"What did you do that for?” | said. | had wanted to see how it would work
out.

"The horrible thing was going to get him. They nearly always do.”

"Are there a lot of them in there?” | asked, looking down into the water.

“Oh, yes. My father catches them sometimes. They're nice to eat, al-
though they’re horrible.”

“It looked like an Offense,” | said. “You ought to bum Offenses, not
eat them.”

"Why?”

| was not sure about that, but | knew it was the proper thing to do. | told
her that we always did it at home.

"But that'ssilly if they're good to eat,” she decided.

It was, | explained, a matter of principle. | did not know quite what that
meant, either, but | was sure it was what my father would have said in the
circumstances.

“Oh,” said Sophie, vaguely, but she looked a little impressed, all the same.

One day | took her over our side of the big bank to see the steam-engine.
There wasn't another steam-engine within a hundred miles, and we were
very proud of it. Corky, who looked after it, was not about, but the doors
at the end of its shed were open, letting out the sound of a rhythmic groaning,
creaking, and puffing. We ventured onto the threshold and peered into the
gloom inside. It was fascinating to watch the big timbers moving up and
down with wheezing noises while up in the shadows of the roof a huge
crossbeam rocked slowly backward and forward, with a pause at the end of
each tilt as though it were summoning up energy for the next effort. Fasci-
nating—but, after a time, monotonous.

Ten minutes of it were enough, and we withdrew to climb to the top of
the woodpile beside the shed. We sat there with the whole heap quivering
beneath us as the engine chugged ponderously on.

“My Uncle Axel says the Old People must have had much better engines
than this,” | told her,

“My father says that if one-quarter of the things they say about the Old
People are true, they must have been magicians, not real people, at all,”
Sophie countered.
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“But they were wonderful,” | insisted.

“Too wonderful to be true, he says,” she told me.

“Doesn’t he think they were able to fly, like people say?” | asked.

“No. That's silly. If they could’'ve, we'd be able to.”

“But there are lots of things they could do that we are learning to do
again,” | protested.

“Not flying,” she shook her head. “Things can either fly, or they can't;
and we can't,” she said.

| thought of telling her about my dream of the city and the things flying
over it, but after all, a dream isn’'t much evidence of anything, so | let it pass.
Presently we climbed down, leaving the engine to its panting and creaking
and made our way over to her home.

John Wender, her father, was back from one of his trips. A sound of
hammering came from the outside shed where he was stretching skins on
frames, and the whole place smelled of his operations. Sophie rushed to him
and flung her arms round his neck. He straightened up, holding her against
him with one arm.

“Hullo, Chicky,” he said.

He greeted me more gravely. We had an unspoken understanding that we
were on a man-to-man basis. It had not always been like that. When he first
saw me he had looked at me in a way that had scared me and made me
afraid to speak in his presence. Gradually, however, that had changed. We
became friends. He showed me and told me a lot of interesting things—all
the same | would look up sometimes to find him watching me uneasily.

And no wonder. Only some years later could | appreciate how badly
troubled he must have been when he came home to find Sophie had sprained
her ankle, and that it had been David Strorm, the son of Joseph Strorm, of
all people, who had seen her foot. He must, | think, have been greatly
tempted by the thought that a dead boy could break no promise. It would
have been understandable. Perhaps Mrs. Wender saved me.

But | think he would have been reassured had he known of an incident
at my home about a month after I met Sophie.

| had run a splinter into my hand and when | pulled it out it bled a lot. |
went to the kitchen with it only to find everybody too busy getting supper to
he bothered with me, so | rummaged a strip out of the rag-drawer for
myself. | tried clumsily for a minute or two to tie it, then my mother noticed.
She made tchk-tchk noises of disapproval and insisted on it being washed.
Then she wound the strip on neatly, grumbling that of course | must go and
do it just when she was busy. | said | was sorry, and added;

“1 could have managed it all right by myself if 1'd had another hand.”

My voice must have carried, for silence fell on the whole room like a clap.

My mother froze. | looked around the room at the sudden quiet. Mary,
standing with a pie in her hands, two of the four men waiting for their meal,
my father about to take his seat at the head of the table, and the others;
they were all staring at me. | caught my father's expression just as it was
turning from amazement to anger. Alarmed, but uncomprehending, | watched

24



his mouth tighten, his jaw come forward, his brows press together over his
still-incredulous eyes. He demanded:

“What was that you said, boy?”

| knew the tone. | tried to think in a desperate hurry how | had offended
this time. | stumbled and stuttered.

“l—1 s-said | couldn’t manage to tie this for myself,” | told him.

His eyes had become less incredulous, more accusing.

"And you wished you had a third handl”

“No, father. | only said if | had another hand------ "

R you would be able to tie it. If that was not a wish, what was it?”

“1 only meant if,” | protested. | was alarmed, and too confused to explain
that | had only happened to use one way of expressing a difficulty which
might have been put in several ways. | was aware that the rest had stopped
gaping at me, and were now looking apprehensively at my father. His ex-
pression was grim.

“You—my own son—were calling upon the Devil to give you another
hand!” he accused me.

“But | wasn't. | only------ "

“Be quiet, boy. Everyone in this room heard you. You’'ll certainly make it
no better by lying.”

“But------ "

“Were you, or were you not, expressing dissatisfaction with the form of
the body God gave you—the form in his own image?”

“1 just said if [------ "

“You blasphemed, boy. You found fault with the Norm. Everybody here
heard you. What have you to say to that? You know what the Norm is?”

| gave up protesting. | knew well enough that my father in his present
mood would not try to understand. | muttered, parrot-like:

“‘The Norm is the Image of God."”

“You do know. And yet, knowing this, you deliberately wished yourself a
Mutant. That is a terrible thing, an outrageous thing. You, my son, com-
mitting blasphemy before his parents!” In his sternest pulpit voice, he added:
“What is a Mutant?”

“ ‘A thing accursed in the sight of God and man,”” | mumbled.

“And that is what you wished to be! What have you to say?”

With a heart-sunk certainty that it would be useless to say anything |
kept my lips shut and my eyes lowered.

“Down on your knees!” he commanded. “Kneel and pray!”

The others all knelt, too. My father’s voice rose:

“Lord, we have sinned in omission. We beg thy forgiveness that we have
not better instructed this child in thy laws. . . .” The prayer seemed to go
booming on for a long time. After the “Amen” there was a pause, until my
father said:

“Now go to your room and pray. Pray, you wretched boy, for a forgiveness
you do not deserve, but which God, in his mercy, may yet grant you. | will
come to you later.”

| went to my room, but | did not pray. | sat miserably on the side of my bed
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while a feeling of bewildered shame gave way slowly to a feeling of injustice
that glowed in my chest like a hot coal.

In the night, when the anguish which had followed my father's visit was
somewhat abated, | lay awake, puzzling. | had had no idea of wishing for a

third hand, but even if | had . . . ? If it was such a terrible thing just
to think of having three hands, what would happen if one really had them
—or anything else wrong; such as, for instance, an extra toe . . . ?

And when at last | fell asleep | had a dream.

We were all gathered in the yard, just as we had been at the last Purification.
Then it had been a little hairless calf that stood waiting, blinking stupidly
at the knife in my father’s hand; this time it was a little girl, Sophie, standing
barefooted and trying uselessly to hide the whole long row of toes that
everyone could see on each foot. We all stood looking at her, and waiting.
Presently she started to run from one person to another, imploring them to
help her, but none of them moved, and none of their faces had any expres-
sion. My father started to walk toward her, the knife shining in his hand.
Sophie grew frantic; she flitted from one unmoving person to another, tears
running down her face. My father, stem, implacable, kept on coming nearer;
still no one would move to help her. My father came closer still, with long
arms outspread to prevent her bolting as he cornered her.

He caught her, and dragged her back to the middle of the yard. The sun's
edge began to show above the horizon, and everyone started to sing a hymn.
My father held Sophie with one arm just as he had held the struggling calf.
He raised his other hand high, and as he swept it down the knife flashed in
the light of the rising sun, just as it had flashed when he cut the calf's
throat. . . .

If John and Mary Wender had been there when | woke up struggling and
crying, and then lay in the dark trying to convince myself that the terrible
picture which still hung in my mind was nothing more than a dream, they
would, | think, have felt quite a lot easier in their minds.

CHAPTER FOUR

T his was a time when | passed out of a placid period into one where things
kept on happening. There wasn't much reason about it; that is to say, only a
few of the things were connected with one .another. It was more as if an
active cycle had set in, just as a spell of different weather might come along.

My meeting with Sophie was, | suppose, the first incident; the next was
that Unde Axel found out about me and my half-cousin, Rosalind Morton.
He—and it was lucky it was he, and no one else—happened to come upon me
when | was talking to her, and | was doing it out loud because, although that
way was slower, | could still be a lot clearer when 1 did it like that.

It must have been a self-preservative instinct which had made us keep
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the thing to ourselves, for we'd no active feeling of danger—1 had so little,
in fact, that when Uncle Axel found me sitting behind a rick chatting
apparently to myself, 1 made very little effort to dissemble. He may have
been there a minute or more before | became aware of somebody just around
the comer of my eye, and turned to see who it was.

My Uncle Axel was a tall man, neither thin nor fat, but sturdy, and with a
seasoned look to him, | used to think when | watched him at work that his
weathered hands and forearms had some sort of kinship with tire polished
wood of the helves they used. He was standing in his customary way, with
much of his weight upon the thick stick he used because his leg had been
wrongly set when it was broken at sea. His bushy eyebrows, a little touched
with gray, were drawn closer by a half-frown, but the lines on his tanned
face were half-amused as he regarded me.

“Well, Davie boy, and who would you be chattering away so hard to? Is it
fairies, or gnomes, or only the rabbits?” he asked.

| just shook my head. He limped closer, and sat down beside me, chewing
on a stalk of gTass from the rick.

“Feeling lonely?” he inquired.

“No,” | told him.

He frowned a bit again. “Wouldn’t it be more fun to do your chatting
with some of the other kids?” he suggested. “More interesting than just
sitting and talking to yourself?”

| hesitated, and then because he was Uncle Axel and my best friend
among the grown-ups | said:

“But | was.”

“Was what?” he asked, puzzled.

“Talking to one of them,” | told him.

He frowned, and went on looking puzzled.

“Who?”

“Rosalind,” 1 told him.

He paused a bit, looking at me harder.

"H'ram—1 didn’t see her around,” he remarked.

“Oh, she isn't here. She's at home—at least, she’s near home, in a little
secret tree-house her brothers built in the woods,” | explained. “It’s a favorite
place of hers.”

He was not able to understand what | meant at first. He kept on talking
as though it were a make-believe game; but after | had tried for some time to
explain he sat quiet, watching my face as | talked, and presently his ex-
pression became very serious. After 1'd stopped he said nothing, for a minute
or two, then he asked:

“This isn't play-stuff, it's the real truth you're telling me, Davie boy?” And
he looked at me hard and steadily as he spoke.

“Yes, Uncle Axel, of course,” | assured him.

“And you've never told anyone else— nobody at all?”

“No. It's a secret,” | told him, and he looked relieved.

He threw away the remains of his grass-stalk, and pulled another out of the
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rick. After he had thoughtfully bitten a few pieces off that and spat them
out he looked directly at me again.

“Davie,” he said, “l want you to make me a promise."

“Yes, Uncle Axel?”

“It’s this,” he said, speaking very seriously. "I want you to keep it secret.
| want you to promise that you will never, never tell anyone else what you
have just told me—never. It's veiy important; later on you'll understand
better how important it is. You mustn't do anything that would even let
anyone guess about it. Will you promise me that?”

His gravity impressed me greatly. | had never known him to speak with
so much intensity. It made me aware, when | gave my promise, that | was
vowing something more important than | could understand. He kept his
eyes on mine as | spoke, and then nodded, satisfied that | meant it. We
shook hands on the agreement. Then he said;

"1t would be best if you could forget it altogether.”

| thought it over, and then shook my head.

“1 don't think | could do that, Uncle Axel. Not really. | mean, it just is.
It'd be like trying to forget------ " | broke off, unable to express what | wanted
to.

“Like trying to forget how to talk, or how to hear, perhaps?” he suggested.

“Rather like that—only different,” | admitted.

He nodded, and thought again.

“You hear the words inside your head?” he asked.

“Well not exactly ‘hear,” and not exactly ‘see,’ ” | told him. “There are—
well, sort of shapes—and if you use words you make them clearer so that
they're easier to understand.”

“But you don't have to use words—not say them out loud as you were
doing just now?”

“Oh no, it just helps to make it dearer sometimes.”

“It also helps to make things a lot more dangerous, for both of you. |
want you to make another promise: that you'll never do it out loud any
more.”

“All right, Uncle Axel,” | agreed again.

“You'll understand when you're older how important it is,” he told me,
and then he went on to insist that | should get Rosalind to make the same
promises. | did not tell him anything about the others because he seemed so
worried already, but | decided 1'd get them to promise, too. At the end he put
out his hand again, and once more we swore secrecy very solemnly.

| put the matter to Rosalind and the others the same es'ening. It
crystallized a feeling that was in all of us. | don't suppose that there was a
single one of us who had not at some time made a slip or two and brought
upon himself, or herself, an odd, suspicious look. A few of these looks had
been warnings enough to each; it was such looks, not comprehended, but
clear enough as signs of disapproval just below the verge of suspicion, that
had kept us out of trouble. There had been no acknowledged, cooperative
policy among us. It was simply as individuals that we had all taken the
same self-protective, secretive course. But now, out of Uncle Axel's anxious
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insistence on my promise, the feeling of a threat was strengthened. It was
still shapeless to us, but it was more real. Furthermore, in trying to convey
Uncle Axel’s seriousness to them | must have stirred up an uneasiness that
was in all their minds, for there was no dissent. They made the promise
willingly, eagerly, in fact, as though it was a burden they were relieved to
share. It was our first act as a group; it made us a group by its formal ad-
mission of our responsibilities toward one another. It changed our lives by
marking our first step in corporate self-preservation, though we understood
little of that at the time. What seemed most important just then was the
feeling of sharing.

Then, almost on top of that personal event came another which was of
genera] concern; an invasion in force from the Fringes.

As usual, there was no detailed plan to deal with it. As near as anyone
came to organization was the appointment of headquarters in the different
sectors. Upon an alarm it was the duty of all able-bodied men in the district
to rally at their local headquarters, when a course of action would be decided
according to the location and extent of the trouble. As a method of dealing
with small raids it had proved good enough, but that was all it was intended
for. As a result, when the Fringes people found leaders who could promote an
organized invasion there had been no adequately organized system of defense
to delay them. They were able to push forward on a broad front, mopping
up little bands of our militia here and there, looting as they liked and
meeting nothing to delay them seriously until they were twenty-five miles or
more into civilized parts.

By that time we had our forces in somewhat better order, and neighboring
districts had pulled themselves together to head off a further widening, and
harry’ the flanks. Our men were better-armed, too. Quite a lot of them had
guns, whereas the Fringes people had only a few that they had stolen, and
depended chiefly on bows, knives, and spears. Nevertheless, the width of
their advance made them difficult to deal with. They were better woodsmen
and cleverer at hiding themselves than proper human beings, so that they
were able to press on another fifteen miles before we could contain them
and bring them to battle.

It was exciting for a boy. With the Fringes people little more than seven
miles away, our yard at Waknuk had become one of the rallying points. My
father who had had an arrow through his arm early in the campaign, was
helping to organize the new volunteers into squads. For several days there
was a great bustling and coming and going as men were registered and
sorted, and finally rode off with a fine air of determination and all the women
of the household waving handkerchiefs at them.

When they had all departed, and our workers, too, the place seemed un-
cannily quiet for a day. Then there came a single rider, dashing back. He
paused long enough to tell us that there had been a big battle and the
Fringes people, with some of their leaders taken prisoner, were running
away as fast as they could, then he galloped on with his good news.

That same afternoon a small troup of horsemen came riding into the
yard, with two of the captured Fringes leaders in the middle of them.
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I dropped what | was doing, and ran across to see. It was a bit disappointing
at first sight. The tales about the Fringes had led me to expect creatures
with two heads, or fur all over, or half a dozen arms and legs. Instead, they
seemed at first glance to be just two ordinary men with beards—though
unusually dirty, and with very ragged clothes. One of them was a short man
with fair hair which was tufted as though he had trimmed it with a knife.
But when | looked at the other | had a shock which brought me up dumb-
founded, and staring at him. | was so jolted | just went on staring at him,
for, put him in decent clothes, tidy up his beard, and he’'d be the image of
my father.

As he sat his horse, looking round, he noticed me; casually at Erst, in
passing, then his gaze switched back and he stared hard at me. A strange
look that | did not understand at all came into his eyes.

He opened his mouth as if to speak, but at that moment people came out
of the house—my father, with his arm still in a sling, among them—to see
what was going on.

1 saw my father pause on the step and survey the group of horsemen, then
he, too, noticed the man in the middle of them. For a moment he stood
staring, just as | had done; then all his color drained away, and his face went
blotchy gray.

| looked quickly at the other man. He was sitting absolutely rigid on his
horse. The expression on his face made something clutch suddenly in my
chest. | had never seen hatred naked before, the lines cut deep, the eyes
glittering, the teeth suddenly looking like a savage animal’'s. It struck me
with a slap, a horrid revelation of something hitherto unknown, and hideous;
it stamped itself on my mind so that 1 never forgot it.

Then my father, still looking as though he was ill, put out his good hand
to steady himself against the doorpost, and turned back into the house.

One of the escort cut the rope which held the prisoner's arms. He dis-
mounted, and | was able to see then what was wrong with him. He stood
some eighteen inches taller than anyone else, but not because he was a big
man. If his legs had been right, he would have stood no taller than my
father's five-foot-ten, but they were not; they were monstrously long and
thin, and his arms were long and thin, too. It made him look half-man,
half-spider.

The escort gave him food and a pot of beer. He sat down on a bench, and
his bony knees stuck up to seem almost level with his shoulders. He looked
around the yard, noticing everything as he munched his bread and cheese.
In the course of his inspection he perceived me again. He beckoned. | hung
back, pretending not to see. He beckoned again. | became ashamed of being
afraid of him. | went closer, and then a little closer still, but keeping warily
out of range, | judged, of those spidery arms.

“What's your name, boy?” he asked.

“David,” 1 told him. ‘““David Strorm.”

He nodded, as though that was satisfactory.

'The man at the door, with his arm in a sling, that would be your father,
Joseph Strorm?”
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“Yes,” | told him.

Again he nodded. He looked around the house and the outbuildings.

“This place, then, would be Waknuk?” he asked.

“Yes,” | said again.

| don't know whether he would have asked more, for at that point some-
body told me to clear off. A little later they all remounted, and soon they
moved away, the spidery man with his arms tied together once more. |
watched them ride off in the Kentak direction, glad to see them go. My first
encounter with someone from the Fringes had not, after all, been exciting; it
had been unpleasantly disturbing.

| heard later that both the captured Fringes men managed to escape
that same night. | can't remember who told me, but | am perfectly certain
it was not my father. | never once heard him refer to that day, and | never
had the courage to question him about it.

Then scarcely, it seemed, had we settled down after the invasion and
got the men back to catching up with the farm work, than my father was in
the middle of a new row with my half-uncle, Angus Morton.

Differences of temperament and outlook had kept them intermittently
at war with each other for years. My father had been heard to sum up his
opinion by declaring that if Angus had any principles they were of such
infinite width as to be a menace to the rectitude of the neighborhood; to
which Angus was reputed to have replied that Joseph Strorm was a Sinty-
souled pedant, and bigoted well beyond the brink of stupidity. It was not,
therefore, difficult for a row to blow up, and the latest one occurred over
Angus’s acquisition of a pair of greathorses.

Rumors of greathorses had reached our district though none had been
seen there. My father was already uneasy in his mind at what he had heard
of them, nor was the fact that it was Angus who had imported them a
recommendation; consequently, it may have been with some prejudice that
he went to inspect them.

His doubts were confirmed at once. The moment he set eyes on the
huge creatures standing twenty-six hands at the shoulder, he knew they
were wrong. He turned his back on them with disgust, and went straight
to the Inspector’'s house with a demand that they should be destroyed as
Offenses.

“You're out of order this time,” the Inspector told him cheerfully, glad
for once that his position was incontestable. “They’re government-approved,
so they are beyond my jurisdiction anyway."

“1 don't believe it,” my father told him. “God never made hones the
size of these. The government can’t have approved them.”

“But they have,” said the Inspector. “What's more,” he added, with
satisfaction, “Angus tells me that knowing the neighborhood so well he has
got attested pedigrees for them.”

“Any government that could pass creatures like that is corrupt and im-
moral,” my father announced.

“Possibly,” admitted the Inspector, “but it's still the government.”



My father glared at him. “It’s easy to see why some people would approve
them,” he said. "One of those brutes could do the work of two, maybe
three, ordinary horses—and for less than double the feed of one. There's a
good profit there, a good incentive to get them passed. But that doesn't mean
that they're right. | say a horse like that is not one of God’s creatures—and if
it isn’t his, then it's an Offense, and should be destroyed as such.”

“The official approval states that the breed was produced simply by mating
for size, in the normal way. And 1'd defy you to find any characteristic that's
identifiably wrong with them, anyway,” the Inspector told him.

"It does not follow that they are right,” my father persisted. "A horse
that size is not right—you know that unofficially as well as | do, and there’s
no getting away from it. Once we allow things that we know are not right,
there’s no telling where it will end. A God-fearing community doesn’'t have
to deny its faith just because there’s been pressure brought to bear in a
government licensing office. There are plenty of us here who know how God
intended his creatures to be, even if the government doesn't.”

The Inspector smiled. “As with the Dakerses’ cat?” he suggested.

My father glared at him. The affair of the Dakerses' cat rankled.

About a year previously it had somehow come to his knowledge that
Ben Dakers's wife housed a tailless cat. He investigated, and when he had
collected evidence that it had not simply lost its tail in some way, but had
never possessed one, he condemned it, and in his capacity as a magistrate
ordered the Inspector to make out a warrant for its destruction as an Offense.
The Inspector had done so, with reluctance, whereupon Dakers promptly
entered an appeal. Such shilly-shallying in an obvious case outraged my
father’s principles, and he personally attended to the demise of the Dakerses’
cat while the matter was still sub judice. His position, when a notification
subsequently arrived stating that there was a recognized breed of tailless cats
with a well-authenticated history, was awkward, and somewhat expensive.
It had been with very bad grace that he had chosen to make a public apology
rather than resign his magistracy.

"This,” he told the Inspector sharply, “is an altogether more important
affair.”

“Listen,” said the Inspector patiently. “The type is approved. This par-
ticular pair has confirmatory sanction. If that’s not good enough for you,
go ahead and shoot them yourself—and see what happens to you.”

“1t is your moral duty to issue an order against these so-called horses,” my
father insisted.

The Inspector was suddenly tired of it.

"It's part of my official duty to protect them from harm by fools or
bigots,” he snapped.

My father did not actually hit the Inspector, but it must have been a
near thing. He went on boiling with rage for several days and the next
Sunday we were treated to a searing address on the toleration of Mutants
which sullied the Purity of our community. He called for a general boycott
of the owner of the Offenses, speculated upon immorality in high places,
hinted that some there might be expected to have a fellow feeling for
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Mutants, and wound up with a peroration in which a certain official was
scathed as an unprincipled hireling of unprincipled masters and the local
representative of the Forces of Evil.

Though the Inspector had no such convenient pulpit for reply, certain
trenchant remarks of his on persecution, contempt of authority, bigotry,
religious mania, the law of slander, and the probable effects of direct action
in opposition to government sanction achieved a wide circulation.

It was very likely the last point that kept my father from doing more than
talk. He had had plenty of trouble over the Dakerses’ cat which was of no
value at all: but the greathorses were costly creatures; besides, Angus would
not be one to waive any possible penalty'.

So there was a degree of frustration about that made home a good place
to get away from as much as possible.

Now that the countryside had settled down again and was not full of un-
expected people, Sophie’s parents would let her go out on rambles once
more, and | slipped away over there when | could get away unnoticed.

Sophie couldn’t go to school, of course. She would have been found out
very quickly, even with a false certificate, and her parents though they
taught her to read and write did not have any books for her to read, so that it
wasn't much good to her. That was why we talked—at least | talked—a lot on
our expeditions, trying to tell her what 1 was learning from my reading
books.

The world, | was able to tell her, was generally thought to be a pretty big
place, and probably round. The civilized part of it, of which Waknuk was
only a small district, was called Labrador. This was thought to be the Old
People’'s name for it, though that was not very certain. Round most of
Labrador there was a great deal of water called the sea, which was important
on account of fish. Nobody that | knew, except Uncle Axel, had actually
seen this sea because it was a long way off, but if you were to go three hundred
miles or so east, north, or northwest you would come to it sooner or later. But
southwest or south, you wouldn't; you'd get to the Fringes and then the
Badlands, which would kill you.

It was said, too, though nobody was sure, that in the time of the Old
People Labrador had been a cold land, so cold that no one could live there
for long, so they had used it then only for growing trees and for their mys-
terious mining. But that had been a long, long time ago. A thousand years?
Two thousand years? Even more, perhaps? People guessed, but nobody really
knew. There was no telling how many generations of people had passed
their lives like savages between the coming of Tribulation and the start of
recorded history. Only Nicholson’s Repentances had come out of the wilder-
ness of barbarism, and that only because it had lain for, perhaps, several
centuries sealed in a stone coffer before it was discovered. And only the
Bible had survived from the time of the Old People themselves.

Except for what these two books told, the past, further back than three
recorded centuries, was a long oblivion. Out of that blankness stretched a
few strands of legend, badly frayed in their passage through successive minds.
It was this long line of tongues that had given ns the name Labrador, for it
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was unmentioned in either the Bible or Repentances, and they may have
been right about the cold, although there were only two cold months in the
year now; Tribulation could account for that, it could account for almost
anything.

For a long time it had been disputed whether any parts of the world
other than Labrador and the big island of Newf were populated at all. They
were thought to be all Badlands which had suffered the full weight of
Tribulation, but it had been found that there were some stretches of Fringes
country in places. They were grossly deviational and quite godless, of course,
and incapable of being civilized at present, but if the Badland borders were
withdrawing there as ours were, it might one day be possible to colonize them.

Altogether, not much seemed to be known about the world, but at least it
was a more interesting subject than Ethics, which an old man taught to a
class of us on Sunday afternoons. Ethics was why you should, and shouldn’t
do things. Most of the don'ts were the same as my father's, but some of the
reasons were different, so it was confusing.

According to Ethics, mankind—that was us, in civilized parts—was in the
process of climbing back into grace; we were following a faint and difficult
trail which led up to the peaks from which we had fallen. From the true trail
branched many false trails that sometimes looked easier and more attractive;
all these really led to the edges of precipices, beneath which lay the abyss of
eternity. There was only one true trail, and by following it we should, with
God'’s help and in his own good time, regain all that had been lost. But so
faint was the trail, so set with traps and deceits, that every step must be
taken with caution, and it was too dangerous for a man to rely on his own
judgment. Only the authorities, ecclesiastical and lay, were in a position to
judge whether the next step was a re-discovery, and so, safe to take; or whether
it deviated from the true re-ascent, and so was sinful.

The penance of Tribulation that had been put upon the world must be
worked out, the long climb faithfully retraced, and, at last, if the temptations
by the way were resisted, there would be the reward of forgiveness— the
restoration of the Golden Age. Such penances had been sent before: the
expulsion from Eden, the Flood, pestilences, the destruction of the Cities of
the Plain, the Captivity. Tribulation had been another such punishment,
but the greatest of all. It must, when it struck have been not unlike a
combination of all these disasters with something else, too, which caused a
desolation far more frightful than flood and fire. Why it had been sent was
as yet unrevealed, but, judging by precedent, there had very likely been a
phase of irreligious arrogance prevailing at the time.

Most of the numerous precepts, arguments, and examples in Ethics were
condensed for us into this: the duty and purpose of man in this world is to
fight unceasingly against the evils that Tribulation loosed upon it. Above all,
he must see that the human form is kept true to the divine pattern in order
that one day it may be permitted to regain the high place in which, as the
image of God, it was set.

However, | did not talk much about this part of Ethics to Sophie. Not, |
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think, because | ever actually classified her in my mind as a Deviation; but
it had to be admitted that she did not quite qualify as a true image, so it
seemed more tactful to avoid that aspect. And there were plenty of other
things to talk about.

CHAPTER FIVE

Nobody at W axnuk seemed to trouble about me if | was out of sight. It
was only when | hung about that they thought of jobs that needed doing.

The season was a good one, sunny, yet well watered so that even fanners
had little to complain of other than the pressure to catch up with the work
that the invasion had interrupted. Except among the sheep the average of
Offenses in the spring births had been quite unusually low. The impending
crops were so orthodox that the Inspector had posted only a single field,
belonging to Angus Morton, for burning. Even among the vegetables there
was little deviation; the solorutceae as usual provided most of what there was.
All in all, the season would likely set up a Purity record, and condemnations
were so few that even my father was pleased enough to announce guardedly
in one of his addresses that Waknuk appeared to be giving the forces of
Evil quite a setback this year.

With everyone so busy | was able to get away early, and during those long
summer days Sophie and | roamed more widely than before, though we did
our adventuring with caution, and kept it to little-used ways in order to
avoid encounters. Sophie’s upbringing had given her a timidity toward
strangers that was almost an instinct. Almost before one was visible she
vanished noiselessly. The only adult she had made friends with was Corky
who looked after the steam-engine. Everyone else was dangerous.

We discovered a place up the stream where there were banks of shingle.
| liked to take off my shoes, roll up my trousers, and paddle there, examining
the pools and crannies. Sophie used to sit on one of the large, flat stones that
shelved into the water, and watch me wistfully. Later we went there armed
with two small nets that Mrs. Wender had made, and a jar for the catch. |
waded about fishing for the little shrimp-like creatures that lived there while
Sophie did her best to scoop them up by reaching from the bank. She did
not do very well at it. After a time she gave up, and sat watching me enviously.
Then, greatly daring, she pulled off a shoe, and looked at her naked foot
reflectively. After a minute she pulled off the other. She rolled her cotton
trousers above her knees, and stepped into the stream. She stood there for a
thoughtful moment, looking down through the water at her feet on the
washed pebbles. | called to her:

"Come over this way. There're lots of them here.”

She waded toward me, laughing and excited.

When we had enough of it we sat on the flat rock, letting our feet dry in
the sun.
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“They’'re not really horrible, are they?” she said, regarding hers judicially.

“They're not horrible at all. They make mine look all knobbly,” | told
her, honestly. She was pleased about that.

A few days later we went there again. We stood the jar on the flat stone
beside our shoes while we fished, and industriously scampered back to it now
and then with our catch, oblivious of all else until a voice said:

“Hullo, there. David!”

| looked up, aware of Sophie standing rigid behind me.

The boy who had called stood on the bank, just above the rock where our
things lay. | knew him. Alan, the son of John Ervin, the blacksmith, about
two years older than 1 was. | kept my head.

“Oh, hullo Alan,” 1 said, unencouragingly.

I waded to the rock and picked up Sophie’s shoes.

“Catch!” | called, as | threw them to her.

One she caught, the other fell in the water, but she retrieved it.

“What are you doing?” Alan asked.

| told him we were catching the shrimp-things. As | said it | stepped
casually out of the water onto the rock. | had never cared much for what |
knew of Alan at the best of times, and he was by no means welcome now.

“They're no good. Fish are what you want to go after,” he said, con-
temptuously.

He turned his attention to Sophie, who was wading to the bank, shoes in
hand, some yards further up.

“Who's she?” he inquired.

| delayed answering while | put on my shoes. Sophie had disappeared into
the bushes now.

“Who is she?” he repeated. “She’s not one of the------ " He broke off
suddenly. | looked up and saw that he was staring down at something beside
me. | turned quickly. On the flat rock was a footprint, still undried. Sophie
had rested one foot there as she bent over to tip her catch into the jar. The
mark was still damp enough to show the print of alt six toes quite clearly. |
kicked over the jar. A cascade of water and struggling shrimps poured down
the rock, obliterating the footprint, but | knew, with a sickly feeling, that the
harm had been done.

“Ho!” said Alan, and there was a gleam in his eye that | did not like.
“Who is she?” he demanded again.

“She’s a friend of mine,” 1 told him.

“What's her name?”

| did not answer that.

“Huh, I'll soon find out, anyway,” he said, with a grin.

“It’s no business of yours,” 1 told him.

He took no notice of that; he had turned and was standing looking along
the bank toward the point where Sophie had disappeared into the bushes.

I ran up the stone and flung myself on him. He was bigger than | was,
but it took him by surprise, and we went down together in a whirl of arms
and legs. All 1 knew of fighting was what | had learned from a few sharp
scuffles. | simply hit out, and did my furious best. My intention was to gain a
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few minutes for Sophie to put her shoes on and hide; if she had a little start,
he would never be able to find her, as | knew from experience. Then he
recovered from his first surprise and got in a couple of blows on my face
which made me forget about Sophie and sent me at it, tooth and nail, on
my own account.

We rolled back and forth on a patch of turf. | kept on hitting and struggling
furiously, but his weight started to tell. He began to feel more sure of himself,
and | more futile. However, 1 had gained something: 1'd stopped him going
after Sophie straight away. Gradually he got the upper hand, presently he
was sitting astride of me, pummeling me as | squirmed. | kicked out and
struggled, but there wasn't much | could do but raise my arms to protect
my head. Then, suddenly, there was a yelp of anguish, and the blows
ceased. He flopped down on top of me. | heaved him off, and sat up to see
Sophie standing there with a large, rough stone in her hand.

“1 hit him,” she said proudly, and with a touch of wonderment. "Do
you think he’s dead?”

Alan lay white-faced and still, with the blood trickling down his cheek,
but he was breathing all right, so he certainly wasn't dead.

“Oh, dear,” said Sophie in sudden reaction, and dropped the stone.

We looked at Alan, and then at one another. Both of us, | think, had the
impulse to do something for him, but we were afraid.

“No one must ever know. No one,” Mrs. Wender had said, so intensely.
And now this boy did know. It frightened us.

I got up. | reached for Sophie’s hand and pulled her away.

"Come along,” 1 told her urgently.

John Wender listened carefully and patiently while we told him about it.

“You're quite sure he saw? It wasn't simply that he was curious because
Sophie was a stranger?” he asked at the end.

“No,” | said. “He saw the footmark; that's why he wanted to catch her.”

He nodded slowly.

"l see,” he said, and | was surprised how calmly he said it.

He looked steadily at our faces. Sophie’s eyes were big with a mixture of
alarm and excitement. Mine must have been pink-rimmed, with dirty smears
trailing from them. He turned his head and met his wife's gaze steadily.

"I'm afraid it's come, my dear. That is it,” he said.

He got up and went round the table to her. He put his arms round her,
bent down and kissed her. Tears stood in her eyes.

“Oh, Johnny, dear. Why are you so sweet to me, when all I've brought
you is------ ?” He stopped that with another Kkiss.

They looked steadily into each other's eyes for a moment, then, without
a word, they both turned to look at Sophie.

Mrs. Wender became her usual self again. She went briskly to a cupboard,
took out some food, and put it on the table.

“Wash first, you dirty things,” she told us. “Then eat this up. Every bit
of it.”

While | washed | put the question | had wanted to ask often before
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"Mrs. Wender, if it's just Sophie’s toes, couldn’'t you have cut them off
when she was a little baby? | don’'t expect it would have hurt her much
then, and nobody need have known.”

“There’d have been marks, David, and when people saw them they'd
know why. Now hurry up and eat that supper,” she told me, and went
busily off into the other room.

“We're going away,” Sophie confided to me presently, through a mouthful
of pie.

“Going away?” | repeated blankly.

She nodded. “Mummy said we'd have to go if anybody ever found out.
We nearly did when you saw' them.”

“But—you mean, right away? Never come back?” | asked, in dismay.

“Yes, | think so.”

I had been hungry, but | suddenly lost my appetite. | sat fiddling with the
food on my plate. The sounds of bustling and bumping elsewhere in the
house took on an ominous quality. | looked across the table at Sophie. In my
throat there was a lump that wouldn’t be swallowed.

“Where?” | asked, unhappily.

“1 don't know—a long way, though,” she told me.

We sat on, Sophie prattled between mouthfuls; | found it hard to swallow
because of the lump. Everything was abruptly bleak to the horizon, and
beyond. Nothing, | knew, was going to be quite the same ever again. The
desolation of the prospect engulfed me. | had to struggle hard to keep back
tears.

Mrs. Wender brought in a series of satchels and packs. | watched glumly
as she dumped them close to the door, and went away again. Mr. Wender
came in from outside and collected some of them, Mrs. Wender reappeared
and took Sophie away into the other room. The next time Mr. Wender
came for some more of the packs | followed him out.

The two horses, Spot and Sandy, were standing there patiently with
some bundles already strapped onto them. | was surprised not to see the
cart, and said so.

John Wender shook his head.

“A cart keeps you to the tracks; with packhorses you go where you like,”
he told me,

| watched him strapping more bundles on while | gathered courage.

"Mr. Wender,” | said, “Please can't | come too?”

He stopped what he was doing, and turned to look at me. We faced one
another for some moments, then slowly, regretfully, he shook his head. He
must have seen that tears were close behind my eyes, for he put his hand on
my shoulder, and let it rest there.

Come along inside, Davie,” he said, leading the way back to the house.

Mrs. Wender was back in the living room, standing in the middle of the
floor, and looking round as if for things forgotten.

“He wants to come with us, Martie,” said Mr. Wender.

She sat down on a stool, and held her arms out to me. | went to her,
unable to speak. Looking over my head she said:
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"Oh, Johnny. That awful father! I'm afraid for him.”

Close to her like that | could catch her thoughts. They came faster, but
easier to understand than words. | know how she felt, how she genuinely
wished | could go with them, how she leaped on, without examining the
reasons, to knowing that | could not and must not go with them. | had the
complete answer before John Wender had put the first sentence of his
reply into ordinary words.

"l know, Martie. But it's Sophie I'm afraid for—and you. If we were to
be caught we'd be charged with kidnaping as well as concealment.”

"If they take Sophie nothing could make things worse for me, Johnny.”

“But it's not just that, dear. Once they are satisfied that we are out of the
district we'll be someone else’s responsibility, and they'll not bother much
more about us. But if Strorm were to lose his boy there’d be hue and cry for
miles around, and | doubt whether we’d have a chance of getting clear. They'd
have posses out everywhere looking for us. We can't afford to increase the
risk to Sophie, can we?”

Mrs. Wender was silent for some moments. | could feel her fitting the
reasons into what she had known already. Presently her arm tightened round
me.

“You do understand that, don't you, David? Your father would be so
angry if you came with us that we'd have much less chance of getting Sophie
away safely. | want you to come, but for Sophie’'s sake we daren’t do it.
Please be brave about it, David. You're her only friend, and you can help
her by being brave. You will, won't you?”

The words were like a clumsy repetition. Her thoughts had been much
clearer, and | had already had to accept the inevitable decision. | could not
trust myself to speak. | nodded dumbly, and let her hold me to her in a way
my own mother never did.

The packing was finished a little before dusk. When everything was ready
Mr. Wender took me aside.

"Davie,” he said, man to man, “l know how fond you are of Sophie.
You've looked after her like a hero, but now there’s one more thing you can
do to help her. Will you?”

"Yes,” | told him. “What is it, Mr. Wender?”

"It’s this. When we've gone don't go home at once. Will you stay here
till tomorrow morning? That'll give us more time to get her safely away.
Will you do that?”

"Yes,” | said, reliably.

We shook hands on it. It made me feel stronger and more responsible—
rather like | had on that first day when she twisted her ankle.

Sophie held out her hand with something concealed in it as we came back.

“This is for you, David,” she said, putting it into my hand.

| looked at it. A curling lock of brown hair tied with a piece of yellow
ribbon. | was still staring at it when she flung her arms around my neck and
kissed me, with more determination than judgment. Her father picked her
up and swung her high on top of the leading horse's load.
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Mrs, Wender bent to kiss me, too,

"Good-by, David, dear.” She touched my bruised cheek with a gentle
forefinger. "W e’ll never forget,” she said, and her eyes were shiny.

They set off. John Wender led the horses, with his gun slung across his
back, and his left arm linked in his wife's. At the edge of the woods they
paused and turned to wave. | waved back. They went on. The last | saw of
them was Sophie’s arm waving as the dusk beneath the trees swallowed them

up.

The sun was getting high and the men were long ago out in the fields
when | reached home. There was no one in the yard, but the Inspector's
pony stood at the hitching post near the door, so | guessed my father would
be in the house.

| hoped that | bad stayed away long enough. It had been a bad night.
| started it with a determinedly stout heart, but in spite of my resolutions it
weakened somewhat when darkness fell. 1 had never before spent a night
anywhere but in my own room at home. There, everything was familiar, but
the Wenders' empty house seemed full of queer sounds. | managed to find
some candles and light them, and when | had blown up the fire and put
some more wood on, that, too, helped to make the place less lonely—hut
only a little less. Odd little noises kept occurring inside and outside the
house.

The night stretched out before me in a prospect of terrors, yet nothing
actually happened. The sounds like creeping footsteps never brought any-
thing into view, the tapping was no prelude to anything at all, nor were the
occasional dragging noises. They were beyond explanation, but also, luckily,
apparently beyond manifestation, too, and at length, in spite of them all |
found my eyes blinking as | swayed on my stool. | summoned up courage
and dared to move, very cautiously, across to the bed. | scrambled across it,
and very thankfully got my hack to a wall again. For a time | lay watching the
candles and tire uneasy shadows they cast in the comers of the room, and
wondering what | should do when they were gone, when, all of a sudden,
they were gone—and the sun was shining in.

I had found some bread for my breakfast in the Wenders’ house, but |
was hungry again by the time | reached home. That, however, could wait.
My first intention was to get to my room unseen, with the very thin hope
that my absence might not have been noticed, so that | would be able to
pretend that | had merely overslept, but my luck was not running; Mary
caught sight of me through the kitchen window as | was slipping across the
yard. She called out:

"You come here at once. Everybody’s been looking all over for you.
Where've you been?” And then, without waiting for an answer, she added:
“Father’s on the rampage. Better go to him before he gets worse.”

My father and the Inspector were in the seldom used, rather forma!
room at the front. | seemed to have arrived at a crucial time. The Inspector
looked much as usual, but my father was thunderous.

"Come herel” he snapped, as soon as | appeared in the doorway.
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I went nearer, reluctantly.

"WhereVe you been?” he demanded. “You've been out all night. Where?™

I did not answer.

He fired half a dozen questions at me, looking fiercer every second when
I did not answer them.

"Come on now. Sullenness isn't going to help you. Who was this child—
this Blasphemy—you were with yesterday?" he shouted.

| still did not reply. He glared at me. | had never seen him angrier. | felt
sick with fright.

lire Inspector intervened then. In a quiet, ordinary voice he said to me:

“You know, David, concealment of a Blasphemy— not reporting a human
deviation—is a very, very serious thing. People go to prison for it. It is
everybody's duty to report any kind of Offense to me, even if they aren't
sure, so that | can decide. It's always important, and very important indeed
if it is a Blasphemy. And in this case there doesn't seem to be any doubt
about it, unless young Ervin was mistaken. Now he says this child you were
with has six toes. Is that true?”

“No,” | told him.

“He’s lying,” said my father.

“1 see,” said the Inspector calmly. “Well, then if it isn't true, it can't
matter if we know who she is, can it?” he went on in a reasonable tone.

| made no reply to that. It seemed the safest way. We looked at one
another.

“Surely, you see that's so? If it is not true------ " he was going on per-
suasively, but my father cut him short.

“I'll deal with this. The boy’s lying.” To me he added: “Go to your room."

| hesitated. | knew well enough what that meant, but | knew, too, that
with my father in his present mood it would happen whether 1 told or not. |
set my jaw, and turned to go. My father followed, picking up a whip from
the table as he came.

“That,” said the Inspector curtly, “is my whip.”

My father seemed not to hear him. The Inspector stood up.

“1 said, that is my whip,” he repeated, with a hard, ominous note in his
voice.

My father checked his step. With an ill-tempered gesture he threw the
whip back on the table. He glared at the Inspector, and then turned to
follow me.

I don’t know where my mother was, perhaps she was afraid of my father.
It was Mary who came, and made little comforting noises as she dressed
my back. She wept a little as she helped me into bed, and then fed me
some broth with a spoon. | did my best to put up a brave show in front of her,
but when she had gone my tears soaked into my pillow. By now it was not
so much the bodily hurts that brought them—it was bitterness, self-
contempt, and abasement. In wretchedness and misery | clutched the yellow
ribbon and the brown curl tight in my hand.

“1 couldn’t help it, Sophie,” | sobbed. “I couldn’t help it.”
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CHAPTER SIX

In the evening, When | grew calmer, | found that Rosalind was trying to
talk to me. Some of the others were anxiously asking what was the matter,
too. | told them about Sophie. It wasn't a secret any more now. | could feel
that they were shocked. | tried to explain that a person with a deviation—a
small deviation, at any rate—wasn’'t the monstrosity we had been told. It
did not really make any difference—not to Sophie, at any rate.

They received that very doubtfully indeed. The things we had all been
taught were against their acceptance, though they knew well enough that
what | was telling them must be true to me. You can’t lie when you talk
with your thoughts. They wrestled with the novel idea that a Deviation
might not be disgusting and evil—not very successfully. In the circumstances
they could not give me much consolation, and | was not sorry when one by
one they dropped out and | knew that they had fallen asleep.

| was tired out myself, but sleep was a long time coming. | lay there,
picturing Sophie and her parents plodding their way southward toward the
dubious safety of the Fringes, and hoping desperately that they would be
far enough off now for my betrayal not to hurt them.

And then when sleep did come it was full of dreams. Faces and people
moved restlessly through it; scenes, too. Once more there was the one where
we all stood round in the yard while my father disposed of an Offense which
was Sophie, and | woke up hearing my own voice shouting to him to stop. |
was afraid to go to sleep again, but | did, and that time it was quite different.
| dreamt again of the great city by the sea, with its houses and streets, and
the things that flew in the sky. It was years since | had dreamt that one, but
it still looked just the same, and in some quite obscure way it soothed me.

My mother looked in in the morning, but she was detached and dis-
approving. Mary was the one who took charge, and she decreed that there
was to be no getting up that day. 1 was to lie on my front, and not wriggle
about, so that my back would heal more quickly. | took the instruction
meekly for it was certainly more comfortable to do as she said. So | lay there
and considered what preparation | should have to make for running away,
once | was about again and the stiffness had worn off. It would, | decided, be
much better to have a horse, and | spent most of the morning concocting a
plan for stealing one and riding away to the Fringes,

The Inspector looked in in the afternoon, bringing with him a bag of
buttery sweets. For a moment | thought of trying to get something out of
him—casually, of course—about the real nature of the Fringes. After all,
as an expert on Deviation he might be expected to know more about them
than anyone else. On second thought, however, | decided it might be im-
politic.

He was sympathetic and kindly enough, but he was on a mission. He put
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his questions in a friendly way. Munching one of the sweets himself, he
asked me:

“How long have you known that the Wender child—what is her name,
by the way?”

| told him, there was no harm in that now.

"How long have you known that Sophie deviates?”

I didn't see that telling the truth could make things much worse.

“Quite a long time,” | admitted.

"And how long would that be?”

"About six months, | think,” 1 admitted.

He raised his eyebrows, and then looked serious.

“That's bad, you know,” he said. “ It’s what we call abetting a concealment.
You must have known that was wrong, didn’t you?”

| dropped my gaze. | wriggled uncomfortably under his straight look, and
then stopped because it made my back twinge.

“It sort of didn’'t seem like the things they say in church,” | tried to
explain. “Besides, they were awfully little toes.”

The Inspector took another sweet and pushed the bag back to me.

e And each foot shall have five toes,’” he quoted. “You remember
that?”

“Yes,” | admitted, unhappily.

“Well, every part of the definition is as important as any other; and if a
child doesn’t come within it, then it isn’'t human, and that means it doesn't
have a soul. It is not in the image of God, it is an imitation, and in the
imitations there is always some mistake. Only God produces perfection.
Although Deviations may look like us in many ways, they cannot be really
human. They are something quite different.”

| thought that over.

“But Sophie isn't really different—not in any other way,” | told him.

“You'll find it easier to understand when you are older, but you do
know the definition, and you must have realized Sophie deviated. Why
didn't you tell your father or me about her?”

| explained about my dream of my father treating Sophie as he did one
of the farm Offenses. The Inspector looked at me thoughtfully for some
seconds, then he nodded:

“1 see,” he said. “But Blasphemies are not treated the same way as
Offenses.”

“What happens to them?” | asked.

But he evaded that. He went on:

"You know, it's really my duty to include your name in my report. How-
ever, as your father has already taken action, | may be able to lease it out. All
the same, it is a very serious matter. The Devil sends Deviations among us
to weaken us and tempt us away from Purity. Sometimes he is clever
enough to make a nearly perfect imitation, so we have always to be on the
lookout for the mistake he has made, however small, and when we see one it
must be reported at once. You'll remember that in future, won't you?”

| avoided his eye. The Inspector was the Inspector, and an important
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person; all the same | could not believe that the Devil had sent Sophie. |
found it hard to see how the very small toe on each foot could make that
much difference.

“Sophie’s my friend,” | said. “My best friend.”

The Inspector kept on looking at me, then he shook his head, and sighed.

“Loyalty is a great virtue, but there is such a thing as misplaced loyalty.
One day you will understand the importance of a greater loyalty. The Purity
of the Race------ " He broke off as the door opened. My father came in.

“They got them, all three of them,” he said to the Inspector, and gave
a look of disgust at me.

The Inspector got up promptly, and they went out together. | stared at
the closed door. The misery of self-reproach struck me so that | shook all
over. | could hear myself whimpering as the tears rolled down my cheeks. |
tried to stop it, but I couldn’t. My hurt back was forgotten. The anguish
my father's news had caused me was far more painful than that. My chest
was so tight with it that it was choking me.

Presently the door opened again. | kept my face to the wall. Steps crossed
the room. A hand rested on my shoulder. The Inspector’s voice said:

“It wasn't that, old man. You had nothing to do with it. A patrol picked
them up, quite by chance, twenty miles away.”

A couple of days later | said to Uncle Axel, “Pm going to run away.”

He paused in his work, and gazed thoughtfully at his saw.

“Pd not do that,” he advised. “It doesn’t usually work very well. Besides,”
he added after a pause, “where would you run to?”

“That's what | wanted to ask you,” | explained.

He shook his head. “Whatever district you're in they want to see your
normalcy certificate,” he told me. “Then they know who you are and where
you're from.”

“Not in the Fringes,” | suggested.

He stared at me. “Man alive, you'd not want to go to the Fringes. Why
they've got nothing there, not even enough food. Most of them are half-
starving, that's why they make the raids. No, you'd spend all the time there
just trying to keep alive, and lucky if you did.”

“But there must be some other places,” | said.

“Only if you can find a ship that'll take you, and even then . . .” He shook
his head again. “In my experience,” he told me, “if you run away from a
thing just because you don't like it, you don't like what you find either. Now,
running to a thing, that’'s a different matter, but what would you want to
run to? Take it from me, it's a lot better here than it is most places. No,
Pm against it, Davie. In a few years’ time when you’re a man and can look
after yourself it may be different. | reckon it'd be better to stick it out till
then, anyway; much better than have them just catch you and bring you
back.”

There was something in that. | was beginning to learn the meaning of the
word “humiliation,” and did not want any more of it at present. But from
what he said the question of where to go would not be easily solved even
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then. It looked as if it would be advisable to learn what one could of the
world outside Labrador, in preparation. | asked him what it was like.

“Godless,” he told me. "Very godless indeed.”

It was the sort of uninformative answer my father would have given. |
was disappointed to have it from Uncle Axel, and told him so. He grinned.

“All right, Davie, boy, that’s fair enough. So long as you'll not chatter, I'll
tell you something about it.”

“You mean it's secret?” | asked, puzzled.

“Not quite that,” he said. “But when people are used to believing a thing
is such-and-such a way, and the preachers want them to believe that that's
the way it is, you get no thanks for upsetting their ideas. Sailors soon
found that out in Rigo, so mostly they only talk about it now to other sailors.
If the rest of the people want to think it's nearly all Badlands outside, they
let them; it doesn’t alter the way it really is, but it does make for peace
and quiet.”

“My book says it's all Badlands, or bad Fringes country,” | told him.

“There are other books that don’t but you'll not see them about much,
not even in Rigo, let alone in the backwoods here,” he said. “And, mind
you it doesn’t do to believe everything every sailor says, either. Often you're
not sure whether any couple of them are talking about the same place or not,
even when they think they are. But when you've seen some of it, you begin
to understand that the world’'s a much queerer place than it looks from
Waknuk. So you'll keep it to yourself?”

I assured him | would.

“All right. Well, it's this way . . .” he began.

To reach the rest of the world (my Uncle Axel explained) you start by
sailing downriver from Rigo until you get to the sea. They say that it's no
good sailing on straight ahead, to the east, that is, because either the sea
goes on for ever, or else it comes to an end suddenly, and you sail over the
edge. Nobody knows for sure.

If you make to the northeast they say there is a great land where the
plants aren’t very deviational, and animals and people don't look deviational,
but the women are very tall and strong. They rule the country entirely, and
do all the work. They keep their men in cages until they are about twenty-
four years old, and then eat them. They also eat shipwrecked sailors. But as
no one ever seems to have met anyone who has actually been there and
escaped, it's difficult to see how all that can be known. Still there it is—no
one has ever come back denying it, either.

The only way | know is south— I've been south three times. To get there
you keep the coast to starboard as you leave the river. After a couple of
hundred miles or so you come to the Straits of Newf. As the Straits widen
out you keep the coast of Newf to port and call in at Lark for fresh water—
and provisions, too, if the Newf people will let you have any. After that
you bear southeast a while and then south, and pick up the mainland
coast again to starboard. When you reach it you find it is Badlands—or
at least very bad Fringes. There's plenty growing there, but sailing close
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inshore you can see that nearly all of it is deviational. There are animals, too,
and most of them look as if it'd be difficult to classify them as Offenses
against any known kinds,

A day or two’s sail further on there’s plenty of Badlands coastline, with no
doubt about it. Soon you're following round a big bay, and you get to where
there are no gaps, it’s all Badlands.

When sailors first saw those parts they were pretty scared. They felt they
were leaving all Purity behind, and sailing further and further away from
God, where he’'d not be able to help them. Everybody knows that if you walk
on Badlands you die, and they’d none of them expected ever to see them so
closely with their own eyes.

And a shocking sight it must have been at first, to see how the things
which are against God’s laws of nature flourish there just as if they had a
right to. You can see giant, distorted heads of corn growing higher than
small trees; big saprophytes growing on rocks, with their roots trailing out on
the wind like bunches of hair, fathoms long, in some places there are fungus
colonies that you'd take at first sight for big white boulders; you can see
succulents like barrels, but as big as small houses, and with spines ten feet
long. There are plants which grow on the cliff tops and send thick, green
cables down a hundred feet and more into the sea; and you wonder whether
it's a land plant that's got to the salt water, or a sea plant that's somehow
climbed ashore. There are hundreds of kinds of queer things, and scarcely
a normal one among them—it’s a kind of jungle of Deviations, going on
for miles and miles. There don’t seem to be many animals, but occasionally
you catch sight of one, though you'd never be able to name it. There are a
fair number of birds, though, seabirds mostly; and once or twice people
have seen big things flying in the distance, too far away to make out any-
thing except that the motion didn't look right for birds. It's a weird, evil
land, and many a man who sees it suddenly understands what might happen
here if it weren't for the Purity Laws and the Inspectors.

It’s bad, but it isn't the worst.

Further south still you begin to find patches where only coarse plants
grow, and poorly at that, and soon you begin to come to stretches of coast,
and land behind it, twenty, thirty, forty miles long, maybe, where nothing
grows, nothing at all.

The whole seaboard is empty—black and harsh and empty. The land
behind looks like a huge desert of charcoal. Where there are cliffs they are
sharp-edged, with nothing to soften them. There are no fish in the sea
there, no weed either, not even slime, and when a ship has sailed there
the barnacles and the fouling on her bottom drop off and leave her hull
clean. You don’t see any birds. Nothing moves at all, except the waves
breaking on the black beaches.

It is a frightful place. Masters order their ships well out for fear of it, and
very relieved the sailors are to keep clear of it.

And yet it can't always have been like that because there was one ship
whose captain was foolhardy enough to sail close inshore. Her crew were
able to make out great stone ruins. They all agreed that they were far too
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regular to be natural, and they thought they might be the remains of one
of the Old People’s cities. But nobody knows any more about them. Most
of the men in that ship wasted away and died, and the rest were never the
same afterward. No other ship has risked going close in.

For hundreds of miles the coast goes on being Badlands with stretches of
the dead, black land, so far, in fact, that the first navigators gave up and
turned back saying that they thought it must go on like that to the ends of
the earth.

The preachers and the church people were pleased to hear it, for it was
very much what they had been teaching, and for a time it made people lose
interest in exploring.

But later on curiosity revived, and better-found ships sailed south again. A
ship called the Venture, which had long been given up for lost, came sailing
home to Rigo. She was battered and under-manned, her canvas was patched,
her mizzen jury-rigged, and her condition foul, but she triumphantly claimed
the honor of being the first to reach the lands beyond the Black Coasts. She
brought back a number of objects including gold and silver and copper
ornaments, and a cargo of spices to prove it. Strict churchgoers refused to
touch the spices for fear they might be tainted, but other people preferred to
believe that they were the kinds of spices referred to in the Bible. Whatever
they were, they are profitable enough now for ships to sail south in search of
them.

The lands down there aren’t civilized. Mostly they don’'t have any sense
of sin there so they don't stop Deviations; and where they do have a sense of
sin, they've got it mixed up. A lot of them aren't ashamed of Mutants; it
doesn’t seem to worry them when children turn out wrong, provided they're
right enough to live and to learn to look after themselves.

You'll find islands where the people are all thickset, and others where
they're thin; there are even said to be some islands where both the men and
women would be passed as true images if it weren't that some strange
deviation has turned them all completely black— though even that's easier
to believe than the one about a race of Deviations that has dwindled to two
feet high, grown fur and a tail, and taken to living in trees.

All the same, it's queerer there than you'd ever credit. Pretty nearly any-
thing seems possible once you've seen it.

That seems blasphemous at first, but after a bit you start asking yourself,
well, what real evidence have we got about the true image? You find that the
Bible doesn’t say anything to contradict the Old People being like us, but,
on the other hand it doesn’'t give any definition of Man, either. No, the
definition comes from Nicholson's Repentances and he admits that he was
writing some generations after Tribulation came. You find yourself wonder-
ing whether he knew he was in the true image, or whether he only thought
he was. . . .

Uncle Axel had a lot more to say about southern parts than | can remember,
and it was all very interesting in its way, but it didn’t tell me what | wanted
to know. At last | asked him point-blank.
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“Uncle Axel, are there any cities there?”

“Cities?” he repeated. “Well, here and there you'll find a town, of a kind.
As big as Kentak, maybe, but built differently.”

“No,” | told him. “I mean big places.” | described the city in my dream,
but without telling him it was a dream.

He looked at me oddly. “No, | never heard of any place like that,” he told
me.

“Further on, perhaps. Further than you went?” | suggested.

He shook his head. “You can’t go further on. The sea gets full of weed.
Masses of weed with stems like cables. A ship can’'t make her way through
it, and it's trouble enough to get clear of it once you get in it at all.”

“Oh,” | said. “You're quite sure there’s no city?”

“Sure,” he said. “We'd have heard of it by this time if there was.”

| was disappointed. It sounded as if running away to the South, even if
I could find a ship to take me, would be little better than running away to
the Fringes. For a time | had hoped, but now | had to go back to the idea
that the city | dreamt of must be one of the Old People’s cities after all.

Uncle Axel went on talking about the doubts of the true image that his
voyages had given him. He labored it rather a lot, and after a while he
broke off to ask me directly:

“You understand, don’t you, Davie, why I've been telling you all this?”

1 was not sure that | did. Moreover, | was reluctant to admit the flaw in the
tidy, familiar orthodoxy | had been taught. | recalled a phrase which | had
heard a number of times.

“You lost your faith?” | inquired.

Uncle Axel snorted, and pulled a face.

“Preacher-words!” he said, and thought for a moment. "I'm telling you,”
he went on, “that a lot of people saying that a thing is so doesn't prove
it is so. I'm telling you that nobody, nobody really knows what is the true
image. They all think they know—just as we think we know, but, for all
we can prove, the Old People themselves may not have been the true image.”
He turned, and looked long and steadily at me again.

“S0,” he said, “how am |, and how is anyone to be sure that this ‘difference’
that you and Rosalind have does not make you something nearer to the true
image than other people are? Perhaps the Old People were the image; very
well then, one of the things they say about them is that they could talk to
one another over long distances. Now we can’t do that, but you and Rosalind
can. Just think that over, Davie. You two may be nearer to the image than
we are.”

| hesitated for perhaps a minute, and then took a decision.

“It isn't just Rosalind and me, Uncle Axel,” | told him. “There are
others, too.”

He was startled. He stared at me.

“Others?” he repeated. “Who are they? How many?”

| shook my head.

“1 don't know who they are—not names, | mean. Names don’'t have
any thinking-shapes, so we've never bothered. You just know who's thinking,
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like you know who's talking. | only found out who Rosalind was by accident.”

He went on looking at me seriously, uneasily.

“How many of you?” he repeated.

“Eight,” | told him. “There were nine, but one of them stopped about
a month ago. That's what | wanted to ask you, Uncle Axel, do you think
somebody found out? He just stopped suddenly. We've been wondering if
anybody knows. . , . You see, if they found out about him ..." 1 let
him draw the inference himself.

Presently he shook his head.

“1 don't think so. We should be pretty sure to have heard of it. It looks to
me more as if it'd be an accident of some kind, being quite sudden like
that. You'd like me to try' to find out?”

“Yes, please. It's made some of us afraid.”

I told him what | could, which was very little. It was a relief to know that
he would try to find out what had happened. Now that a month had gone
by without a similar thing happening to any of tire rest of us we were less
anxious than we had been, but still far from easy.

Before we parted he returned to his earlier advice to remember that no
one could be certain of the true image.

Later, | understood why he gave it. | realized, too, that he did not greatly
care what was the true image. Whether he was wise or not in trying to
forestall both the alarm and the sense of inferiority that he saw lying in
wait for us when we should become better aware of ourselves and our
difference, | cannot say. At any rate, | decided, for the moment, not to
run away from home. The practical difficulties were clearly greater than
they had seemed.

CHAPTER SEVEN

The arrtvai. of my sister, Petra, came as a genuine surprise to me, and
a conventional surprise to everyone else.

There had been a slight, not quite attributable, sense of expectation about
the house for the previous week or two, but it remained unmentioned and
unacknowledged. For me, the feeling that | was being kept unaware of
something afoot was unresolved until there came a night when a baby
howled. It was penetrating, unmistakable, and certainly within the house,
where there had been no baby the day before. But in the morning nobody
referred to the sound in the night. No one, indeed, would dream of mention-
ing the matter openly until the Inspector should have called to issue his
certificate that it was a human baby in the true image. Should it unhappily
turn out to violate the image and thus be ineligible for a certificate, no
mention would ever be made of it, and the whole regrettable incident would
be deemed not to have occurred.

As soon as it was light my father sent a stablehand off on a horse to
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summon the Inspector, and, pending his arrival, the whole household tried to
dissemble its anxiety by pretending we were just starting another ordinary
day.

The pretense grew thinner as time went on, for the stablehand, instead
of bringing back the Inspector forthwith, as was to be expected when a man
of my father's position and influence was concerned, returned with a polite
message that the Inspector would certainly do his best to find time to pay a
call in the course of the day.

It is very unwise for even a righteous man to quarrel with his local Inspector
and call him names in public. The Inspector has too many ways of hitting
back.

My father became very angry, the more so since the conventions did not
allow him to admit what he was angry about. Furthermore, he was well
aware that the Inspector intended him to be angry. He spent the morning
hanging around the house and yard, exploding with bad temper now and
then over trivial matters, so that everyone crept about on tiptoe and worked
very hard indeed, in order not to attract his attention.

My sister Mary disappeared now and then toward my mother's room,
and for the rest of the time tried to hide her anxiety by loudly bossing the
household girls. | felt compelled to hang about in order not to miss the
announcement when it should come. My father kept on prowling.

The suspense was aggravated by everyone’s knowledge that on the last
two similar occasions there had been no certificate forthcoming. My father
must have been well aware—and no doubt the Inspector was aware of it,
too—that there was plenty of silent speculation whether my father would,
as the law allowed, send my mother away if this occasion should turn out
to be similarly unfortunate. Meanwhile, since it would have been both
impolitic and undignified to go running after the Inspector, there was noth-
ing to be done but bear the suspense as best we could.

It was not until mid-afternoon that the Inspector ambled up on his pony.
My father pulled himself together, and went out to receive him. The effort
to be even formally polite nearly strangled him. Even then, the Inspector
was not brisk. He dismounted in a leisurely fashion, and strolled into the
house, chatting about the weather. Father, red in the face, handed him over
to Mary who took him along to Mother's room. Then followed the worst
wait of all.

Mary said afterward that he hemmed and hawed for an unconscionable
time while he examined the baby in minutest detail. At last, however, he
emerged, with an expressionless face. In the little-used sitting-room he sat
down at the table and fussed for a while about getting a good point on his
quill. Finally he took a form from his pouch, and in a slow, deliberate hand
wrote that he officially found the child to be a true female human being,
free from any detectable form of deviation. He regarded that thoughtfully
for some moments, as though not perfectly satisfied. He let his hand hesitate
before he actually dated and signed it, then he sanded it carefully, and
handed it to my enraged father, still with a faint air of uncertainty. He had,



of course, no real doubt in his mind, or he would have called for another
opinion; my father was perfectly well aware of that, too.

And so Petra’s existence could at last be admitted. | was formally told
that 1 had a new sister, and presently 1 was taken to see her where she lay in
a crib beside my mother’s bed.

She looked so pink and wrinkled to me that | did not see how the In-
spector could have been quite sure about her. However, there was nothing
obviously wrong with her, so she had got her certificate. Nobody could blame
the Inspector for that; she did appear to be as normal as a new-bom baby
ever looks.

While we were taking turns to look at her somebody started to ring the
stable-bell in the customary way. Everyone on the farm stopped work, and
very soon we were all assembled in the kitchen for prayers of thanksgiving.

Two, or it may have been three, days after Petra was bom | happened
upon a piece of my family’s history that | would have preferred not to know,

| was sitting quietly in the room next to my parents’ bedroom where my
mother still lay in bed. It was a matter of chance, and strategy, too. It was
the latest place that | had found to stay hidden awhile after the midday
meal until the coast was clear and | could slip away without being given an
afternoon job. Normally it was very convenient, though just at present its
use required caution because the wattle wall between the rooms was cracked
and | had to move very cautiously on tiptoe lest my mother should hear me.

On that particular day | was just thinking that | had allowed nearly
enough time for people to be busy again when a two-wheeled trap drove up.
As it passed the window | had a glimpse of my Aunt Harriet holding the reins.

| had only seen her eight or nine times, for she lived fifteen miles away in
the Kentak direction, but what | knew of her | liked. She was some three
years younger than my mother. Superficially they were not dissimilar, and
yet in Aunt Harriet each feature had been a little softened, so that the effect
of them all together was different. | used to feel when | looked at her that |
was seeing my mother as she might have been—as, | thought, | would have
liked her to be. She was easier to talk to, too; she did not have that somewhat
damping manner of listening only to correct.

| edged over carefully on stockinged feet to the swindow, watched her
tether the horse, pick a white bundle out of the trap, and carry it into the
house. She cannot have met anyone, for a few seconds later her steps passed
the door, and the latch of the next room clicked.

"Why Harriet!” my mother’s voice exclaimed in surprise, and not alto-
gether in approval. “So soon! You don’t mean to say you've brought a tiny
baby all that way!”

“1 know,” said Aunt Harriet's voice, accepting the reproof in my mother's
tone, “—but | had to, Emily, | had to. | heard your baby had come early,
SO l------ Oh, there she is! Oh, she’s lovely, Emily. She’s a lovely baby.”
There was a pause. Presently she added, “Mine’s lovely, too, isn't she? Isn't
she a lovely darling?”

There was a certain amount of mutual congratulation which did not



interest me a lot, | didn’'t suppose the babies looked much different from
other babies, really. My mother said:

“1 am glad, my dear, Henry must be delighted.”

“Of course he is,” said Aunt Harriet, but there was something wrong about
the way she said it. Even | knew that. She hurried on: “She was bom a
week ago. | didn't know what to do. Then when | heard your baby had
come early and was a girl, too, it was like God answering a prayer.” She
paused, and then added with a casualness which somehow failed to be casual,
“You've got the certificate for her?”

"Of course.” My mother's tone was sharp, ready for offense. | knew the
expression which went with the tone. When she spoke again there was a
disturbing quality in her voice.

"Harriet!” she demanded sharply. “Are you going to tell me that you
have not got a certificate?”

My aunt made no reply, but | thought | caught the sound of a suppressed
sob. My mother said coldly, forcibly:

“Harriet, let me see that child— properly.”

For some seconds | could hear nothing but another sob or two from my
aunt. Then she said, unsteadily:

“It’s such a little thing, you see. It's nothing much.”

“Nothing much!” snapped my mother. “You have the effrontery to bring
your monster into my house, and tell me it’s nothing muchl"

"Monster!” Aunt Harriet's voice sounded as though she had been slapped.
“Oh!—Ohl— Oh!----- " She broke into little moanings.

After a time my mother said:

“No wonder you didn’t dare to call the Inspector.”

Aunt Harriet went on crying. My mother let the sobs almost die away
before she said:

“1'd like to know why you have come here, Harriet? Why did you bring
it here?”

Aunt Harriet blew her nose. When she spoke it was in a dull, flat voice:

“When she came—when | saw her—1 wanted to kill myself. | knew they
would never approve her, although it's such a little thing. But | didn't,
because | thought perhaps | could save her somehow. | love her. She's a
lovely baby, except for that. She is, isn't she?”

My mother said nothing. Aunt Harriet went on:

“1 didn’t know how, but 1 hoped. | knew | could keep her for a little
while before they'd take her away— just the month they give you before you
have to notify. | decided | must have her for that long at least.”

"And Henry? What does he say?”

"He—he said we ought to notify at once. But | wouldn't let him—I
couldn’t, Emily, | couldn’'t. Dear God, not a third time! | kept her, and
prayed, and prayed, and hoped. And then when | heard your baby had come
early | thought perhaps God had answered my prayers.”

“Indeed, Harriet,” said my mother coldly, “I doubt whether that had
anything to do with it. Nor,” she added pointedly, “do 1 see what you mean.”

“1 thought,” Aunt Harriet went on, spiritlessly now, but forcing herself to
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the words, “1 thought that if | could leave my baby with you, and borrow
yours------ "

My mother gave an incredulous gasp. Apparently words eluded her.

“It would only be for a day or two; just while | could get the certificate,”
Aunt Harriet went doggedly on. “You are my sister, Emily, my sister, and
the only person in the world who can help me to keep my baby.”

She began to cry again. There was another longish pause, then my mother’s
voice:

“In all my life | have never heard anything so outrageous. To come here
suggesting that | should enter into an immoral, a criminal conspiracy to . . .
I think you must be mad, Harriet. To think that 1 should lend------ " She
broke off at the sound of my father’s heavy step in the passage.

“Joseph,” she told him as he entered. “Send her away. Tell her to leave
the house—and take that with her.”

“But,” said my father, in a bewildered tone, “but it's Harriet, my dear.”

My mother explained the situation, fully. There wasn't a sound from
Aunt Harriet. At the end he demanded incredulously:

“Is this true? Is this why you've come here?”

Slowly, wearily Aunt Harriet said, “This is the third time. They'll take
my baby away again like they took the others. | can’t stand that—not again.
Henry will turn me out, | think. He'll find another wife, who can give him
proper children. There'll be nothing—nothing in the world for me—nothing.
I came here hoping for sympathy and help. Emily is the only person who

can help me. I—I can see now how foolish | was to hope at all. . .
Nobody said anything to that.
“Very well. | understand. I'll go now,” she told them, in a dead voice.

My father was not a man to leave his attitude in doubt.

“1 do not understand how you dared to come here, to a Godfearing house,
with such a suggestion,” he said. “Worse still, you don’t show an ounce of
shame or remorse.”

Aunt Harriet's voice was steadier as she answered:

“Why should 1? I've done nothing to be ashamed of. | am not ashamed.
| am only beaten.”

“Not ashamedI” repeated my father. “Not ashamed of producing a mockery
of your Maker, not ashamed of trying to tempt your own sister into criminal
conspiracy!” He drew a breath and launched off in pulpit style. “The
enemies of God besiege us. They seek to strike at him through us. Un-
endingly they work to distort the true image; through our weaker vessels
they attempt to defile the race. You have sinned, woman, search your heart,
and you will know that you have sinned. You wear the cross on your dress
to protect you, but you have not worn it always in your heart. You have not
kept constant vigilance for impurity. So there has been a Deviation, and
deviation, any deviation from the true image is blasphemy—no less. You
have produced a defilement.”

“One poor little baby!”

“A baby which, if you were to have your way, would grow up to breed, and,
breeding, spread pollution until all around us there would be Mutants and



Abominations. Shame on you, woman. Now go! Go home in humility, not
defiance. Notify your child, according to law. Then do your penance that you
may be cleansed. And pray. You have much to pray for. Not only have you
blasphemed by producing a false image, but in your arrogance you have
set yourself against the law, and sinned in intent. | am a merciful man; |
shall make no charge of that. It will be for you to clean it from your con-
science, to go down on your knees and pray—pray that your sin of intention,
as well as your other sins, may be forgiven you.”

There were two light footsteps. The baby gave a little whimper as Aunt
Harriet picked it up. She came toward the door and lifted the latch, then
she paused.

“I shall pray,” she said. “Yes, | shall pray.” She paused, then she went on,
her voice steady and harder, “1 shall pray God to send charity into this
hideous world, and sympathy for the weak, and love for the unhappy and
unfortunate. | shall ask him if it is indeed his will that a child should
suffer and its soul be damned for a little blemish of the body. And | shall
pray him, too, that the hearts of the self-righteous may be broken. . . .”

Then the door closed and | heard her pass slowly along the passage.

I moved cautiously back to the window, and watched her come out and
lay the white bundle gently in the trap. She stood looking down on it for a
few seconds, then she unhitched the horse, climbed up onto the seat, and
took the bundle onto her lap, with one arm guarding it in her cloak.

She turned, and left a picture that is fixed in my mind. The baby cradled
in her arm, her cloak half-open showing the upper part of the brown, braid-
edged cross on her fawn dress; eyes that seemed to see nothing as they
looked toward the house from a face set hard as granite.

Then she shook the reins, and drove off.

I could not help feeling a great curiosity to know what was the “little
thing” that had been wrong with the baby—wondering if, perhaps, it was
just an extra toe, like Sophie’s. But | never found out what it was.

When they broke the news to me next day that my Aunt Harriet's body
had been found in the river, no one mentioned a baby.

CHAPTER EIGHT

My father included Aunt Harriet's name in our prayers on the evening of
the day the news came, but after that she was never referred to again. It
was as though she had been wiped out of every memory but mine. There,
however, she remained very clearly, given form at a time when | had only
heard her, as an upright figure with a face drained of hope, and a voice
saying clearly: “1 am not ashamed; | am only beaten.” And, too, as | had
last seen her, looking up at the house.

Nobody told me how she came to die, but somehow | knew that it had not
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been by accident. There was a great deal that | did not understand in what
| had overheard, and yet, in spite of that, it was quite the most disturbing
occurrence | had known yet. It alarmed me with a sense of insecurity far
greater than | had suffered over Sophie. For several nights | dreamt of Aunt
Harriet lying in the river, still clasping the white bundle to her while the
water swirled her hair round her pale face, and her wide-open eyes saw
nothing. And | was frightened.

This had happened simply because the baby was just a bit different in
some way from other babies. It had something or lacked something so that it
did not exactly accord with the Definition. There was the “little thing”
that made it not quite right, not quite like other people.

A Mutant, my father had called it. A Mutant! | thought of some of the
poker-work texts. | recalled the address of a visiting preacher, the detestation
there had been in his voice when he thundered from the pulpit: “Accursed
is the Mutant!”

Accursed is the Mutant. The Mutant, the enemy, not only of the human
race, but of all the species God had decreed; the seed of the Devil within,
trying unflaggingly, eternally to come to fruition in order that it might
destroy the divine order and turn our land, the stronghold of God's will
upon Earth, into a lewd chaos like the Fringes; trying to make it a place
without the law, like the lands in the South that Uncle Axel had spoken of,
where the plants and the animals and the almost-human beings, too, brought
forth travesties; where true stock had given place to unnamable creatures,
abominable growths flourished, and the spirits of evil mocked the Lord with
obscene fantasies.

Just a small difference, the “little thing” was the first step.

| prayed very earnestly those nights.

“Oh, God,” | said, “please, please God, let me be like other people. |
don’t want to be different. Won't you make it so that when | wake up in the
morning I'll be just like everyone else, please, God, please!”

But in the morning, when | tested myself 1'd soon pick up Rosalind or
one of the others, and know that the prayer hadn't altered anything. | had
to get up still just the same person who had gone to bed the night before,
and | had to go into the big kitchen and eat my breakfast facing the panel
which had somehow stopped being just part of the furniture and seemed
to stare back at me with the words: Accursed is the Mutant in the Sicht
of God and Man!

And | went on being very frightened.

After about the fifth night that praying hadn't done any good, Uncle
Axel caught me leaving the breakfast table and said 1'd better come along
and help him mend a plow. After we'd worked on that for a couple of
hours he declared a rest, so we went out of the forge to sit in the sun, with
our backs against a wall. He gave me a chunk of oatcake, and we munched
for a minute or two. Then he said:

“Well now, Davie, let's have it,”

“Have what?” | said, stupidly.

“Whatever it is that's been making you look as if you were sickening for
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something the last day or two,” he told me. “What's your trouble? Has
somebody found out?”

“No,” | said. He looked greatly relieved.

“Well, what is it, then?”

So | told him about Aunt Harriet and the baby. Before | had finished |
was talking through tears, it was such a relief to be able to share it with
someone.

“It was her face as she drove away,” | explained. “I've never seen anyone
look like that before. | keep on seeing it, in the water.”

| looked up at him as | finished. His face was as grim as 1'd ever seen it,
with the comers of his mouth pulled down.

“So that was it,” he said, nodding once or twice.

“It was all because the baby was different,” | repeated. “And there was
Sophie, too. ... | didn't understand properly before. I—I'm frightened,
Uncle Axel. What'll they do when they find out I'm different?”

He put his hand on my shoulder.

“No one else is ever going to know about it,” he told me again. “No one
but me—and I'm safe.”

It did not seem as reassuring now as it had been when he said it before.

“There was that one who stopped,” | reminded him, "perhaps they found
out about him . . . ?”

He shook his head. “I reckon you can rest easy on that, Davie. | found
out there was a boy killed just about the time you said. Walter Brent his
name was, about nine years old, he was fooling around when they were
felling timber, and a tree got him, poor lad.”

“Where?” | asked.

“About nine or ten miles away, on a farm over by Chipping,” he said.

| thought back. The Chipping direction certainly fitted, and it was just
the kind of accident that would account for a sudden unexplained stop.
Without any illwill to the unknown Walter | hoped and thought that was
the explanation.

Uncle Axel backtracked a bit.

“There’s no reason at all why anyone should find out. There’s nothing to
show—they can only know if you let them. Learn to watch yourself, Davie,
and they'll never find out.”

“W'hat did they do to Sophie?” | asked once more. But again he refused
to be drawn on that. He went on:

“Remember what | told you. They think they are the true image, but
they can’t know for sure. And even if the Old People were the same kind as |
am and they are, what of it? Where are they and their wonderful world
now?”

“‘God sent Tribulation upon them,”” | quoted.

"Sure, sure. It's easy enough to say, but not so easy to understand, especially
when you've seen a bit of the world, and what it has meant. Tribulation
wasn't just tempests, hurricanes, floods, and fires like the things they had
in the Bible. It was like all of them together, and something a lot worse, too.
It made the Black Coasts, and the ruins that glow there at night, and the
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Badlands. Maybe there’'s a precedent for that in Sodom and Gomorrah,
but what | don’t understand is the queer things it did to what was left.”

“Except in Labrador,” | suggested.

“Not except in Labrador, but less in Labrador and Newf than any other
place,” he corrected me. “What can it have been—this terrible thing that
must have happened? And why? | can almost understand that God, made
angry, might destroy all living things, or the world itself; but | don’t under-
stand this instability; these monsters— it makes no sense.”

I did not see his real difficulty. After all, God, being omnipotent, could
cause anything He liked. | tried to explain this to Uncle Axel, but he shook
his head.

“We've got to believe that God is sane, Davie boy. We’'d be lost indeed
if we didn’t do that. But whatever happened out there”—he waved his hand
round the horizon at large— “what happened there was not sane, not sane
at all. 1t was something vast, yet something beneath the wisdom of God. So
what was it? What can it have been?”

“But Tribulation-———"1 began.

Uncle Axel moved impatiently. “A word,” he said, "a rusted mirror,
reflecting nothing. It'd do the preachers good to see it for themselves. They'd
not understand, but they might begin to think. They might begin to ask
themselves: ‘What are we doing? What are we preaching? What were the
Old People really like? What was it they did to bring this frightful disaster
down upon themselves and all the world?” And after a bit they might begin
to say: ‘Are we right? Tribulation has made the world a different place; can
we ever hope to build in it the kind of world the OIld People lost? Should
we try to? What would be gained if we were to build it up again so exactly
that it culminated in another Tribulation?’ For it is clear, boy, that however
wonderful the Old People were, they were not too wonderful to make mis-
takes, and nobody knows, or is ever likely to know, where they were wise and
where they were mistaken.”

Much of what he was saying went right over my head, but | thought |
caught its gist. | said:

“But, Uncle, if we don't try to be like the Old People and rebuild the
things that have been lost, what can we do?”

“Well, we might try being ourselves, and build for the world that is,
instead of for one that's gone,” he suggested.

“1 don't think | understand," | told him. “You mean not bother about
the True Line or the True Image? Not mind about Deviations?”

“Not quite that,” he said, and then looked sidelong at me. “You heard
some heresy from your aunt; well, here’s a bit more, from your uncle. What
do you think it is that makes a man a man?”

| started on the Definition. He cut me off after five words.

“It is not/” he said. “A wax figure could have all that, and he'd still be a
wax figure, wouldn't he?”

| supposed he would.

“Well, then, what makes a man a man is something inside him.”

“A soul?” | suggested.
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“No,” he said, “souls are just counters for churches to collect, all the
same value, like nails. No, what makes man man is mind; it's not a thing, it's
a quality, and minds aren’t all the same value; they're better or worse, and
the better they are, the more they mean. See where we're going?”

“No,” 1 admitted.

“It's this way, Davie. | reckon the church people are more or less right
about most deviations— only not for the reasons they say. They're right be-
cause most deviations aren’t any good. Say they did allow a deviation to live
like us, what'd be the good of it? Would a dozen arms and legs, or a couple of
heads, or eyes like telescopes give him any more of the quality that makes
him a man? They would not. Man got his physical shape—the true image,
they call it—before he even knew he was man at all. Like a lot of the animals
he was physically pretty nearly as good as he needed to be; but he had this
new' quality, mind. That was the only thing he could usefully develop. It's
the only way open to him now— new qualities of mind.” Uncle Axel paused
reflectively. “There was a doctor on my second ship who talked that way,
and the more | got to thinking it over, the more | reckoned it was the way
that made sense. Now, as | see it, some way or another you and Rosalind
and the others have got a new quality of mind. To pray God to take it away
is wrong. It’s like asking him to strike you blind, or make you deaf. | know
what you're up against, Davie, but there isn't any easy way out. You have
to come to terms with it. You'll have to face it and decide that, since that's
the way things are with you, what is the best use you can make of it and
still keep yourselves safe?”

That evening | told the others about Walter, we were sorry about his
accident; nevertheless, it was a relief to all of them to know that it had been
simply an accident. One odd thing | discovered was that he was probably
some kind of distant relation; my grandmother’'s name had been Brent.

After that, it seemed wiser for us to find out one another’'s names in order
to prevent such an uncertainty occurring again.

There were now eight of us in all—well, when | say that | mean that there
were eight who could talk in thought-shapes. There were some others who
sometimes sent traces, but so weak and so limited that they did not count.
They were like someone who is not quite blind, but is scarcely able to see
more than to know whether it is day or night. The occasional thought-shapes
we caught from them were involuntary and too fuzzy and damped to make
sense.

The other six were: Michael, who lived about three miles to the north;
Sally and Katherine whose homes were on neighboring farms two miles
further on, and therefore across the border of the adjoining district; Mark,
almost nine miles to the northwest; and Anne and Deborah, a pair of sisters
living on a big farm only a mile and a half to the west. Anne, then something
over thirteen, was the eldest, Walter Brent had been the youngest by six
months.

Knowing who we were was our second stage in gaining confidence. It
somehow increased a comforting feeling of mutual support. Gradually |
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found that the texts and warnings on the walls against Mutants stood out at
me less vividly. They toned down and merged once more into the general
background. It was not that memories of Aunt Harriet and of Sophie were
dulled; it was rather that they did not jump so frighteningly and so often
into my mind.

Also, | was soon helped by having a great many new thing; to think about.

Our schooling, as | have said, was sketchy; mostly writing, reading from a
few simple books and the Bible and Repentances, which were not at all
simple or easy to understand, and a little elementary figuring. It was not
much equipment. Certainly it was far too little to satisfy Michael’s parents,
so they sent him to a school over in Kentak. There, he began to ieam a lot of
things our old ladies had never thought of. It was natural for him to want
the rest of us to know about them, too. At first he was not very clear and the
distance being so much more than we were used to gave us all trouble. But,
presently, after a few weeks' practice, it became much sharper and better, and
he was able to hand on to the rest of us pretty nearly everything he was
being taught—even some of the things he did not understand properly him-
self became clearer when we all thought about them, so that we were able
to help him a little, too. And it pleased us to know that he was almost always
at the top of his class.

It was a great satisfaction to leam and know more, it helped to ease one
over a lot of puzzling matters, and | began to understand many of the things
Uncle Axel talked about much better; nevertheless, it brought too, the first
taste of complications from which we would never again be free. Quite
quickly it became difficult always to remember how much one was supposed
to know. It called for conscious restraint to remain silent in the face of
simple errors, to listen patiently to silly arguments based on misconceptions,
to do a job in the customary way when one knew there was a better way.

There were bad moments, of course: the careless remark that raised some
eyebrows, the note of impatience toward those one should respect, the
incautious suggestion. But the missteps were fewl, for the sense of danger
now' lay closer to the surface in all of us. Somehow, through caution, luck,
and quick recoveries we managed to escape direct suspicion and live our two
diverging lives for the next six years without the sense of peril becoming
sharp.

Until, in fact, the day when we discovered that the eight of us had suddenly
become nine.

CHAPTER NINE

It was a funny thing about my little sister, Petra. She seemed so normal.
We never suspected, not one of us. She was a happy child, and pretty from
infancy, with her close golden curls. | can still see her as a brightly dressed
little thing constantly dashing hither and thither at a staggering run, clasping
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an atrociously crosseyed doll whom she loved with uncritical passion. A toy-
like creature herself, prone as any other child to bumps, tears, chuckles,
solemn moments, and a very sweet trust. | loved her. Everybody, even my
father, conspired to spoil her, with an endearing lack of success. Not even a
wandering thought of difference crossed my mind concerning her until her
sixth year. Then, abruptly, it happened.

We were harvesting. Up in the twelve-acre there were six men mowing
in echelon. | had just given up my scythe to another man, and was helping
with the stooking by way of a breather when, without any warning | was
struck. | had never known anything like it. One moment | was contentedly,
unhurriedly binding and propping up sheaves; the next, it was as if something
had hit me physically, inside my head. Very likely | actually staggered under
it. Then there was pain, a demand pulling like a fishhook embedded in my
mind. There was no question whether or not 1 should go; | was obeying in a
daze. | dropped the sheaf | was holding, and pelted off across the field, past
a blur of amazed faces. | kept on running, | did not know why, except that
it was urgent; across half the twelve-acre, into the lane, over the fence, down
the slope of the East Pasture toward the river.

Pounding across the slope on a slant, | could see the field that ran down
to the far side of the river, one of Angus Morton’s fields, crossed by a path
that led to the footbridge, and on the path was Rosalind, running like the
wind.

| kept on, down to the bank, along past the footbridge, downstream toward
the deeper pools. | had no uncertainty, | kept right on to the brink of the
second pool, and went into a dive without a check. | came up quite close to
Petra. She was in the deep water against the steep bank, holding on to a
little bush. It was bent over and down, and the roots were on the point of
pulling free. A couple of strokes took me near enough to catch her under
the arms.

The compulsion ebbed suddenly and faded away. | towed her to an easier
landing-place. When | found bottom and could stand up | saw Rosalind’s
startled face peering anxiously at me over the bushes.

“Who is it?” she asked, in real words, and a shaky voice. She put her
hand on her forehead. “Who was able to do that?”

| told her.

“Petra?” she repeated, staring incredulously.

| carried my little sister ashore, and laid her on the grass. She was ex-
hausted, and only semi-conscious, but there did not seem to be anything
seriously wrong with her.

Rosalind came and knelt on the grass on the other side of her. We looked
down at the sopping dress and the darkened, matted curls. Then we gazed
across her, at one another.

"l didn't know,” | told her. “I'd no idea she was one of us.”

Rosalind put her hands to her face, fingertips on her temples. She shook
her head slightly and looked at me from disturbed eyes.

“She isn't,” she said. “Something like us, but not one of us. None of us
could command, like that. She’s something much more than we are.”
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Other people came running up then; some who had followed me from
the twelve-acre, some from the other side, wondering what had made Rosa-
lind go tearing out of the house as if it were on fire. | picked Petra up to
carry her home. One of the men from tire field looked at me in a puzzled
way:

“But how did you know?” he asked. “I didn’'t hear a thing.”

Rosalind turned an incredulous expression of surprise toward him.

“What! With the way she was yellingl 1'd’ve thought anybody who wasn’t
deaf would have heard her half-way to Kentak.”

The man shook his head doubtfully, but the fact that we had both
apparently heard it seemed confirmation enough to make them all uncertain.

| said nothing. | was busy trying to fend off agitated thoughts from the
others, telling them to wait until either | or Rosalind was alone and could
attend to them without rousing suspicions.

That night, for the first time in years, | had a once-familiar dream, only
this time when the knife gleamed high in my father’'s right hand, the
Deviation that struggled in his left was not a calf, it was not Sophie, either;
it was Petra. | woke up sweating with fright.

The next day | tried to send thought-shapes to Petra. It seemed to me
important for her to know as soon as possible that she must not give herself
away. | tried hard, but | could make no contact with her. The rest tried, too,
in turn, but there was no response. | wondered whether | should try to warn
her in ordinary words, but Rosalind was against that.

“It must have been panic that brought it out,” she said. “If she isn't
aware of it now, she probably doesn’'t even know it happened, so it might
easily be an unnecessary danger to tell her about it at all. She’s only a little
over six, remember. | don't think it is fair, or safe, to burden her until it’s
necessary.”

There was general agreement with Rosalind’s view. All of us knew that it
is not easy to keep on watching each word all the time, even when you've
had to practice it for years. We decided to postpone telling Petra until
either some occasion made it necessary, or until she was old enough to
understand more dearly what we were warning her about; in the meantime
we would test occasionally to see whether we could make contact with her,
otherwise the matter should rest as it stood at present.

We saw no reason then why it should not continue to stand as it did
for all of us—no alternative, indeed. If we did not remain hidden, we should
be finished.

In the last few years we had learned more about the people around us,
and the way they felt. What had seemed five or six years ago a kind of rather
disquieting game, had grown grimmer as we understood more about it. Essen-
tially, it had not changed. Our whole consideration if we were to survive
must be to keep our true selves hidden; to walk, talk and live indistinguisha-
bly from other people. We had a gift, a sense which, Michael complained
bitterly, should have been a blessing, but was little better than a curse.
The stupidest Norm was happier; he could feel that he belonged. We did
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not, and because we did not, we had no positive—we were condemned
to negatives, to not revealing ourselves, to not speaking when we would,
to not using what we knew, to not being found out, to a life of perpetual
deception, concealment, and lying. The prospect stretching out before us
chafed Michael more than it did the rest of us. His imagination took him
further ahead, giving him a clearer vision of what such frustrations were
going to mean, but it was no better at suggesting an alternative than ours
were. As far as | was concerned | was only just beginning to perceive the
vacancy in our lives. It was my appreciation of danger that had sharpened
as | grew up. It had become hardened one afternoon of the summer in
the year before we discovered Petra.

It was a bad season, that. We had lost three fields; so had Angus Morton.
Altogether there had been twenty-five field-burnings in the district. There
had been a higher deviation-rate among the spring births of the stock—not
only our own stock, but everyone’s, and particularly among the cattle—than
had been known for twenty years. There seemed to be more wildcats of
various sizes prowling out of the woods by night than there had ever been
before. Every week someone was before the court charged with attempted
concealment of deviational crops, or the slaughter arid consumption of un-
declared Offenses among stock, and to cap it all there had been no less
than three district alerts on account of raids in force from the Fringes. It
was just after the stand-down following the last of these that | happened
across Old Jacob grumbling to himself as he forked muck in the yard.

“What is it?” | asked him, pausing beside him.

He jabbed the fork into title muck and leaned one hand on the shaft.
He had been an old man forking muck ever since | could remember. |
couldn’t imagine that he had ever been or would be anything else. He
turned to me a lined face mostly hidden in white hair and whiskers which
always made me think of Elijah.

“Beans,” he said. “Now my bloody beans are wrong. First my potatoes,
then my tomatoes, then my lettuce, now my beans. Never knew a year
like it. The others I've had before, but who ever heard of beans getting
tribulated?”

“Are you sure?” | said.

“Sure? 'Course | am. Think | don't know the way a bean ought to look,
at my age?”

He glared at me out of the white fuzz.

“It's certainly a bad year,” | agreed.

“Bad,” he said, “it's ruination. And worse to come, | reckon.” He shook
his head, "Aye, worse to come,” he repeated, with gloomy satisfaction.

“Why?” | inquired.

“It's a judgment,” he told me. “And they deserve it. No morals, no
principles. Look at young Ted Norbat—gets a bit of a fine for hiding a
litter of ten and eating all but two before he was found out. Enough to
bring his father up out of his grave. Why, if he’d done a thing like that—
not that he ever would, mind you—but if he had, d’you know what he'd
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have got?” | shook my head. “It'd have been a public shaming on a Sunday,
a week of penances, and a tenth of all he had," he told me, forcibly.

“But God is not mocked. Bringing Tribulation down on us, again, they
are, a season like this is the start; I'm glad I'm an old man and not likely
to see the fall of it. But it's coming, you mark my words.

“Government regulations made by a lot of sniveling, weak-hearted, weak-
witted babblers in the East. That's what the trouble is. When my father
was a young man a woman who bore a child that wasn't in the image was
whipped for it. If she bore three out of the image she was uncertified,
outlawed, and sold. It made them careful about their Purity and their
prayers. My father reckoned there was a lot less trouble with Mutants on
account of it, and when there were any, they were burnt, like other Devia-
tions.”

"Burnt!” | exclaimed.

He looked at me. “Isn’t that the way to cleanse Deviations?” he de-
manded fiercely.

“But a Mutant isn't responsible for------ " | began.

“‘Isn't responsible,”” sneered the old man. “Is a tiger-cat responsible
for being a tiger-cat? But you kill it. You can't afford to have it around
loose. Repentances says to keep pure the stock of the Lord by fire, but that's
not good enough for the bloody government now.

“Give me the old days when a man was allowed to do his duty and keep
the place clean. Heading right for another dose of Tribulation we are now.”
He went on muttering, looking like an ancient, and wrathful, prophet of
doom.

| asked Uncle Axel whether there were a lot of people who really felt the
way old Jacob talked. He scratched his cheek, thoughtfully.

“Quite a few of the old ones. They still feel it's a personal responsibility
— like it used to be before there were Inspectors. Some of the middle-aged
are that way, too, but most of them are willing enough to leave it as it is.
They're not so set on the forms as their fathers were. They don’t reckon it
matters much what way it's done so long as the Mutants don't breed and
things go along all right—but give them a run of years with instability as
high as it is this year, and 1'd not say for certain they'd take it quietly.”

“Why should the deviation-rate suddenly get high some years?” | asked
him.

He shook his head. “1 don’t know. Something to do with the weather,
they say. Get a bad winter with gales from the southwest, and up goes the
deviation-rate— not the next season, but the one after that. Something comes
over from the Badlands, they say. Nobody knows what, but it looks as though
they're right. The old men look on it as a warning, just a reminder of
Tribulation sent to keep us on the right path, and they make the most of it.
Next year's going to be a bad one, too. People will listen to them more then.
They'll have a sharp eye for scapegoats.” He concluded by giving me a long,
thoughtful look.
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I had taken the hint and passed it on to the others. Sure enough the
season had been almost as tribulated as the one before, and there was a
tendency to look for scapegoats. Public feeling toward concealments was
noticeably less tolerant than it had been the previous summer, and it in-
creased the anxiety we should in any case have felt over our discovery of
Petra.

For a week after the river incident we listened with extra care for any
hint of suspicion about it. We found none, however. Evidently it had been
accepted that both Rosalind and 1, in different directions, had happened to
hear cries for help which must, in any case, have been faint at the distance.
W e were able to relax again, but not for long. Only about a month went by
before we had a new source of misgiving.

Anne announced that she was going to marry.

CHAPTER TEN

T here was a shade of defiance in Anne, even when she told us.

At first we did not take it very seriously. We found it difficult to believe,
and we did not want to believe, that she was serious. For one thing, the man
was Alan Ervin, the same Alan | had fought on the bank of the stream, and
who had informed on Sophie. Anne’s parents ran a good farm, not a great
deal smaller than Waknuk itself; Alan was the blacksmith’s son, his prospects
were those of becoming the blacksmith himself in his turn. He had the
physique for it, he was tall and healthy, but that was about as far as he went.
Quite certainly Anne's parents would be more ambitious for her than that;
so we scarcely expected anything to come of it.

W e were wrong. Somehow she brought her parents round to the idea, and
the engagement was formally recognized. At that point we became alarmed.
Abruptly, we were forced to consider some of the implications, and, young
though we were, we could see enough of them to make us anxious. It was
Michael who put it to Anne, first.

“You can’t, Anne. For your own sake you mustn’'t,” he told her. “It'd be
like tying yourself for life to a cripple. Do think, Anne, do really think what
it is going to mean.”

She came back to him angrily. “1'm not a fool. Of course I've thought. I've
thought more than you have. I'm a woman—1've a right to marry and have
children. There are three of you and five of us. Are you saying that two of us
must never many? Never have any lives or homes of our own? If not, then
two of us have got to many Norms. I'm in love with Alan, and | intend to
marry him. You ought to be grateful. It'll help to simplify things for the
rest of you.”

“That doesn't follow,” Michael argued. “W e can’t be the only ones. There
must be others like us—beyond our range, somewhere. If we wait a little. . .”

“Why should | wait? It might be for years, or for always. I've got Alan,
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and you want me to waste years waiting for someone who may never come,
or whom | may hate if he does. You want me to give up Alan, and risk being
cheated of everything. Well, | didn't ask to be the way we are; but I've as
much right to get what | can out of life as anyone else. It's you who haven't
thought, Michael— or any of you. | know what | intend to do; the rest of you
don’t know what you intend to do because you're none of you in love—
except David and Rosalind—and so you've none of you faced it.”

That was partially true as far as it went; but if we had not faced all the
problems before they arose, we were well aware of those that were constantly
with us, and of those the main one was the need of dissembling, of leading
all the time a suffocating half-life with our families. One of the tilings we
looked forward to most was relief some day from that burden, and though
we'd few positive ideas how it could be achieved, we could all realize that
marriage to a Norm would become intolerable in a very short while. It could
not be anything but a sham of a marriage when the two were separated by
something wider than a different language, which had always been hidden by
the one from the other. It would be misery, perpetual lack of confidence,
and insecurity; there’d be the prospect of a lifetime’s guarding against slips
—and we knew well enough already that occasional slips were inevitable.

Anne had seen this just as well as the rest of us, but now she pretended to
ignore it. She began to defy her differences by refusing to respond to us,
though whether she shut her mind off altogether, or continued to listen
without taking part we could not tell. We suspected the former as being
more in character, but, being unsure, we were not even able to discuss among
ourselves what course, if any, we ought to take. Possibly there was no active
course. | myself could think of none. Rosalind, too, was at a loss.

Rosalind had grown into a tall, slim young woman, now. She was hand-
some, with a face one could not help watching, she was attractive, too, in the
way she moved and carried herself. Several of the younger men had felt the
attraction, and gravitated toward her. She was civil to them, but no more.
She would not be entangled with any of them, very likely it was for that
reason that she was more shocked than any of us by what Anne proposed to
do.

We used to meet, discreetly and not dangerously often. No one but the
others, | think, ever suspected anything between us. We had to make love in
a snatched, unhappy way when we did meet, wondering miserably whether
there would ever be a time when we should not have to hide ourselves. And
somehow the business of Anne made us more wretched still. Marriage to a
Norm, even the kindest and best of them was unthinkable for both of us.

The only other person 1 could turn to for advice was Uncle Axel. He
knew, as did everyone else, about the forthcoming marriage, but it was
news to him that Anne was one of us, and he received it lugubriously. After
he had turned it over in his mind, he shook his head.

“No. It won't do, Davie. You're right there. I've been seeing these last
five or six years how it wouldn’t do, but I've just been hoping that maybe
it'd never come to it. | reckon you're all up against a wall, or you'd not be
telling me now?”
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I nodded. “She wouldn’t listen to us,” | told him. “Now she’'s gone
further. She won't respond at all. She says that's over. She never wanted to
be different from Normals, now she wants to be as like them as she can, |
never knew before that anybody could not want anybody else quite like that.
She’s so fierce and blind about it that she simply doesn’'t care what may
happen later. | don't see what we can do.”

“You don't think that perhaps she can make herself live like a Norm—
cut out the other altogether? It'd be too difficult?” Uncle Axel asked.

“We've thought about that, of course,” | told him. “She can refuse to
respond. She’s doing that now, like somebody refusing to talk. But to go on
with it—it'd be like taking a vow of silence for the rest of her life. I mean,
she can’t just make herself forget, and become a Norm. We can't believe
that's possible. Michael told her it'd be like pretending to have only one
arm because the person one wants to marry has only one arm. It wouldn't
be any good—and you couldn’t keep it up, either.”

Uncle Axel pondered for a bit.

“You're convinced she's crazy about this Alan, quite beyond reason, |
mean?” he asked.

“She’s not like herself at all. She doesn’t think properly any more,” | told
him. “Before she stopped responding her thought-shapes were all queer
with it.”

Uncle Axel shook his head disapprovingly again. “Women like to think
they're in love when they want to many; they feel it's a justification which
helps their self-respect,” he observed. “No harm in that; most of them are
going to need all the illusions they can keep up, anyway. But a woman who
is in love is a different proposition. She lives in a world where all the old
perspectives have altered. She is blinkered, single-purposed, undependable
in other matters. She will sacrifice anything, including herself, to one loyalty.
For her, that is quite logical;, for everyone else it looks not quite sane;
socially it is dangerous. And when there is also a feeling of guilt to be
overcome, and maybe, expiated, it is quite certainly dangerous for someone.”
He broke off, and reflected in silence awhile. Then he added, “It is too

dangerous, Davie. Remorse . . . abnegation . . . self-sacrifice . . . the desire
for purification ... all pressing upon her. The sense of burden, tire need
for help, for someone to share the burden. . . . Sooner or later, I'm afraid,

Davie. Sooner or later . .

| thought so, too.

“But what can we do?” | repeated, miserably.

He turned steady, serious eyes on me.

“How much are you justified in doing? One of you is set on a course to
endanger the lives of all eight. Not altogether wittingly, perhaps, but none
the less seriously, for all that. Even if she does intend to be loyal to you, she
is deliberately risking you all for her own ends—just a few' words in her
sleep would be enough. Does she have a moral right to create a constant
threat hanging over seven heads just because she wants to live with this
man?”

| hesitated. “Well, if you put it like that——" 1 began.
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“1 do put it like that. Has she that right?”

“We've done our best to dissuade her,” | evaded, inadequately.

“Listen,” said Uncle Axel. “1 knew a man once who was one of a party
who were adrift in a boat after their ship had burnt. They’d not much
food and very little water. One of them drank sea water and went mad. He
tried to wreck the boat so that they'd all drown together. He was a menace
to all of them. In the end they had to throw him overboard, with the result
that the other three had just enough food and water to last until they
reached land. If they hadn’t done it he'd have died anyway, and the rest of
them, too, most likely.”

I shook my head. “No,” | said decisively, “we couldn’t do that.”

He went on looking at me steadily.

“This isn't a nice cozy world for anyone, especially not for anyone that’s
different,” he said. “Maybe you're not the kind to survive in it, after all.”

“It isn't just that,” | told him. “If it were Alan you were talking about, if
it would help to throw him overboard, we'd do it, but it wouldn't help.
She’'d understand why, and it'd only make things worse. But it's Anne
you're meaning, and we can’'t do it—not because she’s a girl, it'd be the
same with any of us; we just couldn’'t do it. We're all too close together.
It’s difficult to explain . . . " | broke off, trying to think of a way of showing
him what we meant to one another. There didn't seem to be any clear way
of putting it, into words. | could only tell him, not very effectively.

“It wouldn’t be just murder, Uncle Axel. It'd be something worse, as well;
like violating part of ourselves. We couldn’t do it.”

“The alternative is the sword over your heads,” he said.

“1 know,” | agreed unhappily. “But that isn't the way. A sword inside
us would be worse.”

1 could not even discuss that solution with the others for fear that Anne
might catch our thoughts; but | knew with certainty what their verdict on it
would be. | knew that Unde Axel had proposed the only practical solution;
and | knew, too, its impossibility meant recognizing that nothing could
be done.

Anne now transmitted nothing whatever, we caught no trace of her, but
whether she had the strength of will not to receive we were still uncertain
From Deborah, her sister, we learned that she would listen only to words, and
was doing her best to pretend to herself that she was a Norm in every way,
but that could not give us enough confidence for us to exchange our thoughts
with freedom.

And in the following weeks Anne kept it up, so that one could almost
believe that she had succeeded in renouncing her difference and becoming
a Norm. Her wedding-day passed with nothing amiss, and she and Alan
moved into the house which her father gave them on the edge of his own
land. Here and there one encountered hints that she might have been
unwise to marry beneath her, but otherwise there was little comment.

During the next few months we heard scarcely anything of her. She dis-
couraged visits from her sister as though she was anxious to cut even that
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last link with us. We could only hope that she was being more successful
and happier than we had feared.

One of the consequences, as far as Rosalind and 1 were concerned, was a
more searching consideration of our own troubles. Quite when it was that we
had known we were going to marry one another, neither of us was able to
remember. It was one of those things that seem ordained, in such proper
accord with the law of nature and our own desires, that we felt we had always
known it. The prospect colored our thoughts even before we acknowledged
it to ourselves. To me, it had never been thinkable that anything else should
happen, for when two people have grown up thinking-together as closely as
we had, and when they are drawn even closer together by the knowledge of
hostility all around them they can feel the need of one another even before
they know they are in love.

But wheri they do know they are in love they suddenly know, too, that
there are ways in which they differ not at all from Norms, that some of the
same obstacles must be overcome.

The feud between our families which had first come into the open over
the matter of the greathorses had now been established for almost a decade.
My father and half-uncle Angus, Rosalind’s father, had settled down to a
regular guerrilla. In their efforts to score points each kept a hawk-like watch
upon the other’s land for the least Deviation or Offense, and both had been
known for some time now to reward the informer who would bring news of
irregularities in the other’s territory.

It was perfectly clear to us that neither side would be anything but
dead set against a union of the families.

For both of us the situation was bound to grow more difficult. Already
Rosalind’s mother had attempted some matchmaking; and | had seen my
mother measuring one or two girls with a calculating, though so far un-
satisfied eye.

We were sure that, at present, neither side had an idea of anything be-
tween us. There was only acrid communication between the Strorms and
the Mortons, and the only place they could be found beneath the same
roof was church. Rosalind and | met infrequently and very' discreetly.

We discussed and explored lengthily for some pacific way out of the
dilemma, but even when half a year had passed since Anne’s marriage we
were no nearer reaching it.

As for the rest of our group, we found that in that six months the first
alarm had lost its edge. That is not to say that we were easy in our minds:
we had never been that since we discovered ourselves, but once the crisis
over Anne had passed we got used to living with a slightly increased degree
of threat.

Then, one Sunday at dusk, Alan was found dead in the field-path that
led to his home, with an arrow through his neck.

We had the news first from Deborah, and we listened anxiously as she
tried to make contact with her sister. She used all the concentration she
could manage, but it was useless. Anne’'s mind remained as firmly closed
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against us as it had been for the last eight months. Even in distress she
transmitted nothing.

“1'm going over to see her,” Deborah told us. "She must have someone
by her.”

We waited expectantly for an hour or more. Then Deborah came through
again, very perturbed.

"She won’'t see me. She won't let me into the house. She’s let a neighbor
in, but not me. She screamed at me to go away.”

“She must think one of us did it,” came Michael’s response. "Did any of
you do it?>—or know anything about it?"

Our denials came in emphatically, one after another.

"W e've got to stop her thinking that,” Michael decided. "She mustn’t
go on believing it. Try to get through to her.”

We all tried. There was no response whatever.

"No good,” Michael admitted. “You must get a note to her somehow,
Deborah,” he added. “Word it carefully so that she’ll understand we had
nothing to do with it, but so that it won't mean anything to anyone else.”

"Very well. I'll try,” Deborah agreed doubtfully.

Another hour passed, before we heard from her once more.

“It's no good. | gave the note to the woman who’s there, and waited.
When the woman came back she said Anne just tore it up without opening
itt. My mother's in there now, trying to persuade her to come home.”

Michael was slow in replying to that. Then he advised:

"W e'd best be prepared. All of you make ready to run for it if necessary,
but don't rouse any suspicions. Deborah, keep on trying to find out what
you can, and let us know at once if anything happens.”

| did not know what to do for the best. Petra was already in bed, and |
could not rouse her without it being noticed. Besides, 1 was not sure that it
was necessary. She certainly could not be suspected even by Anne of having
had any part in the killing of Alan. It was only potentially that she could be
considered one of us at all, so 1 made no move beyond sketching a rough
plan in my mind, and trusted that | should have enough warning to get us
both clear.

Tire house had retired for the night before Deborah came through again.

"W e're going home, mother and me," she told us. "Anne’s turned every-
one out, and she's alone there now. Mother wanted to stay, but Anne is
beside herself and hysterical. She made them go. They were afraid she'd
be worse if they insisted on staying. She’s told Mother she knows who's
responsible for Alan’s death, but she wouldn’'t name anybody.”

“You think she means us? After all, it is possible that Alan may have
had some bitter quarrel of his own that we know nothing about,” Michael
suggested.

Deborah was more than dubious. "If it were only that, she'd surely have
let me in. She wouldn't have screamed at me to go away,” she pointed out.
“I'll go over early in the morning, and see if she’s changed her mind.”

With that we had to be content for the moment. We could relax a little
for a few hours, at least.
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Deborah told us later what happened the following morning.

She had got up an hour after dawn and made her way across the fields to
Anne’s house. When she reached it she had hesitated a little, reluctant to
face the possibility of the same sort of screaming repulse that she had
suffered the previous day. However, it was useless simply to stand there
looking at the house; she plucked up courage and raised the knocker. The
sound of it echoed inside and she waited. There was no result.

She tried the knocker again, more decisively. Still no one answered.

Deborah became alarmed. She hammered the knocker vigorously and
stood listening. Then slowly and apprehensively, she lowered her hand from
the knocker, and went over to the house of the neighbor who had been with
Anne the previous day.

With one of the logs from the woodpile they pushed in a window, and
then climbed inside. They found Anne upstairs in her bedroom, hanging
from a beam.

They took her down, between them, and laid her on the bed. They were
too late by some hours to help her. The neighbor covered her with a sheet.

To Deborah it was all unreal. She was dazed. The neighbor took her by
the arm to lead her out. As they were leaving she noticed a folded sheet of
paper lying on the table. She picked it up.

"This’ll be for you, or maybe your parents,” she said, putting it into
Deborah’s hand.

Deborah looked at it dully, reading the inscription on the outside.

“But it's not------ " she began automatically.

Then she checked herself, and pretended to look at it more closely, as it
occurred to her that the woman could not read.

“Oh, | see—yes, I'll give it to them,” she said, and slipped into the front
of her dress the message that was addressed neither to herself, nor to her
parents, but to the Inspector.

The neighbor's husband drove her home. She broke the news to her
parents. Then, alone in her room, the one that Anne had shared with her
before she had married, she read the letter.

It denounced all of us, including Deborah herself, and even Petra. It
accused us collectively of planning Alan’s murder, and one of us, unspecified,
of carrying it out.

Deborah read it through twice, and then carefully burnt it.

The tension eased for the rest of us after a day or two. Anne’s suicide
was a tragedy, but no one saw any mystery about it. A young wife, pregnant
with her first child, thrown off her mental balance by the shock of losing
her husband in such circumstances; it was a lamentable result, but under-
standable.

It was Alan’s death that remained unattributable to anyone, and as much
of a mystery to us as to the rest. Inquiries had revealed several persons who
had a grudge against him, but none with a strong-enough motive for murder,
nor any likely suspect who could not convincingly account for himself at the
time when Alan must have been killed.
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Old William Tay acknowledged the arrow to be one of his making, but
then, most of the arrows in the district were of his making. It was not a
competition shaft, or identifiable in any way; just a plain everyday hunting
arrow such as might be found by the dozen in any house. People gossiped, of
course, and speculated. From somewhere came a rumor that Anne was less
devoted than had been supposed, that for the last few weeks she had seemed
to be afraid of him. To the great distress of her parents it grew into a rumor
that she had let fly the arrow herself, and then committed suicide out of
either remorse, or the fear of being found out. But that, too, died away when,
again, no sufficiently strong motive could be discovered. In a few weeks
speculation found other topics. The mystery was written off as unsolvable; it
might even have been an accident which the culprit dared not acknowledge.

We had kept our ears wade open for any hint of guesswork or supposition
that might lead attention toward us, but there was none at all, and as the
interest declined we were able to relax.

But although we felt less anxiety than we had at any time for nearly a
year, an underlying effect remained, a sense of warning, with a sharpened
awareness that we were set apart, with the safety of all of us lying in the
hands of each.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

The spring inspections that year were propitious. Only two fields in the
whole district were on the first cleansing schedule, and neither of them
belonged to my father, or to Uncle Angus. The two previous years had been
so bad that people who had hesitated during the first to dispose of stock
with a tendency to produce deviational offspring had killed them off in the
second, with the result that the normality-rate was high on that side, too.
Moreover, the encouraging trend was maintained. It put new heart into
people, they became more neighborly and cheerful. By the end of May
there were quite a lot of bets laid that the deviation figures were going
to touch a record low. Even Old Jacob had to admit that divine displeasure
was in abeyance for the time being.

For us, as for everyone else, it looked like being a serene, if industrious,
summer, and possibly it would have been so, but for Petra.

It was one day early in June that, inspired apparently by a feeling for
adventure, she did two things she knew to be forbidden. First, although
she was alone, she rode her pony off our own land; and second, she was not
content to keep to the open country, but went exploring in the woods.

The woods about Waknuk are, as | have said, considered fairly safe, but
it does not do to count on that. Wildcats will seldom attack unless desperate;
they prefer to run away. Nevertheless, it is unwise to go into the woods
without a weapon of some kind, for it is possible for larger creatures to
work their way down the necks of forest which thrust out of the Fringes,
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almost clear across Wild Country in some places, and then slink from one
tract of woodland to another.

Petra’s call came as suddenly and unexpectedly as before. Though it did
not have the violent, compulsive panic which it had carried last time, it was
intense; the degree of distress and anxiety was enough to be highly un-
comfortable at the receiving end. Furthermore, the child had no control at
all. She simply radiated an emotion which blotted out everything else with
a great, amphorous splodge.

| tried to get through to the others to tell them I'd attend to it, but |
couldn’t make contact even with Rosalind. A blotting like that is hard to
describe; something like being unable to make oneself heard against a loud
noise, but also something like trying to see through a fog. To make it worse,
it gave no picture or hint of the cause. It was— this attempt to explain one
sense in terms of others is bound to be misleading—but one might say it
was something like a wordless yell of protest. Just a reflex emotion, no
thought, or control. | doubted even if she knew she was doing it at all. It
was instinctive. All | could tell was that it was a distress signal, and coming
from some distance away. . . .

| ran from the forge where | was working, and got the gun—the one
that always hung just inside the house door, ready charged and primed for
an emergency. In a couple of minutes | had one of the riding horses saddled
up, and was away on it. One tiling as definite about the call as its quality
was its direction. Once | was out on the green lane | thumped my heels
and was off at a gallop toward the West Woods.

If Petra had only let up on that overpowering distress-pattern of hers for
just a few minutes—Ilong enough to let the rest of us get in touch with one
another—the consequences would have been quite different. Indeed, there
might have been no consequences at all. But she did not. She kept it up,
like a screen, and there was nothing one could do but make for the source of
it as quickly as possible.

Some of the going wasn’t good. | took a tumble at one point, and lost more
time catching the horse again. Once in the woods the ground was harder,
for the track was kept clear and fairly well used to save a considerable circuit.
| kept on along it until | realized | had overshot. The undergrowth was too
thick to allow of a direct line, so | had to turn back and hunt for another
track in the right direction. There was no trouble about the direction itself;
not for a moment did Petra let up. At last | found a path, a narrow, frus-
tratingly winding affair overhung by branches beneath which | had to crouch
as the horse thrust its way along, but its general trend was right. At last the
ground became clearer and | could choose my own way. A quarter of a mile
farther on | pushed through more undergrowth and reached an open glade.

Petra herself | did not see at first. It was her pony that caught my attention.
It was lying on the far side of the glade, with its throat tom open. Working
at it, ripping flesh from its haunch with such single-minded intent that it
had not heard my approach, was as deviational a creature as | had seen.

The animal was a reddish-brown, dappled with both yellow and darker
brown spots. Its huge pad-like feet were covered with mops ot fur, matted
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with blood now on the forepaws, and showing long, curved claws. Fur hung
from the tail, too, in a way that made it look like a huge plume. The face
was round, with eyes like yellow glass. The ears wide-set and drooping, the
nose almost retroussd Two large incisors projected downward over the lower
jaw, and it was using these, as well as the claws, to tear at the pony.

| started to unsling the gun from my back. The movement caught its
attention. It turned its head and crouched motionless, glaring at me, with
the blood glistening on the lower half of its face. Its tail rose, and waved
gently from side to side. | cocked the gun and was in the act of raising it when
an arrow took the creature in the throat. It leapt, writhing into the air
and landed on all fours, facing me still, with its yellow eyes glaring. My
horse took fright and reared, and my gun exploded into the air, but before
the creature could spring, two more arrows took it, one in the hindquarters,
the other in the head. It stood stock-still for a moment, and then rolled over.

Rosalind rode into the glade from my right, her bow still in her hand.
Michael appeared from the other side, a fresh arrow already on his string,
and his eyes fixed on the creature, making sure about it. Even though we
were so close to one another, we were close to Petra, too, and she was still
swamping us.

“Where is she?” Rosalind asked in words.

W e looked round and then spotted the small figure twelve feet up a young
tree. She was sitting in a fork and clinging round the trunk with both arms.
Rosalind rode under the tree and told her it was safe to come down. Petra
went on clinging, she seemed unable to let go or to move. | dismounted,
climbed the tree and helped her down until Rosalind could reach up and
take her. Rosalind seated her astride her saddle in front of her, and tried to
soothe her, but Petra was looking down at her own dead pony. Her distress
was, if anything, intensified.

“We must stop this,” | said to Rosalind. “She’ll be bringing all the
others here.”

Michael, assured that the creature was really dead, joined us. He looked
at Petra, worriedly.

“She’s no idea she's doing it. It's not intelligent; she's sort of howling
with fright inside. It’'d be better for her to howl outwardly. Let's start by
getting her where she can’t see her pony.”

We moved off a little, round a screen of bushes. Michael spoke to her
quietly, trying to encourage her. She did not seem to understand, and there
was no weakening of her distress-pattern.

“Perhaps if we were all to try the same thought pattern on her simul-
taneously,” | suggested. “Soothing-sympathizing-relaxing. Ready?”

We tried, for a full fifteen seconds. There was just a momentary check in
Petra's distress, then it crowded us down again.

“No good,” said Rosalind, and let up.

The three of us regarded her helplessly. The pattern was a little changed;
the incisiveness of alarm had receded, but the bewilderment and distress
were still overwhelming. She began to cry. Rosalind put an arm round her
and held her dose to her.
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“Let her have it out. It'll relax the tension,” said Michael.

While we were waiting for her to calm down, the thing that | had been
afraid of happened. Deborah came riding out of the trees; a moment later
a boy rode in from the other side. I'd never seen him until now, but | knew
he must be Mark,

We had never met as a group before. It was one of the things that we had
known would be unsafe. It was almost certain that the other two girls would
be somewhere on the way, too, to complete a gathering that we had decided
must never happen.

Hurriedly, we explained in words what had occurred. We urged them to
get away and disperse as soon as possible so that they would not be seen
together; Michael, too. Rosalind and | would stay with Petra and do our
best to calm her.

The three of them appreciated the situation without argument. A mo-
ment later they left us, riding off in different directions.

We went on trying to comfort and soothe Petra, with little success.

Some ten minutes later the two girls, Sally and Katherine, came pushing
their way through the bushes. They, too, were on horseback, and with their
bows strung. We had hoped that one of the others might have met them
and turned them back, but clearly they had approached by a different route.

They came closer, staring incredulously at Petra. We explained all over
again, in words, and advised them to go away. They were in the act of
turning their horses when a large man on a bay mare thrust out of the trees
into the open.

He reined in, and sat looking at us.

“What's going on here?” he demanded, with suspicion in his tone.

He was a stranger to me, and | did not care for the look of him. I asked
what one usually asked of strangers. Impatiently he pulled out his identity
tag, with the current year's punch-mark on it. I showed my own. It was
established that we were neither of us outlaws.

“What'’s all this?” he repeated.

The temptation was to tell him to mind his own damned business, but |
thought it more tactful in the circumstances to be placatory. | explained
that my sister's pony had been attacked, and that we had answered her
calls for help. He wasn’t willing to take that at its face value. He looked at me
steadily, and then turned to regard Sally and Katherine.

“Maybe. But what brought you here in such a hurry?” he asked them.

“Naturally we came when we heard the child calling,” Sally told him.

"I was right behind you, and | heard no calling,” he said.

Sally and Katherine looked at one another. Sally shrugged.

“We did,” she told him, shortly.

It seemed about time | took a hand.

“1'd have thought everyone for miles around would have heard it,” |
said. “The pony was screaming too, poor little brute.”

| led him round the clump of bushes arid showed him the ravaged pony
and the dead creature. He looked surprised, as if he’d not expected that
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evidence, but he wasn't altogether appeased. He demanded to see Rosalind’s
and Petra’s tags.

“What's this all about?” | asked in my turn.

“You didn’t know that the Fringes have got spies out?" he said.

"l didn’t,” | told him. “Anyway, do we look like Fringes people?”

He ignored the question. “Well, they have. There's an instruction to
watch for them. There’s trouble working up, and the clearer you keep of
the woods, the less likely you are to meet it before we all do.”

He still was not satisfied. He turned to look at the pony again, then at
Sally.

“1'd say it's near half an hour since that pony did any screaming. How
did you two manage to come straight to this spot?”

Sally’s eyes widened a little.

“Well, this was the direction it came from, and then when we got nearer
we heard the little girl screaming,” she said simply.

“And very good it was of you to follow it up,” | put in. “You would have
saved her life by doing it if we hadn’t happened to be a little nearer. It's
all over now, and luckily she wasn’t hurt. But she’'s had a nasty fright and
1I'd better get her home. Thank you both for wanting to help.”

They took that up all right. They congratulated us on Petra’s escape,
hoped she would soon get over the shock, and then they rode off. Tie man
lingered, He still seemed dissatisfied and a little puzzled. There was, how-
ever, nothing for him to take a firm hold of. Presently he gave the three of
us a long, searching stare, looking as if he were about to say something
more, but he changed his mind. Finally he repeated his advice to keep out
of the woods, and then rode off in the wake of the other two. We watched him
disappear among the trees.

“Who is he?” Rosalind asked, uneasily.

I could tell her that the name on his tag had been Jerome Skinner, but
no more. He was a stranger to me, and our names had not seemed to mean
much to him. | would have asked Sally but for the barrier that Petra was
still putting up. It gave me a strange, muffled feeling to be cut off from the
rest like that, and made me wonder at the strength of purpose which enabled
Anne to withdraw herself entirely for those months.

Rosalind, still with her right arm around Petra, started homeward at a
walk. | collected the dead pony’s saddle and bridle, pulled the arrows out
of the creature, and followed them.

They put Petra to bed when | brought her in. During the late afternoon
and early evening the disturbance she was making fluctuated from time to
time, but it kept up naggingly until almost nine o’clock when it diminished
steeply and disappeared.

“Thank goodness for that. She's gone to sleep at last,” came from one
of the others.

“Who was that man Skinner?” Rosalind and | inquired, anxiously and
simultaneously.

Sally answered: “He’s fairly new here. My father knows him. He has a
farm bordering on the woods near where you were. It was just bad luck his
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seeing us, and of course he wondered why we were making for the trees at
a gallop.”

“He seemed very suspicious. Why?” asked Rosalind. “Does he know
anything about thought-shapes? 1 didn’t think any of them did.”

“He can’t make them, or receive them himself—1 tried him hard," Sally
told her.

Michael’s distinctive pattern came in, inquiring what it was all about. We
explained. He commented:

“Some of them do have an idea that something of the kind may be
possible, but only very roughly of the kind—a sort of emotional transfer of
mental impressions. They call it telepathy—at least, those who believe in
it do. Most of them are pretty doubtful whether it exists at all.”

“Do they think it's deviational, those who do believe it exists, | mean?”
| asked.

“It's difficult to say. | don't know that the question has ever been straightly
put. But, academically, there’'s the point that since God is able to read
men’s minds, the true image ought to be able to do so, too. It might be
argued that it is a power that men have temporarily lost as a punishment,
part of Tribulation, but 1'd not like to risk myself on that argument in front
of a tribunal.”

“This man had an air of smelling a rat,” Rosalind told him. “Has anybody
else been inquisitive?”

They all gave her a “no” to that.

“Good,” she replied. “But we must be careful this doesn’t happen again.
David will have to explain to Petra in words and try to teach her to use
some self-control. If this distress of hers does occur, you must all of you
ignore it, or, anyway, not answer it. Just leave it to David and me. We have to
make sure we are not drawn together into a group again. We could easily
be a lot less lucky than we were today. Does everybody understand and
agree?”

Their assents came in, then presently the rest of them withdrew, leaving
Rosalind and me to discuss how | could best tackle Petra.

I woke early the next morning, and the first thing | was aware of was
Petra’s distress once more. But it was different in quality now, her alarm
had quite subsided, but given way to a lament for the dead pony. Nor did it
have anything like the intensity of the previous day.

1 tried to make contact with her, and, though she did not understand,
there was a perceptible check and a trace of puzzlement for some seconds.
| got out of bed, and went along to her room. She was glad to have company;
the distress-pattern faded a lot as we chatted. Before | left | promised to
take her fishing that afternoon.

It is not at all easy to explain in words how one can make intelligent
thought-shapes. All of us had first found out for ourselves; a very crude fum-
bling to begin with, but then more skillful when we had discovered one an-
other and begun to learn by practice. With Petra it was different. Already, at
six and a half, she had had a power of projection in a different class from ours,
and quite overwhelming—-but without realization, and therefore with no
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control whatever. | did my best to explain to her, but even at her present
age of almost eight the necessity of putting it in words that were simple
enough presented a difficulty. After an hour of trying to make it
clear to her while we sat on the river bank watching our floats, | still had
not got anywhere much, and she was growing too bored to try to under-
stand what | said. Another kind of approach seemed to be required.

“Let’s play a game,” | suggested. “You shut your eyes. Keep them shut
tight, and pretend you're looking down a deep, deep well. There’'s nothing
but dark to see. Right?”

“Yes,” she said, eyelids tightly clenched.

“Good. Now, don’t think of anything at all except how dark it is and
how far, far away the bottom is. Just think of that, but look at the dark.
Understand that?”

“Yes,” she said again.

“Now watch,” | told her.

| thought a rabbit for her, and made it twitch its nose. She chuckled.
Well, that was one good thing, at least; it made sure that she could receive.
1 abolished the rabbit, and thought a puppy, then some chickens, and then
a horse and cart. After a minute or two she opened her eyes, and looked
bewildered.

"Where are they?” she asked, looking around.

“They aren’t anywhere. They were just think-things,” | told her. “That's
the game. Now I'll shut my eyes, too. We'll both look down the well and
think of nothing but how dark it is. Then it's your turn to think a picture
at the bottom of the well, so that 1 can see it.”

| played my part conscientiously and opened my mind to its most sensitive.
That was a mistake. There was a flash and a glare and a general impression
that | had been struck by a thunderbolt. | staggered in a mental daze, with
no idea what her picture had been. The others came in, protesting bitterly.
| explained what was going on.

"Well, for heaven’s sake be careful, and don’t let her do it again. |
damned near put an axe through my foot,” came aggrievedly from Michael.

“I've scalded my hand with the kettle,” from Katherine.

“Lull her. Soothe her down somehow,” advised Rosalind.

“She isn't unsoothed. She’s perfectly tranquil. That seems to be just the
way it is with her,” | told them.

"Maybe, but it's a way it can’t stay,” Michael answered. "She must cut it
down,”

“1 know—I'm doing my best. Perhaps you've got some ideas on how to
tackle it?” | suggested.

“Well, next time wam us before she tries,” Rosalind told me.

| pulled myself together and turned my attention to Petra again.

“You're too rough,” | said. “This time make a little think-picture; a really
little one ever so far away, in soft pretty colors. Do it slowly and gently, as if
you were making it out of cobwebs.”

Petra nodded, and closed her eyes again.
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“Here it comes!” | warned the others, and waited, wishing it were the
kind of thing one could take cover from.

It was not much worse than a minor explosion this time. It was dazzling,
but I did manage to catch the shape of it.

"A fish!” | said. "A fish with a droopy tail.”

Petra chuckled delightedly.

“Undoubtedly a fish,” came from Michael. “You're doing fine. All you
want to do now is to cut her down to about one per cent of the power in
that last one before she bums our brains out.”

“Now you show me,” demanded Petra, and the lesson proceeded.

The following afternoon we had another session. It was a rather violent
and exhausting business, but there was progress. Petra was beginning to grasp
the idea of forming thought-shapes—in a childish way, as was only to be
expected—but frequently recognizable in spite of distortions. The main
trouble still was to keep the power down. When she became excited one
was almost stunned by the impact. The rest complained that they could
get no work done while we were at it; it was like trying to ignore sudden
hammer-bangs inside one's head. Toward the end of the lesson | told
Petra:

“Now I'm going to tell Rosalind to give yon a think-picture. Just shut
your eyes, like before.”

“Where's Rosalind?” she asked, looking around.

“She’s not here, but that doesn't matter with think-pictures. Now, look
at the dark and think of nothing.”

“And you others,” | added mentally for the benefit of the rest, “just lay
off, will you? Keep it all clear for Rosalind and don't interrupt. Go ahead,
Rosalind, strong and clear.”

We sat silent and receptive.

Rosalind made a pond with reeds round it. She put in several ducks,
friendly, humorous-looking ducks of several colors. They swam a kind of
ballet, except for one chunky, earnestly trying duck who was always a little
late and a little wrong. Petra loved it. She gurgled with enjoyment. Then,
abruptly, she projected her delight; it wiped out the whole tiring and dazed
us all again. It was wearing for everyone, but her progress was encouraging.

In the fourth lesson she leamt the trick of clearing one’s mind without
closing one’s eyes, which was quite a step. By the end of the week we were
really getting on. Her thought-shapes were still crude and unstable, but they
would improve with practice. Her reception of simple forms was good, though
as yet she could catch little of our projections to one another.

“Too difficult to see all at once and too quick,” she said. “But | can tell
whether it's you, or Rosalind, or Michael, or Sally doing it, but going so
fast it gets muddled. The other ones are much more muddled, though.”

“What other ones— Katherine and Mark?” 1 asked her.

“Oh, no. | can tell them. It's the other other ones. The long-way-away
ones,” she said, impatiently.

| decided to take it calmly.
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“1 don’t know,” she said. "Can’t you hear them? They’re over there, but
a long, long way.” She pointed to the southwest.

| thought that over for a few moments.

“Are they there now?” | asked.

"Yes, but not much,” she said.

| tried my best to detect anything, and failed.

“Suppose you try to copy for me what you're getting from them?” |
suggested.

She tried. There was something there, and with a quality in it which none
of us had. It was not comprehensible and it was very blurred—possibly, |
thought, because Petra was trying to relay something she could not under-
stand herself. |1 could make nothing of it, and called Rosalind in, but she
could do no better. Petra was evidently finding it an effort, so after a few
minutes we decided to let it rest for the present.

In spite of Petra’s continued propensity to slip at any moment into what,
in terms of sound, would be a deafening bellow we all felt a proprietorial
pride in her progress. There was a sense of excitement, too— rather as if we
had discovered an unknown who we knew was destined to become a great
singer: only it was something more important than that. . . .

“This,” Michael said, “is going to be very interesting indeed— provided
she doesn't break us all up before she gets control of it.”

At supper, some ten days after the loss of Petra’s pony, Uncle Axel asked
me to come and give him a hand with truing-up a wheel, while there was
still light enough. Superficially the request was casual, but there was some-
thing in his eye which made me agree without hesitation. | followed him
out, and we went over behind the rick where we should neither be seen nor
overheard. He put a straw between his teeth, and looked at me seriously.

“You been careless, Davie boy?” be asked.

There are plenty of ways of being careless, but only one he'd ask me
about with the manner he was using.

"l don't think so,” | told him.

“One of the others, maybe?” he suggested.

Again, | did not think so.

“H'm,” he grunted. “Then why, would you say, has Joe Darley been
asking questions about you? Any idea?”

| had no idea why, and told him so. He shook his head.

“1 don't like it, boy.”

“Just me—or the others, as well?” | asked.

“You and Rosalind Morton.”

“Oh,” | said, uneasily. “Still, if it's only Joe Darley. . . . Could it be he’s
heard a rumor about us, and is out to do a bit of scandal-raising?”

“Might be,” Uncle Axel agreed, but reservedly. “On the other hand Joe
is a fellow that the Inspector has used before now when he wants a few
inquiries made on the quiet. | don't like it.”

| did not care for it, either. But he had not approached either of us
directly, and | did not see where else he was going to get any incriminating
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information. There was, | pointed out, nothing he could pin on us that
brought us within any category' of the Scheduled Deviations.

Uncle Axel shook his head. "Those lists are inclusive, not exclusive,” he
said. “You can’t schedule all the million things that may happen—only the
more frequent ones. There have to be test cases for new ones when they
crop up. It's part of the Inspector’s job to keep watch and call an inquiry if
the information he gets seems to warrant it.”

“We've thought about what might happen,” | told him. “If there should
be any questions they'll not be sure what they're looking for. All we’ll have
to do is act bewildered, just as a Norm would be. If Joe or anybody has
anything it can’'t be more than suspicion, no solid evidence.”

He did not seem reassured.

“There’'s Deborah,” he suggested. “She was pretty much upset by her
sister’s suicide. Do you think she------ ”

"No,” | said confidently. "Quite apart from the fact that she couldn’t
do it without involving herself, we should have known if she were hiding
anything.”

“Well then, there’'s young Petra,” he said.

| stared at him.

“How did you know about Petra?” | asked. “I never told you.”

He nodded in a satisfied way. “So she is. | reckoned so.”

“How did you find out?” | repeated anxiously, wondering who else might
have had a similar idea. “Did she tell you?”

“Oh, no, | kind of came across it.” He paused, then he added: “Indirectly
it came from Anne. | told you it was a bad thing to let her marry' that fellow.
There's a type of woman who isn’'t content until she’s made herself some
man’s slave and doormat—put herself completely in his power. That's the
kind she was.”

“You're not—you don’t mean she told Alan about herself?” | protested.

"She did,” he nodded. “She did more than that. She told him about all of
you.”

| stared at him incredulously.

"You can't be sure of that, Uncle Axel!”

“1 am, Davie boy. Maybe she didn’t intend to. Maybe it was only herself
she told him about, being the kind who can't keep secrets in bed. And
maybe he had to beat the names of the rest of you out of her, but he knew,
all right. He knew.”

“But even if he did, how did you know' he knew?” | asked, with rising
anxiety.

He said, reminiscently:

"Awhile ago there used to be a dive down on the waterfront in Rigo. It
was run by a fellow called Grouth, and very profitably, too. He had a stall
of three girls and two men, and they did as he said— just as he said. If he'd
liked to tell what he knew one of the men would have been strung up for
mutiny on the high seas, and two of the girls for murder. | don’t know what
the others had done, but he had the lot of them cold. It was as neat a setup
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for blackmail as you could find, If the men got any tips he had them. He
saw to it that the girls were nice to the sailors who used the place, and
whatever they got out of the sailors he had, too. | used to see the way he
treated them, and the expression on his face when he watched them, kind of
gloating because he'd got them, and he knew it, and they knew it. He'd only
got to frown, and they danced.”

Uncle Axel paused reflectively.

“You'd never think you'd come across just that expression on a man’s face
again in Waknuk church, of all places, would you? It made me feel a bit
queer when | did. But there it was. It was on Alan’s face while he studied
first Rosalind, then Deborah, then you, then young Petra. He wasn't inter-
ested in anybody else. Just the four of you.”

“You could have been mistaken—just an expression. ... " | said.

“Not that expression. Oh, no. | knew that expression, it jerked me right
back to the dive in Rigo. Besides, if | wasn't right, how do | come to know
about Petra?”

“What did you do?"

“1 came home and thought a bit about Grouth, and what a comfortable
life he'd been able to lead, and about one or two other things. Then | put
a new string on my bow.”

“So it was you!” | exclaimed.

“It was the only thing to do, Davie. Of course, | knew Anne would reckon
it was one of you that had done it. But she couldn’t denounce you without
giving herself away and her sister, too. There was a risk there, but | had to
take it.”

“There certainly was a risk, and it nearly didn't come off,” | said, and
told him about the letter that Anne had left for the Inspector.

He shook his head. “1 hadn’t reckoned she'd go as far as that, poor girl,”
he said. “All the same, it had to be done, and quickly. Alan wasn’t a fool. He'd
see to it that he was covered. Before he actually began on you he’'d have had
a written deposition somewhere to be opened in the event of his death,
and he'd see that you knew about it, too. It'd have been a pretty nasty
situation for all of you.”

The more | considered it, the more | realized how nasty it could have
been.

“You took a big risk for us yourself, Uncle Axel,” 1 told him.

He shrugged.

“Very little risk for me against a great deal for you,” he said.

Presently, we came back to the matter in hand.

“But these inquiries can’t have anything to do with Alan. That was weeks
ago,” | pointed out.

“What's more, it's not the kind of information he'd share with anyone
if he wanted to cash in on it,” agreed Uncle Axel. “There’s one thing,” he
went on, “they can't know much, or they'd have called an inquiry already,
and they'll have to be pretty damn sure of themselves before they do call one.
The Inspector isn't going to put himself in a weak spot with your father, if he
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can help it—nor with Angus Morton, either, for that matter. But that still
doesn’t get us any nearer to knowing what started it.”

| was pressed back again into thinking it must have something to do with
the affair of Petra’s pony. Uncle Axel knew of its death, of course, but not
much more. It would have involved telling him about Petra herself, and we
had had a tacit understanding that the less he knew about us, the less he
would have to hide in case of trouble. However, now that he did know about
Petra, | described the event more fully. It did not look to us to be a likely
source, but for lack of any other lead he made a note of the man’s name.

“Jerome Skinner,” he repeated, not very hopefully. “Very well, I'll see if |
can find out anything about him.”

We all conferred that night, but inconclusively. Michael put it:

“Well, if you and Rosalind are quite satisfied that there's been nothing
to start suspicion in your district, then | don’t see that it can be traceable
to anybody but that man in the forest.” He used a thought-shape rather
than bothering to spell out “Jerome Skinner” in letter-forms. “If he is the
source, then he must have put his suspicions before the Inspector in this
district, who will have handed it on as a routine report to the Inspector in
yours. That'll mean that several people are wondering about it already, and
there'll be questions going on here about Sally and Katherine. I'll see if |
can find out anything tomorrow, and let you know.”

“But what's the best thing for us to do?” Rosalind put in.

“Nothing at the moment,” Michael advised. “If we are right about the
source, then you are in two groups: Sally and Katherine in one; you, David,
and Petra in the other; and the other three of us aren’t involved at all. Don't
do anything unusual, or you may cause them to pounce, on suspicion. If it
does come to an inquiry we ought to be able to bluff it out by acting simple
as we decided. But Petra’s the weak spot; she’s too young to understand. If
they start on her and trick her and trap her, it might end up in sterilization
and the Fringes for all of us.

"That makes her the key point. It'll be your job, David, to see that she
isn't taken for questioning—at any cost. If you have to kill someone to
prevent it, then you must. They’'d not think twice about killing us if they
had the excuse. Don't forget, if they move at all, they'll be doing it to
exterminate us, by the slow method, if not by the fast.

“If the worst comes to the worst, and you can't save Petra, it would be
kinder to kill her than let her go to sterilization and banishment to the
Fringes—a lot more merciful for a child. You understand? Do the rest of
you agree?”

Their agreements came in.

When | thought of little Petra, mutilated and thrust naked into Fringes
country, to perish or survive as it should chance, ! agreed, too.

“Very well,” Michael went on. “Just to be on the safe side, then, it
might be best if the four of you and Petra were to make your arrangements
to run for it at a moment’s notice, if it becomes necessary.”

He went on explaining in more detail.
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It is difficult to see what other course we could have taken. An overt
move by any of us would at once have brought trouble on the rest. Our
misfortune lay in our receiving the information regarding the inquiries when
we did, and not two or three days earlier.

CHAPTER TWELVE

T he nrscussiON, and Michael’s advice, made the threat of discovery seem
both more real and more imminent than it had been when | talked to Uncle
Axel earlier in the evening. Michael, | knew, had been increasingly anxious
during the last year or so, as if he had a feeling that time was running out,
and now | caught some of that sensation, too. | even went as far as making
some preparations before | went to bed that night. At least, | put a bow
and a couple of dozen arrows handy, and found a sack into which | put several
loaves and a cheese. And | decided that next day | would make up a pack
of spare clothes and boots and other things that would be useful, and hide it
in some dry, convenient place outside. Then we should need some clothing
for Petra, and a bundle of blankets, and something to hold drinking water,
and it would not do to forget a tinder-box. . . .

I was still listing the desirable equipment in my mind when 1 fell asleep.

No more than three hours or so could have passed before | was wakened
by the dick of my latch. There was no moon, but there was starlight enough
to show a small, white night-gowned figure by the door.

“David,” she said. “Rosalind—"

But she did not need to tell me. Rosalind had already broken in, urgently.

“David,” she was telling me, "we must get away at once— just as soon as
you can. They've taken Sally and Katherine------ "

Michael crowded in on her. “Hurry up, both of you, while there’s time.
It was a deliberate surprise. If they do know much about us, they'll have
tried to time it to send a party for you, too— before you could be warned. They
were at Sally’s and Katherine's almost simultaneously just over ten minutes
ago. Get moving, quick.”

“Meet you below the mill. Hurry,” Rosalind added.

| told Petra, in words:

“Get dressed as fast as you can. Overalls. And be very quiet.”

Very likely she had not understood the thought-shapes in detail, but she
had caught the urgency. She nodded, and slipped back into the dark passage.

I pulled on my clothes, and rolled the blankets into a bundle. | groped
about in the shadows till 1 found the bow and arrows and the bag of food,
and made for the door.

Petra was almost dressed already. | grabbed some clothes from her cup-
board and rolled them in blankets.
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“Don't put on your shoes yet,” | whispered. “Carry them, and come
tiptoe, like a cat.”

Outside in the yard | put down the bundle and the sack while we both
got our shoes on. Petra started to speak, but | put my finger to my lips,
and gave her the thought-shape of Sheba, the black mare. She nodded, and
we tiptoed across the yard. | just had the stable-door open when | caught a
distant sound, and paused to listen.

“Horses,” whispered Petra.

1 heard them, too—several sets of hoofs and, faintly, the tinkle of bits.

There was no time to find the saddle and bridle for Sheba. We brought
her out on the halter, and mounted from the block. With all | was carrying
there was no room for Petra in front of me. She got up behind, and hung on
round my waist.

Quietly we slipped out of the yard by the far end and started down the
path to the riverbank while the hoofbeats on the upper track drew dose
to the house.

“Are you away?” | asked Rosalind, and let her know what was happening
with us.

“l1 was away ten minutes ago. | had everything ready,” she told me
reprovingly. “We've all been trying our damnedest to reach you. It was
lucky Petra happened to wake up.”

Petra caught her own thought-shape, and broke in excitedly to know what
was happening. It was like a fountain of sparks.

“Gently, darling. Much more gently,” protested Rosalind. “We'll tell
you all about it soon.” She paused a moment to get over the blinding effect.

“Sally? Katherine?” she inquired.

They responded together.

“W e're being taken to the Inspector’'s. We're all innocent and bewildered.
Is that best?”

Michael and Rosalind agreed that it was.

“We think,” Sally went on, "that we ought to shut our minds to you. It
will make it easier for us to act as Normals if we really don’t know what is
happening. So don't try to reach us, any of you.”

“Very' well—but we shall be open for you,” Rosalind agreed. She diverted
her thoughts to me. “Come along, David. There are lights up at the farm
now.”

“It’s all right. We're coming,” | told her. “It’s going to take them some
time in the dark to find which way we went, anyhow.”

“They’'ll know by the stable-warmth that you can’t have got far yet,” she
pointed out.

| looked back. Up by the house | could see a light in a window, and a
lantern swinging in someone’s hand. The sound of a man’s voice calling
came to us faintly. We had reached the riverbank now, and it was safe to urge
Sheba to a trot. We kept that up for half a mile until we came to the ford,
and then for another quarter-mile until we were approaching the mill. It
seemed prudent to walk her past there in case anyone was awake. Beyond
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the wall we heard a dog on the chain, but it did not bark. Presently | caught
Rosalind’s feeling of relief, coming from somewhere a little ahead.

We trotted again, and a few moments later | noticed a movement under
the trees of the track. | turned the mare that way, and found Rosalind
waiting for us, and not only Rosalind, but her father's pair of greathorses.
The massive creatures towered above us, both saddled with large pannier
baskets. Rosalind was standing in one of the baskets, her bow, strung and
ready to hand, laid across it.

I rode up close beneath her while she leaned out to see what | had brought.

“Hand me the blankets,” she directed, reaching down. “What's in the
sack?”

| told her.

“Do you mean to say that's all you've brought?” she said disapprovingly.

“There was some hurry,” | pointed out.

She arranged the blankets to pad the saddle-board between the panniers.
| hoisted Petra until she could reach Rosalind’s hands. With a heave from
both of us she scrambled up and perched herself on the blankets.

“We'd better keep together,” Rosalind directed. ‘Tve left room for you
in the other pannier. You can shoot left-handed from there.” She flipped
over a kind of miniature rope-ladder so that it hung down the greathorse’s
left shoulder.

| slid off Sheba's back, turned her head for home, and gave her a smack
on the flank to start her off, then | scrambled up awkwardly to the other
pannier. The moment my foot was clear of the mounting-rings Rosalind
pulled them up and hitched them. She gave the reins a shake, and before
| was well settled in the pannier we were off, with the second greathorse fol-
lowing on a lead.

We trotted awhile, and then left the track for a stream. Where that was
joined by another we branched off up the lesser. We left that and picked
our way across boggy ground to another stream. We held on along the bed of
that for perhaps half a mile or more and then turned off onto another
stretch of uneven, marshy ground which soon became firmer until presently
the hoofs were clinking among stones. We slowed still more while the horses
picked a winding way amid rocks. | realized that Rosalind had put in some
careful planning to hide our tracks. | must have projected the thought un-
wittingly, for she came in, somewhat coldly:

“It's a pity you didn’t do a little more thinking and a little less sleeping.”

“1 made a start,” 1 protested. “| was going to get everything fixed up
today. It didn’t seem all that urgent.”

“And so when | tried to consult you about it, there you were, swinishly
asleep. My mother and | spent two solid hours packing up these panniers
and getting the saddles slung up ready for an emergency, while all you did
was go on sleeping.”

“Your mother?” | asked, startled. “Does she know?”

“She's sort of half-known, guessed something, for some time now. | don’'t
know how much she’s guessed; she never spoke about it at all. I think she
felt that as long as she didn't have to admit it in words it might be all
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light. When | told her this evening that | thought it very likely 1'd have to
go, she cried; but she wasn't really surprised. She didn’t try to argue, or
dissuade me. | think she’'d already resolved at the back of her mind that
she’'d have to help me one day, when the time came, and she did,"

I thought that over. | could not imagine my own mother doing such a
thing for Petra’s sake. And yet she had cried after my Aunt Harriet had
been sent away. And Aunt Harriet had been more than ready to break the
Purity Laws. So had Sophie’s mother. It made one wonder how many
mothers there might be who were turning a blind eye toward matters that
did not actually infringe the Definition of the True Image—and perhaps
to things that did infringe it, if the Inspector could be dodged. | wondered,
too, whether my mother would, in secret, be glad or sorry that | had taken
Petra away.

We went on by the erratic route that Rosalind had picked to hide the
trail. There were more stony places and more streams until finally we urged
the horses up a steep bank and into the woods. Before long, we encountered
a trackway running southwest. We did not care to risk the spoor of the
greathorses there, and so kept along parallel with it until the sky began to
show gray. Then we turned deeper into the woods until we found a glade
which offered grass for the horses. There we hobbled them and let them
graze.

After we had made a meal of bread and cheese Rosalind said;

“Since you slept so well earlier on, you'd better take first watch.”

She and Petra settled themselves comfortably in blankets and soon dropped
off.

| sat with my strung bow across my knees, and half a dozen arrows stuck
handy in the ground beside me. There was nothing to be heard but the
birds, occasionally a small animal moving, and the steady munchings of the
greathorses. Tire sun rose into the thinner branches and began to give more
warmth. Every' now and then | got up and prowled silently round the fringe
of the glade, with an arrow ready hooked on the string. | found nothing,
but it helped to keep me awake. After a couple of hours of it Michael came
through:

“Where are you now?” he inquired.

| explained, as well as | could.

“Where are you heading?” he wanted to know.

“Southwest,” | told him. “We thought we'd move by night and lie-up
by day.”

He approved of that, but;

“The devil of it is that with this Fringes scare there’ll be a lot of patrols
about. | don't know that Rosalind was wise to take those greathorses—if
they're seen at all, word will go round like wildfire, even a hoofmark will
be enough.”

“Ordinary horses have the speed of them for short bursts,” | acknowl-
edged, “but they can’t touch them for stamina.”

“You may need that. Frankly, David, you're going to need your wits,
too. There's hell to pay over this. They must have found out much more
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about you than we ever guessed, though they aren’t on to Mark or Deborah or
me yet. But it's got them very worried indeed. They're going to send posses
after you. My idea is to volunteer for one of them right away. I’'m going to
plant a report of your having been seen making southeast. When that peters
out, we'll have Mark start up another to take them northwest.

“1f anyone does see you, stop him getting away with the news, at all
costs. But don’t shoot. There's an order going out not to use guns except
when necessary, and as signals—all gunshots to be investigated.”

“That's all right. We haven't a gun,” | told him,

“So much the better. You can't be tempted to use one, but they think
you have.”

| had deliberately decided against taking a gun, partly on account of the
noise, but mostly because they are slow to reload, heavy to carry, and useless
if you run out of powder. Arrows haven't the range, but they are silent,
and you can get a dozen and more of them off while a man is recharging a
gun.

Mark came in: “| heard that. I'll have a northwest rumor ready for when
it's needed.”

“Good. But don’t loose it till I tell you. Rosalind’s asleep now, | suppose?
Tell her to get in touch with me when she wakes, will you?”

| said | would, and everybody laid off projecting for a while.

I went on keeping my watch for another couple of hours, and then
woke Rosalind for her turn. Petra did not stir. | lay down beside her, and
was asleep in a minute or two.

Perhaps | was sleeping lightly, or it may have been just coincidence that
I woke up to catch an anguished thought from Rosalind.

“I've killed him, Michael. He's quite dead. . . .” Then she slid off into a
panicky, chaotic thought-shape.

Michael came in, steady and reassuring.

“Don't be scared, Rosalind. You had to do it. This is a war, between
our kind and theirs. We didn’t start it—we've just as much right to exist as
they have. You mustn’'t be frightened, Rosalind, dear; you had to do it.”

“What's happened?” | asked, sitting up.

They ignored me, or were too much occupied to notice.

I looked round the glade. Petra lay, asleep still, beside me; the greathorses
were cropping the grass, undisturbed. Michael came in again:

“Hide him, Rosalind. Try to find a hollow, and pile leaves over him.”

A pause. Then Rosalind, her panic conquered now, but with deep distress,
agreeing.

1 got up, picked up my bow, and walked across the glade in the direction
| knew she must be. When | reached the edge of the trees it occurred to me
that | was leaving Petra unprotected, so | went no further,

Presently Rosalind appeared among the bushes. She was walking slowly,
cleaning an arrow on a handful of leaves as she came.

“What happened?” 1 repeated.

But she seemed to have lost control over her thought-shapes again, they
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were muddled and distorted by her emotions. When she got nearer she used
words instead:

“1t was a man. He had found the trail of the horses. | saw him following
them. Michael said . . . oh, | didn't want to do it, David, but what else
could I do?”

Her eyes were full of tears. | put my arms around her, and let her cry
on my shoulder. There was little | could do to comfort her. Nothing, but
assure her as Michael had, that what she had done had been absolutely
necessary.

After a little time we walked slowly back. She sat down beside the still-
sleeping Petra. It occurred to me to ask:

“What about his horse, Rosalind? Did that get away?”

She shook her head.

“1 don’t know. | suppose he must have had one, but he was following our
tracks on foot when | saw him.”

| thought it better to retrace our course and find out whether he had left
a horse tethered anywhere along it. | went back half a mile but found no
horse, nor was there any trace of recent hoofmarks other than those of the
greathorses. When | got back Petra was awake and chattering to Rosalind.

Tire day wore on. Nothing more came to us from Michael or the rest. In
spite of what had happened it seemed better to stay where we were than
to move by daylight with the risk of being seen. So we waited.

Then, in the afternoon, something did come, suddenly.

It was not a thought-shape; it had no real form; it was sheer distress, like
a cry of agony. Petra gasped, and threw herself whimpering into Rosalind’s
arms. The impact was so sharp it hurt. Rosalind and | stared at one an-
other, wide-eyed. My hands shook. Yet the shock was so formless that we
could not tell which of the others it came from.

Then there was a jumble of pain and shame, overridden with hopeless
desolation, and, among it, characteristic glimpses of forms that we knew
without doubt were Katherine's. Rosalind put her hand on mine and held
it tightly. We endured, while the sharpness dimmed, and the pressure ebbed
away.

Presently came Sally, brokenly, in waves of love and sympathy to Katherine,
then, in anguish, to the rest of us.

“They've broken Katherine, They've broken her. . . . Oh, Katherine,
dear . . . you mustn't blame her, any of you. Please, please don’'t blame
her. They're torturing her. It might have been any of us. She’s all clouded
now. She can't hear us. . . . Oh, Katherine, darling . . .” Her thoughts
dissolved into shapeless distress.

Then there was Michael, unsteadily at first, but hardening into as rigid a
form as | had ever received:

“It is war. Some day I'll kill them for what they've done to Katherine.”

After that there was nothing for an hour or more. We did our rather un-
convincing best to soothe and reassure Petra. She understood little of what
had passed between us, but she had caught the intensity and that had been
enough to frighten her.
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Then there was Sally again; dully, miserably farcing herself to it:
“Katherine had admitted it; confessed. 1 have confirmed it. They would

have forced me to it, too, in the end. 1------ " she hesitated, wavering. “ |
couldn’t face it. Not the hot irons; not for nothing, when she had told
them. | couldn't . . . forgive me, all of you . . . forgive us both . . .” Sbe

broke off again.

Michael came in unsteadily, anxiously, too.

“Sally, dear, of course we're not blaming you—either of you. We under-
stand. But we must know what you've told them. How much do they know?”

“About thought-shapes—and Da\id and Rosalind. They were nearly sure
about them, but they wanted it confirmed.”

"Petra, too?"

"Yes. . . .Oh, oh, oh .. . 1" There was an unshaped surge of remorse.
“We had to—poor little Petra—but they know, really. It was the only
reason that David and Rosalind would have taken her with them. No lie
would cover it.”

“Anyone else?”

“No. We've told them that there isn’t anyone else. | think they believe it.
They are still asking questions. Trying to understand more about it. They
want to know how we make thought-shapes, and what the range is. Pm
telling them lies. Not more than five miles, Pm saying, and pretending it’s
not at all easy to understand thought-shapes even that far away. . . . Kath-
erine’s barely conscious. She can’t send to you. But they keep on asking us
both questions, on and on. ... |If you could see what they've done to
her ... oh, Katherine, darling . . . her feet, Michael—oh, her poor, poor
feet ... "

Sally’s patterns clouded in anguish, and then faded away.

Nobody else came in. | think we were all too deeply hurt and shocked.
Words have to be chosen, and then interpreted; but thought-shapes you feel,
inside you. . . .

The sun was low and we were beginning to pack up when Michael made
contact again.

“Listen to me,” he told us. "They're taking this very seriously indeed.
They're badly alarmed over us. Usually if a Deviation gets clear of a district
they let him go. Nobody can settle anywhere without proofs of identity or a
very thorough examination by the local Inspector, so he’s pretty well bound
to end up in the Fringes, anyway. But what's got them so agitated about us
is that nothing shows. We've been living among them for nearly twenty
years and they didn't suspect it. We could pass for normal anywhere. So a
proclamation has been posted describing the three of you and officially
classifying you as deviants. That means that you are non-human and there-
fore not entitled to any of the rights or protections of human society. Anyone
who assists you in any way is committing a criminal act; and anyone con-
cealing knowledge of your whereabouts is also liable to punishment.

“In effect, it makes you outlaws. Anyone may shoot you on sight without
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penalty. There is a small reward if your deaths are reported and confirmed;
but there is a very much larger reward for you if you are taken alive.”

There was a pause while we took that in.

“1 don’t understand,” said Rosalind. “‘If we were to promise to go away
and stay away

“They're afraid of us. They want to capture you and leam more about
us—that's why there’s the large reward. It isn't just a question of the true
image, though that's the way they're making it appear. What they've seen
is that we could be a real danger to them. Imagine if there were a lot more
of us than there are, able to think together and plan and coordinate without
all their machinery of words and messages. We could outwit them all the
time. They find that a very' unpleasant thought, so we are to be stamped out
before there can be any more of us. They see it as a matter of survival, and
they may be right you know.”

“Are they going to kill Sally and Katherine?”

That was an incautious question which slipped from Rosalind. We waited
for a response from either of the two girls. There was none. We could not tell
what that meant; they might simply have closed their minds again, or be
sleeping from exhaustion, or perhaps dead already. . . . Michael thought
not.

“There's little reason for that when they have them safely in their hands;
it would very likely raise a lot of ill-feeling. To declare a new-born baby as
non-human on its physical defects is one thing; but this is a lot more delicate.
It isn't going to be easy for people who have known them for years to accept
the non-human verdict at all. If they were to be killed, it would make a lot of
people fed uneasy and uncertain about the authorities—much the same
way as a retrospective law does.”

“But we can be killed quite safely?” Rosalind commented, with some
bitterness.

“You aren't already captives, and you aren’t among people who know you.
To strangers you are just non-humans on the run.”

There was not much one could say to that. Michael asked;

“Which way arc you traveling tonight?”

“Still southwest,” | told him. “We had thought of trying to find some
place to stop in Wild Country, but now that any hunter is licensed to shoot
us, we shall have to go on into the Fringes, | think.”

“That'd be best. If you can find a place to hide-up there for a bit we’ll see
if we can’t fake your deaths. I'll try to think of some way. Tomorrow | shall
be with a search party that's going southeast. I'll let you know what it's
doing. Meanwhile, if you run into anyone make sure that you shoot first.”

On that we broke off. Rosalind finished packing up, and we arranged the
gear to make the panniers more comfortable than they had been the previ-
ous night. Then we climbed up, | on the left again, Petra and Rosalind
together in the right-hand basket this time. Rosalind reached back to give a
thump on the huge flank, and we moved ponderously forward once more,
Petra, who had been unusually subdued during the packing up, burst into
tears, and radiated distress.
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She did not, it emerged from her snuffles, want to go to the Fringes, her
mind was sorely troubled by thoughts of Old Maggie, and Hairy Jack and his
family and the other ominous nursery-threat characters said to lurk in those
regions.

It would have been easier to pacify her had we not ourselves suffered
from quite a residue of childhood apprehensions, or had we been able to
advance some real idea of the region to set against its morbid reputation. As
it was, we, like most people, knew too little of it to be convincing, and had to
go on suffering her distress again. Admittedly it was less intense than it had
been on former occasions, and experience did now enable us to put up more
of a barrier against it; nevertheless, the effect was wearing. Fully half an
hour passed before Rosalind succeeded in soothing away the obliterating
hullabaloo. When she had, the others came in anxiously, Michael inquiring,
with irritation:

“What was it this time?”

We explained.

Michael dropped his irritability, and turned his attention to Petra herself.
He began telling her in slow clear thought-forms how the Fringes weren’t
really the bogey place that people pretended. Most of the men and women
who lived there were just unfortunate and unhappy. They had been taken
away from their homes, often when they were babies, or some of them who
were older had had to run away from their homes simply because they didn’t
look like other people, and they had to live in the Fringes because there was
nowhere else people would leave them alone. Some of them did look very
queer and funny indeed, but they couldn’t help that. It was a thing to be
sorry, not frightened, about. If we had happened to have extra fingers or ears
by mistake we should have been sent to the Fringes—although we should
be just the same people inside as we were now. What people looked like
didn’t really matter a great deal, one could soon get used to it, and------

But at about this stage Petra interrupted him.

“Who is the other one?” she inquired.

“What other one? What do you mean?” he asked her.

“The somebody else who's making think-pictures all mixed up with yours,”
she told him.

There was a pause. | opened right out, but could not detect any thought-
shapes at all. Then:
“1 get nothing,” came from Michael, and Mark and Deborah, too, “It

There was an impetuous strong sign from Petra. In words, it would have
been an impatient “ Shut up!” We subsided, and waited.

| glanced over at the other pannier. Rosalind had one arm around Petra,
and was looking down at her attentively. Petra herself had her eyes shut, as
though all her attention were on listening. Presently she relaxed a little.

“What is it?” Rosalind asked her.

Petra opened her eyes. Her reply was puzzled, and not very clearly shaped.

“Somebody asking questions. She’s a long way, a very long, long way away,



| think. She says she’s had my afraid-thoughts before. She wants to know
who | am, and where | am. Shall | tell her?”

There was a moment’s caution, Then Michael inquiring with a touch of
excitement whether we approved. We did.

“All right, Petra. Go ahead and tell her,” he agreed.

“1 shall have to be very loud. She’s such a long way away.” Petra warned
us.

It was as well she did. If she had let it rip while our minds were wide open
she’d have blistered them. | closed mine and tried to concentrate my atten-
tion on the way ahead of us. It helped, but it was by no means a thorough
defense. The shapes were simple, as one would expect of Petra’s age, but
they still reached me with a violence and brilliance which dazzled and
deafened me.

There was the equivalent of “Phew” from Michael when it let up; closely
followed by the repeated equivalent of “Shut up!” from Petra. A pause, and
then another briefly blinding interlude. When that subsided:

“Where is she?” inquired Michael.

“Qver there,” Petra told him.

“For goodness’ sake------ "

“She’s pointing southwest,” | explained.

“Did you ask her the name of the place, darling?” Rosalind inquired.

“Yes, but it didn't mean anything except that there were two parts of it
and a lot of water,” Petra told her, in words and obscurely. “She doesn’t
understand where | am, either.”

Rosalind suggested:

“Tell her to spell it out in letter-shapes.”

“But | can't read letters,” Petra objected, tearfully.

“Oh, dear, that's awkward,” Rosalind admitted. “But at least we can
send. I'll give you the letter-shapes one by one, and you can think them on to
her. How about that?”

Petra agreed, doubtfully, to try.

“Good,” said Rosalind. “Look out, everybody! Here we go again.”

She pictured an “L.” Petra relayed it with devastating force. Rosalind
followed up with an “A” and so on, until the word was complete. Petra
told us;

“She understands, but she doesn't know where Labrador is. She says
she’ll try to find out. She wants to send us her letter-shapes, but 1 said it's
no good.”

“But it is, darling. You get them from her, then you show them to us—
only gently, so that we can read them.”

Presently we got the first one. It was “Z.” We were disappointed.

“What on earth’s that?” everyone inquired at once.

“She’s got it back to front. It must be ‘S,”” Michael decided.

“It's not ‘'S, it's ‘Z,’ " Petra insisted, tearfully.

“Never mind them. Just go on,” Rosalind told her.

The rest of the word built up.
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"Well, the others are proper letters,” Michael admitted. “Sealand— it must

“Not ‘S,” it's ‘Z,'” repeated Petra, obstinately.

"But, darling, ‘Z’ doesn’t mean anything. Now, Sealand obviously means
a land in the sea.”

“If that helps,” 1 said doubtfully. “According to my uncle Axel there's a
lot more sea than anyone would think possible.”

At that point everything was blotted out by Petra conversing indignantly
with the unknown. She finished to announce triumphantly: "It is ‘Z." She
says it's different from ‘S’; like the noise a bee makes.”

“All right,” Michael told her, pacifically, “but ask her if there is a lot of
sea.”

Petra came back shortly with:

“Yes. There are two parts of it, with lots of sea all around. From where
she is you can see the sun shining on it for miles and miles and it's all

“In the middle of the night?” said Michael. “She’s crazy.”

“But it isn't night where she is. She showed me,” Petra said. “It’s a place
with lots and lots of houses, different from Waknuk houses, and much, much
bigger. And there are funny carts without horses running along the roads.
And things in the air, with whizzing things on top of them------ "

| was jolted to recognize the picture from the childhood dreams that |
had almost forgotten. 1 broke in, repeating it more clearly than Petra had
shown it—a fish-shaped thing, all white and shiny.

“Yes—like that,” Petra agreed.

"There’s something very queer about this, altogether,” Michael put in.
David, how on earth did you know------

I cut him short.

“Let Petra get all she can now,” | suggested. “We can sort it out later.”

So again we did our best to put up a barrier between ourselves and the
apparently one-sided exchange that Petra was conducting in an excited fortis-
simo.

We made slow progress through the forest. We were anxious not to leave
traces on the rides and tracks, so that the going was poor. As well as keeping
our bows ready for use we had to be alert enough not to have them swept
out of our hands, and to crouch low beneath overhanging branches ourselves.
The risk of meeting men was not great, but there was the chance encounter-
ing of some hunting beast. Luckily, when we did hear one it was invariably
in a hurry to get away. Possibly the bulk of the greathorses was discouraging;
if so, it was, at least, one advantage we could set against the distinctive
spoor behind us.

The summer nights are not long in those parts. We kept on plodding
until there were signs of dawn and then found another glade to rest in. There
would have been too much risk in unsaddling the horses. The heavy pack-
saddles and panniers would have had to be hoisted off by a pulley on a
branch, and that would deprive us of any chance of a quick getaway. We
simply had to hobble the horses, as on the previous day.
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While we ate our food | talked to Petra about the things her friend had
shown her. The more she told me, the more excited | became. Almost every-
thing fitted in with the dreams | had had as a small boy. It was like a sudden
inspiration to know that the place must really exist, that | had not simply
been dreaming of the ways of the Old People, but that it really was in being
now, somewhere in the world. However, Petra was tired, so that | did not
question her as much as | would have liked to just then, but let her and
Rosalind get to sleep.

Just after sunrise Michael came through in some agitation.

“They've picked up your trail, David. That man Rosalind shot—his dog
found him, and they came across the greathorse tracks. Our lot is turning
back to the southwest to join in the hunt. You'd better push on. Where are
you now?”

All | could tell him was that we had calculated we must be within a few
miles of Wild Country by this time.

“Then get moving,” he told me. “The longer you delay the more time
they'll have to get a party ahead to cut you off.”

It sounded like good advice. | woke Rosalind, and explained. Ten minutes
later we were on our way again, with Petra still more than half asleep. With
speed now more important than concealment we kept on the first southward
track that we found, and urged the horses to a ponderous trot.

The way wound somewhat with the lie of the land, but its general direc-
tion was right. We followed it for fully ten miles without trouble of any
kind, but then, as we rounded a corner, we came face to face with a horseman
trotting toward us barely fifty yards ahead.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

The man cannot have had a moment’'s doubt who we were, for even as he
saw us he dropped his reins and snatched his bow from his shoulder. Before
he had a shaft on the string we had both loosed at him.

The motion of the greathorse was unfamiliar, and we both shot wide. He
did better. His arrow passed between us, skinning our horse’s head, Again |
missed, but Rosalind’'s second shot took his horse in the chest. It reared,
almost unseating him, then turned and started to bolt away ahead of us. It
leapt sideways, catapulting the man into the bushes, and then sped off down
the track as hard as it could go.

We passed the thrown man without checking. He cringed aside as the
huge hoofs clumped by within a couple of feet of his head. At the next turn
we looked back to see him sitting up, feeling his bruises. The least satisfactory
part of the incident was that there was now a wounded riderless horse spread-
ing an alarm ahead of us.

A couple of miles further on, the stretch of forest came to an abrupt end,
and we found ourselves looking across a narrow, cultivated valley. There was
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about a mile and a half of open country before the trees began again on the
far side. Most of the land was pasture, with sheep and cattle behind rail and
post fences. One of the few arable fields was immediately to our left. The
young crop there looked as if it might be oats, but it deviated to an extent
which would have caused it to be burnt long ago at home.

The sight of it encouraged us, for it could only mean that we had reached
almost to Wild Country where stock could not be kept pure.

The track led at a gentle slope down to a farm which was little better than
a cluster of huts and sheds. In the open space among them which served for a
yard we could see four or five women and a couple of men gathered round a
horse. They were examining it, and we had little doubt what horse it was.
Evidently it had only just arrived, and they were still arguing about it. We
decided to go on, rather than give them time to arm and come in search of
us.

So absorbed were they in their inspection of the horse that we had cov-
ered half the distance from the trees before any of them noticed us. Then
one glanced up, and the rest, too, turned to stare. They could never have
seen a greathorse before, and the sight of two bearing down upon them
at a canter with a thunderous rumble of hoofbeats struck them momentarily
rigid with astonishment. It was the horse in their midst that broke up the
tableau; it reared, whinnied, and made off, scattering them.

There was no need to shoot. The whole group scuttled for the shelter
of various doorways, and we pounded through their yard unmolested.

The track bore off to the left, but Rosalind held the gieathorse on a
straight line ahead, toward the next stretch of forest. The rails flew aside
like twigs, and we kept on at a lumbering canter across the fields, leaving a
trail of broken fences behind us.

At the edge of the trees, | looked back. The people at the farm emerged
from shelter and stood gesticulating and staring after us.

Three or four miles further on we came out into more open country, but
not like any region we had seen before. It was dotted with bushes, and brakes,
and thickets. Most of the grass was coarse and large-leafed: in some places it
was monstrous, growing into giant tufts where the sharp-edged blades stood
eight or ten feet high.

We wound our way among them, keeping generally southwest, for another
couple of hours. Then we pushed into a copse of queer, but fair-sized trees.
It offered a good hiding place, and inside were several open spaces where
there grew a more ordinary kind of grass which looked as if it might make
suitable fodder. We decided to rest awhile there and sleep.

| hobbled the horses while Rosalind unrolled the blankets, and presently
we were eating hungrily. It was pleasandy peaceful there until Petra put out
one of her blinding communications so abruptly that | bit my tongue.

Rosalind screwed up her eyes, and put a hand to her head.

“For heaven’s sake, childl” she protested.

“Sorry. | forgot,” said Petra perfunctorily.

She sat with her head a little on one side for a minute, then she told us:
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“She wants to talk to one of you. She says will you all try to hear her while
she thinks her loudest.”

“All right,” we agreed, “but you keep quiet, or you'll blind us.”

| tried my very hardest, straining sensitivity to its utmost, but there was
nothing—or as near nothing as the shimmer of a heat-haze.

We relaxed again.

"No good,” | said, “you’ll have to tell her we can’t reach her, Petra. Look
out, everyone.”

We did our best to damp out the exchange they followed, then Petra
brought down the force of her thoughts below the dazzle level, and started
to relay those she was receiving. They had to be in very simple form so that
she could copy them even when she did not understand them; they reached
us rather like baby-talk, and with many repeats to make sure that we grasped
them. It is scarcely possible to give any idea in words of the way it came
across, but it was the over-all impression that mattered, and that reached us
clearly enough.

The urgent emphasis was on importance— the importance not of us, but of
Petra. At all costs she must be protected. Such a power of projection as she
had was unheard-of without special training-—she was a discovery of the ut-
most value. Help was already on the way, but until it could reach us we must
play for time and safety—Petra’s safety, it seemed, not our own—at all costs.

There was quite a lot more that was less clear, muddled up with it, but
that main point was quite unmistakable.

“Did you get it?” | asked of the others, when it had finished.

They had. Michael responded: “This is very confusing. There is no doubt
that Petra’s power of projection is remarkable, compared with ours, anyway,
but what she seemed to me to be putting across was that she was particularly
surprised to find it among primitive people, did you notice that? It looked
almost as if she were meaning us.”

“She was,” confirmed Rosalind. “Not a shadow of doubt about it.”

“There must be some misunderstanding,” | put in. “Probably Petra some-
how gave her the impression we were Fringes people. As for------ "1 was
suddenly blotted out for a moment by Petra’s indignant denial. | did my
best to disregard it, and went on: “As for help, there must be a misunder-
standing there, too. She’s somewhere southwest, and everybody knows that
there are miles and miles of Badlands that way. Even if they do come to an
end and she’s on the other side of them, how can she possibly help?”

Rosalind refused to argue about that.

“Let’s wait and find out,” she suggested. “Just now, all | want is sleep.”

| felt the same way, and since Petra had slept most of the time in the
pannier, we told her to keep a sharp lookout and wake us at once if she heard
or saw anything suspicious. Both Rosalind and | fell asleep almost before we
laid our heads down.

| awoke with Petra shaking my shoulder, and saw that the sun was not
far off setting.
“Michael,” she explained.
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I cleared my mind for him.

“They've picked up your trail again. A small farm on the edge of Wild
Country. You galloped through it. Remember?”

| did. He went on:

“There's a party converging there now. They’'ll start to follow' your tracks
as soon as it’s light. Better get moving soon. | don’t know how it is in front
of you, but there may be some men cutting across from the west to head you
off. If there are, my bet is that they'll keep in smallish groups for the night.
They can't risk a cordon of single sentries because there are known to be
Fringes people scouting around. So, with luck, you should be able to sneak
through.”

“All right,” | agreed wearily. Then a question | had meant to ask before
occurred to me. “What's happened to Sally and Katherine?”

“1 don’'t know. No answer. The range is getting rather long now. Does
anyone know?”

Deborah came in, made faint by the distance.

“Katherine was unconscious. There's been nothing understandable since
then. Mark and | are afraid.” She faded, in a foggy reluctance to continue.

"Go on,” Michael told her.

“Well, Katherine’'s been unconscious so long we're wondering if she's
dead.”

“And Sally?”

This time there was even more reluctance.

“We think—we’'re afraid something queer must have happened to her
mind. There've been just one or two little jumbles from her. Very weak,
not sensible at all, so we're afraid. . . She faded away, in great un-
happiness.

There was a pause before Michael started with hard, harsh shapes.

“You understand what that means, David? They are afraid of us. Ready to
break us down in the attempt to find out more about us, once they can catch
us. You mustn’t let them get hold of Rosalind or Petra—far better to kill
them yourself than let that happen to them. You understand?”

I looked at Rosalind lying asleep beside me, the red of the sunset glistening
on her hair, and | thought of the anguish we had felt from Katherine. The
possibility of her and Petra suffering that made me shudder.

“Yes,” | told him, and the others. “Yes, | understand.”

I felt their sympathy and encouragement for a while, then there was
nothing.

Petra was looking at me, more puzzled than alarmed. She asked earnestly,
in words:

“Why did he say you must kill Rosalind and me?”

| pulled myself together.

“That was only if they catch us,” | told her, trying to make it sound as if
it were the sensible and usual course in such circumstances. She considered
the prospect judicially, then:

“Why?” she asked.

“Well,” 1 tried, "you see we're different from them because they can’'t
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make thought-shapes, and when people are different, ordinary people are
afraid of them.”

"W hy should they be afraid of us? We aren’t hurting them,” she broke in.

"1'm not sure that | know why,” 1 told her. “But they are. It's a feel-thing
not a think-thing. And the more stupid they are, the more like everyone
else they think everyone ought to be. And once they get afraid they become
cruel and want to hurt people who are different.”

“Why?” inquired Petra.

“They just do. And they'd hurt us very much if they could catch us.”

"l don’t see why,” Petra persisted.

"It’s the way things work. It's complicated and rather nasty,” | told her.
“You'll understand better when you're older. But the thing is, we don't
want you and Rosalind to be hurt. You remember when you spilt the boiling
water on your foot? Well, it'd be much worse than that. Being dead’s a lot
better—it’s sort of like being so much asleep that they can't get at you to
hurt you at all.”

| looked down at Rosalind, at the gentle rise and fall of her breasts as she
slept. There was a vagrant wisp of hair on her cheek; | brushed it away gently
and kissed her without waking her.

Presently Petra began:

"David, when you kill me and Rosalind------ "

| put an arm around her. "Hush, darling. It isn’t going to happen, because
we aren’t going to let them catch us. Now, let's wake her up, but we won't
tell her about this. She might be worried, so we’'ll just keep it to ourselves for a
secret, shall sve?”

“All right,” Petra agreed.

She tugged gently at Rosalind’s hair.

We decided to eat again, and then push on when it was a little darker so
that there would be stars to steer by. Petra was unwontedly silent over the
meal. At first | thought she was brooding upon our recent conversation, but |
was wrong, it appeared; after a time she emerged from her contemplations to
say, conversationally:

“Zealand must be a funny place. Everybody there can make think-pic-
tures— well, nearly everybody—and nobody wants to hurt anybody for doing
it.”

"Oh, you've been chatting while we were asleep, have you,” remarked
Rosalind. “1 must say that makes it a lot more comfortable for us.”

Petra ignored that. She went on:

"They aren't all of them very good at it, though; most of them are more
like you and David,” she told us kindly. “But she’s much better at it than
most of them, and she’s got two babies and she thinks they will be good at it,
only they're too little yet. But she doesn't think they'll be as good at it as me.
She says | can make stronger think-pictures than anybody at all,” she con-
cluded, complacently.

“That doesn’t surprise me one bit,” Rosalind told her. “What you want to
learn next is to make good think-pictures, instead of just noisy ones,” she
added, deflatingly.
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Petra remained unabashed. “She says I'll get better still if | work at it
and then when | grow up | must have babies who can make strong think-pic-
tures, too.”

“Oh, you must, must you,” said Rosalind. “Why? My impression of think-
pictures up to now is that chiefly they bring trouble.”

“Not in Zealand.” Petra shook her head. “She says that everybody there
wants to make them, and people who can't do it much work hard to get better
at it.”

We pondered that. | recalled Uncle Axel's tales about places beyond the
Black Coasts where the Deviations thought that they were the true image,
and anything else was a Mutant.

“She says,” Petra amplified, “that people who can only talk with words
have something missing. She says we ought to be sorry for them because how-
ever old they grow they'll never be able to understand one another much
better. They'll have to be one-at-a-times always, never think-togethers.”

“1 can't say | feel very sorry for them at present,” | remarked.

“Well, she says we ought to because they have to live very dull, stupid lives
compared with think-picture people,” Petra said, somewhat sententiously.

We let her prattle on. It was difficult to make sense of a lot of the things
she said, and possibly she had not got them right, anyway, but the one thing
that did stand out clearly was that these Zealanders, whoever and wherever
they were, thought no small beans of themselves. It began to seem more than
likely that Rosalind had been right when she had taken “primitive” to refer
to ordinary Labrador people.

In clear starlight we set out again, still winding our way between clumps
and thickets in a southwesterly direction. Out of respect for Michael’s
warning we were traveling as quietly as we could, with our eyes and ears
alert for any signs of interception. For some miles there was nothing to be
heard but the steady cushioned clumping of the greathorses’ hoofs, slight
creakings from the girths and panniers, and, occasionally, some small animal
scuttling out of our way.

After three hours or more we began to perceive uncertainly a line of
deeper darkness ahead, and presently the edge of more forest solidified to
loom up like a black wall.

It was not possible in the shadow to tell how dense it was. The best course
seemed to be to hold straight on until we came to it and then, if it turned out
to be not easily penetrable, to work along the edge until we could find a suita-
ble place to make an entrance.

We had come within a hundred yards of it when without any warning a
gun went off to the rear, and shot whistled past us.

Both horses were startled, and plunged. | was all but flung out of my
pannier. The rearing horses pulled away and the lead rope parted with a snap.
The other horse bolted straight toward the forest, then thought better of it
and swerved to the left. Ours pelted after it. There was nothing to be done
but wedge oneself in the pannier and hang on as we tore along in a rain of
clods and stones flung up by hoofs of the lead horse.
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Somewhere behind us a gun fired again, and we speeded up still more. . . ,

For a mile or more we hurtled on in a ponderous, earth-shaking gallop.
Then there was a flash ahead and half-left. At the sound of the shot our
horse sprang sideways in mid-stride, swerved right, and raced for the forest.
We crouched still lower in the baskets as we crashed among the trees.

By luck alone we made the entry at a point where the bigger trunks were
well separated, but, for all that, it was a nightmare ride, with branches
slapping and dragging at the panniers. The greathorse simply ploughed ahead,
avoiding the larger trees, thrusting through the rest, smashing its way by
sheer weight while branches and saplings cracked and snapped at (he on-
slaught.

Inevitably the horse slowed down, but its panic determination to get
away from the guns abated very little. | had to brace with arms and legs and
whole body to avoid being battered to pieces in the pannier, scarcely daring
to raise my head even for a quick look lest a branch should knock it off.

I could not tell whether there was any pursuit, but it seemed improbable.
Not only was it darker under the trees, but a horse of ordinary size would
most likely have disembowelled itself in any attempt to follow over the
snapped-off stems standing up like stakes behind us.

The horse began to grow calmer; the pace and violence eased, as it started
to pick its way instead of crashing through. Presently the trees on our left
grew thinner. Rosalind, leaning out of her pannier, caught up the reins
again and urged the creature that way. We came out obliquely upon a
narrow open space where we could see the stars overhead again. Whether it
was an artificial back, or a natural opening was impossible to tell in the poor
light. We paused a moment wondering whether to risk it, then decided that
the easier going would offset tire disadvantages of easier pursuit, and turned
southward along it. A crackling of branches to one side brought both of us
facing round, with bows ready, but it was only the other greathorse. It came
trotting out of the shadows with a whinny of pleasure, and fell into place
behind us as though the rope still held it.

The country was more broken now. The trail wound, taking us round out-
crops of rock, slanting down the sides of gullies to cross small streams.
Sometimes there were fairly open stretches, at others the trees met overhead.
Our progress was inevitably slow.

W e must by now, we reckoned, be truly in the Fringes. Whether or not the
pursuit would risk following us any farther we could not tell. When we tried
to consult Michael there was no response, so we guessed he was asleep. It
was perplexing to know whether the time had not come when we ought to
get rid of the telltale greathorses— perhaps drive them on along the track
while we made off in a different direction on foot. The decision was difficult
to make without more information. It would be foolish to get rid of the
creatures unless we were sure that the pursuit would risk coming right into
Fringes country after us; but, if it did, it would gain on us quickly by making
a great deal faster time in daylight than we were making now. Moreover, we
were tired, and the prospect of starting to travel on foot was far from attrac-
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tive. Once more we tried, and failed, to make contact with Michael. A mo-
ment later the choice was taken away from us.

We were at one of the stretches where the trees met above us, making a
dark tunnel through which the horse chose its way slowly and carefully.
Suddenly something dropped full on me, crushing me down in the pannier.
I had no warning, no chance to use the bow, There was the weight jolting
the breath out of me, then a shower of sparks in my head, and that was the
end of it.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

| came back slowly, lingering for what seemed a long time only half-aware.

Rosalind was calling me, the real Rosalind, the one who dwelt inside, and
showed herself too seldom. The other, the practical, capable one, was her
own convincing creation, not herself. | had seen her begin to build it when she
was a sensitive, fearful, yet determined child. She became aware by instinct,
perhaps sooner than the rest of us, that she was in a hostile world, and
deliberately equipped herself to face it. The armor had grown slowly, plate
by plate. | had seen her find her weapons and become skilled with them,
watched her construct a character so thoroughly and wear it so constantly
that for spells she almost deceived herself.

| loved the girl one could see. | loved her tall slim shape, the poise of her
neck, her small, pointed breasts, her long slim legs; and the way she moved,
and the sureness of her hands, and her lips when she smiled. | loved the
bronze-gold hair that felt like heavy silk in one’s hand, her satin-skinned
shoulders, her velvet cheeks and tire warmth of her body, and the scent of her
breath.

All these were easy to love—too easy; anyone must love them.

They needed her defenses: the crust of independence and indifference;
the air of practical, decisive reliability; the unroused interest; the aloof
manner. The qualities were not intended to endear, and at times they could
hurt, but no one who had seen the how and why of them could admire them,
if only as a triumph of art over nature.

But now it was the under-Rosalind calling gently, forlornly, all armor
thrown aside, the heart naked.

And again there are no words.

Words exist that can, used by a poet, achieve a dim monochrome of the
body’s love, but beyond that they fail clumsily.

My love flowed out to her, hers back to me. Mine stroked and soothed.
Hers caressed. The distance—and the difference—between us dwindled
and vanished. We could meet, mingle, and blend. Neither one of us existed
any more; for a time there was a single being that was both. There was escape
from the solitary cell; brief symbiosis, sharing all the world. . . .

No one else knew the hidden Rosalind. Even Michael and the rest caught
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only glimpses of her. They did not know at what cost the overt Rosalind had
been wrought. None of them knew my dear, tender Rosalind longing for
escape, gentleness, and love; grown afraid now of what she had built for her
own protection, yet more afraid still, of facing life without it.

Duration is nothing. Perhaps it was only for an instant we were together
again. The importance of a point is in its existence; it has no dimensions.

Then we were apart, and | was becoming aware of mundane things: a dim
gray sky, considerable discomfort, and, presently, Michael, anxiously inquir-
ing what bad happened to me. With an effort | raked my wits together.

“1 don’t know. Something hit me,” | told him, “but I think I'm all right
now, except that my head aches, and I'm damned uncomfortable.”

It was only as | replied that | perceived why | was so uncomfortable. | was
still in the pannier, but sort of folded into it, and the pannier itself was still
in motion.

Michael did not find that very informative. He applied to Rosalind.

“They jumped down on us from overhanging branches. Four or five of
them. One landed right on top of David,” she explained.

“They?” asked Michael.

“Fringes people,” she told him.

I was relieved. It had occurred to me that we might have been outflanked
by the others. | was on the point of asking what was happening now when
Michael inquired, “Was it you they fired at last night?”

I admitted that we had been fired at, but there might have been other fir-
ing for all 1 know.

“No. Only one lot,” he told us, with disappointment. “I hoped they'd
made a mistake and were on a false trail. We've been called together. They
think it's too risky to come farther into the Fringes in small groups. We're
supposed to be all assembled to move off in four hours or so from now. Round
about a hundred they reckon. They’'ve decided that if we do meet any Fringes
people and give them a good hiding it'll save trouble later on, anyway. You'd
better get rid of those greathorses now, you'll never cover your trail while
you have them.”

“A bit late for advice,” Rosalind told him. “I'm in a pannier on the
first horse with my thumbs tied together, and David’s all tied up in a pannier
on the second.”

1 tried to move again, and realized for the first time what was wrong, and
why | couldn't.

“Where's Petra?” asked Michael anxiously.

“Oh, she’s all right. She’s in the other pannier of this horse, fraternizing
with the man in charge.”

“What happened, exactly?” Michael demanded.

“Well, first they dropped on us and then a lot more came out of the trees
and steadied up the horses. They made us get down and lifted David down.
Then when they'd talked and argued for a bit, they decided to get rid of us.
So they loaded us into the panniers again, like this, and put a man on each
horse and sent us on, the same way we'd been going.”

“Further into the Fringes, that is?”
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“Yes.”

“Well, at least that's the best direction,” Michael commented, “W hat's
the attitude? Threatening?”

“Oh, no. They're just being careful we don’t run off. They seemed to have
some idea who we were, but weren't quite sure what to do with us. They
argued a bit over that, but they were much more interested in the greathorses
really, | think. The man on this horse seems to be quite harmless. He's talk-
ing to Petra with an odd sort of earnestness. I'm not sure he isn't a little
simple.”

"Can you find out what they're intending to do with you?”

“1 did ask, but I don't think he knows. He’s just been told to take us
somewhere.”

"Well------ " Michael seemed at a loss for once. “Well, | suppose all we
can do is wait and see, but it'll do no harm to let him know we’ll be coming
after you.”

He left it at that for the moment.

| struggled and wriggled round. My wrists were tied together behind my
back, but my feet were free, and with some difficulty | managed to get on to
them at last and stand up in the swaying basket. The man in the other
pannier looked around at me quite amiably.

“Whoa, there!” he said to the greathorse, and reined in.

I was able to see our surroundings now. It was broken country, no longer
thick forest, though well wooded, and even a first look at it assured me
that my father had been right about normality being mocked in these parts,
| could scarcely identify a single tree with certainty. There were familiar
trunks supporting the wrong shape of tree: familiar types of branches grow-
ing out of the wrong kind of bark, and bearing the wrong kinds of leaves. For
a while our view to the left was cut off by a fantastically woven fence of
immense bramble trunks with spines as big as shovels. In another place
a stretch of ground looked like a dried out riverbed full of large pebbles,
but the pebbles turned out to be globular fungi set as close together as they
could grow. There were trees with trunks too soft to stand upright so that
they looped over and grew along the ground. Here and there were patches of
miniature trees, shrunk and gnarled, and looking centuries old.

1 glanced surreptitiously again at the man in the other pannier. There
didn’t seem to be anything wrong with him except that he was very dirty, as
were his ragged clothes and crumpled hat. He caught my eye on him.

“Never been in the Fringes before, boy?” he asked.

“No,” | told him. “Is it all like this?”

He grinned, and shook his head.

“None of it's like any other part. That's why the Fringes is the Fringes;
pretty near nothing grows true to stock here, yet.”

“Yet?” | repeated.

“Sure. It'll settle down though, in time. Wild Country was Fringes once,
but it's steadier now; likely the parts you come from were Wild Country
once, but they've settled down more. God’s little game of patience | reckon
it is, but he certainly takes his time over it.”
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“God?” | said doubtfully. "They've always taught us that it's the Devil
that rules in the Fringes.”

He shook his head.

“That's what they tell you over there. 'Tisn’t so, boy. It's your parts where
the old Devil’s hanging on and looking after his own. Arrogant, they are.
The true image, and all. . . . Want to be like the Old People. Tribulation
hasn't taught 'em a thing. . . .

“The Old People thought they were the tops, too. Had ideals, they did;
knew just how the world ought to be run. All they had to do was get it fixed
up comfortable, and keep it that way, then evervbody'd be fine, on account
of their ideas being a lot more civilized than God’s.”

He shook his head.

"Didn’t work out, boy. Couldn’t work out. They weren’'t God’s last word
like they thought. God doesn’t have any last word. If he did he'd be dead.
But he isn’t dead; and he changes and grows, like everything else that’s alive.
So when they were doing their best to get everything fixed and tidy on some
kind of eternal lines they'd thought up for themselves, he sent along Tribu-
lation to bust it up and remind 'em that life is change.

“He saw it wasn’'t going to come out the way things lay, so he shuffled the
pack to see if it wouldn't give a better break next time.”

He paused to consider that a moment, and went on:

“Maybe he didn't shuffle quite enough. The same sequences seem to
have got kind of stuck together some places. Parts where you come from,
for instance. There they are, still on the same lines, still reckoning they're
the last word, still trying their damnedest to stay as they are and fix up just
the same state of affairs that brought Tribulation last time. One day He's
going to get pretty tired of the way they can’t learn a lesson, and start showing
them another trick or two.”

“Oh,” | said, vaguely, but safely. It was odd, | felt, how many people
seemed to have positive, if conflicting, information upon God’s views.

The man did not seem altogether satisfied that he had got his point home.
He waved his hand at the deviational landscape about us, and | suddenly
noticed his own irregularity—the right hand lacked the first three fingers.

"Some day,” he proclaimed, “something is going to steady down out of
all this. 1t'll be new, and new kinds of plants mean new creatures. Tribulation
was a shake-up to give us a new start.”

“But where they can make the stock breed true, they destroy Deviations,”
| pointed out.

“They try to, they think they do,” he agreed. “They're pigheadedly de-
termined to keep the Old People’s standards. But do they? Can they? How
do they know that their crops and their fruit and their vegetables are just
the same? Aren’t there disputes? And doesn’t it nearly always turn out that
the breed with the higher yield is accepted in the end? Aren't cattle cross-
bred to get hardiness, or milk-yield, or meat? Sure, they can wipe out the
obvious Deviations, but are you sure that the Old People would recognize
any of the present breeds at all? I'm not, by any means. You can't stop it,
you see. You can be obstructive and destructive, and you can slow it all up
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and distort it for your own ends, but somehow it just keeps on happening.
Just look at these horses.”

“They're government-approved,” | told him.

“Sure. That's just what | mean,” he said.

“But if it keeps on anyway, | don’t see why there had to be Tribulation,”
| objected.

“For other forms it keeps on changing,” he said, “but not for man, not for
kinds like the Old People and your people, if they can help it. They stamp on
any change. They close the way and keep the type fixed because they’'ve got
the arrogance to think themselves perfect. As they reckon it, they and only
they are the true image; very well, then it follows that if the image is true,
they themselves must be God, and being God they reckon themselves entitled
to decree, ‘Thus far, and no farther.” That is their great sin: they try to strangle
the life out of Life.”

There was an air about the last few sentences, rather out of keeping
with the rest, which caused me to suspect | had encountered some kind of
creed once more. | decided to shift the conversation on to a more practical
plane by inquiring why we had been taken prisoner.

He did not seem very sure about that, except to assure me that it was
always done when any stranger was found entering Fringes territory.

| thought that over, and then got into touch with Michael again.

“What do you suggest we tell them?” | asked. “1 imagine there’ll be an
examination. When they find we're physically normal we shall have to give
some reason for being on the run.”

“Best to tell them the truth, only minimize it. Play it right down the way
Katherine and Sally did. Just let them know enough to account for it,” he
suggested.

“Very well,” | agreed. “Do you understand that, Petra? You tell them you
can just make think-pictures to Rosalind and me. Nothing about Michael,
or Zealand people.”

“The Zealand people are coming to help. They're not so far away as they
were, now,” she told us confidently.

Michael received that with skepticism. “All very nice—if they can. But
don’t mention them.”

“All right,” Petra agreed.

We discussed whether we would tell our two guards about the intended
pursuit, and decided it would do no harm.

The man in the other pannier showed no surprise at the news.

“Good. That'll suit us,” he said. But he explained no further, and we
plodded steadily on.

Petra began to converse with her distant friend again, and there was no
doubt that the distance was less. Petra did not have to use such disturbing
force to reach her, and for the first time | was able by straining hard to catch
bits of the other side of the exchange. Rosalind caught it, too. She put out a
question as strongly as she could. The unknown strengthened her projection
and came to us clearly, pleased to have made contact, and anxious to know
more than Petra could tell.
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Rosalind explained what she could of our present situation, and that we
did not seem to be in immediate danger, Tire other advised:

"Be cautious. Agree to whatever they say, and play for time. Be emphatic
about the danger you are in from your own people. It is difficult to advise you
without knowing the tribe. Some deviational tribes detest the appearance of
normality. It can't do any harm to exaggerate how different you are inside
from your own people. The really important matter is the little girl. Keep
her safe at all costs. We have never before known such a power of projection
in one so young. What is her name?”

Rosalind spelled it out in letter forms. Then she asked:

“But who are you? WTat is this Zealand?”

“We are the New People—your kind of people. The people who can
think-together. W e’re the people who are going to build a new kind of world
—different from the Old People’s world, and from the savages'.”

“The kind of people that God intended, perhaps?” | inquired, with a
feeling of being on familiar ground again.

“1 don’t know about that. Who does? But we do know that we can make a
better world than the Old People did. They were only ingenious half-humans,
little better than savages; all living shut off from one another, with only
clumsy words to link them. Emotions they could sometimes share, but they
could not think collectively. When their conditions were primitive they
could get along all right, as the animals can; but the more complex they made
their world, the less capable they were of dealing with it. They had no means
of consensus. They learnt to cooperate constructively in small units; but only
destructively in large units. They aspired greedily, and then refused to face
the responsibilities they had created. They created vast problems, and then
buried their heads in the sands of idle faith. There was, you see, no real
communication, no understanding between them. They could, at their best,
be near-sublime animals, but not more.

“They could never have succeeded. If they had not brought down Tribu-
lation which all but destroyed them, then they would have bred with the
carelessness of animals until they had reduced themselves to poverty and
misery, and ultimately to starvation and barbarism. One way or another
they were foredoomed because they were an inadequate species.”

It occurred to me again that these Zealanders had no little opinion of
themselves. To one brought up as | had been this irreverence for the Old
People was difficult to take. While | was still wrestling with it Rosalind
asked:

“But you? Where do you come from?”

“Our ancestors had the good fortune to live on an island—or, rather,
two islands—somewhat secluded. They did not escape Tribulation and its
effects even there, though it was less violent there than in most places, but
they were cut off from the rest of the world, and sank back almost to barba-
rism. Then, somehow, the strain of people who could think-together began.
In time, those who were able to do it best found others who could do it a
little, and taught them to develop it. It was natural for the people who
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could share thoughts to tend to many one another, so that the strain was
strengthened.

“Later on, they started to discover thought-shape makers in other places,
too. That was when they began to understand how fortunate they had been;
they found that even in places where physical deviations don’t count for
much people who have think-together are usually persecuted.

“For a long time nothing could be done to help the same kind of people
in other places— though some tried to sail to Zealand in canoes, and some-
times they got there— but later, when we had machines again, we were able
to fetch some of them to safety. Now we try to do that whenever we make
contact, but we have never before made contact at anything like this distance.
It is still a strain for me to reach you. It will get easier, but | shall have to stop
now. Look after the little girl. She is unique and tremendously important.
Protect her at all costs.”

The thought patterns faded away, leaving nothing for a moment. Then
Petra came in. Whatever she may have failed to make of the rest, she had
caught the last part all right.

“That's me,” she proclaimed, with satisfaction and totally unnecessary
vigor.

We rocked, and recovered.

“Beware, odious smug child. We haven't met Hairy Jack yet,” Rosalind
told her, with subduing effect. “Michael,” she added, “did all that reach you,
too?”

“Yes,” Michael responded with a touch of reserve. “Condescending, |
thought. Sounded as if she were lecturing to children. Still coming from a
devil of a long way away, too. | don’t see how they can come fast enough to
be any help at all. We shall be starting after you in a few minutes now.”

The greathorses clumped steadily on. The landscape was disturbing and
alarming to one brought up in respect for the property of forms. Certainly,
few things were as fantastic as the growths that Uncle Axel had told of in the
South; on the other hand, practically nothing was comfortably familiar, or
even orthodox. There was so much confusion that it did not seem to matter
any more whether a particular tree was an aberrate or just a miscegenate, but
it was a relief to get away from trees and out into open country for a bit,
though even there the bushes weren't homogeneal or identifiable, and the
grass was pretty queer, too.

We stopped only once for food and drink, and for no more than half an
hour before we were on our way again. Two hours or so later, after several
more stretches of woodlands, we reached a medium-sized river. On our side
the level ground descended in a sharp, steep bank to the water; on the other
stood a line of low, reddish cliffs.

We turned downstream, keeping along the top of the bank. A quarter of a
mile along, at a place marked by a grossly deviational tree shaped like a huge
wooden pear, and with all its branches growing in one big tuft at the top,
a runnel cut well back into the bank and made a way for the horses to get
down. We forded the river obliquely, making for a gap in the opposite cliffs.
When we reached it, it turned out to be little more than a cleft, so narrow



in some places that the panniers scraped both walls, and we could scarely
squeeze through. There was quite a hundred yards of it before the way
widened and began to slope up to normal ground level.

Where the sides diminished to mere banks, seven or eight men stood with
bows in their hands. They gaped incredulously at the greathorses, and looked
half-inclined to run. Abreast of them, we stopped.

The man in the other pannier scrambled on to the saddle and leaned
down to cut the cord on my wrists with a long knife.

“Down you get, boy,” he told me.

Petra and Rosalind were already climbing down from the leading great-
horse. As | reached the ground the driver gave a thump and both greathorses
moved on with stately ponderousness. Petra clasped my hand nervously, but
for the moment all the ragged, unkempt bowmen were still more interested
in the horses than in us.

There was nothing immediately alarming about the group. One of the
hands which held a bow had six fingers; one man displayed a head like a
polished brown egg, without a hair on it, or on his face; another had im-
mensely large feet and hands; but whatever was wrong with the rest was
hidden under their rags.

Rosalind and | shared a feeling of relief at not being confronted with
the kinds of grotesquerie we had half-expected. Petra, too, was encouraged
to find that none of them fulfilled the traditional description of Hairy Jack.
Presently, when they had watched the horses out of sight up a track that
disappeared among trees, they turned their attention to us. A couple of them
told us to come along, the rest remained where they were.

A well-used path led downward through woods for a few hundred yards,
and then gave on to a clearing. On the right ran a wall of the reddish cliffs
again, not more than forty feet high. They appeared to be the reverse side
of the ridge which retained the river, and the whole face was pocked by
numerous holes, with ladders, roughly made of branches, leading to the
higher openings.

The level ground in front was littered with crude huts and tents. One
or two small cooking fires smoked among them. A few tattered men and a
rather larger number of slatternly-looking women moved around with no
great activity.

We wound our way among hovels and refuse-heaps until we reached the
largest of the tents. It appeared to be an old rick-cover— the loot, presumably,
of some raid—fastened over a framework of lashed poles. A figure seated on a
stool just inside the entrance looked up as we approached. The sight of his
face jolted me with panic for a moment—it was so like my father’s. Then |
recognized him—the same "spider-man” | had seen as a captive at Waknuk,
seven or eight years before.

The two men who had brought us pushed us forward, in front of him. He
looked the three of us over. His eyes traveled up and down Rosalind’s slim
straight figure in a way | did not care for— nor she, either. Then he studied
me more carefully, and nodded to himself, as if satisfied over something.

“Remember me?” he asked.
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“Yes,” | told him.

He shifted his gaze from my face. He let it stray over the conglomeration
of hutches and shacks, and then back again to me.

“Not much like Waknuk,” he said.

“Not much,” | agreed.

He paused quite lengthily, in contemplation. Then:

“Know who | am?” he inquired.

“1 think so. | think I found out,” | told him.

He raised an eyebrow, questioningly.

“My father had an elder brother,” | said. “He was thought to be norma!
until he was about three or four years old. Then his certificate was revoked,
and he was sent away.”

He nodded slowly.

“But not quite right,” he said. “His mother loved him. His nurse was fond
of him, too. So when they came to take him away he was already missing—
but they'd hush that up, of course. They'd hush the whole thing up, pretend
it never happened.” He paused again, reflectively. Presently he added,
“The eldest son. The heir. Waknuk should be mine. It would be, except
for this." He stretched out his long arm, and regarded it for a moment.
Then he dropped it and looked at me again.

“Do you know what the length of a man’s arm should be?”

“No,” | admitted.

“Nor do 1. But somebody in Rigo does, some expert on the true image.
So, no Waknuk, and | must live like a savage among savages. Are you the
eldest son?”

“The only son,” 1 told him. “There was a younger one, but------ "

“No certificate, en?”

| nodded.

“So you, too, have lost Waknuk!”

That aspect of things had never troubled me. | do not think | had ever
had any real expectation of inheriting Waknuk. There had always been the
sense of insecurity, the expectation, almost the certainty, that one day |
should be discovered. | had lived too long with that expectation to feel the
resentment that embittered him. Now that it was resolved, | was glad to be
safely away, and | told him so. It did not please him. He looked at me
thoughtfully.

“You've not the guts to fight for what's yours by right?” he suggested.

“If it's yours bv right, it can’t be mine by right,” | pointed out. “But my
meaning was that I've had more than enough of living in hiding.”

“We all live in hiding here,” he said.

“Maybe,” | told him. “But you can be your own selves. You don’t have to
live a pretense. You don't have to watch yourselves every moment, and
think twice whenever you open your mouths.”

He nodded slowly.

“We heard about you. We have our ways,” he said. “What | don’t under-
stand is whv they are after you in such strength.”

“We think,” | explained, “that we worry them more than the usual
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deviants because they've no way of identifying us. | fancy they must be
suspecting that there are a lot more of us that they haven’t discovered, and
they want to get hold of us to make us tell.”

“And even more than usually good reason for not being caught,” he said.

I was aware that Michael had come in and that Rosalind was answer-
ing him, but | could not attend to two conversations at once, so | left that to
her.

“So they are coming right into the Fringes after you? How many of them?”
he asked.

“1I'm not sure,” | said, considering how to play our hand to the best ad-
vantage.

“From what I've heard, you should have ways of finding out,” he said.

| wondered how much he did know about us, and whether he knew about
Michael, too, but that seemed unlikely. With his eyes a little narrowed, he
went on:

“1t'll he better not to fool with us, boy. It's you they're after, and you've
brought trouble this way with you. Why should we care what happens to
you? Quite easy to put one of you where they’'d find you.”

Petra caught the implication of that, and panicked.

“More than a hundred men,” she said.

He turned a thoughtful eye on her for a moment.

“So there is one of you with them—1 rather thought there might be,” he
observed, and nodded again. “A hundred men is a great many to send after
just you three. Too many. ... | see. . . .” He turned back to me. “There
will have been rumors lately about trouble working up in the Fringes?”

“Yes,” | admitted.

He grinned.

“So it comes in handy. For the first time they decide that they will take
the initiative, and invade us—and pick you up, too, of course. They'll be
following your trail, naturally. How far have they got?”

| consulted Michael, and learned that the main body had still some miles
to go before they’ would join the party that had fired on us and bolted the
greathorses. The difficulty then was to find a way of conveying the position
intelligently to the man in front of me. He appreciated that, and did not
seem greatly perturbed.

"Is your father with them?” he asked.

That was a question which | had been careful not to put to Michael
before. | did not put it now. | simply paused for a moment, and then told
him “No.” Out of the corner of my eye | noticed Petra about to speak and
felt Rosalind pounce on her.

“A pity,” said the spidery man. “It's quite a time now I've been hoping
that one day I'd meet your father ou equal terms. From what I've heard |
should have thought he'd be there. Maybe he’s not such a valiant champion
of the true image as they say,” He went on looking at me with a steady,
penetrating gaze. | could feel Rosalind’s sympathy, her understanding why
I had not put the question to Michael, like a handclasp.

Then, quite suddenly, the man dismissed me from his attention and turned
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to consider Rosalind. She looked back at him. She stood with her straight,
confident air, eyeing him levelly and coldly for long seconds. Then, suddenly,
to my astonishment, she broke. Her eyes dropped. She flushed. He smiled
slightly.

But he was wrong. It was not surrender to the stronger character, the
conqueror. It was loathing, a horror which broke her defenses from within. |
had a glimpse of him from her mind, hideously exaggerated. The fears she
hid so well burst up and she was terrified; not as a woman weakened by a man,
but as a child in terror of a monstrosity. Petra, too, caught the involuntary-
shape, and it shocked her into a scream.

| jumped full at the man, overturning the stool and sending him sprawl-
ing. The two men behind us leaped after me, but | got in at least one good
blow before they could drag me off.

The spider-man sat up, and rubbed his jaw. He grinned at me, but not
with any amusement.

“Does you credit,” he conceded, “but not much more.” He got up on his
gangling legs. “Not seen much of the women around here, have you, boy?
Take a look at 'em as you go. Maybe you'll understand a bit more. Besides,
this one can have children. I've had a fancy for some children a long time
now, even if they do happen to take after their father a bit." He grinned
briefly again, and then frowned at us. “Better take it the way it is, boy. Be
a sensible fellow. | don't give second chances.”

He looked from me to the men who were holding me.

“Chuck him out,” he told them. “And if he doesn't seem to understand
that that means stay out, shoot him.”

The two of them jerked me round and marched me off. At the edge of
the clearing one of them helped me along a path with his boot.

“Keep on going,” he said.

| got up and turned around, but one of them had an arrow trained on me.
He gave a shake of his head to urge me on. So | did what | was told, kept on
going—for a few yards, until the trees hid me. Then | doubled back under
cover.

Just what they were expecting. But they didn’'t shoot me; they just beat
me up and slung me back among the undergrowth. I remember flying
through the air, but | don’'t remember landing. . . .

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

1lwas BErNG dragged alonc. There were hands under my shoulders. Small
branches were whipping back and slapping me in the face.

“What------ ?” | began.

“Shi” whispered a voice behind me.

“Give me a minute. I'll be all right,” 1 whispered back.

The dragging stopped. | lay pulling myself together for a moment, and
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then rolled over, A woman, a young woman, was sitting back on her heels,
looking at me.

The sun was low now, and it was dim under the trees. | could not see her
well. There was dark hair hanging down on each side of a sunburnt face,
and the glint of dark eyes regarding me earnestly. The bodice of her dress
was ragged, a nondescript tawny color, with stains on it. There were no
sleeves, but what struck me most was that it bore no cross. | had never
before been face to face with a woman who wore no protective cross stitched
to her dress. It looked queer, almost indecent. We faced one another for
some seconds.

“You don't know me, David,” she said sadly.

Until then | had not. It was the way she said “David” that suddenly
told me.

“Sophie!” | said, “Oh, Sophie!”

She smiled.

"Dear David,” she said. “Have they hurt you badly, David?”

I tried moving my arms and legs. They were stiff and they ached in
several places, so did my body and my head. | felt some blood caked on my
left cheek, but there seemed to be nothing broken. | started to get up, but
she stretched out a hand and put it on my arm.

“No, not yet. Wait a little, till it's dark.” She went on looking at me.
“1 saw them bring you in. You and the little girl, and the other girl. Who
is she, David?”

That brought me fully round, with a jolt. Frantically | sought for Rosa-
lind and Petra, and could not reach them. Michael felt my panic and came
in steadyingly. Relieved, too.

“Thank goodness for that. We've been worried stiff about you. Take it
easy. They're all right, both of them tired out and exhausted; they've fallen
asleep.”

“ls Rosalind------ ?”

“She’s all right, | tell you. What's been happening to you?”

| told him. The whole exchange only took a few seconds, but long enough
for Sophie to be regarding me curiously.

“Who is she, David?” she repeated.

| explained that Rosalind was my cousin. She watched me as | spoke,
and then nodded slowly.

“He wants her, doesn't he?” she asked.

“That's what he said,” | admitted, grimly.

“She could give him babies?” she persisted.

“What are you trying to do to me?” | asked her.

“So, you're in love with her?” she went on.

A word again. . . . When the minds have learned to mingle when no
thought is wholly one’'s own, and each has taken too much of the other
ever to be entirely himself alone; when one has reached the beginning of
seeing with a single eye, loving with a single heart, enjoying with a single
joy; when there can be moments of identity and nothing is separate save
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bodies that long for one another. . . . When there is that, where is the
word? There is only the inadequacy of the word that exists.

“We love one another," 1 said.

Sophie nodded. She picked up a few twigs, and watched her brown
fingers break them. She said:

“He's gone away—where the fighting is. She's safe just now.”

“She's asleep,” | told her. “They’re both asleep.”

Her eyes came back to mine, puzzled.

“How do you know?”

| told her briefly, as simply as | could. She went on breaking twigs as she
listened. Then she nodded.

“1 remember. My mother said there was something . . . something about
the way you sometimes seemed to understand her before she spoke. Was
that it?”

“1 think so, | think your mother had a little of it, without knowing she
had it,” | said.

“It must be a very wonderful thing to have,” she said, half wistfully.
“Like more eyes, inside you."

“Something like,” | admitted. “It's difficult to explain. But it isn't all
wonderful. It can hurt a lot sometimes.”

“To be any kind of deviant is to be hurt—always,” she said. She continued
to sit back on her heels, looking at her hands in her lap, seeing nothing.

“If she were to give him children, he wouldn’t want me any more,” she
said, at last.

There was still enough light to catch a glistening on her cheeks.

“Sophie, dear,” | said “Are you in love with him—with this spider-man?”

“Oh, don’t call hirn that—please—we can’t any of us help being what we
are. His name’s Gordon, He's kind to me, David. He's fond of me. You've
got to have as little as | have to know how much that means. You've never
known loneliness. You can’t understand the awful emptiness that’'s waiting
all around us here. 1'd have given him babies gladly, if | could. 1—oh, why do
they do that to us? Why didn’t they kill me? It would have been kinder
than this.”

She sat without a sound. The tears squeezed out from under the closed
lids and ran down her face. | took her hand between my own.

| remembered watching. The man with his arm linked in the woman’s,
the small figure on top of the packhorse waving back to me as they dis-
appeared into the trees. Myself desolate, a kiss still damp on my cheek,
a lock tied with a yellow ribbon in my hand. | looked at her now, and my
heart ached.

“Sophie,” | said. “Sophie, darling. It’s not going to happen. Do you
understand? It won’t happen. Rosalind will never let it happen. | know
that.”

She opened her eyes again, and looked at me through the brimming tears.

“You can't know a thing like that about another person. You're just trying

“I'm not, Sophie. | do know. You and 1 could only know very little about
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one another. But with Rosalind it is different: it's part of what thinking-
together means.”

She regarded me doubtfully.

“Is that really true? | don’'t understand.”

“How should you? But it is true. | could feel what she was feeling about
the spi—about that man.”

She went on looking at me, a trifle uneasily.

“You can't see what | think?” she inquired, with a touch of anxiety.

“No more than you can tell what | think,” | assured her. “It isn't a kind
of spying. It’s more as if you could just talk all your thoughts, if you liked—
and not talk them if you wanted them private.”

It was more difficult trying to explain it to her than it had been to Uncle
Axel, but | kept on struggling to simplify it into words until | suddenly
became aware that the light had gone, and | was talking to a figure I could
scarcely see. | broke off.

“Is it dark enough now?”

“Yes. It'll be safe if we go carefully,” she told me. “Can you walk all
right? It isn't far.”

I got up, well aware of stiffness and bruises, but not of anything worse.
She seemed able to see better in the gloom than | could, and took my hand,
to lead the way. We kept to the trees, but | could see fires twinkling on my
left, and realized that we were skirting the encampment. We kept on round
it until we reached the low cliff that closed the northwest side, and then
along the base of that, in the shadow, for fifty yards or so. There she stopped,
and laid my hand on one of the rough ladders | had seen against the rock
face.

“Follow me,” she whispered, and suddenly whisked upward.

I climbed more cautiously until | reached the top of the ladder where it
rested against a rock ledge. Her arm reached out and helped me in.

“Sit down,” she told me.

The lighter patch through which | had come disappeared. She moved
about, looking for something. Presently there were sparks as she used a flint
and steel. She blew up the sparks until she was able to light a pair of candles.
They were short, fat, burnt with smoky flames, and smelled abominable,
but they enabled me to see the surroundings.

The place was a cave about fifteen feet deep and nine wide, cut out of
the sandy rock. The entrance was covered by a skin curtain hooked across
it. In one comer of the inner end there was a flaw in the roof from which
water dripped steadily at about a drop a second. It fell into a wooden
bucket; the overflow of the bucket trickled down a groove for the full length
of the cave, and out of the entrance. In the other inner corner was a mattress
of small branches, with skins and a tattered blanket on it. There were a few
bowls and utensils. A blackened fire-hollow near the entrance, empty now,
showed an ingenious draft-hole drilled to the outer air. The handles of a few
knives and other tools protruded, from niches in the walls. A spear, a bow, a
leather quiver with a dozen arrows in it, lay close to the brushwood mattress.
There was nothing much else.
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I thought of the kitchen of the Wenders' cottage. The clean, bright room
that had seemed so friendly because it had no texts on the walls. The candles
flickered, sent greasy smoke up to the roof, and stank.

Sophie dipped a bowl into the bucket, rummaged a fairly clean bit of
rag out of a niche, and brought it across to me. She washed the blood off
my hair, and examined the cause.

"Just a cut. Not deep,” she said, reassuringly.

I washed my hands in the bowl. She tipped the water into the runnel,
rinsed the bowl and put it away.

“You're hungry, David?” she said,

“Very,” 1 told her. | had had nothing to eat all day except during our
one brief stop.

"Stay here. | won't he long,” she instructed, and slipped out under the
skin curtain.

| sat looking at the shadows that danced on the rock walls, listening to
the plop-plop-plop of the drips. And very likely, I told myself, this is luxury,
in the Fringes. “You've got to have as little as 1 have------ " Sophie had said,
though it had not been material things that she meant. To escape the for-
lom-ness and the squalor | sought Michael’s company.

“Where are you? W hat's been happening?” | asked him. “We’'ve camped
for the night,” he told me. “Too dangerous to go on in the dark." He tried
to give me a picture of the place as he had seen it just before sunset, but it
might have been a dozen spots along our route. “It's been slow going all
day— tiring, too. They know their woods, these Fringes people. We've been
expecting a real ambush somewhere on the way, but it's been sniping and
harassing all the time. We've lost three killed, but had seven wounded—
only two of them seriously.”

“But you're still coming on?”

“Yes. The feeling is that now we do have quite a force here for once,
it's a chance to give the Fringes something that will keep them quiet for
some time to come. Besides, you three are badly wanted. There's a rumor
that there are a couple of dozen, perhaps more, of us scattered about Wak-
nuk and surrounding districts, and you have to be brought hack to identify
them.” He paused a moment there, then he went on in a worried, unhappy
mood.

“In point of fact, David, I'm afraid—very much afraid— there is only one.”

“One?"

“Deborah managed to reach me, right at her limit, very faintly. She says
something has happened to Mark.”

“They've caught him?”

“No. She thinks not. He'd have let her know if it were that. He's simply
stopped. Not a thing from him in over twenty-four hours now.”

“An accident perhaps? Remember Walter Brent— that boy who was killed
by a tree? He just stopped like that.”

“It might be. Deborah just doesn't know. She’s frightened; it leaves her
all alone now. She was right at her limit, and | was almost. Another two or
three miles, and we’ll be out of touch.”
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“It's queer | didn't hear at least your side of this,” | told him.

“Probably while you were knocked out,” he suggested.

“Well, when Petra wakes she’ll be able to keep touch with Deborah,”
| reminded him. “She doesn't seem to have any kind of limit.”

“Yes, of course. I'd forgotten that,” he agreed. “It will help her a bit.”

A few moments later a hand came under the curtain, pushing a wooden
bowl into the cave mouth, Sophie scrambled in after it, and gave it to me.
She trimmed np the disgusting candles and then squatted down on the
skin of some unidentifiable animal while | helped myself with a wooden
spoon. An odd dish; it appeared to consist of several kinds of shoots, diced
meat, and crumbled hard-bread, but the result was not at all had, and very
welcome. | enjoyed it, almost to the last, when 1 was suddenly smitten in a
way that sent a whole spoonful cascading down my shirt. Petra was awake
again.

I got in a response at once. Petra switched straight from distress to elation.
It was flattering, but almost as painful. Evidently she woke Rosalind, for |
caught her pattern among the chaos of Michael asking what the hell? and
Petra’s Zealand friend anxiously protesting.

Presently Petra got a hold of herself, and the turmoil quietened down.
There was a sense of all other parties relaxing cautiously.

“Is she safe now? What was all that thunder and lightning about?”
Michael inquired.

Petra told us, keeping it down with an obvious effort; “We thought
David was dead. We thought they’'d killed him.”

Now | began to catch Rosalind’s thoughts, firming into comprehensible
shapes out of a sort of swirl. | was humbled, bowled over, happy, and dis-
tressed all at the same time. | could not think much more clearly in response,
for all | tried. It was Michael who put an end to that.

“This is scarcely decent for third parties,” he observed. “When you two
can disentangle yourselves, there are other things to be discussed.”" He
paused. “Now,” he continued, “what is the position?”

We sorted it out. Rosalind and Petra were still in the tent where | had
last seen them. The spider-man had gone away, leaving a large, pink-eyed,
white-haired man in charge of them, | explained my situation.

“Very well,” said Michael. “You say this spider-man seems to be in some
sort of authority, and that he has come forward toward the fighting. You've
no idea whether he intends to join in the fighting himself, or whether he is
simply making tactical dispositions? You see, if it is the latter he may come
back at any time.”

“I've no idea,” | told him.

Rosalind came in abruptly, as near to hysteria as | had known her.

“I'm frightened of him. He’s a different kind. Not like us. Not the same
sort at all. It would be outrageous—like an animal. | couldn’t, ever . . . if he
tries to take me | shall kill myself. . . "

Michael threw himself on that like a pail of ice-water.

“You won't do anything so damned silly. You'll kill the spider-man, if
necessary.” With an air of having settled that point conclusively he turned
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his attention elsewhere. At his full range he directed a question at Petra’s
friend.

“You still think you can reach us?”

The reply came still from a long distance, but clearly and without effort
now. It was a calmly confident “Yes.”

“When?” Michael asked.

There was a pause before the reply, as if for consultation, then:

“In not more than sixteen hours from now," she told him, just as con-
fidently. Michael's skepticism diminished. For the first time he allowed
himself to admit the possibility of her help.

“Then it is a question of insuring that you three are kept safe for that
long,” he told us, meditatively.

“Wait a minute. Just hold on a bit,” | told them.

| looked up at Sophie. The smoky candles gave enough light to show that
she was watching my face intently, a little uneasily.

“You were ‘talking’ to that girl?” she said.

“And my sister. They're awake now,” | told her. “They are in the tent,
and being guarded by an albino. It seems odd.”

“0dd?” she inquired.

“Well, one would have thought a woman in charge of them, . . .

“This is the Fringes,” she reminded me, with bitterness.

"It—oh, | see,” | said, awkwardly. "Well, the point is this: do you think
there is any way they can be got out of there before he comes back? It
seems to me that now is the time. Once he does come back. . .. " | shrugged,
keeping my eyes on hers.

She turned her head away and contemplated the candles for some mo-
ments. Then she nodded.

“Yes. That would be best for all of us—all of us, except him,” she added,
half-sadly. “Yes, | think it can be done.”

“Straight away?”

She nodded again. | picked up the spear that lay by the couch, and
weighed it in my hand. It was somewhat light, but well balanced. She
looked at it, and shook her head.

“You must stay here, David,” she told me.

“But------ " | began,

“No. If you were to be seen, there would be an alarm. No one will take
any notice of me going to his tent, even if they do see me.”

There was sense in that. | laid the spear down, though with reluctance.

“But can you------ ”

“Yes,” she said, decisively.

She got up and went to one of the niches. From it she pulled out a knife.
The broad blade was clean and bright. It looked as if it might once have
been part of the kitchen furnishings of a raided farm. She slipped it into
the belt of her skirt, leaving only the dark handle protruding. Then she
turned and looked at me for a long moment.

“David------ " she began, tentatively.

“What?” | asked.

”
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She changed her mind. In a different tone she said, “Will you tell them
no noise? Whatever happens, no sounds at all? Tell them to follow me, and
have dark pieces of cloth ready to wrap around themselves. Will you be able
to make all that clear to them?”

“Yes,” | told her. “But | wish you'd let me------ "

She shook her head and cut me short.

“No, David. It'd only increase the risk. You don’'t know the place,”

She pinched out the candles, and unhooked the curtain. For a moment |
saw her silhouetted against the paler darkness of the entrance, then she was
gone.

| gave her instructions to Rosalind, and we impressed on Petra the neces-
sity for silence. Then there was nothing to do but wait and listen to the
steady drip-drip-drip in the darkness.

| could not sit still for long like that. | went to the entrance and put my
head out into the night. There were a few cooking fires glowing among the
shades, people moving about, too, for the glows blinked occasionally as
figures crossed in front of them. There was a murmur of voices, a slight,
composite stir of small movements, a night-bird calling harshly a little dis-
tance away, the cry of an animal still farther off. Nothing more.

We were all waiting. A small shapeless surge of excitement escaped for a
moment from Petra. No one commented on it.

Then from Rosalind a reassuring, “it's-all-right” shape, but with a curious
secondary quality of shock to it. It seemed wiser not to distract their attention
now by asking about it.

| listened. There was no alarm, no change in the conglomerate murmur.
It seemed a long time until | heard the crunch of grit underfoot directly
below me. The poles of the ladder scraped faintly on the rock edge as the
weight came on them. | moved back into the cave out of the way. Rosalind
was asking silently, a little doubtfully:

“Is this right? Are you there, David?”

“Yes. Come along up,” | told them.

One figure appeared dimly outlined in the opening. Then another, smaller
form, then a third. The opening was blotted out. Presently the candles were
alight again.

Rosalind, and Petra, too, watched silently in horrid fascination as Sophie
scooped a bowlful of water from the bucket to wash the blood off her arms
and clean the knife.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

The two girls Studied one another, curiously and warily. Sophie’'s eyes
traveled over Rosalind, in her russet woolen dress with its brown cross
appliqug, and rested anxiously for a moment on her leather shoes. She
looked down at her own soft moccasins, then at her short, tattered skirt. In



the coarse of her self-inspection she discovered new stains that had not been
on her bodice half an hour before. Without any embarrassment she pulled
it off and began to soak them out in the cold water. To Rosalind she said:

“You must get rid of that cross. Hers, as well,” she added glancing
at Petra. “It marks you. We women in the Fringes do not feel that it has
served us very well. The men resent it, too. Here.” She took a small, thin-
bladed knife from a niche, and held it out.

Rosalind took it, doubtfully. She looked at it, and then down at the cross
which had been displayed on every dress she had ever worn. Sophie watched
her.

«“1 used to wear one,” she said. “It didn’t help me, either.”

Rosalind looked at me, still a little doubtfully. | nodded.

“They don’t much like insistence on the true image in these parts. Very
likely it's dangerous.” | glanced at Sophie.

“It is,” she said. "It’s not only an identification; it's a challenge.”

Rosalind lifted the knife and began, half-reluctantly, to pick at the
stitches.

| said to Sophie: “What now? Oughtn't we try to get as far away as
we can before it’s light?”

Sophie, still dabbling her bodice, shook her head.

"No. They may find him any time. When they do, there'll be a search.
They'll think that you killed him and then all three of you took to the woods.
They'll never think of looking for you here, why should they? But they'll
rake the whole neighborhood for you.”

"You mean, we stay here?” | asked her. She nodded.

“For two, perhaps three days. Then, when they've called off the search,
I'll see you clear.”

Rosalind looked up from her unpicking thoughtfully.

“Why are you doing all this for us?” she asked.

| explained to her about Sophie and the spider-man far more quickly
than it could have been put into words. It did not seem to satisfy her en-
tirely. She and Sophie went on regarding one another steadily in the flicker-
ing light.

Sophie dropped the bodice into the water with a plop. She stood up
slowly. She bent toward Rosalind, locks of dark hair dangling down on her
naked breasts, her eyes narrowed.

“Damn you,” she said viciously. “Leave me alone, damn you.”

Rosalind became taut, ready for any movement. | shifted so that | could
jump between them if necessary. The tableau held for long seconds. Sophie,
uncared for, half-naked in her ragged skirt, dangerously poised; Rosalind,
in her brown dress with the unpicked left arm of the cross hanging forward,
with her bronze hair shining in the candlelight, her fine features upturned,
with eyes alert. The crisis passed, and the tension lost pitch. The violence
died out of Sophie’s eyes, but she did not move. Her mouth twisted a little
and she trembled.

“Damn youl” she said again. “Go on, laugh at me. Laugh at me because
I do want him, mef” She gave a queer, choked laugh herself, “And what's
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the use? Oh, God, what's the use? If he weren't in love with you, what
good would | be to him—like this?”

She clenched her hands to her face and stood for a moment, shaking all
over, then she turned and flung herself on the bnishwood bed.

We stared into the shadowy comer. One moccasin had fallen off. | could
see the brown, grubby sole of her foot, and the line of six toes. | turned to
Rosalind. Her eyes met mine, contrite and appalled. Instinctively she made
to get up. | shook my head, and, hesitantly she sank back.

The only sounds in the cave were the hopeless, abandoned sobbing, and
plop-plop-plop of the drips.

Petra looked at us, then at the figure on the bed, then at us again, ex-
pectantly. When neither of us moved she appeared to decide that the in-
itiative lay with her. She crossed to the bedside and knelt down con-
cernedly beside it. Tentatively she put a hand on the dark hair.

“Don’t,” she said. “Please don't.”

There was a startled catch in the sobbing. A pause, then a brown arm
reached out around Petra’s shoulders. The sound became a little less deso-
late . . .it no longer tore at one’s heart; but it left it bruised and aching. . . .

I awoke reluctantly, stiff and cold from lying on the hard rock floor. Al-
most immediately there was Michael:

“Did you mean to sleep all day?”

| looked up and saw a chink of daylight beneath the skin curtain.

“What's the time?” | asked him.

“About eight, 1'd guess. It's been light for three hours, and we've fought
a battle already.”

“What happened?” | inquired.

“We got wind of an ambush, so we sent an outflanking party. It clashed
with the reserve force that was waiting to follow up the ambush. Apparently
they thought it was our main body; anyway, the result was a rout, at a cost
of two or three wounded, to us.”

“So now you're coming on?”

“Yes. | suppose they'll rally somewhere, but they've melted away now.
No opposition at all.”

That was by no means as one could have wished. | explained our position,
and that we certainly could not hope to emerge from the cave in daylight,
unseen. On the other hand, if we stayed, and the place were to be cap-
tured, it would undoubtedly be searched, and we should be found.

“What about Petra’s Zealand friends?” Michael asked. “Can you really
count on them, do you think?”

Petra’s friend, herself, came in on that, somewhat coolly.

‘Tou can count on us.”

“Your estimated time is the same? You've not been delayed?” Michael
asked.

“Just the same,” she assured us. “Approximately eight and a half hours
from now.” Then the slightly huffy note dropped, a tinge almost of awe
colored her thoughts.
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“This is a dreadful country indeed. We have seen Badlands before, but
none of us has even imagined anything quite so terrible as this. There are
stretches of miles across where it looks as if all the ground has been fused
into black glass; there is nothing else, nothing but the glass like a frozen
ocean of ink . . . then belts of Badlands . . . then another wilderness of
black glass. It goes on and on. . . . What did they do here? What can they
have done to create such a frightful place? No wonder none of us ever
came this way before. It’s like going over the rim of the world, into the
outskirts of hell. It must be utterly beyond hope, barred to any kind of life
for ever and ever . . . but why?—why?—why? There was the power of gods
in the hands of children, we know; but were they mad children, all of them
quite mad? . . . The mountains are cinders and the plains are black glass—
still, after centuries! It is so dreary, dreary. A monstrous madness. ... It
is frightening to think that a whole race could go insane. If we did not know
that you are on the other side of it we should have fumed back and fled------ "

Petra cut her off, abruptly blotting everything with distress. We had not
known she was awake. | don't know what she had made of most of it,
but she had clearly caught that thought of turning back. | went across to
soothe her down, so that presently the Zealand woman was able to get
through again and reassure her. The alarm subsided, and Petra recovered
herself.

Michael came in, asking, “David, what about Deborah?"

| remembered his anxiety the previous night.

“Petra, darling,” | said, “we’'ve got too far away now for any of us to
reach Deborah. Will you ask her something?”

Petra nodded.

“We want to know if she has heard anything of Mark since she talked
to Michael.”

Petra put the question. She shook her head.

“No,” she said. “She hasn't heard anything. She’s very miserable, | think.
She wants to know' if Michael is all right.”

“Tell her he’s quite all right—we all are. Tell her we love her, we're ter-
ribly sorry she’s all alone, but she must be brave—and careful. She must
try not to let anyone see she’s worried,”

“She understands. She says she’ll try,” Petra reported. She remained
thoughtful for a moment. Then she said to me, in words, “Deborah’s afraid.
She's crying inside. She wants Michael.”

“Did she tell you that?” | asked.

Petra shook her head. “No. It was a sort of behind-think, but | saw it.”

“We'd better not say anything about it,” | decided. “It's not our busi-
ness. A person’s bebind-thinks aren’t really meant for other people, so we
must just pretend not to have noticed them.”

“All right,” Petra agreed, equably.

| hoped it was all right. When | thought it over | wasn't at all sure that
| cared much for this business of detecting “behind-thinks.” It left one a
trifle uneasy, and retrospective. . . ,
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Sophie woke up a few minutes later. She seemed calm, competent again,
as though the last night’s storm had blown itself out. She sent us to the back
of the cave and unhooked the curtain to let the daylight in. Presently she
had a fire going in the hollow. The greater part of the smoke from it went
out of the entrance; the rest did at least have the compensation that it
helped to obscure the interior of the cave from any outside observation. She
ladled measures from two or three bags into an iron pot, added some water,
and put the pot on the fire.

“Watch it,” she instructed Rosalind, and then disappeared down the
outside ladder.

Some twenty minutes later her head reappeared. She threw a couple of
disks of hard bread over the sill and climbed in after them. She went to the
pot, stirred it, and sniffed at the contents.

"No trouble?” | asked her.

"Not about that,” she said. “They found him. They think you did it.
There was a search—of a sort—early this morning. It wasn’'t as much of a
search as it would have been with more men. But now they've got other
things to worry about. The men who went to the fighting are coming back
in twos and threes. What happened, do you know?”

| told of the ambush that had failed, and the resulting disappearance of
resistance.

"How far have they come now?” she wanted to know.

| inquired of Michael.

“We're just clear of forest for the first time, and into rough country,” he
told me.

| handed it on to Sophie. She nodded. “ Three hours, or a bit less, perhaps,
to the riverbank,” she said.

She ladled the species of porridge out of the pot into bowls. It tasted
better than it looked. The bread was less palatable. She broke a disk of it
with a stone, and it had to be dipped in water before one could eat it. Petra
grumbled that it was not proper food like we had at home. That reminded
her of something. Without any warning she launched a question:

"Michael, is my father there?”

It took him off guard. | caught his “yes” forming before he could sup-
press it.

| looked at Petra, hoping the implications were lost on her. Mercifully,
they were. Rosalind lowered her bowl and stared into it silently.

Suspicion insulated one curiously little against the shock of knowledge.
I could recall my father’s voice, doctrinaire, relentless. | knew the expression
his face would be wearing, as if | had seen him when he spoke.

“A baby—a baby which would grow to breed, and, breeding, spread pol-
lution until all around us there would be Mutants and Abominations, That
has happened in places where the will and faith were weak, but here it shall
never happen.”

And then my Aunt Harriet, “I shall pray God to send charity into this
hideous world.”
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Poor Aunt Harriet, with her prayers as futile as her hopes.

A world in which a man could come upon such a hunt, himselfl What
kind of a man?

Rosalind rested her hand on my arm. Sophie looked up. When she saw
my face her expression changed.

“What is it?” she asked.

Rosalind told her. Her eyes widened with honor. She looked from me to
Petra, then slowly, bemusedly back to me again. She opened her month to
speak, but lowered her eyes, leaving the thought unsaid. | looked at Petra,
too, then at Sophie, at the rags she wore, and the cave we were in.

“Purity," | said. “The will of the Lord. Honor thy father, . . . Am |
supposed to forgive him? Or to try to kill him?”

The answer startled me. | was not aware that | had sent out the thought
at large.

“Let him be,” came the severe, clear pattern from the Zealand woman.
“Your work is to survive. Neither his kind, nor his kind of thinking will
survive long. They are the crown of creation, they are ambition fulfilled,
they have nowhere more to go. But life is change, that is how it differs from
the rocks, change is its very nature.

“The living form defies evolution at its peril, if it does not adapt, it will
be broken. The Old People brought down Tribulation, and were broken
into fragments by it. Your father and his kind are a part of those frag-
ments. They are determined still that there is a final form to defend. Soon
they will attain the stability they strive for, in the only form it is granted—
a place among the fossils.

“Whether harsh intolerance and bitter rectitude are the armor worn over
fear and disappointment, or whether they are the festival-dress of tire sadist,
they cover an enemy of the life-force. The difference in kind can be bridged
only by self-sacrifice— his self-sacrifice, for yours would bridge nothing. So,
there is the severance. We have a new world to conquer, they have only a
lost cause to lose.”

She ceased, leaving me somewhat bemused. Rosalind, too, looked as if
she were still catching up on it. Petra seemed bored.

Sophie regarded us curiously. She said, “You give an outsider an uncom-
fortable feeling. Is it something | could know?”

“Well------ " | began, and paused, wondering how to put it.

“She said we're not to bother about my father because he doesn’t under-
stand, | think,” observed Petra. It seemed a pretty fair summary.

“She Sophie inquired.

I remembered that she knew nothing of the Zealand people.

“Oh, a friend of Petra’s,” | told her, vaguely.

Sophie was sitting close to the entrance, the rest of us farther back, out
of sight from the ground. Presently she looked out and down.

“There are quite a lot of the men back now—most of them, | should
think. Some of them are collected around Gordon's tent, most of the
others are drifting that way. He must be back, too.”
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She went on regarding the scene while she finished the contents of her
bowl. Then she put it down beside her. “I'll see what | can find out,” she
said, and disappeared down the ladder.

She was gone fully an hour. | risked a quick look out once or twice, and
could see the spider-man in front of his tent. He seemed to be dividing his
men up into parties and instructing them by drawing diagrams in the bare
earth.

“What's happening?” | asked Sophie, as she returned. “W hat’s the plan?”

She hesitated, looking doubtful.

“For goodness’ sake,” | told her, “we want your people to win, don’'t we?
But we don’t want Michael to get hurt, if it can be helped.”

“We're going to ambush them this side of the river,” she said.

“Let them get across?”

“There’s nowhere to make a stand on the other side,” she explained.

| suggested to Michael that he should hang back at the riverside, or, if he
could not do that, he might fall off during the crossing and get carried
away downstream. He said he'd bear the proposal in mind, but try to think
of a less uncomfortable means of delay.

A few minutes later a voice called Sophie’s name from below. She whis-
pered:

“Keep back. It’s him,” and sped across and down the ladder.

After that nothing happened for more than a hour, when the Zealand
woman came through again:

“Reply to me, please. We need a sharper reading on you now. Just keep
on sending numbers.”

Petra responded energetically, as if she had been feeling left out of
things lately.

"Enough,” the Zealand woman told her. “Wait a moment.” Presently
she added: “Better than we hoped. We can cut that estimate by an hour.”

Another half-hour went by. | sneaked a few quick glimpses outside. The
encampment looked all but deserted now. There was no one to be seen among
the shacks but a few older women.

“In sight of the river,” Michael reported.

Fifteen or twenty minutes passed. Then Michael again:

“They've muffed it, the fools. We've spotted a couple of them moving
on the top of the cliffs. Not that it makes a lot of difference, anyway— that
cleft’s much too obvious a trap. Council of war now.”

The council was evidently brief. In less than ten minutes he was through
again:

“Plan. We retreat to cover immediately opposite the cleft. There, at a
gap in the cover, we leave half a dozen men occasionally passing and re-
passing in view to give the impression of more, and light fires to suggest that
we are held up. Rest of the force is splitting to make detours and two
crossings, one upstream, and one down. We then pincer-in behind the
cleft. Better inform, if you can.”

The encampment was no great distance behind the river cliffs. It looked
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likely that we might be caught within the pincers. | very much wished
Sophie would return. An hour passed, then: “We’'re across the river down-
stream from you. No opposition,” Michael told us.

We went on waiting.

Suddenly a gun went off somewhere in the woods, on the left. Three or
four more shots followed, then silence, then another two.

A few minutes later a crowd of ragged men with quite a number of
women among them came pouring out of the woods, leaving the scene
of their intended ambush and making toward the Bring. They were a woebe-
gone, miserable lot, a few of them visibly deviants, but most of them looking
simply the wrecks of normal human beings. | could not see more than three
or four guns in all. The rest had bows, and a number had short spears scab-
barded at their backs, as well. The spider-man stood out among them, taller
than the rest, and close beside him | could see Sophie, with a bow in her
hand. Whatever degree of organization there may have been had clearly
disintegrated.

“What's happening?” | asked Michael. “Was that your lot shooting?”

“No. That was the other party. They're trying to draw the Fringes men
across their way so that we can come in from the opposite side and take
them in the rear.”

“They’re succeeding,” | told him.

The sound of more firing came from the same direction as before. A
clamor and shouting broke out. A few spent arrows dropped into the left-
hand end of the clearing. Some men came running back out of the trees.

Suddenly there was a strong, clear question:

“You're still safe?”

We were all three lying on the floor in the front part of the cave now.
We had a view of what was going on, and there was little enough chance
of anyone noticing our heads, or bothering about us if he did. The way
things were going was plain even to Petra. She loosed an urgent, excited
flash.

“Steady, child, steady! We're coming,” admonished the Zealand woman.

More arrows fell into the left-hand end of the clearing, and more ragged
figures appeared in rapid retreat. They ran back, dodging as they came,
and took cover among the tents and hovels. Still more followed, with arrows
spitting out of the woods after them. The Fringes men crouched behind their
bits of cover, bobbing up now and then to take quick shots at figures scarcely
visible between the trees.

Unexpectedly a shower of arrows flew in from the other end of the
clearing” The tattered men and women discovered themselves to be be-
tween two fires, and started to panic. Most of them jumped to their feet
and ran for the shelter of the caves. | got ready to push the ladder away if
any of them should try to climb into ours.

Half a dozen horsemen appeared, riding out of the trees on the right.
| noticed the spider-man. He was standing by his tent, bow in hand, watching
the riders. Sophie, beside him, was tugging at his ragged jacket, urging him
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to run toward the caves. He brushed her back with his long right arm, never
taking his eyes from the emerging horsemen. His right hand went back to
the string, and held the bow half-drawn. His eyes kept on searching among
the horsemen.

Suddenly he stiffened. His bow came up like a flash, bent to its full.
He loosed. The shaft took my father in the left of his chest. He jerked, and
fell back on Sheba’s hindquarters. Then he slithered off sideways and dropped
to the ground, his right foot still caught in the stirrup.

The spider-man threw down his bow, and turned. With a scoop of his
long arms he snatched up Sophie, and began to run. His spindly legs had
not made more than three prodigious strides when a couple of arrows
took him simultaneously in the back and side, and he fell.

Sophie struggled to her feet and began to run on by herself. An arrow
pierced right through her upper arm, but she held on, with it lodged there.
Then another took her in the back of the neck. She dropped in mid-stride,
and her body slid along in the dust.

Petra had not seen it happen. She was looking all around, with a be-
wildered expression.

“What's that?” she asked. “What'’s that queer noise?”

The Zealand woman came in, calm, confidence-inspiring.

“Don’t be frightened. We're coming. It’s all right. Stay just where you
are.”

| could hear the noise now. A strange drumming sound, gradually swelling.
One could not place it; it seemed to be filling everywhere, emanating from
nowhere.

More men were coming out of the woods into the clearing, most of them
on horseback. Many of them | recognized, men | had known all my life,
all joined together now to hunt us down.

Suddenly one of the horsemen shouted and pointed upward.

| looked up, too. The sky was no longer clear. Something like a bank of
mist, but shot with quick iridescent flashes, hung over us. Above it, as if
through a veil, | could make out one of the strange, fish-shaped craft that
| had dreamt of in my childhood, hanging in the sky. The mist made it
indistinct in detail, but what | could see of it was just as | remembered: a
white, glistening body with something half-invisible whizzing around above
it. 1t was growing bigger and louder as it dropped toward us.

As | looked down again | saw a few glistening threads, like cobwebs,
drifting past the mouth of the cave. Then more and more of them, giving
sudden gleams as they twisted in the air and caught the light.

The shooting fell off. All over the clearing the invaders lowered their bows
and guns and stared upward. They goggled incredulously, then those on the
left jumped to their feet with shouts of alarm, and turned to run. Over on the
right the horses pranced with fright, whinnied, and began to bolt in all
directions. In a few seconds the whole place was in chaos. Fleeing men
caromed into one another, panic-stricken horses trampled through the flimsy
shacks, and tripped on the guy-ropes of tents flinging their riders headlong.
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| sought for Michael.

“Herel” | told him. “This way. Come along over here.l'

“Coming,” he told me.

| spotted him then, just getting to his feet beside a fallen horse that was
kicking out violently. He looked up toward our cave, found us, and waved a
hand. He turned to glance up at the machine in the sky. It was still sinking
gently down, perhaps a couple of hundred feet above us now. Underneath
it the queer mist eddied in a great swirl.

“Coming,” repeated Michael.

He turned toward us and started. Then he paused and picked at some-
thing on his ann. His hand stayed there.

“Queer,” he told us. “Like a cobweb, but sticky. ] can't get my hand------ "
His thought suddenly became panicky. “It’s stuck. | can’'t move it!”

The Zealand woman came in, coolly advising:

“Don’t struggle. You'll exhaust yourself. Lie down if you can. Keep calm.
Don’t move. Just wait. Keep your back on the ground so that it can't get
around you.”

I saw Michael obey the instruction, though his thoughts were by no means
confident. Suddenly, | realized that all over the clearing men were clawing
at themselves, trying to get the stuff off, but where their hands touched it
they stuck. They were struggling with it like flies in treacle, and all the
time more strands were floating down on them. Most of them fought with
it for a few seconds and then tried to run for shelter of the trees. They'd
take about three steps before their feet stuck together, and they pitched
on to the ground. The threads already lying there trapped them further.
More threads fell lightly down on them as they struggled and thrashed
about until presently they could struggle no more. The horses were no better
off. 1 saw one back into a small bush. When it moved forward it tore the
bush out by the roots. The bush swung round and touched the other hind
leg. The legs became inseparable. The horse fell over and lay kicking— for
a while.

A descending strand wafted across the back of my own hand. | told Rosa-
lind and Petra to get back into the cave. | looked at the strand, not daring
to touch it with my other hand. | turned the hand over slowly and carefully
and tried to scrape the stuff off on the rock. | was not careful enough. The
movement brought the strand, and other strands, looping slowly toward me,
and my hand was glued to the rock.

“Here they are,” Petra cried, in words and thoughts together.

| looked up to see the gleaming white fish-shape settling into the middle
of the clearing. Its descent swirled the floating filaments in a cloud about it
and thrust a waft of air outward. | saw some of the strands in front of the
cave-mouth hesitate, undulate and then come drifting inward. Involuntarily
| closed my eyes. There was a light gossamer touch on my face. When |
tried to open my eyes again | found | could not.
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

It neeas a lot of resolution to lie perfectly still while you feel more and
more sticky strands falling with a feathery, tickling touch across your face
and hands; and still more when you begin to feel those which landed Erst
press on your skin like fine cords and tug gently at it.

I caught Michael wondering with some alarm if this was not a trick, and
whether he might not have been better off if he had tried to run. Before
I could reply the Zealand woman came in reassuring us again, telling us to
keep cairn and have patience. Rosalind emphasized that to Petra.

“Has it got you, too?” | asked her.

“Yes,” she said. “The wind from the machine blew it right into the
cave— Petra, darling, you heard what she said. You must try to keep still.”

The throbbing and the whirring that had dominated everything grew less
as the machine slowed down. Presently it stopped. The succeeding silence
was shocking. There were a few half-muffled calls and smothered sounds,
but little more. | understood the reasons for that. Strands had fallen across
my own mouth. | could not have opened it to call out if | wanted to.

The waiting seemed interminable. My skin crawled under tire touch of
the stuff, and the pull of it was becoming painful.

The Zealand woman inquired; “Michael? Keep counting to guide me
to you.”

Michael started counting, in figure-shapes. They were steady until the one
and the two of his twelve wavered and dissolved into a pattern of relief
and thankfulness. In the silence that had now fallen | could hear him say in
words, “They're in that cave there, that one.”

There was a creak from the ladder, a gritting of its poles against the ledge,
and presently a slight hissing noise. A dampness fell on my face and hands,
and the skin began to lose its puckered feeling. | tried to open my eyes
again; they resisted, but gave slowly. There was a sticky feeling about the
lids as | raised them.

Close in front of me, standing on the upper rungs of the ladder and leaning
inward, was a figure entirely hidden in a shiny white suit. There were still
filaments leisurely adrift in the air, but when they fell on the headpiece or
shoulders of the white suit they did not stick. They slithered off and wafted
gently on their downward way. | could see nothing of the suit’s wearer but a
pair of eyes looking at me through small, transparent windows. In a white
gloved hand was a metal bottle, with a fine spray hissing from it.

“Turn over,” came the woman’s thought.

| turned, and she played the spray up and down the front of my clothes.
Then she climbed the last two or three rungs, stepped over me where | lay,
and made her way toward Rosalind and Petra at the back of the cave, spraying
as she went.
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Michael’'s head and shoulders appeared above the sill. He, too, was be-
dewed with spray, and the few vagrant strands that settle on him lay glisten-
ing for a moment before they dissolved. | sat up and looked past him.

The white machine rested in the middle of the clearing. The device on
top of it had ceased to revolve, and now that it was observable, seemed to
be a sort of conical spiral, built up in a number of spaced sections from some
almost transparent material. There were glazed windows in the side of the
fish-shaped body, and a door stood open.

The clearing itself looked as if a fantastic number of spiders had spun
there with all their might and main. The place was festooned with threads,
appearing more white than glossy now; it took a moment or two of feeling
something was wrong with them before one perceived that they failed to
move in the breeze as webs would. And not only they, but everything, was
motionless, petrified.

The forms of a number of men, and horses, too, were scattered among
the shacks. They were as unmoving as the rest.

A sudden sharp cracking came from the right. | looked over there, just
in time to see a young tree break off a foot from the ground, and fall. Then
another movement caught the corner of my eye—a bush slowly leaning over.
Its roots came out of the ground as | watched. Another bush moved. A shack
crumpled in on itself and collapsed, and another. It was uncanny and alarm-
ing.

Back in the cave there was a sigh of relief from Rosalind. | got up and
went to her, with Michael following. Petra announced in a subdued, some-
what expostulatory tone, “That was very horrid.”

Her eyes dwelt reprovingly and curiously on the white-suited figure. The
woman made a few final, all-encompassing passes with her spray, then pulled
off her gloves and lifted back her hood. She regarded us. We frankly stared
at her.

Her eyes were large, with irises more brown than green, and fringed with
long, deep-gold lashes. Her nose was straight, but her nostrils curved with
the perfection of a sculpture. Her mouth was perhaps a little wide; the chin
beneath it was rounded, but not soft. Her hair was just a little darker than
Rosalind’s, and, astonishingly in a woman, it was short. Cut off nearly
level with her jaw.

But more than anything it was the lightness of her face that made us
stare. It was not pallor, it was simply fairness, like new cream, and with
cheeks that might have been dusted with pink petals. There was scarcely
a line in its smoothness, it seemed all new and perfect, as if neither wind
nor rain had ever touched her. It was hard to believe that any real, living
person could look like that, so untouched, so unflawed.

For she was no girl in a first tender blossoming, unmistakably she was a
woman— thirty, perhaps; one could not tell. She was sure of herself, with a
serenity of confidence which made Rosalind’s self-reliance seem almost
bravado.

She took us in and then fixed her attention upon Petra. She smiled at her,
with just a glimpse of perfect, white teeth.
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There was an immensely complex pattern which compounded pleasure,
satisfaction, achievement, relief, approval, and most surprisingly to me a
touch of something very like awe. The intermixture was subtle far beyond
Petra’s grasp, but enough of it reached her to give her an unwonted, wide-
eyed seriousness for some seconds as she looked up into the woman’s eyes,
as if she knew in some way, without understanding how or why, that this
was one of the cardinal moments in her life.

Then, after a few moments, her expression relaxed. She smiled and
chuckled. Evidently something was passing between them, but it was of a
quality, or on a level, that did not reach me at all. | caught Rosalind’s eye,
but she simply shook her head, and watched.

The Zealand woman bent down and picked Petra up. They looked
closely into one another’s faces. Petra raised her hand and tentatively touched
the woman'’s face, as if to assure herself that it was real. The Zealand woman
laughed, kissed her, and put her down again. She shook her head slowly, as
if she were not quite believing.

“It was worthwhile,” she said, in words, but words so curiously pro-
nounced that | scarcely understood them at first. “Yes. Certainly, it was
worthwhile!”

She slipped into thought-forms, much easier to follow than her words.

“It was not simple to get permission to come. Such an immense dis-
tance, more than twice as far as any of us has been before. So costly to send
the ship. They could scarcely believe it would be worth it. But it will
be. . . .” She looked at Petra again, wonderingly. "At her age, and un-
trained—yet she can throw a thought halfway round the world!” She shook
her head once more, as if still unable to believe it entirely. Then she turned
to me.

“She has still a great deal to leam, but we will give her the best teachers,
and then, one day, she will be teaching them.”

She sat down on Sophie’s bed of twigs and skins. Against the thrown-back
white hood, her beautiful head looked as though it were framed by a halo.
She studied each of us thoughtfully in him, and seemed satisfied. She nod-
ded.

“With one another’s help, you have managed to get quite a long way,
too; but you'll find that there is a lot more we can teach you.” She took
hold of Petra’s hand. “Well, as you've no possessions to collect, and there’s
nothing to delay us, we might as well start now.”

“For Waknuk?” Michael asked,

It was as much a statement as a question, and she checked herself
in the act of rising, to look at him inquiringly.

“There is still Deborah,” he explained.

The Zealand woman considered.

“1I'm not sure------ Wait a minute,” she told him.

She was suddenly in communication with someone on board the machine
outside, at a speed and on a level where | could make almost nothing of it.
Presently she shook her head, regretfully.

“1 was afraid of that,” she said. “1 am sorry, but we cannot include her,”
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“It wouldn't take long. It isn't far, not for your flying-machine,”
Michael insisted.

Again she shook her head.

“1 am sorry,” she said again. “ Of course we would if we could, but it is a
technical matter. You see, the journey was longer than we expected. There
were some dreadful parts that we dare not cross, even at great height: we
had to go far around them. Also, because of what was happening here, we
had to come faster than we had intended.” She paused, seeming to wonder
whether she was attempting an explanation beyond the understanding of
such primitives as we. “The machine,” she told us, “uses fuel. The more
weight it has to carry, and the faster it travels, the more of this fuel it uses,
and now we have only just enough of it left to get us back, if we go carefully.
If we were to go to Waknuk and make another landing and take-off there,
and hy to carry four of you, as well as Petra, we should use up all our fuel
before we could reach home. That would mean that we should fall into the
sea, and drown. Three of you from here we can just manage with safety; four
and the extra landing, we can't.”

There was a pause while we appreciated the situation. She had made it
clear enough, and she sat back, a motionless figure in her gleaming white
suit, her knees drawn up and her hands clasped around them, waiting sym-
pathetically and patiently for us to accept the facts.

In the pause one became aware of the uncanniness of the silence all
about us. There was not a sound to be heard now. Not a movement. Even
the leaves on the trees were unable to rustle. A sudden shock of realization
brought a question from Rosalind.

“They’re not—they’re not all—dead? | didn’t understand. | thought------ "

“Yes,” the Zealand woman told her, simply. “They’re all dead. The plastic
threads contract as they dry. A man who struggles and entangles himself
soon becomes unconscious. It is more merciful than your arrows and spears.”

Rosalind shivered. Perhaps | did, too. There was an unnerving quality
about it—something quite different from the fatal issue of a man-to-man
fight, or from the casualty roll of an ordinary battle. We were puzzled, too,
by the Zealand woman, for there was no callousness in her mind, nor any
great concern, either—just a slight distaste, as if for an unavoidable, but
unexceptional, necessity. She perceived our confusion, and shook her head
reprovingly.

“It is not pleasant to kill any creature,” she agreed, ‘Taut to pretend that
one can live without doing so is self-deception. There has to be meat in
the dish, there have to be vegetables forbidden to flower, seeds forbidden
to germinate; even the cycles of microbes must be sacrificed for us to con-
tinue our cycles. It is neither shameful nor shocking that it should be so.
It is simply a part of the great revolving wheel of natural economy. And
just as we have to keep ourselves alive in these ways, so, too, we have to
preserve our species against others that wish to destroy it, or else fail in our
trust.

“The unhappy Fringes people were condemned through no act of
their own to a life of squalor and misery—there could be no future for



them. As for those who condemned them—well, that, too, is the way of it.
There have been lords of life before, you know. Did you ever hear of the
great lizards? When the time came for them to be superseded they had to
pass away.

“Sometime there will come a day when we ourselves shall have to give
place to a new thing. Very certainly we shall struggle against the inevitable
just as these remnants of the OIld People do. We shall try with all our
strength to grind it back into the earth from which it is emerging, for
treachery to one’'s own species must always seem a crime. We shall force
it to prove itself, and when it does, we shall go; as, by the same process,
these are going.

“In loyalty to their kind they cannot tolerate our rise; in loyalty to our
kind, we cannot tolerate their obstruction.

“If the process shocks you, it is because you have not been able to stand
off and, knowing what you are, see what a difference in kind must mean.
Your minds are confused by your ties and your upbringing, you are still
half-thinking of them as the same kind as yourselves. That is why you are
shocked. And that is why they have you at a disadvantage, for they are not
confused. They are alert, corporately aware of danger to their species. They
can see quite well that if it is to survive they have not only to preserve it
from deterioration, but they must protect it from the even more serious
threat of the superior variant.

“For ours is a superior variant, and we are only just beginning. We are
able to think-together and understand one another as they never could; we
are beginning to understand how to assemble and apply the composite
team-mind to a problem, and where may that not take us one day? We
are not shut away into individual cages from which we can reach out only
with inadequate words. Understanding one another, we do not need laws
which treat living forms as though they were as indistinguishable as bricks;
we could never commit the enormity of imagining that we could mint our-
selves into equality and identity, like stamped coins; we do not mech-
anistically attempt to hammer ourselves into geometrical patterns of so-
ciety, or policy, we are not dogmatists teaching God how he should have
ordered the world.

“The essential quality of life is living; the essential quality of living is
change; change is evolution; and we are part of it.

“The static, the enemy of change, is the enemy of life, and therefore our
implacable enemy. If you still feel shocked, or doubtful, just consider some
of the things that these people who have taught you to think of them as
your fellows, have done. | know little about your lives, but the pattern
scarcely varies wherever a pocket of the older species is trying to preserve
itself. And consider, too, what they intended to do to you, and why.”

| found her rhetorical style somewhat overwhelming, but, in general,
| was able to follow her line of thought. | did not have the power of detach-
ment that could allow me to think of myself as another species, nor am |
sure that | have it yet. In my thinking we were still no more than unhappy
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minor variants; but | could look back and consider why we had been forced
to flee.

I glanced at Petra. She was sitting pretty much bored with all this apologia,
watching the Zealand woman’s beautiful face with a kind of wistful wonder.
A series of memories cut off what my eyes were seeing—my Aunt Har-
riet's face in the water, her hair gently waving in the current; poor Anne, a
limp figure hanging from a beam; Sally, wringing her hands in anguish for
Katherine, and in terror for herself; Sophie, degraded to a savage, dying
with an arrow in her neck. . . .

Any of those might have been a picture of Petra’s future.

| shifted over beside her, and put an arm around her.

During all the Zealand woman’s disquisition Michael had been gazing
out of the entrance, running his eyes almost covetously over the machine
that waited in the clearing. He went on studying it for a minute or two after
she had stopped, then he sighed, and turned away. For a few moments he
contemplated the rock floor between his feet. Presently he looked up.

“Petra,” he asked, "do you think you could reach Deborah for me?”

Petra put out the inquiry, in her forceful way.

“Yes. She's there. She wants to know what's happening,” she told him.

“Say first that whatever she may hear, we're all alive and quite all right.”

“Yes,” said Petra presently. “She understands that.”

“Now | want you to tell her this,” Michael went on, carefully. "She is to go
on being brave—and very careful—and in a little time, three or four days,
perhaps, | shall come and fetch her away. Will you tell her that?”

All of us looked at Michael, without open comment.

“Well,” he said, defensively, “you two are proscribed as outlaws, so neither
of you can go.”

“But, Michael------ ” Rosalind began.

“She’s quite alone,” said Michael. “Would you leave David alone there,
or would David leave you?”

There was no answer to that.

“You said ‘fetch her away,”” observed Rosalind.

“That's what | meant. We could stay in Waknuk for a while, waiting
for the day when we, or perhaps our children, would be found out. . . .
That's not good enough. Or we could come to the Fringes.” He looked
around the cave and out across the clearing, with distaste. "That’s not good
enough, either. Deborah deserves just as well as any of the rest of us. All
right, then; since the machine can’t take her, someone’s got to bring her.

The Zealand woman was leaning forward, watching him. There was sym-
pathy and admiration in her eyes, but she shook her head gently.

“It is a very long way—and there’s that awful, impassable country in be-
tween,” she reminded him.

“1 know that,” he acknowledged. “But the world is round, so there must
be another way to get there.”

“It would be hard, and certainly dangerous,” she warned.

“No more dangerous than to stay in Waknuk. Besides, how could we
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stay now, knowing that there is a place for people like us, that there is
somewhere to go?

“Knowing makes all the difference. Knowing that we're not just pointless
freaks—a few bewildered Deviations hoping to save their own skins. It's the
difference between just trying to keep alive, and having something to live
for.”

The Zealand woman thought for a moment or two, then she raised her
eyes to meet his again.

“When you do reach us, Michael,” she told him. “You can be very sure
of your place with us.”

The door shut with a thud. The machine started to vibrate and blow a
great dusty wind across the clearing. Through the windows we could see
Michael bracing himself against it, his clothes flapping. Even the de-
viational trees about the clearing were stirring in their webby shrouds.

The floor tilted beneath us. There was a slight lurch, then the ground
began to drop away as we climbed faster and faster into the evening sky.
Soon we steadied, pointed toward the southwest.

Petra was excited, and a bit over strength.

“It’s awfully wonderful,” she announced. “l can see for simply miles
and miles and miles. Oh, Michael, you do look funny and tiny down there!”

The lone, miniature figure in the clearing waved its arm.

"Just at present,” Michael’s thought came up to us, “1 seem to be feeling
a bit funny and tiny down here, Petra, dear. But it'll pass. We'll be coming
after you.”

It was just as | had seen it in my dreams. A brighter sun than Waknuk
ever knew poured down upon the wide blue bay where the lines of white-
topped breakers crawled slowly to the beach. Small boats, some with colored
sails, and some with none, were making for a harbor already dotted with
craft. Clustered along the shore, and thinning as it stretched back toward
the hills, lay the city with its white houses embedded among green parks
and gardens. | could even make out the tiny vehicles sliding along the wide,
tree-bordered avenues. A little inland, beside a square of green, a bright
light was blinking from a tower and a fish-shaped machine was floating to
the ground.

It was so familiar that for a swift moment | imagined | should wake to
find myself back in my bed in Waknuk. | took hold of Rosalind’s hand to
reassure myself.

“It is real, isn't it? You can see it, too?” | asked her.

“It’s beautiful, David. | never thought there could be anything so lovely.
, . . And there’s something else, too, that you never told me about.”

“What?” | asked.

“Listen! Can’t you feel it? Open your mind more.— Petra, darling, if you
could stop bubbling over for a few minutes. . . .”

| did as she told me. | was aware of the engineer in our machine com-
municating with someone below, but behind that, as a background to it,
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there was something new and unknown to me. In terms of sound it could
be not unlike the buzzing of a hive of bees; in terms of light, a suffused glow.

“What is it?” | said, puzzled.

“Can’t you guess, David? It's people. Lots and lots of our kind of people.”

| realized she must be right, and | listened to it for a bit, until Petra's
excitement got the better of her, and | had to protect myself.

We were over the land now, and looked down at the city coming up to
meet us.

“I'm beginning to believe it's real and true at last,” | told Rosalind. “You
were never with me those other times.”

She turned her head. The under-Rosalind was in her face, smiling, shiny-
eyed. The armor was gone. She let me look beneath. It was like a flower
opening.

“This time, David------ " she began.

Then she was blotted out. We staggered, and put our hands to our heads.
Even the floor under our feet jerked a little.

Anguished protests came from all directions.

“Oh, sorry,” Petra apologized to the ship’s crew, and to the city in general,
“but it is awfully exciting.”

"This time, darling, we'll forgive you,” Rosalind told her. “It is.”
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THE SHAPE OF THINGS THAT CAME
by Richard Deming

Had George Blade been a scientist like his Unde Zeke, who invented the
time-nightshirt, instead of merely a writer, he would have submitted to the
College of Physicists an impersonal report on his trip fifty years into the
future. And though in the year 1900 he was but twenty-three and possessed
none of the literary fame he was destined to acquire, he probably would
have been believed. Not because he was a writer, of course, but because he
was the nephew of the late Dr. Ezekiel Herkheimer, the mere mention of
whose name was enough to obtain audience with any scientist in the world.

But since he was a professional writer, strange experiences to George were
material for fictional stories. It never even occurred to him he should report
his trip as fact. He made it a love story about a man from 1900 and a girl
from 1950.

He was rather proud of the story. As he waited in the outer office of Mr.
Thomas Grayson, his editor, in response to a note from that gentleman, he
anticipated nothing but friendly congratulations and a substantial check.
When the secretary finally told him he could go in, he smoothed the long
sideburns which added so much dash to his appearance, gave his heavy
mustache a final tweak and opened the door with a smile of confidence on
his face.

The smile died the moment he saw the editor’s expression.

“You didn't like it,” George said flatly, without waiting to be told.

“Sit down, Mr. Blade,” Thomas Grayson invited.

George seated himself on the edge of a chair, leaned forward to grip the
head of his stick and resigned himself to the bad news.

Thomas Grayson was a round, cherubic man who looked too kindly to
be an editor. As a matter of fact he was kindly, a quality he found a handi-
cap in his work, for it caused him to waste much valuable time explaining
in detail to disappointed authors just why their manuscripts were unac-
ceptable.

Copyright 1951 by Fantasy House, Inc.
Reprinted by permission of the author and the author’s agents,
Scott Meredith Literary Agency, Inc.
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"You obviously put a lot of work into this story, Mr. Blade,” the editor
said. “And you have quite a fanciful imagination. But, to put it bluntly,
your background is entirely implausible.”

"Implausible!” George echoed, having expected Mr. Grayson’s criticism
to center around the story’s plot, or perhaps a defective style. "But, sir, |
assure you the background is authentic to the last detail.”

Mr. Grayson looked puzzled. "We must be talking about two different
scripts. | refer to The Time-Nightshirt, which | have here before me.” He
emphasized his statement by rapping the manuscript with his knuckles.

“And so do I, sir.”

The editor narrowed his eyes, cleared his throat and said with a touch of
impatience, "If you mean that the scientific wonders you describe are theo-
retically possible, | won't argue with you, for my scientific background is too
limited to judge. | am concerned solely with potential reader reaction. The
average reader simply won't believe in your year 1950.”

George said, “But Mr. Grayson, | meant it literally when | said the back-
ground was authentic. | was there.”

Mr. Grayson's head snapped up and he stared at the young author in
astonishment. Realizing the strange effect of his remarkable statement,
George hastened to explain.

"You see, sir, my Uncle Zeke . . . Dr. Ezekiel Herkheimer, the physicist,
that is . . . died January twelfth last, and since he died intestate, | in-
herited his entire belongings. Among them, in one of the trunksful of
laboratory equipment, | found the time-nightshirt described in my story.”

“You mean,” Mr. Grayson asked incredulously, “there actually is such a
piece of equipment?”

"Exactly as described, sir. In shape it is a common enough nightshirt, the
head opening having the regulation two buttons to hold it snugly against the
throat and keep out the night air. But the materia! seems to be some kind of
odd metal ... a metal so soft and pliable, the garment folds into a bundle
small enough to fit a coat pocket. And the two buttons are not merely but-
tons, but movable dials. | do not understand the pages of technical notes |
found with it, explaining my late uncle’s theory of time-space travel, but the
operation of the nightshirt is very simple. The top dial projects you fifty
years into the future, and tire bottom dial returns you again.”

For a long time Mr. Grayson examined George without saying anything.
When he finally spoke, it was in the unnaturally calm voice of a man humor-
ing a maniac. “Why fifty years, particularly?”

George shrugged, “I don't know why. But it has only one speed forward
and is entirely incapable of penetrating the past. Something to do with
‘areas of limitation’ as nearly as | can make out from my uncle’s notes.
I was rather disappointed when | discovered this, for at first | had visualized
trips millions of years into the future and millions of years into the past.
But even with its limits, you have to admit it's a remarkable invention.”

"Yes, it is that,” the editor said nervously. "But now if you will excuse
me, Mr. Blade . .

It suddenly registered on George that the man did not believe him.
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Nettled, he said coldly, “I assure you | am in full possession of my
faculties, Mr, Grayson. Nor am | trying to play a practical joke. | actually
have the time-nightshirt, and | actually leaped from the year 1900 to the
year 1950. | was gone nearly two weeks.”

“I'm sure you were,” the editor said hastily.

George eyed him with suspicion. In a belligerent tone, he said, “It was
the most amazing two weeks | ever spent.” He added with less belligerence
and more reflectiveness, “And the most embarrassing, in a sense.”

“Embarrassing?” Mr. Grayson asked cautiously.

“Embarrassing,” George repeated. “In the first place, Uncle Zeke's notes
contained no provisions for taking along anything but myself and the night-
shirt. Consequently | arrived in the year 1950 a pauper and suitably attired
only for bed.”

Mr. Grayson emitted a strained laugh.

“Fortunately | was able to remedy this situation almost immediately. But
my embarrassment persisted during my entire stay for a different reason.”

“What was that?” Mr. Grayson asked, apparently deciding George was a
harmless lunatic, and beginning to become interested.

George said, “1 have what is supposed to be an excellent education, and
always imagined that if | got up against it, | could make a living in any number
of genteel ways. But in the year 1950 | was fitted to perform only the
most menial tasks. In order to live | had to work, and the only work |
could find which | was capable of performing was as a common laborer digging
a sewer line.”

This time Mr. Grayson's laugh, while still unbelieving, was not even
strained. “How did you manage to clothe yourself on arrival?” he asked.

“1I'm afraid | stooped to theft,” George admitted. “You see, | live in a
suite at the Chelsea, and since it is a relatively new building, | assumed it
would still be standing in fifty years. | therefore made the time leap in my
own bedroom, picking midnight as the best hour to arrive in 1950. Fortu-
nately the tenant occupying the suite which had been mine fifty years before
was out when | materialized. Finding his clothing an approximate fit, |
shamelessly appropriated what | required. Probably the man is still puzzled,
for | returned tire clothing two weeks later, when | transmitted myself
back to 1900. Incidentally, my second impression of the year 1950 was
amazement that aside from boots, trouser widths and cravats, men’s styles
had remained unchanged for fifty years.”

“Your second impression?” Mr. Grayson said. “What was your first?”

"Also a feeling of amazement. The room was dark when | arrived, and |
automatically felt for the gas mantle near the door. Instead my hand en-
countered a flat metal plate from which a tiny switch handle protruded.
Experimentally | pushed it, and light sprang into the room.”

The editor looked at him blankly.

“They had perfected the incandescent lamp,” George explained.

The lamp over Mr. Grayson's desk began to sputter at that moment, dis-
tracting the attention of both men until the flow of gas again became even.
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“How did you manage to live until you obtained your sewer-digging job?”
Mr. Grayson asked finally.

“For the first day | was on charity . . . under false pretenses, | am afraid.
After stealing the clothing, | sallied right out into the street. Or rather |
‘sallied’ as far as the front door of the Hotel Chelsea, after which my mode
of progress is perhaps better described as a stagger. The impact of New
York City in 1950 was so tremendous on a mind conditioned to 1900 that |
could later recall nothing that happened from midnight, when 1 passed
through the hotel's front door, until hvo a.m . when | stumbled into a Sal-
vation Army Hotel in a state of shock and was shown to bed by a kindly
captain who apparently mistook my condition for alcoholism.”

A series of small explosions from the street outside interrupted George's
story. At the same moment the door flew open and the secretary excitedly
burst into the room. She beat the two men to the window.

Along the cobblestoned street rolled an astonishing vehicle, Open-car-
riaged and high-seated, it was piloted by a creature so begoggled and so
encased in a dust-wrapper that its sex was indeterminate. At ten miles
an hour it roared past the building, the noise of its exhaust drowning all
other sound in the area except the voice of a watching pedestrian who yelled,
“Get a horse!”

Long after it had disappeared from sight, the secretary continued to lean
out the window and peer after it. Finally she withdrew her head with re-
luctance.

"That's the third one I've seen,” she said in an awed voice.

Shooing her from his office, Mr. Grayson resumed his chair and waved
George back to his.

“Frankly, Mr. Blade,” he said, “I find your story of visiting 1950 as im-
plausible as the script which you based on it. But | have to admit | find it
interesting. Wliat caused the state of shock you were describing when we
were interrupted?”

"The same thing that excited your secretary, Mr. Grayson, Suppose when
we rushed to the window a moment ago, instead of a single horseless vehicle,
we had seen thousands travelling at five times tire speed. Wouldn't your
eyes bug out?”

“They probably would,” Mr. Grayson admitted.

"l have a vague recollection of thousands of glittering metal and glass
vehicles roaring along streets on which | was accustomed to seeing only
sedately trotting horses; of strident voices, clanging bells, screaming horns,
and mingled with all these noises a strange overtone which | can only
describe as the drone of a million cogs moving in the complicated machin-
ery of a mechanical city.”

“You used that same description in your story,” Mr. Grayson remarked.

George said, "After the initial shock, | gradually became sufficiently ac-
climated to exist in this strange environment, but for the full two weeks of
my visit | remained in a constant state of amazement. Some of the mechani-
cal wonders | saw are described in my story, hut not nearly all. There seemed
to be no end to them. In 1950 nothing was done by people any more . . . ex-

139



cept the digging of sewers . . . even the theater having substituted for
actors a huge screen upon which by some kind of electrical lighting effect
the illusion of real performers was produced, complete with color and sound.
But the progress in transportation was the most astounding. | rode great
trains through tunnels under the earth, and travelled in horseless carriages
at incredible speeds. | even took a ride in one of the streamlined flying
machines described in my story.”

Mr. Grayson, still obviously unbelieving, brought the conversation back
to its original subject.

“This is all very entertaining, Mr. Blade. But even if | conceded your
background is based on authentic observation, that is hardly enough to
satisfy the reader. Your story has to sound plausible. But what have you
given us? An incredibly advanced civilization where nearly everything is
done by machine. A civilization which travels between continents in space-
ships at hundreds of miles an hour, and has warships which move at nearly
the speed of sound. The homes of your hyper-civilization are a mass of
implausible gadgets run by buttons. Buttons are pushed to bring light,
clean rugs, wash clothes, and even to squeeze juice from fruit. Every home
has built-in entertainment which picks music, talk and pictures from the
air. Heat comes from the walls instead of from stoves, and water, both hot
and cold, comes in unlimited amounts from spigots which merely have to
have their handles twisted instead of being pumped. And the warfare you
describe! A single bomb disintegrates an entire city! Don’t you see how
implausible it all sounds?”

“But it actually was that way,” George said sullenly.

The editor smiled indulgently. “Perhaps life will be as you describe it
in one million AT). But no reader would accept such tremendous scientific
advance in a mere fifty years. What you seemed to have overlooked, Mr.
Blade, is that the children of today will be the leaders of your fantastic
future world. You yourself may quite likely still be alive. The whole world
has fresh in its mind Andree’s balloon attempt, yet you expect your readers
to believe such enormous air progress as you describe will take place during
their own lifetimes! And your war weapons! Warfare has advanced tremen-
dously in the past few decades—the revolver, the automatic rifle, the
ironclad warship—but a Napoleonic marshal could almost instantly master
these modem developments. Are we to expect that in fifty years war should
take on a shape that Napoleon himself could not comprehend?”

Mr. Grayson'’s smile became more gentle. “But your worst error in plausi-
bility is related to the first | mentioned. Your leaders of 1950 are living
now. Yet in your story they are adjusted to their incredibly mechanized
life as though it had always existed. They are not even surprised at civi-
lization’s progress. It simply isn't plausible that people would take such a life
for granted.”
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PILLAR OF FIRE
by Ray Bradbury

CHAPTER ONE

He came out of the earth, hating. Hate was his father; hate was his
mother.

It was good to walk again. It was good to leap up out of the earth, off of
your back, and stretch your cramped arms violently and try to take a deep
breath!

He tried. He cried out,

He couldn’t breathe. He flung his arms over his face and tried to breathe.
It was impossible. He walked on the earth, he came out of the earth. But he
was dead. He couldn’t breathe. He could take air into his mouth and force
it half down his throat, with withered moves of long-dormant muscles,
wildly, wildly! And with this little air he could shout and cry! He wanted to
have tears, but he couldn’t make them come, either. All he knew was that
he was standing upright, he was dead, he shouldn’t be walking! He couldn’t
breathe and yet he stood.

The smells of the world were all about him. Frustratedly, he tried to smell
the smells of autumn. Autumn was burning the land down into ruin. All
across the country the ruins of summer lay; vast forests bloomed with flame,
tumbled down timber on empty, unleafed timber. The smoke of the burning
was rich, blue, and invisible.

He stood in the graveyard, hating. He walked through the world and
yet could not taste nor smell of it. He heard, yes. The wind roared on his
newly opened ears. But he was dead. Even though he walked he knew he was
dead and should expect not too much of himself or this hateful living
world.

He touched the tombstone over his own empty grave. He knew his own
name again. It was a good job of carving.

WILLIAM LANTRY

That's what the grave stone said.
His fingers trembled on the cool stone surface.

BORN 1898-—DIED 1933
Copyright 1948 by Fiction House, Inc.
Reprinted by permission of Harold Matson Company.
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Bom again . . . ?

What year? He glared at the sky and the midnight autumnal stars moving
in slow illuminations across the windy black. He read the tiltings of centu-
ries in those stars. Orion thus and so, Aurego here! and where Taurus?
Therel

His eyes narrowed. His lips spelled out the year:

“2349."

An odd number. Like a school sum. They used to say a man couldn t
encompass any number over a hundred. After that it was all so damned
abstract there was no use counting. This was the year 2349! A numeral, a
sum. And here he was, a man who had lain in his hateful dark coffin,
hating to be buried, hating the living people above who lived and lived and
lived, hating them for all the centuries, until today, now, bom out of hatred,
he stood by his own freshly excavated grave, the smell of raw earth in the
air, perhaps, but he could not smell itl

“1,” he said, addressing a poplar tree that was shaken by the wind, "am an
anachronism.” He smiled faintly.

He looked at the graveyard. It was cold and empty. All of the stones had
been ripped up and piled like so many flat bricks, one atop another, in the far
comer by the wrought iron fence. This had been going on for two endless
weeks. In his deep secret coffin he had heard the heartless, wild stirring as
the men jabbed the earth with cold spades and tore out the coffins and
carried away the withered ancient bodies to be burned. Twisting with
fear in his coffin, he had waited for them to come to him.

Today they had arrived at his coffin. But—Ilate. They had dug down to
within an inch of the lid. Five o’clock bell, time for quitting. Home to supper.
The workers had gone off. Tomorrow they would finish the job, they said,
shrugging into their coats.

Silence had come to the emptied tombyard.

Carefully, quietly, with a soft rattling of sod, the coffin lid had lifted.

William Lantry stood trembling now, in the last cemetery on Earth.

“Remember?” he asked himself, looking at the raw earth. “Remember
those stories of the last man on earth? Those stories of men wandering in
mins, alone? Well, you, William Lantry, are a switch on the old story. Do
you know that? You are the last dead man in the whole damned world!”

There were no more dead people. Nowhere in any land was there a dead
person. Impossible? Lantry did not smile at this. No, not impossible at all in
this foolish, sterile, unimaginative, antiseptic age of cleansings and scientific
methods! People died, oh my god, yes. But—dead people? Corpses? They
didn’t exist!

What happened to dead people?

The graveyard was on a hill. William Lantry walked through the dark
burning night until he reached the edge of the graveyard and looked down
upon the new town of Salem. It was all illumination, all color. Rocket ships
cut fire above it, crossing the sky to all the far ports of earth.
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In his grave the new violence of this future world had driven down and
seeped into William Lantry. He had been bathed in it for years. He knew all
about it, with a hating dead man’s knowledge of such things.

Most important of all, he knew what these fools did with dead men.

He lifted his eyes. In the center of the town a massive stone finger pointed
at the stars. It was three hundred feet high and fifty feet across. There was
a wide entrance and a drive in front of it

In the town, theoretically, thought William Lantry, say you have a dying
man. In a moment he will be dead. What happens? No sooner is his pulse
cold when a certificate is flourished, made out, his relatives pack him into a
car-beetle and drive him swiftly to—

The Incinerator!

That functional finger, that Pillar of Fire pointing at the stars. Incinerator.
A functional, terrible name. But truth is truth in this future world.

Like a stick of kindling your Mr. Dead Man is shot into the furnace.

Flumel

William Lantry looked at the top of the gigantic pistol shoving at the
stars. A small pennant of smoke issued from the top.

There’s where your dead people go.

"Take care of yourself, William Lantry,” he murmured. "You're the last
one, the rare item, the last dead man. All the other graveyards of earth have
been blasted up. This is the last graveyard and you're the last dead man from
the centuries. These people don’t believe in having dead people about, much
less walking dead people. Everything that can’t be used goes up like a match-
stick. Superstitions right along with it!”

He looked at the town. All right, he thought, quietly. | hate you. You
hate me, or you would if you knew | existed. You don’t believe in such
things as vampires or ghosts. Labels without referents, you cry! You snort.
All right, snort! Frankly, | don’t believe in you, either! | don’t like you! You
and your Incinerators.

He trembled. How very close it had been. Day after day they had hauled
out the other dead ones, burned them like so much kindling. An edict
had been broadcast around the world. He had heard the digging men talk as
they worked!

“| guess it's a good idea, this cleaning up the graveyards,” said one of the
men.

"Guess so,” said another. "Grisly custom. Can you imagine? Being buried,
I mean! Unhealthy! All them germs!”

“Sort of a shame. Romantic, kind of. | mean, leaving just this one
graveyard untouched all these centuries. The other graveyards were cleaned
out, what year was it, Jim?”

"About 2260, | think. Yeah, that was it, 2260, almost a hundred years
ago. But some Salem Committee they got on their high horse and they said,
‘Look here, let’s have just ONE graveyard left, to remind us of the customs
of the barbarians.’ And the gover'ment scratched its head, thunk it over,
and said, ‘Okay. Salem it is. But all other graveyards go, you understand,
allr”
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“And away they went,” said Jim.

“Sure, they sucked out 'em with fire and steam shovels and rocket-
cleaners. If they knew a man was buried in a cow-pasture, they fixed him!
Evacuated them, they did. Sort of cruel, | say.”

“| hate to sound old-fashioned, but still there were a lot of tourists came
here every year, just to see what a real graveyard was like.”

“Right. We had nearly a million people in the last three years visiting.
A good revenue. But—a government order is an order. The government says
no more morbidity, so flush her out we do! Here we go. Hand me that spade,
Bill.”

William Lantry stood in the autumn wind, on the hill. It was good to
walk again, to feel the wind and to hear the leaves scuttling like mice on the
road ahead of him. It was good to see the bitter cold stars almost blown
away by the wind.

It was even good to know fear again.

For fear rose in him now, and he could not put it away. The very fact that
he was walking made him an enemy. And there was not another friend,
another dead man, in all of the world, to whom one could turn for help or
consolation. It was the whole melodramatic living world against one William
Lantry. It was the whole vampire-disbelieving, body-burning, graveyard-an-
nihilating world against a man in a dark suit on a dark autumn hill. He put
out his pale cold hands into the city illumination. You have pulled the
tombstones, like teeth, from the yard, he thought. Now | will find some way
to push your damnable Incinerators down into rubble. | will make dead
people again, and | will make friends in so doing. | cannot be alone and
lonely. | must start manufacturing friends very soon. Tonight.

“War is declared,” he said, and laughed. It was pretty silly, one man de-
claring war on an entire world.

The world did not answer back. A rocket crossed the sky on a rush of flame,
like an Incinerator taking wing.

Footsteps. Lantry hastened to the edge of the cemetery. The diggers,
coming back to finish up their work? No. Just someone, a man, walking by.

As the man came abreast the cemetery gate, Lantry stepped swiftly out.
“Good evening,” said the man, smiling.

Lantry struck the man in the face. The man fell. Lantry bent quietly down
and hit the man a killing blow across the neck with the side of his hand.

Dragging the body back into shadow, he stripped it, changed clothes with
it. It wouldn't do for a fellow to go wandering about this future world with
ancient clothing on. He found a small pocket knife in the man’s coat; not
much of a knife, but enough if you knew how to handle it properly. He
knew how.

He rolled the body down into one of the already opened and exhumed
graves. In a minute he had shoveled dirt down upon it, just enough to hide
it. There was little chance of it being found. They wouldn't dig tire same
grave twice.



He adjusted himself in his new loose-fitting metallic suit. Fine, fine.
Hating, William Lantry walked down into town, to do battle with the
Earth.

CHAPTER TWO

The incinerator was open. It never closed. There was a wide entrance,
all lighted up with hidden illumination, there was a helicopter landing table
and a beetle drive. The town itself was dying down after another day of the
dynamo. The lights were going dim, and the only quiet, lighted spot in the
town now was the Incinerator. God, what a practical name, what an un-
romantic name.

William Lantry entered the wide, well-lighted door. It was an entrance,
really; there were no doors to open or shut. People could go in and out, sum-
mer or winter, the inside was always warm. Warm from the fire that rushed
whispering up the high round flue to where the whirlers, the propellers,
the air-jets pushed the leafy grey ashes on away for a ten mile ride down the
sky.

There was the warmth of the bakery here. The halls were floored with
rubber parquet. You couldn’'t make a noise if you wanted to. Music played
in hidden throats somewhere. Not music of death at all, but music of life
and the way the sun lived inside the Incinerator; or the sun’s brother, anyway.
You could hear the flame floating inside the heavy brick wall.

William Lantry descended a ramp. Behind him he heard a whisper and
turned in time to see a beetle stop before the entrance way. A bell rang. The
music, as if at a signal, rose to ecstatic heights. There was joy in it.

From the beetle, which opened from the rear, some attendants stepped
carrying a golden box. It was six feet long and there were sun symbols on it.
From another beetle the relatives of the man in the box stepped and fol-
lowed as the attendants took the golden box down a ramp to a kind of altar.
On the side of tine altar were the words, “WE THAT WERE BORN OF
THE SUN RETURN TO THE SUN”. The golden box was deposited
upon the altar, the music leaped upward, the Guardian of this place spoke
only a few words, then the attendants picked up the golden box, walked to
a transparent wall, a safety lock, also transparent, and opened it. The box
was shoved into the glass slot. A moment later an inner lock opened, the
box was injected into the interior of the flue and vanished instantly in
quick flame.

The attendants walked away. The relatives without a word turned and
walked out. The music played.

William Lantry approached the glass fire lock. He peered through the wall
at the vast, glowing, never-ceasing heart of the Incinerator. It burned steadily,
without a flicker, singing to itself peacefully. It was so solid it was like a
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golden river flowing up out of the earth toward tire sky. Anything you put
into the river was borne upward, vanished.

Lantry felt again his unreasoning hatred of this thing, this monster,
cleansing fire.

A man stood at his elbow. “May | help you, sir?”

“What?” Lantry turned abruptly. “What did you say?”

"May | be of service?”

“l—that is—” Lantry looked quickly at the ramp and the door. His
hands trembled at his sides. “ I've never been in here before.”

“Never?” The Attendant was surprised.

That had been the wrong thing to say, Lantry realized. But it was said,
nevertheless. “I mean,” he said. “Not really. | mean, when you're a child,
somehow, you don't pay attention. | suddenly realized tonight that | didn’'t
really know the Incinerator.”

The Attendant smiled. “We never know anything, do we, really? I'll
be glad to show you around.”

“Oh, no. Never mind. It—it's a wonderful place.”

“Yes, it is.” The Attendant took pride in it. “One of the finest in the
world, | think.”

“1—" Lantry felt he must explain further. “1 haven't had many relatives
die on me since | was a child. In fact, none. So, you see | haven't been here
for many years.”

“1 see.” The Attendant’s face seemed to darken somewhat.

What've | said now, thought Lantry. What in God’s name is wrong?
What've | done? If I'm not careful I'll get myself shoved right into that
damnable firetrap. What's wrong with this fellow’s face? He seems to be
giving me more than the usual going over.

“You wouldn’'t be one of the men who've just returned from Mars,
would you?” asked the Attendant.

“No. Why do you ask?”

“No matter.” The Attendant began to walk off. “If you want to know
anything, just ask me.”

“just one thing,” said Lantry.

“What's that?”

“This.”

Lantry dealt him a stunning blow across the neck.

He had watched the fire-trap operator with expert eyes. Now, with the
sagg'ng body in his arms, he touched the button that opened the warm
outer lock, placed the body in, heard the music rise, and saw the inner lock
open. The body shot out into the river of fire. The music softened.

“Well done, Lantry, well done.”

Barely an instant later another Attendant entered the room. Lantry was
caught with an expression of pleased excitement on his face. The Attendant
looked around as if expecting to find someone, then he walked toward
Lantry. “May | help you?”

“Just looking,” said Lantry.



“Rather late at night,” said the Attendant.

“1 couldn’t sleep.”

That was the wrong answer, too. Everybody slept in this world. Nobody
had insomnia. If you did you simply turned on a hypno-ray, and, sixty seconds
later, you were snoring. Oh, he was just full of wrong answers. First
he had made the fatal error of saying he had never been in the Incinerator
before, when he knew damned well that all children were brought here on
tours, every year, from the time they were four, to instill the idea of the clean
fire death and the Incinerator in their minds. Death was a bright fire, death
was warmth and the sun. It was not a dark, shadowed thing. That was im-
portant in their education. And he, pale thoughtless fool, had immediately
gabbled out his ignorance.

And another thing, this paleness of his. He looked at his hands and
realized with growing terror that a pale man also was non-existent in this
world. They would suspect his paleness. That was why the first attendant had
asked, “Are you one of those men newly returned from Mars?” Here, now,
this new Attendant was clean and bright as a copper penny, his cheeks red
with health and energy. Lantry hid his pale hands in his pockets. But he was
fully aware of the searching the Attendant did on his face.

“1 mean to say,” said Lantry. “1 didn't want to sleep. | wanted to think.”

“Was there a service held here a moment ago?” asked the Attendant,
looking about.

“1 don't know, | just came in.”

"I thought | heard the fire lock open and shut.”

“1 don’t know,” said Lantry.

The man pressed a wall button, “Anderson?”

A voice replied. “Yes.”

"Locate Saul for me, will you?”

“I'll ring the corridors.” A pause. “Can’t find him.”

“Thanks.” The Attendant was puzzled. He was beginning to make little
sniffing motions with his nose. “Do you—smell anything?”

Lantry sniffed. “No. Why?”

“1 smell something.”

“1 remember once when | was a kid,” said the man. "And we found a cow
lying dead in the field. It had been there two days in the hot sun. That's
what this smell is. | wonder what it's from?”

"Oh, | know what it is,” said Lantry quietly. He held out his hand. “Here.”

“What?”

“Me, of course.”

“You?”

“Dead several hundred years.”

“You're an odd joker.” The Attendant was puzzled.

“Very.” Lantry took out the knife. “Do you know what this is?”

“A knife.”

“Do you ever use knives on people any more?”

“How do you mean?”

“1 mean—Kkilling them, with knives or guns or poison?”



“You are an odd joker!” The man giggled awkwardly.

“I'm going to kill you,” said Lantiy.

“Nobody kills anybody,” said the man.

“Not any more they don’t. But they used to, in the old days.”

“1 know they did.”

“This will be the first murder in three hundred years. | just killed your
friend. | just shoved him into the fire lock.”

That remark had the desired effect. It numbed the man so completely, it
shocked him so thoroughly with its illogical aspects that Lantry had time
to walk forward. He put the knife against the man’s chest. “I’'m going to
kill you.”

"That'’s silly,” said the man, numbly. “People don’t do that.”

“Like this,” said Lantry. “You see?”

The knife slid into the chest. The man stared at it for a moment. Lantry
caught the falling body.

CHAPTER THREE

The salem flue exploded at six that morning. The great fire chimney
shattered into ten thousand parts and flung itself into the earth and into the
sky and into the houses of the sleeping people. There was fire and sound,
more fire than autumn made burning in the hills.

William Lantry was five miles away at the time of the explosion. He saw
the town ignited by the great spreading cremation of it. And he shook his
head and laughed a little bit and clapped his hands smartly together.

Relatively simple. You walked around killing people who didn’t believe
in murder, had only beard of it indirectly as some dim gone custom of the
old barbarian races. You walked into the control room of the Incinerator
and said, “How do you work this Incinerator?” and the Control Man told
you, because everybody told the truth in this world of the future, nobody
lied, there was no reason to lie, there was no danger to lie against. There
was only one criminal in the world, and nobody knew HE existed yet.

Oh, it was an incredibly beautiful set-up. The Control Man had told him
just how the Incinerator worked, what pressure gauges controlled the flood
of fire gasses going up the flue, what levers weie adjusted or readjusted.
He and Lantry had had quite a talk. It was an easy free world. People trusted
people. A moment later Lantry had shoved a knife in the Control Man also
and set the pressure gauges for an overload to occur half an hour later, and
walked out of the Incinerator halls, whistling.

Now even the sky was palled with the vast black cloud of the explosion.

“This is only the first,” said Lantry, looking at the sky. ‘Til tear all the
others down before they even suspect there’s an unethical man loose in their
society. They can’t account for a variable like me. I'm beyond their under-
standing. I'm incomprehensible, impossible, therefore | do not exist. My
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God, | can kill hundreds of thousands of them before they even realize
murder is out in the world again. | can make it look like an accident each
time. Why, tine idea is so huge, it's unbelievable!”

The fire burned the town. He sat under a tree for a long time, until
morning. Then, he found a cave in the hills, and went in, to sleep.

He awoke at sunset with a sudden dream of Ere. He saw himself pushed
into the Sue, cut into sections by flame, burned away to nothing. He sat
up on the cave floor, laughing at himself. He had an idea.

He walked down into the town and stepped into an audio booth. He
dialed OPERATOR. “Give me the Police Department,” he said.

“1 beg your pardon?” said the operator.

He tried again. “The Law Force,” he said.

“1 will connect you with the Peace Control,” she said, at last.

A little fear began ticking inside him like a tiny watch. Suppose the
operator recognized the term Police Department as an anachronism, took
his audio number, and sent someone out to investigate? No, she wouldn’t do
that. Why should she suspect? Paranoids were non-existent in this civili-
zation.

“Yes, tire Peace Control,” he said.

A buzz. A man’s voice answered. “Peace Control, Stephens speaking.”

“Give me the Homicide Detail,” said Lantry, smiling.

“The whzrf?”

“Who investigates murders?”

"l beg your pardon, what are you talking about?”

“Wrong number.” Lantry hung up, chuckling. Ye gods, there was no
such a thing as a Homicide Detail. There were no murders, therefore they
needed no detectives. Perfect, perfect!

The audio rang back. Lantry hesitated, then answered.

“Say,” said the voice on the phone. “Who are you?”

“The man just left who called,” said Lantry, and hung up again.

He ran. They would recognize his voice and perhaps send someone out to
check. People didn’t lie. He had just lied. They knew his voice. He had lied.
Anybody who lied needed a psychiatrist. They would come to pick him up
to see why he was lying. For no other reason. They suspected him of nothing
else. Therefore—he must run.

Oh, how very carefully he must act from now on. He knew nothing of
this world, this odd straight truthful ethical world. Simply by looking pale
you were suspect. Simply by not sleeping nights you were suspect. Simply
by not bathing, by smelling like a—dead cow?—you were suspect. Any-
thing.

He must go to a library. But that was dangerous, too. What were libraries
like today? Did they have booh or did they have film spools which projected
books on a screen? Or did people have libraries at home, thus eliminating
the necessity of keeping large main libraries?

He decided to chance it. His use of archaic terms might well make him
suspect again, but now it was very important he learn all that could be
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learned of this foul world into which he had come again. He stopped a man
on the street. “Which way to the library?”

The man was not surprised. “Two blocks east, one block north.”

"Thank you.”

Simple as that.

He walked into the library a few minutes later.

“May | help you?”

He looked at the librarian. May | help you, may | help you. What a world
of helpful people! “I'd like to ‘have' Edgar Allan Poe.” His verb was care-
fully chosen. He didn’t say ‘read’. He was too afraid that books were pass£,
that printing itself was a lost art. Maybe all ‘books’ today were in the form
of fully delineated three-dimensional motion pictures. How in hell could
you make a motion picture out of Socrates, Schopenhauer, Nietzsche and
Freud?

“What was that name again?”

"Edgar Allan Poe.”

“There is no such author listed in our files.”

“Will you please check?”

She checked. “Oh, yes. There’s a red mark on the file card. He was one of
the authors in the Great Burning of 2265.”

“How ignorant of me.”

“That’s all right,” she said. “Have you heard much of him?”

“He had some interesting barbarian ideas on death,” said Lantry.

“Horrible ones,” she said, wrinkling her nose. “Ghastly.”

“Yes. Ghastly. Abominable, in fact. Good thing he was burned. Unclean,
By the way, do you have any of Lovecraft?”

"Is that a sex book?”

Lantry exploded with laughter. “No, no. It's a man.”

She rifHed the file. “He was burned, too. Along with Poe.”

“1 suppose that applies to Machen and a man named Derleth and one
named Ambrose Bierce, also?”

“Yes.” She shut the file cabinet. “All burned. And good riddance.” She
gave him an odd warm look of interest. “I bet you've just come back from
Mars.”

“Why do you say that?”

“There was another explorer in here yesterday. He'd just made the Mars
hop and return. He was interested in supernatural literature, also. It seems
there are actually ‘tombs’ on Mars.”

“What are ‘tombs’?” Lantry was learning to keep his mouth closed.

“You know, those things they once buried people in.”

"Barbarian custom. Ghastly!”

“Isn’t it? Well, seeing the Martian tombs made this young explorer curi-
ous. He came and asked if we had any of those authors you mentioned. Of
course we haven't even a smitch of their stuff.” She looked at his pale face.
“You are one of the Martian rocket men, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he said. “Got back on the ship the other day.”

“The other young man’s name was Burke.”
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“Of course. Burke! Good friend of mine!”

“Sorry | can't help you. You'd best get yourself some vitamin shots and
some sun-lamp. You look terrible, Mr.------ ”

“Lantry, I'll be good. Thanks ever so much. See you next Hallows' Eve!”

“Aren’t you the clever one.” She laughed. “If there were a Hallows’ Eve,
1'd make it a date.”

“But they burned that, too,” he said.

“Oh, they burned everything," she said. “Good night.”

“Good night.” And he went on out.

Oh, how carefully he was balanced in this world! Like some kind of dark
gyroscope, whirling with never a murmur, a very silent man. As he walked
along the eight o'clock evening street he noticed with particular interest
that there was not an unusual amount of lights about. There were the usual
street lights at each corner, but the blocks themselves were only faintly il-
luminated. Could it be that these remarkable people were not afraid of the
dark? Incredible nonsense! Every one was afraid of the dark. Even he him-
self had been afraid, as a child. It was as natural as eating.

A little boy ran by on pelting feet, followed by six others. They yelled
and shouted and rolled on the dark cool October lawn, in the leaves. Lantry
looked on for several minutes before addressing himself to one of the
small boys who was for a moment taking a respite, gathering his breath
into his small lungs, as a boy might blow to refill a punctured paper bag.

“Here, now,” said Lantry. “You’ll wear yourself out.”

“Sure,” said the boy.

“Could you tell me,” said the man, “why there are no street lights in the
middle of the blocks?”

“Why?" asked the boy.

“1I'm a teacher, | thought I'd test your knowledge,” said Lantry,

“Well,” said the boy, “you don't need lights in the middle of the block,
that's why.”

“But it gets rather dark,” said Lantry.

“S0?” said the boy.

“Aren’t you afraid?” asked Lantry.

“Of what?” asked the boy.

“The dark,” said Lantry.

“Ho ho,” said the boy. “Why should | be?”

“Well,” said Lantry. “It’s black, it's dark. And after all, street lights were
invented to take away the dark and take away fear.”

“That's silly. Street lights were made so you could see where you were
walking. Outside of that there’'s nothing.”

“You miss the whole point—" said Lantry. “Do you mean to say you
would sit in the middle of an empty lot all night and not be afraid?”

“Of what?”

“Of what, of what, of what, you little ninny! Of the dark!”

“Ho ho.”

“Would you go out in the hills and stay all night in the dark?”



“Sure.”

“Would you stay in a deserted house alone?”

“Sure.”

“And not be afraid?”

“Sure.”

“You're a liar!™

“Don’t you call me nasty names!” shouted the boy. Liar was the improper
noun, indeed. It seemed to be the worst thing you could call a person.

Lantry was completely furious with the little monster. “Look,” he in-
sisted. “Look into my eyes . . .”

The boy looked.

Lantry bared his teeth slightly. He put out his hands, making a clawlike
gesture. He leered and gesticulated and wrinkled his face into a terrible
mask of horror.

"Ho ho,” said the boy. “You're funny.”

“What did you say?”

“You're funny. Do it again. Hey, gang, c¢'mere! This man does funny
tilings!”

“Never mind.”

"Do it again, sir,”

“Never mind, never mind. Good night!” Lantry ran off.

“Good night, sir. And mind the dark, sir!” called the little boy.

Of all the stupidity, of all the rank, gross, crawling, jelly-mouthed stupid-
ity! He had never seen the like of it in his life! Bringing the children up
without so much as an ounce of imagination! Where was the fun in being
children if you didn’t imagine things?

He stopped running. He slowed and for the first time began to appraise
himself. He ran his hand over his face and bit his finger and found that he
himself was standing midway in the block and he felt uncomfortable. He
moved up to the street comer where there was a glowing lantern. “That's
better,” he said, holding his hands out like a man to an open warm fire.

He listened. There was not a sound except the night breathing of the
crickets. Faintly there was a fire-hush as a rocket swept the sky. It was the
sound a torch might make brandished gently on the dark air.

He listened to himself and for the first time he realized what there was so
peculiar to himself. There was not a sound in him. The little nostril and
lung noises were absent. His lungs did not take nor give oxygen or carbon-
dioxide; they did not move. The hairs in his nostrils did not quiver with
warm combing air. That faint purling whisper of breathing did not sound in
his nose. Strange. Funny. A noise you never heard when you were alive, the
breath that fed your body, and yet, once dead, oh how you missed it!

The only other time you ever heard it was on deep dreamless awake nights
when you wakened and listened and heard first your nose taking and gently
poking out the air, and then the dull deep dim red thunder of the blood
in your temples, in your eardrums, in your throat, in your aching wrists,
in your warm loins, in your chest. All of those little rhythms, gone. The
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wrist beat gone, the throat pulse gone, the chest vibration gone. The sound
of the blood coming up down around and through, up down around and
through. Now it was like listening to a statue.

And yet he lived, Or, rather, moved about. And how was this done, over
and above scientific explanations, theories, doubts?

By one thing, and one thing alone.

Hatred.

Hatred was a blood in him, it went up down around and through, up
down around and through. It was a heart in him, not beating, true, but warm.
He was—what? Resentment. Envy. They said he could not lie any longer in
his coffin in the cemetery. He had wanted to. He had never had any
particular desire to get up and walk around. It had been enough, all these
centuries, to lie in the deep box and feel but not feel the ticking of the mil-
lion insect watches in the earth around, the moves of worms like so many
deep thoughts in the soail.

But then they had come and said, “ Out you go and into the furnace!” And
that is the worst thing you can say to any man. You cannot tell him what to
do. If you say you are dead, he will want not to be dead. If you say there
are no such things as vampires, by God, that man will try to be one just
for spite. If you say a dead man cannot walk he will test his limbs. If you
say murder is no longer occurring, he will make it occur. He was, in toto,
all the impossible things. They had given birth to him with their damnable
practices and ignorances. Oh, how wrong they were. They needed to be
shown. He would show theml Sun is good, so is night, there is nothing wrong
with dark, they said.

Dark is horror, he shouted, silently, facing the little houses. It is meant
for contrast. You must fear, you hear! That has always been the way of this
world. You destroyers of Edgar Allan Poe and fine big-worded Lovecraft,
you burner of Halloween masks and destroyer of pumpkin jack-o-lanternsl
I will make night what it once was, the thing against which man built all his
lanterned cities and his many children!

As if in answer to this, a rocket, flying low, trailing a long rakish feather of
flame. It made Lantry flinch and draw back.

CHAPTER FOUR

It was but ten mites to the little town of Science Port. He made it by
dawn, walking. But even this was not good. At four in the morning a silver
beetle pulled up on the road beside him.

“Hello,” called the man inside.

“Hello,” said Lantry, wearily.

“Why are you walking?” asked the man.

“1I'm going to Science Port.”

“Why don't you ride?”
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“1 like to walk.”

“Nobody likes to walk. Are you sick? May | give you a ride?”

“Thanks, but | like to walk.”

The man hesitated, then closed the beetle door. "Good night.”

When the beetle was gone over the hill, Lantry retreated into a nearby
forest. A world full of bungling helping people. By God, you couldn’t even
walk without being accused of sickness. That meant only one thing. He must
not walk any longer, he had to ride. He should have accepted that fellow’s
offer.

The rest of the night he walked far enough off the highway so that if a
beetle rushed by he had time to vanish in the underbrush. At dawn he crept
into an empty dry water-drain and closed his eyes,

E N *

The dream was as perfect as a rimed snowflake.

He som' the graveyard where he had lain deep and ripe over the centuries.
He heard the early morning footsteps of the laborers returning to finish
their work.

“Would you mind passing me the shovel, Jim?”

“Here you go.”

“Wait a minute, wait a minute!”

“What's up?”

"Look here. We didn't finish last night, did we?”

“No."

“There was one more coffin, wasn't there?”

“Yes.”

“Weil, here it is, and open/”

“You've got the wrong hole."

“What's the name say on the gravestone?”

“Lantry. William Lantry.”

“'That's him, that's the one! Gone/”

“What could have happened to it?”

"How do | know. The body was here last night.”

“We can't be sure, we didn't look.”

“God, man, people don't bury empty coffins. He was in his box. Now he
isn't."

“Maybe this box was empty."

“Nonsense. Smell that smell? He was here all right.”

A pause.

“Nobody would have taken the body, would they?”

“What for?”

“A curiosity, perhaps.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. People just don't steal. Nobody steals.”

“Well, then there’s only one solution.”

“And?"

“He got up and walked away.”

A pause. In the dark dream, Lantry expected to hear laughter. There was



none. Instead, the voice of the gravedigger, after a thoughtful pause, said,
“Yes. That's it, indeed. He got up and walked away.”

“That's interesting to think about,” said the other,

“Isn’t it, though?”

Silence.
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Lantry awoke. It had all been a dream, but God, how realistic. How
strangely the two men had carried on. But not unnaturally, oh, no. That
was exactly how you expected men of the future to talk. Men of the future.
Lantry grinned wryly. TTiat was an anachronism for you. This was the future.
This was happening now. It wasn't 300 years from now, it was now, not
then, or any other time. This wasn't the Twentieth Century. Oh, how
calmly those two men in the dream had said, “He got up and walked away.”
“—interesting to think about.” “Isn’t it, though?” With never a quaver in
their voices. With not so much as a glance over their shoulders or a tremble
of spade in hand. But, of course, with their perfectly honest, logical minds,
there was but one explanation; certainly nobody had stolen the corpse.
“Nobody steals.” Tire corpse had simply got up and walked off. The corpse
was the only one who could have possibly moved the corpse. By the few
casual slow words of the gravediggers Lantry knew what they were thinking.
Here was a man that had lain in suspended animation, not really dead, for
hundreds of years. Tire jarring about, the activity, had brought him back.

Everyone had heard of those little green toads that are sealed for cen-
turies inside mud rocks or in ice patties, alive, alive ohl And how when
scientists chipped them out and warmed them like marbles in their hands
the little toads leapt about and frisked and blinked. Then it was only
logical that the gravediggers think of William Lantry in like fashion.

But what if the various parts were fitted together in the next day or so?
If the vanished body and the shattered, exploded Incinerator were connected?
What if this fellow named Burke, who had returned pale from Mars, went
to the library again and said to the young woman he wanted some books and
she said, “Oh, your friend Lantry was in the other day.” And he'd say,
“Lantry who? Don’t know anyone by that name.” And she'd say, "Oh, he.
lied.” And people in this time didn't lie. So it would all form and coalesce,
item by item, bit by bit. A pale man who was pale and shouldn’'t be pale
had lied and people don't lie, and a walking man on a lonely country road
had walked and people don’t walk any more, and a body was missing from a
cemetery, and the Incinerator had blown up and and and—

They would come after him. They would find him. He would be easy to
find. He walked. He lied. He was pale. They would find him and take him
and stick him through the open fire lock of the nearest Burner and that
would he your Mr. William Lantry, like a Fourth of July set-piece!

There was only one thing to be done efficiently and completely. He arose
in violent moves. His lips were wide and his dark eyes were flared and there
was a trembling and burning all through him. He must kill and kill and
kill and kill and kill. He must make his enemies into friends, into people like
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himself who walked but shouldn’t walk, who were pale in a land of pinks.
He must kill and then kill and then kill again. He must make bodies and
dead people and corpses. He must destroy Incinerator after Flue after
Burner after Incinerator. Explosion on explosion. Death on death. Then,
when the Incinerators were all in thrown ruin, and the hastily established
morgues were jammed with the bodies of people shattered by the explosion,
then he would begin his making of friends, his enrollment of the dead in his
own cause.

Before they traced and found and killed him, they must be killed them-
selves. So far he was safe. He could kill and they would not kill back. People
simply do not go around killing. That was his safety margin. He climbed
out of the abandoned drain, stood in the road.

He took the knife from his pocket and hailed the next beetle.

It was like the Fourth of July! The biggest damned firecracker of them
all. The Science Port Incinerator split down the middle and flew apart. It
made a thousand small explosions that ended with a greater one. It fell
upon the town and crushed houses and burned trees. It woke people from
sleep and then put them to sleep again, forever, an instant later.

William Lantiy, sitting in a beetle that was not his own, tuned idly to a
station on the audio dial. The collapse of the Incinerator had killed some
four hundred people. Many had been caught in flattened houses, others
struck by flying metal. A temporary morgue was being set up at—

An address was given.

Lantry noted it with a pad and pencil.

He could go on this way, he thought, from town to town, from country to
country, destroying the Burners, the Pillars of Fire, until the whole clean
magnificent framework of flame and cauterization was tumbled. He made
a fair estimate—each explosion averaged five hundred dead. You could work
that up to a hundred thousand in no time.

He pressed the floor stud of the beetle. Smiling, he drove off through the
dark streets of the city.

Tire city coroner had requisitioned an old warehouse. From midnight
until four in the morning the grey beetles hissed down the rain-shiny streets,
turned in, and the bodies were laid out on the cold concrete floors, with
white sheets over them. It was a continuous flow until about four-thirty,
then it stopped. There were about two hundred bodies there, white and
cold.

The bodies were left alone; nobody stayed behind to tend them. There was
no use tending the dead; it was a useless procedure; the dead could take care
of themselves.

About five o'clock, with a touch of dawn in the east, the first trickle of
relatives arrived to identify their sons or their fathers or their mothers or
their uncles. The people moved quickly into the warehouse, made the iden-
tification, moved quickly out again. By six o’clock, with the sky still lighter
in the east, this trickle had passed on, also.
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William Lantry walked across the wide wet street and entered the ware-
house.

He held a piece of blue chalk in one hand.

He walked by the coroner who stood in the entranceway talking to two
others. . . drive the bodies to the Incinerator in Mellin Town, tomor-
row . . The voices faded.

Lantry moved, his feet echoing faintly on the cool concrete. A wave of
sourceless relief came to him as he walked among the shrouded figures. He
was among his own. And—better than that, by God! he had created thesel
He had made them dead! He had procured for himself a vast number of
recumbent friends!

Was the coroner watching? Lantry turned his head. No. The warehouse
was calm and quiet and shadowed in the dark morning. The coroner was
walking away now, across the street, with his two attendants; a beetle had
drawn up on the other side of the street, and the coroner was going over to
talk with whoever was in the beetle.

William Lantry stood and made a blue chalk pentagram on the floor by
each of the bodies. He moved swiftly, swiftly, without a sound, without
blinking. In a few minutes, glancing up now and then to see if the coroner
was still busy, he had chalked the floor by a hundred bodies. He straightened
up and put the chalk in his pocket.

Now is the time for all good men to come to the aid of their party, now is
the time for all good men to come to the aid of their party, now is the time
for all good men to come to the aid of their party, now is the time . . .

Lying in the earth, over the centuries, the processes and thoughts of passing
peoples and passing times had seeped down to him, slowly, as into a deep-
buried sponge. From some death-memory in him now, ironically, repeatedly,
a black typewriter clacked out black even lines of pertinent words:

Now is the time for all good men, for all good men, to come to the aid of—

William Lantry.

Other words—

Arise my love, and come away—

The quick brown fox jumped over . . . Paraphrase it. The quick risen
body jumped over the tumbled Incinerator . . .

Lazarus, come forth from the tomb . . .

He knew the right words. He need only speak them as they had been
spoken over the centuries. He need only gesture with his hands and speak
the words, the dark words that would cause these bodies to quiver, rise and
walk!

And when they had risen he would take them through the town, they
would Kill others and the others would rise and walk. By the end of the day
there would be thousands of good friends walking with him. And what of
the naive, living people of this year, this day, this hour? They would be
completely unprepared for it. They would go down to defeat because they
would not be expecting war of any sort. They wouldn't believe it possible,
it would all be over before they could convince themselves that such an
illogical thing could happen.



He lifted his hands. His lips moved. He said the words. He began in a
chanting whisper and then raised his voice, louder. He said the words again
and again. His eyes were closed tightly. His body swayed. He spoke faster
and faster. He began to move forward among the bodies. The dark words
flowed from his mouth. He was enchanted with his own formulae. He
stooped and made further blue symbols on the concrete, in the fashion of
long-dead sorcerers, smiling, confident. Any moment now the first tremor of
the still bodies, any moment now the rising, the leaping up of the cold onesl

His hands lifted in the air. His head nodded. He spoke, he spoke, he spoke.
He gestured. He talked loudly over the bodies, his eyes flaring, his body
tensed. “Now!” he cried, violently. “Rise, all of you!”

Nothing happened.

"Risel” he screamed, with a terrible torment in his voice.

The sheets lay in white blue-shadow folds over the silent bodies.

"Hear me, and act!” he shouted.

Far away, on the street, a beetle hissed along.

Again, again, again he shouted, pleaded. He got down by each body and
asked of it his particular violent favor. No reply. He strode wildly between
the even white rows, flinging his arms up, stooping again and again to make
blue symbols!

Lantry was very pale. He licked his lips. “Come on, get up,” he said.
“They have, they always have, for a thousand years. When you make a mark—
so! and speak a word—so! they always rise! Why not you now, why not
youl Come on, come on, before they come back!”

The warehouse went up into shadow. There were steel beams across and
down. In it, under the roof, there was not a sound, except the raving of a
lonely man.

Lantry stopped.

Through the wide doors of the warehouse he caught a glimpse of the last
cold stars of morning.

This was the year 2349.

His eyes grew cold and his hands fell to his sides. He did not move.

Once upon a time people shuddered when they heard the wind about the
house, once people raised crucifixes and wolfbane, and believed in walking
dead and bats and loping white wolves. And as long as they believed, then so
long did the dead, the bats, the loping wolves exist. The mind gave birth
and reality to them.

But . . .

He looked at the white sheeted bodies.

These people did not believe.

They had never believed. They would never believe. They had never
imagined that the dead might walk. The dead went up flues in flame. They
had never heard superstition, never trembled or shuddered or doubted in the
dark. Walking dead people could not exist, they were illogical. This was the
year 2349, man, after all!

Therefore, these people could not rise, could not walk again. They were
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dead and fiat and cold. Nothing, chalk, imprecation, superstition, could
wind them up and set them walking. They were dead and knew they were
dead!

He was alone.

There were live people in the world who moved and drove beetles and
drank quiet drinks in little dimly illumined bars by country roads, and
kissed women and talked much good talk all day and every day.

But he was not alive.

Friction gave him what little warmth he possessed.

There were two hundred dead people here in this warehouse now, cold
upon the floor. The first dead people in a hundred years who were allowed to
be corpses for an extra hour or more. The first not to be immediately trundled
to the Incinerator and lit like so much phosphorous.

He should be happy with them, among them.

He was not.

They were completely dead. They did not know nor believe in walking
once the heart had paused and stilled itself. They were deader than dead
ever was.

He was indeed alone, more alone than any man had ever been. He felt the
chill of his aloneness moving up into his chest, strangling him quietly.

William Lantry turned suddenly and gasped.

While he had stood there, someone had entered the warehouse. A tall
man with white hair, wearing a light-weight tan overcoat and no hat. How
long the man had been nearby there was no telling.

There was no reason to stay here. Lantry turned and started to walk
slowly out. He looked hastily at the man as he passed and the man with the
white hair looked back at him, curiously. Had he heard? The imprecations,
the pleadings, the shoutings? Did he suspect? Lantry slowed his walk. Had
this man seen him make the blue chalk marks? But then, would he interpret
them as symbols of an ancient superstition? Probably not.

Reaching the door, Lantry paused. For a moment he did not want to do
anything but lie down and be coldly, really dead again and be carried
silently down the street to some distant burning flue and there dispatched in
ash and whispering fire. If he was indeed alone and there was no chance to
collect an army to his cause, what, then, existed as a reason for going on?
Killing? Yes, he'd kill a few thousand more. But that wasn’t enough. You
can only do so much of that before they drag you down.

He looked at the cold sky.

A rocket went across the black heaven, trailing fire.

Mars burned red among a million stars.

Mars. The library. The librarian. Talk. Returning rocket men. Tombs.

Lantry almost gave a shout. He restrained his hand, which wanted so
much to reach up into the sky and touch Mars. Lovely red star on the sky.
Good star that gave him sudden new hope. If he had a living heart now it
would be thrashing wildly, and sweat would be breaking out of him and
his pulses would be stammering, and tears would be in his eyes!

He would go down to where ever the rockets sprang up into space. He
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would go to Mars, one way or another. He would go to the Martian tombs.
There, there, by God, were bodies, he would bet his last hatred on it, that
would rise and walk and work with him! Theirs was an ancient culture,
much different from that of Earth, patterned on the Egyptian, if what the
librarian had said was true. And the Egyptian—what a crucible of dark
superstition and midnight terror that culture had been! Mars it was, then.
Beautiful Mars!

But he must not attract attention to himself. He must move carefully. He
wanted to run, yes, to get away, but that would be the worst possible move
he could make. The man with the white hair was glancing at Lantry from
time to time, in the entranceway. There were too many people about. If
anything happened he would be outnumbered. So far he had taken on only
one man at a time.

Lantry forced himself to stop and stand on the steps before the warehouse.
The man with the white hair came on onto the steps also and stood, looking
at the sky. He looked as if he was going to speak at any moment. He fumbled
in his pockets, took out a packet of cigarettes.

CHAPTER FIVE

They stood OUTSICE the morgue together, the tall pink, white-haired
man, and Lantry, hands in their pockets. It was a cool night with a white
shell of a moon that washed a house here, a road there, and further on, parts
of a river.

“Cigarette?” The man offered Lantry one.

“Thanks.”

They lit up together. The man glanced at Lantry’s mouth. “Cool night.”

“Cool.”

They shifted their feet. “Terrible accident.”

"Terrible.”

“So many dead.”

“So many.”

Lantry felt himself some sort of delicate weight upon a scale. The other
man did not seem to be looking at him, but rather listening and feeling
toward him. There was a feathery balance here that made for vast discomfort.
He wanted to move away and get out from under this balancing, weighing.
The tall white-haired man said, “My name’s McClure.”

“Did you have any friends inside?” asked Lantry.

“No. A casual acquaintance. Awful accident.”

“Awful.”

They balanced each other. A beetle hissed by on the road with its seven-
teen tires whirling quietly. The moon showed a little town further over in
the black hills.

“|1 say,” said the man McClure.
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"Yes.”

"Could you answer me a question?”

“Be glad to.” He loosened the knife in his coat pocket, ready.

“Is your name Lantry?” asked the man at last.

“Yes.”

"William Lantry?”

“Yes.”

“Then you're the man who came out of the Salem graveyard day before
yesterday, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Good Lord, I'm glad to meet you, Lantry! We've been trying to find you
for the past twenty-four hours!”

The man seized his hand, pumped it, slapped him on the back.

“What, what?” said Lantry.

“Good Lord, man, why did you run off? Do you realize what an instance
this is? We want to talk to you!”

McClure was smiling, glowing. Another handshake, another slap. "I
thought it was you!”

The man is mad, thought Lantry. Absolutely mad. Here I've toppled his
Incinerators, killed people, and he’s shaking my hand. Mad, mad!

“Will you come along to the Hall?” said the man, taking his elbow.

“Wh-what hall?” Lantry stepped back.

“The Science Hall, of course. It isn't every year we get a real case of
suspended animation. In small animals, yes, but in a man, hardlyl Will
you come?”

“What's the act!” demanded Lantry, glaring. “What's all this talk.”

“My dear fellow, what do you mean?” the man was stunned.

“Never mind. Is that the only reason you want to see me?”

“What other reason would there be, Mr. Lantry? kou don't know how
glad | am to see you!” He almost did a little dance. “| suspected. When we
were in there together. You being so pale and all. And then the way you
smoked your cigarette, something about it, and a lot of other things, all
subliminal. But it is you, isn't it, it is you!”

“It is 1. William Lantry." Dryly.

“Good fellow! Come along!”

The beetle moved swiftly through the d3wn streets. McClure talked
rapidly,

Lantry sat, listening, astounded. Here was this fool, McClure, playing his
cards for him! Here was this stupid scientist, or whatever, accepting him
not as a suspicious baggage, a murderous item. Oh no! Quite the contrary!
Only as a suspended animation case was he considered! Not as a dangerous
man at all. Far from it!

“Of course,” cried McClure, grinning, “You didn't know where to go,
whom to turn to. It was all quite incredible to you.”

“Yes.”
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“1 had a feeling you'd be there at the morgue tonight,” said McClure,
happily.

“Oh?” Lantry stiffened.

“Yes. Can’t explain it. But you, how shall | put it? Ancient Americans?
You had funny ideas on death. And you were among the dead so long, |
felt you'd be drawn back by the accident, by the morgue and all. It's not
very logical. Silly, in fact. It's just a feeling. | hate feelings but there it was.
| came on a, | guess you'd call it a hunch, wouldn’t you?”

“You might call it that?”

“And there you were!”

“There | was,” said Lantry.

“Are you hungry?”

“Fve eaten.”

“How did you get around?”

“1 hitch-hiked.”

“You what?"

“People gave me rides on the road."

“Remarkable.”

“1 imagine it sounds that way.” He looked at the passing houses. “So
this is the era of space travel, is it?”

“Oh, we've been traveling to Mars for some forty years now.”

“Amazing. And those big funnels, those towers in the middle of every
town?"

“Those. Haven't you heard? Tire Incinerators. Oh, of course, they hadn’t
anything of that sort in your time. Had some bad luck with them. An ex-
plosion in Salem and one here, all in a forty-eight hour period. You looked
as if you were going to speak; what is it?”

“1 was thinking,” said Lantry. “How fortunate | got out of my coffin when
| did. | might well have been thrown into one of your Incinerators and
burned up.”

“That would have been terrible, wouldn't it have?”

“Quite.”

Lantry toyed with the dials on the beetle dash. He wouldn’'t go to Mars.
His plans were changed. If this fool simply refused to recognize an act of
violence when he stumbled upon it, then let him be a fool. If they didn't
connect the two explosions with a man from the tomb, all well and good. Let
them go on deluding themselves. If they couldn’'t imagine someone being
mean and nasty and murderous, heaven help them. He rubbed his hands
with satisfaction. No, no Martian trip for you, as yet, Lantry lad. First we'll
see what can be done boring from the inside. Plenty of time. The Inciner-
ators can wait an extra week or so. One has to be subtle, you know. Any more
immediate explosions might cause quite a ripple of thought.

McClure was gabbling wildly on.

“Of course, you don't have to be examined immediately. You'll want a
rest. I'll put you up at my place.”

“Thanks. | don't feel up to being probed and pulled. Plenty of time in a
week or so.”
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They drew up before a house and climbed out.

“You'll want to sleep, naturally.”

“1've been asleep for centuries. Be glad to stay awake. I'm not a bit tired.”

“Good.” McClure let them into the house. He headed for the drink bar,
“A drink will fix us up.”

“You have one,” said Lantry. "Later for me. | just want to sit down.”

“By all means sit.” McClure mixed himself a drink. He looked around the
room, looked at Lantry, paused for a moment with the drink in his hand,
tilted his head to one side, and put his tongue in his cheek. Then he
shrugged and stirred the drink. He walked slowly to a chair and sat, sipping
the drink quietly. He seemed to be listening for something. “There are
cigarettes on the table,” he said.

“Thanks.” Lantry took one and lit it and smoked it. He did not speak for
some time.

Lantry thought, I'm taking this all too easily. Maybe | should kill and run.
He’s the only one that has found me, yet. Perhaps this is all a trap. Perhaps
we're simply sitting here waiting for the police. Or whatever in hell they
use for police these days. He looked at McClure. No. They weren’t waiting
for police. They were waiting for something else.

McClure didn't speak. He looked at Lantry’s face and he looked at Lan-
try’s hands. He looked at Lantry’s chest a long time, with easy quietness. He
sipped his drink. He looked at Lantry’s feet.

Finally he said, “Where’'d you get the clothing?”

“1 asked someone for clothes and they gave these things to me. Darned
nice of them,”

“You'll find that's how we are in this world. All you have to do is ask.’

McClure shut up again. His eyes moved. Only his eyes and nothing else.
Once or twice he lifted his drink.

A little clock ticked somewhere in the distance.

“Tell me about yourself, Mr. Lantry.”

“Nothing much to tell.”

“You're modest.”

“Hardly. You know about the past. | know nothing of the future, or |
should say ‘today’ and day before yesterday. You don’t learn much in a
coffin.”

McClure did not speak. He suddenly sat forward in his chair and then
leaned back and shook his head.

They'll never suspect me, thought Lantry. They aren’t superstitious, they
simply can't believe in a dead man walking. Therefore, I'll be safe. I'll keep
putting off the physical checkup. They're polite. They won't force me. Then,
I'll work it so | can get to Mars. After that, the tombs, in my own good
time, and the plan. God, how simple. How naive these people are.”

McClure sat across the room for five minutes, A coldness had come
over him. The color was very slowly going from his face, as one sees the
color of medicine vanishing as one presses the bulb at the top of a dropper.
He leaned forward, saying nothing, and offered another cigarette to Lantry.
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“Thanks.” Lantry took it. McClure sat deeply back into his easy chair,
his knees folded one over the other. He did not look at Lantry, and yet
somehow did. The feeling of weighing and balancing returned. McClure was
like a tall thin master of hounds listening for something that nobody else
could hear. There are little silver whistles you can blow that only dogs can
hear. McClure seemed to be listening acutely, sensitively for such an in-
visible whistle, listening with his eyes and with his half-opened, dry mouth,
and with his aching, breathing nostrils.

Lantry sucked the cigarette, sucked the cigarette, sucked the cigarette, and,
as many times, blew out, blew out, blew out. McClure was like some lean
red-shagged hound listening and listening with a slick slide of eyes to one
side, with an apprehension in that hand that was so precisely microscopic
that one only sensed it, as one sensed the invisible whistle, with some part
of the brain deeper than eyes or nostril or ear. McClure was all chemist's
scale, all antennae.

The room was so quiet the cigarette smoke made some kind of invisible
noise rising to the ceiling. McClure was a thermometer, a chemist’s scales,
a listening hound, a litmus paper, an antennae; all these. Lantry did not
move. Perhaps the feeling would pass. It had passed before. McClure did
not move for a long while and then, without a word, he nodded at the sherry
decanter, and Lantry refused as silently. They sat looking but not looking
at each other, again and away, again and away.

McClure stiffened slowly. Lantry saw the color getting paler in those lean
cheeks, and the hand tightening on the sherry glass, and a knowledge come
at last to stay, never to go away, into the eyes.

Lantry did not move. He could not. All of this was of such a fascination
that he wanted only to see, to hear what would happen next. It was Mc-
Clure’s show from here on in.

McClure said, “At first | thought it was the finest psychosis | have ever
seen. You, | mean. | thought, he's convinced himself, Lantry’s convinced
himself, he’s quite insane, he's told himself to do all these little things.”
McClure talked as if in a dream, and continued talking and didn’t stop.

“1 said to myself, he purposely doesn't breathe through his nose. |
watched your nostrils, Lantry’. The little nostril hairs never once quivered in
the last hour. That wasn’t enough. It was a fact | filed. It wasn't enough.
He breathes through his mouth, | said, on purpose. And then | gave you a
cigarette and you sucked and blew, sucked and blew. None of it ever came
out your nose. | told myself, well, that’s all right. He doesn’t inhale. Is that
terrible, is that suspect? All in the mouth, all in the mouth. And then, |
looked at your chest. | watched. It never moved up or down, it did nothing.
He’s convinced himself, | said to myself. He's convinced himself about all
this. He doesn’t move his chest, except slowly, when he thinks you're not
looking. That's what | told myself.”

The words went on in the silent room, not pausing, still in a dream. “And
then | offered you a drink but you don't drink and | thought, he doesn't
drink, | thought. Is that terrible? And | watched and watched you all this
time. Lantry holds his breath, he's fooling himself. But now, yes, now, I
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understand it quite well. Now | know everything the way it is. Do you know
how | know? | do not hear breathing in the room. | wait and | hear nothing.
There is no beat of heart or intake of lung. The room is so silent. Nonsense,
one might say, but | know. At the Incinerator | know. There is a difference.
You enter a room where a man is on a bed and you know immediately
whether he will look up and speak to you or whether he will not speak to you
ever again. Laugh if you will, but one can tell. It is a subliminal thing. It is
the whistle the dog hears when no human hears. It is the tick of a clock that
has ticked so long one no longer notices. Something is in a room when a
man lives in it. Something is not in the room when a man is dead in it.”

McClure shut his eyes a moment. He put down his sherry glass. He
waited a moment. He took up his cigarette and puffed it and then put it
down in a black tray.

”1 am alone in this room,” he said.

Lantry did not move.

“You are dead,” said McClure. "My mind does not know this. It is not a
thinking thing. It is a thing of the senses and the subconscious. At first |
thought, this man thinks he is dead, risen from the dead, a vampire. Is that
not logical? Would not any man, buried as many centuries, raised in a
superstitious, ignorant culture, think likewise of himself once risen from
the tomb? Yes, that is logical. This man has hypnotized himself and fitted
his bodily functions so that they would in no way interfere with his self-
delusion, his great paranoia. He governs his breathing. He tells himself, |
cannot hear my breathing, therefore | am dead. His inner mind censors the
sound of breathing. He does not allow himself to cat or drink. These things
he probably does in his sleep, with part of his mind, hiding the evidences
of this humanity from his deluded mind at other times.”

McClure finished it. “I was wrong. You are not insane. You are not
deluding yourself. Nor me. This is all very illogical 3nd—I must admit—
almost frightening. Does that make you feel good, to think you frighten me?
| have no label for you. You're a very odd man, Lantry. I'm glad to have met
you. This will make an interesting report indeed.”

“Is there anything wrong with me being dead?” said Lantry. “Is it a
crime?”

“You must admit it's highly unusual.”

“But, still now, is it a crime?” asked Lantry.

“We have no crime, no criminal court. We want to examine you, naturally,
to find out how you have happened. It is like that chemical which, one
minute is inert, the next is living cell. Who can say where what happened
to what. You are that impossibility. It is enough to drive a man quite
insane.”

“Will | be released when you are done fingering me?”

“You will not be held. If you don’t wish to be examined, you will not be.
But | am hoping you will help by offering us your services.”

"l might,” said Lantry.
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“But tell me,” said McClure. "What were you doing at the morgue?”

“Nothing.”

“1 heard you talking when | came in.”

“1 was merely curious.”

“You're lying. That is very bad, Mr. Lantry. The truth is far better.
The truth is, is it not, that you are dead and, being the only one of your
sort, were lonely. Therefore you killed people to have company.”

“How does that follow?”

McClure laughed. “Logic, my dear fellow. Once | knew you were really
dead, a moment ago, really a—what do you call it—a vampire (silly word!)
| tied you immediately to the Incinerator blasts. Before that there was
no reason to connect you. But once tire one piece fell into place, the fact
that you were dead, then it was simple to guess your loneliness, your hate,
your envy, all of the tawdry motivations of a walking corpse. It took only
an instant then to see the Incinerators blown to blazes, and then to think
of you, among the bodies at the morgue, seeking help, seeking friends and
people like yourself to work with—"

“You're too damned smart!” Lantry was out of the chair. He was half
way to the other man when McClure rolled over and scuttled away, fling-
ing the sherry decanter. With a great despair Lantry realized that, like a
damned idiot, he had thrown away his one chance to kill McClure. He
should have done it earlier. It had been Lantry’s one weapon, his safety
margin. If people in a society never killed each other, they never suspected
one another. You could walk up to any one of them and kill him.

"Come back here!” Lantry threw the knife.

McClure got behind a chair. The idea of flight, of protection, of fighting,
was still new to him. He had part of the idea, but there was still a bit of luck
on Lantry’s side if Lantry wanted to use it.

“Oh, no,” said McClure, holding the chair between himself and the
advancing man. “You want to kill me. It's odd, but true. | can’t understand
it. You want to cut me with that knife or something like that, and it's up
to me to prevent you from doing such an odd thing,”

“1 will kill you!” Lantry let it slip out. He cursed himself. That was the
worst possible thing to say.

Lantry lunged across the chair, clutching at McClure.

McClure was very logical. "It won't do you any good to kill me. You
know that.” They wrestled and held each other in a wild, toppling shuffle.
Tables fell over, scattering articles. “You remember what happened in the
morgue?”

"l don't care!” screamed Lantry.

"You didn't raise those dead, did you?”

“1 don’t carel” cried Lantry.

“Look here,” said McClure, reasonably. “There will never be any more
like you, ever, there’s no use.”

"Then I'll destroy all of you, all of you!” screamed Lantry.

"And then what? You'll still be alone, with no more like you about.”

“111 go to Mars. They have tombs there. I'll find more like myself!”
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"No,” said McClure, “The executive order went through yesterday. All
of the tombs are being deprived of their bodies. They'll be burned in the
next week.”

They fell together to the floor. Lantry got his hands on McClure's throat.

“Please,” said McClure. "Do you see, you'll die.”

"What do you mean?” cried Lantry.

“Once you Kkill all of us, and you're alone, you'll diel The hate will die.
That hate is what moves you, nothing else! That envy moves you. Nothing
else! You'll die, inevitably. You're not immortal. You're not even alive,
you're nothing but a moving hate.”

"l don't care!” screamed Lantry, and began choking the man, beating
his head with his fists, crouched on the defenseless body. McClure looked
up at him with dying eyes.

The front door opened. Two men came in.

“1 say,” said one of them. “What’s going on? A new game?”

Lantry jumped back and began to run.

“Yes, a new game!” said McClure, struggling up. “Catch him and you
win!”

The two men caught Lantry. “We win,” they said.

“Let me go!” Lantry thrashed, hitting them across their faces, bringing
blood.

“Hold him tight!” cried McClure.

They held him.

“A rough game, what?” one of them said. “What do we do now?”

Tire beetle hissed along the shining road. Rain fell out of the sky and a
wind ripped at the dark green wet trees. In the beetle, his hands on the
half-wheel, McClure was talking. His voice was a susurrant, a whispering,
a hypnotic thing. The two other men sat in the back seat, Lantry sat, or
rather lay, in the front seat, his head back, his eyes faintly open, the
glowing green light of the dash dials showing on his cheeks. His mouth
was relaxed. He did not speak.

McClure talked quietly and logically, about life and moving, about death
and not moving, about the sun and the great sun Incinerator, about the
emptied tombyard, about hatred and how hate lived and made a clay man
live and move, and how illogical it all was, it all was, it all was. One was
dead, was dead, was dead, that was all, all, all. One did not try to be
otherwise. The car whispered on the moving road. The rain spatted gently
on the windshield. The men in the back seat conversed quietly. Where were
they going, going? To the Incinerator, of course. Cigarette smoke moved
slowly up on the air, curling and tying into itself in grey loops and spirals.
One was dead and must accept it.

Lantry did not move. He was a marionette, the strings cut. There was
only a tiny hatred in his heart, in his eyes, like twin coals, feeble, glowing,
fading.

| am Poe, he thought. | am all that is left of Edgar Allan Poe, and |
am all that is left of Ambrose Bierce and all that is left of a man named
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Lovecraft. | am a grey night bat with sharp teeth, and | am a square black
monolith monster. | am Osiris and Bal and Set. 1 am the Necronomicon,
the Book of the Dead. 1 am the house of Usher, falling into flame. 1 am
the Red Death. | am the man mortared into the catacomb with a cask
of Amontillado ... | am a dancing skeleton. | am a coffin, a shroud, a
lightning bolt reflected in an old house window. I am an autumn-empty
tree, | am a rapping, flinging shutter. 1 am a yellowed volume turned by
a claw hand. | am an organ played in an attic at midnight. I am a mask,
a skull mask behind an oak tree on the last day of October. | am a poison
apple hobbling in a water tub for child noses to bump at, for child teeth
to snap ... | am a black candle lighted before an inverted cross. | am a
coffin lid, a sheet with eyes, a footstep on a black stairwell. 1 am Dunsany
and Machen and | am the Legend of Sleepy Hollow. | am The Monkey’'s
Paw and | am The Phantom Rickshaw. | am the Cat and the Canary,
The Gorilla, the Bat. | am the ghost of Hamlet's father on the castle wall.

All of these things am I. And now these last things will be burned.
While | lived they still lived. While | moved and hated and existed, they
still existed. 1 am all that remembers them. | am all of them that still
goes on, and will not go on after tonight. Tonight, all of us, Poe and
Bierce and Hamlet's father, we bum together. They will make a big heap
of us and burn us like a bonfire, like things of Guy Fawkes' day, gasoline,
torch-light, cries and all!

And what a wailing will we put up. The world will be clean of us, but
in our going we shall say, oh what is the world like, clean of fear, where
is the dark imagination from the dark time, the thrill and the anticipation,
the suspense of old October, gone, never more to come again, flattened
and smashed and burned by the rocket people, by the Incinerator people,
destroyed and obliterated, to be replaced by doors that open and close and
lights that go on or off without fear. If only you could remember how once
we lived, what Halloween was to us, and what Poe was, and how we
gloried in the dark morbidities. One more drink, dear friends, of Amon-
tillado, before the burning. All of this, all, exists but in one last brain on
earth. A whole world dying tonight. One more drink, pray.

“Here we are,” said McClure.

The Incinerator was brightly lighted. There was quiet music nearby. Mc-
Clure got out of the beetle, came around to the other side. He opened
the door. Lantry simply lay there. The talking and the logical talking had
slowly drained him of life. He was no more than wax now, with a small
glow in his eyes. This future world, how the men talked to you, how
logically they reasoned away your life. They wouldn’t believe in him. The
force of their disbelief froze him. He could not move his arms or his
legs. He could only mumble senselessly, coldly, eyes flickering.

McClure and the two others helped him out of the car, put him in a
golden box and rolled him on a roller table into the warm glowing interior
of the building.
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| am Edgar Allan Poe, | am Ambrose Bierce, | am Halloween, | am a
coffin, a shroud, a Monkey’s Paw, a Phantom, a Vampire . , .

“Yes, yes,” said McClure, quietly, over him. “1 know. | know.”

The table glided. The walls swung over him and by him, the music
played. You are dead, you are logically dead.

| am Usher, | am the Maelstrom, | am the MS Found In A Bottle,
| am the Pit and 1 am the Pendulum, | am the Telltale Heart, | am the
Raven nevermore, nevermore.

“Yes,” said McClure, as they walked softly. “I know.”

“1 am in the catacomb,” cried Lantiy.

“Yes, the catacomb,” said the walking man over him.

“1 am being chained to a wall, and there is no bottle of Amontillado
here!” cried Lantry weakly, eyes closed.

“Yes,” someone said.

There was movement. The flame door opened.

“Now someone is mortaring up the cell, closing me ini”

“Yes, | know.” A whisper.

The golden box slid into the flame lock.

“I'm being walled in! A very good joke indeedl Let us be gonel” A
wild scream and much laughter,

“We know, we understand . . .”

The inner flame lock opened. The golden coffin shot forth into flame.

“For the love of God, Montresorl For the love of God/”
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WALDO
by Robert A. Heinlein

The act was billed as ballet tap—which does not describe it. His feet
created an intricate tympany of crisp, clean taps. There was a breath-catch-
ing silence as he leaped high into the air, higher than a human being
should—and performed, while floating there, a fantastically improbable
entrechat douze.

He landed on his toes, apparently poised, yet producing a fortissimo of
thunderous taps.

The spotlights cut, the stage lights came up. The audience stayed silent
a long moment, then realized it was time to applaud, and gave.

He stood facing them, letting the wave of their emotion sweep through
him. He felt as if he could lean against it; it warmed him through to
his bones.

It was wonderful to dance, glorious to be applauded, to be liked, to be
wanted.

When the curtain rang down for the last time he let his dresser lead
him away. He was always a little bit drunk at the end of a performance;
dancing was a joyous intoxication even in rehearsal, but to have an audience
lifting him, carrying him along, applauding him—he never grew jaded to
it. It was always new and heartbreakingly wonderful.

"This way, chief. Give us a little smile.” The flash bulb flared. "Thanks.”

“Thank you. Have a drink.” He motioned toward one end of his dressing
room. They were all such nice fellows, such grand guys— the reporters, the
photographers— all of them.

"How about one standing up?” He started to comply, but his dresser,
busy with one slipper, warned him:

“You operate in half an hour.”

"Operate?” the news photographer said. "W hat'’s it this time?”

“A left cerebrectomy,” he answered.

“Yeah? How about covering it?”

“Glad to have you—if the hospital doesn't mind.”

Reprinted by permission of the author.
Copyright 1942 by Robert Heinlein.



"W ell fix that.”

Such grand guys.

“—trying to get a little different angle on a feature article.” It was a
feminine voice, near his ear. He looked around hastily, slightly confused.
“For example, what made you decide to take up dancing as a career?”

“I'm sorry,” he apologized. “1 didn't hear you. I'm afraid it's pretty
noisy in here.”

“| said, why did you decide to take up dancing?”

“Well, now, | don't quite know how to answer that. I'm afraid we would
have to go back quite a way------ "

James Stevens scowled at his assistant engineer. “What have you got to
look happy about?” he demanded.

“It's just the shape of my face,” his assistant apologized. “Try laughing
at this one: there’s been another crash.”

“Oh, cripes! Don't tell me—let me guess. Passenger or freight?"

“A Climax duo-freighter on the Chicago-Salt Lake shuttle, just west of
North Platte. And, chief------ "

“Yes?”

“The Big Boy wants to see you.”

“That's interesting. That's very, very interesting. Mac------

“Yeah, chief.”

“How would you like to be Chief Traffic Engineer of North American
Power-Air? | hear there’s going to be a vacancy.”

Mac scratched his nose. “Funny that you should mention that, chief.
I was just going to ask you what kind of a recommendation you could
give me in case | went back into civil engineering. Ought to be worth
something to you to get rid of me.”

“I'lll get rid of you—right now. You bust out to Nebraska, find that
heap before the souvenir hunters tear it apart, and bring back its deKalbs
and its control board.”

“Trouble with cops, maybe?”

“You figure it out. Just be sure you come back.”

“ ‘With my slipstick, or on it."”

Stevens's office was located immediately adjacent to the zone power plant;
the business offices of North American were located in a hill, a good three
quarters of a mile away. There was the usual interconnecting tunnel; Stevens
entered it and deliberately chose the low-speed slide in order to have more
time to think before facing the boss.

By the time he arrived he had made up his mind, but he did not like
the answer.

The Big Boy—Stanley F. Gleason, Chairman of the Board—greeted
him quietly. “Come in, Jim. Sit down. Have a cigar.”

Stevens slid into a chair, declined the cigar and pulled out a cigarette,
which he lit while looking around. Besides the chief and himself, there
were present Harkness, head of the legal staff, Dr. Rambeau, Stevens's op-
posite number for research, and Striebel, the chief engineer for city power.



Us five and no more, he thought grimly—all the heavyweights and none
of the middleweights. Heads will roll'—starting with mine,

“Well,” he said, almost belligerently, "we're all here. Who's got the
cards? Do we cut for deal?”

Harkness looked faintly distressed by the impropriety; Rambeau seemed
too sunk in some personal gloom to pay any attention to wisecracks in
bad taste. Gleason ignored it. “We've been trying to figure a way out
of our troubles, James. | left word for you on the chance that you might
not have left.”

“1 stopped by simply to see if | had any personal mail,” Stevens said
bitterly. "Otherwise I'd be on the beach at Miami, turning sunshine into
vitamin D.”

“1 know,” said Gleason, “and I'm sorry. You deserve that vacation, Jim-
mie. But the situation has gotten worse instead of better. Any ideas?”

“What does Dr. Rambeau say?”

Rambeau looked up momentarily. “The deKalb receptors can't fail,” he
stated.

“But they do.”

"They can't. You've operated them improperly.” He sunk back into his
personal prison.

Stevens turned back to Gleason and spread his hands. “So far as | know,
Dr. Rambeau is right—but if the fault lies in the engineering department,
| haven't been able to locate it. You can have my resignation.”

“1 don't want your resignation,” Gleason said gently. “What | want is
results. We have a responsibility to the public.”

“And to the stockholders,” Harkness put in.

“That will take care of itself if we solve the other,” Gleason observed.
“How about it, Jimmie? Any suggestions?”

Stevens bit his lip. “Just one,” he announced, “and one | don't like
to make. Then | look for a job peddling magazine subscriptions.”

"So? Well, what is it?”

“We've got to consult Waldo.”

Rambeau suddenly snapped out of his apathy. “What! That charlatan?
This is a matter of science.”

Harkness said, “Really, Dr. Stevens——"

Gleason held up a hand. "Dr. Stevens's suggestion is logical. But I'm
afraid it's a little late, Jimmie. | talked with him last week.”

Harkness looked surprised; Stevens looked annoyed as well. "Without
letting me know?”

“Sorry, Jimmie. 1 was just feeling him out. But it's no good. His terms,
to us, amount to confiscation."

“Still sore over the Hathaway patents?”

"Still nursing his grudge.”

“You should have let me handle the matter,” Harkness put in. “He
can’'t do this to us—there is public interest involved. Retain him, if need
be, and let the fee be adjudicated in equity. I'll arrange the details.”
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“I'm afraid you would,” Gleason said dryly. “Do you think a court order
will make a hen lay an egg?”

Harkness looked indignant, but shut up.

Stevens continued, “1 would not have suggested going to Waldo if | had
not had an idea as to how to approach him. | know a friend of his------ "

“A friend of Waldo? | didn't know he had any.”

"This man is sort of an uncle to him—his first physician. With his
help 1 might get on Waldo’s good side.”

Dr. Rambeau stood up. “This is intolerable,” he announced. “1 must
ask you to excuse me.” He did not wait for an answer, but strode out,
hardly giving the door time to open in front of him.

Gleason followed his departure with worried eyes. "Why does he take
it so hard, Jimmie? You would think he hated Waldo personally.”

“Probably he does, in a way. But it's more than that; his whole universe
is toppling. For the last twenty years, ever since Pryor's reformulation of
the General Field Theory did away with Heisenberg's Uncertainty Prin-
ciple, physics has been considered an exact science. The power failures
and transmission failures we have been suffering are a terrific nuisance to
you and to me, but to Dr. Rambeau they amount to an attack on his faith.
Better keep an eye on him.”

“Why?”

"Because he might come unstuck entirely. It's a pretty serious matter
for a man’s religion to fail him.”

“Hm-m-m. How about yourself? Doesn't it hit you just as hard?”

“Not quite. I'm an engineer—from Rambeau’s point of view just a high-
priced tinker. Difference in orientation. Not but what I'm pretty upset.”

The audio circuit of the communicator on Gleason’s desk came to life.
“Calling Chief Engineer Stevens—calling Chief Engineer Stevens.” Gleason
flipped the tab.

“He’s here. Go ahead.”

“Company code, translated. Message follows: ‘Cracked up four miles north
of Cincinnati. Shall | go on to Nebraska, or bring in the you-know-what
from my own crate? Message ends. Signed ‘Mac.’”

“Tell him to walk backl” Stevens said savagely.

“Very well, sir.” The instrument cut off,

“Your assistant?” asked Gleason.

“Yes. That's about the last straw, chief. Shall | wait and try to analyze
this failure, or shall | try to see Waldo?”

“Try to see Waldo.”

“O.K. If you don’'t hear from me, just send my severance pay care of
Palmdale Inn, Miami. I'll be the fourth beachcomber from the right.”

Gleason permitted himself an unhappy smile. “1f you don't get results,
I'll be the fifth. Good luck.”

“So long.”

When Stevens had gone, Chief Stationary Engineer Striebel spoke up
for the first time. “ If the power to the cities fails,” he said softly, “you
know where I'll be, don't you?”



“Where? Beachcomber number six?”

“Not likely. I'll be number one in my spot—first man to be lynched.”

“But the power to the cities can't fail. You've got too many cross-connects
and safety devices.”

“Neither can the deKalbs fail, supposedly. Just the same—think about
Sublevel 7 in Pittsburgh, with the lights out. Or, rather, don’t think about
itl”

Doc Grimes let himself into the aboveground access which led into "his
home, glanced at the announcer, and noted with mild, warm interest that
someone close enough to him to possess his house combination was inside.
He moved ponderously downstairs, favoring his game leg, and entered the
lounging room.

"Hi, Docl” James Stevens got up when the door snapped open and came
forward to greet him.

“HHo, James. Pour yourself a drink. | see you have. Pour me one.”

"Right.”

While his friend complied, Grimes shucked himself out of the outlandish
anachronistic greatcoat he was wearing and threw it more or less in the
direction of the robing alcove. It hit the floor heavily, much more heavily
than its appearance justified, despite its unwieldy bulk. It clunked.

Stooping, he peeled off thick overtrousers as massive as the coat. He
was dressed underneath in conventional business tights in blue and sable.
It was not a style that suited him. To an eye unsophisticated in matters
of civilized dress—Ilet us say the mythical Man-from-Antares—he might
have seemed uncouth, even unsightly. He looked a good bit like an elderly
fat beetle.

James Stevens's eye made no note of the tights, but he looked with dis-
approval on the garments which had just been discarded. “Still wearing that
fool armor,” he commented.

"Certainly.”

“Damn it, Doc—you'll make yourself sick, carrying that junk around. It's
unhealthy.”

“Danged sight sicker if | don't.”

"Rats! | don’t get sick, and | don’t wear armor—outside the lab.”

“You should.” Grimes walked over to where Stevens had reseated himself.
“Cross your knees.” Stevens complied; Grimes struck him smartly below the
kneecap with the edge of his palm. The reflex jerk was barely perceptible.
“Lousy,” he remarked, then peeled back his friend’s right eyelid.

"You’'re in poor shape,” he added after a moment.

Stevens drew away impatiently. “I'm all right. It's you we're talking
about.”

"What about me?”

“Well------ Damnation, Doc, you're throwing away your reputation. They
talk about you.”

Grimes nodded. “I know. ‘Poor old Gus Grimes—a slight touch of

174



cerebral termites.” Don’t worry about my reputation; I've always been out of
step. What's your fatigue index?”

“1 don’t know. It’s all right.”

“It is, eh? I'll wrestle you, two falls out of three.”

Stevens rubbed his eyes. “Don’t needle me, Doc. I'm run-down. | know
that, but it isn’'t anything but overwork.”

“Humph! James, you are a fair-to-middlin' radiation physicist------

"Engineer.”

“—engineer. But you're no medical man. You can't expect to pour every
sort of radiant energy' through the human system year after year and not pay
for it. It wasn't designed to stand it.”

“But | wear armor in the lab. You know that."

“Surely. And how about outside the lab?”

“But------ Look, Doc— 1 hate to say it, but your whole thesis is ridiculous.
Sure there is radiant energy in the air these days, but nothing harmful. All
the colloidal chemists agree------ "

“Colloidal, fiddlesticks!”

“But you've got to admit that biological economy is a matter of colloidal
chemistry.”

“I've got to admit nothing. I'm not contending that colloids are not the
fabric of living tissue—they are. But I've maintained for forty years that it
was dangerous to expose living tissue to assorted radiation without being sure
of the effect. From an evolutionary standpoint the human animal is habitu-
ated to and adapted to only the natural radiation of the sun—and he can't
stand that any too well, even under a thick blanket of ionization. Without
that blanket------ Did you ever see a solar-X type cancer?”

“Of course not.”

“No, you're too young. | have. Assisted at the autopsy of one, when | was
an intern. Chap was on the Second Venus Expedition. Four hundred and
thirty-eight cancers we counted in him, then gave up.”

“Solar-X is whipped.”

“Sure it is. But it ought to be a warning. You bright young squirts can
cook up things in your labs that we medicos can't begin to cope with. We're
behind—bound to be. We usually don’'t know what's happened until the
damage is done. This time you've tom it.” He sat down heavily and suddenly
looked as tired and whipped as did his younger friend.

Stevens felt the sort of tongue-tied embarrassment a man may feel when
a dearly beloved friend falls in love with an utterly worthless person. He
wondered what he could say that would not seem rude.

He changed the subject. “Doc, | came over because | had a couple of
things on my mind—"

"Such as?”

“Well, a vacation for one. | know I'm run-down. |'ve been overworked,
and a vacation seems in order. The other is your pal, Waldo.”

“Huh?”

“Yeah. Waldo Farthingwaite-Jones, bless his stiff-necked, bad-tempered
heart.”
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“Why Waldo? You haven’t suddenly acquired an interest in myasthenia
gravis, have you?”

“Well, no. | don't care what's wrong with him physically. He can have
hives, dandruff, or the galloping never-get-overs, for all | care. | hope he has.
What | want is to pick his brains.”

“S0?”

“1 can't do it alone. Waldo doesn’'t help people; he uses them. You're
his only normal contact with people.”

“That is not entirely true—

"Who else?”

“You misunderstand me. He has no normal contacts. | am simply the
only person who dares to be rude to him.”

“But | thought------ Never mind. D'you know, this is an inconvenient set-
up? Waldo is the man we've got to have. Why should it come about that
a genius of his caliber should be so unapproachable, so immune to ordinary
social demands? Oh, | know his disease has a lot to do with it, but why
should this man have this disease? It's an improbable coincidence.”

“It's not a matter of his infirmity,” Grimes told him. "Or, rather, not
in the way you put it. His weakness is his genius, in a way------ "

“Huh?”

“Well------ " Grimes turned his sight inward, let his mind roam back over
his long association—lifelong, for Waldo—with this particular patient. He
remembered his subliminal misgivings when he delivered the child. The
infant had been sound enough, superficially, except for a slight blueness.
But then lots of babies were somewhat cyanotic in the delivery room.
Nevertheless, he had felt a slight reluctance to give it the tunk on the
bottom, the slap which would shock it into taking its first lungful of air.

But he had squelched his own feelings, performed the necessary “laying
on of hands,” and the freshly bom human had declared its independence
with a satisfactory squall. There was nothing else he could have done; he was
a young G.P. then, who took his Hippocratic oath seriously. He still took
it seriously, he supposed, even though he sometimes referred to it as the
“hypocritical” oath. Still, he had been right in his feelings; there had been
something rotten about that child—something that was not entirely
myasthenia gravis.

He had felt sorry for the child at first, as well as having an irrational
feeling of responsibility for its condition. Pathological muscular weakness is
an almost totally crippling condition, since the patient has no unaffected
limbs to retrain into substitutes. There the victim must lie, all organs,
limbs, and functions present, yet so pitifully, completely weak as to be
unable to perform any normal function. He must spend his life in a condi-
tion of exhausted collapse, such as you or 1 might reach at the finish line of
a grueling cross-country run. No help for him, and no relief.

During Waldo’s childhood he had hoped constantly that the child would
die, since he was so obviously destined for tragic uselessness, while simul-
taneously, as a physician, doing everything within his own skill and the



skills of numberless consulting specialists to keep the child alive and cure it.

Naturally, Waldo could not attend school; Grimes ferreted out sympa-
thetic tutors. He could indulge in no normal play; Grimes invented sickbed
games which would not only stimulate Waldo’s imagination but encourage
him to use his flabby muscles to the full, weak extent of which he was
capable.

Grimes had been afraid that the handicapped child, since it was not
subjected to the usual maturing stresses of growing up, would remain
infantile. He knew now—had known for a long time—that he need not have
worried. Young Waldo grasped at what little life was offered him, learned
thirstily, tried with a sweating tenseness of will to force his undisciplined
muscles to sene him.

He was clever in thinking of dodges whereby to circumvent his muscular
weakness. At seven he devised a method of controlling a spoon with two
hands, which permitted him—painfully—to feed himself. His first me-
chanical invention was made at ten.

It was a gadget which held a book for him, at any angle, controlled
lighting for the book, and turned its pages. The gadget responded to finger
tip pressure on a simple control panel. Naturally, Waldo could not build it
himself, but he could conceive it, and explain it; the Farthingwaitc-Joneses
could well afford the services of a designing engineer to build the child'’s
conception.

Grimes was inclined to consider this incident, in which the child Waldo
acted in a role of intellectual domination over a trained mature adult neither
blood relation not servant, as a landmark in the psychological process whereby
Waldo eventually came to regard the entire human race as his servants, his
hands, present or potential.

“What's eating you, Doc?”

“Eh? Sony, | was daydreaming. See here, son—you mustn’t be too harsh
on Waldo, | don't like him myself. But you must take him as a whole.”

“You take him.”

“Shush. You spoke of needing his genius. He wouldn’t have been a genius
if he had not been crippled. You didn’t know his parents. They were good
stock—fine, intelligent people—but nothing spectacular. Waldo’s potenti-
alities weren't any greater than theirs, but he had to do more with them to
accomplish anything. He had to do everything the hard way. He had to be
clever.”

“Sure. Sure, but why should he be so utterly poisonous? Most big men
aren't.”

“Use your head. To get anywhere in his condition he had to develop a
will, a driving one-track mind, with a total disregard for any other considera-
tions. What would you expect him to be but stinking selfish?”

“1'd------ Well, never mind. We need him and that’s that.”

“Why?”

Stevens explained.
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It may plausibly be urged that the shape of a culture—its mores,
evaluations, family organization, eating habits, living patterns, pedagogical
methods, institutions, forms of government, and so forth—arise from the
economic necessities of its technology. Even though the thesis be too broad
and much oversimplified, it is nonetheless true that much which characterized
the long peace which followed the constitutional establishment of the
United Nations grew out of the technologies which were hothouse-forced
by the needs of the belligerents in the war of the forties. Up to that time
broadcast and beamcast were used only for commercial radio, with rare
exceptions. Even telephony was done almost entirely by actual metallic con-
nection from one instrument to another. If a man in Monterey wished to
speak to his wife or partner in Boston, a physical, copper neuron stretched
bodily across the continent from one to the other.

Radiant power was then a hop dream, found in Sunday supplements and
comic books.

A concatenation—no, a meshwork—of new developments was necessary
before the web of copper covering the continent could be dispensed with.
Power could not be broadcast economically; it was necessary to wait for
the co-axial beam—a direct result of the imperative military shortages of the
Great War. Radio telephony could not replace wired telephony until ultra
micro-wave techniques made room in the ether, so to speak, for the traffic
load. Even then it was necessary to invent a tuning device which could be
used by a nontechnical person—a ten-year-old child, let us say—as easily as
the dial selector which was characteristic of the commercial wired telephone
of the era then terminating.

Bell Laboratories cracked that problem; the solution led directly to the
radiant power receptor, domestic type, keyed, sealed, and metered. The way
was open for commercial radio power transmission—except in one respect:
efficiency. Aviation waited on the development of the Otto-cycle engine; the
Industrial Revolution waited on the steam engine; radiant power waited on a
really cheap, plentiful power source. Since radiation of power is inherently
wasteful, it was necessary to have power cheap and plentiful enough to waste.

The same war brought atomic energy. Tire physicists working for the
United States Army— the United States of North America had its own army
then— produced a superexplosive; the notebooks recording their tests con-
tained, when properly correlated, everything necessary to produce almost
any other sort of nuclear reaction, even the so-called Solar Phoenix, the
hydrogen-helium cycle, which is the source of the sun’s power.

Radiant power became economically feasible—and inevitable.

The reaction whereby copper is broken down into phosphorus, silicon,,,
and helium.,, plus degenerating chain reactions, was one of the several cheap
and convenient means developed for producing unlimited and practically
free power.

Of course Stevens included none of this in his explanation to Grimes.
Grimes was absent-mindedly aware of the whole dynamic process; he had
seen radiant power grow up, just as his grandfather had seen the develop-
ment of aviation. He had seen the great transmission lines removed from the
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sky— “mined” for their copper; he had seen the heavy cables being tom
from the dug-up streets of Manhattan, He might even recall his first inde-
pendent-unit radiotelephone with its somewhat disconcerting double dial—
he had gotten a lawyer in Buenos Aires on it when attempting to reach his
neighborhood delicatessen. For two weeks he made all his local calls by
having them relayed back from South America before he discovered that it
made a difference which dial he used first.

At that time Grimes had not yet succumbed to the new style in
architecture. The London Plan did not appeal to him; he liked a house
aboveground, where he could see it. When it became necessary to increase
the floor space in his offices, he finally gave in and went subsurface, not so
much for the cheapness, convenience, and general all-around practicability
of living in a tri-conditioned cave, but because he had already become a
little worried about the possible consequences of radiation pouring through
the human body. The fused-earth walls of his new' residence were covered
with lead; the roof of the cave had a double thickness. His hole in the ground
was as near radiation-proof as he could make it.

“—the meat of the matter,” Stevens was saying, “is that the delivery of
power to transportation units has become erratic as the devil. Not enough
yet to tie up traffic, but enough to be very disconcerting. There have been
some nasty accidents; we can’t keep hushing them up forever. I've got to do
something about it.”

“Why?”

“‘Why?' Don't be silly. In the first place as traffic engineer for NAPA
my bread and butter depends on it. In the second place the problem is up-
setting in itself. A properly designed piece of mechanism ought to work—
all the time, every time. These don’t, and we can’'t find out why not. Our
staff mathematical physicists have about reached the babbling stage.”

Grimes shrugged. Stevens felt annoyed by the gesture. “1 don’t think you
appreciate the importance of this problem, Doc. Have you any idea of the
amount of horsepower involved in transportation? Counting both private
and commercial vehicles and common carriers, North American Power-Air
supplies more than half the energy used in this continent. We have to be
right. You can add to that our city-power affiliate. No trouble there—yet.
But we don’t dare think what a city-power breakdown would mean.”

"I'll give you a solution.”

“Yeah? Well, give.”

“Junk it. Go back to oil-powered and steam-powered vehicles. Get rid of
these damned radiant-powered deathtraps.”

“ Utterly impossible. You don’t know what you're saying. It took more than
fifteen years to make the change-over. Now we're geared to it. Gus, if NAPA
closed up shop, half the population of the northwest seaboard would starve,
to say nothing of the lake states and the Philly-Boston axis.”

"Hrrmph------ Well, all I've got to say is that that might be better than
the slow poisoning that is going on now.”

Stevens brushed it away impatiently. “Look, Doc, nurse a bee in your
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bonnet if you like, but don't ask me to figure it into my calculations. No-
body else sees any danger in radiant power.”

Grimes answered mildly. “Point is, son, they aren’t looking in the right
place. Do you know what the high-jump record was last year?”

“1 never listen to the sport news.”

"Might try it sometime. The record leveled off at seven foot two, Tout
twenty years back. Been dropping ever since. You might try graphing athletic
records against radiation in the air—artificial radiation. Might find some re-
sults that would surprise you.”

“Shucks, everybody knows there has been a swing away from heavy sports.
The sweat-and-muscles fad died out, that's all. We've simply advanced into
a more intellectual culture.”

“Intellectual, hogwash! People quit playing tennis and such because they
are tired all the time. Look at you. You're a mess.”

“Don’'t needle me, Doc.”

"Sorry. But there has been a clear deterioration in the performance of the
human animal. If we had decent records on such things | could prove it, but
any physician who's worth his salt can see it, if he's got eyes in him and
isn't wedded to a lot of fancy instruments. | can't prove what causes it, not
yet, but I've a damned good hunch that it's caused by the stuff you peddle.”

“Impossible. There isn't a radiation put on the air that hasn’t been tested
very carefully in the bio labs. We're neither fools nor knaves.”

“Maybe you don’t test 'em long enough. I'm not talking about a few hours,
or a few weeks; I'm talking about the cumulative effects of years of radiant
frequencies pouring through tire tissues. What does that do?”

“Why, nothing—1 believe.”

“You believe, but you don't know. Nobody has ever tried to find out.
F'rinstance—what effect does sunlight have on silicate glass? Ordinarily you
would say 'none,' but you've seen desert glass?”

“That bluish-lavender stuff? Of course.”

“Yes. A bottle turns colored in a few months in the Mojave Desert. But
have you ever seen tire windowpanes in the old houses on Beacon Hill?”

“I’ve never been on Beacon Hill.”

"O.K., then I'll tell you. Same phenomena—only it takes a century or
more, in Boston. Now tell me—you savvy physics—could you measure the
change taking place in those Beacon Hill windows?”

“Mm-m-m— probably not.”

“But it's going on just the same. Has anyone ever tried to measure the
changes produced in human tissue by thirty years of exposure to ultra short-
wave radiation?”

“No ‘huts.’ | see an effect. I've made a wild guess at a cause. Maybe I'm
wrong. But I've felt a lot more spry since I've taken to invariably wearing my
lead overcoat whenever | go out.”

Stevens surrendered the argument. “Maybe you're right, Doc. | won't fuss
with you. How about Waldo? Will you take me to him and help me handle
him?”
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“When do you want to go?”

“The sooner the better.”

“Now?”

"Suits.”

“Call your office.”

“Are you ready to leave right now? It would suit me. As far as the front
office is concerned, I'm on vacation; nevertheless, 1've got this on my mind.
I want to get at it.”

“Quit talking and git.”

They went topside to where their cars were parked. Grimes headed toward
his, a big-bodied, old-fashioned Boeing family landau. Stevens checked him.
"You aren’'t planning to go in that? It 'u’'d take us the rest of the day.”

“Why not? She’s got an auxiliary space drive, and she’s tight. You could
fly from here to the Moon and back.”

“Yes, but she’s so infernal slow. We'll use my ‘broomstick.””

Grimes let his eyes run over his friend’s fusiformed little speedster. Its
body was as nearly invisible as the plastic industry could achieve. A surface
layer, two molecules thick, gave it a refractive index sensibly identical with
that of air. When perfectly clean it was very difficult to see. At the moment
it had picked up enough casual dust and water vapor to be faintly seen—a
ghost of a soap bubble of a ship.

Running down the middle, dearly visible through the walls, was the only
metal part of the ship— the shaft, or, more properly, the axis core, and the
spreading sheaf of deKalb receptors at its terminus. The appearance was
enough like a giant witch's broom to justify' the nickname. Since the saddles,
of transparent plastic, were mounted tandem over the shaft so that the
metal rod passed between the legs of the pilot and passengers, the nickname
was doubly apt.

“Son,” Grimes remarked, “1 know | ain't pretty, nor am | graceful.
Nevertheless, | retain a certain residuum of self-respect and some shreds of
dignity. 1 am not going to tuck that thing between my shanks and go scooting
through the air on it.”

“Oh, ratsl You're old-fashioned.”

“1 may be. Nevertheless, any peculiarities | have managed to retain to my
present age | plan to hang onto. No.”

“Look— I'll polarize the hull before we raise. How about it?”

"Opaque?”

“ Opaque.”

Grimes slid a regretful glance at his own frumpish boat, but assented by
fumbling for the barely visible port of the speedster, Stevens assisted him;
they climbed in and straddled the stick.

“ Atta boy, Doc,” Stevens commended, “ I'll have you there in three shakes.
That tub of yours probably won't do over five hundred, and Wheelchair must
be all of twenty-five thousand miles up.”

“I'm never in a hurry,” Grimes commented, “and don’'t call Waldo's
house ‘Wheelchair—not to his face.”

“I'll remember,” Stevens promised. He fumbled, apparently in empty
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air; the hull suddenly became dead black, concealing them. It changed as
suddenly to mirror bright; the car quivered, then shot up out of sight.

Waldo F. Jones seemed to be floating in thin air at the center of a
spherical room. The appearance was caused by the fact that he was indeed
floating in air. His house lay in a free orbit, with a period of just over twenty-
four hours. No spin had been impressed on his home; the pseudo gravity of
centrifugal force was the thing he wanted least. He had left earth to get
away from its gravitational field; he had not been down to the surface once
in the seventeen years since his house was built and towed into her orbit;
he never intended to do so for any purpose whatsoever.

Here, floating free in space in his own air-conditioned shell, he was almost
free of the unbearable lifelong slavery to his impotent muscles. W hat little
strength he had he could spend economically, in movement, rather than in
fighting against the tearing, tiring weight of the Earth'’s thick field.

Waldo had been acutely interested in space flight since early boyhood,
not from any desire to explore the depths, but because his boyish, over-
trained mind had seen the enormous advantage— to him—in weightlessness.
While still in his teens he had helped the early experimenters in space flight
over a hump by supplying them with a control system which a pilot could
handle delicately while under the strain of two or three gravities.

Such an invention was no trouble at all to him; he had simply adapted
manipulating devices which he himself used in combating the overpowering
weight of one gravity. Tire first successful and safe rocket ship contained
relays which had once aided Waldo in moving himself from bed to wheel-
chair.

The deceleration tanks, which are now standard equipment for the lunar
mail ships, traced their parentage to a flotation tank in which Waldo
habitually had eaten and slept up to the time when he left the home of his
parents for his present, somewhat unique, home. Most of his basic inventions
had originally been conceived for his personal convenience, and only later
adapted for commercial exploitation. Even the ubiquitous and grotesquely
humanoid gadgets known universally as “waldoes”—Waldo F. Jones's Syn-
chronous Reduplicating Fantograph, Pat. 296,001,437, new series, et al—
passed through several generations of development and private use in Wal-
do’s machine shop before he redesigned them for mass production. The
first of them, a primitive gadget compared with the waldoes now to be
found in every shop, factory, plant, and warehouse in the country, had been
designed to enable Waldo to operate a metal lathe.

Waldo had resented the nickname the public had fastened on them—it
struck him as overly familiar—but he had coldly recognized the business
advantage to himself in having the public identify him verbally with a
gadget so useful and important.

When the newscasters tagged his spacehouse “Wheelchair,” one might
have expected him to regard it as more useful publicity. That he did not so
regard it, that he resented it and tried to put a stop to it, arose from
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another and peculiarly Waldo-ish fact: Waldo did not think of himself as
a cripple.

He saw himself not as a crippled human being, but as something higher
than human, the next step up, a being so superior as not to need the coarse,
brutal strength of the smooth apes. Hairy apes, smooth apes, then Waldo—
so the progression ran in his mind. A chimpanzee, with muscles that hardly
bulge at all, can tug as high as fifteen hundred pounds with one hand. This
Waldo had proved by obtaining one and patiently enraging it into full effort.
A well-developed man can grip one hundred and fifty pounds with one hand.
Waldo’s own grip, straining until the sweat sprang out, had never reached
fifteen pounds.

Whether the obvious inference were fallacious or true, Waldo believed in
it, evaluated by it. Men were overmuscled canaille, smooth chimps. He felt
himself at least ten times superior to them.

He had much to go on.

Though floating in air, he was busy, quite busy. Although he never went
to the surface of the Earth his business was there. Aside from managing his
many properties he was in regular practice as a consulting engineer,
specializing in motion analysis. Hanging close to him in the room were the
paraphernalia necessary to the practice of his profession. Facing him was a
four-by-five color-stereo television receptor. Two sets of co-ordinates, rec-
tilinear and polar, crosshatched it. Another smaller receptor hung above it
and to the right. Both receptors were fully recording, by means of parallel
circuits conveniently out of the way in another compartment.

The smaller receptor showed the faces of two men watching him. The
larger showed a scene inside a large shop, hangarlike in its proportions. In
the immediate foreground, almost full size, was a grinder in which was being
machined a large casting of some sort. A workman stood beside it, a look of
controlled exasperation on his face.

“He’s the best you've got,” Waldo stated to the two men in the smaller
screen. "To be sure, he is clumsy and does not have the touch for fine work,
but he is superior to the other morons you call machinists.”

The workman looked around, as if trying to locate the voice. It was evident
that he could hear Waldo, but that no vision receptor had been provided
for him. “Did you mean that crack for me?” he said harshly.

“You misunderstand me, my good man,” Waldo said sweetly. “1 was
complimenting you. | actually have hopes of being able to teach you the
rudiments of precision work. Then we shall expect you to teach those butter-
brained oafs around you. The gloves, please.”

Near the man, mounted on the usual stand, were a pair of primary
waldoes, elbow length and human digited. They were floating on the line, in
parallel with a similar pair physically in front of Waldo. The secondary
waUioes, whose actions could be controlled by Waldo himself by means of
his primaries, were mounted in front of the power tool in the position of the
operator.

Waldo’s remark had referred to the primaries near the workman. The
machinist glanced at them, but made no move to insert his arms in them.
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“l don't take no orders from nobody | can't see,” he said flatly. He looked
sidewise out of the scene as he spoke.

“Now, Jenkins,” commenced one of the two men in the smaller screen.

Waldo sighed. “I really haven't the time or the inclination to solve your
problems of shop discipline. Gentlemen, please turn your pickup, so that
our petulant friend may see me.”

The change was accomplished; the workman'’s face appeared in the back-
ground of the smaller of Waldo’s screens, as well as in the larger. “There—
is that better?” Waldo said gently. The workman grunted.

"Now . . . your name, please?”

“Alexander Jenkins.”

“Very well, friend Alec—the gloves.”

Jenkins thrust his arms into the waldoes and waited. Waldo put his arms
into the primary pair before him; all three pairs, including the secondary
pair mounted before the machine, came to life. Jenkins bit his lip, as if he
found unpleasant the sensation of having his fingers manipulated by the
gauntlets he wore.

Waldo flexed and extended his fingers gently; the two pairs of waldoes in
the screen followed in exact, simultaneous parallelism. “Feel it, my dear
Alec,” Waldo advised. “Gently, gently—the sensitive touch. Make your mus-
cles work for you.” He then started hand movements of definite pattern;
the waldoes at the power tool reached up, switched on the power, and began
gently, gracefully, to continue the machining of the casting. A mechanical
hand reached down, adjusted a vernier, while the other increased the flow of
oil cooling the cutting edge. “Rhythm, Alec, rhythm. No jerkiness, no un-
necessary movement. Try to get in time with me.”

The casting took shape with deceptive rapidity, disclosed what it was— the
bonnet piece for an ordinary three-way nurse. The chucks drew back from
it; it dropped to the belt beneath, and another rough casting took its place.
Waldo continued with unhurried skill, his finger motions within his waldoes
exerting pressure which would need to be measured in fractions of ounces,
hut the two sets of waldoes, paralleled to him thousands of miles below,
followed his motions accurately and with force appropriate to heavy work at
hand.

Another casting landed on the belt—several more. Jenkins, although not
called upon to do any work in his proper person, tired under the strain of
attempting to anticipate and match Waldo’s motions. Sweat dripped down
his forehead, ran off his nose, accumulated on his chin. Between castings
he suddenly withdrew his arms from the paralleled primaries. "That's
enough,” he announced.

“One more, Alec. You are improving.”

“No!” He turned as if to walk off. Waldo made a sudden movement—
so sudden as to strain him, even in his weight-free environment. One steel
hand of the secondary waldoes lashed out, grasped Jenkins by the wrist.

“Not so fast, Alec.”

“Let go of mel”

“Softly, Alec, softly. You'll do as you axe told, won't you?” The steel
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hand clamped down hard, twisted. Waldo had exerted all of two ounces of
pressure.

Jenkins grunted. The one remaining spectator—one had left soon after
the lesson started—said, "Oh, | say, Mr. Jones|”

“‘Let him obey, or fire him. You know the terms of my contract.”

There was a sudden cessation of stereo and sound, cut from the Earth end.
It came back on a few seconds later. Jenkins was surly, but no longer
recalcitrant. Waldo continued as if nothing had happened. “Once more,
my dear Alec.”

When the repetition had been completed, Waldo directed, “ Twenty times,
wearing the wrist and elbow lights with the chronanalyzer in the picture. |
shall expect the superposed strips to match, Alec.” He cut off the larger
screen without further words and turned to the watcher in the smaller
screen. “Same time tomorrow, McNye. Progress is satisfactory. In time we'll
turn this madhouse of yours into a modern plant.” He cleared that screen
without saying good-by.

Waldo terminated the business interview somewhat hastily, because he
had been following with one eye certain announcements on his own local
information board. A craft was approaching his house. Nothing strange about
that; tourists were forever approaching and being pushed away by his auto-
guardian circuit. But this craft had the approach signal, was now clamping
to his threshold flat. It was a broomstick, but he could not place the license
number. Florida license. Whom did he know with a Florida license?

He immediately realized that he knew no one who possessed his approach
signal—that list was very short—and who could also reasonably be expected
to sport a Florida license. The suspicious defensiveness with which he re-
garded the entire world asserted itself; he cut in the circuit whereby he could
control by means of his primary waldoes the strictly illegal but highly lethal
inner defenses of his home. The craft was opaqued; he did not like that.

A youngish man wormed his way out. Waldo looked him over. A stranger
—face vaguely familiar perhaps. An ounce of pressure in the primaries and
the face would cease to be a face, but Waldo’'s actions were under cold
cortical control; he held his fire. The man turned, as if to assist another
passenger. Yes, there was another. Uncle Gus!—but the doddering old fool
had brought a stranger with him. He knew better than that. He knew how
Waldo felt about strangers!

Nevertheless, he released the outer lock of the reception room and let
them in.

Gus Grimes snaked his way through the lock, pulling himself from one
handrail to the next, and panting a little as he always did when forced to
move weight free. Matter of diaphragm control, he told himself as he always
did; can’t be the exertion. Stevens streaked in after him, displaying a ground
hog's harmless pride in handling himself well in space conditions. Grimes
arrested himself just inside the reception room, grunted, and spoke to a
man-sized dummy waiting there. “ Hello, Waldo.”

The dummy turned its eyes and head slightly. “Greetings, Uncle Gus. |
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do wish you would remember to phone before dropping in. | would have
had your special dinner ready.”

“Never mind. We may not be here that long. Waldo, this is my friend,
Jimmie Stevens.”

The dummy faced Stevens. “How do you do, Mr. Stevens,” the voice
said formally. “Welcome to Freehold.”

“How do you do, Mr. Jones,” Stevens replied, and eyed the dummy
curiously. It was really surprisingly lifelike; he had been taken in by it at
first. A “reasonable facsimile.” Come to think of it, he had heard of this
dummy. Except in vision screen few had seen Waldo in his own person.
Those who had business at Wheelchair—no, “Freehold,” he must remem-
ber that—those who had business at Freehold heard a voice and saw this
simulacrum.

“But you must stay for dinner, Uncle Gus,” Waldo continued. “You can’t
run out on me like that; you don’'t come often enough for that. | can stir
something up.”

“Maybe we will,” Grimes admitted. “Don’t worry about the menu. You
know me. | can eat a turtle with the shell.”

It had really been a bright idea, Stevens congratulated himself, to get
Doc Grimes to bring him. Not here five minutes and Waldo was insisting
on them staying for dinner. Good omen!

He had not noticed that Waldo had addressed the invitation to Grimes
alone, and that it had been Grimes who had assumed the invitation to be
for both of them.

“Where are you, Waldo?” Grimes continued. “In the lab?” He made a
tentative movement, as if to leave the reception room.

“Oh, don’t bother,” Waldo said hastily. “1’'m sure you will be more com-
fortable where you are. Just a moment and | will put some spin on the room
so that you may sit down.”

"What's eating you, Waldo?” Grimes said testily. “You know | don't
insist on weight. And | don't care for the company of your talking doll.
| want to see you.” Stevens was a little surprised by the older man’s insist-
ence; he had thought it considerate of Waldo to offer to supply acceleration.
Weightlessness put him a little on edge.

Waldo was silent for an uncomfortable period. At last he said frigidly,
“Really, Uncle Gus, what you ask is out of the question. You must be aware
of that.”

Grimes did not answer him. Instead, he took Stevens's arm. "Come on,
Jimmie. We're leaving.”

“Why, Doc! What's the matter?”

“Waldo wants to play games. | don't play games.”

“But—"

“Ne’ mind! Come along. Waldo, open the lock.”

“Uncle Gus!”

“Yes, Waldo?”

“Your guest—you vouch for him?”

“Naturally, you dumb fool, else | wouldn’t have brought him.”
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“You will find me in my workshop. The way is open.”

Grimes turned to Stevens. “Come along, son.”

Stevens trailed after Grimes as one fish might follow another, while taking
in with his eyes as much of Waldo’s fabulous house as he could see. The
place was certainly unique, he conceded to himself—unlike anything he had
ever seen. It completely lacked up-and-down orientation. Space craft, even
space stations, although always in free fall with respect to any but internally
impressed accelerations, invariably are designed with up-and-down; the up-
and-down axis of a ship is determined by the direction of its accelerating
drive; the up-and-down of a space station is determined by its centrifugal
spin.

Some few police and military craft use more than one axis of acceleration;
their up-and-down sh.fts, therefore, and their personnel, must be harnessed
when the ship maneuvers. Some space stations apply spin only to living
quarters. Nevertheless, the rule is general; human beings are used to weight;
all their artifacts have that assumption implicit in their construction— except
Waldo’s house.

It is hard for a ground hog to dismiss the notion of weight. We seem to be
born with an instinct which demands it. If one thinks of a vessel in a free
orbit around the Earth, one is inclined to think of the direction toward
the Earth as “down,” to think of oneself as standing or sitting on that wall
of the ship, using it as a floor. Such a concept is completely mistaken. To a
person inside a freely falling body there is no sensation of weight whatsoever
and no direction of up-and-down, except that which derives from the
gravitational field of the vessel itself. As for the latter, neither Waldo's house
nor any space craft as vet built is massive enough to produce a field dense
enough for the human body to notice it. Believe it or not, that is true. It
takes a mass as gross as a good-sized planetoid to give the human body a
feeling of weight.

It mav be objected that a body in a free orbit around the Earth is not a
freeiv falling body. The concept involved is human, Earth surface in type,
and completely erroneous. Free flight, free fall, and free orbit are equivalent
terms. 'l he Moon fads constantly toward the Earth; the Earth falls con-
stantly toward the Sun, but the sidewise vector of their several motions
prevents them from approaching their primaries. It is free fall nonetheless.
Consult any ballistician or any astrophysicist.

When there is free fall there is no sensation of weight. A gravitational
field must be opposed to be detected by tbe human body.

Some of these considerations passed through Stevens's mind as he hand-
wa’-e-d his \va; to W .Go’s workshop. Waldo's home had been constructed
wlih ut anv consideration being given to up-and-down. Furniture and ap-
patatus were a ' ed to an wall- thc-e was no "Boor.” Decks and platforms
we c an ng..ia: anv con « ntangle and of an;, size or shape, since they
h.,J n, " " In do with : .iudi ay or wa k ng. Proper'.v S-t-akhig, they were
bu 1hea x a d «orkin: surfaces rather than decks. Furthermore, equipment
was not neeessarny piaced close to such surraces; frequently it was more
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convenient to locate it with space all around it, held in place by light guys
or slender stanchions.

The furniture and equipment was all odd in design and frequently odd
in purpose. Most furniture on Earth is extremely rugged, and at least 90
per cent of it has a single purpose—to oppose, in one way or another, the
acceleration of gravity. Most of the furniture in an Earth-surface—or sub-
surface—house is stator machines intended to oppose gravity. All tables,
chairs, beds, couches, clothing racks, shelves, drawers, et cetera, have that
as their one purpose. All other furniture and equipment have it as a secondary
purpose which strongly conditions design and strength.

The lack of need for the rugged strength necessary to all terrestrial
equipment resulted in a fairylike grace in much of the equipment in Waldo’s
house. Stored supplies, massive in themselves, could be retained in con-
venient order by compartmentation of eggshell-thin transparent plastic.
Ponderous machinery, which on Earth would necessarily be heavily cased and
supported, was here either open to the air or covered by gossamer-like
envelopes and held stationary by light elastic lines.

Everywhere were pairs of waldoes, large, small, and life-size, with vision
pickups to match. It was evident that Waldo could make use of the com-
partments through which they were passing without stirring out of his easy
chair—if he used an easy chair. The ubiquitous waldoes, the insubstantial
quality of the furniture, and the casual use of all walls as work or storage
surfaces, gave the place a madly fantastic air. Stevens felt as if he were
caught in a Disney.

So far the rooms were not living quarters. Stevens wondered what Waldo’s
private apartments could be like and tried to visualize what equipment would
be appropriate. No chairs, no rags, no bed. Pictures, perhaps. Something
pretty clever in the way of indirect lighting, since the eyes might be turned
in any direction. Communication instruments might be much'the same. But
what could a washstand be like? Or a water tumbler? A trap bottle for
the last—or would any container be necessary at all? He could not de-
cide and realized that even a competent engineer may be confused in the
face of mechanical conditions strange to him.

What constitutes a good ash tray when there is no gravity to hold the
debris in place? Did Waldo smoke? Suppose he played solitaire; how did
he handle the cards? Magnetized cards, perhaps, and a magnetized playing
surface.

“In through here, Jim.” Grimes steadied himself with one hand, gesturing
with the other. Stevens slid through the manhole indicated. Before he had
had time to look around he was startled by a menacing bass growl. He
looked up; charging through the air straight at him was an enormous mastiff,
lips drawn back, jaws slavering. Its front legs were spread out stiffly as if to
balance in flight; its hind legs were drawn up under its lean belly. By voice
and manner it announced clearly its intention of tearing the intruder into
pieces, then swallowing the pieces.

“Baldurl” A voice cut through the air from some point beyond. The
dog’s ferocity wilted, but it could not check its lunge, A waldo snaked out a
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good thirty feet and grasped it by the collar. “I am sorry, sir,” the voice
added. “My friend was not expecting you.”

Grimes said, “Howdy, Baldur. How's your conduct?” The dog looked at
him, whined, and wagged his tail. Stevens looked for the source of the com-
manding voice, found it.

The room was huge and spherical; floating in its center was a fat man—
Waldo.

He was dressed conventionally enough in shorts and singlet, except that
his feet were bare. His hands and forearms were covered by metallic
gauntlets— primary waldoes. He was softly fat, with double chin, dimples,
smooth skin; he looked like a great, pink cherub, floating attendance on a
saint. But the eyes were not cherubic, and the forehead and skull were those
of a man. He looked at Stevens. “Permit me to introduce you to my pet,” he
said in a high, tired voice. “Give the paw, Baldur.”

The dog offered a foreleg, Stevens shook it gravely. "Let him smell you,
please.”

The dog did so, as the waldo at his collar permitted him to come closer.
Satisfied, the animal bestowed a wet kiss on Stevens's wrist. Stevens noted
that the dog’'s eyes were surrounded by large circular patches of brown in
contrast to his prevailing white, and mentally tagged it the Dog with Eyes
as Large as Saucers, thinking of the tale of the soldier and the flint box. He
made noises to it of “Good boy!” and “That's a nice old fellow!” while
Waldo looked on with faint distaste.

“Heel, sir!” Waldo commanded when the ceremony was complete. The
dog turned in midair, braced a foot against Stevens's thigh, and shoved,
projecting himself in tire direction of his master. Stevens was forced to
steady himself by clutching at a handgrip. Grimes shoved himself away
from the manhole and arrested his flight on a stanchion near their host.
Stevens followed him.

Waldo looked him over slowly. His manner was not overtly rude, but
was somehow, to Stevens, faintly annoying. He felt a slow flush spreading
out from his neck; to inhibit it he gave his attention to the room around
him. The space was commodious, yet gave the impression of being clut-
tered because of the assemblage of, well, junk which surrounded Waldo.
There were half a dozen vision receptors of various sizes around him at
different angles, all normal to his line of sight. Three of them had pickups
to match. There were control panels of several sorts, some of which seemed
obvious enough in their purpose—one for lighting, which was quite com-
plicated, with little ruby telltales for each circuit, one which was the key-
board of a voder, a multiplex television control panel, a board which seemed
to be power relays, although its design was unusual. But there were at
least half a dozen which stumped Stevens completely.

There were several pairs of waldoes growing out of a steel ring which
surrounded the working space. Two pairs, mere monkey fists in size, were
equipped with extensors. It had been one of these which had shot out to
grab Baldur by his collar. There were waldoes rigged near the spherical wall,
too, including one pair so huge that Stevens could not conceive of a use
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for it. Extended, each hand spread quite six feet from little finger tip to
thumb tip.

There were books in plenty on the wall, but no bookshelves. They seemed
to grow from the wall like so many cabbages. It puzzled Stevens momen-
tarily, but he inferred—correctly it turned out later—that a small magnet
fastened to the binding did the trick.

The arrangement of lighting was novel, complex, automatic, and conven-
ient for Waldo. But it was not so convenient for anyone else in the room.
The lighting was, of course, indirect: but, furthermore, it was subtly con-
trolled, so that none of the lighting came from the direction in which
Waldo’s head was turned. There was no glare—for Waldo. Since the lights
behind his head burned brightly in order to provide more illumination for
whatever he happened to be looking at, there rvas glare aplenty for any-
one else, An electric eye circuit, obviously. Stevens found himself wonder-
ing just how simple such a circuit could be made.

Grimes complained about it. “Damn it, Waldo; get those lights under
control. You'll give us headaches.”

“Sorry, Uncle Gus.” He withdrew his right hand from its gauntlet and
placed his fingers over one of the control panels. The glare stopped.
Light now came from whatever direction none of them happened to be
looking, and much more brightly, since the area source of illumination was
much reduced. Lights rippled across the walls in pleasant patterns. Stevens
tried to follow the ripples, a difficult matter, since the setup was made
not to be seen. He found that he could do so by rolling his eyes without
moving his head. It was movement of the head which controlled the
lights; movement of an eyeball was a little too much for it.

“Well, Mr. Stevens, do you find my house interesting?” Waldo was smil-
ing at him with faint superciliousness.

“Oh—quite! Quite! | believe that it is the most remarkable place | have
ever been in.”

“And what do you find remarkable about it?”

“Well—the lack of definite orientation, | believe. That and the remark-
able mechanical novelties. | suppose | am a hit of a groundlubber, but
| keep expecting a floor underfoot and a ceiling overhead.”

“Mere matters of functional design, Mr, Stevens; the conditions under
which 1 live are unique; therefore, my house is unique. Tire novelty you
speak of consists mainly in the elimination of unnecessary parts and the
addition of new conveniences.”

“To tell the truth, the most interesting thing | have seen yet is not a
part of the house at all."

“Really? What is it, pray?”

“Your dog, Baldur.” The dog looked around at the mention of his name.
“1've never before met a dog who could handle himself in free flight.”

Waldo smiled; for the first time his smile seemed gentle and warm.
“Yes, Baldur is quite an acrobat. He's been at it since he was a puppy.”
He reached out and roughed the dog’s ears, showing momentarily his extreme
weakness, for the gesture had none of the strength appropriate to the size
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of the brute. The finger motions were flaccid, barely sufficient to disturb
the coarse fur and to displace the great ears. But he seemed unaware,
or unconcerned, by the disclosure. Turning back to Stevens, he added, “But
if Baldur amuses you, you must see Ariel."

“Ariel?”

Instead of replying, Waldo touched the keyboard of the voder, produc-
ing a musical whistling pattern of three notes. There was a rustling near
the wall of the room "above” them; a tiny yellow shape shot toward them—
a canary. It sailed through the air with wings folded, bullet fashion. A foot
or so away from Waldo it spread its wings, cupping the air, beat them a
few times with tail down and spread, and came to a dead stop, hovering in the
air with folded wings. Not quite a dead stop, perhaps, for it drifted slowly,
came within an inch of Waldo's shoulder, let down its landing gear, and dug
its claws into his singlet.

Waldo reached up and stroked it with a finger tip. It preened. “No earth-
hatched bird can learn to fly in that fashion,” he stated. “I know. | lost
half a dozen before | was sure that they were incapable of making the
readjustment. Too much thalamus.”

"What happened to them?”

“In a man you would call it acute anxiety psychosis. They try to fly;
their own prime skill leads them to disaster. Naturally, everything they
do is wrong and they don’'t understand it. Presently they quit trying; a
little later they die. Of a broken heart, one might say, poetically.” He
smiled thinly. “But Ariel is a genius among birds. He came here as an
egg; he invented, unassisted, a whole new school of flying.” He reached
up a finger, offering the bird a new perch, which it accepted.

“That's enough, Ariel. Fly away home.”

'The bird started the “Bell Song” from Lakm4,

He shook it gently. “No, Ariel. Go to bed.”

The canary lifted its feet dear of the finger, floated for an instant, then
beat its wings savagely for a second or two to set course and pick up
speed, and bulleted away whence he had come, wings folded, feet stream-
lined under.

“Jimmie’s got something he wants to talk with you about,” Grimes com-
menced.

“Delighted,” Waldo answered lazily, "but shan't we dine first? Have you
an appetite, sir?”

Waldo full, Stevens decided, might be easier to cope with than Waldo
empty. Besides, his own midsection informed him that wrestling with a
calorie or two might be pleasant. “Yes, | have.”

“Excellent.” They were served.

Stevens was never able to decide whether Waldo had prepared the meal
by means of his many namesakes, or whether servants somewhere out of
sight had done the actual work. Modem food-preparation methods being
what they were, Waldo could have done it alone; he, Stevens, batched it
with no difficulty, and so did Gus. But he made a mental note to ask
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Doc Grimes at the first opportunity what resident staff, if any, Waldo
employed. He never remembered to do so.

The dinner arrived in a small food chest, propelled to their midst at
the end of a long, telescoping, pneumatic tube. It stopped with a soft
sigh and held its position. Stevens paid little attention to the food itself—
it was adequate and tasty, he knew—for his attention was held by the
dishes and serving methods. Waldo let his own steak float in front of
him, cut bites from it with curved surgical shears, and conveyed them to
his mouth by means of dainty tongs. He made hard work of chewing.

“You can’t get good steaks any more,” he remarked. “This one is tough.
God knows | pay enough—and complain enough.”

Stevens did not answer. He thought his own steak had been tenderized
too much; it almost fell apart. He was managing it with knife and fork,
but the knife was superfluous. It appeared that Waldo did not expect his
guests to make use of his own admittedly superior methods and utensils.
Stevens ate from a platter clamped to his thighs, making a lap for it after
Grimes's example by squatting in mid-air. The platter itself had been
thoughtfully provided with sharp little prongs on its service side.

Liquids were served in small flexible skins, equipped with nipples. Think
of a baby's plastic nursing bottle.

The food chest took the utensils away with a dolorous insufflation. “Will
you smoke, sir?”

“Thank you.” He saw what a weight-free ash tray necessarily should be?
a long tube with a bell-shaped receptacle on its end. A slight suction in
the tube, and ashes knocked into the bell were swept away, out of sight
and mind.

“About that matter—" Grimes commenced again. “Jimmie here is Chief
Engineer for North American Power-Air.”

“What?” Waldo straightened himself, became rigid; his chest rose and
fell. He ignored Stevens entirely. “Uncle Gus, do you mean to say that
you have introduced an officer of that company into my— home?”

“Don’t get your dander up. Relax. Damn it, I've warned you not to
do anything to raise your blood pressure.” Grimes propelled himself closer
to his host and took him by the wrist in the age-old fashion of a physician
counting pulse. “Breathe slower. Whatcha trying to do? Go on an oxygen
ag?”

) gWaIdo tried to shake himself loose. It was a rather pitiful gesture; the
old man had ten times his strength. “Uncle Gus, you—"

“Shut up!”

The three maintained a silence for several minutes, uncomfortable for
at least two of them. Grimes did not seem to mind it.

“There,” he said at last. “That's better. Now keep your shirt on and
listen to me. Jimmie is a nice kid, and he has never done anything to you.
And he has behaved himself while he’s been here. You've got no right
to be rude to him, no matter who he works for. Matter of fact, YOu owe
him an apology.”

“Oh, really now, Doc,” Stevens protested. “1'm afraid | have been here

192



somewhat under false colors. I'm sorry, Mr. Jones. | didn't intend it to be
that way. | tried to explain when we arrived.”

Waldo’s face was hard to read. He was evidently trying hard to control
himself. “Not at all, Mr. Stevens. | am sorry that | showed temper. It
is perfectly true that | should not transfer to you any animus | feel for
your employers . . . though God knows | bear no love for them.”

“1 know it. Nevertheless, |1 am sorry to hear you say it.”

“1 was cheated, do you understand? Cheated—by as rotten a piece of
quasi-legal chicanery as has ever------ "

“Easy, Waldol”

“Sorry, Uncle Gus.” He continued, his voice less shrill. “You know of
the so-called Hathaway patents?”

“Yes, of course.”

“ ‘So-called’ is putting it mildly. The man was a mere machinist. Those
patents are mine.”

Waldo’s version, as he proceeded to give it, was reasonably factual, Stevens
felt, but quite biased and unreasonable. Perhaps Hathaway had been work-
ing, as Waldo alleged, simply as a servant—a hired artisan, but there was
nothing to prove it, no contract, no papers of any sort. The man had filed
certain patents, the only ones he had ever filed and admittedly Waldo-ish
in their cleverness. Hathaway had then promptly died, and his heirs, through
their attorneys, had sold the patents to a firm which had been dickering
with Hathaway.

Waldo alleged that this firm had put Hathaway up to stealing from him,
had caused him to hire himself out to Waldo for that purpose. But the
firm was defunct; its assets had been sold to North American Power-Air.
NAPA had offered a settlement; Waldo had chosen to sue. The suit went
against him.

Even if Waldo were right, Stevens could not see any means by which
the directors of NAPA could, legally, grant him any relief. The officers
of a corporation are trustees for other people’s money; if the directors of
NAPA should attempt to give away property which had been adjudicated
as belonging to the corporation, any stockholder could enjoin them before
the act or recover from them personally after the act.

At least so Stevens thought. But he was no lawyer, he admitted to him-
self, The important point was that he needed Waldo’s services, whereas
Waldo held a bitter grudge against the firm he worked for.

He was forced to admit that it did not look as if Doc Grimes's presence
was enough to turn the trick. “All that happened before my time,” he
began, “and naturally I know very little about it. I'm awfully sorry it
happened. It's pretty uncomfortable for me, for right now 1 find myself
in a position where | need your services very badly indeed.”

Waldo did not seem displeased with the idea. "So? How does this come
about?”

Stevens explained to him in some detail the trouble they had been having
with the deKalb receptors. Waldo listened attentively. When Stevens had
concluded he said, “Yes, that is much the same story your Mr. Gleason
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had to tell. Of course, as a technical man you have given a much more
coherent picture than that money manipulator was capable of giving. But
why do you come to me? | do not specialize in radiation engineering, nor
do | have any degrees from fancy institutions.”

“1 come to you,” Stevens said seriously, “for the same reason everybody
else comes to you when they are really stuck with an engineering problem.
So far as | know, you have an unbroken record of solving any problem you
cared to tackle. Your record reminds me of another man------ "

"Who?” Waldo’s tone was suddenly sharp.

“Edison. He did not bother with degrees either, but he solved all the
hard problems of his day.”

“Oh, Edison------ | thought you were speaking of a contemporary. No
doubt he was all right in his day,” he added with overt generosity.

“1 was not comparing him to you. | was simply recalling that Edison was
reputed to prefer hard problems to easy ones. I've heard the same about
you; | had hopes that this problem might be hard enough to interest you.”

“It is mildly interesting,” Waldo conceded. “A little out of my line, but
interesting. | must say, however, that 1 am surprised to hear you, an ex-
ecutive of North American Power-Air, express such a high opinion of my
talents. One would think that, if the opinion were sincere, it would not
have been difficult to convince your firm of my indisputable handiwork in
the matter of the so-called Hathaway patents.”

Really, thought Stevens, the man is impossible. A mind like a weasel.
Aloud, he said, "I suppose the matter was handled by the business manage-
ment and the law staff. They would hardly be equipped to distinguish
between routine engineering and inspired design.”

The answer seemed to mollify Waldo. He asked, “What does your own
research staff say about the problem?”

Stevens looked wry. "Nothing helpful. Dr. Rambeau does not really seem
to believe the data | bring him. He says it's impossible, but it makes him
unhappy. | really believe that he has been living on aspirin and nem-
butal for a good many weeks.”

"Rambeau,” Waldo said slowly. “I recall the man. A mediocre mind.
All memory and no intuition. | don’t think | would feel discouraged simply
because Rambeau is puzzled.”

“You really feel that there is some hope?”

“It should not be too difficult. | had already given the matter some
thought, after Mr. Gleason’s phone call. You have given me additional
data, and | think | see at least two new lines of approach which may
prove fruitful. In any case, there is always some approach—the correct one.”

Does that mean you will accept?” Stevens demanded, nervous with re-
lief.

“Accept?” Waldo’s eyebrows climbed up. “My dear sir, what in the world
are you talking about? We were simply indulging in social conversation.
| would not help your company under any circumstances whatsoever. | hope
to see your firm destroyed utterly, bankrupt and ruined. This may well
be the occasion.”
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Stevens fought to keep control of himself. Trickedl The fat slob had
simply been playing with him, leading him on. There was no decency in
him. In careful tones he continued, “I do not ask that you have any mercy
on North American, Mr. Jones, but | appeal to your sense of duty. There
is public interest involved. Millions of people are vitally dependent cm
the service we provide. Don't you see that the service must continue, re-
gardless of you or me?”

Waldo pursed his lips. “No,” he said, “1 am afraid that does not affect
me. The welfare of those nameless swarms of Earth crawlers is, | fear,
not my concern. | have done more for them already than there was any
need to do. They hardly deserve help. Left to their own devices, most of
them would sink back to caves and stone axes. Did you ever see a per-
forming ape, Mr. Stevens, dressed in a man’s clothes and cutting capers
on roller skates? Let me leave you with this thought: | am not a roller-
skate mechanic for apes.”

If | stick around here much longer, Stevens advised himself, there will
be hell to pay. Aloud, he said, “I take it that is your last word?”

“You may so take it. Good day, sir. | enjoyed your visit. Thank you.”

“Good-by. Thanks for the dinner.”

“Not at all.”

As Stevens turned away and prepared to shove himself toward the exit,
Grimes called after him, “Jimmie, wait for me in the reception room.”

As soon as Stevens was out of earshot, Grimes turned to Waldo and looked
him up and down. “Waldo,” he said slowly, “I always did know that you
were one of the meanest, omeriest men alive, but—"

“Your compliments don’t faze me, Uncle Gus.”

“Shut up and listen to me. As | was saying, | knew you were too rotten
selfish to live with, but this is the first time | ever knew you to be a four-
flusher to boot.”

“What do you mean by that? Explain yourself.”

“Shucks! You haven't any more idea of how to crack the problem that
boy is up against than | have. You traded on your reputation as a miracle
man just to make him unhappy. Why, you cheap tinhorn bluffer, if you------ "

“Stop if/”

“Go ahead,” Grimes said quietly. “Run up your blood pressure. | won't
interfere with you. The sooner you blow a gasket the better.”

Waldo calmed down. “Uncle Gus—what makes you think | was bluffing?”

“Because | know you. If you had felt able to deliver the goods, you
would have looked the situation over and worked out a plan to get NAPA
by the short hair, through having something they had to have. That way
you would have proved your revenge.”

Waldo shook his head. "You underestimate the intensity of my feeling
in the matter.”

“1 do like hell! I hadn't finished. About that sweet little talk you gave
him concerning your responsibility to the race. You've got a head on you.
You know damned well, and so do I, that of all people you can least
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afford to have anything serious happen to the setup down on Earth. That
means you don’t see any way to prevent it.”

“Why, what do you mean? | have no interest in such troubles; I'm
independent of such things. You know me better than that.”

“Independent, eh? Who mined the steel in these walls? Who raised
that steer you dined on tonight? You're as independent as a queen bee, and
about as helpless.”

Waldo looked startled. He recovered himself and answered, “Oh no, Uncle
Gus. | really am independent. Why, 1 have supplies here for years.”

"How many years?”’

“Why . . . uh, five, about.”

“And then what? You may live another fifty—if you have regular supply
service. How do you prefer to die—starvation or thirst?”

“Water is no problem,” Waldo said thoughtfully; “"as for supplies, |
suppose | could use hydroponics a little more and stock up with some
meat animals—"

Grimes cut him short with a nasty laugh. "Proved my point. You don’t
know how to avert it, so you are figuring some way to save your own
skin. I know you. You wouldn’t talk about starting a truck garden if you
knew the answers.”

Waldo looked at him thoughtfully. “That's not entrely true. | don't
know the solution, but | do have some ideas about it. I'll bet you a half
interest in hell that | can crack it. Now that you have called my attention
to it, | must admit | am rather tied in with the economic system down
below, and”—-he smiled faintly—"1 was never one to neglect my own in-
terests. Just a moment—I'll call your friend.”

“Not so fast. | came along for another reason, besides introducing Jimmie
to you. It can’t be just any solution; it's got to be a particular solution.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s got to be a solution that will do away with the need for filling
up the air with radiant energy.”

“Oh, that. See here, Uncle Gus, | know how interested you are in your
theory, and I've never disputed the possibility that you may be right, but
you can't expect me to mix that into another and very difficult problem.”

“Take another look. You're in this for self-interest. Suppose everybody
was in the shape you are in.”

“You mean my physical condition?"

“1 mean just that. | know you don't like to talk about it, but we blamed
well need to. If everybody was as weak as you are—presto! No coffee and
cakes for Waldo. And that’s just what | see coming. You're the only man
| know of who can appreciate what it means.”

"It seems fantastic.”

“It is. But the signs are there for anybody to read who wants to. Epi-
demic myasthenia, not necessarily acute, but enough to raise hell with our
mechanical civilization. Enough to play hob with your supply lines. I've
been collating my data since | saw you last and drawing some curves. You
should see 'em.”
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"Did you bring them?”

"No, but I'll send 'em up. In the meantime, you can take my word for
it.” He waited. "Well, how about it?”

“I11 accept it as a tentative working hypothesis,” Waldo said slowly,
"until | see your figures. | shall probably want you to conduct some further
research for me, on the ground—if your data is what you say it is.”

“Fair enough. G’by.” Grimes kicked the air a couple of times as he
absent-mindedly tried to walk.

Stevens’s frame of mind as he waited for Grimes is better left unde-
scribed. The mildest thought that passed through his mind was a plaintive
one about the things a man had to put up with to hold down what
seemed like a simple job of engineering. Well, he wouldn't have the job
very long. But he decided not to resign—he’d wait until they fired him;
he wouldn’t run out.

But he would damn well get that vacation before he looked for another
job.

He spent several minutes wishing that Waldo were strong enough for
him to be able to take a poke at him. Or kick him in the belly—that
would be more funl

He was startled when the dummy suddenly came to life and called him
by name. “Oh, Mr. Stevens.”

“Huh? Yes?”

“l have decided to accept the commission. My attorneys will arrange
the details with your business office.”

He was too surprised to answer for a couple of seconds; when he did
so the dummy had already gone dead. He waited impatiently for Grimes
to show up.

"Docl” he said, when the old man swam into view. “What got into him.
How did you do it?”

"He thought it over and reconsidered,” Grimes said succinctly. “Let’s
get going.”

Stevens dropped Dr. Augustus Grimes at the doctor’s home, then pro-
ceeded to his office. He had no more than parked his car and entered
the tunnel leading toward the zone plant when he ran into his assistant.
McLeod seemed a little out of breath. “Gee, chief,” he said, “I hoped
that was you. I've had 'em watching for you. | need to see you.”

“What's busted now?” Stevens demanded apprehensively. “One of the
cities?”

“No. What made you think so?”

“Go ahead with your story.”

“So far as | know ground power is humming sweet as can be. No trouble
with the cities. What | had on my mind is this: | fixed, my heap.”

“Huh? You mean you fixed the ship you crashed in?”

“It wasn't exactly a crash. | had plenty of power in the reserve banks; when
reception cut off, | switched to emergency and landed her.”

“But you fixed it? Was it the deKalbs? Or something else?”
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“It was the deKalbs all right. And they're fixed. But | didn't exactly
do it myself. | got it done. You see------ "

“What was the matter with them?”

“1 don't know exactly. You see | decided that there was no point in
hiring another skycar and maybe having another forced landing on the way
home. Besides, it was my own crate | was flying, and | didn't want to
dismantle her just to get. the deKalbs out and have her spread out all
over the countryside. So | hired a crawler, with the idea of taking her
back all in one piece, | struck a deal with a guy who had a twelve-ton
semitractor combination, and we------ "

"For criminy's sake, make it march! What happened?”

“I'm trying to tell you. We pushed on into Pennsylvania and we were
making pretty fair time when the crawler broke down. The right lead wheel,
ahead of the treads. Honest to goodness, Jim, those roads are something
fierce.”

“Never mind that. Why waste taxes on roads when 90 per cent of the
traffic is in the air? You messed up a wheel. So then what?”

“Just the same, those roads are a disgrace,” McLeod maintained stub-
bornly. “1 was brought up in that part of the country. When | was a kid
the road we were on was six lanes wide and smooth as a baby’s fanny.
They ought to be kept up; we might need 'em someday.” Seeing the look
in his senior's eye, he went on hastily: “The driver mugged in with his
home office, and they promised to send a repair car out from the next
town. All told, it would take three, four hours—maybe more. Well, we
were laid up in the county | grew up in. | says to myself, ‘McLeod, this
is a wonderful chance to return to the scenes of your childhood and the
room where the sun came peeping in the morn." Figuratively speaking, of
course. Matter of fact, our house didn’'t have any windows.”

“1 don't care if you were raised in a barrel!”

“Temper . . . temper------ " McLeod said imperturbably. “I'm telling you
this so you will understand what happened. But you aren’t going to like
it.”

“1 don't like it now."

“You'll like it less. | climbed down out of the cab and took a look
around, We were about five miles from my home town—too far for me to
want to walk it. But | thought | recognized a clump of trees on the brow
of a little rise maybe a quarter of a mile off the road, so | walked over
to see. | was right; just over the rise was the cabin where Gramps Schneider
used to live.”

“Gramps Snyder?”

“Not Snyder—Schneider. Old boy we kids used to be friendly with.
Ninety years older than anybody, | figured he was dead, but it wouldn't
hurt any to walk down and see. He wasn’'t. ‘Hello, Gramps,’ | said. ‘Come
in, Hugh Donald,’ he said. ‘Wipe the feet on the mat.’

“l came in and sat down. He was fussing with something simmering
in a stewpan on his base-burner. | asked him what it was. ‘For morning
aches,’ he said. Gramps isn’'t exactly a hex doctor.”
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“Huh?”

“l mean he doesn't make a living by it. He raises a few chickens and
garden truck, and some of the Plain People— House Amish, mostly—give
him pies and things. But he knows a lot about herbs and such.

“Presently he stopped and cut me a slice of shoo-fly pie. | told him
danke. He said, ‘You've been up-growing, Hugh Donald,” and asked me
how | was doing in school. | told him | was doing pretty well. He looked
at me again and said, ‘But you have trouble fretting you.” It wasn't a
question; it was a statement. While | finished the pie | found myself
trying to tell him what kind of troubles | had.

"It wasn't easy. | don't suppose Gramps has ever been off the ground
in his life. And modem radiation theory isn't something you can explain
in words of one syllable, 1 was getting more and more tangled up when
he stood up, put on his hat and said, ‘We will see this car you speak about.’

“We walked over to the highway. The repair gang had arrived, but the
crawler wasn't ready yet. | helped Gramps up onto the platform and we
got into my bus. | showed him the deKalbs and tried to explain what they
did— or rather what they were supposed to do. Mind you, | was just killing
time.

“He pointed to the sheaf of antennae and asked, ‘These fingers—they
reach out for the power?' It was as good an explanation as any, so | let it
ride. He said, ‘I understand,” and pulled a piece of chalk out of his trousers,
and began drawing lines on each antenna, from front to back. | walked
up front to see how the repair crew were doing. After a bit Gramps joined
me. ‘Hugh Donald,” he says, ‘the fingers—now they will make.’

“1 didn't want to hurt his feelings, so | thanked him plenty. The crawler
was ready to go; we said good-by, and he walked back toward his shack.
| went back to my car, and took a look in, just in case. | didn't think he
could hurt anything, but | wanted to be sure. Just for the ducks of it |
tried out the receptors. They worked!”

"W hat!” put in Stevens. “You don’t mean to stand there and tell me an
old witch doctor fixed your deKalbs?”

“Not witch doctor—hex doctor. But you get the idea.”

Stevens shook his head. “It’s simply a coincidence. Sometimes they come
back into order as spontaneously as they go out.”

“That's what you think. Not this one. I've just been preparing you for
the shock you're going to get. Come take a look."

“What do you mean? Where?”

“In the inner hangar.” While they walked to where McLeod had left
his broomstick, he continued, “I wrote out a credit for the crawler pilot
and flew back. | haven't spoken to anyone else about it. 1've been biting my
nails down to my elbows waiting for you to show up.”

The skycar seemed quite ordinary’. Stevens examined the deKalbs and
saw some faint chalk marks on their metal sides—nothing else unusual.
‘Watch while I cut in reception,” McLeod told him.

Stevens waited, heard the faint hum as the circuits became activized,
and looked.
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The antennae of the deKalbs, each a rigid pencil of metal, were bending,
flexing, writhing like a cluster of worms. They were reaching, out, like fingers.

Stevens remained squatting down by the deKalbs, watching their outra-
geous motion, McLeod left the control saddle, came back, and joined him.
“Well, chief,” he demanded, “tell me about it. Wliaduh yuh make of it?”

“Got a cigarette?”

“What are those things sticking out of your pocket?”

“Ohl Yeah—sure.” Stevens took one out, lighted it, and burned it half-
way down, unevenly, with two long drags.

“Go on,” McLeod urged. “Give us a tell. What makes it do that?”

"Well,” Stevens said slowly, “I can think of three things to do next------ "

“Yeah?”

“The first is to fire Dr. Rambeau and give his job to Gramps Schneider."

“That's a good idea in any case.”

“The second is to just wait here quietly until the boys with the strait-
jackets show up to take us home.”

“And what's the third?”

“The third,” Stevens said savagely, “is to take this damned heap out and
sink it in the deepest part of the Atlantic Ocean and pretend like it never
happened!"

A mechanic stuck his head in the door of the car. “Oh, Dr. Stevens------ "

“Get out of herel”

The head hastily withdrew; the voice picked up in aggrieved tones. “Mes-
sage from the head office.”

Stevens got up, went to the operator’s saddle, cleared the board, then
assured himself that the antennae had ceased their disturbing movements.
They had; in fact, they appeared so beautifully straight and rigid that he
was again tempted to doubt the correctness of his own senses. He climbed
out to the floor of the hangar, McLeod behind him. “Sorry to have blasted
at you, Whitey,” he said to the workman in placating tones. “What is the
message?"

“Mr. Gleason would like for you to come into his office as soon as you
can.”

“1 will at once. And, Whitey, I've a job for you.”

“Yeah?”

“This heap here—seal up its doors and don’t let anybody monkey with
it. Then have it dragged, dragged, mind you; don’t try to start it—have
it dragged over into the main lab.”

“0.K.”

Stevens started away; McLeod stopped him. “What do | go home in?”

“Oh vyes, it's your personal property, isn't it? Tell you what, Mac—the
company needs it. Make out a purchase order and I'll sign it.”

“Weeeell, now—1 don't rightly know as | want to sell it. It might be
the only job in the country working properly before long.”

“Don’t be silly. If the others play out, it won't do you any good to have
the only one in working order. Power will be shut down.”

“1 suppose there’s that,” McLeod conceded. “Still,” he said, brightening
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visibly, “a crate like that, with its special talents, ought to be worth a good
deal more than list. You couldn’t just go out and buy one.”

“Mac,” said Stevens, “you've got avarice in your heart and thievery in
your finger tips. How much do you want for it?”

“Suppose we say twice the list price, new. That'’s letting you off easy.”

“1 happen to know you bought that job at a discount. But go ahead.
Either the company can stand it, or it won't make much difference in
the bankruptcy.”

Gleason looked up as Stevens came in. “Oh, there you are, Jim. You
seemed to have pulled a miracle with our friend Waldo the Great. Nice
work.”

“How much did he stick us for?”

“Just his usual contract. Of course his usual contract is a bit like robbery
with violence. But it will be worth it if he is successful. And it's on a
straight contingent basis. He must feel pretty sure of himself. They say
he’s never lost a contingent fee in his life. Tell me—what is he like? Did
you really get into his house?”

“1 did. And I'll tell you about it—sometime. Right now another matter
has come up which has me talking to myself. You ought to hear about it
at once.”

“S0? Go ahead.”

Stevens opened his mouth, closed it again, and realized that it had to be
seen to be believed. “Say, could you come with me to the main lab? I've
got something to show you.”

“Certainly.”

Gleason was not as perturbed by the squirming metal rods as Stevens
had been. He was surprised, but not upset. The truth of the matter is that
he lacked the necessary technical background to receive the full emotional
impact of the inescapable implications of the phenomenon. “That's pretty
unusual, isn't it?” he said quietly.

“Unusuall Look, chief, if the sun rose in tire west, what would you
think?”

“1 think I would call the observatory and ask them why.”

“Well, all | can say is that | would a whole lot rather that the sun rose
in the west than to have this happen.”

“1 admit it is pretty disconcerting,” Gleason agreed. "I can't say that
I've ever seen anything like it. What is Dr. Rambeau’s opinion?”

“He hasn't seen it.”

"Then perhaps we had better send for him. He may not have gone
home for the night as yet.”

“Why not show it to Waldo instead?”

“We will. But Dr. Rambeau is entitled to see it first. After all, it's his
bailiwick, and I'm afraid the poor fellow’s nose is pretty well out of
joint as it is. | don’t want to go over his head.”

Stevens felt a sudden flood of intuition. “Just a second, chief. You're
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right, but if it’s all the same to you | would rather that you showed it
to him than for me to do it.”

“Why so, Jimmie? You can explain it to him.”

“l can't explain a damn thing to him | haven't already told you. And
for the next few hours I'm going to be very, very busy indeed.”

Gleason looked him over, shrugged his shoulders, and said mildly, "Very
well, Jim, if you prefer it that way.”

Waldo was quite busy, and therefore happy. He would never have ad-
mitted—he did not admit even to himself, that there were certain draw-
backs to his self-imposed withdrawal from the world and that chief among
these was boredom. He had never had much opportunity to enjoy the time-
consuming delights of social intercourse; he honestly believed that the
smooth apes had nothing to offer him in the way of companionship. Never-
theless, the pleasure of the solitary intellectual life can pall.

He repeatedly urged Uncle Gus to make his permanent home in Free-
hold, but he told himself that it was a desire to take care of the old man
which motivated him. True—he enjoyed arguing with Grimes, but he was
not aware how much those arguments meant to him. The truth of the
matter was that Grimes was the only one of the human race who treated
him entirely as another human and an equal—-and Waldo wallowed in it,
completely unconscious that the pleasure he felt in the old man’s company
was the commonest and most precious of all human pleasures.

But at present he was happy in the only way he knew how to be happy—
working.

There were two problems: that of Stevens and that of Grimes. Required:
a single solution which would satisfy each of them. There were three stages
to each problem; first, to satisfy himself that the problems really did exist,
that the situations were in fact as they had been reported to him verbally;
second, to undertake such research as the preliminary data suggested; and
third, when he felt that his data was complete, to invent a solution.

“Invent,” not “find.” Dr. Rambeau might have said “find,” or “search
for.” To Rambeau the universe was an inexorably ordered cosmos, ruled
by unvarying law. To Waldo the universe was the enemy, which he strove
to force to submit to his will. They might have been speaking of the same
thing, but their approaches were different.

There was much to be done. Stevens had supplied him with a mass
of data, both on the theoretical nature of the radiated power system and
the deKalb receptors which were the keystone of the system, and also on
the various cases of erratic performance of which they had lately been guilty.
Waldo had not given serious attention to power radiation up to this time,
simply because he had not needed to. He found it interesting but com-
paratively simple. Several improvements suggested themselves to his mind.
That standing wave, for example, which was the main factor in tire co-
axial beam—the efficiency of reception could be increased considerably by
sending a message back over it which would automatically correct the aiming
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of the beam. Power delivery to moving vehicles could be made nearly as
efficient as the power reception to stationary receivers.

Not that such an idea was important at present. Later, when he had
solved the problem at hand, he intended to make NAPA pay through the
nose for the idea; or perhaps it would be more amusing to compete with
them. He wondered when their basic patents ran out—must look it up.

Despite inefficiencies the deKalb receptors should work every time, all
the time, without failure. He went happily about finding out why they did
not.

He had suspected some obvious—obvious to him— defect in manufacture.
But the inoperative deKalbs which Stevens had delivered to him refused
to give up their secret. He X-rayed them, measured them with micrometer
and interferometer, subjected them to all the usual tests and some that
were quite unusual and peculiarly Waldo-ish. They would not perform.

He built a deKalb in his shop, using one of the inoperative ones as a
model and using the reworked metal of another of the same design, also
inoperative, as the raw material. He used his finest scanners to see with and
his smallest waldoes—tiny pixy hands, an inch across—for manipulation
in the final stages. He created a deKalb which was as nearly identical
with its model as technology and incredible skill could produce.

It worked beautifully.

Its elder twin still refused to work. He was not discouraged by this.
On the contrary, he was elated. He had proved, proved with certainty,
that the failure of the deKalbs was not a failure of workmanship, but a
basic failure in theory. The problem was real.

Stevens had reported to him the scandalous performance of the deKalbs
in McLeod’s skycar, but he had not yet given his attention to the matter.
Presently, in proper order, when he got around to it, he would look into
the matter. In the meantime he tabled the matter. The smooth apes were
an hysterical lot; there was probably nothing to the story. Writhing like
Medusa’s locks, indeed|

He gave fully half his time to Grimes’s problem.

He was forced to admit that the biological sciences—if you could call
them science!—were more fascinating than he had thought. He had shunned
them, more or less; the failure of expensive "experts” to do anything
for his condition when he was a child had made him contemptuous of
such studies. Old wives' nostrums dressed up in fancy terminology! Grimes
he liked and even respected, but Grimes was a special case.

Grimes's data had convinced Waldo that the old man had a case. Why,
this was serious! The figures were incomplete, but nevertheless convincing.
The curve of the third decrement, extrapolated not too unreasonably, indi-
cated that in twenty years there would not be a man left with strength
enough to work in heavy industries. Button pushing would be all they
would be good for.

It did not occur to him that all he was good for was button pushing; he
regarded weakness in the smooth apes as an old-style farmer might regard
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weakness in a draft animal. The fanner did not expect to pull the plow—
that was the horse’s job.

Grimes's medical colleagues must be utter fools.

Nevertheless, he sent for the best physiologists, neurologists, brain sur-
geons, and anatomists he could locate, ordering them as one might order
goods from a catalogue. He must understand this matter.

He was considerably annoyed when he found that he could not make
arrangements, by any means, to perform vivisection on human beings. He
was convinced by this time that the damage done by ultra short-wave ra-
diation was damage to the neurological system, and that the whole matter
should be treated from the standpoint of electromagnetic theory. He wanted
to perform certain delicate manipulations in which human beings would
be hooked up directly to apparatus of his own design to find out in what
manner nerve impulses differed from electrical current. He felt that if
he could disconnect portions of a man’s nervous circuit, replace it in part
with electrical hookups, and examine the whole matter in situ, he might
make illuminating discoveries. True, the man might not be much use to
himself afterward.

But the authorities were stuffy about it; he was forced to content himself
with cadavers and with animals.

Nevertheless, he made progress. Extreme short-wave radiation had a def-
inite effect on the nervous system—a double effect: it produced "ghost"
pulsations in the neurons, insufficient to accomplish muscular motor re-
sponse, but, he suspected, strong enough to keep the body in a continual
state of inhibited nervous excitation; and, secondly, a living specimen which
had been subjected to this process for any length of time showed a definite,
small but measurable, lowering in the efficiency of its neural impulses.
If it had been an electrical circuit, he would have described the second
effect as a decrease in insulating efficiency.

The sum of these two effects on the subject individual was a condition
of mild tiredness, somewhat similar to the malaise of the early stages of
pulmonary tuberculosis. The victim did not feel sick; he simply lacked pep.
Strenuous bodily activity was not impossible; it was simply distasteful; it
required too much effort, too much will power.

But an orthodox pathologist would have been forced to report that the
victim was in perfect health—a little run-down, perhaps, but nothing wrong
with him. Too sedentary a life, probably. What he needed was fresh air,
sunshine, and healthy exercise.

Doc Grimes alone had guessed that the present, general, marked preference
for a sedentary life was the effect and not the cause of the prevailing lack
of vigor. The change had been slow, at least as slow as the increase in
radiation in the air. The individuals concerned had noticed it, if at all,
simply as an indication that they were growing a little bit older, “slowing
down, not so young as | used to be.” And they were content to slow down;
it was more comfortable than exertion.

Grimes had first begun to be concerned about it when he began to notice
that all of his younger patients were “the bookish type.” It was all very
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well for a kid to like to read books, he felt, but a normal boy ought to be
out doing a little hell raising too. What had become of the sand-lot foot-
ball games, the games of scrub, the clothes-tearing activity that had char-
acterized his own boyhood?

Damn it, a kid ought not to spend all his time poring over a stamp
collection.

Waldo was beginning to find the answer.

The nerve network of the body was not dissimilar to antennae. Like
antennae, it could and did pick up electromagnetic waves. But the pickup
was evidenced not as induced electrical current, but as nerve pulsation—
impulses which were maddeningly similar to, but distinctly different from,
electrical current. Electromotive force could be used in place of nerve im-
pulses to activate muscle tissue, but e.m.f. was not nerve impulse. For
one thing they traveled at vastly different rates of speed. Electrical current
travels at a speed approaching that of light; neural impulse is measured in
feet per second.

Waldo felt that somewhere in this matter of speed lay the key to the
problem.

He was not permitted to ignore the matter of McLeod’s fantastic sky-
car as long as he had intended to. Dr. Rambeau called him up. Waldo
accepted the call, since it was routed from the laboratories of NAPA. “Who
are you and what do you want?” he demanded of the image.

Rambeau looked around cautiously. “Ssshl Not so loud,” he whispered.
“They might be listening.”

“Who might be? And who are you?”

“‘They’ are the ones who are doing it. Lock your doors at night. |
Dr. Rambeau.”

“Dr. Rambeau? Oh yes. Well, Doctor, what is the meaning of this in-
trusion?”

The doctor leaned forward until he appeared about to fall out of the
stereo picture. “I've learned how to do it,” he said tensely.

“How to do what?”

“Make the deKalbs work. The dear, dear deKalbs.” He suddenly thrust
his hands at Waldo, while clutching frantically with his fingers. “They go
like this: Wiggle, wiggle, wigglel"

Waldo felt a normal impulse to cut the man off, but it was overruled by
a fascination as to what he would say next. Rambeau continued. “Do you
know why? Do you? Riddle me that.”

"Why?”

Rambeau placed a finger beside his nose and smiled roguishly. “Wouldn’t
you like to know? Wouldn't you give a pretty to know? But I'll tell youl"

“Tell me, then.”

Rambeau suddenly looked terrified. “Perhaps | shouldn’t. Perhaps they
are listening. But | will, I will! Listen carefully: Nothing is certain.”

“Is that all?” inquired Waldo, now definitely amused by the man’s antics.

“‘Is that all?” Isn’t that enough? Hens will crow and cocks will lay.
You are here and | am there. Or maybe not Nothing is certain. Nothing,

m
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nothing, NOTHING is certainl Around and around the little ball goes,
and where it stops nobody knows. Only I've learned how to do it.”

“How to do what?”

“How to make the little ball stop where | want it to. Look.” He whipped
out a penknife. “When you cut yourself, you bleed, don’t you? Or do you?'
He sliced at the forefinger of his left hand. “See?” He held the finger close
to the pickup; the cut, though deep, was barely discernible and it was
bleeding not at all.

Capital! thought Waldo. Hysteric vascular control—a perfect clinical case.
“Anybody can do that,” he said aloud. “Show me a hard one.”

“Anybody? Certainly anybody can—if they know how. Try this one.” He
jabbed the point of the penknife straight into the palm of his left hand, so
that it stuck out the back of his hand. He wiggled the blade in the wound,
withdrew it, and displayed the palm. No blood, and the incision was closing
rapidly. “Do you know why? The knife is only probably there, and I've
found the improbability!”

Amusing as it had been, Waldo was beginning to be bored by it. “Is
that all?”

“There is no end to it,” pronounced Rambeau, “for nothing is certain
any more. Watch this.” He held the knife flat on his palm, then turned
his hand over.

The knife did not fall, but remained in contact with the underside of
his hand.

Waldo was suddenly attentive. It might be a trick; it probably was a
trick—but it impressed him more, much more, than Rambeau’s failure
to bleed when cut. One was common to certain types of psychosis; the
other should not have happened. He cut in another viewphone circuit.
“Get me Chief Engineer Stevens at North American Power-Air,” he said
sharply. “At once!”

Rambeau paid no attention, but continued to speak of the penknife.
“1t does not know which way is down,” he crooned, “for nothing is certain
any more. Maybe it will fall—maybe not. | think it will. There—it has.
Would you like to see me walk on the ceiling?”

“You called me, Mr. Jones?” It was Stevens,

Waldo cut his audio circuit to Rambeau. “Yes. That jumping jack, Ram-
beau. Catch him and bring him to me at once. | want to see him.”

“But Mr. Jo--—-—-—-- 7

“Move!” He cut Stevens off, and renewed the audio to Rambeau.

“—uncertainty. Chaos is King, and Magic is loose in the world!” Ram-
beau looked vaguely at Waldo, brightened, and added, “Good day, Mr.
Jones. Thank you for calling.”

The screen went dead.

Waldo waited impatiently. The whole thing had been a hoax, he told
himself. Rambeau had played a gigantic practical joke. Waldo disliked prac-
tical jokes. He put in another call for Stevens and left it in.

When Stevens did call back his hair was mussed and his face was red.
“We had a bad time of it,” he said.
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“Did you get him?”

"Rambeau? Yes, finally.”

“Then bring him up.”

“To Freehold? But that's impossible. You don’t understand. He's blown
his top; he’s crazy. They've taken him away to a hospital.”

“You assume too much,” Waldo said icily. "1 know he’s crazy, but |
meant what | said. Arrange it. Provide nurses. Sign affidavits. Use bribery.
Bring him to me at once. It is necessary.”

“You really mean that?”

“I'm not in the habit of jesting.”

"Something to do with your investigations? He’s in no shape to be useful
to you, | can tell you that.”

“That,” pronounced Waldo, “is for me to decide.”

“Well,” said Stevens doubtfully, “I'll try.”

“See that you succeed.”

Stevens called back thirty minutes later. “1 can’'t bring Rambeau.”

“You clumsy incompetent.”

Stevens turned red, but held his temper. “Never mind the personalities.
He's gone. He never got to the hospital.”

“What?”

“That's the crazy part about it. They took him away in a confining
stretcher, laced up like a corset. | saw them fasten him in myself. But when
they got there he was gone. And the attendants claim the straps weren’t even
unbuckled."

Waldo started to say, “Preposterous,” thought better of it. Stevens went
on.

"But that's not the half of it. I'd sure like to talk to him myself. I've
been looking around his lab. You know that set of deKalbs that went nuts—
the ones that were hexed?”

“1 know to what you refer.”

“Rambeau’s got a second set to doing the same thing!”

Waldo remained silent for several seconds, then said quietly, "Dr. Ste-
vens—

“Yes.”

“1 want to thank you for your efforts. And will you please have both sets
of receptors, the two sets that are misbehaving, sent to Freehold at once?”

There was no doubt about it. Once he had seen them with his own eyes,
watched the inexplicable squirming of the antennae, applied such tests as
suggested themselves to his mind, Waldo was forced to conclude that he was
faced with new phenomena, phenomena for which he did not know the rules.

If there were rules. . . .

For he was honest with himself. If he saw what he thought he saw, then
rules were being broken by the new phenomena, rules which he had con-
sidered valid, rules to which he had never previously encountered exceptions.
He admitted to himself that the original failures of the deKalbs should have
been considered just as overwhelmingly upsetting to physical law as the
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unique behavior of these two; the difference lay in that one alien phe-
nomenon was spectacular, the other was not.

Quite evidently Dr. Rambeau had found it so; he had been informed that
the doctor had been increasingly neurotic from the first instance of erratic
performance of the deKalb receptors.

He regretted the loss of Dr, Rambeau. Waldo was more impressed by
Rambeau crazy than he had ever been by Rambeau sane. Apparently the
man had had some modicum of ability after all; he had found out something
—more, Waldo admitted, than he himself had been able to find out so far,
even though it had driven Rambeau insane.

Waldo had no fear that Rambeau’s experience, whatever it had been,
could unhinge his own reason. His own self-confidence was, perhaps, fully
justified. His own mild paranoid tendency was just sufficient to give him
defenses against an unfriendly world. For him it was healthy, a necessary
adjustment to an otherwise intolerable situation, no more pathological than
a callus, or an acquired immunity.

Otherwise he was probably more able to face disturbing facts with
equanimity than 99 per cent of his contemporaries. He had been born to
disaster; he had met it and had overcome it, time and again. The very house
which surrounded him was testimony to the calm and fearless fashion in
which he had defeated a world to which he was not adapted.

He exhausted, temporarily, the obvious lines of direct research concerning
the strangely twisting metal rods. Rambeau was not available for questioning.
Very well, there remained one other man who knew more about it than
Waldo did. He would seek him out. He called Stevens again.

“Has there been any word of Dr. Rambeau?”

“No word, and no sign. I'm beginning to think the poor old fellow is dead.”

“Perhaps. That witch doctor friend of your assistant—was Schneider his
name?”

“Gramps Schneider.”

“Yes indeed. Will you please arrange for him to speak with me?”

“By phone, or do you want to see him in person?”

“1 would prefer for him to come here, but | understand that he is old
and feeble; it may not be feasible for him to leave the ground. If he is
knotted up with spacesickness, he will be no use to me.”

“I'll see what can be done.”

“Very good. Please expedite the matter. And, Dr. Stevens—"

“Well?”

“If it should prove necessary to use the phone, arrange to have a portable
full stereo taken to his home. | want the circumstances to be as favorable as
possible.”

“0.K.”

“Imagine that,” Stevens added to McLeod when the circuit had been
broken. “The Great-1-Am’s showing consideration for somebody else’s con-
venience.”

“The fat boy must be sick,” McLeod decided.
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“Seems likely. This chore is more yours than mine, Mac. Come along
with me; well take a run over into Pennsylvania.”

“How about the plant?”

“Tell Carruthers he’s ‘It." If anything blows, we couldn’t help it anyway.”

Stevens mugged back later in the day. “Mr. Jones—"

"Yes, Doctor?”

“What you suggest can't be arranged.”

“You mean that Schneider can’'t come to Freehold?”

“1 mean that and | mean that you can’t talk with him on the viewphone.”

“1 presume that you mean he is dead.”

“No, | do not. | mean that he will not talk over the viewphone under any
circumstances whatsoever, to you or to anyone. He says that he is sorry not to
accommodate you, but that he is opposed to everything of that nature-
cameras, cinecams, television, and so forth. He considers them dangerous. |
am afraid he is set in his superstition.”

“As an ambassador, Dr. Stevens, you leave much to be desired.”

Stevens counted up to ten, then said, “I assure you that | have done
everything in my power to comply with your wishes. If you are dissatisfied
with the quality of my co-operation, | suggest that you speak to Mr. Gleason.”
He cleared the circuit.

“How would you like to kick him in the teeth?” McLeod said dreamily.

“Mac, you're a mind reader.”

Waldo tried again through his own agents, received the same answer. The
situation was, to him, almost intolerable-, it had been years since he had
encountered a man whom he could not buy, bully, nor—in extremity—
persuade. Buying had failed; he had realized instinctively that Schneider
would be unlikely to be motivated by greed. And how can one bully, or
wheedle, a man who cannot be seen to be talked with?

It was a dead end— no way out. Forget it.

Except, of course, for a means best classed as a Fate-Worse-Than-Death.

No. No, not that. Don’t think about it. Better to drop the whole matter,
admit that it had him licked, and tell Gleason so. It had been seventeen
years since he had been at Earth surface; nothing could induce him to
subject his body to the intolerable demands of that terrible field. Nothing!

It might even kill him. He might choke to death, suffocate. No.

He sailed gracefully across his shop, an overpadded Cupid. Give up this
freedom, even for a time, for that torturous bondage? Ridiculous! It was not
worth it.

Better to ask an acrophobe to climb Half Dome, or demand that a
claustrophobe interview a man in the world’s deepest mine.

“Uncle Gus?”

“Oh, hello, Waldo, Glad you called.”

"Would it be safe for me to come down to Earth?”

“Eh? How’s that? Speak up, man. I didn’t understand you.”
“1 said would it hurt me to make a trip down to Earth.”
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“This hookup,” said Grimes, “is terrible. It sounded just like you were
saying you wanted to come down to Earth.”

“That's what | did say.”

“What's the matter, Waldo? Do you feel all right?”

“| feel fine, but | have to see a man at Earth surface. There isn’t any other
way for me to talk to him, and I've got to talk to him. Would the trip do me
any harm?”

“QOught not to, if you're careful. After all, you were bom there. Be careful
of yourself, though. You've laid a lot of fat around your heart.”

“Oh dear. Do you think it's dangerous?”

“No. You're sound enough. Just don’'t overstrain yourself. And be careful
to keep your temper.”

“1 will. 1 most certainly will. Uncle Gus?”

“Yes?”

“Will you come along with me and help me see it through?”

“Oh, | don't think that's necessary.”

“Please, Uncle Gus. | don't trust anybody else.”

“Time you grew up, Waldo. However, | will, this once.”

“Now remember,” Waldo told the pilot, “the absolute acceleration must
never exceed one and one tenth gs, even in landing. I'll be watching the
accelograph the whole time.”

“1've been driving ambulances,” said the pilot, “for twelve years, and I've
never given a patient a rough ride yet.”

“That's no answer. Understand me? One and one tenth; and it should not
even approach that figure until we are under the stratosphere. Quiet, Baldurl
Quit snuffling.”

“1 get you.”

“Be sure that you do. Your bonuses depend on it.”

“Maybe you'd like to herd it yourself.”

“1 don’t like your attitude, my man. If | should die in the tank, you would
never get another job.”

The pilot muttered something.

“What was that?” Waldo demanded sharply.

“Well, | said it might be worth it.”

Waldo started to turn red, opened his mouth.

Grimes cut in "Easy, Waldol Remember your heart.”

“Yes, Uncle Gus.”

Grimes snaked his way forward, indicated to the pilot that he wanted him
to join him there.

“Don’'t pay any attention to anything he says,” he advised the man
quietly, “except what he said about acceleration. He really can’t stand much
acceleration. He might die in the tank.”

“| still don’t think it would be any loss. But I'll be careful.”

“Good.”

“1I'm ready to enter the tank,” Waldo called out. “Will you help me with
the straps, Uncle Gus?”
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The tank was not a standard deceleration type, but a modification built
for this one trip. The tank was roughly the shape of an oversized coffin and
was swung in gimbals to keep it always normal to the axis of absolute
acceleration. Waldo floated in water—the specific gravity of his fat hulk
was low—from which he was separated by the usual flexible, gasketed
tarpaulin. Supporting his head and shoulders was a pad shaped to his contour.
A mechanical artificial resuscitator was built into the tank, the back pads
being under water, the breast pads out of the water but retracted out of the
way.

Grimes stood by with neoadrenalin; a saddle had been provided for him
on the left side of the tank. Baldur was strapped to a shelf on the right side
of the tank; he acted as a counterweight to Grimes.

Grimes assured himself that all was in readiness, then called out to the
pilot, “Start when you're ready.”

“0.K.” He sealed the access port; the entry tube folded itself back against
the threshold flat of Freehold, freeing the ship. Gently they got under way.

Waldo closed his eyes; a look of seraphic suffering came over his face.

“Uncle Gus, suppose the deKalbs fail?”

“No matter. Ambulances store six times the normal reserve.”

“You’'re sure?”

When Baldur began to feel weight, he started to whimper. Grimes spoke
to him; he quieted down. But presently—days later, it seemed to Waldo—
as the ship sank farther down into the Earth’s gravitational field, the absolute
acceleration necessarily increased, although the speed of the ship had not
changed materially. The dog felt the weary heaviness creeping over his body.
He did not understand it and he liked it even less; it terrified him. He began
to howl.

Waldo opened his eyes. “ Merciful heavens!” he moaned. “Can't you do
something about that? He must be dying.”

“I'll see.” Grimes undid his safety belt and swung himself across the tank.
The shift in weight changed the balance of the load in the gimbals; Waldo
was rocked against the side of the tank.

"Oh!” he panted. “Be careful.”

“Take it easy.” Grimes caressed the dog’'s head and spoke to him. When
he had calmed down, Grimes grabbed a handful of hide between the dog’s
shoulders, measured his spot, and jabbed in a hypo. He rubbed the area.
“There, old fellow! That will make you feel better.”

Getting back caused Waldo to be rocked again, but he bore it in martyred
silence.

The ambulance made just one jerky maneuver after it entered the atmos-
phere. Both Waldo and the dog yelped. “Private ship,” the pilot yelled back.
"Didn’t heed my right-of-way lights.” He muttered something about women
drivers.

“It wasn't his fault,” Grimes told Waldo. “1 saw it.”

The pilot set them down with exquisite gentleness in a clearing which
had been prepared between the highway and Schneider’s house. A party of
men was waiting for them there; under Grimes’s supervision they unslung
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the tank and carried Waldo out into the open air. The evolution was per-
formed slowly and carefully, but necessarily involved some degree of bump-
ing and uneven movement. Waldo stood it with silent fortitude, but tears
leaked out from under his lowered lids.

Once outside he opened his eyes and asked, “Where is Baldur?”

“1 unstrapped him,” Grimes informed him, “but he did not follow us
out."

Waldo called out huskily, “Here, Baldurl Come to me, boy.”

Inside the car the dog heard his boss’s voice, raised his head, and gave a
low bark. He still felt that terrifying sickness, but he inched forward on his
belly, attempting to comply. Grimes reached the door in time to see what
happened.

The dog reached the edge of his shelf and made a grotesque attempt to
launch himself in the direction from which he had heard Waldo's voice. He
tried the only method of propulsion he knew; no doubt he expected to sail
through the door and arrest his flight against the tank on the ground. Instead
he fell several feet to the inner floor plates, giving one agonized yelp as he
did so, and breaking his fall most clumsily with stifiened forelegs.

He lay sprawled where he had landed, making no noise, but not attempting
to move. He was trembling violently.

Grimes came up to him and examined him superficially, enough to assure
him that the beast was not really hurt, then returned to the outside. “Baldur’s
had a little accident,” he told Waldo; “he’s not hurt, but the poor devil
doesn’'t know how to walk. You had best leave him in the ship.”

Waldo shook his head slightly. “1 want him with me. Arrange a litter.”

Grimes got a couple of the men to help him, obtained a stretcher from
the pilot of the ambulance, and undertook to move the dog. One of the
men said, “1 don’t know as | care for this job. That dog looks vicious. Look’t
those eyes.”

"He’s not,” Grimes assured him. “He’s just scared out of his wits. Here,
I'll take his head.”

“What's the matter with him? Same thing as the fat guy?”

“No, he’s perfectly well and strong; he's just never learned to walk. This
is his first trip to Earth.”

“Well, I'll be a cross-eyed owll”

“1 knew a case like it,” volunteered the other. “Dog raised in Lunopolis
—first week he was on Earth he wouldn't move— just squatted down, and
howled, and made messes on the floor.”

“So has this one,” the first said darkly.

They placed Baldur alongside Waldo's tub. With great effort Waldo raised
himself on one elbow, reached out a hand, and placed it on the creature’s
head. The dog licked it; his trembling almost ceased. “Therel Therel”
Waldo whispered. “It's pretty bad, isn't it? Easy, old friend, take it easy,”

Baldur thumped his tail.

It took four men to carry Waldo and two more to handle Baldur. Gramps
Schneider was waiting for them at the door of his house. He said nothing as
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they approached, but indicated that they were to carry Waldo inside. The
men with the dog hesitated. “Him, too,” he said.

When the others had withdrawn—even Grimes returned to the neigh-
borhood of the ship— Schneider spoke again. “Welcome, Mr. Waldo Jones.”

“l thank you for your welcome, Grandfather Schneider.”

The old man nodded graciously without speaking. He went to the side of
Baldur’s litter. Waldo felt impelled to warn him that the beast was dangerous
with strangers, but some odd restraint— perhaps the effect of that enervating
gravitational field—kept him from speaking in time. Then he saw that he
need not bother.

Baldur had ceased his low whimpering, had raised his head, and was
licking Gramps Schneider’s chin. His tail thumped cheerfully. Waldo felt a
sudden tug of jealousy; the dog had never been knowm to accept a stranger
without Waldo’s specific injunction. This was disloyalty—treasonl But he
suppressed the twinge and coolly assessed the incident as a tactical advantage
to him.

Schneider pushed the dog's face out of the way and went over him
thoroughly, prodding, thumping, extending his limbs, He grasped Baldur's
muzzle, pushed back his lips, and eyed his gums. He peeled back the dog’'s
eyelids. He then dropped the matter and came to Waldo’s side. “The dog
is not sick,” he said; "his mind confuses. What made it?”

Waldo told him about Baldur’s unusual background, Schneider nodded
acceptance of the matter—Waldo could not tell whether he had understood
or not—and turned his attention to Waldo. “It is not good for a sprottly lad
to lie abed. The weakness—how long has it had you?”

“All my life, Grandfather,”

“That is not good.” Schneider went over him as he had gone over Baldur.
Waldo, whose feeling for personal privacy was much more intense than that
of the ordinarily sensitive man, endured it for pragmatic reasons. It was
going to be necessary, he felt, to wheedle and cajole this strange old creature,
it would not do to antagonize him.

To divert his own attention from the indignity he chose to submit to, and
to gain further knowledge of the old quack, Waldo let his eyes rove the
room. The room where they were seemed to be a combination kitchen-living
room. It was quite crowded, rather narrow, but fairly long. A fireplace
dominated the kitchen end, but it had been bricked up, and a hole for the
flue pipe of the base-burner had been let into the chimney. The fireplace was
lopsided, as an oven had been included in its left side. The corresponding
space at the right was occupied by a short counter which supported a tiny
sink. The sink was supplied with water by a small hand pump which grew
out of the counter.

Schneider, Waldo decided, was either older than he looked, which seemed
incredible, or he had acquired his house from someone now long dead.

The living room end was littered and crowded in the fashion which is
simply unavoidable in constricted quarters. Books filled several cases, were
piled on the floor, hung precariously on chairs. An ancient wooden desk,
crowded with papers and supporting a long-obsolete mechanical typewriter,
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filled one comer. Over it, suspended from the wall, was an ornate clock,
carved somewhat like a house. Above its face were two little doors; while
Waldo looked at it, a tiny wooden bird painted bright red popped out of
the left-hand door, whistled “Th-wu th-wool” four times, and popped
frantically back into its hole. Immediately thereafter a little gray bird came
out of the right-hand door, said “Cuckoo” three times in a leisurely manner,
and returned to its hole. Waldo decided that he would like to own such a
clock; of course its pendulum-and-weight movement would not function in
Freehold, but he could easily devise a one-g centrifuge frame to inclose it,
wherein it would have a pseudo Earth-surface environment.

It did not occur to him to fake a pendulum movement by means of a
concealed power source; he liked things to work properly.

To the left of the clock was an old-fashioned static calendar of paper.
The date was obscured, but the letters above the calendar proper were large
and legible: New York World’s Fair— Souvenir of the World of Tomorrow.
Waldo’s eyes widened a little and went back to something he had noticed
before, sticking into a pincushion on the edge of the desk. It was a round
plastic button mounted on a pin whereby it could be affixed to the clothing.
It was not far from Waldo’s eyes; he could read the lettering on it:

FREE SILVER
SIXTEEN TO ONE

Schneider must be— old!

There was a narrow archway, which led into another room. Waldo could
not see into it very well; the arch was draped with a fringe curtain of long
strings of large ornamental beads.

The room was rich with odors, many of them old and musty, but not dirty,

Schneider straightened up and looked down at Waldo. “There is nought
wrong with your body. Up get yourself and walk.”

Waldo shook his head feebly. “1 am sorry, Grandfather, | cannot.”

"You must reach for the power and make it serve you. Try.”

“1 am sorry. | do not know how.”

“That is the only trouble. All matters are doubtful, unless one knows.
You send your force into the Other World. You must reach into the Other
World and claim it.”

"Where is this ‘Other World,” Grandfather?”

Schneider seemed a little in doubt as to how to answer this. “The Other
World,” he said presently, “is the world you do not see. It is here and it is
there and it is everywhere. But it is especially here.” He touched his forehead.
“The mind sits in it and sends its messages through it to the body. Wait.”
He shuffled away to a little cupboard, from which he removed a small jar.
It contained a salve, or unguent, which he rubbed on his hands.

He returned to Waldo and knelt down beside him. Grasping one of
Waldo’s hands in both of his, he began to knead it very gently. “Let the
mind be quiet,” he directed. “Feel for the power. The Other World is close
and full of power. Feel it.”
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The massage was very pleasant to Waldo's tired muscles. The salve, or
the touch of the old man's hand, produced a warm, relaxing tingle. If he
were younger, thought Waldo, | would hire him as a masseur. He has a
magnetic touch.

Schneider straightened up again and said, “There— that betters you? Now
you rest while | some coffee make.”

Waldo settled back contentedly. He was very tired. Not only was the trip
itself a nervous strain, but he was still in the grip of this damnable, thick
gravitational field, like a fiy trapped in honey. Gramps Schneider’s ministra-
tions had left him relaxed and sleepy.

He must have dozed, for the last thing he remembered was seeing
Schneider drop an eggshell into the coffeepot. Then the old man was stand-
ing before him, holding the pot in one hand and a steaming cup in the other.
He set them down, got three pillows, which he placed at Waldo's back, then
offered him the coffee. Waldo laboriously reached out both hands to take it.

Schneider held it back. “No,” he reproved, “one hand makes plenty. Do
as | showed. Reach into the Other World for the strength.” He took Waldo’s
right hand and placed it on the handle of the cup, steadying Waldo’s hand
with his own. With his other hand he stroked Waldo’s right arm gently,
from shoulder to finger tips. Again the warm tingle.

Waldo was surprised to find himself holding the cup alone. It was a
pleasant triumph; at the time he left Earth, seventeen years before, it
had been his invariable habit never to attempt to grasp anything with only
one hand. In Freehold, of course, he frequently handled small objects one-
handed, without the use of waldoes. The years of practice must have im-
proved his control. Excellent!

So, feeling rather cocky, he drank the cupful with one hand, using extreme
care not to slop it on himself. It was good coffee, too, he was bound to admit
—quite as good as the sort he himself made from the most expensive syrup
extract—better, perhaps.

When Schneider offered him coffeecake, brown with sugar and cinnamon
and freshly rewarmed, he swaggeringly accepted it with his left hand, without
asking to be relieved of the cup. He continued to eat and drink, between
bites and sips resting and steadying his forearms on the edges of the tank.

The conclusion of the Kaffeeklatsch seemed a good time to broach the
matter of the deKalbs. Schneider admitted knowing McLeod and recalled,
somewhat vaguely it seemed, the incident in which he had restored to
service McLeod’s broomstick. “Hugh Donald is a good boy,” he said.
“Machines | do not like, but it pleasures me to fix things for boys.”

"Grandfather,” asked Waldo, “will you tell me how you fixed Hugh
Donald McLeod’s ship?”

“Have you such a ship you wish me to fix?”

"l have many such ships which | have agreed to fix, but I must tell you
that | have been unable to do so. | have come to you to find out the right
way.”

Schneider considered this. “That is difficult. 1 could show you, but it is
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not so much what you do as how you think about it. That makes only with
practice.”

Waldo must have looked puzzled, for the old man looked at him and
added, “It is said that there are two ways of looking at everything. That is
true and less than true, for there are many ways. Some of them are good
ways and some are bad. One of the ancients said that everything either is,
or is not. That is less than true, for a thing can both be and not be. With
practice one can see it both ways. Sometimes a thing which is for this world
is a thing which is not for the Other World. Which is important, since we
live in the Other World,”

“We live in the Other World?”

“How else could we live? The mind—not the brain, but the mind—is in
the Other World, and reaches this world through the body. That is one true
way of looking at it, though there are others.”

“Is there more than one way of looking at deKalb receptors?”

“Certainly.”

“1f 1 had a set which is not working right brought in here, would you
show me how to look at it?”

“It is not needful,” said Schneider, “and | do not like for machines to be
in my house. | will draw you a picture.”

Waldo felt impelled to insist, but he squelched his feeling. “You have
come here in humility,” he told himself, “asking for instruction. Do not tell
the teacher how to teach.”

Schneider produced a pencil and a piece of paper, on which he made a
careful and very neat sketch of the antennae sheaf and main axis of a skycar.
The sketch was reasonably accurate as well, although it lacked several essential
minor details.

“These fingers,” Schneider said, “reach deep into the Other World to
draw’ their strength. In turn it passes down this pillar’—he indicated the
axis—"to where it is used to move the car.”

A fair allegorical explanation, thought Waldo. By considering the “Other
World” simply a term for the hypothetical ether, it could be considered cor-
rect if not complete. But it told him nothing. “Hugh Donald,” Schneider
went on, “was tired and fretting. He found one of the bad truths.”

“Do you mean,” Waldo said slowly, “that McLeod’s ship failed because
he was worried about it?”

“How else?”

Waldo was not prepared to answer that one. It had become evident that
the old man bad some quaint superstitions; nevertheless, he might still be
able to show Waldo what to do, even though Schneider did not know why,
“And what did you do to change it?”

“1 made no change; | looked for the other truth.”

"But how? We found some chalk marks------ "

“Those? They were but to aid me in concentrating my attention in the
proper direction. | drew them down so”—he illustrated with pencil on the
sketch—“and thought how the fingers reached out for power. And so they
did.”
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“That is all? Nothing more?”

“That is enough.”

Either, Waldo considered, the old man did not know how he had accom-
plished the repair, or he had had nothing to do with it—sheer and amazing
coincidence.

He had been resting the empty cup on the rim of his tank, the weight
supported by the metal while his fingers merely steadied it. His preoccupation
caused him to pay too little heed to it; it slipped from his tired fingers,
clattered and crashed to the floor.

He was much chagrined. "Oh, I'm sorry, Grandfather. I'll send you
another.”

“No matter. | will mend.” Schneider carefully gathered up the pieces and
placed them on the desk. “You have tired,” he added. “That is not good. It
makes you lose what you have gained. Go back now to your house, and when
you have rested, you can practice reaching for the strength by yourself.”

It seemed a good idea to Waldo; he was growing very tired, and it was
evident that he was to leam nothing specific from the pleasant old fraud.
He promised, emphatically and quite insincerely, to practice “reaching for
strength,” and asked Schneider to do him the favor of summoning his bearers.

The trip back was uneventful. Waldo did not even have the spirit to
bicker with the pilot.

Stalemate. Machines that did not work but should, and machines that
did work but in an impossible manner. And no one to turn to but one
foggy-headed old man. Waldo worked lackadaisically for several days, re-
peating, for the most part, investigations he had already made rather than
admit to himself that he was stuck, that he did not know what to do, that
he was, in fact, whipped and might as well call Gleason and admit it.

The two “bewitched” sets of deKalbs continued to work whenever acti-
vated, with the same strange and incredible flexing of each antenna. Other
deKalbs which had failed in operation and had been sent to him for investi-
gation still refused to function. Still others, which had not yet failed, per-
formed beautifully without the preposterous fidgeting.

For the umpteenth time he took out the little sketch Schneider had made
and examined it. There was, he thought, just one more possibility: to return
again to Earth and insist that Schneider actually do, in his presence, what-
ever it was he had done which caused the deKalbs to work. He knew now
that he should have insisted on it in the first place, but he had been so utterly
played out by having to fight that devilish thick field that he had not had
the will to persist.

Perhaps he could have Stevens do it and have the process stereophotoed
for a later examination. No, the old man had a superstitious prejudice
against artificial images.

He floated gently over to the vicinity of one of the inoperative deKalbs.
What Schneider had claimed to have done was preposterously simple. He
had drawn chalk marks down each antenna so, for tire purpose of fixing his
attention. Then he had gazed down them and thought about them “reaching
out for power,” reaching into the Other World, stretching—
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Baldur began to bark frantically.

"Shut up, you fool!” Waldo snapped, without taking his eyes off the
antennae.

Each separate pencil of metal was wiggling, stretching. There was the low,
smooth hum of perfect operation.

Waldo was still thinking about it when the televisor demanded his at-
tention. He had never been in any danger of cracking up mentally as Ram-
beau had done; nevertheless, he had thought about the matter in a fashion
which made his head ache. He was still considerably bemused when he cut
in his end of tire soundvision circuit. “Yes?”

It was Stevens. “Hello, Mr. Jones. Uh, we wondered . . . that is------ "

“Speak up, manl”

“Well, how close are you to a solution?” Stevens blurted out. “Matters
are getting pretty urgent.”

“In what way?"

“There was a partial breakdown in Great New York last night. Fortunately
it was not at peak load and the ground crew were able to install spares before
the reserves were exhausted, but you can imagine what it would have been
like during the rush hour. In my own department the crashes have doubled
in the past few weeks, and our underwriters have given notice. We need
results pretty quick.”

“You'll get your results,” Waldo said loftily. “I'm in the final stages of
the research.” He was actually not that confident, but Stevens irritated him
even more than most of the smooth apes.

Doubt and reassurance mingled in Stevens's face. “| don't suppose you
could care to give us a hint of the general nature of the solution?”

No, Waldo could not. Still—it would be fun to pull Stevens’s leg. “Come
close to the pickup, Dr. Stevens. I'll tell you.” He leaned forward himself,
until they were almost nose to nose— in effect. “Magic is loose in the world!”

He cut the circuit at once.

Down in the underground labyrinth of North America’s home plant,
Stevens stared at the blank screen. “What's the trouble, chief?” McLeod
inquired.

“1 don’t know. | don't rightly know. But | think that Fatty has slipped his
cams, just the way Rambeau did.”

McLeod grinned delightedly. “How sweet! | always did think he was a
hoot owl.”

Stevens looked very sober. “You had better pray that he hasn’'t gone nuts.
We're depending on him. Now let me see those operation reports.”

Magic loose in the world. It was as good an explanation as any, Waldo
mused. Causation gone haywire; sacrosanct physical laws no longer operative.
Magic. As Gramps Schneider had put it, it seemed to depend on the way one
looked at it.

Apparently Schneider had known what he was talking about, although he
naturally had no real grasp of the physical theory involved in the deKalbs.

Wait a minute now! Wait a minute. He had been going at this problem
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wrongly perhaps. He had approached it with a certain point of view himself,
a point of view which had made him critical of the old man’s statements—
an assumption that he, Waldo, knew more about the whole matter than
Schneider did. To be sure he had gone to see Schneider, but he had thought
of him as a back-country hex doctor, a man who might possess one piece of
information useful to Waldo, but who was basically ignorant and super-
stitious.

Suppose he were to review the situation from a different viewpoint. Let
it be assumed that everything Schneider had to say was coldly factual and
enlightened, rather than allegorical and superstitious—

He settled himself to do a few hours of hard thinking.

In the first place Schneider had used the phrase “the Other World” time
and again. What did it mean, literally? A “world” was a space-time-energy
continuum; an “Other World” was, therefore, such a continuum, but a
different one from the one in which he found himself. Physical theory
found nothing repugnant in such a notion; the possibility of infinite numbers
of continua was a familiar, orthodox speculation. It was even convenient in
certain operations to make such an assumption.

Had Cramps Schneider meant that? A literal, physical “Other World”?
On reflection, Waldo was convinced that he must have meant just that,
even though he had not used conventional scientific phraseology. “Other
World” sounds poetical, but to say an “additional continuum” implies
physical meaning. The terms had led him astray.

Schneider had said that the Other World was all around, here, there, and
everywhere. Well, was not that a fair description of a space superposed and
in one-to-one correspondence? Such a space might be so close to this one that
the interval between them was an infinitesimal, yet unnoticed and unreach-
able, just as two planes may be considered as coextensive and separated by
an unimaginably short interval, yet be perfectly discrete, one from the other.

The Other Space was not entirely unreachable; Schneider had spoken of
reaching into it. The idea was fantastic, yet he must accept it for the purposes
of this investigation. Schneider had implied—no—stated that it was a matter
of mental outlook.

Was that really so fantastic? If a continuum were an unmeasurably short
distance away, yet completely beyond one’s physical grasp, would it be
strange to find that it was most easily reached through some subtle and
probably subconscious operation of the brain? The whole matter was subtle—
and Heaven knew that no one had any real idea of how the brain works.
No idea at all. It was laughably insufficient to try to explain the writing of a
symphony in terms of the mechanics of colloids. No, nobody knew how the
brain worked; one more inexplicable ability in the brain was not too much to
swallow.

Come to think of it, the whole notion of consciousness and thought was
fantastically improbable.

All right, so McLeod disabled his skycar himself by thinking bad thoughts;
Schneider fixed it by thinking the correct thoughts. Then what?

He reached a preliminary conclusion almost at once; by extension, the
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other deKalb failures were probably failures on the part of the operators.
The operators were probably run-down, tired out, worried about something,
and in some fashion still not clear they infected, or affected, the deKalbs
with their own troubles. For convenience let us say that the deKalbs were
short-circuited into the Other World. Poor terminology, but it helped him
to form a picture.

Grimes’s hypothesis! “Run-down, tired out, worried about something!”
Not proved yet, but he felt sure of it. The epidemic of crashes through
material was simply an aspect of the general myasthenia caused by short-
wave radiation.

If that were true—

He cut in a sight-sound circuit to Earth and demanded to talk with Ste-
vens.

"Dr. Stevens,” he began at once, “there is a preliminary precautionary
measure which should be undertaken right away.”

“Yes?”

“First, let me ask you this: Have you had many failures of deKalbs in
private ships? What is the ratio?”

"l can't give you exact figures at the moment,” Stevens answered, some-
what mystified, "but there have been practically none. It's the commercial
lines which have suffered.”

"Just as | suspected. A private pilot won't fly unless he feels up to it, but a
man with a job goes ahead no matter how he feels. Make arrangements for
special physical and psycho examinations for all commercial pilots flying
deKalb-type ships. Ground any who are not feeling in tiptop shape. Call
Dr. Grimes. He'll tell you what to look for.”

“That's a pretty tall order, Mr. Jones. After all, most of those pilots,
practically all of them, aren’t our employees. We don't have much control
over them.”

“That's your problem,” Waldo shrugged. “I'm trying to tell you how to
reduce crashes in the interim before | submit my complete solution.”

"But—"

Waldo heard no more of the remark; he had cut off when he himself was
through. He was already calling over a permanently energized, leased circuit
which kept him in touch with his terrestrial business office—with his
“trained seals.” He gave them some very odd instructions—orders for books,
rare books. Books dealing with magic.

Stevens consulted with Gleason before attempting to do anything about
Waldo's difficult request. Gleason was dubious. "He offered no reason for
the advice?”

"None. He told me to look up Dr. Grimes and get his advice as to what
specifically to look for.”

“Dr. Grimes?”

"The M.D. who introduced me to Waldo— mutual friend.”

“I recall. Mm-m-m ... it will be difficult to go about grounding men
who don’t work for us. Still, | suppose several of our larger customers would
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co-operate if we asked them to and gave them some sort of a reason. What
are you looking so odd about?”

Stevens told him of Waldo's last, inexplicable statement. “Do you suppose
it could be affecting him the way it did Dr. Rambeau?"

“Mm-m-m. Could be, 1 suppose. In which case it would not be well to
follow his advice. Have you anything else to suggest?”

“No—frankly.”

“Then | see no alternative but to follow his advice. He's our last hope.
A forlorn one, perhaps, but our only one.”

Stevens brightened a little. “1 could talk to Doc Grimes about it. He
knows more about Waldo than anyone else.”

“You have to consult him anyway, don’t you? Very well—do so.”

Grimes listened to the story without comment. When Stevens had con-
cluded he said, “Waldo must be referring to the symptoms | have observed
with respect to short-wave exposure. That's easy; you can have the proofs of
the monograph I've been preparing. It'll tell you all about it.”

The information did not reassure Stevens; it helped to confirm his
suspicion that Waldo had lost his grip. But he said nothing. Grimes con-
tinued, “As for the other, Jim, | can’t visualize Waldo losing his mind that
way.”

“He never did seem very stable to me.”

“1 know what you mean. But his paranoid streak is no more like what
Rambeau succumbed to than chicken pox is like mumps. Matter of fact,
one psychosis protects against the other. But I'll go see.”

“You will? Good!”

“Can’t go today. Got a broken leg and some children’s colds that'll bear
watching. Been some polio around. Ought to be able to make it the end of
the week though.”

“Doc, why don't you give up G.P. work? It must be deadly.”

“Used to think so when | was younger. But about forty years ago | quit
treating diseases and started treating people. Since then I've enjoyed it.”

Waldo indulged in an orgy of reading, gulping the treatises on magic and
related subjects as fast as he could. He had never been interested in such
subjects before; now, in reading about them with the point of view that
there might be— and even probably was—something to be learned, he found
them intensely interesting.

There were frequent references to another world; sometimes it was called
the Other World, sometimes the Little World. Read with the conviction that
the term referred to an actual, material, different continuum, he could see
that many of the practitioners of the forbidden arts had held the same
literal viewpoint. They gave directions for using this other world; sometimes
the directions were fanciful, sometimes they were baldly practical.

It was fairly evident that at least 90 per cent of all magic, probably more,
was balderdash and sheer mystification. The mystification extended even to
the practitioners, he felt; they lacked the scientific method; they employed
a single-valued logic as faulty as the two-valued logic of the obsolete Spencer
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determinism; there was no suggestion of modem extensional, many-valued
logic.

Nevertheless, the laws of contiguity, of sympathy, and of homeopathy
had a sort of twisted rightness to them when considered in relation to the
concept of another, different, but accessible, world. A man who had some
access to a different space might well believe in a logic in which a thing
could be, not be, or he anything with equal ease.

Despite the nonsense and confusion which characterized the treatments
of magic which dated back to the period when the art was in common
practice, the record of accomplishment of the art was impressive. There was
curare and digitalis, and quinine, hypnotism, and telepathy. There was the
hydraulic engineering of the Egyptian priests. Chemistry itself was derived
from alchemy; for that matter, most modern science owed its origins to the
magicians. Science had stripped off the surplusage, run it through the
wringer of two-valued logic, and placed the knowledge in a form in which
anyone could use it.

Unfortunately, that part of magic which refused to conform to the neat
categories of the nineteenth-century methodologists was lopped off and left
out of the body of science. It fell into disrepute, was forgotten save as fable
and superstition.

Waldo began to think of the arcane arts as aborted sciences, abandoned
before they had been clarified.

And yet the manifestations of the sort of uncertainty which had charac-
terized some aspects of magic and which he now attributed to hypothetical
additional continua had occurred frequently, even in modern times. The
evidence was overwhelming to anyone who approached it with an open
mind: Poltergekten, stones falling from the sky, apportation, “bewitched”
persons—or, as he thought of them, persons who for some undetermined
reason were loci of uncertainty— “haunted” houses, strange fires of the sort
that would have once been attributed to salamanders. There were hundreds
of such cases, carefully recorded and well vouched for, but ignored by ortho-
dox science as being impossible. They were impossible, by known law, but
considered from the standpoint of a coextensive additional continuum, they
became entirely credible.

He cautioned himself not to consider his tentative hypothesis of the
Other World as proved; nevertheless, it was an adequate hypothesis even if
it should develop that it did not apply to some of the cases of strange
events.

The Other Space might have different physical laws—no reason why it
should not. Nevertheless, he decided to proceed on the assumption that it
was much like the space he knew.

The Other World might even be inhabited. That was an intriguing
thought! In which case anything could happen through “magic.” Anythingl

Time to stop speculating and get down to a little solid research. He had
previously regretfully given up trying to apply the formulas of the medieval
magicians. It appeared that they never wrote down all of a procedure; some
essential—so the reports ran and so his experience confirmed—was handed
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down verbally from master to student. His experience with Schneider con-
firmed this; there were things, attitudes, which must needs be taught directly.

He regretfully set out to learn what he must unassisted.

“Gosh, Uncle Gus, I'm glad to see youl”

“Decided I'd better look in on you. You haven't phoned me in weeks.”

“That’s true, but I've been working awfully hard, Uncle Gus.”

“Too hard, maybe. Mustn't overdo it. Lemme see your tongue.”

“I'm O.K.” But Waldo stuck out his tongue just the same; Grimes looked
at it and felt his pulse.

"You seem to be ticking all right. Learning anything?”

“Quite a lot. I've about got the matter of the deKalbs whipped.”

“That's good. The message you sent Stevens seemed to indicate that you
had found some hookup that could be used on my pet problem too.”

“In a way, yes; but around from the other end. It begins to seem as if it
was your problem which created Stevens's problem.”

“Huh?”

“1 mean it. The symptoms caused by ultra short-wave radiation may have
had a lot to do with the erratic behavior of the deKalbs.”

“How?”

“1 don't know myself. But I've rigged up a working hypothesis and I'm
checking it.”

“Hm-m-m. Want to talk about it?”

“Certainly—to you.” Waldo launched into an account of his interview
with Schneider, concerning which he had not previously spoken to Grimes,
even though Grimes had made the trip with him. He never, as Grimes
knew, discussed anything until he was ready to.

The story of the third set of deKalbs to be infected with the incredible
writhings caused Grimes to raise his eyebrows. “Mean to say you caught on
to how to do that?”

“Yes indeed. Not ‘how,” maybe, but | can do it. I've done it more
than once. I'll show you.” He drifted away toward one side of the great
room where several sets of deKalbs, large and small, were mounted, with
their controls, on temporary guys. “This fellow over on the end, it just
came in today. Broke down. I'll give it Gramps Schneider's hocus-pocus
and fix it. Wait a minute. | forgot to turn on the power.”

He returned to the central ring which constituted his usual locus and
switched on the beamcaster. Since the ship itself effectively shielded any-
thing in the room from outer radiation, he had installed a small power
plant and caster similar in type to NAPA'’s giant ones; without it he would
have had no way to test the reception of the deKalbs.

He rejoined Grimes and passed down the line of deKalbs, switching on
the activizing circuits. All save two began to display the uncouth motions
he had begun to think of as the Schneider flex. “That one on the far end,”
he remarked, “is in operation but doesn't flex. It has never broken down,
so it's never been treated. It's my control; but this one”—he touched the
one in front of him— “needs fixing. Watch me.”

“What are you going to do?”
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"To tell the truth, | don't quite know. But I'll do it.”” He did not
know. All he knew was that it was necessary to gaze down the antennae,
think about them reaching into the Other World, think of them reaching
for power, reaching—

The antennae began to squirm.

"That’s all there is to it—strictly between ourselves. | learned it from
Schneider.” They had returned to the center of the sphere, at Grimes's
suggestion, on the pretext of wanting to get a cigarette. The squirming de-
Kalbs made him nervous, but he did not want to say so.

“How do you explain it?”

“l regard it as an imperfectly understood phenomenon of the Other
Space. | know less about it than Franklin knew about lightning. But |
will know—1 will! | could give Stevens a solution right now for his worries
if | knew some way to get around your problem too.”

"l don’t see the connection.”

“There ought to be some way to do the whole thing through the
Other Space. Start out by radiating power into the Other Space and pick
it up from there. Then the radiation could not harm human beings. It
would never get at them; it would duck around them. I've been working
on my caster, but with no luck so far. I'll crack it in time.”

"1 hope you do. Speaking of that, isn't the radiation from your own
caster loose in this room?”

"Yes."
"Then I'll put on my shield coat. It's not good for you either.”
"Never mind. I'll turn it off.” As he turned to do so there was the

sound of a sweet, chirruping whistle. Baldur barked. Grimes turned to see what
caused it.

“What,” he demanded, "have you got there?”

"Huh? Oh, that's my cuckoo clock. Fun, isn't it?” Grimes agreed that
it was, although he could not see much use for it. Waldo had mounted it
on the edge of a light metal hoop which spun with a speed just sufficient
to produce a centrifugal force of one g.

“I rigged it up,” Waldo continued, “while | was bogged down in this
problem of the Other Space. Gave me something to do.”

"This ‘Other Space' business— I still don't get it.”

“Think of another continuum much like our own and superposed on
it the way you might lay one sheet of paper on another. The two spaces
aren’t identical, but they are separated from each other by the smallest
interval you can imagine— coextensive but not touching— usually. There is
an absolute one-to-one, point-for-point correspondence, as | conceive it, be-
tween the two spaces, but they are not necessarily the same size or shape.”

“Hey? Come again— they would have to be.”

“Not at all. Which has the larger number of points in it? A line an inch
long, or a line a mile long?”

“A mile long, of course.”

“No. They have exactly the same number of points. Want me to prove
it?”



“1'll take your word for it. But | never studied that sort of math.”

“All right. Take my word for it then. Neither size nor shape is any im-
pediment to setting up a full, point-for-point correspondence between two
spaces. Neither of the words is really appropriate. ‘Size’ has to do with a
space’s own inner structure, its dimensions in terms of its own unique
constants. ‘Shape’ is a matter which happens inside itself—or at least not
inside out space—and has to do with how it is curved, open or closed,
expanding or contracting.”

Grimes shrugged. “It all sounds like gibberish to me.” He returned to
watching the cuckoo clock swing round and round its wheel.

“Sure it does,” Waldo assented cheerfully. “We are limited by our ex-
perience. Do you know how | think of the Other World?” The question
was purely rhetorical. “I think of it as about the size and shape of an
ostrich egg, but nevertheless a whole universe, existing side by side with
our own, from here to the farthest star. | know that it's a false picture,
but it helps me to think about it that way.”

“1 wouldn't know,” said Grimes, and turned himself around in the air.
The compound motion of the clock’s pendulum was making him a little
dizzy. "Say! | thought you turned off the caster?”

“1 did,” Waldo agreed, and looked where Grimes was looking. The de-
Kalbs were still squirming. “1 thought I did,” he said doubtfully, and turned
to the caster’s control board. His eyes then opened wider. “But | did. It
is turned off.”

“Then what the devil------ "

“Shut up!” He had to think—think hard. Was the caster actually out
of operation? He floated himself over to it, inspected it. Yes, it was dead,
dead as the dinosaurs. Just to make sure he went back, assumed his pri-
mary waldoes, cut in the necessary circuits, and partially disassembled it.
But the deKalbs still squirmed.

The one deKalb set which had not been subjected to the Schneider treat-
ment was dead; it gave out no power hum. But the others were working
frantically, gathering power from—where?

He wondered whether or not McLeod had said anything to Gramps
Schneider about the casters from which the deKalbs were intended to pick
up their power. Certainly he himself had not. It simply had not come
into the conversation. But Schneider had said something. “The Other
World is dose by and full of power!”

In spite of his own intention of taking the old man literally he had

ignored that statement. The Other World is full of power. “I am sorry |
snapped at you, Uncle Gus,” he said.
“'S all right.”

“But what do you make of that?”

“Looks like you've invented perpetual motion, son.”

“In a way, perhaps. Or maybe we've repealed the law of conservation
of energy. Those deKalbs are drawing energy that was never before in this
world!”

“Hm-m-m!”



To check his belief he returned to the control ring, donned his waldoes,
cut in a mobile scanner, and proceeded to search the space around the
deKalbs with the most sensitive pickup for the radio power band he had
available. The needles never jumped; the room was dead in the wave lengths
to which the deKalbs were sensitive. The power came from Other Space.

The power came from Other Space. Not from his own beamcaster, not
from NAPA'’s shiny stations, but from Other Space. In that case he was
not even close to solving the problem of the defective deKalbs; he might
never solve it. Wait, now— just what had he contracted to do? He tried
to recall the exact words of the contract.

There just might be a way around it. Maybe. Yes, and this newest cock-
eyed trick of Gramps Schneider’s little pets could have some very tricky
aspects. He began to see some possibilities, but he needed to think about
it.

“Uncle Gus------ "

“Yes, Waldo?”

"You can go back and tell Stevens that I'll be ready with the answers.
We'll get his problem licked, and yours too. In the meantime I've got to
do some really heavy thinking, so | want to be by myself, please.”

“Greetings, Mr. Gleason. Quiet, Baldur! Come in. Be comfortable. How
do you do, Dr. Stevens."

“How do you do, Mr. Jones.”

"This,” said Gleason, indicating a figure trailing him, "is Mr. Harkness,
head of our legal staff.”

"Ah, yes indeed. There will be matters of contract to be discussed.
Welcome to Freehold, Mr. Harkness.”

“Thank you,” Harkness said coldly. “Will your attorneys be present?”

"They are present.” Waldo indicated a stereo screen. Two figures showed
in it; they bowed and murmured polite forms.

"This is most irregular,” Harkness complained. "Witnesses should be
present in person. Things seen and heard by television are not evidence.”

Waldo drew his lips back. “Do you wish to make an issue of it?”

“Not at all,” Gleason said hastily. "Never mind, Charles.” Harkness sub-
sided.

"I won't waste your time, gentlemen,” Waldo began. “We are here in
order that | may fulfill my contract with you. The terms are known—we
will pass over them.” He inserted his arms into his primary waldoes. “Lined
up along the far wall you will see a number of radiant power receptors,

commonly called deKalbs. Dr. Stevens may, if he wishes, check their serial
numbers------ "

“No need to.”

“Very well. | shall start my local beamcaster, in order that we may
check the efficiency of their operation.” His waldoes were busy as he spoke.
“Then 1 shall activate the receptors, one at a time.” His hands pawed the
air; a little pair of secondaries switched on the proper switches on the
control board of the last set in line. “This is an ordinary type, supplied
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to me by Dr. Stevens, which has never failed in operation. You may assure
yourself that it is now operating in the normal manner, if you wish, Doctor.”

“| can see that it is.”

“We will call such a receptor a ‘deKalb' and its operation ‘normal.’”
The small waldoes were busy again. “Here we have a receptor which |
choose to term a ‘Schneider-deKalb’ because of certain treatment it has re-
ceived”—the antennae began to move—"“and its operation ‘Schneider-type’
operation. Will you check it, Doctor?”

“0.K.”

“You fetched with you a receptor set which has failed?”

“As you can see.”

“Have you been able to make it function?”

“No, | have not.”

“Are you sure? Have you examined it carefully?”

“Quite carefully,” Stevens acknowledged sourly. He was beginning to be
tired of Waldo’s pompous flubdubbery.

“Very well. I will now proceed to make it operative.” Waldo left his
control ring, shoved himself over to the vicinity of the defective deKalb,
and placed himself so that his body covered his exact actions from the
sight of the others. He returned to the ring and, using waldoes, switched
on the activating circuit of the deKalb.

It immediately exhibited Schneider-type activity.

“That is my case, gentlemen,” he announced. "I have found out how
to repair deKalbs which become spontaneously inoperative. | will under-
take to apply the Schneider treatment to any receptors which you may
bring to me. That is included in my fee. | will undertake to train others
in how to apply the Schneider treatment. That is included in my fee, but
| cannot guarantee that any particular man will profit by my instruction.
Without going into technical details | may say that the treatment is very
difficult, much harder than it looks. | think that Dr. Stevens will confirm
that.” He smiled thinly. “1 believe that completes my agreement with you.”

"Just a moment, Mr. Jones,” put in Gleason. “Is a deKalb foolproof,
once it has received the Schneider treatment?”

“Quite. | guarantee it.”

They went into a huddle while Waldo waited. At last Gleason spoke
for them. “These are not quite the results we had expected, Mr. Jones,
but we agree that you have fulfilled your commission—with the understand-
ing that you will Schneider-treat any receptors brought to you and instruct
others, according to their ability to learn.”

“That is correct.”

“Your fee will be deposited to your account at once.”

“Good. That is fully understood and agreed? | have completely and suc-
cessfully performed your commission?”

“Correct.”
“Very well then. | have one more thing to show you. If you will be
patient------ ” A section of the wall folded back; gigantic waldoes reached

into the room beyond and drew forth a large apparatus, which resembled



somewhat in general form an ordinary set of deKalbs, but which was
considerably more complicated. Most of the complications were sheer dec-
oration, but it would have taken a skilled engineer a long time to prove
the fact.

The machine did contain one novel feature: a built-in meter of a novel
type, whereby it could be set to operate for a predetermined time and then
destroy itself, and a radio control whereby the time limit could be varied.
Furthermore, the meter would destroy itself and the receptors if tampered
with by any person not familiar with its design. It was Waldo’s tentative
answer to the problem of selling free and unlimited power.

But of these matters he said nothing. Small waldoes had been busy at-
taching guys to the apparatus; when they were through he said, “This, gen-
tlemen, is an instrument which | choose to call a Jones-Schneider-deKalb.
And it is the reason why you will not be in the business of selling power
much longer.”

"S0?” said Gleason. “May | ask why?”

“Because,” he was told, "I can sell it more cheaply and conveniently
and under circumstances you cannot hope to match.”

“That is a strong statement.”

“1 will demonstrate. Dr. Stevens, you have noted that the other recep-
tors are operating. | will turn them off.” The waldoes did so. “I will
now stop the bearncast and | will ask you to assure yourself, by means of
your own instruments, that there is no radiant power, other than ordinary
visible light, in this room.”

Somewhat sullenly Stevens did so. “The place is dead,” he announced
some minutes later.

“Good. Keep your instruments in place, that you may be sure it remains
dead. | will now activate my receptor.” Little mechanical hands closed
the switches. “ Observe it, Doctor. Go over it thoroughly.”

Stevens did so. He did not trust the readings shown by its instrument
board; he attached his own meters in parallel. “How about it, James?”
Gleason whispered.

Stevens looked disgusted. “The damn thing draws power from nowhere!”

They all looked at Waldo. “Take plenty of time, gentlemen,” he said
grandly. “Talk it over.”

They withdrew as far away as the room permitted and whispered. Waldo
could see that Harkness and Stevens were arguing, that Stevens was non-
committal. That suited him. He was hoping that Stevens would not decide
to take another look at the fancy gadget he had termed a Jones-Schneider-
deKalb. Stevens must not learn too much about it—yet. He had been
careful to say nothing but the truth about it, but perhaps he had not
said all of the truth; he had not mentioned that all Schneider-treated de-
Kalbs were sources of free power.

Rather embarrassing if Stevens should discover that!

The meter-and-destruction device Waldo had purposely made mysterious
and complex, but it was not useless. Later he would be able to point out,
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quite correctly, that without such a device NAPA simply could not remain
in business.

Waldo was not easy. The whole business was a rislcy gamble; he would
have much preferred to know more about the phenomena he was trying
to peddle, but—he shrugged mentally while preserving a smile of smug
confidence—the business had dragged on several months already, and the
power situation really was critical. This solution would do—if he could
get their names on the dotted line quickly enough.

For he had no intention of trying to compete with NAPA.

Gleason pulled himself away from Stevens and Harkness, came to Waldo.
“Mr. Jones, can’t we arrange this amicably?”

“What have you to suggest?”

It was quite an hour later that Waldo, with a sigh of relief, watched
his guests’ ship depart from the threshold flat. A fine caper, he thought,
and it had worked; he had gotten away with it. He had magnanimously al-
lowed himself to be persuaded to consolidate, provided—he had allowed
himself to be quite temperamental about this— the contract was concluded
at once, no fussing around and fencing between lawyers. Now or never—
put up or shut up. The proposed contract, he had pointed out virtuously,
gave him nothing at all unless his allegations about the Jones-Schneider-
deKalb were correct.

Gleason considered this point and had decided to sign, had signed.

Even then Harkness had attempted to claim that Waldo had been an
employee of NAPA. Waldo had written that first contract himself~a spe-
cific commission for a contingent fee. Harkness did not have a leg to stand
on; even Gleason had agreed to that.

In exchange for all rights to the Jones-Schneider-deKalb, for which he
agreed to supply drawings—wait till Stevens saw, and understood, those
sketches!— for that he had received the promise of senior stock in NAPA,
nonvoting, but fully paid up and nonassessable. The lack of active par-
ticipation in the company had been his own idea. There were going to be
more headaches in the power business, headaches aplenty. He could see
them coming—bootleg designs, means of outwitting the metering, lots of
things. Free power had come, and efforts to stop it would in the long run,
he believed, be fruitless.

Waldo laughed so hard that he frightened Baldur, who set up an ex-
cited barking.

He could afford to forget Hathaway now.

His revenge on NAPA contained one potential flaw; he had assured Glea-
son that the Schneider-treated deKalbs would continue to operate, would
not come unstuck. He believed that to be true simply because he had
faith in Gramps Schneider. But he was not prepared to prove it. He knew
himself that he did not know enough about the phenomena associated with
the Other World to be sure that something would, or would not, happen.
It was still going to be necessary to do some hard, extensive research.

But the Other World was a devilishly difficult place to investigate!
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Suppose, he speculated, that the human race were blind, had never
developed eyes. No matter how civilized, enlightened, and scientific the
race might have become, it is difficult to see how such a race could ever
have developed the concepts of astronomy. They might know of the Sun as
a cyclic source of energy having a changing, directional character, for the
Sun is so overpowering that it may be “seen” with the skin. They would
notice it and invent instruments to trap it and examine it.

But the pale stars, would they ever notice them? It seemed most un-
likely. The very notion of the celestial universe, its silent depths and star-
lit grandeur, would be beyond them. Even if one of their scientists should
have the concept forced on him in such a manner that he was obliged to
accept the fantastic, incredible thesis as fact, how then would he go about
investigating its details?

Waldo tried to imagine an astronomical phototelescope, conceived and
designed by a blind man, intended to be operated by a blind man, and
capable of collecting data which could be interpreted by a blind man. He
gave it up; there were too many hazards. It would take a subtlety of genius
far beyond his own to deal with the inescapably tortuous concatenations
of inferential reasoning necessary to the solution of such a problem. It
would strain him to invent such instruments for a blind man; he did not
see how a blind man could ever overcome the difficulties unassisted.

In a way that was what Schneider had done for him; alone, he would
have bogged down.

But even with Schneider’s hints the problem of investigating the Other
World was still much like the dilemma of the blind astronomer. He could
not see the Other World; only through the Schneider treatment had he
been able to contact it. Damnationl how could he design instruments to
study it?

He suspected that he would eventually have to go back to Schneider for
further instruction, but that was an expedient so distasteful that he refused
to think much about it. Furthermore, Gramps Schneider might not be able
to teach him much; they did not speak the same language.

This much he did know: the Other Space was there and it could be
reached sometimes by proper orientation of the mind, deliberately as
Schneider had taught him, or subconsciously as had happened to McLeod
and others.

He found the idea distasteful. That thought and thought alone should
be able to influence physical phenomena was contrary to the whole ma-
terialistic philosophy in which he had grown up. He had a prejudice in
favor of order and invariable natural laws. His cultural predecessors, the
experimental philosophers who had built up the world of science and its
concomitant technology, Galileo, Newton, Edison, Einstein, Steinmetz,
Jeans, and their myriad colleagues— these men had thought of the physical
universe as a mechanism proceeding by inexorable necessity. Any apparent
failure, to proceed thus was regarded as an error in observation, an insuf-
ficient formulation of hypothesis, or an insufficiency of datum.

Even the short reign of the Heisenberg uncertainty principle had not
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changed the fundamental orientation toward Order and Cosmos; the Heisen-
berg uncertainty was one they were certain of! It could be formulated, ex-
pressed, and a rigorous statistical mechanics could be built from it. In
1958 Horowitz's reformulation of wave mechanics had eliminated the con-
cept. Order and causation were restored.

But this damned businessl One might as well pray for rain, wish on the
Moon, go to faith healers, surrender whole hog to Bishop Berkely’s sweetly
cerebral world-in-your-head. “—the tree’s not a tree, when there's no one
about on the quad!”

Waldo was not emotionally wedded to Absolute Order as Rambeau had
been; he was in no danger of becoming mentally unbalanced through a
failure of his basic conceptions; nevertheless, consarn it, it was convenient
for things to work the way one expected them to. On order and natural
law was based predictability; without predictability it was impossible to
live. Clocks should run evenly; water should boil when heat is applied
to it; food should nourish, not poison; deKalb receptors should work, work
the way they were designed to; Chaos was insupportable—it could not be
lived with.

Suppose Chaos were king and the order we thought we detected in the
world about us a mere phantasm of the imagination; where would that
lead us? In that case, Waldo decided, it was entirely possible that a ten-
pound weight did fall ten times as fast as a one-pound weight until the
day the audacious Galileo decided in his mind that it was not so. Perhaps
the whole meticulous science of ballistics derived from the convictions of
a few firm-minded individuals who had sold the notion to the world. Per-
haps the very stars were held firm in their courses by the unvarying faith
of the astronomers. Orderly Cosmos, created out of Chaos—by Mindl

The world was flat before geographers decided to think of it otherwise.
'The world was flat, and the Sun, tub size, rose in the east and set in the
west. The stars were little lights, studding a pellucid dome which barely
cleared the tallest mountains. Storms were the wrath of gods and had
nothing to do with the calculus of air masses. A Mind-created animism
dominated the world then.

More recently it had been different. A prevalent convention of material-
istic and invariable causation had ruled the world; on it was based the
whole involved technology of a machine-served civilization. The machines
worked, the way they were designed to work, because everybody believed
in them.

Until a few pilots, somewhat debilitated by overmuch exposure to ra-
diation, had lost their confidence and infected their machines with uncer-
tainty-—and thereby let magic loose in the world.

He was beginning, he thought, to understand what had happened to magic.
Magic was the erratic law of an animistic world; it had been steadily pushed
back by the advancing philosophy of invariant causation. It was gone now—
until this new outbreak—and its world with it, except for backwaters of
“superstition.” Naturally an experimental scientist reported failure when
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investigating haunted houses, apportations, and the like; his convictions
prevented the phenomena from happening.

The deep jungles of Africa might be very different places—when there
was no white man around to see! The strangely slippery laws of magic
might still obtain.

Perhaps these speculations were too extreme; nevertheless, they had one
advantage which orthodox concepts had not: they included Gramps
Schneider's hexing of the deKalbs. Any working hypothesis which failed
to account for Schneider's—and his own—ability to think a set of deKalbs
into operation was not worth a continental. This one did, and it conformed
to Gramps’s own statements: “All matters are doubtful” and “A thing can
both be, not be, and be anything. There are many true ways of looking
at the same thing. Some ways are good, some are bad.”

Very well. Accept it. Act on it. The world varied according to the way
one looked at it. In that case, thought Waldo, he knew how he wanted
to look at it. He cast his vote for order and predictability!

He would set the style. He would impress his own concept of the
Other World on the Cosmos1

It had been a good start to assure Gleason that the Schneider-treated
deKalbs were foolproof. Good. So let it be. They were foolproof. They
would never get out of order.

He proceeded to formulate and clarify his own concept of the Other
World in his mind. He would think of it as orderly and basically similar
to this space. The connection between the two spaces lay in the neu-
rological system; the cortex, the thalamus, the spinal cord, and the appended
nerve system were closely connected with both spaces. Such a picture was
consistent with what Schneider had told him and did not conflict with
phenomena as he knew it.

Wait. If the neurological system lay in both spaces, then that might
account for the relatively slow propagation of nerve impulses as compared
with electromagnetic progression. Yes! If the other space had a c constant
relatively smaller than that of this space, such would follow.

He began to feel a calm assurance that it was so.

Was he merely speculating—or creating a universe?

Perhaps he would have to abandon his mental picture of the Other
Space as being the size and shape of an ostrich egg, since a space with a
slower propagation of light is not smaller, but larger, than the space he was
used to. No . . . no, wait a second, the size of a space did not depend on
its e constant, but on its radius of curvature in terms of its ¢ constant.
Since ¢ was a velocity, size was dependent on the notion of time—in this
case time as entropy rate. Therein lay a characteristic which could be
compared between the two spaces: they exchanged energy; they affected
each other’s entropy. The one which degenerated the more rapidly toward
a state of level entropy was the “smaller.”

He need not abandon his picture of the ostrich egg—good old egg! The
Other World was a closed space, with a slow c, a high entropy rate, a short
radius, and an entropy state near level—a perfect reservoir of power at
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every point, ready to spill over into this space wherever he might dose the
interval. To its inhabitants, if any, it might seem to be hundreds of mil-
lions of light years around; to him it was an ostrich egg, turgid to bursting
with power.

He was already beginning to think of ways of checking his hypothesis.
If, using a Schneider-deKalh, he were to draw energy at the highest rate
he could manage, would he affect the local potential? Would it establish an
entropy gradient? Could he reverse the process by finding a way to pump
power into the Other World? Could he establish different levels at dif-
ferent points and thereby check for degeneration toward level, maximum
entropy?

Did the speed of nerve impulse propagation furnish a clue to the c of
the Other Space? Could such a clue be combined with the entropy and
potential investigations to give a mathematical picture of the Other Space,
in terms of its constants and its age?

He set about it. His untrammeled, wild speculations had produced some
definite good: he'd tied down at least one line of attack on that Other
Space; he'd devised a working principle for his blind man’s telescope mech-
anism. Whatever the truth of the thing was, it was more than a truth; it
was a complete series of new truths. It was the very complexity of that
series of new truths—the truths, the characteristic laws, that were inherent
properties of the Other Space, plus the new truth laws resultant from
the interaction of the characteristics of the Other Space with Normal Space.
No wonder Rambeau had said anything could happenl Almost anything
could, in all probability, by a proper application and combination of the
three sets of laws: the laws of Our Space, the laws of Other Space, and
the co-ordinate laws of Both Spaces.

But before theoreticians could begin work, new data were most desperately
needed. Waldo was no theoretician, a fact he admitted left-handedly in
thinking of theory as impractical and unnecessary, time waste for him as a
consulting engineer. Let the smooth apes work it out.

But the consulting engineer had to find out one thing: would the
Schneider-deKalbs continue to function uninterruptedly as guaranteed? If
not, what must be done to assure continuous function?

The most difficult and the most interesting aspect of the investigation
had to do with the neurological system in relation to Other Space. Neither
electromagnetic instruments nor neural surgery was refined enough to do
accurate work on the levels he wished to investigate.

But he had waldoes.

The smallest waldoes he had used up to this time were approximately
half an inch across their palms—with microscanners to match, of course.
They were much too gross for his purpose. He wished to manipulate living
nerve tissue, examine its insulation and its performance in situ.

He used the tiny waldoes to create tinier ones.

The last stage was tiny metal blossoms hardly an eighth of an inch across.
The helices in their stems, or forearms, which served them as pseudo mus-
cles, could hardly be seen by the naked eye—but, then, he used scanners.



His final team of waldoes used for nerve and brain surgery varied in
succeeding stages from mechanical hands nearly life-size down to these fairy
digits which could manipulate things much too small for the eye to see.
They were mounted in bank to work in the same locus. Waldo controlled
them all from the same primaries; he could switch from one size to another
without removing his gauntlets. The same change in circuits which brought
another size of waldoes under control automatically accomplished the change
in sweep of scanning to increase or decrease the magnification so that Waldo
always saw before him in his stereo receiver a “life-size" image of his other
hands.

Each level of waldoes had its own surgical instruments, its own electrical
equipment.

Such surgery had never been seen before, but Waldo gave that aspect
little thought; no one had told him that such surgery was unheard-of.

He established, to his own satisfaction, the mechanism whereby short-
wave radiation had produced a deterioration in human physical performance.
The synapses between dendrites acted as if they were points of leakage.
Nerve impulses would sometimes fail to make the jump, would leak off—to
where? To Other Space, he was sure. Such leakage seemed to establish a
preferred path, a canalization, whereby the condition of the victim be-
came steadily worse. Motor action was not lost entirely, as both paths were
still available, but efficiency was lost. It reminded him of a metallic elec-
trical circuit with a partial ground.

An unfortunate cat, which had become dead undergoing the experimen-
tation, had supplied him with much of his data. The kitten had been bom
and raised free from exposure to power radiation. He subjected it to heavy
exposure and saw it acquire a myasthenia nearly as complete as his own
—while studying in minute detail what actually went on in its nerve tis-
sues.

He felt quite sentimental about it when it died.

Yet, if Gramps Schneider were right, human beings need not be damaged
by radiation. If they had the wit to look at it with the proper orientation,
the radiation would not affect them; they might even draw power out of
the Other World.

That was what Gramps Schneider had told him to do.

That was what Gramps Schneider had told him to dol

Gramps Schneider had told him he need not be weakl

That he could be strong----- -

Strong!

STRONG!

He bad never thought of it. Schneider’s friendly ministrations to him,
his advice about overcoming the weakness, he had ignored, had thrown off
as inconsequential. His own weakness, his own peculiarity which made him
different from the smooth apes, he had regarded as a basic, implicit fact.
He had accepted it as established when he was a small child, a final un-
questioned factor.



Naturally he had paid no attention to Schneider’s words in so far as
they referred to him.

To be strong!

To stand alone—to walk, to run!

Why, he ... he could, he could go down to Earth surface without fear.
He wouldn't mind the field. They said they didn’t mind it; they even
carried things—great, heavy things. Everybody did. They threw things.

He made a sudden convulsive movement in his primary waldoes, quite
unlike his normal, beautifully economical rhythm. The secondaries were
oversize, as he was making a new setup. The guys tore loose, a brace plate
banged against the wall. Baldur was snoozing nearby; he pricked up his
ears, looked around, then turned his face to Waldo, questioning him.

Waldo glared at him and the dog whined. “Shut up!”

The dog quieted and apologized with his eyes.

Automatically he looked over the damage—not much, but he would have
to fix it. Strength. Why, if he were strong, he could do anything—anything!
No. 6 extension waldoes and some new guys------ Strong! Absent-mindedly
he shifted to the No. 6 waldoes.

Strength!

He could even meet women—be stronger than they were!

He could swim. He could ride. He could fly a ship— run, jump. He could
handle things with his bare hands. He could even leam to dance!

Strong!
He would have muscles! He could break things.
He could------ He could-------

He switched to the great waldoes with hands the size of a man’s body.
Strong— they were strong! With one giant waldo he hauled from the stock
pile a quarter-inch steel plate, held it up, and shook it. A booming rumble.
He shook it again. Strong!

He took it in both waldoes, bent it double. The metal buckled unevenly.
Convulsively he crumpled it like wastepaper between the two huge palms.
The grinding racket raised hackles on Baldur; he himself had not been aware
of it.

He relaxed for a moment, gasping. There was sweat on his forehead;
blood throbbed in his ears. But he was not spent; he wanted something
heavier, stronger. Cutting to the adjoining storeroom he selected an L-beam
twelve feet long, shoved it through to where the giant hands could reach it,
and cut back to them.

The beam was askew in the port; he wrenched it loose, knocking a big
dent in the port frame. He did not notice it.

The beam made a fine club in the gross fist. He brandished it. Baldur
backed away, placing the control ring between himself and the great hands.

Power! Strength! Smashing, unbeatable strength------

With a spastic jerk he checked his swing just before the beam touched the
wall. No------ But he grabbed the other end of the club with the left waldo
and tried to bend it. The big waldoes were built for heavy work, but the
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beam was built to resist. He strained inside the primaries, strove to force
the great fists to do his will. A warning light flashed on his control board.
Blindly he kicked in the emergency overload and persisted.

The hum of the waldoes and the rasp of his own breath were drowned out
by the harsh scrape of metal on metal as the beam began to give way. Ex-
ulting, he bore down harder in the primaries. The beam was bending double
when the waldoes blew out. The right-hand tractors let go first; the fist flung
open. The left fist, relieved of the strain, threw the steel from it.

It tore its way through the thin bulkhead, making a ragged hole, crashed
and clanged in the room beyond.

But the giant waldoes were inanimate junk.

He drew his soft pink hands from the waldoes and looked at them. His
shoulders heaved, and racking sobs pushed up out of him. He covered his
face with his hands; the tears leaked out between his fingers. Baldur
whimpered and edged in closer.

On the control board a bell rang persistently.

The wreckage had been cleared away and an adequate, neat patch covered
the place where the L-beam had made its own exit. But the giant waldoes
had not yet been replaced; their frame was uninhabited. Waldo was busy
rigging a strength tester.

It had been years since he had paid any attention to the exact strength
of his body. He had had so little use for strength; he had concentrated on
dexterity, particularly on the exact and discriminating control of his name-
sakes. In the selective, efficient, and accurate use of his muscles he was
second to none; he had control—he had to have. But he had had no need
for strength.

With the mechanical equipment at hand it was not difficult to jeny-rig a
device which would register strength of grip as pounds-foree on a dial. A
spring-loaded scale and a yoke to act on it sufficed. He paused and looked at
the contrivance.

He need only take off the primary waldoes, place his bare hand on the
grip, bear down—and he would know. Still he hesitated.

It felt strange to handle anything so large with his bare hand. Now. Reach
into the Other World for power. He closed his eyes and pressed. He opened
them. Fourteen pounds— less than he used to have.

But he had not really tried yet. He tried to imagine Gramps Schneider’s
hands on his arm, that warm tingle. Power. Reach out and claim it.

Fourteen pounds, fifteen—seventeen, eighteen, twenty, twenty-one! He
was winning! He was wanning!

Both his strength and his courage failed him, in what order he could not
say. The needle spun back to zero; he had to rest.

Had he really shown exceptional strength—or was twenty-one pounds of
grip simply normal for him at his present age and weight? A normally strong
and active man, he knew, should have a grip on the order of one hundred
and fifty pounds.

236



Nevertheless, twenty-one pounds of grip was six pounds higher than he had
ever before managed on test.

Try, again. Ten, eleven—twelve. Thirteen. The needle hesitated. Why, he
had just started— this was ridiculous. Fourteen.

There it stopped. No matter how he strained and concentrated his driving
will he could not pass that point. Slowly, he dropped back from it.

Sixteen pounds was the highest he managed in the following days. Twenty-
one pounds seemed to have been merely a fluke, a good first effort. He ate
bitterness.

But he had not reached his present position of wealth and prominence by
easy surrender. He persisted, recalling carefully just what Schneider had
said to him, and trying to fed the touch of Schneider’'s hands. He told him-
self now that he really had been stronger under Schneider’s touch, but that
he had failed to realize it because of the Earth’s heavy field. He continued
to try.

In the back of his mind he knew that he must eventually seek out Gramps
Schneider and ask his help, if he did not find the trick alone. But he was
extremely reluctant to do so, not because of the terrible trip it entailed—
though that would ordinarily have been more than enough reason—but be-
cause if he did so and Schneider was not able to help him, then there would
be no hope, no hope at all.

It was better to live with disappointment and frustration than to live
without hope. He continued to postpone it.

Waldo paid little attention to Earth time; he ate and slept when he
pleased. He might catch a cat nap at any time; however, at fairly regular
intervals he slept for longer periods. Not in a bed, of course. A man who
floats in air has no need for a bed. But he did make it a habit to guy himself
into place before undertaking eight hours of solid sleep, as it prevented him
from casual drifting in random air currents which might carry’ him, uncon-
scious, against controls or switches.

Since the obsession to become strong had possessed him he had fre-
quently found it necessary to resort to soporifics to insure sleep.

Dr. Rambeau had returned and was looking for him. Rambeau—crazy
and filled with hate. Rambeau, blaming his troubles on Waldo. He was not
safe, even in Freehold, as the crazy physicist had found out how to pass
from one space to another. There he was now! Just his head, poked through
from the Other World. “1'm going to get you, Waldo!” He was gone—no,
there he was behind him! Reaching, reaching out with hands that were
writhing antennae. “You, Waldo!” But Waldo's own hands were the giant
waldoes, he snatched at Rambeau.

The big waldoes went limp.

Rambeau was at him, was on him; he had him around the throat.

Gramps Schneider said in his ear, in a voice that was calm and strong,
“Reach out for the power, my son. Feel it in your fingers.” Waldo grabbed
at the throttling fingers, strained, tried.



They were coming loose. He was winning. He would stuff Rambeau back
into the Other World and keep him there. There! He had one hand free.
Baldur was barking frantically; he tried to tell him to shut up, to bite Ram-
beau, to help------

The dog continued to bark.

He was in his own home, in his own great room. Baldur let out one more
yipe. “Quiet!” He looked himself over.

When he had gone to sleep he had been held in place by four light guys,
opposed like the axes of a tetrahedron. Two of them were still fastened to
his belt; he swung loosely against the control ring. Of the other two, one had
snapped off at his belt; its end floated a few feet away. The fourth had been
broken in two places, near his belt and again several feet out; the severed
piece was looped loosely around his neck.

He looked the situation over. Study as he might, he could conceive no
way in which the guys could have been broken save by his own struggles in
the nightmare. The dog could not have done it; he had no way to get a
purchase. He had done it himself. The lines were light, being intended
merely as stay's. Still------

It took him a few minutes to rig a testing apparatus which would test
pull instead of grip; the yoke had to be reversed. When it was done he cut
in a medium waldo pair, fastened the severed piece of line to the tester, and,
using the waldo, pulled.

The line parted at two hundred and twelve pounds.

Hastily, but losing time because of nervous clumsiness, he rerigged the
tester for grip. He paused, whispered softly, "Now is the time, Grampsl”
and bore down on the grip.

Twenty pounds— twenty-one. Twenty-fivel

Up past thirty. He was not even sweating! Thirty-five—forty, -one, -two,
-three. Forty-five! And -sixl And a half. Forty-seven poundsl

W’ith a great sigh he let his hand relax. He was strong. Strong.

When he had somewhat regained his composure, he considered what to
do next. His first impulse was to call Grimes, but he suppressed it. Soon
enough when he was sure of himself.

He went back to the tester and tried his left hand. Not as strong as his
right, but almost—nearly forty-five pounds. Funny thing, he didn’t feel any
different. Just normal, healthy. No sensation.

He wanted to try all of his muscles. It would take too long to rig testers
for kick, and shove, and back lift, and, oh, a dozen others. He needed a field,
that was it, a one-g field. Well, there was the reception room; it could be
centrifuged.

But its controls were in the ring and it was long corridors away. There
was a nearer one, the centrifuge for the cuckoo clock. He had rigged the
wheel with a speed control as an easy way to regulate the clock. He moved
back to the control ring and stopped the turning of the big wheel; the clock-
work was disturbed by the sudden change; the little red bird popped out,
said, “Th-wu th-woo” once, hopefully, and subsided.
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Carrying in his hand a small control panel radio hooked to the motor
which impelled the centrifuge wheel, he propelled himself to the wheel and
plaeced himself inside, planting his feet on the inner surface of the rim and
gTasping one of the spokes, so that he would be in a standing position with
respect to tire centrifugal force, once it was impressed. He started the wheel
slowly.

Its first motion surprised him and he almost fell off. But he recovered
himself and gave it a little more power. All right so far. He speeded it up
gradually, triumph spreading through him as he felt the pull of the pseudo
gravitational field, felt his legs grow heavy, but still strong.

He let it out, one full g. He could take it. He could, indeed! To be sure,
the force did not affect the upper part of his body so strongly as the lower,
as his head was only a foot or so from the point of rotation. He could fix
that; he squatted down slowly, hanging on tight to the spoke. It was all
right.

But the wheel swayed and the motor complained. His unbalanced weight,
that far out from the center of rotation, was putting too much of a strain on
a framework intended to support a cuckoo clock and its counterweight only.
He straightened up with equal caution, feeling the fine shove of his thigh
muscles and calves. He stopped the wheel.

Baldur had been much perturbed by the whole business. He had almost
twisted his neck off trying to follow the motions of Waldo.

He still postponed calling Grimes. He wanted to arrange for some selective
local controls on the centrifuging of the reception room, in order to have a
proper place in which to practice standing up. Then he had to get the hang
of this walking business; it looked easy, but he didn't know. Might be quite
a trick to learn it.

Thereafter he planned to teach Baldur to walk. He tried to get Baldur into
the cuckoo-clock wheel, but the dog objected. He wiggled free and retreated
to the farthest part of the room. No matter—when he had the beast in
the reception room he would damn well have to learn to walk. Should have
seen to it long ago. A big brute like that, and couldn’t walkl

He visualized a framework into which the dog could be placed which
would force him to stand erect. It was roughly equivalent to a baby’s toddler,
but Waldo did not know that. He had never seen a baby’s toddler.

“Uncle Gus------ "

“Oh, hello, Waldo. How you been?”

"Fine. Look, Uncle Gus, could you come up to Freehold—right away?”

Grimes shook his head. “Sorry. My bus is in the shop.”

“Your bus is too slow anyhow. Take a taxi, or get somebody to drive you,”

“And have you insult 'em when we get there? Huh-uh.”

“I'll be sweet as sugar.”

“Well, Jimmie Stevens said something yesterday about wanting to see
you.”

Waldo grinned. “Get him. I'd like to see him.”

“IItry.”



“Call me back. Make it soon.”

Waldo met them in the reception room, which he had left uncentrifuged.
As soon as they came in he started his act. “My, I'm glad you're here. Dr.
Stevens— could you fly me down to Earth right away? Something’s come up.”

“Why—1 suppose so0.”

“Let’s go.”

“Wait a minute, Waldo. Jimmie’s not prepared to handle you tire way
you have to be handled.”

“I'll have to chance it, Uncle Gus. This is urgent.”

“But------ "

“No ‘buts.’ Let's leave at once.”

They hustled Baldur into the ship and tied him down. Grimes saw to it
that Waldo’s chair was tilted back in the best approximation of a decelera-
tion rig. Waldo settled himself into it and closed his eyes to discourage
guestions. He sneaked a look and found Grimes grimly silent.

Stevens made very nearly a record trip, but set them down quite gently on
the parking flat over Grimes’s home. Grimes touched Waldo’s arm. “How
do you feel? I'll get someone and we'll get you inside. | want to get you to
bed.”

“Can’t do that, Uncle Gus. Things to do. Give me your arm, will you?”

“Huh?” But Waldo reached for the support requested and drew himself
- _

“I'll be all right now, | guess.” He let go the physician’s arm and started
for the door. “Will you untie Baldur?”

“Waldo!"

He turned around, grinning happily. “Yes, Uncle Gus, it's true. I'm not
weak any more. | can walk.”

Grimes took hold of the back of one of the seats and said shakily, “Waldo,
I'm an old man. You ought not to do things like this to me.” He wiped his
eyes.

“Yes,” agreed Stevens, “it's a damn dirty trick.”

Waldo looked blankly from one face to the other. “I'm sorry,” he said
humbly. “1 just wanted to surprise you.”

“It's all right. Let’s go downside and have a drink. You can tell us about
it then.”

“All right. Come on, Baldur.” The dog got up and followed after his
master. He had a very curious gait; Waldo's trainer gadget had taught him
to pace instead of trot.

Waldo stayed with Grimes for days, gaining strength, gaining new reflex
patterns, building up his flabby muscles. He had no setbacks; the myasthenia
was gone. All he required was conditioning.

Grimes had forgiven him at once for his unnecessarily abrupt and
spectacular revelation of his cure, but Grimes had insisted that he take it
easy and become fully readjusted before he undertook to venture out un-
escorted. It was a wise precaution. Even simple things were hazards to him.
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Stairs, for example. He could walk on the level, but going downstairs had to
be learned. Going up was not so difficult.

Stevens showed up one day, let himself in, and found Waldo alone in the
living room, listening to a stereo show. “Hello, Mr. Jones.”

“Oh—nhello, Dr. Stevens.” Waldo reached down hastily, fumbled for his
shoes, zipped them on. “Uncle Gus says | should wear them all the time,”
he explained. “Everybody does. But you caught me unawares.”

“0Oh, that’s no matter. You don't have to wear them in the house. Where's
Doc?”

“Gone for the day. Don’'t you, really? Seems to me my nurses always
wore shoes.”

“Oh yes, everybody does—but there’s no law to make you.”

“Then I'll wear them. But | can’'t say that | like them. They feel dead,
like a pair of disconnected waldoes. But | want to learn how.”

“How to wear shoes?”

“How to act like people act. It's really quite difficult,” he said seriously.

Stevens felt a sudden insight, a welling of sympathy for this man with no
background and no friends. It must be odd and strange to him. He felt an
impulse to confess something which had been on his mind with respect to
Waldo. “You really are strong now, aren’t you?”

Waldo grinned happily. “Getting stronger every day. | gripped two hun-
dred pounds this morning. And see how much fat I've worked off.”

"You're looking fit, all right. Here’s a funny thing. Ever since | first met
you I've wished to high heaven that you were as strong as an ordinary man.”

“You really did? Why?”

“Well ... 1 think you will admit that you used some pretty poisonous
language to me, one time and another. You had me riled up all the time.
| wanted you to get strong so that | could just beat the hell out of you.”

Waldo had been walking up and down, getting used to his shoes. He
stopped and faced Stevens. He seemed considerably startled. “You mean you
wanted to fist-fight me?”

“Exactly. You used language to me that a man ought not to use unless
he is prepared to back it up with his fists. If you had not been an invalid |
would have pasted you one, oh, any number of times.”

Waldo seemed to be struggling with a new concept. “1 think | see,” he
said slowly. “Well—all right.” On the last word he delivered a roundhouse
swipe with plenty of power behind it. Stevens was not in the least expecting
it; it happened to catch him on the button. He went down, out cold.

When he came to he found himself in a chair. Waldo was shaking him.
“Wasn't that right?” he said anxiously.

“What did you hit me with?”

“My hand. Wasn't that right? Wasn't that what you wanted?”

“Wasn't that what [------ " He still had little bright lights floating in
front of his eyes, but the situation began to tickle him. “Look here—is that
your idea of the proper way to start a fight?”

“Isn’t it?”

Stevens tried to explain to him the etiquette of fisticuffs, contemporary
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American. Waldo seemed puzzled, but finally he nodded. 1 get it. 'iou
have to give the other man warning. All right—get up, and we’ll do it over.

"Easy, easy! Wait a minute. You never did give me a chance to finish
what | was saying. 1 was sore at you, but I'm not any more. That is what |
was trying to tell you. Oh, you were utterly poisonous; there is no doubt
about that. But you couldn’t help being.”

“1 don't mean to be poisonous,” Waldo said seriously.

“1 know you don’t, and you're not. | rather like you now—now that you're
strong.”

“Do you really?”

“Yes, | do. But don’'t practice any more of those punches on me.”

“1won't. But | didn’t understand. But, do you know, Dr. Stevens, it's------ "

“Call me Jim.”

“Jim. It's a very hard thing to know just what people do expect. There is
so little pattern to it. Take belching; | didn't know it was forbidden to burp
when other people are around. It seems obviously necessary to me. But Uncle
Gus says not.”

Stevens tried to clear up the matter for him—not too well, as he found
that Waldo was almost totally lacking in any notion, even theoretical, of
social conduct. Not even from fiction had he derived a concept of the
intricacies of mores, as he had read almost no fiction. He had ceased reading
stories in his early boyhood, because he lacked the background of experience
necessary to appreciate fiction.

He was rich, powerful, and a mechanical genius, but he still needed to go
to kindergarten.

Waldo had a proposition to make. “Jim, you've been very helpful. You
explain these things better than Uncle Gus does. I'll hire you to teach me.”

Stevens suppressed a slight feeling of pique. “Sorry. I've got a job that
keeps me busy.”

“Oh, that's all right. I'll pay you better than they do. You can name your
own salary. It's a deal.”

Stevens took a deep breath and sighed. “You don’t understand. I'm an
engineer and | don't hire out for personal service. You can't hire me. Oh,
I'll help you all | can, but | won't take money for it.”

“What's wrong with taking money?”

The question, Stevens thought, was stated wrongly. As it stood it could
not be answered. He launched into a long, involved discussion of professional
and business conduct. He was really not fitted for it; Waldo soon bogged
down. “I'm afraid | don't get it. But see here—could you teach me how to
behave with girls? Uncle Gus says he doesn’t dare take me out in company.”

“Well, I'll try. I'll certainly try. But, Waldo, | came over to see you about
some of the problems we're running into at the plant. About this theory of
the two spaces that you were telling me about------ "

“It's not theory; it's fact.”

“All right. What | want to know is this: When do you expect to go back
to Freehold and resume research? We need some help.”
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“Go back to Freehold? 1 haven't any idea. 1 don't intend to resume re-
search.”

“You don’t? But, my heavens, you haven't finished half the investigations
you outlined to me.”

"You fellows can do 'em. I'll help out with suggestions, of course.”
“Well—maybe we could interest Gramps Schneider,” Stevens said doubt-
fully.

“1 would not advise it,” Waldo answered. “Let me show you a letter he
sent me.” He left and fetched it back. “Here.”

Stevens glanced through it. “—your generous offer of your share in the new
power project | appreciate, but, truthfully, | have no interest in such things
and would find the responsibility a burden. As for the news of your new
strength | am happy, but not surprised. The power of the Other World is
his who would claim it—" There was more to it. It was written in a precise
Spencerian hand, a trifle shaky; the rhetoric showed none of the colloqui-
alisms with which Schneider spoke.

“Hm-m-m—1 think | see what you mean.”

“1 believe,” Waldo said seriously, “that he regards our manipulations
with gadgets as rather childish.”

“1 suppose. Tell me, what do you intend to do with yourself?”

“Me? | don't know, exactly. But | can tell you this: I'm going to have
fun. I'm going to have lots of fun. I'm just beginning to find out how much
fun it is to be a man!”

His dresser tackled the other slipper. “To tell you just why | took up
dancing would be a long story,” he continued.

“1 want details.”

“Hospital calling,” someone in the dressing room said.

“Tell 'em I'll be right there, fast. Suppose you come in tomorrow after-
noon?” he added to the woman reporter. “Can you?”

“Right.”

A man was shouldering his way through the little knot around him.
Waldo caught his eye. “Hello, Stanley. Glad to see you.”

“Hello, Waldo.” Gleason pulled some papers out from under his cape
and dropped them in the dancer's lap. “Brought these over myself as |
wanted to see your act again,”

“Like it?”

“Swell!”

Waldo grinned and picked up the papers. “Where is the dotted line?”

“Better read them first,” Gleason cautioned him.

“Oh shucks, no. If it suits you, it suits me. Can | borrow your stylus?”

A worried little man worked his way up to them. “About that recording,
Waldo------ "

“We've discussed that,” Waldo said flatly. “1 only perform before
audiences.”

“We've combined it with the Warm Springs benefit.”

“That's different. O.K.”
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“While you're about it, take a look at this layout.” It was a reduction, for
a twenty-four sheet:

THE GREAT WALDO
AND HIS TROUPE

with the opening date and theater left blank, but with a picture of Waldo,
as Harlequin, poised high in the air.

"Fine, Sam, fine!” Waldo nodded happily.

“Hospital calling againl”

“1I'm ready now,” Waldo answered, and stood up. His dresser draped his
street cape over his lean shoulders. Waldo whistled sharply. "Here, Baldur!
Come along.” At the door he stopped an instant, and waved. “Good night,
fellows!”

“Good night, Waldo.”

They were all such grand guys.



THE FATHER-THING
by Philip K. Dick

”

“Dinner’s ready,” commanded Mrs. Walton. “Go get your father and tell
him to wash his hands. The same applies to you, young man.” She carried
a steaming casserole to the neatly set table. “You'll find him out in the

garage.”
Charles hesitated. He was only eight years old, and the problem bothering
him would have confounded Hillel. “1—" he began uncertainly.

“What's wrong?” June Walton caught the uneasy tone in her son’s voice
and her matronly bosom fluttered with sudden alarm. “Isn’t Ted out in the
garage? For heaven'’s sake, he was sharpening the hedge shears a minute ago.
He didn’t go over to the Andeisons’, did he? | told him dinner was practi-
cally on the table.”

"He's in the garage,” Charles said. “But he’s—talking to himself.”

“Talking to himself!” Mrs. Walton removed her bright plastic apron and
hung it over the doorknob. “Ted? Why, he never talks to himself. Go tell
him to come in here.” She poured boiling black coffee in the little blue-and-
white china cups and began ladling out creamed com. “What’s wrong with
you? Go tell him!”

“1 don’'t know which of them to tell,” Charles blurted out desperately.
“They both look alike."

June W alton's fingers lost their hold on the aluminum pan; for a moment
the creamed com slushed dangerously. “Young man—" she began angrily,
but at that moment Ted Walton came striding into the kitchen, inhaling
and sniffing and rubbing his hands together,

“Ah,” he cried happily. “Lamb stew.”

“Beef stew,” June murmured. “Ted, what were you doing out there?”

Ted threw himself down at his place and unfolded his napkin. “I got
the shears sharpened like a razor. Oiled and sharpened. Better not touch
them—they’ll cut your hand off.” He was a good-looking man in his early
thirties; thick blond hair, strong arms, competent hands, square face and
flashing brown eyes. “Man, this stew looks good. Hard day at the office—
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Friday, you know. Stuff piles up and we have to get all the accounts out by
five. A1 McKinley claims the department could handle 20 per cent more
stuff if we organized our lunch hours; staggered them so somebody was there
all the time,” He beckoned Charles over. “Sit down and let’s go.’

Mrs. Walton served the frozen peas. “Ted,” she said, as she slowly took
her seat, “is there anything on your mind?”

“On my mind?” He blinked. “No, nothing unusual. Just the regular stuff.
Why?”

Uneasily, June Walton glanced over at her son. Charles was sitting bolt-
upright at his place, face expressionless, white as chalk. He hadn't moved,
hadn’t unfolded his napkin or even touched his milk. A tension was in the
air; she could feel it. Charles had pulled his chair away from his father’s;
he was huddled in a tense little bundle as far from his father as possible.
His lips were moving, but she couldn’t catch what he was saying.

“What is it?” she demanded, leaning toward him.

“The other one," Charles was muttering under his breath. “The other
one came in.”

“What do you mean, dear?” June Walton asked out loud. “What other
one?”

Ted jerked. A strange expression flitted across his face. It vanished at
once; but in the brief instant Ted Walton’s face lost all familiarity’. Some-
thing alien and cold gleamed out, a twisting, wriggling mass. The eyes
blurred and receded, as an archaic sheen filmed over them. The ordinary
look of a tired, middle-aged husband was gone.

And then it was back—or nearly back. Ted grinned and began to wolf
down his stew and frozen peas and creamed corn. He laughed, stirred his
coffee, kidded and ate. But something terrible was wrong.

"The other one,” Charles muttered, face white, hands beginning to
tremble. Suddenly he leaped up and backed away from the table. “Get
away!” he shouted. “Get out of here!”

“Hey,” Ted rumbled ominously. “What's got into you?” He pointed
sternly at the boy’s chair. “You sit down there and eat your dinner, young
man. Your mother didn't fix it for nothing.”

Charles turned and ran out of the kitchen, upstairs to his room. June
Walton gasped and fluttered in dismay. “What in the world—"

Ted went on eating. His face was grim; his eyes were hard and dark. “That
kid,” he grated, “is going to have to learn a few things. Maybe he and |
need to have a little private conference together.”

Charles crouched and listened.

The father-thing was coming up the stairs, nearer and neareT. “ Charles!”
it shouted angrily. “ Are you up there?”

He didn’t answer. Soundlessly, he moved back into his room and pulled
the door shut. His heart was pounding heavily. The father-thing had reached
the landing; in a moment it would come in his room.

He hurried to the window. He was terrified; it was already fumbling in the
dark hall for the knob. He lifted the window and climbed out on the roof.
With a grunt he dropped into the flower garden that ran by the front door,
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staggered and gasped, then leaped to his feet and ran from the light that
streamed out the window, a patch of yellow in the evening darkness.

He found the garage; it loomed up ahead, a black square against the
skyline. Breathing quickly, he fumbled in his pocket for his flashlight, then
cautiously slid the door up and entered.

The garage was empty. The car was parked out front. To the left was his
father's workbench. Hammers and saws on the wooden walls. In the back
were the lawnmower, rake, shovel, hoe. A drum of kerosene. License plates
nailed up everywhere. Floor was concrete and dirt; a great oil slick stained
the center, tufts of weeds greasy and black in the flickering beam of the
flashlight.

Just inside the door was a big trash barrel. On top of the barrel were
stacks of soggy newspapers and magazines, moldy and damp. A thick stench
of decay issued from them as Charles began to move them around. Spiders
dropped to the cement and scampered off; he crushed them with his foot and
went on looking.

The sight made him shriek. He dropped the flashlight and leaped wildly
back. The garage was plunged into instant gloom. He forced himself to kneel
down, and for an ageless moment, he groped in the darkness for the light,
among the spiders and greasy weeds. Finally he had it again. He managed
to turn the beam down into the barrel, down the well he had made by
pushing back the piles of magazines.

The father-thing had stuffed it down in the very bottom of the barrel.
Among the old leaves and torn-up cardboard, the rotting remains of maga-
zines and curtains, rubbish from the attic his mother had lugged down here
with the idea of burning someday. It still looked a little like his father
enough for him to recognize. He had found it—and the sight made him sick
at his stomach. He hung onto the barrel and shut his eyes until finally he
was able to look again. In the barrel were the remains of his father, his real
father. Bits the father-thing had no use for. Bits it had discarded.

He got the rake and pushed it down to stir the remains. They were dry.
They cracked and broke at the touch of the rake. They were like a dis-
carded snake skin, flaky and crumbling, rustling at the touch. An empty skin.
The insides were gone. The important part. This was all that remained, just
the brittle, cracking skin, wadded down at the bottom of the trash barrel in
a little heap. This was all the father-thing had left; it had eaten the rest.
Taken the insides—and his father’s place.

A sound.

He dropped the rake and hurried to the door. The father-thing was coming
down the path, toward the garage. Its shoes crushed the gravel; it felt its
way along uncertainly. “Charles!” it called angrily. “Are you in there?
Wait'll 1 get my hands on you, young man!”

His mother’s ample, nervous shape was outlined in the bright doorway
of the house. “Ted, please don't hurt him. He’s all upset about something.”

“1I'm not going to hurt him,” the father-thing rasped; it halted to strike
a match. “I'm just going to have a little talk with him. He needs to learn
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better manners. Leaving the table like that and running out at night,
climbing down the roof—"

Charles slipped from the garage; the glare of the match caught his moving
shape, and with a bellow the father-thing lunged forward.

“Come herel”

Charles ran. He knew the ground better than the father-thing; it knew a
lot, had taken a lot when it got his father’s insides, but nobody knew the way
like he did. He reached the fence, climbed it, leaped into the Andersons’
yard, raced past their clothesline, down the path around the side of their
house, and out on Maple Street.

He listened, crouched down and not breathing. The father-thing hadn’t
come after him. It had gone back. Or it was coming around the sidewalk.

He took a deep, shuddering breath. He had to keep moving. Sooner or
later it would find him. He glanced right and left, made sure it wasn't
watching, and then started off at a rapid dog-trot.

"What do you want?” Tony Peretti demanded belligerently. Tony was
fourteen. He was sitting at the table in the oak-panelled Peretti dining
room, books and pencils scattered around him, half a ham-and-peanut-butter
sandwich and a coke beside him. "You're Walton, aren’t you?”

Tony Peretti had a job uncrating stoves and refrigerators after school at
Johnson's Appliance Shop, downtown. He was big and blunt-faced. Black
hair, olive skin, white teeth. A couple of times he had beaten up Charles;
he had beaten up every kid in the neighborhood.

Charles twisted. "Say, Peretti. Do me a favor?”

“What do you want?” Peretti was annoyed. “You looking for a bruise?”

Gazing unhappily down, his fists clenched, Charles explained what had
happened in short, mumbled words.

When he had finished, Peretti let out a low whistle. “No kidding.”

“It's true.” He nodded quickly. “I'll show you. Come on and I'll show
you.”

Peretti got slowly to his feet. “Yeah, show me. | want to see.”

He got his b.b. gun from his room, and the two of them walked silently
up the dark street, toward Charles’ house. Neither of them said much.
Peretti was deep in thought, serious and solemn-faced. Charles was still
dazed; his mind was completely blank.

They turned down the Anderson driveway, cut through the back yard,
climbed the fence, and lowered themselves cautiously into Charles’ back
yard. There was no movement. The yard was silent. The front door of the
house was closed.

They peered through the living room window. The shades were down,
but a narrow crack of yellow streamed out. Sitting on the couch was Mrs.
Walton, sewing a cotton T-shirt. There was a sad, troubled look on her large
face. She worked listlessly, without interest. Opposite her was the father-
thing. Leaning back in his father's easy chair, its shoes off, reading the
evening newspaper. The TV was on, playing to itself in the comer. A can of
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beer rested on the arm of the easy chair. The father-thing sat exactly as his
own father had sat; it had learned a lot.

“Looks just like him,” Peretti whispered suspiciously. “You sure you're
not bulling me?”

Charles led him to the garage and showed him the trash barrel. Peretti
reached his long tanned arms down and carefully pulled up the dry, flaking
remains. They spread out, unfolded, until the whole figure of his father was
outlined