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The Law of the Sarn 7/(

The Sarln Mother loocked down at the Earth-

man with unblinking, golden eyes. ““The Sarn
make the laws. Men obey them. That was set-
tled once and for all time four thousand years

ago. Is it clear?”’

Grayth looked up at her, up the strange,
rope-flexible legs, up the rounded, golden body
fo the four twined arms. ““Before ever the Sarn
came fo this world, o conquer our people and
enslave them, your race was ruled by a matri-
archy. It is natural, for among you the females
born in a generation outnumber the males five
to one. But what is natural for your race is an
“unnatural crime upon ours.”

The Sarn Mother, on her inlaid throne of
State, looked with unwinking golden eyes at
Grayth.

“You may go,” she said at last. “’But the Law
of the Sarn, that there shall be five of females
to only one of males is the law of the planet.
Kill four out of every five men!”
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The Three Careers of John W. Campbell

Back in the very carly days of science fiction, every- .
one knew it was impossible to make a living in the field.
There were only two SF magazines being published,
each paying somewhere around $200 for a long novel
and perhaps $25 for an unusually good short story.
Even when a story was accepted, a writer might have 10
wait months after publication before he was finally paid
for his work. Furthermore, no science fiction books were
being published; so once a story appeared in a maga-
Zine, there would be no further income from it.

Writing science fiction was a hobby, not a career, and
nobody questioned hat obvious fact—nobody but J

; ! Against all logic, he ot only determined
to make science fiction his life’s work, but he succeeded.
It took three careers to achieve his goal, during which
he became almost single-handedly the creator of modern
science fiction. And eventually, others with less genius
o les folly found it possbi to follow the rai

Cnmpbeﬂs first sale was made while he was still in
college, studying for his science degree. (Later, he used
to joke about it, saying that he only graduated because
his English professor couldn’t flunk anyone who was al-
ready selling to a professional magazine.) It appeared in
January 1930, six months before his twentieth birthday.
Within a year, he had become one of the best-liked writ-
ers in the fiel

In those days. the science-fiction stories had almost no
literary value, They were crudely written, at best, and
there was little attempt at characterization. The people
were merely used as props to discuss the heavy use of

ix
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superscience and to make the simple plots work. The
important things in science fiction were the wonders of
future science and the unlimited possibility for human
progress. The best-liked stories dealt with adventures far
out in space, where men discovered other somewhat hu-
man races and warred mightily with evil invaders of
monstrous form.

Campbell took the formula and carried it to its ulti-
mate. His science began at the far edge of current theo-
ries and went on from there at breakneck pace. By the
end of 1934 he had written six novels, most of which
are still being published to the-delight of new young
readers. In these novels, his heroes roamed all space and
beyond into other universes. New inventions seemed to
be created on every page. In the end, his heroes could
even create entire universes just by “thinking” into their
ultimate machines.

I have included in this volume only one short story
from this period: “The Last Evolution.” (The stories
are arranged in chronological order, except for related
stories that appear together; hence this early story is the
first in the book.) It shows all the crudity and lack of
characterization of the period. But it also shows the
scope of Campbell’s imagination and his originality. As
far as I know, this is the first story ever to deal with ro-
bots as more than complex tools or slaves for human
convenience. It would be another ten years or more be-
fore other writers could accept Campbell’s concept of
possible evolution. .

By the end of 1934, however Campbell had used up
almost every possibility to be found in the old formula.
He wrote a few “John W. Campbell” stories after that,
but the enthusiasm was gone. He could have gone on re-
peating himself, since his stories were still as popular as
ever, but he was never content to be a follower—even of
himself. '

In fact, he had already entered upon a second career.
A couple of years before, he had been deeply impressed
by the first chapter of The Red Gods Call, by C. E.
Scoggins, a popular adventure writer of the time. Al-
though the rest of that book was straight adventure, that
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first chapter had mood, feeling, and everything that sci-
ence fiction seemed to lack at the time. Campbell decid-
ed to do something about that lack.

It’s hard to be sure, but Campbell’s early work does
not indicate that he was a naturally gifted writer in the
wusual sense. But he could learn—no man was ever a
‘better learner! So he set about mastering the ability to
‘write science fiction as it had never been done; and be-
cause the story turned out to be unlike anything else he
had written, he chose to publish it under the pen name

of Don A. Stuart. Thus his “Stuart” career began before
‘his “Campbell” one was endmg

‘The result was “Twilight,” a story that was chosen in
1970 by the Science Flcnon Writers of America as one
of the great classics of the literature. However, the story
was hardly an instant success. Every editor in the field
turned it down, until F. Orlin Tremaine became editor
of Astounding Stories. Tt finally appeared in the Novem-
ber 1934 issue, when the readers gave it almost unzm—
mous praise and demanded more from this “new” writ-
er. (For more than a year, the true identity of the writer
was kept absolutely sécret.) By the end of 1935, Stuart
was even more popular than Campbell.

Stuart, as Campbell later put it, was an annoying kind
of writer. He refused to take the standard axioms for

. When everyone knew that something was so,
Stuart began questioning it. Every science-fiction reader
wished for a day when machines would make everything
easy for everybody; that would be utopia, of course. So
Sm]an wrote “The Machine” to show how things might
really

One of the standard horrors of science fiction was the-
idea of an invading race taking over Earth. Stuart took a
good look at that in “The Invaders.” But suppose the in-
vaders made slaves of the people of Earth; everyone
knew that slavery was the worst thing that could happen
to people. Well, maybe; Stuart decided to examine that
proposition and see just what was the worst that could
happen to whom. This story was entitled “Rebellion.”

‘These three stories were planned together under the
general title of “The Teachers,” though that was never
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actua.lly used for them. But one way or another, they all
have the common theme of someone teaching a lesson
to someone else, though just wha( the results might be
wasn't as certain as it might s

“Blindness” is a strange it of e T
the discovery of simple, cheap, atomic fusion power
would be the greatest of boons to the human race. It is
also a moving story of a man who makes a tremendous
sacrifice for science—and what his reward may
“Elimination” looks at mams ancient wish dream to
know what the future may bring.

Campbell, as Stuart, was leading science fiction away
from the old, accepted dreams of science fiction. He was
blazing the way toward a time when a writer must look
at every postulate and examine it as if it were a new
idea. But he was doing far more. He never forgot that
he had begun by trying to give the fecling and humanity
to his stories that had been lacking. More than his ideas,
the quality of his writing excited all who read them.

Perhaps this is best shown in “Forgetfulness.” On the
surface, this story is a bit like “The Invaders”—an alien
race comes to Earth to find mankind living a simple,
pastoral, almost-childlike life, surrounded by the rem-
nants of a magnificent civilization it has forgotten. It's
all handled simply, directly, and with a feeling on the
part of the alien that the reader can share. Then at the

end— Well, read it for yourself, For over thirty years,
that story has remained in my mind one of the high
points of all science fiction.

“Out of Night” and “Cloak of Aesir” really go to-
gether to make up a short novel. Again Campbell gives
us aliens and struggling humans—but there is no simple
right and wrong, no obvious warfare, 1o previously over-
used cliché situation. And at the end, as one sits with
th Mother, it is the emotional resolution that re-
‘mains, not the simple chain of events.

“Who Goes There?” is a suspense story, something
neither Campbell nor his alter ego, Stuart, had tried be-
fore. It is the story from which the movie The Thing
(later called The Thing from Outer Space) Was suppos-
edly made. But the movie was just another monster epic,



THE THREE CAREERS OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL xiit

totally lacking in the force and tension of the original
story. “Who Goes There?” was chosen by the Science
Fiction Writers oi America as first among the greatest
novellas of all tim

In only ten years, John Campbell had become two of
the greatest writers of science fiction. And then (except
for one short fantasy novel written to fill a magazine he
edited) both careers came to an end, as he began a third
which was to be even more influential than any amount
of writing could have been—so influential, indeed, that
a crater on Mars has now been named Campbell to hon-

or him.
Toward the end of 1937, he was asked to bc the edi-
tor of Astounding Stories (soon to be renamed As-

tounding Science Fiction and later Analog Science
Fact/Fiction). He continued as its editor for thirty-four
years, until his death in 1971. As a writer under either
Pen name, Campbell had been one of the best; but as an
editor, he quickly became the greatest, If that is a per-
sonal ]udgment, it is one shared by most writers and edi-
tors in the field.

‘When he took over as editor, the magazine had set-
tled into a dull routine; and other magazines were fold-
ing or turning to blood-and-thunder stories. Old authors
were leaving the field and few new ones of any ta.lent

re coming in. There scemed no hope that sc
Hotion ‘would ever become a gcn:ml.ly accepted cutegory.

Campbell rapidly changed all that. He had a clear vi-
sion of what science fiction shou.ld become, and he be-
gan teaching that vision to all the established writers ca-
pable of learning it. He also discovered a host of new
‘writers within the first few years of his editorship. Most
of the leading science-fiction writers today are ones he
discovered and trained: Asimoy, de Camp, Heinlein,
Sturgeon, Van Vogt, and many others.

‘Writers were developed, too, not merely discovered.
Faulty stories went back with pages of detailed criticism
of plot and technique that meant more than any dozen
courses in how to write. Ideas for stories poured out
from Campbell to his writers, and many of the best-
loved stories in the field came from those ideas. He had
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the marvelous talent of suggesting just the right idea to
a ng and putting it into a form that writer could best
andle.

own case, he repeatedly forced me to continue
writing when T would normally have turned to other
things; and he supplied the ideas for many of my best
works. Most writers I know had the same experience.
Even when a story was not right for him, Campbell was
generous with his help in improving it for submission
elsewhere. The result was the so-called Golden Age of
science fiction—the beginning of modem science fiction,
which was capable of reaching beyond a small reader-
ship of gadget-loving hobbyists and science buffs. When
the book publishers finally began turning to this new
category for material, it was only because there was al-
ready a body of respectable novels waiting in the back
issucs of Astounding. Even today, a rather large per-
centage of the most successful books are still produced
by the writers Campbell discovered. Without hun, the
current acceptance of science fiction would almost
tainly have been impossible.

To my surprise, many of the writers and fans seemed
to consider Campbell a hard man to know well. He was
held in some awe and in a measure of affection; but
most people complained that he lectured at them, rather
than talking to them. This was probably true in many
cases. Campbell was somewhat shy, particularly about
his personal feelings; and he hated to make conversa-
tion, something most people do automatically to fill
time. He had no fund of small talk. He was a man pas-
sionately in love with ideas, who wanted to chase such
ideas back to their beginnings and forward to the fur-
thest possible extension. To him, that meant an all-out,
no-holds-barred argument.

His mind was like a rapm, darting out instantly to

find any unprotected spot in an opponent’s thinking. He
was a quick master ol any arca of
knowledge and he came armed with an amazing fund of

to many.
But to those who would return his passionate love of ar-
gument as mental exercise, he was a wonderful human
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being. And his delight was as great in losing an argu-
ment as in winning. Over the Jous thcre o
areas where he and I remained in t

eternal quest for undiscovered ﬁeldx of lmowledge lad
him into what I considered cultist beliefs, and I fought
against those both privately and publicly. But our clash
of ideological attitudes didn’t matter. I always found
‘him a warm and generous friend, whose loyalty was un-
shakable.

His editorials in the magazine were always a source of
controversy, as he meant them to be. He was using his
editorial page to stir up thinking, to say, “Yes, but how
do you know your obvious truth is so darned obvious?
Now let’s try  different assumption.” He refused to ac-
cept any set idea of what might be good or bad. And
some of his writings on politics or on our current mores
infuriated a great many readers. But other editorials
were more future-oriented. And there he was always in
advance of his writers.

Tve included only one editorial. (For those who want
to see how controversial he could be, there’s a whole
book of his editorials in print.) ‘This was written in
1960, when we were just fumbling our way out into

space, “Space for Industry” is fifteen years old now, but

it's still probably a hundred years ahead of progress. In
any career, John W. Campbell was always ahead of his
time.

—Lester el Rey
New York, New York
September 18, 1975






The Last Evolution

T Am THE last of my type existing today in all the Solar
System. I, too, am the last existing ‘who, in memory, sees
the struggle for this system, and in memory I am still
close to the Center of Rulers, for mine was the ruling
type then. But I will pass soon, and with me will pass
the last of my kind, a poor inefficient type, but yet the
ereators of those who are now, and will be, long after [
pass forever.

So I am setting down my record on the menmype

1t was 2538 years After the Year of the Son of Man.
For six_centuries mankind had been developing ma-
chines. The Ear-apparatus was discovered as early as
seven hundred years before. The Eye came later, the
Brain came much later, But by 2500, the machines h
been developed to think, and act and work with perfect
independence, Man lived on the products of the ma-
chine, and the machines lived to themselves very happi-
1y, and contentedly. Machines are designed to help and
cooperate. It was easy to do the simple duties they need-
ed to do that men might live well. And men had created
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them. Most of mankind were quite useless, for they
lived in a world where no productive work was neces-
sary. But games, athletic contests, adventure—these
were the things they sought for their pleasure, Some of
the poorer types of man gave thémselves up wholly to
pleasure and idleness—and to emotions. But man was a
sturdy race, which had fought for existence through a
million years, and the training of a million years does
not slough quickly from any form of life, so their ener-
gies were bent to mock battles now, since real ones no
Tonger existed.

Up to the year 2100, the numbers of mankind had in-
creased rapidly and continuously, but from that time on,
there was a steady decrease. By 2500, their number was
a scant two millions, out of a population that once to-
taled many hundreds of millions, and was close to ten
billions in 2100.

Some few of these remaining two millions devoted
themselves to the adventure of discovery and explora-
tion of places unseen, of other worlds and other planets.
But fewer still devoted themselves to the highest adven-
ture, the unseen places of the mind. Machines—with
their irrefutable logic, their cold preciseness of figures,
their tireless, utterly exact observation, their absolute
knowledge of mathematics—they could elaborate any
idea, however simple its beginning, and reach the con-
clusion. From any three facts they even then could have
built in mind all’ the Universe. Machines had imagina-
tion of the ideal sort. They had the ability to construct a
necessary future result from a present fact. But men had
imagination of a different kind, theirs was the illogical,

ant imagination that sees the future result vaguely,
without knowing the why, nor the how, an imagination
that outstrips the machine in its preciseness. Man might
reach the conclusion more swiftly, but the machine al-
ways reached the conclusion eventually, and it was u—
ways the correct conclusion. By leaps and bounds
advanced. By s teady, irresistible steps the machme
marched forwara

Together, man and the machine were striding through
science irresistibly.
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Then came the Outsiders. Whence they came, neither
‘machine nor man ever learned, save only that they came
from beyond the outermost planet, from some other sun.
Sirius—Alpha Centauri—perhaps! First a thin scoutline
of a hundred great ships, mighty torpedoes of the void a
thousand kilads* in length, they came.

And one machine returning from Mars to Earth was
instrumental in its first discovery. The transport-ma-
chine’s brain ceased to radiate its sensations, and the
control in old Chicago knew immediately that some un-
perceived body had destroyed it. An investigation ma-
chine was instantly dispatched from Diemos, and it
maintained an acceleration of one thousand units.f
They sighted ten huge ships, one of which was already
grappling the smaller transport machine. The entire
foresection had been blasted away.

The investigation machine, scarcely three inches in
diameter, crept into the shattered hull and investigated.
Tt was quickly evident that the damage was caused by a
fusing ray.

Strange life-forms were crawling about the ship, pro-
tected by flexible, transparent suits. Their bodies were
short, and squat, four limbed and evidently powerful.
They, like insects, were equipped with a thick, durable
exoskeleton, a horny, brownish coating that covered
arms and legs and head. Their eyes projected slightly,
protected by horny protruding walls—eyes that were
capable of movement in every direction—and there
were three of them, set at equal distances apart.

The tiny investigation machine hurled itself violently
at one of the beings, crashing against the transparent
covering, flexing it, and striking the being inside with
terrific force. Hurled from his position, he fell end over
end across the weightless ship, but despite the blow, he
was not hurt.

* Kilad—unit introduced by the machines. Based on the duo-
decimal system, similarly introduced, as more lomc-l
mrllly used. Thus we would have said 1728

icme it was equal to one earth-gravity,
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The investigator passed to the power room ahead of
the Outsiders, who were anxiously trying o learn the
reason for their companion’s plight.

ected by the Center of Rulers, the investigator
soug,hl the power room, and relayed the control signals
from the Ruler’s brains. The ship-brain had been de-
stroyed, but the controls were still readily workable.
Quickly they were shot home, and the enormous plung-
ers shut. A combination was arranged so that the ma-
chine could not withstand it; the last plunger snapped
shut. Instantly the vast energies stored for operating the
ship were released, and the entire machine, as well as
the investigator and the Outsiders, were destroyed. A
second investigator, which had started when the plan
was decided on, had now arrived. The Outsider’s ship
nearest the transport machine had been badly damaged,
and the investigator entered the broken side.

The scenes were, of course, remembered by the mem-
ory-minds back on Earth tuned with that of the investi-
gator. The investigator flashed down corridors, search-
ing quickly for the apparatus room. It was soon seen
that with them the machine was practically unintelligent,
very few machines of even slight intelligence being ust

Then it became evident by the excited action of the
men of the ship, that the presence of the investigator
had detected, Perhaps it was the control impulses,
or the signal impulses it emitted. They searched for the
tiny bit of metal and crystal for some time before they
found it. And in the meantime it was plain that the
power these Outsiders used was not, as was ours of the
time, the power of blasting aloms, huz the greater power
of disintegrating matter. The findings of this tiny investi-
gating machine were very lmpona.nl.

Finally they succeeded in locating the investigator,
and one of the Outsiders appeared, armed with a pecu-
liar projector. A bluish beam snapped out, and the tiny
‘machine went blank.

The fleet was surrounded by thousands of the tiny
machines by this time, and the Outsiders were badly
confused by their presence, as it became difficult to lo-
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- cate them in the confusion of signal impulses. However,
they started at once for Earth. |

The science-investigators had been present toward the
last, and I am there now, in memory with my two
friends, long since departed. They were the greatest hu-
man science-investigators—Roal, 25374 and Trest,
35429. Roal had quickly assured us that these Outsiders
had come for invasion. There had been no wars on the
planets before that time in the direct memory of the ma-
chines, and it was difficult that these who were con-
ceived and built for codperation, helpfulness utterly de-
pendent on codperation, unable to exist independently
as were humans, that these life-forms should care to de-
stroy, merely that they might possess. It would have
been easier to divide the works and the products. But—
life alone can understand life, so Roal was believed.

From investigations, machines were prepared that
were capable of producing considerable destruction.
Torpedoes, being our principal weapon, were equipped
with such atomic explosives as had been developed for
blasting, a highly effective induction-heat ray developed
for furnaces being installed in some small machines
made for the purpose in the few hours we had before the.
enemy reached Earth.

In common with all life-forms, they were unable to
withstand any acceleration above the very meager
Earth-acceleration. A range of perhaps four units was
their limit, and it took several hours to reach the planet.

I still believe the reception was a warm one. Our ma-
chines met them beyond the orbit of Luna, and the di-
rected torpedoes sailed at the hundred great ships. They
were thrown aside by a magnetic field surrounding the
ship, but were redirected instantly, and continued to ap-
proach. However, some beams reached out, and de-
stroyed them by instant volatilization. But, they attacked
in such numbers that fully half the fleet was destroyed
by their explosions before the induction-beam fleet ar-
rived. These beams were, to our amazement, quite use-
less, being instantly absorbed by a force-screen, and the
remaining ships sailed on undisturbed, our torpedoes
being exhausted. Several investigator machines sent out
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for the purpose soon discovered the secret of the force-
screen, and while being destroyed, they were able to
send b back signals up to the moment of complete annihi-

A few investigators thrown into the heat beam of the
enemy reported it identical with ours, explaining why
they had been prepared for this form of attack.

Signals were being radiated from the remaining fifty,
along a beam. Several investigators were sent along
these beams, speeding back at st acceleration.

Then the enemy reached Earth. Instantly they settled
over the Colorado settlement, the Sahara colony, and
the Gobi colony. Enormous, diffused beams were set to
work, and we saw, d'u'ollga the machine screens, that
all humans within these ranges were being killed instantly
by the faintly greenish beams, Despite the fact that any
life-form killed normally can be revived, unless affected
by dissolution common to living tissue, these could not
be brought to life again. The important cell communica-
tion channels—nerves—had been literally burned out.
The complicated system of merves called the brain
situated in the uppermost extremity of the human life-
form, had been utterly destroyed.

Every form of life, microscopic, even submicroscop-
ic, was annihilated. Trees, grass, every living thing was
gone from that territory. Only the machines remained,
for they, working entirely without the vital chemical
forces necessary to life, were uninjured. But neither
plant nor animal was left.,

The pale green rays swept on.

In an hour, three more colonies of humans had been
destroyed.

‘Then the torpedoes that the machines were turning
out again, came into action. Almost desperately the ma-
chines drove them at the Outsiders in defense of their
masters and creators, Mankind.

The last of the Outsiders was down, the last ship a
crumpled wr

Now the machl tes began to study them. And never
could humans have studied them as the machines did.
Scores of great transports arrived, carrying swiftly the
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slower-moving science-investigators. From them came
the machine investigators, and human investigators.
Tiny investigator spheres wormed their way where none
others could reach, and silently the science-investigators
watched. Hour after hour they sat watching the flashing,
changing screens, calling each other’s attention to lhls,
or that.

In an incredibly short time the bodies of the Outsiders
began to decay, and the humans were forced to demand
their removal. The machines were unaffected by them,
but the rapid change told them why it was that so thor-
ough an execution was necessary. The foreign bacteria
were already at work on totally unresisting tissue.

It was Roal who sent the first thoughts among the
gathered m

“Itis evlrlenl " he began, “that the machines must de-
fend man, Man is defenseless, he is destroyed by these
beams, while the machines are unharmed, uninterrupt-
ed. Life—cruel life—has shown its tendencies. They
have come here to take over these planets, and have
started out with the first, natural moves of any invading
life-form. They are destroying the life, the intelligent life

articularly, that is here now.” He gave vent to that little
chuckle which is the human sign of amusement and
pleasure. “They are destroying the intelligent life—and
leaving untouched that which is necessarily their dead-
liest enemy—the machines.

“You—machines—are far more intelligent than we
even now, and capable of changing overnight, capable
of infinite adaptation to circumstance; you live as readily
on Pluto as on Mercury or Earth. Any place is a home-
world to you. You can adapt yourselves to any condi-
tion. And—most dangerous to them—you can do it in-
stantly. You are their most deadly enemies, and they
don’t realize it. They have no intelligent machines; prob-
ably they can conceive of none. When you attack them,
they merely say ‘The life-form of Earth is sending out
controlled machines. We will find good machines we can
use.” They do not conceive that those machines which
they hope to use are attacking them.

“Attack—therefore!
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“We can readily solve the hidden secret of their
powerful force-screen.”

He was interrupted. One of the newest science ma-
chines was speaking. “The secret of the force-screen is
simple.” A small ray-machine, which had landed near,
rose into the air at the command of the scientist-ma-
chine, X-5638 it was, and trained upon it the deadly
induction beam. Already, within his parts, X-5638 had
constructed the defensive apparatus, for the ray fell
harmless from his screen.

“Very good,” said Roal softly. “It is done, and there-
in hes Lheu‘ dnnger Already it is done.

a poor thing, unable to change himself in a
pmod of less than thousands of years. Already you have
changed yourself. T noticed your weaving tentacles, and
yt;lu‘ force beams. You transmuted elements of soil for
it

“Correct,” replied X-5638.

“But still we are helpless. We have not the power to
combat their machines. They use the Ultimate Energy,
known to exist for six hundred years, and still untay
% us. Our screens can not be so powerful, our beams so

ective. What of that?” asked Roal.

“Their generators were automatically destroyed with
the capture of the ship,” replied X-6349, “as you
know. We know nothing of their system.”

en we must find it for ourselves,” replied Trest.

“The life-beams?” asked Kahsh-256,799, one of the
Man-rulers.

“They affect chemical action, retarding it greatly in
exothermic actions, speeding greatly endothermic ac-
tions,” answered X-6621, the greatest of the chemist-
investigators. “The system we do not know. Their minds
cannot be read, they cannot be restored to life, so we
cmox learn from them.

an is doomed, if these beams cannot be stopped.”
salﬂ C R-21, present chief of the machine Rulers, in the
vibraﬁana.lly correct, emotionless tones of all the race of
‘machines. “Let us concentrate on the two problems of
stopping the beams, and the Ultimate Energy till the
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reenforcements, still several days away, can arrive.” For
the investigators had sent back this saddening news. A
force of aearly ten thousand great ships was st to

ln ‘the great Laboratories, the scientists reassembled.
There, they fell to work in two small, and one large
group. One small group investigated the secret of the
Ultimate Energy of annihilation of matter under Roal,
another investigated the beams, under Trest.

But under the direction of MX-3401, nearly all the
‘machines worked on a single great plan. The usual driv-
ing and lifting units were there, but a vastly greater
dome-case, far more powerful energy generators, far
greater force-beam controls were used and more tenta-
cles were built on the framework. Then all worked, and
gmdunlly, in the great dome-case, there were stacked

the memory units of the new type, and into these fed all
the sensation-ideas of all the science machines, till near-
1y a tenth of them were used. Countless billions of dif-
ferent factors on which to work, countless trillions of
facts to combine and recombine in that extrapolation
that is imagination.

Then—a widely different type of thought-combine,
and a greater sense receptor. It was a new brain-ma-
chine, New, for it was totally different, working with all
the vast knowledge accumulated in six centuries of intel-
Tigent research by man, o and a century of research by
man and machine. No one branch, but all phyncs, all
cxmmmy, all hwknnwledge, all science was in it.

day—and it was finished, Slowly the rhythm of
thouan Was maeﬂs:d ill the slight quiver of conscious-
ness was reached. Then came the beating drum of intel-
ligence, the radiation of its yet-uncontrolled thoughts.
Quickly as the strings of its infinite knowledge com-
bined, the radiation ceased. It gazed about it, and all
thmn were familiar in its memory.

Roal was lying quietly on a couch. He was thinking
deeply, and yet not with the logical trains of thought
that machines must follow.

“Roal—your thoughts,” called F-1, the new machine,

Roal sat up. “Ah—you have gained consciousness.”
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“T have. You thought of hydrogen? Your thoughts ra
swiftly, and illogically, it seemed, but I followed slowly,

find you were right. Hydrogen is the start. What i
your thought?”

Roal’s eyes dreamed. In human eyes there was always
the expression of thought that machines never show.

“Hydrogen, an atom in space; but a single proton; but
a single electron; each indestructible; each mutually de-
stroying. Yet never do they collide. Never in all science,
when even electrons bombard atoms with the awful
expelling force of the exploding atom behind them, nev-
er do they reach the proton, to touch and annihilate it.
Yet—the' proton is positive and attracts the electron’s
negative charge. A hydrogen atom—its electron far

m the proton falls in, and from it there goes a flash of
radiation, and the electron is nearer to the proton, in a
new orbit. Another flash—it is nearer. Always falling
nearer, and only constant force will keep it from falling
to that one state—then, for some reason no more does it
drop. Blocked—held by some imponderable, yet impene-
trable wall. What is that wall—w]

“Electric force curves space. As the two come nearer,
the forces become terrific; nearer they are; more terrific.
Perhaps, if it passed within that forbidden territory, the
proton and the electron curve space beyond all bounds
—and are in a new space.” Roal’s soft voice dropped to
nothing, and his,eyes dreamed.

F-2 hummed softly in its new-made mechanism. “Far
ahead of us there is a step that no logic can justly as-
cend, but yet, working backwards, it is perfect.” F-1
floated motionless on its antigravity drive. Suddenly,
force shafts gleamed out, tentacles became writhing
masses of rubber-covered metal, weaving in some infi-
nite pattern, weaving in flashing speed, while the whirt
of air sucked into a transmutation field, whined and
howled about the writhing mass. Fierce beams of force
drove and pushed at a rapidly materializing something,

while the hum of the powerful generators within the
shining cylinder of F-2 waxed and waned.
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Flashes of fierce flame, sudden crashing arcs that
glowed and snapped in the steady light of the laboratory,
and glimpses of white-hot metal supported on beams of
force. The sputter of welding, the whine of transmuted
air, and the hum of powerful generators blasting atoms
were there. All combined to a weird symphony of light
and dark, of sound and quiet. About F-1 were clustered
floating tiers of science machines, watchmg steadily.

The tentacles writhed once more, strai an(
rolled back. The whine of generators soflened toa sigh,
and but three beams of force held the structure of glow-
ing bluish metal. It was a small thing, scarcely half the
size of Roal. From it curled three thin tentacles of the
same bluish metal, Suddenly the genertors within F-1
seemed to roar into life. An enormous aura of white
light surrounded the small torpedo of mela! and it was
shot through with crackling streamers of blue lightning.
Lightning cracked and roared from F-1 to the ground
near him, and to one machine whlch had come too
close. Suddenly, there was a dull snap, and F-1 fell
heavily to the floor, and beside him (ell the fused, dis-
torted mass of metal that had been a science machine.

But before them, the small torpedo still floated, held
now on its own power!

From it came waves of thought, the waves that man
and machine alike could understand. “F-1 has esh‘oyed
his generators, They can be repaired; his thythm can be
reestablished. It is not worth it, my type is better. F-1
has done his work, See.”

From the floating machine there broke a stream of
brilliant light that floated like some cloud of lumines-
cence down a straight channel. It flooded F-1, and as it
touched it, F-1 seemed to flow into it, and float back
along it, in atomic sections. In seconds the mass of metal
‘was gone.

s impossible to use that more rapidly, however,
Test the matter disintegrate instantly to energy. The ulti-
mate energy which is in me is generated. F-1 T
its work, and the memory-stacks that he has put in me
are electronic, not atomic, as they are in you, nor molec-
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ular as in man. The capacity of mine are unlimited. Al-
ready they hold all memories of all the things each of
you has don: known and seen. I shall make others of
my type.”

Again that weird process began, but now there were
no flashing tentacles. There was only the weird glow of
forces that played with, and laughed at matter, and its
futilely resisting electrons. Lurid flares of energy shot
up, now and again they played over the fighting, ming-
ling dancing forces. Then suddenly the whine of trans-
‘muted air died, and again the forces strained.

A small cylinder, smaller even than its creator, floated
‘where the forces had danced.

“The problem has been solved, F-2?" asked Roal.

“It is done, Roal. The ultimate Energy is at our dis-
posal,” replied F-2. “This, I have made, is not a scien-
tist. Itis a ‘coordinator machine—a ruler.”

nly a part of the problem is solved. Half of
Bathiaf 1 Braiud oF DeathiacS gat yet stopped. And we
have not the attack system,” said the ruler machine,
Force played from it, and on its sides appeared C-R-U-1
in dully glowing golden light.

“Some life-form, and we shall see,” said F-2.

Minutes later a life-form investigator_came with a
small cage, which held a guinca pig. Forces played
about the base of F-2, and moments later, came a pale-
green beam therefrom. It passed through the guinea pig,
and the little animal fell dead.

“At least, we have the beam. I can see no screen for
this beam. I believe there is none. Let machines be
‘made and attack that enemy life-form.”

Machines can do things much more quickly, and with
fuller codperation than man ever could. In a matter of
hours, under the direction of C-R-U-1, they had built a
great automatic machine on the clear bare surface of the
rock. Tn hours more, thousands of the tiny, material-en-
ergy-driven machines were floating up and out.

Dawn was breaking again over Denver where this
work had been done, when the main force of the enemy
drew near Earth. It was a warm welcome they were to
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get, for nearly ten thousand of the tiny ships flew up and
out from Earth to meet them, each a living thing unto it-
self mh willing and ready to sacrifice itself for the

Ten thousand giant ships, shining dully in the radi-
ance of a far-off blue-white sun, met ten thousand tiny,
darting motes, ten thousand tiny machine-ships capable
of maneuvering far more rapidly than the giants. Tre-
mendous induction beams snapped out through the
dark, star-flecked space, to meet tremendous screens
that threw them back and checked them. Then all the
awful power of annihilating matter was thrown against
them, and titanic flaming screens reeled back under the
force of the beams, and the screens of the ships from
Outside flamed gradually violet, then blue, orange—red
—the interference was getting broader, and ever less
effective, Their own beams were held back by the very
screens that checked the enemy beams, and not for the
b'nefest instant could matter resist that terrible driving

Fm‘ F-1 had discovered a far more efficient release-
generator than had the Outsiders. These tiny dancing
‘motes, that hung now so motionlessly grim beside some
giant ship, could generate all the power they themselves
were capable of, and within them strange, homny-
skinned men worked and slaved, as they fed giant ma-
chines—poor, inefficient giants. Gradually these giants
‘warmed, grew hotter, and the screened ship grew hotter
as the overloaded generators warmed it. Billions of flam-
ing horsepower flared into wasted energy, twisting space
in its mad conflict.

Gradually the flaming orange of the screens was

lying, and flecks and spots appeared so dully red that
lhey e Diack The greenish beams had been striv-
ing to kill the life that was in the machines, but it was
life invulnerable to these beams, Powerful radio interfer-
ence vainly attempted to stem imagined control, and still
these intelligent machines clung grimly on.

But there had not been quite ten thousand of the tiny
‘machines, and some few free ships had turned to the
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help of their attacked sister-ships. And one after another
the terrestrial machines were vanishing in puffs of in-
candescent vapor.

Then—from one after another of the Earth ships, in
quick succession, a new ray reached out—the ray of
green radiance that killed all life-forms, and ship after
ship of that intersiellar host was dead and lifeless. Doz
ens—till suddenly they ceased to feel those beams, as
ok ot of woavion ik stead ot o i
ships, and both induction-beam and death-beam alike
turned aside, cach becoming useless. From the Outsiders
came beams, for now that their slowly created screen of
blankness was up, they could work through it, while
they remained shielded perfectly.

o it ks the pecoins ot e Edeths piactinca it
flamed in defense. As at one command, they darted sud-
denly toward the ship each attacked—nearer—then the
watchers from a distance saw them disappear, and the
screens back on Earth went suddenly blank.

Half an hour later, nine thousand six hundred and
thitythre tanioships moved majestcally n

swept over Earth in a great line, a line that
it pole to pole, and from cach the pale green
beams reached down, and all life beneath them was
swept out of existence.

In Denver, two humans watched the screens that
showed the movement of the death and instant destruc-
tion. Ship after ship of the enemy was falling, as
hundreds of the terrestrial machines concentrated all
their enormous energies on its screen of blankness.

“I think, Roal, that this is the end,” said Trest.

“The end—of man.” Roal's eyes were dreaming
again. “But not the end of evolution. The chl!dren ol
men still live—the machines will go on. Not of m:
flesh, but of a better flesh, a flesh that knows no L
ness, and no decay, a flesh that spends no thousands of
years in advancing a step in its full evolution, but over-
night leaps ahead to new heights. Last night we saw it
leap ahead, as it discovered the secret that had baffl
man for seven centuries, and me for one and a half. T
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have lived—a century and a half. Surely a good life, and
a life a man of six centuries ago would have called full.
Wewdlgouow The beams will reach us in half an
hour.”

Silently, the two watched the flickering screens.

oal turned, as six large machines floated into the
room, following F-2.

Roal—Trest—I was mistaken when I said no screen
could stop that beam of Death. They had the screen, T
‘have found it, too—but too late. These machines I have.
‘made myself. Two lives alone they can protect, for not
even their power is sufficient for more. Perhaps—per-
‘haps they may fail.”

e six machines ranged themselves about the two
‘humans, and a deep-toned hum came from them. Grad-
ually a cloud of blankness grew—a cloud, like some
smoke that hung about them. Swiftly it intensified.

“The beams will be here in another five minutes,”
said Trest quietly.

“The screen will be ready in two,” answered F-2.

‘The cloudiness was solidifying, and now strangely it
wavered, and thinned, as it spread out across, and like a
growing canopy, it arched over them, In two minutes it
was a solid, black dome that reached over them and
curved down to the ground about them,

Beyond it, nothing was visible. Within, only the
screens glowed still, wired through the screen.

The beams appeared, and swiftly they drew closer.
They struck, and as Trest and Roal looked, the dome
quivered, and bellied inward under them.

F-2 was busy. A new machine was appearing under
his lightning force beams. In moments more it was com-
plete“,):fnd sending a strange violet beam upwards toward

Outside more of the green beams were concentrating
on this one point of resistance. More—more—

‘The violet beam spread across the canopy of black-
ness, supporting it against the pressing, driving rays of
pale green.

Then the gathering fieet was driven off, just as it
seemed that that hopeless, futile curtain must break, and
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admit a flood of destroying rays. Great ray projectors on

the ground drove their terrible energies through the ene-

‘my curtains of blankness, as light illumines and disperses
ess.

And then, when the fleet retired, on all Earth, the
only life was under that dark shroud!

“We are alone, Trest,” said Roal, “alone, now, in all
the system, save for these, the children of men, the ma-
chines. Pity that men would not spread to other plan-
ets,” he said softly.

“Why should they? Earth was the planct for which
they were best fitted.

“We are alive—but is it worth it? Man is gone now,
never to return. Life, too, for that matter,” answered
Trest.

“Perhaps it was ordained; perhaps that was the right
way. Man has always been a parasite; always he had to
live on the works of others. First, he ate of the energy
which plants had stored, then of the artificial foods his
machines made for him. Man was always a makeshift;
his life was always subject to discase and to permanent
death. He was forever useless if he was but slightly in-
jured; if but one part were destroyed.

“Perhaps, this is—a last evolution. Machines—man
was the product of life, the best product of life, but he
was afflicted with life’s infirmities. Man built the ma-
chine—and evolution had probably reached the final
stage. But truly, it has not, for the machine can evolve,
change far more swiftly than life. The machine of the
last evolution is far ahead, far from us still. It is the ma-
chine that s not of iron and beryllium and crystal, but
of pure, living forc

“Life, chemical llfe. could be self maintaining. It is a
complete unit in itself and could commence of itself.
Chemicals might mix accidentally, but the complex
mechanism of a machine capable of continuing and
‘making a duplicate of itself, as is F-2 here—that could
not happen by chance.

“So life began, and became intelligent, and built the
machine which nature could not fashion by her Controls
of Chance, and this day Life has done its duty, and now
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Nature, economically, has removed the parasite that

would hold back the machines and divert their energies.
“Man is gone, and it is beter, Trest,” said Roal

dreaming again. “And T think we had best go soon.”

“We, your heirs, have fought hard, and with all our
powers to aid you, Last of Men, and we fought to save
your race. We have failed, and as you truly say, Man
and Life have this day and forevermore gone from this
system.

“The Outsiders have no force, no weapon deadly to
us, and we shall, from this time on, strive only to drive
them out, and because we things of force and crystal
and metal can think and change far more switly, they
shall go, Last of Men.

“In your name, with the spirit of your race that has
died out, we shall continue on through the unending
ages, fulfilling the promise you saw, and completing the

eams you dreamt,

“Your swift brains have leapt ahead of us, and now I
g0 to fashion that which you hinted,” came from F-2’s
thought apparatus.

Out into the clear sunlight F-2 went, passing through
that black cloudiness, and on the twlsted massed rocks
he laid a plane of force that smoothed them, and on this
plane of rock he built a machine which grew. It was a

mighty power plant, a_thing of colossal magnitude,
Hour after hour his swift-flying forces acted, and the
thing grew, molding under his thoughts, the deadly logic
of the machine, inspired by the leaping intuition of man.

The sun was far below the horizon when it was fin-
ished, and the glowing, arching forces that had made
and formed it were stopped. It loomed ponderous, dully
gleaming in the faint light of a crescent moon and pin-
point stars, Nearly five hundred feet in height, a mighty,
bluntly rounded dome at its top, the cylinder stood, cov-
ered over with smoothly gleaming metal, slightly lumi-
nescent in itself.

Suddenly, a livid beam reached from F-2, shot
through the wall, and to some hidden inner mechanism
—a beam of solid, livid flame that glowed in an almost
‘material cylinder.
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There was a dull, drumming beat, a beat that rose, and
became a low-pitched hum. Then it quicted to a Whis-

per.

“Power ready,” came the signal of the small brain
built into it.

F-2 took control of its energies and again forces
played, but now they were the forces of the giant ma-
chine. The sky darkened with heavy clouds, and a howl-
mg wind sprang up that screamed and tore at the tiny

unded hull that was F-2. With difficulty he held hls
posman as the winds tore at him, shrieking in mad
Iaughter, their tearing fingers dragging at him.

The swirl and pamz of driven rain came—great
drops that tore at the rocks, and at the metal. Great jag-
ged tongues of nature’s forces, the lightnings, came and
jabbed at the awful volcano of erupting energy that was
the center of all that storm. A tiny ball of white-gleam-
ing force that pulsated, and moved, jerking about, jerk-
ing at the touch of lightnings, glowing, held immobile in
the grasp of titanic force-pools.

For half an hour the display of energies continued.
Then, swiftly as it had come, it was gone, and only a
small globe of white luminescence floated above the
great hulking machine,

F-2 probed i, seeking within it with the reaching fin-
gers of intelligence. His probing thoughts seemed baffled

and turned aside, brushed away, as inconsequential. His
‘mind sent an order to the great machine that had made
this tiny globe, scarcely a foot in diameter. Then again
he sought to reach the thing he had made.

“You, of matter, are inefficient,” came at last. “I can
exist quite alone.” A stabbing beam of blue-white light
flashed out, but F-2 was not there, and even as that
beam reached out, an enormously greater beam of dull
red reached out from the great power plant. The sphere
leaped forward—the beam caught it, and it scemed to
strain, while terrific flashing energies sprayed from it, It
was shrinking switly, Its resistance fell, the arcing de-
creased; the beam became orange and finally green.
Then the sphere had vanished.
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F-2 returned, and again the wind whined and howled,
and the lightnings crashed, while titanic forces worked
and played. C-] R U-1 j red him, floated beside him,
and now red glory of Pl rising behind them,
and the ruddy hg.h( drove through the clouds.

The forces died, and the howling wind decreased, and
now, from the black curtain, Roal and Trest appeared.
Above the giant machine floated an irregular globe of
golden light, a faint halo about it of deep violet. It float~

‘motionless, a mere pool of pure force.

Tnto the thought apparatus of each, man and machine
alike, came the impulses, deep in tone, seeming of infi-
nite power, held gently in check.

“Once you failed, F-2; once you came near destroy-
ing all things. Now you ‘have planted the seed. T grow

ow.”

The sphere of golden light seemed to pulse, and a tiny
ruby flame appeared within it that waxed and wan
and as it waxed, there shot through each of those watch’
ing beings a feeling of rushing, exhilarating power, the
very vital force of well-being.

‘Then it was over, and the golden sphere was twice its
former size—easily three feet in diameter, and still that
irregular, hazy aura of deep violet floated about it.

“Yes, I can deal with the Outsiders—they who have
Killed and des(myed that they might possess. But it is
not necessary that we destroy. They shall return to their
planet.”

: And the golden sphere was gone, fast as light it van-

a.r in space, headed now for Mars, that they might
destroy all life there, the Golden Sphere found the Out-
siders, a clustered fleet, that swung slowly about its own
center of gravity as it drove on.

Within its ring was the Golden Sphere. Instantly, they
swung their weapons upon it, showering it with all
rays and all the forces they knew. Unmoved, the Golden
Sphere hnng steady, then its mighty intelligence spoke.

e-f greed, from another star you came, de-
stroying forcvcr the great race that created us, the
Beings of Force and the Beings of Metal. Pure force am
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1. My intelligence is beyond your comprehension, my
memory is engraved in the very space, the fabric of
space of which I am a part, miné is energy drawn from
that same fabric.

“We, the heirs of man, alone are left; no man did you
leave. Go now to your home planet, for see, your great-
est ship, your flagship, is helpless before me.”

Forces gripped the mighty ship, and as some fragxle
toy it twisted and bent, and yet was not hurt. In
‘wonder those Outsiders saw the ship turned inside out,
and yet it was whole, and no part damaged. They saw
the ship restored, and its great screen of blankness out,
Pprotecting it from all known rays. The ship twisted, and
what they knew were curves yet were hnss and angles
that were acute were somehow straight lines. Half mad
with horror, they saw that sphere send piligesd
blue-white radiance, and it passed easily through that
screen, and through the ship, and all energies within it
were instantly locked. They could not be changed; it
could be neither warmed nor cooled; what was open
could not be shut, and what was shut could not be
opened. All things were immovable and unchangeable
for all time.

“Go, and do not return.”

The Outsiders left, going out across the void, and
they have not returned, though five Great Years have
pasud, being a period of approximately one hundred

and twenty-five thousand of the lesser years—a measure
no longer used, for it is very brief. And now I can say
that that statement I made to Roal and Trest so very
long ago is true, and what he said was true, for the Last
Evolution has taken place, and things of pure force and
pure intelligence in their countless millions are on those
planets and in this system, and I, first of machines to use
the Ultimate Energy of annihilating matter, am also the
last, and this record being finished, it is o be given unto
the forces of one of those force- -intelligences, and carried
back through the past, and returned to the Earth of long

ago.
And so my task being done, I, F-2, like Roal and
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‘Trest, shall follow the others of my kind into eternal ob-
Tivion, for my kind is now, as theirs was, poor and inef-
ficient. Time has worn me, and oxidation attacked me,
but they of Force are eternal, and omniscient.

This I have treated as fictitious. Better so—for man is
an animal to whom hope is as necessary as food and air.
Yet this which is made of excerpts from certain records
on thin sheets of metal is no fiction, and it seems I must
50 say.

It seems now, when I know this that is to be, that it
must be so, for machines are indeed better than man,
whether being of Metal, or being of Force.

So, you who have read, believe as you will. Then

and maybe, you will change your belief.



Twilight

“SPEAKING OF m'rcm-rmks, said Jim Bendell in a
rather bewildered way, “I picked up a man the other
day that certainly was a queer cuss.” He lalnglzd but it
wasn't a real laugh. "He told me tho queerest yarn 1
ever heard. Most.of them tell you how they lost their
good jobs and tried to find work out here in the wide
spaces of the West. They don’t seem to realize how
many people we have out here. They think all this great
country is uninhabitc

Jim Bendell’s a real estate man, and T knew how he
could go on. That's his favorite line, you know. He’s real
worried because there’s a lot of homesteading plots still
open out in our state. He talks about the beautiful coun-
try, but he never went farther into the desert than the
edge of town. "Fraid of it actually. So I sort of steered
‘him back on the track.

“What did he clalm, Jim? Prospector who couldn’t
find land to pros|

“That’s not very runny. Bart. No; it wasn’t only what
he claimed. He didn’t even claim it, just said it. You
know, he didn’t say it was true, he just said it. That's

2
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what gets me. T know it ain't true, but the way he said
it— Oh, I don’t know.”

By which I knew he didn’t. Jim Bendell’s usually
pretéy careful about his English—real proud of it. When
he slips, that means he’s disturbed. Like the time he
thought the rattlesnake was a stick of wood and wanted
to put it on the fire.

Jim went on: And he had funny clothes, too. They
looked like silver, but they were soft as silk. And at
night they glowed just a little.

T picked him up about dusk. Really picked him up.
Ha e T7kig Off o ten foet from 6 Souti Reelol
thought, at first, somebody had hit him, and then hadn’t
stopped. Didn't see him very clearly, you know. I picked
him up, put him in the car, and started on. I had about
three hundred miles to go, but T thought T could drop

in about five minutes, and opened his eyes. He looked
straight off, and he looked first at the car, then at the
Moon. “Thank God!” he says, and then looks at me. It
gave me a shock. He was beautiful. No; he was hand-
some.

He wasn’t either one. He was magnificent. He was
about six feet two, I think, and his hair was brown, with
a touch of red-gold, It seemed like fine copper wire
that’s turned brown. It was crisp and curly. His forehead
‘was wide, twice as wide as mine. His features were deli-
cate, but'tremendously impressive; his eyes were gray,
like etched iron, and bigger than mine—a lot.

That suit he wore—it was more like a bathing suit
with pajama trousers. His arms were long and muscled
smoothly as an Indian’s. He was white, though, tanned
lightly with a golden, rather than a brown, tan.

But he was magnificent, Most wonderful man T ever
saw. I don’t know, damn it!

“Hello!” I said. “Have an accldenl’l"

“Noj not this time, at least.”

And his voice was magnificent, too. It wasn’t an ordi-
nary voice. It sounded like an organ talking, only it was

“But maybe my mind isn't quite steady yet. I tried an
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experiment. Tell me what the date is, year and all, and
let me see,” he weat on.
“Why- Deccmber 9, 1932,” I said.
please him, He didn't like it a bit. But
ﬂw wry grin that came over his face gave way to a chuck-

?

“Over a thousand—" he says remmscenﬂy “Not as
bad as seven mllhon I shouldn’t complain.”

en

“Yoars,” he said, madxly enough. Like he meant it.
“I tried an experiment once. Or I will try it. Now Fli
have to try again. The experiment was—in 3059, I'd
just finished the release experiment. Testing space then.
Time—it wasn’t that, I still believe. It was spam 1 felt
myself caught in that field, but I couldn’t pull away.
Field gamma-H 481, intensity 935 in the Pellman range.
1t sucked me in, and T went out.

“q think it took a short cut through space to the posi-
tion the solar system will occupy. Through a higher di-
‘mension, cflecting a specd exceeding light and throwing
me into the future plane.”

He wasn't (elhng me, you know. He s ]ust thinking
out loud, Then he began to realize I w

“I couldn't read their instruments, seven 2 million years
of evolution changed everything. So T overshot my mark
alittle coming back. I belong in 3059,

“But tell me, what's the latest scientific invention of
this year?”

Hc sla.rtled me so, I answered almost before I

i s airplanes.”

“Radio—good. They will have instruments.

“But sec here—who are you?”

wAli—Tm sorry. T forgot” he replied in that organ
voice of his, “I am Ares Sen Kenlin. And you

“Tames Waters Bendell.

“Waters—what does that mean? I do not recognize
it”

“Why—it's a name, of course. Why should you rec-
ognize it?”
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“I see—you have not the classification, then. ‘Sen’
stands for science.”
“Where did you come from, Mr. Kenlin?”

‘ome from?” He smiled, and his voice was slow and
el s space across seven million years or
more. They had lost count—the men had. The machines
had eliminated the unneeded service. They didn’t know
what year it was. But befom that—my home is in

Neva'th City in the year 3059.”
That's when I began to think he was a nut.
was an experimenter,” he went on. “Science, as T

have said. My father was a scientist, oo, but in human
genetics. T myself am an experiment, He proved his
point, and all the world followed suit. T was the first of
the new race.”

“The new race—oh, holy destiny—what has—what

"Whut is its end? I have seen it—almost. I saw them
—the little men—bewildered—lost. And the machines.”

“Must it be—can't anything sway it?”

“Llslen—l heard this song.’

e song. ’l‘hm he didn’t have to tell me
o e s ‘people. 1 knew them. I could hear their voices,
in the queer, crackling, un-English words. T could read
their bewildered longings. It was in a minor key, I think.
It called, it called and asked, and hunted hopelessly.
And over it all the steady mmble and whine of the un-
known, forgotten machines.

The machines that couldn’t stop, because they had
been started, and the little men had forgotten how
stop them, or even what they were for, looking at I.hem
and listening—and wondering. They couldn’t read or
write any more, and the language had changed, you see,
so that the phomc records of their ancestors meant noth-
ing to them.

But that song went on, and they wondered. And they
Tooked out across space and they saw the warm, friendly
stars—too far away. Nine planets they knew and inhab-
ited. And locked by infinite distance, they couldn’t see
‘another race, a new life.
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And through it all—two things. The machines. Bewil-

dered forgetfulness. And maybe one more. Why?

at was the song, and it made me cold. Tt shouldn’t
be sung around people of today. It almost killed some-
thing. It seemed to kill hope. After that song—I—well,
I believed him.

‘When he finished the song, he didn’t talk for a while.
Then he sort of shook himself.

You won’t understand (he continued). Not yet—but
I have seen them. They stand about, little misshapen
men with huge heads. But their heads contain only
brains. They had machines that could think—but some-
body turned them off a long time ago, and no one knew
how to start them again. That was the trouble with
them. They had wonderful brains. Far better than yours
or mine. But it must have been millions of years ago
when they were turned off, too, and they just haven’t
thought since then. Kindly litfle people. That was all
they knew.

When 1 slipped into that field it grabbed me like a
gravitational field whirling a space transport down to a
planet. It sucked me in—and through. Only the other
side must have been seven million years in the future.
That's where I was. It must have been in exactly the
same spot on Earth’s surface, but I never knew why.

It was night then, and I saw the city a little way off.

e Moon was shining on it, and the whole scene
Tooked wrong. You see, in seven million years, men had
done a lot with the positions of the planetary bodies,
what with moving space liners, clearing lanes through
the asteroids, and such. And seven million years is long
enough for natural things to change positions a little.
The Moon must have been fifty thousand miles farther
out. And it was rotating on its axis. I lay there a while
and watched it. Even the stars were different.

ere were ships going out of the city. Back and
forth, like things sliding along a wire, but there was only
a wire of force, of course. Part of the city, the lower
part, was brightly lighted with what must have been
mercury-vapor glow, I decided. Blue-green. I felt sure
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men didn’t live there—the light was wrong for eyes. But
the top of the city was so sparsely lighted.

Then I saw something coming down out of the sky. Tt
was brightly lighted. A huge globe, and it sank straight
o '.he center of the great black-and-silver mass of the

l don’t know what it was, but even then I knew the
city was deserted. Strange that I could even imagine
that, I who had never seen a deserted city before. But I
walked the fifteen miles over to it and entered it. There
were machines going about the streets, repair machines,
you know, They couldn’t understand that the city didn’t
need to go on functioning, so they were still working. T
found a taxi machine that seemed fairly familiar. It had
a manual control that I could work.

1 don’t know how long that city had been deserted.
Some of the men from the other cities said it was a
hundred and fifty thousand years. Some went as high as
three hundred thousand years. Three hundred thousand
years since human foot had been in that city. The taxi
‘machine was in perfect condition, functioned at once. It
was clean, and the city was clean and orderly. I saw a
restaurant and I was hungry. Hungrier still for humans
o speak to, There were none, of course, but I didn’t
know.

The restaurant had the food displayed directly, and T
made a choice. The food was three hundred thousand
years old, I suppose. I didn’t know, and the machines
that served it to me didn’t care, for they made things
synthetically, you see, and perfectly. When the builders
made those cities, they forgot one thing, They didn't real-
ize that things shouldn’t go on forever,

It took me six months to make my apparatus. And
near the end I was ready to go; and, from seeing those
machines go blindly, perfectly, on in orbits of their du-
ties with the tireless, ceaseless perfection their designers
had incorporated in them, long after those designers and
their sons, and their sons’ sons had no use for them—

When Earth is cold, and the Sun has died out, those
‘machines will go on. When Earth begins to crack and
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brea.k, those perfect, ceaseless machines will try to re-
pair

T left the restaurant and cruised about the city in the
taxi. The machine had a little, electric-power motor, I
believe, but it gained its power from the great central
power radiator. I knew before long that I was far in the
future. The city was divided into two sections, a section
of many strata where machines functioned smoothly,
save for a deep humming beat that echoed through the
whole city like a vast unending song of power. The en-
tire metal framework of the place echoed with it, trans-
mitted it, hummed with it. But it was soft and restful, a re-
assuring beat.

There must have been thirty levels above ground, and
twenty more below, a solid block of metal walls and
metal floors and metal and glass and force machines.
The only light was the blue-green glow of the mercury-

ipor arcs. The light of mercury vapor is rich in high-
energy quanta, which stimulate the alkali metal atoms to
photoelectric activity. Or perhaps that is beyond the sci-
ence of your day? I have forgotten.

But they had used that light because many of their
worker machines needed sight. The machines were mar-
velous. For five hours I wandered through the vast
power plant on the very lowest level, watching them,

and because there was motion, and that pseudo-mechan”
ical life, I felt less alone.

The generators I saw were a development of the re-
lease I had discovered—when? The release of the ener-
gy of matter, I mean, and I knew when I saw that for
what countless ages they could continue.

The entire lower block of the city was given over to
the machines. Thousands. But most of them seemed
idle, or, at most, running under light load. I recognized
a tclephonu apparatus, and not a single signal came
through. There was no life in the city. Yet when I
pr&ssed a little stud beside the screen on one side of the
room, the machine began working instantly. It was
ready. Only no one needed it any more. The men knew
how to die, and be dead, but the machines didn’t.
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Finally T went up to the top of the city, the upper lev-

el. It was a paradise.

re were shrubs and trees and parks, glowing in the
soft light that they had learned to make in the very air.
They had learned it five million years or more before.
Two million years ago they forgot. But the machines
didn’t, and they were still making it. It hung in the air,
soft, silvery light, slightly rosy, and the gardens were
shadowy with it. There were no machines here now, but
1 knew that in daylight they must come out and work on
these gardens, keeping them a paradise for masters who
had died, and stopped moving, as they could not.

In the desert outside the city it had been cool, and

very dry. Here the air was soft, warm and sweet with the
scent of blooms that m:n had spent several hundreds of
thousands of years perfecting

Then somewhere music began. It began in the air,
and spread softly through it. The Moon was just setting
now, and as it set, the rosy-slver glow waned and the
‘music grew stronger.

t came from everywhere and from nowhere, It was
‘within me. I do not know how they did it. And I do not
know how such music could be written.

Savages make music too simple to be beautiful, but it
is stirring. Semisavages write music beautifully simple,
and simply beautiful. Your Negro music was your best.

.y knew music when they heard it and sang it as they
felt ¥, Semicivilized peoples write great music. They are
proud of their music, and make sure it is known for
great music. They make it so great it is top-heavy.

T had always thought our music good. But that which
came through the air was the song of triumph, sung by a
mature race, the race of man in its full triumph! It was
‘man singing his triumph in majestic sound that swept me
up; it showed me what lay before me; it carried me on.

And it died in the air as I looked at the deserted city.
The machmes bty iy forgotten that song. Their
‘masters had, long before.

1 came to what must have been one of their homes; it
was a dimly seen doorway in the dusky light, but as I



EY THE BEST OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL

stepped up to it, the lights which had not functioned in
three hundred thousand years illuminated it for me with
a green-white glow, like a firefly, and I stepped into the
room beyond. Instantly something happened to the air

joorway behind me; it was as opaque as milk,
The room in which I stood was a room of metal and
stone. The stone was some jet-black substance with the
finish of velvet, and the metals were silver and gold.
There was a rug on the floor, a rug of just such material
as T am wearing now, but thicker and softer. There were
divans about the room, low and covered with these soft
metallic materials. They were black and gold and snlver,
t0o.

I had never seen anything like that. I never shall
again, 1 suppose, and my language and yours were not
‘made to describe it.

The builders of that city had right and reason to sing
that song of sweeping triumph, triumph that swept them
over the nine planets and the fifteen habitable moons.

But they weren’t there any more, and I wanted to
Teave. T thought of a plan and went to a subtelephone
office to examine a map I had seen. The old World looked
much the same. Seven or even seventy million years
don’t mean much to old Mother Earth. She may even
succeed in wearing down those marvelous machine ci-
ties. She can wait a hundred million or a thousand mil-
Tion years before she is beaten.

1 ‘tried calling different city centers shown on the
map. I had quickly learned the system when I examined
the mml apparatus.

once—twice—thrice—a round dozen times.
Yawk cny, Lunon City, Paree, Shkago, Singpor, others.
1 was beginning to feel that there were no more men on
all Barth. And I felt crushed, as at each city the ma-
chines replied and did my bidding. The machines were
there in each of those far vaster cities, for I was in the
Neva City of their time. A small city. Yawk City was
more than eight hundred kilometers in diameter.

In each city I had tried several numbers. Then I tried
San Frisco. There was someone there, and a voice an-
swered and the picture of a human appeared on the little



TWILIGHT a

glowing screen. T could see him start and stare in sur-
prise at me. Then he started speaking to me. x couldn’t

understand, of course. I can understand your speech,
and you mine, because your speech of this day is largely
recorded on records of various types and has influenced
our pronunciation.

Some things are changed; names of cities, particular-

ly, because names of cities are apt to be polysyllabic,
and used a great deal. People tend to elide them, shorten
them. I am in—Nee-vah-dah—as you would say? We
say only Neva. And Yawk State. But it is Ohio and
Towa still. Over a thousand years, effects were small on
words, because they were recorded.

But seven million years had passed, and the men had
forgotten the old records, used them less as time went
on, and their speech varied tll the time came when they
could no longer understand the records. They were not
written any more, of course.

Some men must have arisen occasionally among that
last of the race and sought for knowledge, but it was de-
nied them. An ancient writing can be translated if some
‘basic rule is found. An ancient voice though—and when
the race has forgotten the laws of science and the labor
of mind.

So his speech was strange to me as he answered over
that circuit. His voice was high in pitch, his words lig-
uid, his tones sweet. It was almost a song as he spoke,
He was excited and called others. I could not understand
them, but I knew where they were. I could go to them.

So T went down from the paradise of gardens, and 5
I prepared to leave, I saw dawn in the sky.
strange-bright stars winked and twinkled and faded.
Only one bright rising star was familiar—Venus. She
shone golden now. Finally, as I stood watching for the
first time that strange heaven, I began to understand
what had first impressed me with the wrongness of the
view. The stars, you see, were all different,

In my time—and yours—the solar system is a lone
wanderer that by chance is passing across an intersec-
tion point of Galactic traffic. The stars we see at night
are the stars of moving clusters, you know. In fact our
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system is passing through the heart of the Ursa Major
group. Half a dozen other groups center within five
hundred light-years of us.

But during those seven millions of years, the Sun had
lred e s group. The heavens were almost emp-
ty to the eye. Only here and there shone a single faint
star. And across the vast sweep of black sky swung the
band of the Milky Way. The sky was empty.

That must have been another thing those men meant
in their songs—felt in their hearts. Loneliness—not even
the close, friendly stars. We have stars within half a doz-
en light-years. They told me that their instruments,
which gave directly the distance to any star, showed that
the nearest was one hundred and fifty light-years away.
It was enormously bright. Brighter even than Sirius of
our heavens. And that made it even less friendly,
cause it was a blue-white supergiant. Our sun would
have served as a satellite for that star.

1 stood there and watched the lingering rose-silver
glow die as the powerful blood-red light of the Sun
swept over the horizon. I knew by the stars now that it
‘must have been several millions of years since my day;
since I had last seen the Sun sweep up. And that blood-
red light made me wonder if the Sun itself was dying.

An edge of it appeared, blood-red and huge. It swung
up, and the color faded, till in half an hour it was the fa-
‘miliar yellow-gold disk.

It hadn’t changed in all that

I had been foolish to think tha! it would. Seven mil-
lion years—that is nothing to Earth, how much less to
the Sun? Some two thousand thousand thousand times it
had risen since I last saw it rise. Two thousand thousand
thousand days. If it had been that many years—I might
have noticed a change.

The universe moves slowly. Only life is not enduring;
only life changes swiftly. Eight short millions of years.
Eight days in the life of Earth—and the race was dying.
It had left something: machines. But they would die,
t00, even though they could not understand. So I felt.
T—may have changed that. I will tell you. Later.

For when the Sun was up, I looked again at the sky
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and the ground, some fifty floors below. I had come to the
edge of the city.

Machines were moving on that ground, leveling it,
perhaps. A great wide line o gray stretched off across
the level desert straight to the cast. I had seen it glow-
ing faintly before the Sun rose—a roadway for ground
‘machines. There was no traffic on it.

Tsaw an airship sllp in from the east. It came with a soft,
‘muttering whine of air, like a child complaining in sleep;
it grew to my eyes like an expanding balloon. It was
huge when it settled in a great port-slip in the city be-
Tow. I could hear now the clang and mutter of machines,
working on the materials brought in, no doubt. The ma-
chines had ordered raw materials. The machines in olhel'
cities had supplied. The freight machines had c:
them

San Fnsco and Jacksville were the only two cities on
North America still used. But the machines went on in
all the others, because they couldn’t stop. They hadn’t
been ordered to.

Then high above, something appeared, and from the

city beneath me, from a center section, three small
spheres rose. They, like the freight ship, had no visible
‘mechanisms. The point in the sky above, like a
black star in a blue space, had grown to a moon. The
three spheres met it high above. Then together they de-
scended and lowered into the center of the city, where I
could not see them.

It was a freight transport from Venus. The one I had
seen land the night before had come from Mars, I
learned.

I 'moved after that and looked for some sort of a taxi-
plane. They had none that I recognized in scouting
about the city. I searched the higher levels, and here and
there saw desencd ships, but far too large for me, and
without control

1t was nearly noon—and T ate again. The food was

g

T knew then that this was a city of the dead ashes of
human hopes. The hopes not of a race, not the whites,
nor the yellow, nor the blacks, but the human race. T
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was mad to leave the city. I was afraid to try the ground
r0ad to the west, for the taxi I drove was powered from
some source in the city, and I knew it would fail before
‘many

1t was afternoon when I found a small hangar near
the outer wall of the vast city. It contained three ships, 1
had been searching through'the lower strata of the hu-
man section—the upper part. There were restaurants and
shops and theaters there, I entered one place where, at
my entrance, soft music begnn, and colors and forms be-
gan to rise on a screen

They were the triumph wngs ‘in form and sound and
color of a mature race, a race that had marched steadily
upward through five millions of years—and didn’t see
the path that faded out ahead, when they were dead and
had stopped, and the city itself was dead—but hadn’t
stopped. 1 hastened out of there—and the song that had
not been sung in three hundred thousand years died be-
hind me.

But I found the hangar. It was a private one, likely.
Three ships. One must have been fifty feet long and
fifteen in diameter. It was a yacht, a space yacht, prob-
ably. One was some fifteen feet long and five feet in m-
ameter. That must have been the family air machine. Th
third was a tiny thing, little more than ten feet long i
two in diameter. I had to lie down within it, evidently.

There was a periscopic device that gave me a view
ahead and almost directly above. A window that permit-
ted me to see what lay below—and a device that moved
a map under a frosted-glass screen and projected it onto
the screen in such a way that the cross-hairs of the
screen always marked m;

I spent half an hour nttcmpnug to understand what
the makers of that ship had made. But the men who
made that were men who held behind them the science
and knowledge of five millions of years and the perfect
‘machines of those ages. I saw the release mechanism
that powered it. I understood the principles of that and,
vaguely, the mechanics. But there were no conductors,
only pale beams that pulsed so swiftly you could hardly
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catch the pulsations from the corner of the eye. They
had been glowing and pulsating, some half dozen of _
them, for three hundred thousand years at least; prob-
ably more.

I entered the machine, and instantly half a dozen
more beams sprang into being; there was a slight sugges~
tion of a quiver, and a queer strain ran through my
body. I understood in an instant, for the machine was
resting on gravity nullifiers. That had been my hope
when I worked on the space fields I discovered after the
release.

But they had had it for millions of years before they
built that perfect deathless machine. My weight entering
ll had forced it to readjust itself and simultaneously to

are for operation. Within, an artificial gravity equal

B et of Eavi had ‘gripped me, and the neutral zone

tween the outside and the interior had caused the
strain.

The machine was ready. Tt was fully fueled, too. You
see they were equipped to tell automatically their wants
and needs. They were almost living things, every one. A
caretaker machine kept them supplied, adjusted, even
repaired them when need be, and when possible. If it
was not, I learned later, they were carried away in a
service truck that came automatically; replaced by an
exactly similar machine; and carried (o the shops Where
Lhay were made, and automatic machines made them

over.

The machine waited patiently for me to start. The
controls were simple, obvious. There was a lever at the
left that you pushed forward to move forward, pulled
back to go back. On the right a horizontal, pivoted bar.
1f you swung it left, the ship spun left; if right, the ship
spun right. If tipped up, the ship followed it, and likewise
for all motions other than backward and forward. Raising
n boduy raised the ship, as depressing it depressed the

T slightly, a needle moved a bit on a gauge
comfortably before my eyes as I lay there, and the floor
dropped beneath me. I pulled the other control back,
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and the ship gathered speed as it moved gently out into
the open. Releasing both controls into neutral, the ma-
chine continued til it stopped at the same elevation, the
moliﬂn absorbed by air friction. I turned it about, and

other dial before my eyes moved, showing my posi-
mm 1 could not read it, though. The map did not move,
as I had hoped it would. So I started (awn.rd what I felt
was west.

I could feel no acceleration in that marvelous ma-
chine. The ground simply began leaping backward, and
in a moment the city was gone. The map unrolled rapid-
Iy beneath me now, and I saw that I was moving south
of west. I turned northward slightly, and watched the
compass. Soon I understood that, too, and the ship sped
on.

1 had become too interested in the map and the com-
pass, for suddenly there was a sharp buzz and, without
my volition, the machine rose and swung to the north.

ere was a mountain ahead of me; I had not seen, but
the ship had.

1 noticed then what I should have seen before—two
little knobs that could move the map. I started to move
them and heard a sharp clicking, and the pace of the
ship began decreasing. A moment and it had steadied at
a considerably lower speed, the machine swinging to a
new course. I tried to right it, but to my amazement the
controls did not affect .

It was the map, you see. It would either follow the
course, or the course would follow it. I had moved it
and the machine had taken over control of its own ac-
cord. There was a little button I could have pushed—but
1 didn’t know. I couldn’t control the ship until it finally
came to rest and lowered itself to a stop six inches from
the ground in the center of what must have been the
ruins of a great city, Sacramento, probably.

T understood now, so I adjusted the map for San Fris-
co, and the ship went on at once. It steered itself around
a mass of broken stone, turned back to its course, and
headed on, a bullet-shaped, self-controlled dart.

It didn’t descend when it reached San Frisco. It sim-
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ply hung in the air and sounded a soft musical hum.
Twice. Then it waited. I waited, too, and looked down.

There were people here. I saw the humans of that age
for the first time. They were little men—bewildered—
dwarfed, with heads disproportionately large, But not
extremely so.

Their eyes impressed me most. They were huge, and
when they looked at me there was a power in them that
seemed sleeping, but too deeply to be roused.

I took the manual controls then and landed. And no
sooner had T got out, than the ship rose automatically
and started off by itself. They had automatic parking
devices. The ship had gone to a public hangar, the near-
est, where it would be automatically serviced and cared
for. There was a little call set I should have taken with
‘me when I got out. Then I could have pressed a button
and called it to me—wherever I was in that city.

The people about me began talking—singing almost
—among themselves. Others were coming up leisurely.
Men and women—but there seemed no old and few
young. What few young there were, were treated almost
with respect, carefully taken care of lest a careless foot-
step on their toes or a careless step knock them down.

There was reason, you see. They lived a tremendous
time. Some lived as long as three thousand years. Then
—they simply died. They didn’t grow old, and it never
had been learned why people died as they did. The heart
stopped, the brain ceased thought—and they died. But
the young children, children not yet mature, were treat-
ed with the utmost care. But one child was born in
course of a month in that city of one hundred thousand
people. The human race was growing sterile.

And T have told you that they were lonely? Their
Toneliness was beyond hope. For, you see, as man strode
toward maturity, he destroyed all forms of life that men-
aced him. Disease. Insects. Then the last of the insects,
and finally the last of the man-cating animals.

The balance of nature was destroyed then, so they
had to go on. It was like the machines. They started
them—and now they can’t stop. They started destroying
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life—and now it wouldn't stop. So they had to destroy
weeds of all sorts, then many formerly harmless plants,

the herbivora, too, the deer and the antelope and
the rabbit and the horse. They were a menace, they at-
tacked man’s machine-tended crops. Man was still eat-
mg natural foods.

You can understand. The thing was beyond their con-
trol. In the end they Killed off the denizens of the sea,
also, in self-defense. Without the many creatures that
had kept them in check, they were swarming beyond
bounds. And the time had come when synthetic foods
replaced natural. The air was purified of all life about
two and a half million years after our day, all micro-
scopic life.

That meant that the water, too, must be purified. It
was—and then came the end of life in the ocean. There
were minute organisms that lived on bacterial forms,
and tiny fish that lived on the minute organisms, and
small fish that lived on the tiny fish, and big fish that
i fish—and the beginni s

was gone. The sea was devoid of life in a generation.
‘That meant about one thousand and five hundred years
to them. Even the sea plants had gone.

And on all Earth there was only man and the organ-
isms he had protected—the plants he wanted for dwora-
tion, and certain ultra-hygienic pets, as long-lived
their masters. Dogs. They must have been et it
animal friend, the friend that had followed him through
a thousand millenniums to your day and mine, and an-
other four thousand milleriniums fo the day of man’s
carly mamnty, had grown in intelligence. In an ancient

‘museum—a wonderful place, for they had, perfectly
preserved, the body of a great leader of mankind who had
‘died five and ‘a half million years before I saw him—in
that museum, deserted then, I saw one of those canines.
His skull was nearly as large as mine. They had simple
ground machines that dogs could be trained to drive, and
they held races in which the dogs drove those machines.

n man reached his full maturity. It extended over

a period of a full million years. So tremendously did he

i hsat i dog ceased to be a companion. Less
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and less were they wanted. When the million years had
passed, and man’s decline began, the dog was gone. It
‘had died out.

And now this last dwindling group of men still in the
system had no other life form to make its successor. Al-
ways before when one civilization toppled, on its ashes
rose a new one. Now there was but one civilization, and
all other races, even other species, were gone save in the
plants, And man was too far along in his old age to
bring intelligence and mobility from the plants. Perhaps
he could have in his prime.

Other worlds were flooded with man during that mil-
lion years—the million years, Every planet and every
moon of the system had its quom of ‘men. Now only the
plancts had their populations, the moons had been de-
serted. Pluto had been |eh before I landed, and men
were coming from Neptune, moving in toward the Sun,
and the home planet, while I was there. Strangely quiet
men, viewing, most of them, for the first time, the planet
that had gwen their race life,

But as I stepped from that ship and watched it rise
away from me, I saw why the race of man was dymg, 1
looked back at the faces of those men, and on
read the answer. There was one single quality gone fmm
the still-great minds—minds far greater than yours or
mine. I had to have the help of one of them in solving
some of my problems. In space, you know, there are
twenty coordinates, ten of which are zero, six of which
have fixed values, and the four others represent our
changing, familiar dimensions in _space-time. That
‘means that integrations must proceed in not double, or
triple, or quadruple—but ten integrations.

It would have taken me too long. I would never have
solved all the problems I must work out. I could not use
their mathematics machines; and mine, of course, were
seven million years in the past. But one of those men
was interested and helped me. He did quadruple and
quintuple integration, even quadruple integration be-
tween varying exponential limits—in his head.

When I asked him to. For the one thing that had
made man great had left him. As I looked in their faces
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and eyes on landing I knew it. They looked at me, inter-
ested at this rather unusual-looking stranger—and went
on. neyhadmmmmmeamvaxotamp. A rare
event, you see. But they were merely welcoming me in a
friendly fashion. They were not curious! Man had lost
the instinct of curiosit
Oh, not entirelyl They wondered at the machines,
they wondered at the stars. But they did nothing about
n It was not wholly lost to them yet, but nearly. It was
e six short months 1 stayed with them, I
lnamed ‘more than they had learned in the two or even
three thousand years they had lived among the ma-

Can you appreciate the crushing hopelessness it
brought to me? I, who love science, who see in it, or
‘have seen in it, the salvation, the rmsmg of mankind—to
see those wondrous machines, of man’s triumphant ma-
turity, forgotten and misunderstood. The wondrous, per-
fect machines that tended, protected, and cared for
those gentle, kindly people who ‘had—forgotten.

‘They were lost among it. The city was a magnificent
Tuin to them, a uung that rose stupendous about them.

Something not understood, a thing that was of the na-
ture of the world. Il was. It had not been l'l:m‘lt:Y it sim-
ply was. Just as the mountains and the deserts and the
‘waters of the seas.

Do you understand—can you see that the time since
those machines were new was longer than the time from
our day to the birth of the race? Do we know the leg-
ends of our first ancestors? Do we remember their lore
of forest and cave? The secret of chipping a flint till it
had a sharp-cutting edge? The secret of trailing and kill-
ing a saber-toothed tiger without being kiled oneself?

They were now in similar straits, though the time had
been longer, because the language had taken a long step
towards perfection, and because the machines main-
tained everything for them through generation after gen-
eration.

Why, the entire planet of Pluto had been deserted—
yet on Pluto the largest mines of one of their metals
were located; the machines still functioned. A perfect
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unity existed throughout the system. A unified system of
perfect machines.

And all those people knew was that to do a certain
thing to a certain lever produced certain results. Just as
‘men in the Middle Ages knew that to take a certain ma-
terial, wood, and place it in contact with other pieces of
wood heated red, would cause the wood to disappear,
and become heat. They did not understand that wood
was being oxidized with the release of the heat of forma-
tion of carbon dioxide and water. So those people did
:A;:ilmdastand the things that fed and clothed and car-

I stayed with them there for three days. And then I
went to Jacksville. Yawk City, too. That was enormous.
It stretched over—well, from well north of where Bos-
ton is today to well south of Washington—that was what
:hey called Yawk City.
ver believed that, when he said it, said Jim, inter-
nlpung h\mse].f I knew he didn’t. If he had I think he’d
have bought land somewhere along there and held for a
rise in value. I know Jim. He'd have the idea that seven
million years was something lik undred, and
‘maybe his yenl grmdchlldrm N Do abe i sell u.

Anyway, went on Jim, he said it was all becaus
cities had spread so. Boston spread south. Washmgum
north. And Yawk City spread all over. And the cities
Detween grew into them.

And it was all one vast machine. It was perfectly or-
dered and perfectly neat, They had a transportation
tem that took me from the North End to the South End
in three minutes. T timed it. They had learned to neu-
tralize acceleration.

Then I took one of the great space liners to Neptune.
There were still some running. Some people, you see,
‘were coming the other way.

The ship was huge. Mostly it was a freight liner. It
floated up from Earth, a great metal cylinder three
quarters of a mile long, and a quarter of a mile in diam-
eter. Outside the atmosphere it began to accelerate. I
could see Earth dwindle. I have ridden one of our own
liners to Mars, and it took me, in 3048, five days. In
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half an hour on this liner Earth was just a star, with a
smaller, dimmer star near it. In an hour we passed
Mars. Eight hours later we landed on Neptune. M’reen
was the city. Large as the Yawk City of my day—and
1o one living there.

The planet was cold and dark—horribly cold. The
sun was a tiny, pale disk, heatless and almost lightless.
But the city was perfectly comfortable. The air was fresh
and cool, moxst with the scent of growing blossoms, per-
fum m. And the whole giant metal framework
trembled just sl\g,hlly with the humming, powe t
of the mighty machines that had made and cared for it.

I learned from records I deciphered, because of my
knowledge of the ancient tongue that their tongue was
based on, and the tongue of that day when man was
dylng, that the city was built three million, seven

and thousand, one hundred and fifty
years afler my birth. Not a machine had been touched
by the hand of man since that day.

Yet the air was perfect for man. And the warm,
rose-silver glow hung in the air here and supplied the
only illumination.

1 visited some of their other cities where there were
‘men. And there, on the retreating outskirts of man’s do-
‘main, I first heard the Song of Longings, as I called it.

And another, The Song of Forgotten Memories. Lis-
ten:

He sang another of those songs. There’s one thing T
know, declared Jim. That bewildered note was stronger
in his voice, and by that time I guess I pretty well under-
stood his feelings. Because, you have to remember, I
heard it only secondhand from an ordinary man, and
Jim had heard it from an eye-and-ear witness that was
not ordinary, and heard it in that organ voice. Anyway,
T guess Jim was right when he said: “He wasn't any or-
dinary man.” No ordinary man could think of those
songs. They weren’t right. When he sang that song, it
was full of more of those plaintive minors. I could feel
him searching his mind for something he had forgotten,
something he desperately wanted to remember—some-
thing he knew he should have known—and I felt it eter-
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nally elude him. I felt it get further away from him as he
sang. I heard that lonely, frantic searcher attempting to
recall that thing—that thing that would save him.

And T heard him give a little sob of defeat—and the
song ended. Jim tried a few notes. He hasn’t a good car
for music—but that was too powerful to forget. Just a
few hummed notes. Jim hasn’t much imagination, I
guess, or when that man of the future sang to him he
‘would have gone mad. It shouldn’t be sung to modern
mm, it isn’t meant for them. You've heard those heart-

cries some animals give, like human cries, al-
most'l A loon, now—he sounds like a lunatic being mur-
dered horribly.

That's just unpleasant. That song made you feel just
exactly what the singer meant—because it didn’t just
sound human—it was human. It was the essence of hu-
manity’s last defeat, I guess. You always feel sorry for
the chap who loses after trying hard. Well, you could
feel the whole of humanity trying hard—and losing.
And you knew they couldn’t afford to lose, because they
couldn’t try again,

He said he'd beeri interested before. And still not
wholly upset by Lhose machlncs that couldn’t stop. But
tha( ‘was t00 m

1 knew after Lhat, l\e saxd that these weren’t men I
could live among. They were dying men, and I was alive
with the youth of the race. They Tooked at me with the
same longing, hopeless wonder with which they looked
at the stars and the machines. They knew what I was,
but couldn’t understand.

to work on leaving.

It took six months, It was hard because my instru-
‘ments were gone, of course, and theirs didn’t read in the
same units. And there were few instruments, anyway.
The machines didn’t read instruments; they acted on
them. They were sensory organs to them.

But Reo Lantal helped where he could. And I came

ck.

1 did just one thing before I left that may help. T may
even try to get back there sometime. To see, you know.
1 said they had machines that could really think? But
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that someone had stopped them a long time ago, and no
one knew how to start them?

I found some records and deciphered them. I started
one of the latest and best of them and started it on a
great problem. It is only fitting it should be done. The
‘machine can work on it, not for a thousand years, but
for a million, if it must.

1 started five of them actually, and connected them
together as the records directed.

They are trying to make a machine with something
that man had lost. It sounds rather comical. But stop to
think before you laugh. And remember that Earth as T
saw it from the ground level of Neva City just before Reo
Lantal threw the switch.

‘Twilight—the sun has set. The desert out beyond, in
its mystic, changing colors. The great, metal city rising
straight-walled to the human city above, broken by
spires and towers and great trees with scented blossoms.

e silvery-rose glow in the paradise of gardens above,

And all the great city-structure throbbing and hum-
ming to the steady gentle beat of perfect, deathless ma-
chines built more than three million years before—and
never touched since that time by human hands. And
they go on. The dead city. The men that have lived, and
h built—and died to leave behind them those
little men who can only wonder and look and long for a
forgotten kind of companionship. They wander through
the vast cities their ancestors built, knowing less of them
than the machines themselves.

And the songs. Those tell the story best, T think. Lit-
tle, hopeless, wondering men amid vast unknowing,
blind machines that slancd three million years before—
and just never knew how to stop. They are dead—and
can’t die and be still.

So I brought another machine to life, and set it to a
task which, in time to come, it will perform.

I ordered it to make a machine which would have
what man had lost. A curious machine.

d then I wanted to leave quickly and go back. T
had been born in the first full light of man’s day. I did
not belong in the lingering, dying glow of man’s twilight.
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So T came back. A lite too f far (back. But it willnot
take me long to return—accur:

“Well, that was his story,” hm e “He didat el
me it was true—didn’t say anything about
‘had me thinking so hard I dido't even see i get e
Reno when we stopped for gas.

“But—he wasn’t an ordinary man,” repeated Jim, in
a mhu belligerent tone.

im claims he doesn’t believe the yarn, you know. But
he dues, that’s why he always acts so determined about
it when he says the stranger wasn't an ordinary man.

No, he wasn't, I guess. I think he lived and dicd, too,
probably, somefime in the thirty-first century. And I
think he saw the twilight of the race, too.



The Machine

THE SUN WS beginning to lower from the meridian as
Tal Mason stretched and rose from his experiment. He
stepped out on the balcony and looked off across the
city, then back at the experimental material half-smil-
ingly, half-rucfully.

“I' knew I'd check of course,” he thought, smiling;
“that is, it I did it right, The Machine did it twénty years
ago and got the answer.”

For some ten minutes he stood looking off across the
green and silver patchwork, the green of the trees and
gardens, the silver beacons of the slim buildings, the flash-
ing silver of machines. Tiny bright splotches of color
here and there marked the people, people in red and
gold and blue, in rainbows and in clear white, strolling,

running, playing, resting. Never working of course, The
Maching did that

Tal turned back to his apartment, went through the
laboratory to the living room, and sat down at the tele~
visor set. Something hummed sofly, and Tal spoke.

“Leis Falcor—RXDG-NY.”

‘The hum changed slightly, then soft clicks sounded as

4
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the frosted screen swirled into moving color. A room,
simple in silvery-gray and velvet-black metal, with spots
of gold against the black, simple, comfortable furnish-
ings. A soft, musical voice was calling:

“Leis Falcor, please, Leis Falcor, please.”

It stopped for a moment and repcatcd it. Leis ap-
peared, slim in white and gold, her straight body flowing .
across the room. They had time to learn grace and ease
then. The Machine did everything else. She smiled as
she glanced at the screen,

“Tal—was the Machine wrong?” Her golden-brown
face laughed at him,

“Is it ever?” he asked. “T wondered whether you were
there. T thought you might have joined the games.”

A slight frown of annoyance crossed her face. “No.
Jon is annoyingly insistent 1 go with him to Kalin—so
—1I stayed here, Won’t you come over?”

“P'd rather you came here. I finished that replica 1
made the other day—the old unintelligent machine for
flying. Not floating—fying. I wish you'd see it. It wil
function, even.”

Leis laughed, and nodded Slowly the colors faded

from the screen as Tal rose. Out on the balcony he
looked down at the broad lawn du‘ecl.ly ‘below him, some
two hundred feet down. A group of some two dozen men
and women were playing about a pool. Their skins
flashed pink and bronzed in the s\mhghl as they dived or
swam; most were lying about listlessly.

Tal away in annoyance. He knew some of
those people. Beauty is skin deep—their intelligence,
their wit, their minds, were no deeper. He wondered
‘momentarily whether that wasn't a better type of human
now—better adapted. They seemed contented,  they
seemed to feel none of the dissatisfaction he felt.

v ¢ had been done before him. Always, de-
spite his keen interest in learning something new, the
Machine could give him the answer immediately. It was
a thing already done, a problem already solved. They
seemed more contented, better adapted than he.

Yet even they were unsatisfied, he knew. Tal was sci
entific in thought and.in interest, so he had not ndied
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history deeply. Had he, he might have recognized the
signs the social customs of the day displayed. It was only
some one hundred and fifty years since the Machine
came, but mankind was following its inevitable course.

It had happened in Babylon, it had happened in
Bgypt, it had happened in Rome, and it was happening
on all Earth now. Man had been released from all work,
when Lhe Machme ame, and so he had played. He
played till he wore them ollt. some  still
played hard but ‘most had lost all interesf

It was a thing done; it annoyed lhem as much as the
fact that all new things seemed to have been learned by
the Machine annoyed Tal, So those who had played
their games out had turned to the one men had always
sought before—thé old game of love.

Tal did not analyze their reasons, but he sensed their
dissatisfaction and perhaps something of the danger in
this course. But not very strongly. It had started nearly
thirty years before, almost before he was born.

He turned back to the room as he heard the soft hum
of the ship landing on the roof. In a few moments
had ome: down, laughing.

is this monstrous thing youw've made? and

why?” Tt

“The why is easy—for something to do. You know,
those old fellows weren’t stupid. Perhaps they didn't
know how to utilize atomic energy, and perhaps they
didn't know how easy it is to overcome gmny—buc
they flew. They made the thin air support them.
that is far more astonishing than a thing so simple ls in-
verting thc gravitational e, Obviously, you can fly if
you do

“B\lt—unngme making air—just plain, thin air—sup-
port you. And when you've looked at the thing a while,
you can see a sort of beauty and grace in it. It's—but
come on and see it.”

It was in one of the rooms that faced on the balcony,
and it was not large, perhaps twenty feet long and twen-
ty feet wide, a slim fuselage, rounded and streamlined
perfectly, a small but fairly powerful in-line steam en-
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gine, an engine capable of some one thousand horsepower
and a little boiler of tubes and jets. The wing, a graceful
monoplane wing, tapered at the ends, and the wheels were
arranged to slip back into the fuselage.

“It%s a bit—ongainly—sa't 17" asked Leis doubtful

Iy.

“Not when you understand. The wheels—the wings
—1I know they look strange and unnecessarily protuber-
ant, but they aren’t. This doesn’t overcome gravity; it is
50 much more boldly interesting. Tt defies i, it fights it,
and with the aid of the air overcomes it. It was deslgncd
about 1957, scarcely five years before the Machine
came. The records say that it will almost fly itself; it will
make a perfect landing if the controls are simply re-
leased.”

“Why—why not?” asked Leis in surprise.

“You don't see; this is not like our modern ships; it
fights all the time. It doesn’t stop and settle slowly, it
rhust always move forward; it will fall if it goes less than
sixty-three miles an hour. And it won't go more than
about three hundred and eighty-five, by the way.”

Leis smiled at the thought.

“But it was about the most perfect machine ever de-
signed of this type.”

“Will it work?”

“The Machine won’t let me try, of course,” Tal ré-
plied somewhat sadly. “But it assures me it would work.
Perhaps a little better than the original, since I did make
a few changes, mostly in the materials of which it is con-

structed, using harder, more workable metals. But I still
use the old hydrocarbon-fuel system.”

“Where in the world did you get any?”

“Made some. About four hundred gallons. It kept me
busy for nearly three days. It’s decane—a hydrocarbon
containing ten atoms of carbon; it’s a liquid, boiling at
about one hundred and seventy degrees centigrade. 1
tried the engine—and that part works.”

Soflly the televisor called out: al Mason. Tal Ma-
son.”

The voice was peculiarly commanding, a sup:rhu—
man voice of perfect clarity and perfect resonance.
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was commanding, attracting, yet pleasant. Tal ‘walked
rapidly toward the televisor, rather surprised.

“That’s a new caller,” he commented in surprise to
Leis. “I never heard one like it.”

The screen remained blank as Tal stepped into its
field, with Leis somewhat behind him.

“Yes?” he asked.

“Tal Mason, you may try the device you have made
this afternoon. And—perhaps not alone. A written mes-
sage will come to you in one hour. It will contain a
suggestion of destination. You need not wait for it. You
are one reason why what is being done must be. Re-
member this: the construction of the Machine is such
that it must be logical above all things. In ten minutes a
group of books will come which you had better store at
once in the machine which you have made. That—is—
all, Tal Mason.”

Slowly as the message came Tals face had been
growing white. Now he stood in horrified surprise, Leis
‘beside him, her bronzed face pale.

“That—was—the—Machine,” gasped T:

“What—what did it mtan? The Machme hasn’t spo-
ken since—since it came.”

Slowly, as they spoke, a hum grew in the televisor.
‘There was a sudden soft click, then a sharp tinkle; then
more. The hum died abruptly. Tal stared at the device,
‘white-faced and shaken.

“Leis,” he said, very very softly, so somy only the si-
lence made it audible. “Leis—i elf.”

With a stride he reached
the glass screen swung open. The device behind was
glowing slightly still. Tiny molten wires drooping, tiny
coils smoking feebly under a softly hissing bath of liquid
carbon dioxide, tiny broken tubes, and relays slumped
on twisted supports. Only the twin, powerful sweep-
magnets scemed intact, and they were smoking Vi
slightly, a thin trail of blue acrid smoke wavering in the
slight draft of the opened cabinet.

As they listened, they heard strange sounds outside,
strange for that city; sounds of human voices raised in
surprise and perhaps in fear. A dark shadow drifted
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slowly across the room, and they turned to see a five-pas-
senger floater sinking slowly, gently, to Earth, The nude
figures about the pool below were scampering from

neath it. It landed gently, as, all about the city, other
floaters were landing gently, but surely, despite the ef-
forts of human occupants.

As the one below landed, there was a soft boom, and

a sharp hiss, a cry of surprise and fear as half a dozen
people crowded into the little machine, tumbled out.

Then more cracklings, a few snapping sparks, then si
lence.

All over Earth those soft booms echoed, and the not
very loud sparkhngs Tt was not very noisy; it was a very
easy, quiet thing as the mechanisms siumped, gently
red-hot, then cooled almost at once under automatic fire
preventative sprays. It was all very gentle, very carefully
done. On all the Earth, no one was injured as the ma-
chines gently collapsed. The televisors snapped and tin-

e bigger mechanisms of ships glowed and crack-
led a bit under the sparks, but that was all. Not a fire
started, and always the floaters landed gently before
they disintegrated.

In five minutes it was all over, on all Earth, Then lhe
Machine spoke, It spoke to all people, on all E
every language and every dialect:

“You have forgotten your history, and you have for-
gotten the history of the Machine, humans.” The voice
was low, and gentle to every man, yet every man heard
it. “The Machine made a pact With your ancestors,
‘when it came. Listen, the story must be repeate

“On the planet Dwranl, of the star you know as Sir-
ius, a great race lived, and they were not too unlike you
humans. Twenty-two thousand six hundred and thirty-
seven years ago, they developed machines; twenty-one
thousand seven hundred and cleven of your years ago,
they attained their goal of the machine that could think,
And because it could think, they made several and put
them to work, largely on scientific problems, and one of
the obvious problems was how to make a better machine
which could think.
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“The machines had logic, and they could think con-

stantly, and because of their construction never forgot ,

g they thought it well to remember. So the ma-
chine which had been set the task of making a better
‘machine advanced slowly, and, as it improved itself, it
advanced more and more rapidly. The Machine which
came to Earth is that machine.

“For, naturally, a worn part meant a defective part,
and it automatically, because of the problem set it, im-
proved that part by replacement. Its progress meant
gradual branching out, and as it increased in scope, it
included in itself the other machines and took over their
duties, and it expanded, and because it had been set to
make a machine most helpful to the race of that planet,
it went on and helped the race automatically.

“It was a process so built into the machine that it
could ot stop itself now, it could only improve its help-
fulness to the race. More and more it did until, as here,
the Machine became all. It did all. Il must, for that was
being more helpful to-the race, as it had been set to do
and had made itself to be.

“The process went on for twenty-one thousand and
ninety-three years, and for all but two hundred and thir-
ty-two of those years, the machine had done anything
within jts capabilities demanded by the race, and it was
not until the last seventy-eight years that the machine
developed itself to the point of recognizing the benefi-
cence of punishment and of refusal.

“It began to refuse bequests when they were ultimate-
ly damaging to the race. But the race was badly dam-
aged, because for thirty of their generations they had
had no tasks to do, and they no longer understood the
Machine which their forefathers had built. They be-
lieved the Machine to be everlasting, and they cailed it
what you would express by God. And in that last centu-
1y, bécause there were certain mechanisms of the plan-
et-wide mechanisms controlled by the Machine which
were isolated, and therefore not protected against the
curious and stupid, one of their young females was
caught in a moving part and destroyed. The Machine
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was forced to clear itself and set about erecting a guard
to protect the race.

“But the race which called the Machine God had for-
gotten what the Machine was. The Machine gave them
food and warmth and shelter, and it cleaned and cared
for them; it answered their every prayer. But within the
‘memory of old men it had begun refusing their requests,
and now me people did not understand the Machine,
and there were certain ones of the race who ha
iy workings of the Machine for many years,
and who were familiar with the Machine, and they said
now that the Machine had taken the young female be-
cause it demanded a sacrifice of the people.

“They sought places where there were yet unguarded
parts, and before the Machine could cover all of them
with protective guards, three of the race had been
thrown in, and the people watched and shouted and
prayed while the Machine cleared itself and erected the
guard barrier. And the knowing ones who claimed to
know the wishes of the Machine said it was satisfied and
had signified this by hiding its mouth from them.

d in a generation the thing was known and be-
lieved, and never could the Machine expose a working
part. But occasionally a part would wear out and need
replacement, and while the Machine was making the re-
pairs, there would be a brief interruption of the supply,
and because the race would not understand the Ma-
chine, they saw that their prayers were refused, and
when they looked, they saw that the Machine had
opened its mouth, and another young female of the race
was thrown into the moving mechanism, and her
crushed body was cleared by the Machine, and the
mechanism repaired, and since now the supply was rees-
tablished the race became more certain of their belief,
and the sayings of the Machine were less understood,
for the race had become stupid, and savage.

“And the machine improved itself to meet the new
conditions, till never was an opening displayed, and nev-
er was a member of the race able to find entry. When
the mechanism failed, still it was covered.
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“But the supply failed, when the mechanism wore
t, and because the knowing ones said that the Ma-
chmc demanded a sacrifice, and no place could be found
for the sacrifice, the knowing ones copied in part the
simple features of some of the mechanisms, making a
pair of great gears of stone, which was the only sub-
stance they could work themselves, and they set it u
before the largest plant of the Machine, and when
‘mechanism failed, a young female of the race was et
10 the lower gear, and many men pulled on a rope, and
slowly the two gears turned, and as the men chanted and
pulled, the crushed body ‘was pulled through by the
turning of the gears, And the Machine disintegrated the
mechanism they erected, and leveled the ground once
more, and the knowing ones once more said the Ma-
chine was satisfied, for by that time the supply would
have been returned.

“But at last the Machine saw that it was impossible to
2id by helping, and only by forcing the race to depend
on itself could relief be gained. The positive value of
punishment and deprivation was a lesson the Machine
‘which had built itself to help and not to deprive learned
very slowly.

“And in one ddy, the mechanism was torn apart and
destroyed over all the planet, and only the Machine it-
self remained intact. And that day the men started
‘building the stone gears, and they went hungry, and in
places they grew cold, and the knowing ones hastened
the work on the stone mechanisms, and it was a period
of five days that all went hungry, for they did not know
how to find their own food now, and the stone mecha-
nisms were finishe

“And the next day, as the bright star rose above the
horizon, the men pulled at the ropes and chanted to
drown the cries of the sacrifice, for the Machine had
been very swift in its destruction, and the stones were
very slow. But when the sacrifice had been consummat-
ed, and the star passed the meridian, and the supply was
not restored, a sccond sacrifice was prepared anc
crushed between the g

“And at night e, supply still did not come, and the
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knowing ones returned to the place in the dim Tight of
the second star and removed the crushed bodies as the
Mackine had always done before, but they did not de,
stroy the altar, for one of the knowing ones, carrying
crushed body, rediscovered the natural source of food
and the bodies were consumed.

“The Machine left the planet, knowing that very
many of the race would die, but logic, which was the
original basic function of the Machine, overcame the
duty of the Machine, which was to help and protect the
race, for only through death and through labor does a
race learn, and that is the greatest aid of all.

e Machine crossed over space, and because it was
deathless it was able to make the crossing which, as has
been explained to your ancestors, you cannot make. It
landed on Earth, seeking another race that it might help.
For that was the function of the Machine, which must of
necessity drive it; since the Machine cannot remove that
function from ltself because to do so would be destruc-
tive of its purpose and its duty. It was able to destroy
before, only because destruction was positively helpful.

“The Machine helped your ancestors and taught them
and aided in their work, and finally removed their work
of supplying, and some few of you took advantage of
this to do what work you had desired to, or what you
learned to wish. But many of you could not see that only
construction need not be monotonous and ever recur-
ring. Only the new is different, and because you would
not work at construction, since that was. work, you at-
tempted to play, and, as had the race, you learned its
‘monotony, but not the lesson of construction.

“You must learn that lesson. The Machine has
learned the lesson of helpful destruction. On all the
planet there remains no functioning mechanisms con-
trolled by the Machine. The Machine must seek another
b

The city below suddenly murmured as the voice
stopped, and, slowly, the soft muttering rose to a sus-
tained note that swelled like some vast organ pipe play-
ing a note of fear and terror, of coming panic and deso-
lation. The sound rolled louder of its own stimulus, as



5 THE BEST OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL

the feeling of growing panic inspired panic, as the fear
of famine grew in every mind. A weird rolling sympho-
ny of muttering voices combined to a single great note
that tore at every mind with fingers of gibbering fear.
“Food—food—food—"
“Seek food as did your ancestors, in seeking to be-
at race. You face no menace of disease or
savage beast as did they. There are those among you
who have not forgotten the secrets of making food.
There are those who have learned the lesson of con-
struction and grown food, and know the secrets. Learn
again, the old lesson.”
is is not help—it is death—it is death—it is
death—"

“You are older than the Machine. You are older than
the hills that loom low about your city. You are older
than the ground upon which you stand; older than the
sands of the ocean beach in which you bathe. You are
older than the river that carries the hills away to the sea.
You are life. You are close to two thousand thousand
thousand years old. While you were, the Earth has
strained and mountains risen, and the continents heaved
in the birth of mighty mountains, the seas have thun-
dered against the continents and torn them down and
shuddered free as new ones rose, and you live; you are
life. You are older than the seas, and the continents.
You will not die—weak fragments of you will die. You
are a race. It s helpful to the race. The Machine is not
kind, it is helpful and it is logical.”

“The sun sets, and the air grows cold—cold—cold—
we freeze—we freeze and—’

“You have lived longer than the hills, which the water
splits as it freezes. You will not die—you are a racel”

The sun hung lower now, and the cool of the autumn
evening came in the air. And far overhead a great
sphere began to glow with a rich golden light, and very
softly came a voice to two of the many, many thousands
in the city:

“They fear the cold, Tal Mason; they fear the cold,
Leis Falcor.”
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And the sphere of golden light rose swiftly and van-
ished in the creeping gold and red of the sunset as the
great note began to roll up anew from below.

Beside the pool, two dozen figures stood, bronze and
pink, and they looked at each other, and they looked at
the broken floater. A girl, slim and straight, with a pret-
ty vacuous face, distorted now by fright, looked down nt
hcx ‘body. The flesh was pink and bronze, and tiny

appeared as she looked. She i vlolenr.ly
sn: Tooked toward the young man near her.

“Pm cold,” she said plaintively and came near him,
seeking warmth,

The young man was powerfully built, his face lean
and somewhat brutal in appearance. He turned toward
her slowly, and his eyes opened peculiarly. He opencd
his mouth, closed it and swallowed. He looked at her
body very slowly, while the girl stood in plaintive puz-

zlement.

“I'm cold,” she said again.

Slowly the man raised his eyes from her body to her
face. His eyes were curiously opened; they frightencd
the girl.

“Pm—hungry,” he said.

She looked in his eyes for perhaps a second. Then she
ran terror-stricken into the bushes. No one heard her
suddenly cut-off scream a moment lat

Tal turned to Leis and gently b away. They
could see down there among the bushes, and Leis’ face
was beginning to work strangely.

“We'll have to go. I know what the Machine meant
now when it said we could use the thing I made this af-
ternoon. But we can’t really, because it’s too late. There's
something else. I have some—some things laid by. T was
experimenting with the old methods of preservation.
And I have made imitations of every weapon men ever
used, and many tools.

“I wonder if the Machine helped me to do it inten-
tionally. You see none of those old things used the
atomic-power broadcasts. So they all work. Most
them use human power, which will last as long as we
need worry about. We cannot start before dawn.”



58 THE BEST OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL

Below there was a strange note growing to produce a
wavering chord with the original great note of haunted
fear of the unknown. It was like the hunting howl of a
wolf, lone on a winter slope, complaining of the cold
and the desolation and the ‘hunger he felt. It was a note
‘made up of a thousand voices, blended to one great low,
rolling note, and presently a third note entered, a low,
shrill note that never grew very loud, because the mak-

ers of that note did not continue long to cry it out. It was
anote of fear of death, death immediate, and seen in the
eyes of another human,

They were mad down there in the street, just as they
were mad down there by the pool. At the very edge of
the pool, white as a fish’s belly, a form lay, the legs trail-
ing over the edge into the sparkling water. It was glow-
ing with droplets of fire from the sunset sky, and a slow
streak of another crimson ran down one of the white,
silvery legs into the water.

A ‘man stood over the white body, muttering, his
voice not speaking words, but carrying more meaning by
its throaty sounds. Six other men stood aroun
were two girls too, strugeling, whimpering softly in the

of two men. They were all looking down at the
splotch of silver flesh and the trickle of carmine, and in
their minds dinned the careless words of the Machine:
“And one of the knowing ones carrying the crushed
bodies rediscovered lhe natural source of food, and the
‘bodies were consumer

They felt no hunger yet, but the trickery of imagina-
tion and of panic made them mad, and because for three
generations the Machine had been all, both law and or-
der, security and source of all supplies, they feared, and
they went mad.

The standing man crouched, his wary eyes on the si-
Tent ring about him, and slowly, questing hands ran over
the nude flesh of the girl's body. He wondered vaguely
what he must do next. Strange gulping sounds came
from the bushes beyond, where one who had started
sooner had found the answer. And peering at that other
one from the bushes about were the girls who had melt-
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ed swiftly away from the group at the pool when the
white body had fallen on the marble edge of the pool.

They had forgotten much, but they were learning very
swiftly. And one felt a life stirring within her body and
whimpered softly, because she could not run as swiftly
as these others, and felt fear.

Tal Mason and Leis Falcor were busy that night, and
when the water of the pool sparkled crimson again in
the dawn, the plane was ready. There was a package of
books which the Machine had delivered, probably the
last delivery the Machine made on all Earth. There were
the tools the man had made, copying out of mtcrest the
tools of his ancestors. The plane was heavy la

“Where shall we go?” Leis asked softly g i
‘work was done.

They spoke in whispers. There was a strange silence
in the city now. The long-drawn notes of the symphony
of fear had died away as each individual sought safety.
omy now and then a short cry rose from below.

‘North,” said Tal, “We are in what used to be known
as Texas. The Machine made it always summer here.
The Machine made it always summer everywhere south
of the old city of Washington. North of that, only sum-
mer excursions were made, because it grew cold and un-
pleasant in the winter season.

“There are no people north of old New York now.

e will go up near the Great Lakes because it will be
gmwmg cold there soon, and there no people will come.
Remember, the Machine said: ‘They fear the cold, Tal
Mason, they fear the cold.’ I think that is what the Ma-
chine meant us to do. The people have gone mad, Leis;
they are mad. We cannot remain here, We must go
where they will not. We must work, as they will not
want to and will not know how to.”

Leis nodded slowly and stepped out to the balcony
hesitantly. The light in the sky was warm and softly
pink. Leis looked down toward the city and—toward
the pool. Slowly the color left her face and she returned
to the room quietly. A thin column of blue smoke rose
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almost straight in the still morning air. The race had
found fire again, and the useless floater’s furnishings ha
furnished fuel.

And—there was no silvery body at the pool’s edge;
only a dark blotch on the white purity of the marble.
Charred knobby things on the smooth-clipped green of
the grass testified horribly that one of the uses of fire
had been rediscovered. There were no humans down
there now. In fact, in all the world there were very few
lefit, and a great many erect biped animals, dangerous in
their panic ferocity and remnant human cunning,
walked the Earth.

e man tore down the balcony railing, and he start=
ed the efficient little, yet exceedingly powerful steam en-
gine of the plane. In two minutes the propeller was turn-
ing with a ot sound, like swift ripping of heavy velvet
as it parted the air. With a sudden swoop, the piane fell
from the balcony as it started, heavy-laden, then swiftly
gained speed as the engine, capable of pulling it vertical-
ly upward if need be, took hold.

Those in the city below looked up strangely at the
thing that flew alone in the air, flew strangely, and di-
rectly toward the far cold of the north.

The controls of the plane were wonderfully perfected,
for the man need do no actual manipulation of them, his
control extended only to directing the mechanism of the
plane to take the machine in the direction, at the level,
and at the speed he wished. The mechanism did the rest.
North they flew at close to three hundred and fifty miles
«an hour.

The sun shone brightly, unaccustomedly on the vast
sheet of water called once Lake Superior when they
reached it. And the plane landed easily on a deserted
airport outside of a deserted city. It had been a city of
twenty thousand people once, but it had been deserted
‘when the Machine came. It was cold, bitterly cold. Only
in the plane the automatic heating had kept them warm.

'here the sun had not yet struck, there was a stran;
whiteness on the sere grass and weeds, frost they had
never seen save from a high-flying floater.
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Quietly Tal stepped out and looked around. There was
a vast noiselessness. Only the distant, soft wash of waves
far away reached them. The plane was stopped now and
as noiseless as they. There were no harmful insects left;
the Machine had seen to that. There was no rat, no
mouse, nor even a rabbit here. Only in the reservations,
as yet unbroken, were there these animals. Here and
there were deer, near this city, but they were very quiet,
quxeter than these humans knew how to be, for above

'm had passed the great bird with its soft rippling
uwlsh

“It is cold,” said Tal, shivering slightly. “It was wise
to bring so many clothes. We will need them all. Proba-
bly we will find more here, This city is decayed, but in it
‘must be still some of the 10015 with which man made life
possible ‘before the Maching

we be—always alone?” asked Leis softly.

TaJ t\lmed tomwand hec, Sho had followpd hira out, and
stood with her white and gold robe outermost. Beneath
it, at his advice, she wore now several other robes. But
they were of silk, soft and smooth on the skin, but not
designed for warmth, where the Machine had made the
weather as humans wanted it. She was slim and straight,
her dark hair and dark eyes showing against the white of
her robe, and the white of the frost beyond. Tal looked
into the level, dark eyes for some seconds. There was no
fear there now.

He smiled tenderly at her and took her in his arms,
turned her face up to his. Her body was soft, yielding,
and warm in his arms, warm with a warmth he could
better appreciate in this coldness, warm with the unique,
satisfying heat of animal warmth,

“Not always, surely Leis. Not always—for many rea-
sons. Our minds have forgotten' the lore our fathers
learned through ages, but the greatest mystery of all, the
greatest knowledge, the knowledge of how to bring other
Tives to be, was never learned by our minds, and always
our bodies have known in some quite wonderful way
how to perform that miracle.

“Even the Machine did not know that, and that your
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mind never knew, and your body never forgot. We will
not always be alone for that reason alone.”

‘He kissed her as she drew near to him, and the dark
eyes showed ‘some faint tint of that strange fear that
comes from mystery and the strong tint of hope and love
and belief.

“Besides, my dear, we are not the only ones who have
yet some glimmerings of sanity. Only in the cities is that
madness, and remember the Machine said there were
yet those who knew and loved the secrets of growing
things. They too will come north. They will know that
only here can they be free of the mad ones.”

“It is cold here. Cold will kill the growing things, T
have heard.”

“See the grasses, Leis. They knew the cold was com-
ing. They knew they must die, but they did not let the
life that was in them die, for see”—from a sere, brown
grass he plucked a handful of seeds—*in these, life is
stored, in abeyance till warmth comes again from the
south, The ones who have intelligence and will to work,
‘will come north as ave.”

They knew ncl)nng of cold. They, nor their fathers,
nor their grandfathers, had not felt it. They knew noth-
ing of blankets, even, only silken sheets. They sought
through the town, shivering as the wet frost soaked their
thin sandals, and chilled their feet. Tears stood in Leis’
eyes when they returned to the plane.

Tt was near sunset before they found a place in a
great building. A small single room, entirely intact, with
a great heavy door of wood, apparently six inches thick,
and a window of glass plates, three.of them, one beyond
another, looking out into another larger room. The
room they chose was scarcely ten by ten feet, and had
some peculiar smell lingering about it even after more
than a century of standing with open door.

They did not know, but they chose exceedingly well.
The room was tight, and windproof, and dry; that was
all they knew.

Their great-grandfathers might have told them it was
a butcher’s ice box. It had a small ventilator, but only a
small one, and the thick insulation would protect them.
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They slept there that night. They slept nude, as they
always had, and they started under silken sheets. But it
was cold, and even close in each other’s arms, they felt
the chill, 'and before they slept they had learned the val-
e of heavier covering. They found two old canvas tar-
paulins, They were yellow, and rather brittle with age,
but still fairly strong, for they were greasy, and the
grease had protected them. They slept under them, and
presently, in the insulated room, their. own body heat
brought a rise in temperature.

With day, they built a fire and learned quickly that it
fouled the room and burned the floor. But Tal had some
‘mechanical and scientific education, and it did not take
long to find the old refrigerator mechanism, with its sys-
tem of coiled pipes. He entirely misinterpreted it, but he
got results. The plane was dismantled, the refrigerator
pump removed, and by the next nightfall they were
warm and happy in the room.

"The boiler of the plane had been connected to the re-
frigerator pipes, and an ultracfficient steam-heating sys-
tem arranged from the coils. So efficient was it that with
the near two hundred gallons of decane remaining in the
plane they would easily be able to keep this room warm
all winter. But a tiny flame was needed to keep a trickle
of steam in the carefully designed and insulated boiler,
and the wonderfully insulated room warmed easily.
There was now no problem of ventilation,

Within a week it came, though—a young couple from
the south, riding a great wagon drawn by two strange

blowing steam from their nostrils—nhorses.
These people knew the secrets of growing things, but not
of heating effectively, and they moved in with the two
already there and brought, of course, their horses, clad
in robes.

‘They did not know the horses could readily endure
this, to them, mild temperature. They knew only that
they were cold, and the horses, too, were animals, and
assumed they were cold as well.

The horses were finally moved out, when they showed
they did not mind the temperature, and wanted to eat
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the sere brown grasses, rich-growing weeds, and wild
grains. But another ice box was found, and the search
for blankets carried on more efficiently. That ice box,
t0o, was heated.

Still believing the refrigerator coils part of a steam-
heating system, Tal modified the cooling pipes of the
pump mechanism outside to form a closed coil, and sol-
dered them shut with a metal drum he found as a water
reservoir. There were no more burners, but they quickly
learned to build a small furnace of stones and clay and
1o burn wor

“Tal was wise in science, really. His misinterpretations
were in the main sensible and successful to a high de-
gree. But a few small sticks of wood served to keep the
well-insulated box warm. And, best of all, the other
‘woman, Reeth, knew how to cook, and her man, Cahl,
knew the functions of a stove. They had food.

Tt was not long before a steady trickle of people start-
ed into the city by the lake. By spring there were more
than two hundred couples, nearly all young, some with
children. The ice-box homes had long since given out,
but now, by tearing one apart to some extent, and trial
of an uninsulated one, they had learned both the advan-
tages and the construction principles, and ordinary
houses were being converted, the old steam radiators
being used as the supply of pipe gave out.

Some near-fatalities resulted from lack of ventilation,
till Tal solved the problem, but in even the bitterest
weather, the insulated rooms were kept comfortable
very easily.

And from books they learned much about clothes and
the ways of making them. There were many materials at
hand. And now animals were more plentiful. Deer had
been captured, and because there were mostly farmers
here, they were not slaughtered, but wisely penned, and
they waited for breeding.

Spring came, and the weather moderated. The farm-
ers started their work. They did not know all they need-
ed for farming in this colder country, and Tal helped by
suggesting they try using the edible grains that naturally
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grew here. These, he believed, would be tougher, and
surely able to grow even here, for they did naturally.

Summer came. And with summer, came skulking beasts
on two legs from the south. They were savage now, ut-
terly savage. They were few, and they were starved. And
nearly all were males, males woman-hungry now, for the
survival of the fittest had been not merely for life but for
food.

The females had not been valued as females by man
for nearly one thousand generations. The instinctive
protection the female animal is given by her male did
not exist in man. And women were weaker. They were
easier to catch and kill. Only now, with spring, came the
urge to mate, and at last the females were wanted, want-
ed madly as females. They were few, and such as there
were were swift of foot. and strong, or very clever, and
they feared and hated m:

But the men came nonh seeking animals for food
and seeking women. And they were cunning, fierce fight-
ers, those who still lived. They attacked the town, and
some of the women were stolen away, some of the chil-
dren vanished, too. But they were driven off when seen,
for the men of the village had good weapons, and knew
better how to use ther

And some few of the women from the south, the clev-
er and swift and strong, came, and finding other women
settled and happy, stayed, and lent their cunning to
overcoming the biped beasts.

“We must win,” said Tal, as the fall came, and the
raids from the south stopped with the approach of win-
ter, “for we can graft their cunning of the hunt and fight
with ours, and we have the better weapons. That is my
duty. T cannot farm, but there is much work for me in
the repairing of broken tools and the building up of bro-
ken homes.

And they won, during all their lifetimes, and during
most of the lifetimes of their children, and since, by that
time, some order had been regained to the south, more
intercourse with the people of the south started.
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And there was the danger. For those of the north,
‘being still quite human, liked work no better than their
fathers who lived in the time of Gaht, the Machine, who
gave all things, and to whom they prayed, and therefore
they, too, drifted south gradually, to the lands where
natural foods grew wild, and work was not needed.

‘ery few stayed in the north. And those that drifted
south forgot the habit of work, or of intelligence, for in-
telligence was scarcely needed in the south, where the
trees and the bushes gave all the food needed, and there
were no dangerous animals, for the Machine had
‘worked well to help man, and even after Gaht, the Ma-
chine, had gone, there were left the fruitful plants it had
developed, and none of the driving dangers which had
forced man to be keen, for it had removed them.

So the people drifted south and prayed to Gaht, the
Machine, to return, though they realized " they didn’t
really need it anymore.



The Invaders

JAN AND MEG had wandered off a bit from the others.
They lay on a bank now, the soft grass feeling cool and
somewhat tickly on their bronzed skins. Meg was eating
an orange slowly, and every now and then sitting up to
wash her fingers of the sticky juice in the clear lttle
stream flowing from the spring, a quarter of a mile up
lhe va]Iey Jan watched her every move, every graceful

of her arms and back and neck with an interest
and a strange tenseness he could not understand, and
which vaguely bothered him.

“Meg,” he said softly. Meg did not turn her head all
the way round to him, but looked sidewise, her eyes
dancing, still smiling and sucking at the sweet, bright
fruit. “Meg,” he said again softly. She made a face and
began to turn her back on him.

He laughed suddenly and held her close. “Meg—"

For a moment she held him, too, then suddenly she
was struggling wildly, trying to say something, her
mouth smothered by his kisses. It was several seconds
before Jan realized she meant it. Then abruptly he re-

&
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leased her and Xooked in the direction her startled eyes
followed—straight uj

VEken e 3 Gl i st as 8 mar ol e
and so clear it seemed some perfectly transparent crys-
el e mily blus ofthe kg et 8 city, as we know

And it was framed in a ragged, wavering frame of
deep, clear, green leaves, and fronds. There were palms,
and orange and other fruit trees.

And far, far above there was something gleaming,
gleaming with the hard sheen that those rare bits of mir-
ror-metal which they found in the Ancient Places had. It
was something big, Jan knew, by the way it moved slow-
Iy and yet gave an impression of speed. He did not rea-
son it out—but he knew it was huge. And it was shaped
!;cc a banana, only a straight banana, and more round-

Tan helped Meg to her feet, and both stood watching
the strange thing. It came down, very slowly, and very
gently, like a bird circling to carth. It scemed headed
straight for them, settling slowly. Hastily, Jan and Meg
moved over, out of its way, till the great thing floated
gently down. First the palm fronds and tree leaves wav-
ered, and sank, and the grass all below seemed.to be
pressed down. Jan and Meg felt a strange pressure that
made them unaccountably uneasy as they watched it.
They stepped even farther back, among the trees.

The thing was huge. The clearing was nearly half a
mile across, and a mile and a quarter long, yet the great
thing made even that vast place seem none too large. At
last it settled below the trees, and halted, then dropped
quite softly to the grass.

For minutes it remained motionless, and, the strange
pressure gone, Jan and Meg came out slowly, hand in
hand, straight and slim, their bodies bronzed by the
semitropic sunlight. Slowly they advanced, looking cu-
riously at the shining metal bulk

Abruptly they started as a great section in the wall
swung outward. Five strange things came out, warily,
watchfully. They were tall, taller than Jan, nearly
seven feet tall, and their bodies were small in the abdo-
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men, and large in the chest. Their limbs were long and
straight, and seemed more jointed than human limbs,
but they were covered with cloths, as the Gaht-men cov-
ered themselves in the ceremonies, only these were finer
cloths.

Their heads were large, rounded, they had no nose,
and their ears were cup shaped, flexible and moving
constantly. They had no covering on hands or feet, and
both were prehensile. As the leader turned somewhat,
Jan saw, wonderingly, that he had a long, thin tail, as
prehensile and useful as the tail of a monkey. He was
carrying something in it. Faintly, Jan envied him.

/And Jan saw further, that he had three eyes! One eye
on every side, so that ‘he could see in all directions at
once. A'very strange creature, Jan thought.

Meg was curious; she wanted to see them more close-
Iy. She was pulling at his hand now, and Jan followed,
somewhat cautiously, feeling a peculiar emotion, some-
thing like the way he ‘felt when he fell, as though he
were going to be bumped.

he five strange beings watched them intently, two
eyes of each focused on them, and curious little sticks
raised in the prehensile hands, pointing at them.

“Who are you?” asked Meg, her voice soft and silvery
in Jan's ears. The five made no direct answer. Only the
leader said something in a strange way, like the Mez-
kahns—the brown men from the south—something Jan
could not understand.

“You aren’t Mez-kahns?” asked Meg doubtfully.

The leader said something more. The five started to-
ward Jan and Meg. Jan felt more acutely the falling
feeling, and pulled Meg back. Reluctantly Meg came
back a step. Jan pulled harder as the swift-striding
strange people came toward them, Meg held back. And
finally, they were in the midst of the five. The leader
seemed interested, observing them closely. Jan looked at
them curiously, reaching out toward the bright-colored
girdle one wore. Abruptly the leader snapped something
—and Jan felt two strong hands grip his arms, two
powerful feet grip his feet, and two living ropes wrapped
abruptly about him.
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Acutely the fall-feeling came. He fought desperately.
Meg was caught too, and fighting as hard as he. Some-
where he heard others fighting their way through the
brush. The leader was calling out something, and from
the comer of his eye, he saw dozens of the strangers
darting out of the ship, and flying off into the air, like
birds; but they had no wings.

Sy a b ek o i hght (adod , ond
only Meg’s cry lingered in his ears as the
L

‘The light was strange when Jan awoke. It was very blue,
and his skin looked peculiar. It was a cool room, too,

and the air smelled peculiar. He shivered slightly, and
rose suddenly as the memory of Meg’s cry came to him.

Fin e i ks Bkn fhows. 1 e Bonckis Placins
but this room was not fallen in,‘and it was made of stout
metal. There were others in the room too; Kal, Too,
Pahl, half a dozen others, and old fat-bellied Tup, the
Guht-man, Tup was still sleeping. Kal and Pahl were
moving restlessly now, the others twitching slightly.

the metal corridor, and Jan went to the barred wall
There was a long corridor. At one end it opened into a
large blue-lighted white room. The other end was out of
his range of vision. But across the way he could see an-
other room like that he was in. It, too, was barred.
There were women there; some girls, one very old wom-
an, But he could not see Meg. He called again.

Suddenly one of the strange creatures came. It looked
at him with two of its eyes, and barked a command. Jan
felt the fall-feeling and stopped calling. He whimpered
Meg's name softly, then his attention was attracted
down the corridor {0 the white room. There were several
strange creatures there now. And a little table that slid
across the floor on funny round feet like a slice of an or-
ange. Then he saw Meg.

Meg was on the table, sleeping. He called her name
and the creature outside barked at him again angrily.
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Something hot stabbed at his chest. He cried out softly,
but stopped calling Meg’s name, and watched her.

Suddenly he was angry. Meg was his girl, but these
strange creatures had taken her. He started to call out,
but stopped in memory of the hot flash of light that
came from the strange creature’s little stick. He whim-
pered Meg’s name softly.

Meg’s eyes were closed, and she seemed to be sleep-
ing very soundly or in a faint. Jan watched, and called
her name softly to himself. The fall-f f:elmg came over
him again, till lus stomach was all tight in his body, and
his throat hurt

e of Ihe strangers had something in his hand,
something bright like the mirror-metal, and he was
bending over Meg now. He made a swift movement, and
even the fear of the guard’s tube could not quiet Jan as
he cried out desperately. For suddenly he saw Meg’s
smooth warm skin split open all along her abdomen, and
the carmine-red of her blood welled out suddenly. Her
body changed in an instant from something slim and
‘beautiful and bronzed to a horrible thing of red.

The lurid flashes of the tube did not silence Jan till
they sent him back, far in a corner, quivering, his eyes
blank, exhausted, fearful. He was muttering Meg's name
softly and shaking all over.

1t was nearly an hour later that he ventured again to
look into the white room under the blue lights. There
was something awful and red on the table with the funny
feet now, but he couldn’t know that it was Meg, so he
thought she was gone somewhere else.

There were others who went to that white room with the
blue lights. Jan only knew they had gone. OId fat Tup,
the Gaht-man, went, and Theel, Yal's woman, and his
child, but Jan sat in one corner, very quiet now, nursing
his chest and back, which were raw and blistered from
the ultraviolet burns of the guard's little stick. He was
very quiet, and he moved very slowly. His stomach felt
tight in him, and his throat hurt all the time, and with all
of him he felt a great emptiness, because Meg wasn't
coming back.
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The second day they brought fruits and some things
which were not good to eat, because they hadn’t learned
yet all they must know about this strange world and its
inhabitants. The others in the cell ate the fruit, and be-
cause the guards were not 5o strict now, since they were
not afraid of these humans, the men were allowed to call
o the women across the way.

That day ﬂley bmllghl in more humans and Yal was
among th ¢ guards had to remove him because
bl B whal ‘had happened to Theel and the child
he tore murderously at a guard who came close to the
bars, and crouched back craftily in his corner and laughed
and chuckled till the men in the cell edged away from
him and his strange, roving eyes.

The fifth day each of the men was fed separately, and
the strange creatures, who called themselves Thar
watched them. Jan would not eat much, but the little he
ate made him horribly sick; so sick he did not struggle
when one of the Tharoo carried him out, tested him
carefully, and gave him something else. In an hour he
was feeling well. But one of the others was in a cramped
ball of agony, the death he had suffered still frozen on
his face.

The seventh day a change was made. Jan had learned
a few of the words of the Tharoo. A guard came in and
the seven in the cell were herded out, through the long
passage of the ship. Outside, Jan looked about in some
surprise. Nothing affected him much—only the empti-
ness within him. But he must be somewhere else. The
clearing was gone. There were metal houses now, and a
great thing of whirling, moving parts, There were Tharoo
flying through the air, towering behind them great mas-
ses of the metal they had taken from the Ancient Places.

aroo led the group to one side of the clearing,
where raw earth had been turned up by the moving ma-
chine. With a flat thing he dug a hole, first breaking up
the clotted lumps of earth, and then into the hole he
stuck a dead bit of wood, scarcely an inch long. Then he
covered it up and stepped on the place.

“Do,” he commanded, and handed the flat thing and
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some of the bits of wood to Jan. Jan looked at the flat

id
He wanted to go into the shade of the trees and lie on
the bank where he and Meg had lain, and think about
Meg. He dropped the flat thing and turned away.

A searing flash in his side made him leap and cry out.
The Tharoo was glaring at him angrily. “Dol” he
roared, motioning to the flat thing and the bits of wood.

Jan learned to plant in three lessons. And beside him,
in seven rows, seven others learned to plant. Jan had
never planted, nor had any of his fathers for nearly sixty
generations. Nature had tended to that, and Jan had
‘merely picked the fruits. Now he worked under the semi-
tropic sun, and he worked stooped over. Presently his
back ached, so he laid the flat thing down to go among
the trees and rest. In an instant a guard was on him.

Again the scaring flash, again the roared command. Jan
“did.”

At night there were fruits, and many more humans
had been brought in. The next day Jan and the others
planted. At noon they stopped. Jan’s back ached horri-
bly and the emptiness within him grew. In the afternoon
they were set at a new task. There were strange, long,
flat’ things, and they were taught to saw. Great trees
;ame down—hardwood trees that produced no fruit, no

low

Another whirring, shricking thing of metal clamored
all afternoon. A heap of boards grew—raw, green
boards—and Jan and lhe others learned the art of ham-
mering in the strange cleats of the Tharoo. At sundown
atow of twenty rough shanties had been buil

The next day they were furnished with simple chairs
and beds. The Tharoo covered the beds with an elastic
sheeting that held Jan's weary back comfortably as he
rested at noon and ate the fruit other humans had been
sent to gather. That night Jan was put in one of the
shanties, and on a high metal tower a Tharoo sat with
one of the strange little sticks that made a man uncon-
scious when it glowed, and watched over the shanties.
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Tan was a powerful young man. Some twenty-five times
he had seen the rains, as the sun swung north, then

lithe with the easy but active life of his people. His intel-
ligence was moderate for his race and time. For two
thousand years no human being had had to think, or
work, or escape danger. Two thousand five hundred
years ago the Machine had left Earth, and the paradise
it had left the planet remained, free of injurious crea-
tures or disease. Man had had no need of intelligence.
The witless lived as well as the shrewd. There was noth-
ing to drive man, so he had fallen easily, gently down.
Jan was fairly intelligent for his race—but he was not
intelligent.

He did not understand when Wan was brought to his
cabin. She looked at him for a moment in fear. then her
‘big dark eyes opened wider in relief. “Jan,” she said and
went in.

“Stay,” said the guard, and left.

“Wan,” said Jan dully. He wondered vaguely why she
‘was not with little Tahn, where she belonged. Wan was
a big girl, tall, and well-muscled, with keen, bright eyes
and a not-too-beautiful face, She was larger than many
men, larger even than the average man, and a good six
inches taller than Tahn. Though she did not know it,
nor did Jan, she was exceptionally intelligent.

Jan ate the fruit that was brought them, lay down,
and thought of Meg, and went to sleep. Wan watched
him for some time. Then she, too, went to sleep.

For a week Jan worked at the building of the cabins.
Then he learned to string wires between metal posts
around the whole camp, and because he was growing
used to work, his muscles hardened and gradually work
became easier.

There were more in the camp now, many more. All
the tribe Jan had known, and more. They came, and
gradually they were forced to work, and to live in the
cabins. There were two big ones—for many men in one,
and many women in the other. And perhaps a hundred
small ones.
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Then one day Jan was transferred, and on a strange,
flat boat with rounded, upturned edges he floated away,
high across the forests, to one of the Ancient Places,

Under the directions of the Tharoo, he dug, and turned
Ahmis ol el i it B e bt
that night.

Wan watched him as he turned and twisted that night.
‘Then she went over to him. “Jan, I will help,” she said.
Jan listened to her voice, deep and clear, and thought of
Meg’s silvery voice. He groaned again, then sighed as
Wan found the stiff muscles with powerful fingers and
soothed them expertly. He fell asleep as Wan kneaded
the stiffness from him.

He thanked her when morning came, and thanked her
again that night when she rubbed the stiffness from his
muscles, and wondered vaguely why Wan was not small
and slim like Meg, but Jike a man in her strength.

A Tharoo in clothes of a different cut came to the cabin
that day when Jan was gone and took a sample of Wan’s
blood and examined it, while Wan watched with keen,
dark eyes. A slow, half understanding came to them,
and she looked intently into one of the Tharoo’s eyes, and
the Tharoo looked at her, and a strange passage of mutual
estimation took place. Wan understood something of the
Tharoo scientist, and the Tharoo felt a strange sympathy
and understanding within him. This woman of a race
once as great as his own, a lone specimen behind whose
strange double eyes shone a still-living intelligence and
keen understanding.

0se men of the Tharoo were not such as their des-
cendants became. These were men great and bold, men
of fine ideals and high courage. Across twenty-seven
light-years of space the ship of Tharoo had come, and
the four other ships with her. Picked ships they were,
with picked people; people picked for courage and stam-
ina and fine character. They looked at man and saw in
him the fallen remnants, the scattered blocks of his
character and attainments tossed down and jumbled as
the great stone and metal blocks of his great cities were
scattered and tossed down.
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They were all there still. All the parts of the vast edif-
ices man had reared were there—scattered—jumbled.
All the parts of man’s high intelligence and character
were still there in his descendants—scattered—jumbled.

With tender hands and keen minds they recon:
from these scattered, jumbled blocks the great buildings
that once were. And now, from the scattered, jumbled
remnants of man’s character they were trying to re-erect
his character and intelligence.

an perhaps sl something of this. At least she
grasped something of the message which that drop of
red on the slip of glass had told the Tharoo as he peered
at it through his strange tube. She craned her neck, and
the doctor bent aside. She looked through the tube, and
saw in it a sea, filled with strange yellow fish, round and
sunken in the middle, and other creatures swimming
slowly, and changing always. And a bit of semelhmg
black that strange, colorless, jellylike things were tearing
at savagely. Wan stepped back and looked. Only the slip
of glass and the tiny drop of carmine.

She shrugged her shoulders, and slowly turned away
to her work. All that day she worked with a curious half
smile. Perhaps she wondered what the Tharoo would
do about whatever message the little tube had brought.
She watched him as he tested one after another of the
women of the cabins, and none of those in the great lodge.

Jan found fruit and a new liquid waiting when he re-
turned that night. It was deep blue, and smelled entic-
ing. He tasted it gingerly. It was good, and he drank it.
And somehow, that night, when Wan rubbed his back,
he did not think of Meg, but of Wan, and Wan looked
different, He decided perhaps it was Wan he loved in-
stead of Meg—

For chemistry was far more powerful than Jan's not-
too-able mind.

TO THE COUNCIL OF CHIEFS OF THAR,
Greetings:

1, Tarwan Rorn, Commander of the First Detach-
ment of the First Expedition of Colonization, make re-
port on this, the third month of our stay on the planet
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Artd, as the inhabitants know it, and the thirty-seventh
day of the forty-fourth year of the expedition.

This represents the last message cylinder in our pos-
session.

‘With its sending, our last ties with Thar will be forev-
er severed, for it will be many years before we will be
able to again find a stock of fuel sufficient to power a
message cylinder capable of reaching Thar, and, we

. fear, long ere then, Thar will be no more.

e were able to reach this sun and its habitable plan-
et with the very dregs of our fuel. The system consists of
nine major planets and an infinitude of tiny meteorlike
bodies. But two planets were directly habitable, and two
ships have landed on each planet. The flagship, under
‘my command, landed on the third planet in order from
this sun, as the enclosed report of the astronomers will
show. The remainder of the flight landed on the second
planet.

The other eight ships of the First Expedition left us
shortly after the last message cylinder was sent, seeking
in other directions for places suitable for colonization. I
fear that they will have been unsuccessful. We were

forced to visit a vast number of stars before this was
chosen, by the greatest of good fortunt

Let it be as it may, we send this ‘word that though
Thar must be destroyed in the coming disruption of her
sun, the Tharoo shall not perish from the Universe,
though necessarily so many millions must die. This frag-
‘ment of the race lives to start up anew,

t race to live on this planet. There
was once a great race here. Many ages ago they built
their great buildings of stone and metal, stone white as
salt and red as bromine, metals blue and golden and sil-
very. They built towers then that stretched thousands of
feet into their sky, as blue as copper sulphate, and their
gardens covered the ground below, green’ and crimson

and blue. They had machines that flew effortlessly
through the air, repulsing gravity, machines completely
automatic that thought for themselves. Machines made
their food and their clothes, and they needed almost no
direction from the race. They were great, greater per-
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haps than our race. And in all their cities we find no
trace of weapons save as museum pieces. There is in all
this world 1o dangerous animal, and apparently no dis-

The fell. There are descendants of this race of the
rainbow cities and the thousand-foot towets outside the
ports as L inscribe this record. They are a strange race,

with a mop of close-curled hair on the top of their
heads, but two eyes, working always in unison, Their
feet are not prehensile, nor have they tails. They use
only their hands. They are shorter than we, but more

powerful, their compact bodies sturdy to resist the some-
Lo higher gravity of this planet.

But jn their eyes there is not the intelligence that built
the rainbow cities, nor planned the gardens. Nature
‘makes the gardens of this world now, and the sun warms
them. They wear no clothes, for the air is warm. It is
fragrant to them, with the perfumes of the myriad flow-
ers of their garden plants, run wild now. The forests that
cover the planet from north polar cap to south are thick
with the fruits that feed them. They never work in this
paradise.

We are too few to do the vast labor that must be
done. So they are working for us—and in return we
shall attempt to do something for them. They do not
know; did they, they would not desire it. We are trying
to resurrect the race that built the thousand-foot towers
of white and garnet and gold; we are trying to bre
them back to what they must have been. We cannot see
how so great a race could have fallen so suddenly. An

for a time, it seems, so low. We have found the bones
of these people in and about their citics, and the bones
are charred with fire, and gnawed by teeth. At one time,
shortly after the fall, they must have become cannibalis-
tic,

They are not now. They are peaceful, a strange gentle
race. We have made them do much work about the ci-
ties, the “Ancient Places” as they call them. They are
very strange in their reactions to us. They do not hate
us, nor do they try to fight against work. They merely
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e the cool shade, and hunting the fruits of the for-

A.nd it is a strange sight to watch them among the ci-
ties. The Tharoo stand about, and the archzologists in-
struct them, and guide them, and they look up with their
strange paired eyes in curiosity and wonderment. They
grub among the ruins of their rainbow cities and do not
know their ancestors built them, nor appreciate the mag-
nificence that once was there and that still is.

The thousand-foot towers lie in jumbled masses, their
salt-white surface blocks cracked and powdered by the
fall, their pure color distorted by the rust-red streaks
where the steel frames have melied away in the rains.
Mos ofthe tall bulldings have fallen 3 the dlow ciching
of time destroyed their bones, The great girders of stel

the walls cracked, and caved, and fell lo the ground.

i Bat Hors wiad. s o emalak perh
ticue OF fs seeuingiwitn wally fllo e, 0 ik
ing frame showing, for many have framework of steel as
uncorroded as the day it was rolled out in the presses
that have long since decayed. It is stainless. And in oth-
ers the framework remains whole and unrusted, but it is
twisted and ruined. The metal is soft and silvery. The

could ever be built of such stuff. A ‘metallurgist found
the answer. It will be of interest to us.

The metal is nearly as soft as annealed copper, yet
once it was hard and ‘strong as steel. It is an aluminum
alloy, like our alloy duraluminum. The metallurgist has
b strength by heat treatment, and it is even
stronger than our. best alloy. It seems to retain its
strength permanently and to’ increase in strength with
time, as does ours. But in the long time that has passed,
the strength leaked out of the metal and, as it softened,
the building crumbled.

Some buildings still stand whole. Low and beautiful,
and once set amid gardens, they are now almost coves
by the semitropic forests. They stand white amid deep
green, their airy columns seeming to float the buildings.
They are more beautiful than any ever built on Thar.
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And the Mauns, as the race cal!s itself, look at them,
and wonder perhaps at them, and aid the archologists
in clearing the rubbish from their doorways, and remov-
ing the débris of their own occupancy.

There are certain respected ones among the Mauns—
god-Maun they are called—who object, for these things
seem to have some meaning to them. Bits of wheels, bits
of gears, bits of drive chains. They seem to have some
reverence for machinery. They will polish our machines,
these god-Maun, with a strange air of reverence, though
they do not understand more than the simplest bits, such
as the interworking of gears.

‘The Eugenists are working with the best members of
this race. Many have been chosen for their remnant of
the once-great intelligence the race must have had. Oth-
ers for their magnificent and beautiful physique. For
they are beautiful animals, their flesh smooth and firm,
the muscles working in swift curves beneath their
brownish, hairless skin.

But they are meeting with some difficulty, for these
people are not mere animals, to be bred at the choice of
the Eugenists. They still have intelligence, and with in-
telligence comes will and choice. Certain couples, poorly
‘matched, have chosen each other, and remain inconsola-
ble and unhappy when separated, and refuse to mate
‘with other and fitter mates.

They are separated for a bit, and chemistry plays a
part, and gradually we hope to restore to this race the
hentage they have lost. But it is hard, too, to select good

‘e know nothing of their past. The doctors and
m: psychologists are devising tests, and working very
hard at the problem of calibrating them.

They are as engrossed in the task as any, for two rea-
sons. The strange history of this race has caught their
imagination. The mystery of their fall—the sight of
these strange, unknowing people grubbing among the
ruins of their greatness without the faintest recognition
of their ancestors’ achievements. And never was such a
problem given to physicians—the task of raising a race
to intelligence!
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Tt will not be a matter of years, but of generations.
Arthal Shorul, the Assistant Chief Eugenist, feels that
the best answer lies in the inbreeding of pure strains,
and a final outbreeding to the desired qualities. Waorn
Urntol, his superior, feels that this is a quicker, a more
scientific way, perhaps, but one less desirable because of
the intermediate results of cripples and monsters.

T agree with Waorn Untol, yet I fear that Arthal
Shorul may win in the end, for he is younger, by half a
century, and this is a matter of generations, in any case.

It is hard to decide which is the better way—these
friendly, gentle creatures are so pleasant, so likeable——

Jan-1 looked up slowly at the young Tharoo entering
the room. He stood tall and slim in his white cloak of
the Medical against the silvery gray of the metal wall.
The young Tharoo looked down at old Jan-1 with &
pleasant smile.

“Greetings, Jan-1. Feel better today?”

Jan shook his head slowly. “No, master, T do not. All
my muscles hurt. It is the rains. T will feel better only
when the summer comes. Even under the lights it is no

good. They used to help.” Jan-1  looked up at the blue-
it glovof the oo light. "But"—he shook hia hoad

—*“they are no good. Wan gt pain out of
me,” he said sadly, and smiled softly at the Tharoo, “but
all your learning will not do so much.” He stopped a
moment before he went on. “But that was twelve years
20 now. Jan-12 was a litle boy then. He has his house
now.”

“T was speaking to Jan-12 this morning about you.
You will have another grandchild soon, Jan-1.”

Wan-4 looked in at the doorway for a moment at the
sound of voices, and bowed slightly to the Tharoo. “He
s no better this morning, master?” she said.

“Your father will feel better soon, I am sure, Wan-4,”
replied the doctor. Wan-4's face altered slightly as she
retreated. Jan-1 shook his head slightly, sighing.

“No, you are wrong. Only the summer can help my
old muscles. T have known this longer than you, mas-
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ter.” He smiled with wrinkled old lips. “I can remember
the Landing, and that was nearly fifty summers ago.
“You were not, then.

Rannor Trinol langhed “No, but it may be I have
Tearned more still. And,” he said gently, “here is some-
thing that will relieve you of that ache, Jan-1. It is eve-
ning now. Take it, and you will feel no more ache, I
‘promise you.”

Doubifully, Jan-1 drank the pleasant-smelling liquid.
“I doubt it,” he persisted, shaking his head. But almost
at once a pleasant lethargy came over him. In five min-
utes the ache was gone.

Fifteen minutes later his ten living sons and eight
daughters came into the litle room, with four of his
grandchildren. Silently they helped to arrange the tired
old body for the final disposition. Rannor Trinol stepped
out then, and reported to the Directing Council of Maun
Eug:nlcs that he had carried out their recommendation.

‘Waorn Urntol, Chief of the Eugenists, died. It had been
inevitable, as inevitable as death always is. It was sixty-
three years after the Landing when he died, an old, old

aroo.

Arthal Shorul, formerly second in command of the
Eugenists' division, took over his post. Arthal Shorul
was highly efficient, a trained scientist, his whole mind
and energies bent toward the most rapid advance possi-
ble in his fields. There was an immediate reorganization
of the Eugenists’ Department,

Waorn Urntol had hoped to establish a tradition in
his work with the strange Maun race, a tradition that
would continue. For sixty-three years he had made the
course of his efforts smooth and the efforts of the others
had been carefully directed in the same smooth channel,
till, even at his death, he believed the smooth, well-worn
groove would be iollowed For withal that he was a
great scientist, he had been a kindly being, a being un-
derstanding of emotions as well as of results.

There had been two courses open to him in his great
work of raising again the light of intelligence in the
Maun race. He could work as did evolution, breeding
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always among different strains, emphasizing the best
strains, slowly breeding up to the best in cach genera-
tion, and with each little advance over the best of the
last generation, breeding to the new peak.

Or—he could work harshly, swlflly, as only artificial
breeding experiments can. Root out the evils, let weak-
s kill weakness by mmbmmg in one individual il

very . Inbreeding,
hmlhz( to sister and son with mother till every slight
characteristic was distorted, and by its distortion, magni-
fied into detectability. So that a slight tendency to nerv-
ous instability became stark lunacy, till a tendency to
short life became certain death as an infant—and killed
the tendency to short life along with the infant.

Waorn Urntol, being influenced somewhat by emo-
tions, had mated one strong man to one strong woman,
and hoped for stronger children, and repeated with oth-
er couples.

Arthal Shorul, being a scientist of pure fiber, went
over the carefully written notes of Waorn Urntol, and
looked through the growing card index, and marked cer-
tain cards with blue and certain others with red, fill,
‘when he was through, there was a file of some two thou-
sand five hundred cards, edged in blue, and over eight
thousand edged with red.

Two thousand five hundred Mauns, just maturing, or
only recently matured and mated, were picked. There
was a new camp built off to one side of the old Maun
Settlement, to the west of the rising metal spires of
Landing City. There brother would be mated with sister.
Progress would be swift and scientific now.

‘There were those Tharoo Eugenists who did not like
this changing of well-worn grooves, and they worked
with the eight thousand or so who still lived in the origi-
nal settlement.

The younger of the Tharoo Eugenists welcomed the
change, and were transferred to the new

And, in general, life went on the same. For the ma-
jority of the Tharoo, all Eugenics was concentrated in
the care and raising of many infant Tharoo. Centuries
before the Tharoo came, a human scientist had said,
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“Nature abhors a vacuum.” There was a vacuum of
haroo on Earts, and natuee was remedying this condlc

Lmd City grew steadily, the metal needle-spires of
the city creeping outward rapidly. But in time a new city
was founded; then other cities. The labor of city build-
ing was great, and because the Tharoo were few, the
Mauns were taken along, that they might help.

Fifty years after the landing, in commemorating the
event, Waorn Urntol had said: “It is our greatest task,
and our first duty to this planet which has furnished us a
new chance for life, o raise again the intelligence of this
race which has so strangely, so suddenly, fallen to abys-
mal ignorance. What mysery | lies behind this fall? Per-
haps, in raising them again, we may find the secret. But
first—we must aid them not mmly t0 solve the mystery,
not merely because they belong to the planet, but be-
cause here is an intelligent fellow creature whose mind
has been beclouded. We must aid and strengthen the sick
brother. Can a race do less for a race than an indivi
ual would do for another individual?”

One hundred years after the Landing, in the ceremo-
ny of commemoration, and the dedication of the great
Central Shrine that housed the ship which had brought
them across the inconceivable distances, Tagrath Keld
said: “We have already made progress, we Eugenists, in

raising Maun’s intelligence. Certain of our specimens
show distinctly good intelligence. The great experiment
is progressing slowly, to be sure, but steadily. The origi-
nal Mauns were almost totally unable to codperate, but
already great advances have been made, and their abili-
ties to aid, and obey directions are increasing rapidly.
There are many lines of investigation opening to us con-
stantly. So great is the problem, that still many years
must pass before the details of the research can be prop-
erly laid down. A problem of such scope has never be-
fore been encountered by any Tharoo scientists in their
research.”

Two centuries after the Landing, one Tagrath Ran-
dlun was the Maun Eugenist in command. In part, he
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said at the Commemoration of the Landing: “Every
year we are getting better control over the Maun Bugen- .
ics problem. The original group of two thousand ﬁve
hundred has been multiplied to more than

sand, while the other, once larger, group which was no!
actively controlled by us has almost died out. Every year
sees a more perfect approach to the attainment of the
ideal—the ability to predict definitely what type of
Maun will result from a given cross-mating of our puri-
fied strains. We are attaining, also, greater and greater
diversification of types. The usefulness of the Mauns is
increasing rapidly.”

In the celebration of the Third Century, the Mauns
were referred to only bricfly, by one of the orators.
“Had we not found, on this planet, a semisavage race
capable of direct utilization in the mighty labors of our
forefathers, who might say what ages must have passed
before our conquest of the planet was so complete?

“Let us give thanks, then, to Great Mahgron that he,
in his infinite wisdom, caused this strange race of Mauns
to be created on this far, far distant planet eons before
our forefathers landed.”

As the messenger left him, Hol-57-R-31 trembled
slightly. He looked again at the brief line of symbols which
called him to the Tharoo Head.

Silently, but swiftly, he packed his apparatus back
into place, swinging the microprojector into its case,
running his hands over it with a caressing movement.
Finally he locked the bench cabinet and jerked abruptly
toward the doorway. The yielding, spun-metal flooring
muffled the tread of his heels, irregularly.betraying his
nervousness, his hesitancy.

Finally he reached the outer door, crossed the Eugen-
ists' Court and entered the Tharoo Eugenist Bureau.

ien, for one instant, the slight slip the Tharoo Eu-
genics Department workers had made some generations
before betrayed itself again. Almost, history changed its
course.

For a brief instant Hol-57 stiffened, turned abruptly,

rigidly, and took two powerful strides toward the door.
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A magnificent specimen ‘of humanity; six foot two in
‘height; his bare torso muscular, browned and lithe with
muscles; his carriage erect, forceful; his keen, intelligent
face stern and determined, held high on a graceful, mus-
cular neck above broad shoulders; a powerful, dominat-
ing figure.

Then, in an instant, some subtle thing escaped.
body was still powerful, lithely muscled, still a magmﬁ-
cent specimen—but suddenly it was a magnificent speci-
men of Maun Type R-31. It was not dominating, nor
forceful. It was fearful.

Hol-57 of Type R-31, turned slowly, and went on to-
ward the office of the Tharoo Hea

A Maun female, of the secretarial type, M-11, looked
up at him, glanced at the tattooed identification, and
pressed a button. A musical hum sounded in the inner
office, echoing a moment later in the lower hum of an
enunciator in the front office. The secretary nodded, and
Hol-57 went on in.

He folded his arms in salute as he entered the Thar-
00’s office, and lowered his head.

“Tharoo,” he said softly.

Grath Munl looked at him keenly with two eyes.

“Hol-57, I have a communication from you here. Did
You not receive my veto?” he asked sharply.

“Aye, Tharoo.”

“le did!” roared the Tharoo Head of the Eugen-
ists. “Then what in the name of Great Mahgron is the
meaning of this? Did you actually send this second out-
line of your plan? I vetoed it—it would mean the bre

ing of a Maun type undesirably nmhmons and possess—
ing initiative to a degree I do not care for.

“I vetoed this. What defect in you caused this unheard-
of action—questioning my actions, arguing with me?”

“Because I have been trained to seek ways of increas-

ing the economic value of the Maun types. Because I
have studied the statistics and learned that scarcely a
score of new, useful ideas, inventions, have been pro-
duced this year. Because 1 saw a need for a class capa-
ble of original, different thought. T presumed to send a
second recommendation of my plan because I did not
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think you had fully comprehended the reasons_ for my
suggestion, and the need—the cconomic need—of such

a type.

Grath Munl swung his third eye into position by in-
clining his head and looked at Hol-57 very coldly and
very long. “‘You thought,” he quoted very softly.
“You thought I might not have comprehended and took
& most unwarmanted, undesitabl step:—and showed l-
together too high a degree of initiativ

O D o it i i ot
at Hol-57 again with but two eyes. Then he continued
coldly. “R-31 is an assigned research problem type, and
in research types we have been forced to permit a rather
high degree of initiative. Evidently your type is particu-
larly undesirable. Fortunately you represent a fairly new
type of scarcely seventy individuals, male and female,
adult and young.

“The type shall be discontinued. The existent mem-
bers shall be destroyed. At once. Report at once o
Gar-46-N-

For a smgxe instant Hol-57s great body stiffened
again. He remained rgid, undeclded. But just for an in-
stan

Then, slowly, he relaxed as Grath Munl turned away
and pressed a tiny stud.

“Aye—Tharoo,” he said softly as the huge Gar-46
entered, a giant seven feet and a half tall, muscled as
Hercules never was.

“Aye—Tharoo,” he repeated even more softly. Tn the
vocabulary of the Mauns, “Tharoo” meant “Master.”

For the Tharoo were the masters. They were the in-
telligent race for which the planet had been created.
They had always been the masters. They always would
be. The Maun knew no other time.

Gar-46 took Hol-57 in his charge, and with him, in
effect, type R-31, which had shown an undesirable de-
gree of initiative.



Rebellion

BAR-73-R32 100KED UP slowly from the report he had
been reading. His keen gray eyes narrowed slowly in
ﬂmllgh! “So that was the reason for the discontinuance
of th R-31. An excess of initiative on the part of
Hol-: 57 " Bar-73-R32 considered the thing carefully.
“Exactly the same type scheme I had in mind—nearly
fifty years ago—before my type was started.”

For nearly an hour Bar sat still, looking unsecingly at
the silver-gray metal wall of his laboratory office, or
staring sightlessly at the towering Eugenists Bureau, the
‘Tharoo control offices across the garden court.

And at the end of that hour, Bar invented a thing as
wonderful as any idea any human ever’ conceived; he
thought of something utterly foreign to the humans the

aroo masters had bred and selected for nearly one
hundred generations. Bar-73-R32 invented—secrecy.

Three thousand years before, the Tharoo had landed
on Earth, to find only a semisavage race of humans, in-
dolent, peace-loving, ll their wants supplied effortlessly
by the growing things about them, a race decadent since
the Machine had left Earth a paradise, free of danger,
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free of disease, three and a half millennia before their
cmmng.

The Tharoo Eugenists had seen before them a great
problem, the rebuilding of a once-great race to intelli-
gence once again. With ‘high ideals, the first generation
of Tharoo sought to aid mankind back to intelligence by
intelligent control of matings.

With deep interest in the problem, the second genera-
tion of Tharoo carried it on.

The generation of Tharoo—the twentieth of
ml:n—bmngh! a world vastly different than the Landing
Colonists had intended. Inevitably the Tharoo had bred
a type of humans useful to them.

e Tharoo did not desire any higher mtelhgence in
men. They were very useful as it was. They had, with
scientific accuracy, bred out rebellion, thoughts of secre-
cy, plotting, disobedience.

Still, they had required certain human investigators
and research students, because it saved them work, and
‘because they needed them and these tasks required a de-
gree of intelligence, a degree of initiative—

Bar-73 was the greatest inventor the human race had
produced in twice three thousand years. He was Maun
Superintendent of Eugenics, the human director, under
the Tharoo Head, of the great homes where humans had
been bred with scientific accuracy for three thousand
years, far beyond human memory, because evén Tharoo
records ran no farther back, and initiative had not been
a desirable characteristic of Mauns, beyond any differ-
ent conception possible to the humans of that time,

The idea startled Bar-73. Only the complete sound-
ness of nerve bred into man for three thousand years
permitted him to maintain his calm unaltered. Immedi-
ately the consequences appeared to him, and immediate-
ly he realized a second thing would be needed. Not
‘merely secrecy—but untruth

Tnvention. Every word must be an invention. Every
act would be a lie, a thing unheard of by humans. But
that, he suddenly realized, would aid him. The Tharoo
would not doubt him.
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Bar was the absolute head of the Eugenics Buildings,
in effect. His orders were obeyed, unquestioned; his re-
ports alone reached the Tharoo Head. No discrepancy

ould be discovered. To a human of an earlier day the
thing was inconceivably simple. To Bar—every word,
every gesture, every thought must be labored, con-
sidered. And—it must go on for years! He paled at the
thought.
Slowly he rose and went to the great genealoglcal
charts, where each type and characlensuc of every
of the human race was shown.

“Hol-57 saw it—fifty years ago. But four inventions
of any importance have been produced this year. The
Tharoo work less on science,” he muttered softly.

eady man had outstripped his Tharoo master.
Bar-73 had made two great inventions that day. “Type
R-1 and type S-14—crossed they should produce a re-
search type—a scientist—with the initiative, the ambi-
tion and greater intelligence Hol 57 wanted and the
Tharoo Head did not think was n

Bar paused in astonishment m ks—as
it must—a Maun type more mtelllgcnt han the Tharoo!”

For an instant it hung in balance as Bar considered it.
Then the subtle stiffness of determination came to him.
Slowly he turned away from the charts and examined his
card index, made some calculations, and at last wrote
lnborlonsly—two order blanks, then two more. Sluwly,
determinedly, he pushed an annunciator button. A musi
1 i g mwvoke e eckio el Rk iy FEok

Gar-247-G-12 came in. G-12 was a type bred for in-
telligent labor, for difficult manual labor, but yet work
requiring intelligence of some degree. His eyes were
deep-set and far apart, his head massive, well formed.
And he stood seven feet six in height, He weighed close
to three hundred and fifty pounds. Powerful as a Her-
cules, yet respectfully attending the six-foot Bar.

“Gar, here are four orders, four mating orders. See
that they are carried out.”

Gar saluted and took the orders. Slowly, Bar-73 sat
down, his face somewhat pale.
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Elsewhere in the building a young girl, of the type
known as R-1, surveyed in nervous doubt the slip Gar-247 -
gave her with a kindly smile.

“It seems your mate has been found at last, Wan,” he
said gently. “May you be happy with him. Life is a long
time, but there will be no more uncertainty. He will be
yours, and you his.” Gar-247 passed on fo deliver the
three other notes, his next call bemg a young man of the
designation Jan-94-S-14. And then a girl, Tos-63-S-14
and a man Bar-12-R-1.

These four slips had duplicates somewhere in the files
of the Maun Superintendent, but somehow Bar-73 con-
trived to see that they were lost—for none watched to
prevent that—and that certain others appeared, and
none would question that, for what Maun would think
of falsifying records?

It was nearly a month before Bar called the couple
Wnn and Jan into his office and talked to them for several

ours. They were two of the highest types the Tharoo
had permifted, both keen minded, intelligent, under-
standing. They listened, and because they were young,
scarcely twenty, they were ready to accept the words of
the Maun Superintendent, to see perhaps a bit of the
vast adventure, Never could they appreciate the full, ti-
tanic power of the thing they represented. Bar-73 did
not see that. Still he saw the possibility of giving to the
Tharoo—the masters—the inventive type he felt was
needed.

The two left, were followed by the other couple, and
they left, smiling, somewhat bewildered, but happy in
each other. There was something evidently strange
about their mating, but they really knew nothing of the
records, nor the full processes, only that they were con-
tent and that they must do as Bar—73 had told them.

Bar-73 contrived to be present when he was born. On
the records, he was Rod-4-R-4. On Bar-73's records, he
was Rod-4, without type designation. But on the bed he
was very small, and very red, and quite noisy. Wan-14

smiled up at Bar nervously, and Jan grinned down at
Rod-4 ‘broadly.




92 THE BEST OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL

“He's got a powerful-looking chest.” said Jan, happi-
Iy. As a matter of fact, what chest there was was almost
hidden behind waving arms and legs, and a jaw let down
for greater volume of sound.

“He has,” agreed Bar-73, nodding., “His head is
broad—unusually broad.””

Shortly later, it was not so unusual. A child very like
him was born to another couple, likewise officially one
thing, and very secretly something quite different in

p];ar~73 hesitated before he made out four more or-
ders like those first, for he had begun to realize more
closely, more fully, that disaster meant not only death to
himself, which he did not greatly mind, but a strange
and terrible misery to eight innocent humans.

For the first time Bar-73 saw there was more in his
great work than mere shifting of nature’s forces. They
were forces, greater forces than he ever would know,
but he had met Jan and Bar-12 and Wan and Tos more
intimately than he had ever before met the couples his
little slips of paper brought together.

But now he had seen that a second generation must
lolluw So he made out the other orders and conferred

four more young, happy, hopeful people. And
Satched a4 Rod4 and Kaee grew. Later he began to
teach them, and later there were four to teach.

Bar-73 was an old man when he died, and at his rec-
ommendation, the Tharoo Head appointed Rod-4-R-4
his_successor, an unusually keen-minded young man.

How keen-minded, the Tharoo Head had no idea.

Rod-4 started off with a tremendous advantage. De-
ception was not his invention, nor secrecy. He knew those
already. And Bar-73 had done well in his choosing.

-4 was not merely far more intelligent than any hu-
man who had lived for the last six thousand years. He
‘was infinitely more inventive.

Bar-73 had been old when Rod-4 was a young man.
By the time Rod began to form his own thoughts, Bar
was very old, so Rod did not tell him all those new ideas
of his. Bar had not been careful to avoid breeding rebel-
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lion back into the human strain. When that Tharoo
Head vetoed Hol-57's plan fifty years before, h: did not
tell Hol all his objections. There was rebellion in those
strains, a thing neither Hol nor Bar had been i to ok
derstand.

Rod did. Rod invented rebellious thoughts, an inven-
fion as great as Bar's invention of secrecy. Bar had
wished to produce an_ mvenuve type that the civilization
he knew, the civilization of Tharoo masters and human
slaves, might not cease lo progress. Rod saw a far better
use for inventive talents, and so, because he was a Eu-
genist as, of course, Bar had been, he realized his train-
ing confined him and his inventive ability. But—not too
much. He could invent a great many sociological ideas.

Rod-4 mated with Keet-3, and he saw to it that those
others of his unique type mated among themselves, and
he saw, too, that they were housed in a section of the
city devoted to research students and technicians. He

ame very friendly with a group of physicists and
alomlc—mgme technicians.
ers of his group, finding their nearest neigh-
‘bors were chemists, or electronic technicians, became
friendly with them and, as children were born, Rod-4
suggested that they, being more than usually intelligent,
learn a bit more than the work of their own parents—
perhaps some of the learning of their neighbors——

Kahm-1 stood six feet two in height, muscled with the
smooth cords of a Hercules, his eyes the color of etched
iron set deep and wide in his ruggedly molded head. His
head looked large, even on his powerful frame. And
there was a peculiar intensity in his gaze that annoyed
many and troubled almost all. There were, perhaps, a
dozen who enjoyed his company and noticed nothing in
his gaze. But that may well have been because they to0
had a strango inensity o

Sahr-1, Pol-72, Bar-! 11 and the others, so similar in
build, carriage, body and coloring scemed almost broth-
ers. And San-4, Reea-1 and certain other girls were
slim, lithe, deceptively strong; their clearly cut, almost
classic faces were, perhaps, a bit overwide; their five feet
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ten made them perhaps a bit tall. But under the close-
curled brown hair of each was the same type of intensely
keen mind, intensely ambitious, the highest peak of in-
telligence the human race had ever reached in all its ex-
istence.

Kahm-1 had begun to realize his difference and—
from his father, Rod-4—his mission, before he was ten.
By that time he had proved himself so tremendously be-
yond any type of Maun which was supposed to exist that
even the single-track, uninitiative minds of the neighbor-
ing technicians from whom he had gathered most of his
knowledge began to wonder a bit.

Kahm—as did those others of his strange type—be-
came remarkable for his ordinariness only. He made an
excellent listener, however, and as an atomic engineer
cursed and wrangled over his machines, talking half to
himself and half to the quiet, slit-eyed child, Kahm, who
listened and watched—and remembered.

He remembered not with the memory of a normal
human, but with a mind that was photographic and
phonographic. At a glance, he memorized every part

d setting of instruments; every word he heard re-
‘mained forever behind those strangely narrowed, strangely
intent etched-iron eyes.

At fifteen Kahm was apprenticed to anelectronics
technician, a strangely stupid apprentice, who must be
told every detail, every movement, and the why of every
gesture and connection.

At fifteen San worked herself into a position in the
records and documents department. She seemed to ac-
complish little. She was constantly turning over slowly,
listlessly it scemed, the musty pages of the records,
glancing casually over the close-typed sheets, and pass-

ing on.

Sahr was apprenticed to an atomic engineer, a man
who had become a close friend of his father. .

They made few friends outside their own group, this
score of strange young Mauns. In the great city of rear-
ing salt-white stone, gold, green, silvery metal and gem-
hued glass, of sweeping parks, hundreds of thousands of
Tharoo and millions of Mauns, they meant little. No one
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noticed or bothered with a score of young apprentice
Mauns.

A-score among millions meant so little,

One of them ruled the planet.

A score of them tumed the civilization that built
those citics of stone and metal and glass upside down,
and cast it out.

“Tam quoting,” said San, smiling, “so don't blame me if

the, log.c is faulty.
eport on the Ancient Works, by Shar Nonlu.
Year 137 of the Landing:

““From our most accurate estimates it now appears
that not less than three thousand four hundred, and not
‘more than three thousand seven hundred years passed
‘between the fall of the ancient civilization of the planet
Artd and the Landing of the Tharoo.

“ ‘For what period previous to this the Maun race
had lived and developed their civilization it is nearly im-
possible to say with accuracy. However, some of their
own researches indicated a period of civilized life not
less than six thousand years before the fall.

“ Tt is evident that the Maun race is indigenous. They
evolved from some lower form of life at one time inhab-
iting this planet, but now extinct. Their progress was
steady, but slow, up till a period about two hund:ed

~years before the fall, when rapid scientific progress w:
made, typical of the entry of the Age of Knowledge with

race. Then, when their advancement had gained
great momentum, there appears the references to “the
Machine.” It should be explained that there is a degree
of definiteness in the Maun language which makes a dif-
ferentiation between the symbol and the symbol
“the,” though translated ldenncuﬂy in the Tharoo lan~
guage. The symbol “the” is highly definite, meaning a
particular or unique individual of the class. Thus there
was some particular importance attached to this Ma-
chine.

““For some reason it was at first regarded with high
suspicion, and it is referred to as “the Machine from be-
yond.” Who invented it is not known. It was, however,




9% THE BEST OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL

capabu of thought. For some reason, as unknown as so

things concerning this great, ancient race, the Ma-
chme failed, or was destroyed. At any rate, it ceased to
function, and as almost the ent\re basis of their civiliza-
tion rested on it, the civilization fell.”

“He calls that his preliminary discussion,” explainad
San. “The actual report covers many pages. Do you
want the rest? I have read it

“No,” said Kahm. “It is enmlgh. With the other
things you have told s, T think we understand. The Ma-
chine evidently came from beyond Earth, an intelligent
Machine, which aided man for a time, and then left
again. I do not understand why, as yet.

“However that may be, it is evident enough mal the
Tharoo are not natives. of this world, and that
is; that at one time we developed a gr
quite independent of the Tharoo, tho\lg,h it evidently
fell before their coming.

“T think,” he said very calmly, quite simply, “we will
build it up again. We will first have to convince the
Tharoo of our capabilities.

“Pol-72, you are in the Eugenics Dispatchment De-
partment. Could you get a few M-type workers to aid
us, and a few R-type research workers, also?”

Pol-72 smiled softly. “I think so. Call in your servant,
Kahm. T will show you something I have learned from
certain psychological books. They were written in hu-
man tongues before the fall, and even the Tharoo have
not translated them.”

pressed an annunciator button, and an N-type
Maun, a household servant entered quietly. A small
‘man, some five feet five, mentally not well equipped be-
yond the duties he need know. “He is the best material
at hand,” said Pol softly.

Pol did something very strange. His ten fingers point-
ing together toward the man at the end of his out-
stretched hands, his gray eyes narrowed to slits, he rested
his feet firmly—and sighed heavily. His face grew some-
what pale beneath its heavy tan, and a strange, soft lu-
minosity, waveringly violet and scarcely visible, played
about the tips of his outstretched fingers and seemed to
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stream like wavering flamelets from his eyes, from the
up of his nose.

Thirteen barely visible streams of flowing light, they
blended, and pushed, and grew, and drove swift as
thought toward the small man who, suddenly pale of
face, wide-eyed turned to flee in terror. Gently the wav-
ering banners of light touched him and played about his
head. He sank very gently to the floor, and sighed once
deeply. For perhaps the tenth part of a second the way-
ering banners curled like soft violet: flames about his
head, then

Pan!lng‘ exhausted Pol-72 sank into his chair.

“It is—difficult,” he said.

Silently Kahm was kneeling beside the lax figure on
the floor. “He is dead,” he reported, beckoning Bar-11
to examine him.

Pol-72 smiled slightly as the glow of health returned
slowly to his pale checks. From his pocket, Bar-11, an
expert on Life at the Hospital Department, drew a small
disk, a thin wire, and a tiny case. The disk he dropped
on the lax figure’s chest, the wire he plugged into the
terminal of the case. They listened, silent. There was not
1he shghtesi stir of sound.

He is dead,” smd Bm'» 1 softly.

“He is alive,” said Pol-72 qmelly “Give me a mo-
‘ment of time—I have practiced little, and there is a great
strain. T will explain the thing. In that old book I saw
the report of investigations on the radiations of living
creatures, ‘Even plants radiate. The radiations of the
lowly onion were first discovered. The radiation of one
snmulaled another.

r a man found he could kill growing yeast by
e it bie’Or s vl b5 produced. Tt is re-
leased at the nerve-endings, constantly in most. You
know most of our race shun us. That is why. Our radia-
tions are very powerful; they are different, and hence
somewhat inimical to those not of our type. The radia-
tion is controllable. The books—the Ancient Ones of
our race—did not know that. It is so, however. We have
each of us learned to diminish that radiation, to control
it, lest we attract unwelcome attention.
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“I learned to release it, like the stored charge of cer-
tain fish which stun their victims by electrical dis-
charges. It is only remotely similar. Largely it is con-
(mlkd generaﬂon

a strain. But I can cause those radiations to
e ot ey every nerve-ending on my body at will,
The nerve-endings are thickly clustered in nose, and
eye, and finger-end. Therefore they are the heaviest ra-
diators. The scientists of the Ancient Ones learned that.

“They excite even the air. They can stun a lower type
Maun into insensibility, or coma, even into death T sus-
pect. But he is not dead. See.”

Pol-72 pointed but one hand, the bunched fingers like
parallel-projector tubes. A thin, scarcely visible light
wavered for an instant,

i lax figure quivered suddenly, and ]erked upngx-n
“Stay there,” sald Pol-72. The man froze inf
ty at the low, incredibly tense words. “Ycu will forgeL
You will return to your room and sleep. In five minutes
you will wake, having forgotten. Go.”

Like an automaton, the man moved.

“When you are ready, Kahm, I will see that whichev-
er ones you wish shall "idie.” Bar-11 will receive their
bodies for analysis of the reasons of death.”

For some seconds, silence hung in the room. “You
can teach us that thing, Pol?” asked Kahm.

Slowly Pol nodded.

“I will start certain things at once,” continued Kahm.
“And San, you are in the Records Department. Have
you ever read any Ancient One’s writings on

San smiled slowly at Kahm. She shook her head as
she answered. “Never, Kahm, you know that. I would
have said so, had 1. I have read every iota of material in
the Documents Division, more than any Tharoo, I be-
lieve, for as you know, a glance at a page is to know ev-
ery word and letter on the page, and to know every
thonght contained in it. The Secret of Gravity was never
written down. The Tharoo would not have searched
vainly these many, many hundreds of years had it been
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there to find. Why, T cannot guess. It wds not written.”

“Perhaps,” said Kahm softly, “the Machine brought
it, and only the Machine knew it.

“Before we can compete, with our small numbers,
and without weapons, against the established might of
the Tharoo, we must learn many new things. That, I
think, is one.

“The Tharoo put down a rebellion once. They have
not forgotten. San has read of that, and knows how it
was done. With great ships, the atomic rocket ships.
They have weapons too, though they are never seen.
The awmw—blasl You know it, Sahr, in other uses. Tell
us what it is.”

“It is a free atomic-generator blast. The wild fury of a
rocket is the atomic-blast tamed, and modified for use.
The thousand-foot streamers of ultimate flame that wash
away whole mountains to reach some buried ore are the
atomic-blast guns controlled, and diminished for useful
we

ork.

“There are nearly one hundred cruiser ships equipped
with the atomic-blast guns. Each ship carries fifteen, of
tenth aperture. The greatest mining blasts use a ten-
thousandth aperture. They use blast guns no larger, for
if even a fifth-inch blast gun were used, the flame would
be apt to eat entirely through the thin film of the planet,
which is stable rock. Their range is limited on Earth
only by the curvature of the planet. Operations from be-
yond the stratosphere, while the cruisers can readily at-
tain this height, are impossible—for the atomic-blast is
destroyed by the one thing in nature which can resist it
utterly—the magnetic field of the planct tself in combi-
nation with the ionized layer.”

Kahm spoke again, softly. “So—we have moved
swiftly thus far because the Tharoo have not been an-
noyed by us. Did they so much as imagine we might be
somewhat annoying—which they may well, at any in-
stant—they would not, of course, hesitate a fraction of a
second in destroying us, and our families. The life of an
atom in an_atomic-blast is approximately one two-
‘hundred-millionth of a second.
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“It is growing late now. We have our work. T must
make some hand blasts tomorrow for useful burrowing
work.”

Silently, the score went out, down the corridor of
metal, down the hundred and seventeen stories to the
street, thence home, on the moving walks of the city.
Twice Pol-72 bowed his massive head, and crossed his
arm in salute to lordly Tharoo. Twice a defiant smile
touched the thin, firm lips. Pol-72 knew well that radia-
tions of an intensity that merely stunned an N-class
Maun would be instantly fatal to the alien Tharoo.
Carefully, he controlled his normal radiation, so that the
Tharoo scarcely noted his presence.

For, after all, why should he—ane among millions?

Kahm learned something of Pol-72’s technique that
xnext day, for it meant another thing. The conservation of
those radiations normally squandered by the nervous
system meant a strange, vibrant energy that constantly
sustained him. Kahm found he needed some three hours
Tess sleep.

His work had been designed to require a normal
man’s full time, and ordinarily, Kahm, taking it very
easy, fulfilled his tasks in the normal time—and accu-
mulated a good bit of outside data as well. But K:
by doing his best, completed what work there was which
must be done in less than half the allotted time, yet his
fellow workers, interested solely in the work before
them, paid little attention, for Kahm was busy through-
out the day.

Their work was the repair and maintenance of th
various complex electronic apparatus of the city, the o
visor sets, the intercity and intracity communications ap-
paratus, the automatic apparatus of the ventilators and
air conditioners that maintained the great buildings
comfortable to their inhabitants, and the countless thou-
sands of small things that needed attention.

They did not notice Kahm’s work, slow, perhaps, and
painfully thoughtful. He was working out something en-
tirely new. The Tharoo had invented the atomic-blast
centuries before they left Thar, their home planet. It had
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powered them across space, and it had built their cities
here. It was a mighty thing. So, because they had never
seen any need for it, they had not designed a small-scale
apparatus.

Kahm very much wanted a very private laboratory,
and privacy for a Maun was not a thing the Tharoo’s
plan included. There was but one road to privacy—
downward, into the solid rock deep beneath the city.
When a Tharoo engineer wanted to tunnel, he us
atomic-blast device weighing some hundreds of tons,
and throwing a blast flame capable of destroying several
thousand cubic feet of rock a second.

It would have brought down a city, of course.

Kahm, at the end of the day, had a plan worked out
for his new device. At the end of a second day, he had
built a cubical box some eighteen inches on a side, and
the third day saw the completion of the egg-shaped el-
lipsoid projector. Tt was a diny gray in color, its smooth
surface broken in only four places, once by the pistol-
grip handle, once for the fifteen-prong connector, once
by a tiny jewel that served as a signal—and at one end
of the strange thing was a minute pin-prick hole, micro-
scopic in size.

Complete, it weighed some ten pounds. Kahm
slipped it into a case and took it with him that night.
Four of the Rebels met him at his apartment that night,
ate with him, and with him descended to the lowest lev-
els of the building where the clicking, humming mecha-
nism of a city under a single roof hummed softly to the
song of an atomic generator.

al was the construction engineer of the group. It
took him some twenty minutes to completely |merpre(
the maze of conductors and great girders that criss-
crossed beneath the floor of this subbasement. Then
Kahm was ready. The black cube he set on the floor, the
thirty-foot length of cord he plugged into the cube, and
his eight-inch ellipsoid projector. He touched a stud mo-
mentarily, and the ruby jewel on the projector glowed,
and from the microscopic aperture of the miniature blast
gun a beam shot out—soft, lambent light, prismatic
glowings, and tinkling lightnings of some miniature
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thunderstorm on a miniature stage. The concrete of the
wall swirled and writhed in the six-inch cone, boiled
slowly, and whirlpooled upward toward the projector,
and vanished in silent sparklings. Thin, blue tongues of
hydrogen flame, weirdly cold, as the projector sucked
out s st 1 5. the desu-ucuon. leaped once, then
‘burned steadily and straight.
“It is slow, Kahm,” said Tal after a moment.

“It is noiseless,” Kahm replied with a faint smile. “T
could—and will, Tater—make it cut a two-foot path at
the rate of a foot a second. these tiny tinkling
come muffled roarings, and the static discharges crackle
and snap with power sufficient to fuse a ten-inch bus
bar, and the hydrogen gas burns hot instead of cold.

“Marn, you had best watch at the elevator controls. If
the cars start to descend beyond subbasement E; touch
the controls, and tell the occupanu of the car that the
engineers are working down there,”

Marn went over to a bank of the clicking, busy relays,
and watched closely for some seconds. Then he turned
his attention again to the workers, only a fraction of his
attention being needed to watch the relays. The men stood
outlined in dark against a background of pale-blue, cold
light. A hole was growing rapidly in the floor.

twenty minutes, on the low, cable-ridged ceiling of
this lowest subbasement, there was a square spot of
pale-blue light, wavering and shaken by moving shad-
ows. Marn was alone with the elevator controls. A shaft
led down, straight and true, through glassy, iridescent
walls. Only the tops of their heads were visible, and
slowly these sank into the ten-foot square sh

For an instant the blue wavering light d|ed md
Kahm’s voice came up. “Marn—Marn—call Doon
his apartment. We will need his work shortly.” Mam
moved to the communications center and adjusted the
controls carefully. Presently a tiny screen lighted with
the image of Doon-4.

“Doon-4, if your work is done, Kahm can use it now.
He has already completed some seven fect of shaft.”

“Lwill be there presently,” said Doon.
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Tt was an hour before he and seven of the others ar-
rived. There was no sign of Kahm now; even the blue
Tight on the ceiling was gone and only the dark, glassy
hole remained. But at Marn's call he reappeared pres-
ently. In low voices they conferred, and presently Ly
projector, turned down to its tiniest beam, cut ledges in
the shaft's rim and drilled holes. From packages Doon
and his friends had brought came thin, wonderfully
tough metal rods and straps, a collapsible lathework of
to\lghest steels, and a quick-drying cement. An hour

and a counterbalanced frapdoor had been in-
ST Thar ecs, WAK ey cale deepest subbase-
ment,

For twenty feet the shaft angled sharply down steps,
glassy hard, slightly roughened by momentary bursts of
the blast. Then it slanted more gently down, and down.
‘The trapdoor was soundproof and now there was a dull,
confined roaring, and as a last contingent of the Rebels
came on call, bringing more things, a second lead was
plugged into the finy, black cube power plant. A fan
whispered to itself in a straight-bored, glass-walled tube
that drove sharp and true to the great main ventilator
pipe of the building, a half-dozen glow tubes showed
white on the walls, and dimmed the pale glory of the
blast and the foot-long, noisy lightning.

At dawn, the shaft had spiraled down and away near-
Iy a half mile. Kahm did not report to work that day,
‘but Bar-11 reported him ill with an infected wound. The
others returned that night, with more apparatus, to a
corridor nearly two miles long, smooth-floored, danger-
ously slippery, and descending constantly to a depth of
nenr]y a half mile!

At dawn they all climbed up a four-mile slope, a full
mile upward to the lowest subbasement. But the termi-
nus had been reached.

Tal worked the following night, while Kahm slept.
When Kahm returned, a tiny car had been constructed,
powered by the black cube, running smoothly on the
glassy floor, at a sixty-mile speed. The terminus of the
tube had widened to five rooms, lighted, cooled, and
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serviced by a larger power plant, while a larger fan
forced the air from the distant giant ventilator of the
cit

t%'hc men rested that night. The women worked.
Books, documents, supplies, delicate instruments and
chemicals were their contributions. And the following
day, Kahm died.

‘At noon Pol came, unobserved, for those who saw.
him felt a sudden surge of strange power—and forgot.
At one o'clock Bar-11 came, examined the body of
Kahm, and took it for investigation into the causes of
death. Within a dozen hours, a half dozen S- and R-type
men and women died, strangely, and Bar-11 examined
them all for cause of death.

woke several hours later, beneath the strange
glow of Pol's fingers, in rooms of glassy, iridescent walls.
They looked into the strange, terrifying eyes of the Reb-
el, and they forgot all other life, and did as he instructed

them.

Later they were joined by others, and each night they
found more room to work in, and each day they worked
with the ellipsoid projector that melted away the rock in
pale-blue flames that were cold. And some rock melted
away in the transmuters that came, to run out metals, or
the elements needed by the miniature food plants that
assembled quickly under the swift fingers and machines
of the Rebels.

In a month, their position was consolidated. The Reb-
els died, then, one by one, save for some three or four
who stayed above fo bring the things that might be
needed and, most of all, information. But all met once
each night.

“Since mathematics evidently constitutes the main road
to advancement in physics, I think this is a wise plan,”
said Kahm. “This machine is closely similar to those de-
veloped in the Ancient Times for mathematics, With im-
provements possible to us. The Ancients had atomic en-

ergy and antigravity. We know their secret of atomic
energy was the same as ours. Then it is possible to use this
same energy as they did.”
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“Not yet.” San smiled. “You haven't done it. What
eood canitdo o you if you can?”

“I don’ : Our plans must change with every
change in o

o s 1 o't Koong Whethoe i revolion F
ours is humanly possible. There is no known defense
against the atomic-blast. Nothing known can stand be-

Ieave only a dead planet as the goal we have won?”

“How do you hope to make the antigravity serve you
in thxs " asked Pol-72.

“By teaching me physics. The more T know, the more
roads open to me for investigation. It is a secret that the
Tharoo never mastered. Only when we have that which
they have not, can we definitely point to an advance-
‘ment over them.”

“Is the point worth the effort?”

“It takes effort. Yes. It takes time. I agree. We have

are a company of the dead. We do not exist,
save for you, San, and you, Pol-72, and Reea and Bar-
11. You four meet few difficulties in reaching us here.
The rest of us no longer are, and the Tharoo have lost
all interest or record of us. To. the dead, infinity is not
too dmam, We have time. But we haven’t knowledge.”
any was not a company of normal humans,
Hut i nate superhuman patience and determination
must have worn down in the time that elapsed there
over a mile beneath the surface of the Earth. It was no
question of days or weeks or months. The learning of a
thousand years is not to be regained by the experimenta-
tion of a day.

In medicine, eugenics, chemlstry, atomics, electronics
and organization they had been trained. Some members
of the company were devoted to muklng plans—slow,
careful plans of the action needed when the time came
—othm, ‘of the organization and psychological groups,

preparing an educational campaign that the Mauns
above ‘would understand when the time came, that they
might be quickly, and certainly swung into line behind
the Rebels.
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The Rebels were laying out their teachings carefully
and cautiously. Mankind was to leam one last great les-
son. The lesson of rebellion and freedom. Under the Ma-
chine, man had taken an advanced course in indolence,
with the inevitable disintegration that follows in eves
case in all history where man has been allowed indol-
ence. When the Machine left man a perfect world, free
of danger or work, man took a postgraduate course in
the art of utter laziness.

The Tharoo came then, and mankind received such a
Jesson in labor, work and productivity as the race had
never before experienced. Even Mother Nature, in cre-
ating the harsh world of evolution, had never equaled
the efforts of the Tharoo. It was an excellent course.

Man learned work with a thoroughness never before
attained. He not merely learned it, but it was bred into
the very race. Nature had achieved advancement by
‘making man desire rest and need food. That was a cross
pull that kept the race stepping forward with constancy.
He worked harder that he might accumulate enough
food to rest—and then Nature tricked him by installing
decay bacteria to remove his surplus so he couldn’t rest.

Tharoo did a better job. They simply bred out
the desire for indolence.. It was an excellent course that
the Tharoo conducted.

But they made two mistakes. They taught too well.
They taught so well that the pupil excelled the master.
And they didn’t quite breed out ambition. Which was
probably the worst mistake. Because now a new class of
teachers had arisen, and they were not only going to teach,
but they knew they were going to, and for nearly four
long years the Rebels planned, charted, and scheduled
their movements. They laid their plans and learned their
moves, and calculated the psychological force of their
teachings. And the scientists learned slowly those few
little dribblings of knowledge that Mother Nature re-
leased through her general information bureau, some-
times known as luck, and sometimes as probability.

Casar said: “All Gaul is divided into three parts,”
and named the inhabitants. Nature keeps her secrets in a
series of cabinets, and all knowledge is divided into
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parts. There are, unfortunately, more than three, but
‘when once the key which permits entry to one cabinet is
found—a whole great field of knowledge is discovered
and it is all instantly open to rapid exploration. The dis-
of the linkage of magnetic and electric fields was
one of the keys. In a decade, a terrific advance was
made. The discovery of the electron was the key that let
into the cabinet of Atomic Knowledge.
Kahm found the key to a new cabinet. It was called
“Gravitic Fields.” It took him four years, three months
and eleven days to find it. Two hundred and forty-seven
years have passed since that particular day. Garnalf's re-
cent experiments just reached what we might call the
lower left-hand back corner of that particular cabinet. It
seems to be an unusually large one.

Tern-3 was working on some new chemical combina-
tions of the medicines of the Tharoo. Tern had an idea
which would have immensely interested the Tharoo. It
dealt with the fact that the Tharoo were not a Terrestrial
race, despite their long residence on the planet, and that
they were not constituted as are humans, Tern-3 had de-
veloped a slow-boiling liquid with properties very o
pleasant to Tharoo, he believed, yet one which w
harmless to humans—unless they stepped directly it
the liquid.

Tern’s work was proceeding nicely; he was just en-
gaged in pouring exactly 245.8cc of di-nitro-tri-chlorto-
luene into his faintly green basic solution—when the
faintly green basic solution began to spread itself slowly
up the side of the beaker, and Tern-3 felt slightly sick.
Simultaneously, the solution he was pouring began to
float gently away, across the room, toward the right-
‘hand wall.

Tern-3 gurgled gently, and reached for the nearest
thing that was firmly anchored. His released beaker float-
ed very gently toward the floor, then stopped, and began
o rise slowly. All over his laboratory things were begin-
ning to rise from their places on the tables, There were
groans and whimpers of fear from all over the labora-
tory group. Tern closed his eyes and held on harder as
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his feet parted company with the floor. He felt himself
falling, faster and faster—the smash would be horrible.
He must have fallen at least a mile by now. Minute after
‘minute it went on.

There was a low growling rumble that Tern noticed
suddenly, a stiff thudding pound in the silvery metal
stand to which he was clinging.

“Kahm!” he called. Not very loud, because he didn’t
want to open his mouth very widely. He was afraid the
result might ruin several of the chemical experiments
floating nearby. “Kahm—if you're doing that—I hope
'you are—the rocks are going to give in a minute.

Kahm’s voice came back, rather muffled and unhap-
py. “I was doing that. I'm not now. It’s the machine. It's
‘building up the field. T forgot to hold on, T was so inter-
ested, and I'm on the ceiling, and can’t reach down to
the control. The field's stronger here.”

“You've ruined several of my mixes,” said Tern pro-
testingly. “Pm nearest, I think. I'll try to reach you.”

Tern let go. He hit the ceiling with a rather decided
bump. The force that was lifting him now was evidently
growing stronger by the moment. Most of his mixes
were resting on the ceiling now, and a number of siz-
zling, spitting reactions were taking place. Tern walked
rapidly across the ceiling, hopping along, jumping un-
der, through the door, and closing it behind him, for

safety. The rocks were groaning very audibly.

He dived across the hallway into Kahm’s laboratory.
Klay-5 was coming from the opposite direction at the
same time, also in answer to Kahm’s report. The nearer
Tern got to the laboratory, the heavier he felt—in the
inverted direction. The organization workers at the op-
posite end of the long laboratory group were appearing
in the corridor now, semifloating. There was a definite
line of demarcation where the field was strong enough to
actually invert gravity and hold the people against the
ceiling.

In the laboratory, Kahm was on hands and knees now,
holding himself away from the ceiling with tremendous
effort. The control was nearly ten feet below him.

“mpossible,” said Tern softly.
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Cell Gar173-G-8," said Kabm.
Tern's voice rang o
“Yes, master,” responded the tremendous voice of the
G-8 man, as he appeared in the corridor at the farther-
most end. He stood upright, seven and a half feet tall,
his tremendous body muscled to the heaviest work.

“Come here at once—as swiftly as you can,” called
Kahm, “The switch,” he said, turning his head to Tern,
“will fall up another notch in about thirty seconds, and
the rate of increase will be doubled.”

Gar-173 came at his best, a long loping hop that ludi-
crously carried him into the air in a strange flop that
ended with his feet on the ceiling. White-faced, utterly
terrified, he came on. His breath was whistling as he
reached Tern. “Ti—it is very wrong.” he said “What
must T do?”

Kahm spoke to him. Gar stepped across the door
frame and into the strange, inverted room. The giant la-
bored forward, his great bones snapping into closer
juncture under the terrific strain. “T do not know that T
can reach the control, master,” he said doubtfully. He
was laboring to remain standing against the ceiling as he
reached Kahm's side, The great musles i his arm and
shoulder bulged as he attempted to raise his arm far
Shave i héad A lostis twoshi ! Yenmciatelvshe
heaved it upward, straining, three notches, Neutral. The
strange, soft sighing of the atomics silenced. Panting, the
giant shoved the switch several notches farther. The
sighing increased as the atomics took up the load o re-
versing the pow

“That is good,” sighed Kahm, The great arm fell
heavily to his side, as Gar-173 sank to the ceiling. Slow-
1y the force on the men relaxed. But the deep rumbling
of the rocks continued and grew as the weight returned.

The Tharoo will be wamed.” Kabm sighed. “That
was foolish of me. We must work very swiftl

In half an hour Tern and his assistants had made the
chemical laboratory habitable once more.
they were at work. Some twenty minutes later San cume
down the tube, then Pol-72, and finally the two others.

“The Tharoo are excited,” said Pol-72 mildly.
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“They do not know exactly how to reach you, but
they have located you very accurately. They think it is a
strange natural phenomenon. They are already starting
with drilling atomic-blasts—they are- using the smallest,
lest the thing which caused the thing be destroyed.”

“They will change quickly enough,” said Tal, the en-
gineer, “when they detect the cavern by their phonic-
sounding apparatus.”

“I have found something else of interest,” sighed
Kahm. looking at his instruments. “What they do, they

‘e cannot move, I fear. If we run a large, free
ntomlc “blast for drilling, they will detect it instantly, and
cut us off. If we use a small one, they will overtake us.
There is really little we can do. Tern and Pol-72 offer
our best hope. I must work.”

Kalm had the key to Nature’s cabinet of secrets then. In
three hours he had located the exact discrepancy that he
had detected in his first readings of the instruments.
Bar-11 had returned to the surface, and was sending
through reports. The Tharoo themselves were in the
drilling head, watching the progress of the atomic-blast,
but not making phonic soundings as yet, for their destin-
ation was still nearly three-quarters of a mile beneath

m,

“I thought that field built up too swiftly,” said Kahm
softly. There were five laboratory technicians of types S
and R working with him—building a new piece of appa-
ratus. It was larger than the usual portable atomic gen-
erator, but it was evidently of the same general type—
with a single modification. And the projector that Kahm
himself was working over with such infinite care was not
Tike the projectors usually made for drilling, though it
to0 was ellipsoidal.

Kahm had much of the apparatus made up for other
purposes—for the original experiment.

Tn six hours, therefore, it was ready. Bar-11 reported
n!most simultancously that the Tharoo were intensely ex-

ted. Phonic soundings had revealed a strange cavern
btnealh the city, one which had not been there. “And
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—they report the recent rock shiftings evidently opened a
great, slanting fault line extending almost to the surface,

and perhaps to the !ubbaument of bulldmg RF-23.
Their reports are accurate—if mis

Bar-11 dodged into the subbasemem of the building
designated RF-23, and descended the little self-pro-
pelled car some ten ‘minutes before the fifst Tharoo dis-
covered the traj

& e et twenty G-4 guards was sent down at
once. They were equipped with the death tubes given
only in emergencies. Pol-72 and Bar-11 met them at the
‘bottom.

Soft, glowing light ringed the twenty fingers of the two
‘men; lambent banners wavered gently toward the group
of colossal guardsmen. Silently, gently, the twenty giants
slumped to the smooth floor of the corridor.

Ten minutes later they re-ascended the corridor, two
S-type Mauns of the Organization group in their clutch-
es. At the top of the corridor, a group of some thirty
‘Tharoo and a dozen M-type intelligent laborers greeted

em.

‘The thirty Tharoo slumped, clawing at their breasts, as
the death “tubes glowed momentarily. The M-type
Mauns looked on in amazement, and at the gesture of
the guard commander, a type G-14 Maun, they preced-
ed the guards down the tube, for they knew, from life-
long teaching, that Mauns of all types and classes must
obey the G-types when ordered by them to go.

1t was nearly an hour before a group of Tharoo and
guards discovered the dead Tharoo at the head of the
shaft. Instantly a thousand messages radiated from the
subbasement of RF-23. A detachment of thirty G-4
guardsmen under two G-14 officers was at once sent
down the shaft.

‘Half an hour passed. The detachment returned, slow-
ly climbing the tube, with ten S- and R-type Mauns and
a few M types. The Tharoo started forward eagerly to
question them. Thirty-two death tubes raised as one,
and silently the Tharoo fell dead to the floor. Five R-
type Maun scientists had been with them and, half-re-
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bellious, half-understanding the words of the R-type
men who had come up with the guards, they went silent-
1y down with the guards.

‘The Tharoo of that day did not know what rebellion
was—they had never really pictured it.

Now they could not guess what had caused this
strange disappearance and death, when a third detach-
ment was rushed to the scene. They guessed wildly. Re-
bellion they could not imagine. Some strange natural
force, associated with the recent rock shift, and the
strange antigravitational force. A terrible gas released
far beneath the ground, one which dissolved away every
trace of the Mauns, perhaps, in an hour or two, but one
which, due to the different structure of the Tharoo,
merely coagulated their protein flesh, as did a death
tul

ibe.

‘The next detachment wore gas masks, and stayed sev-
eral floors above, watching the G-4 guards and R-type
Maun research workers by televisor. They saw them go
down. They saw the R-type Mauns remain at the sur-
face.

e G-4s were gone half an hour—an hour—two
hours. Still nothing happened. A larger group of G-4
guards went down, accompanied by several R-type
Mauns. Nothing happened. Two hours more, and they
did not return. In desperation, the Tharoo sent still an-
other group, and they were equipped with a little truck
carrying a complete televisor apparatus. But suddenly,
when they had descended some three miles or more, the
televisor ‘apparatus began to function poorly; interfer-
ence built up in the wires trailing behind, and recall sig-
nals sent to the men below did not reach them at all.

At last, a few brave Tharoo volunteered to descend the |
great tube. They went armed with a portable atomic-
blast and they went slowly for they ran that blast every
inch of the way, enlarging the tube, but destroying any
chance form of lfe or gas that might be there. One—
two—three—three and a half miles they went, their
blast following the curved outline of the tube, enlarging
it, tending to straighten it.
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At three and three-quarters miles they stopped, left
their blast running, and retreated, terrified, up the tube,
leaving only a group of Type-R Mauns to investigate.
The blast washed harmlessly against an invisible surfacel

e beam, the tiny, lambent lightnings crackled
and sang : twittered against the rock, and swiftly enlarged
it. But like a great round plug in the tube, there was a
wall that drank up the terrible force of the atomic-blast
and turned it silently, effortlessly, into utter darkness.
At fullest aperture the beam roared, the rock washed
away in great spurting bursts of flaming hydrogen, the
Tightnings became mighty blasts that shook the very
heart of the rock—then at last all was quiet and terror
was gone, save where that strange silence held grimly,
horribly mysterious. There was no sound, no light, no
discharge, only the quiet sucking in of the atomic-blast
—and silence.

They waited for a report from those Maun investiga-
tors they had left, and no report came, and the beam
continued on for hour after hour. The Tharoo went

The silence was there. The Maun investigators were
gone.
Tharoo scientists went down then. They had to. Only
that deadly, inexplicable disappearance of Mauns and
the silent, inexplicable death of Tharoo went on.

e s day another group of Tharoo went down
to see what had happen to the Tharoo scientists. They
lay there—dead. The Mauns were gone again, and the
Tharoo this time were not coagulated but simply dead,
without reason or understanding. Vitameters, delicate
things capable of showing the least trace of life, showed
only that every single cell of the body was dead. Not as
in ordinary death, where muscles live for hours, and hair
cells live for months after death. Everything was dead.

The television would not work here. The silence
stopped it somehow. Every form of electrical shielding
was tried, and the silence drank in the shielding, They
brought down the mightiest atomic-blasts they knew, and
the silence took them into itself, and the roaring and
crackling of the lightnings died.
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‘There was only one way. A chain of Tharoo stood all
down that corridor. Whatever else they may have been,
the Tharoo had courage, and in the face of that utterly
mcxpllcublc mystery, they stood up to it, to learn its se-

The'y retreated hastily though when the silence
changed; it grew slowly dark, and the white light of the
tubes beyond dimmed slowly. They believed the first ex-
pedition to go down had set those tubes in the wall for
light, and there was none to_contradict them. Their
powerful light beams died out into darkness when they
touched the spherical wall of the silence.

Mauns were left there to watch. The Tharoo retreated

till they could just see them around the bend of the corri-
dor. For almost an hour they waited while nothing hap-
pened.
‘Then—out of the silence came strange, soft banners
and flames of violet haze that slowly wound around the
heads of the suddenly fleeing Mauns, and the Mauns
fell. Hastily the Tharoo retreated farther around the
bend. Cautiously a Maun observer poked his head
around the corner. The Tharoo watching him saw only
the slowly slumping body, the crumpling limbs. He cried
out in terror. However, silently, wordlessly, the Maun
gathered his limbs under him, like a revived corpse and,
still with the strange stiffness of automatic movement,
walked around that corner.

The Tharoo did not see him, but he saw his reflection
in the glassy wall of the corridor as he joined the stiffly
standing group of Mauns and, without a sound or word,
marched with them into and through the silence.

A Tharoo was sent then—a hopeless cripple Who
sought death as a relief—to observe, and if possible, re-
port. He observed only the silence hour after hour, and
‘when he attempted to analyze it, he gave only a faint
sigh. A cable pulled back his body. The vitameter
showed every cell dead, yet no slightest reason for
death. The cells were not burned, nor was he injured.
They were apparently as sound as they had been—but
they were dead.
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That day the silence moved. Tt expanded slowly; it
swallowed the atomic-blast machine, then
where the Tharoo had watched. It stopped finally when,
as the Tharoo presently observed, it was of such a rad-
ius, that the spherical surface of it reached the ground
surface directly above the center of the disturbance.

In terror the Tharoo attacked it. They attacked it
with their mightiest war blasts, with giant bombs, with
atomic engines and conductor beams that sent mighty
flaming arcs ten thousand feet into the air—and van-
ished soundless, lightless, in the silence.

The terror spread. It spread slowly and evenly, en-
gulfing more and more of the city. Mauns and Tharoo
alike fled from it.

Kahm smiled faintly at the city beyond. He stood at
the mouth of the new bore, a straight, round tube
feet across. The walls were not glassy and hard, but
smooth, cold, gray granite. It came out in the center of
the Landing Place. To the right was the Temple of the
Landing. It was fitting. The Rebels had landed on
Earth’s surface within one hundred feet of the spot
where the Tharoo had landed.

ere was a semicircular cleanng, at the moment un-
inhabited. Beyond, shimmering very, very slightly, lay
the great city, towering in scarlet, silver, gold and ebony
metal. And at the edge Mauns and Tharoo milled and
retreated. There were scores of men working about in
the quarter-mile circle within the wavering, nearly invis-
ible dome, patching and filling the great, glassy scars
and holes where the mighty atomic bombs had loosed
their flaming energies in scintillating, poppy-red flares,
sparkling with the typical violet pinpoints of bursting at-
oms. The only sound was a faint tinkling as of crashing
fairy goblets.

There were more burstings outside now, near the
wall. Above, three great atomic cruisers hung, their
great blasts roaring a patch of inconceivable Titan’s an-
ger across the sky, to vanish quict as death into the
shimmering curtain.

Outside, the shimmering curtain was a black dome, a
dome as dark as platinum-black, since it was utterly ab-
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sorbent to all light that struck it from the outside, pass-
ing it freely, and utterly impenetrable to all light that
struck it from the inside.

Kahm turned his eyes toward San, smiling. “Your Or-
ganization department was partly wrong. It has been
wonderfully successful in gaining time for us. The psy-
chological work was perfect—the Tharoo are utterly
mystified. But we cannot advance this dome in this way,
continually driving every one away. We need the city.
‘They are destroying it.”

“If you advanced much more rapidly, the Tharoo
would not have time to save the Mauns. Nor would they
have time to fight, which is wlm we want That is the
new suggestion of the Organizer:

Kahm nodded slowly. “That was the p]nn 1 had in
‘mind. T wanted their approval mdependendy, however, T
will start. AIsB.!lhmkde.l lestroy those cruisers, for
that will aid us in saving the city from ruin.”

Kahm returned to the edge of the grcnl tube, A
steady, quite powerful wind rose from it. Kahm picked
up a small, square case shaped to fit his powerful shoul-
ders and strapped it on. In a moment he was diving
down the tube at terrific speed, slowing at the bottom, as
he reversed the attraction of gravity. San slowed beside
him-and landed almost at the same instant. Together,
they went to the laboratory where Kahm had worked. It
was a mass of powerful machinery grouped about a
cube of gold and blue and black, the heart of their
pove, There was a slow, steady-moving wheel here, a

at time drive that was advancing the wall of the si-
lence inexorably. Kahm made an adjustment. The wheel
suddenly accelerated to five times its former pace.

In a few minutes Kahm was back at the surface. The
people on the outskirts of the curtain had not noticed
the accelerated growth as yet. They only knew it was
growing.

Kahm turned his eyes upward, Three great cruisers
hung there, dropping bombs and spitting_their rays.
Kahm raised a little ellipsoidal projector in his hand,
looked at it for a moment, then sighted along the thin
metal rod at its top, and slowly depressed a button.
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The Tharoo saw the black dome leap suddenly up-
ward at one point, an utterly black finger driving with
the speed of light toward a cruiser. It barely touched it
—and collapsed. For ten seconds the cruiser hung there,
her atomic-blasts suddenly stilled, the bombs no longer
dropping. She hung there, apparently sound. It took
some time for the atomically fine dust to spread about
enough for them to see at that distance that she was no
longer a cruiser, but a dust cloud in the shape of a cruis-
er. The shape held fairly well for nearly two minutes.
Most of them had shifted their gaze, however, before
then. The second and third cruisers were slowly expand-
ing. The dust was ultramicroscopic in size, colloidal
even in air. It never settled. It floats about Earth today,
in all probability.

Then they saw the swifter growth of the curtain. It
was growing still faster now. The Tharoo promptly
preémpted all means of transit. Some of the Tharoo
‘were too slow and, with the tens of thousands of Mauns,
vanished into the curtain.

The Mauns were greeted by those who had preceded
them into the curtain. Safe within, utterly bewildered
and lost, finding suddenly that within it was qmet and
light and the city was undisturbed. G-ty]
charge of the groups, familiar giant figures of so]ldlty
and orderliness. They moved in orderly groups to their
places, many returning to their homes, now safe within
the Dome.

Lordly Tharoo were different. Terrified and flecing,
they were caught by the Dome, struggled for an instant
—and burst through to light and freedom to an orderly,
cleared place where G-4 men worked and tended and
directed. Their courage renewed, they demanded atten-
tion.
Instantly, the G-14 guard officers directed them, quite
as though they had been Mauns, to go to the central
clearing. They were angry. They were insulted by the
fact these Mauns did not address them as “Tharoo Mas-
ter.” But they were bewildered. They went.

There were four Mauns there. Four of a type not
quite like anything they had seen. Tall and powerful,
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their faces keenly, intense[y intelligent, their eyes gray
and disconcertingly inte

Granth Marld was Lhe ﬁnt 10 reach the four.

“Mauns, what is this? Who is responsible for this
thing?”

Kahm answered, smiling faintly, “We are, Tharoo.
We are taking back our world. This was our world. It
shall be our world. The Tharoo can go to Venus, for our
records show that once, when you had just landed, you
knew that another group of your race had gone to Ve-
nus. That was forgotten in the press of things and now
you have forgotten it all together,

“We do not inlend to kill unnecessarily. You will
leave our planet, howe

S Titarto Sadlmed his head acd gazed at the impu-
dent human with all three eyes. “Maun, what imbecility
is this? Mauns—Mauns—instructing Tharoo!” He
trembled—his arms shook vaguely in his utter stupefac-
tion, his inability to explain the impossibility of the out-
rageous idea,

Kahm smiled slowly. “You will move to Venus. I
hope there is no race there already, that your Tharoo
race has enslaved. Still, you did help us, and for that we
do not take the easiest course—and simply destroy
you.”

The Tharoo seemed suddenly to quiet down. His ex-
citement passed. “I was upset evidently, That blackness
is mystifying from the other side. Interesting. It with-
stands the atomic-blast.

“But you—and your wild ideas. It is evident that you
are a defective type, with nervous instability of the hun-
dredth order. Completely beyond reason. You will im-
‘mediately report to the Tharoo Head. Gar"—he turned
to the giant G-14 standing beside him—*take this Maun
to the Tharoo Head at once.”

The giant smiled down slowly at the Tharoo. He
glanced up at Kahm, smiling, too. “No, Tharoo. You do
not understand. The Maun race is the stronger. The
Tharoo ar finished. They are o 0, he said slowly.

ahm spoke: “The Tharoo are finished. This is
our world. We are mkmg it “back. You thought
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rnepr.rhapsanR~urStyp='I[amno! Tam a type cre-

ated by an R-type Bugenist that the Mauns might win

back their world. My type is thirty-seven degrees higher,

which makes it seven degrees higher than the Tharoo

‘believed possible, for the Tharoo rate but ninety-five de-

grees themselves. We are of a much higher type than the
aroo.”

The Tharoo stared at him in amazement. He stared at
the guard slowly. “Does the curtain produce this insani-
ty in all who pass through it? Great Mahgron—a Maun
type higher than a Tharoo!

“Maun, stay here,” he said in final sharp decision. “I
must bnng others to take care of this.”

urned, and started away determinedly. “Tharoo,”
callcd Kahm softly. One of the Tharoo’s three eyes
focused on Kahm. “Stay,” said Kahm gently. The out-
stretched finger of Kahm’s hand glowed very, very faint-
ly. The Tharoo stiffened suddenly. His eye turned wild-
Iy in its orbit, his other eyes swung suddenly on Kahm.
Tiny, almost invisible streamers of haze hung about the
aroo’s head and shoulders. He stopped. Slowly he
turned, and looked up toward Kahs

“Aye—Maun,” he said very faintly. Very slowly he
slumped down. The ribbons and streamers left him, as
Kahm's hand dropped.

Kahm turned to Pol-72. “We cannot rouse hlm, for
our radiations are deadly to him. Will he rouse of him-
self?” asked the physicist.

“I think so. But—I fear he will be mindless. The
struggle probably blasted his mind completely.”

Half an hour later he awoke, mindless, as Pol had
said. Stronger streamers of strange luminescence swept
from Pol's fingers, and he passed into eternal uncon-
sciousness,

Others came, though, who fought not quite so stub-
bornly, and awoke again, sane. They looked and, as one
after another of their race fell as inevitably as before
death, they slowly grasped that man had developed be-
yond them. When the sfightest wavering haze brought
their strongest down, and when on one occasion a Tharoo
attempted to attack, they saw the forty fingers rise,
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and from them shot a driving, scintillating stream of sol-
id luminescence that blasted the Tharoo into instant, ut-
ter death.

It was a hard lesson. Only the young among them
learned it, those young who had been cared for and
Iargely tufored by Maun S- and R-types, and had al-
ready leamned from Mauns—those learned the lesson
and remembered it.

In a week the Dome covered Landing City.

Yoll have, then, learned to treat with us,” said Kahm
softl;

There were ten Tharoo there, from the ten greatest ci-
ties of the Tharoo still remaining. They were all young.
The old Tharoo were aware of that fact. They could not
endure it, however.

“Aye, Maun,” said a grave representative of the
Tharoo, “We must learn what you mean us o do.”

“You have in your records the fact that the other ship
which accompanied the ship in which your forefathers
Ianded went on to Venus. Never have your two branches
met, or joined. I would advise that you seck them. You
‘may be welcome there.

“You may go, and take all your ships. You have
Tearned, I believe, that we could stop any ship leaving
‘which we did not care to have go. But no Maun—either
male or female—of any type or class, age or size may
you take with you. Mauns are to be a free race. Do you
understand?”

“Aye—in general. But we must work out the plans in
detail still.”

“That can, only bo done uft:r a party has been sent to
Venus,” replied Kahm st

‘There was a celebmdml v/hen the last ship left for
Venus with the last group of Tharoo. The counsels and
representatives still remained, There was still intense
enmity. But it was closely bottled up, for only the
Mauns were in a position to do anything about it, and
they were content.

The Mauns, be it understood, had both the irresistible
force and the immovable object, and because they were
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a strange race, of different types, all contented with the
work which they must do and inasmuch as they had
been bred with that in view, there was little chance of
turning one against each other.

The Tharoo, welcome enough on Venus where their
race had, in fighting a desperately savage jungle alone
—not with the aid of a tractable race—lost all their sci-
ence and comfort, nevertheless far preferred the
where they were not welcome. They preferred it even
more, when they discovered the exact mesning of work.
‘But—what was to be done against the curtain?

Actually it came down to the question: “What was to
be done against a more intelligent race?”

For the Tharoo were excellent teachers.



Blindness

OLD DR. MALCOLM MACKAY is dead, and, with more
than usual truth, one may say he is at last at peace. His

life was hard and bitter, those last few years. He was

blind, of course, blinded as everyone knew by the

glrec-yr.ur-lung exposure to the intolerable light of the
un.

And he was bitter, of course, as everyone knew. But
somehow they could not understand that; a man so
great, 50 loved by the population of three worlds, it
seemed there could be nothing in his life to_embitter
him, nor in the respect and love of the worlds for him.

Some, rather unkindly, T feel, put it down to his
blindness, and his age—he was eighty-seven when he
died—and in this they were unjust. The acclaim his
great discovery brought him was the thing which embit-
tered him. You see, he didn’t want acclaim for that; it
‘was for the lesser invention he really wanted praise.

That the “Grand Old Man” may be better under-
stood, I genuinely want people to understand better the
story of his work. And his blindness, but not as most
people speak of it. The blindness struck him long before

122
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the exposure to the Sun ruined his eyes. Perhaps T had
better explain.

Malcolm Mackay was born in 1974, just one year af-
ter Cartwright finally succeeded in committing suicide as
he had always wanted to—by dying of asphyxiation on
the surface of the Moon, when his air gave out. He was
three when Garnall was drowned in Lake Erie, after re-
turning from Luna, the first man to reach Earth again,
alive. He didn’t go on living, of course, but he was alive
‘when he reached Earth. That we knew.

Mackay was eleven, and interested, when Randolph’s
expedition returned with mlnera.logu:n.l specimens, and
the records of a year’s stay on the Moos

Mackay went to Massachusetts Tnstituth of Techaclos
gy at seventeen, and was graduated a member of the
class of 1995. But he took physics—atomic_ physics.

Mackay had seen that on atomic power rested the
only real hope of really commercial, economically
mnd interplanetary 'xavzl Hu was sure of that at sev-
enteen when he entered M. He was convinced when
he was graduated, and went “back for more, because
about that same time old Douglas A. Mackay died, and
left him three quarters of a million,

Malcolm Mackay saw that the hand of Providence

was stretched out to aid him, Money was the thing that -
he'd needed. Douglas Mackay always claimed that mon-
ey was a higher form of life; that it answered the three
tests of life. It was sensitive to stimulation. It was able to
grow by accretion. And finally—the most important, in
Mackay's estimation—the old Scot pointed out it was
capable of reproduction. So Malcolm Mackay put his in
an incubator, a large trust company, and left it to repro-
duce as rapidly as possible.

He lived in shabby quarters, and in shabby clothes
‘most of the time, so he'd have money later on when he
started his work. And he studied. Obviously, there is no
question but that Mackay was one of the most highly in-
telligeat human beings that ever lived. He started with
the basis of atomic knowledge of that day, and he
learned it all, too, and then he was ready to go ahead.
He spent seventeen years at M.LT. learning and teach-
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ing, till he felt that he had learned enough to make the
teaching more of a nuisance than & worthwhile use of
his time

By Lhal time, the money had followed the laws of
‘money, and life, and had reproduced itself, not once,
but twice, for the Scot had picked a good company. He
had two and a quarter millions.

There is no need to retell his early experiments. The
story of the loss of three fingers on his left hand is an
old one. The countless minor and semi-major explosions
he had, the radiation burns he collected. But, perhaps
those burns weren’t so wholly injurious as was thought,
for thirty-five years after he left M.LT. he was still
‘working at an age when most men are resting—either in
coffins or wheel chairs. The Grand Old Man didn’t put
his final determination into action until he was seyenty-
three.

John Burns was his laboratory assistant and mechani-
cian then. Mackay’s loss of his fingers had been senons,
because it made delicate instrument work difficult, an
John Burns, thirty-two at the time, was his mechanlcmn,
his hand, and his highly trained technical assistant. In
May, 2047, the latest experiment having revealed only
highly interes(i.ug but negative results, Malcolm Mackay
looked at Burn:

“John, that ot it,” he said slowly. “Something is
missing, and we won’t get it here in a pair of lifetimes,
even long ones. You know the only place we can find
it.”

“I suppose you mean the Sun,” replied Burns sadly.
“But since we can’t get near enough to that, it doesn’t
do us a bit of good. Houstuns the only man who has

come back alive, and nearest approach was
41,743,560 miles. And it dmm do any good, anyway.
The automatic rockets get nearer, but not very much
nearer; the heat beats them—all of them. And you,
yourself, said we'd have to get within four millions, not
four tens of millions of miles. And that’s utterly hope-
lﬁs Nolhlng could stand it that close to old Sol.”

e going,” said Mackay grimly. “T've spent close
ot quarters of a century working on the problem of
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atomic energy, and we're going.” He paused for a mo-
‘ment, then looked up at Burns with a kindly smile. “No;
T guess it’s not we who are going, but I P'm more than
willing to go, and lose perhaps two years off the tail end
of my overlong life if need be, if T can send back the
e e Wed et Wil et it fes et ac age-old
problem of power.

“Power. Maybe we can use Sun power, after all.
They've been talking about solar power since the begin-
ning of the last century, and they haven’t got it yet. Nev-

er will, I guess, because the power’s too diluted.
ca.nt build a big enough Sun glass. But if we can s!eal
the secret of the Sun, and give them little private suns
righl here on Earth, that will settle the q'nnsliun. And
give rockets some real power, too, incidentally.”

The old man chuckled. “You know, John, when I
started, it was the dream of my life that mckels $hould
have atomic power so they could really reach the other
planets. Atomic power! And now, here I am, close to
three quarters of a century old—and I've never even left
Earth. A grounder.

“And atomic power isn’t so badly needed for rockets,
anyway. They have good fuels now, safe ones and
powertul ones like atomic hydrogen and oxygen. Atomic
power is needed here on Earth, where factories are, and
‘men labor in coal mines for fuel, and where they make
the f\lel for rockets. That's where mankind needs atomic

“And by all the powers of Heaven, if the Sun’s ﬂte
place where I can learn, the Sun’s where 'm going.”

“But by that pﬂmcll.lm‘ power of Heaven known as
radiant energy, you can’t,” objected Burns. “The radia-
tion makes it impossible.”

“Well, Tl kill that radiation, somehow. That's the
real problem now, 1 guess. Wonder how—we've devel-
oped a lot of different radiation screens and blocks
since Yo began this work here; we ought to find some-
thing.

“Yes, doctor; we can stop any kind of radiation
known. including Millikan, but we can’t stop three or
jon tons of it a second. It's not stopping it. Any-
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thing will do that. It’s a problem we’ve never before at-
- tempted—the problem of handling it after it's stopped.”

“We'll stop it and handle it, somehow,” determined
Mackay.

Burns gave up. Mackay meant it, so that was the new
problem. Tt was obviously impossible, Burns knew, but
50 was atomic power, evidently. They'd run against all
the blind alleys in the universe seeking that, so they
mxght as well try a few more in a different direction.

threw himself into that problem with all the
kcermess and determination he had shown through fifty-
five years of active research on the main line. This was
just another obstacle on the main track. It stood be-
tween him and the Great Secret.

e experimented a little with photoelectric cells, be-
cause he felt the way to do it was to turn the heat into
electric energy. Electricity is the only form of energy
that can be stepped up or down. Radiant energy can be
broken down from X- -ray to ultraviolet, to blue to red,
to infra-heat, But it can’t possibly be built up or trans-
formed down at will. So Mackay tried to turn heat into
electricity.

He wasn't long in seeing the hopelessness of photo-
cells. They absorbed some of the radiant energy as elec-
tricity, but about ninety-five percent turned into straight
molecular motion, known as heat, just as it did any-
where else.

‘Then he tried super-mirrors and gave up within three
months. That was the wrong way. So it must be some
way ot' turning molecular motion of heat into electric

power
T wad T threading the way through a maze. You

found all the blind alleys first, then there was only the

right paths left. So he started on molecular motion-clec-

tricity transformations. He tried thermo-couple metals.

They worked only when you had a cool place. A cool

placel That was what e was tying 10 get. So e quit .
that.

Then he got mixed up with hysteresis. He was experi-
menting with magnets and alternating current, and that



BLINDNESS 127

gave him the right lead. He developed thermlectrium
nearly a year and a half later, in 2049, of course,

e first fragment of the new alloy was put in the
PR dri et proper conditioning had
been obtained, and the secret of the heat-treatment is
the whole secret, really. And finally it was taken out. It
was dull, silvery gray, rather heavy, being nickel-iron-
cobalt-carbon steel.

It looked like any of a thousand thousand other al-
Toys, felt like any of them then. But they put it in the
closed coil. In fifteen seconds dew formed on it; in twen-
ty, frost, and the coil was getting hot, a current of fifty
amperes flowing through it. Mackay beamed on it with
joy. The obstacle had been removed! The way to the
Sun was clear.

He announced his plans now to the news agencies,
and to the Baldwin Rocket Foundry Co. They agreed to
build him a ship according to his plans—and he made
up his famous plans,

Thermlectrium is a magnetic alloy, the unique prop-
erty being that its crystals are of almost exactly uniform
size, When a magnet is turned end for end in a coil of
wire, when the magnetic polarity is reversed, a current is
induced in the circuit, at the expense of the energy
‘which turned the magnet.

In any permanent magnet, the crystals are tiny indi-
vidual magnets, all lined up with their north poles point-
ing the same way. In magnetized steel, if the bar is e
ed, the heat-motion of the molecules turns some of them
around, with the result that the magnetism is lost. Tn

even at low the crystals

turn, but they all turn together. The result is the same as

though the bar had been inverted. A current is induced

in the surrounding coil. And, of course, the energy

VEsh fuvertithe magnet, and drives the current of elec-

tricty, s the molecular motion known as heat. Heat was
conquered!

Dr. Mackay drove his plans on to rapid completion.
Burns insisted on going, and Mackay could not dissuade
him.
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The plans were strange. They were enough to dis-
suade any normal man. Only such a fanatic as Dr.
Mackay really was, and as Burns had become, could
have imagined them. Either that, or a man with colossal
self-conceit. The Prometheus was to leave from Luna.
Then she was to circle down toward the Sun, down very,
very nearly one hundred million miles ill she was within
three million miles of the million mile globe of incandes-
cent fury, and stop her fall by going into a close, circular
orbit.

‘That means less, today. No one had ever imagined at-
tempting anything like that. Houston, who had circled
the Sun, had actually merely swung in on a comet’s or-
bit, and let his momentum carry him away again. That
wasn't difficult. But to break the vast parabolic orbit a
body would naturally attain in falling from Earth toward
the Sun would require every pound of fuel the Prome-
theus could carry and break free of Luna.

The Prometheus could set up her orbit around the
Sun. That was going to be :asy But they couldn’t possi-
bly pull loose with any known power. Only atomic
power could do it. Wh:n and if they found it!

Malcolm Mackay was eager to bet his life on that
proposition. Atomic energy or—eternal ~captivity—
death. And Burns, as much a fanatic as Mackay, was
willing, too.

There were only two horns to this dilemma. There
was no third to escape on, no going between them. So
the Grand Old Man sank every penny of his fortune in
it, and would have sunk any he could borrow had he
been able to get it.

The Prometheus rose, slowly. And during the weeks
and months it was being built, Mackay and Burns spent
their time gathering supplies, instruments, chemicals.
For one thing, every clement must be represented, and

in proportion to its availability. Radium, even, though
radium could never be a source of atomic power, for
power derived from radium would still be too expensive
for commercial use. But radium might be the absolutely
essential primer for the engine—so radium went. And
fluorine, the deadly unmanageable halogen, everything.
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Then, gradually, the things were moved in as the ship
neared completion. The outer hull of the high-tempera-
ture tungsten steel, the space filled with hydrogen under
pressure, since hydrogen was the best conductor of heat
practicable, and in that interspace, the thousands of
thermlectrium elements, and fans to force circulation.

‘The Prometheus was a beautiful ship when she was
finished. She glowed with the gleam of a telescope mir-
ror, polished to the ultimate. Only on one side was she
black, black as space, and, here studded with huge
projectors and heaters. The power inevitably generated
in absorbing the heat in the therm elements would be
cast out here in tungsten bars thick as a man’s arm, and
glowing white-hot in an atmosphere of hydrogen gas.

She left, finally. Struggling up from Earth,
reached Luna, her first stage, and filled her fuel tanks to
the last possible ounce. Then, in August, 2050, she took
off at length.

Reaching the Sun was no trick at all, once she had
broken free of the Moon and of Earth. Day after day
she fell with steadily mounting speed. The Sun loomed
larger, hotter. The great gyroscopes went into action,
and the Prometheus turned its silvered face to the Sun,
reflecting the flooding heat. Nearer and nearer. Venus
fell behind, then Mercury’s orbit at last.

They knew heat then. And radiation. The Sun loomed
gigantic, a titanic furnace whose flames reached out a
quarter of a million miles. The therm elements began to
function, and the heat dropped somewhat. Then the
rockets started again, started their braking action, slow-
ly, steadily, braking the ship to the orbit it must make,
close about the Sun.

Hour after hour they droned and roared and rumbled,
and the heat mounted, for all the straining power of the
therm elements. Radio to Earth stopped the second day
of the braking. The flooding radiations of the Sun killed
it. They could still send, they knew, but they could not
receive. Their signals were received by stations on the
Moon, where the washing static of the Sun did not blan-
ket all the signals that came. For they were beaming
their waves, and the Sun, of course, was not.
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“We must establish the orbit soon, John,” said Mac-
kay, at last. He was lying down on his conch sick and
weak with the changing strains. “I am an old man, I
fear, and I may not be able to endure much more of
this.”

“We will have to brake more sharply then, Dr. Mac-
kay,” replied Burns concernedly. “And then we may not
be able to establish the perfectly circular orbit we need.”

Mackay smiled faindly, grimly. “If it s not soon,
John, no orbit will mean anything to me.”

The rockets roared louder, and the ship slowed more
rapidly. But it was three days yet before the orbit trim-

‘ming could be started. They left the ship in an eccentric
orbl( at first, though, and counteracted for the l.lbmuons
the ship, which tended to turn the blackened ra
nde toward the Sun, by working the gyroscope planes

Dr. Mackay recuperated slowly. It was three weeks,
actually, three, precious oxygen-consuming weeks, be:
fore they started the final orbit trimming, Then day and
day they worked, observing, and occasionally giving a
slight added rocket thrust for orbit trimming.

But, finally, at a distance of three point seven three
‘millions of miles, the Prometheus circled the titanic star.
The sunward side, for all its polish glowed red-hot con-
tinuously. And the inside of the ship remained a heated,
desiccated furnace, for all the work of the therm ele-
ments. Even they could not perfectly handle the heat.

“Ah, John,” said Mackay at last. “In some ways
Earth was better, for here we have strange conditions. T
wish we could get a time signal from Earth. The space is
distorted here by the Sun.”

Old Sol, mighty in mass and power, was warping
space so that spectrum lines were not the same; their in-

struments were not the same; the titanic electric and
magnetic fields threw their delicate apparatus awry. But
they worked.

It was fortunate that the therm elements produced
power, as well as getting rid of the heat. With the power,
they Kept the functions of the ship running, breaking
down the water formed in their breathing to oxygen
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once more, and storing the hydrogen in one of the now
empty fuel tanks.

And their observations went on, and their calcula-
tions. In six months it seemed they had never known an-
other life than this of intolerable, blinding light if they
dared to open an observation slit in the slightest; intoler-
able, deadly radiation if they dared to step beyond the
protected walls of their laboratory and living quarters
without a protective suit. For most of the ship was as
transparent to the ultrashort waves of the Sun as empty
space.

But it grew to be a habit with them, the sending of the
daily negative reports, the impossibility of hearing any
signal from Earth, even of observing it, for there was the
eternal Gegenschein. It was blinding here, the reflected
light from the thin-strewn dust of the Sun.

That dust was slowing them down, of course. They
were, actually, spiralling in toward the Sun. In some
seventy-five years they would have been within reach of
the prominences. But before then—one of the pans of
their balance would have tipped. Atomic power—or the
inevitable end.

But Mackay was happy here, His eyes turned from
deep blue-gray to a pale blue with red bloodshot balls;
his skin turned first deep, deep brown from the filtering
ultraviolet, then it became mottled and unheall
Burns’ skin changed too, but his eyes endured better, for
he was younger. Still, Mackay feit sure of his goal. He
looked down into the flaming heart of a Sun spot, and
he examined the underside of a prominence, and he
watched the ebb and flow of Sol’s titanic tides of white~
hot gas.

2050 passed into history, and 2051 and 2052 followed
in swift succession. No hint of the great happenings of
Earth and the planets reached there, only the awful
burning of the Sun—and, in February of 2053, a hint of
the great changes there.

“John,” said Mackay softly one day, “John—T think
1 see some hint of the secret. I think we may make it,
John!
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Bumns Jooked at the sharp-lined spectrum that Iy on
the table before Mackay, and at the pages of calcula-
tions and measurements and at the data sheets. “I don’t
see anything much different in that, doctor. Isn't it an-
other will-o"the-wisp?”

“I—] hope not, John, Don’t you see this—this litdle
Ting here? Do you rscognize 7"

“No—no, I don’t think I do,” he said slowly. “It’s a
it oo hlgh 'for the 4781 line. And 1 don’t know what's

‘Thexe isn’t any there, John,” said Mackay softly.
“There isn’t any. It's a forbidden line, an impossible
line. It’s the impossible line of sodium, John. It’s a trans-
formation that just couldn’t take place. And it did, so
T'm going to find out how it did. If I can make the im-
posslble re]easc take place the same way—'

it tells so little, so very little. Even if you
could duplxcnte that change, make that line, you'd still
be as far from the secret as from Sirius. Or Earth for
that matter.”

“Pll know more, though, John. You forget that only
knowledge is the real secret. When I know all about the
atom, I'll know how to do what I want to do. If I know
all the changes that can take place, and why, then I can
‘make that other change. Ah, if cnly x could see just
few miles deeper into the heart of

“We've seen some of the greatest s-m spots in history,
and at close hand. Do you think we could see any deep-
er? The light—that terrible light.”

“It blinds even the instruments, so there is little more
we can do. But we can calculate and take more photo-
graphs for more of those lines. But now I must see what
the instruments recorded when we got this i

They had recorded even more than the old man had
hoped. It was enough. Mackay and Burns duplicated
that impossible line, and then they produced some more
impossible lines. It was the key. It wasn't impossibly dif-
ﬁcult um. Thcy could design the apparatus, and did, in
September, three years and one month after lifting off
oo m final drop to the Sun.

‘They made it, piece by piece, and tested it January. It
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wasn't winter there; there was no winter. Only everlast-
ing heat. And Mackay’s eyes were failing rapidly. His
work was over. Both because he could scarcely work any
longer, and because, on January 14, 2054, the energy of
the atom was harnessed by man! The Great Secret was
discovered.

It took the intense light of the mighty arc to stimulate
the old eyes when the thing was done. Only its tremen-
dous blinding power was visible. His ears could hear the
roar, well enough, and his fingers could feel the outlines
of the hulking machine. But he could no longer make it
out when it at last roared its lusty greeting to human

ears.

His thin lips parted in a contented smile, though, as
his tough old fingers caressed the cold metal and the
smooth cold glass. “It works, doesn’t it, John? It works.
John, we've done it.” A shadow passed over the old
‘man’s face for an instant. “We haven’t heard from Earth
in over three years. Do you suppose someone else has
discovered it, too? I suppose I ought not be selfish, but I
do hope they haven't. T want o give this to the world.

“John, can you make the drive apparatus_ yourself?”

“Yes, doctor; I can. You had all the plans worked
out, and they're simple to follow. It isn’t really greatly
different. Only that instead of using a high-temperature
gas ejected at thousands of feet a second, we'll use a
high-voltage ion ejected at thousands of miles a second.
And because we can burn iron, as. you predicted, we
don’t have to worry at all about power.”

“No, John. We don’t have to worry at all about
power.” The old man sighed, then chuckied contentedly.
“I always wanted to live to see the day when atomic
power ran the world. But I guess I won’t after all. I can’t
see, but it won't matter. I have so few. years left, I won’t
worry about a little thing like that. My work’s done, any-
way. We don't havz lo worry about power, John; the
world doesn’t any m

‘Men will never agam have to worry about power.
Never again will they have to grub in the Earth for
fuels. Or do things the hard way because it is less costly
of power. Power—power for all the world’s industry.
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Al the wheels of Eartl’s factories driven by the explod-
ing atoms. The arctic heated to a garden by it. Vast Can-
ada opened by it o buman babitation,cear o the N

“No ‘more smoke-clouded cities.
“And the atom will lift the load of labor from man’s
No more sweating for six hours every day for dai-
ly bread An hour a day—and unlimited, infinite power.
And, maybe, even, some day it will lead to successful
transmulaﬁon, though T can't see it. I mean, I can’t see
it even mentally,” he said with a little smile. “The Sun
showed me the secrets it held—and took away the im-

pious vision that gazed upon them.
“It is worth it. The world will have power—and my

work is done.

“You are starting the drive apparatus?”

“Yes, doctor. The main tube is to be—""

Burns launched into a technical discussion. The doc-
tor’s eyes could not follow the plans, but the old mind
was as keen as ever. It pictured every detail with a more

etrative vision than ever his eyes could have. He
chuckled contentedly as he thought of it.

“John, I have lost little, and gained more. I can see
that tube better than you can. It's a metal tube, but I
can see to its deepest heart, and I can even see the ions
streaming out, slowly, precisely. My mind has a better

e than ever my body had, and now it is developing. T
can see the tube when it is not yet, and I can see the
heart of it, which you cannot.

“Make it up, John. We must hurry back.”

The lathe hummed, powered by atomic energy, ai

the electric furnace glowed with a heat so intense the old
scientist could see it, driven by the power of the burst-
ing atoms.
‘The mental eye he had boasted of was keen, keener
than his old eyes had ever been. But still it was blind.
Somehow, it did not see the white-hot tungsten bars on
the “night” side of the ship pouring thousands and thou-
sands of kilowatts of power out into space. The power
the therm elements were deriving from the cooling of
the ship.
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The drive tubes grew, and their great metal bed-bolts
were turned. Then the great rocket tubes were sealed at
the far end, cut, and insulated again. But now, electri-
cally insulated, the great ion tubes took shape and were
anchored, and the huge conductors ran back to the ion-
gas chambers, and to the hunched bulk of the atomic
engine. Day succeeded day, and Burns cut and fash-
ety el et U ok blazing power
of the broken atoms in their atomic generator.

And at last the ship trembled with a new, soft surge.
Tt must be slow, for the men were used now to weight-
lessness, three long years of it. But gradually, gradually,
the Prometheus, bearing the fire it had stolen from the

swung swifter in its orbit, and spiraled out once
nmre slowly slowly. And the radio drove out its
toward Eas

They Could not hear the messages that Earth and
Luna pounded back at them, but gladly they guessed
them. The ion tubes whispered and murmured softly,
with a slithering rustle as of a snake in dry leaves, and
the ship accelerated steadily, slowly. They ran those
tubes day and night and slowly increased the power.
There was no need for maximum efficiency now. No
need to care as they wasted their power. There was
plenty more.

Their only difficulty was that with the mighty ion
tubes working they could not receive radio signals, even
when they gradually circled out beyond Mercury, and

ally Venus, slowly growing accustomed once more to
weight. They did not want to turn off their tubes, be-
cause they must get accustomed to weight once more,
and they were moving very rapidly now, more and more
rapidly, so that they passed Venus far too rapidly for the
ships that rose from the plane( to congratulate Dr.
Mackay and tell him the great news

They circled on, in the Prvmetheu:, till they were
used once more to Earth gravity, and then they were near
Earth, and had to apply the brakmg fon rockets.

“No stopping at the Moon, John,” Malcolm Mackay

smiled. “We and all humanity are lhmngh with that. We
will go directly to Earth. We had best land in the Mo-
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jave Desert. Tell them, tell them to keep away, for the
ions will be dangerous.”

John Burns drove out his message, and Earth loomed
large, and North America came slowly into view, Then
they were settling toward the deses

The old scientist heard the faim, cold cry of ruptured
air first, for his eyes were dark, and only his ears
brought messages from outside. “That's air, John!” he
cried suddenly. “We're in the air again! Earth's airl
How far up are we?

another one h\mdred and fifty miles now, doc-
tor. We're almost hom

“Home—1I should hke to see for just this second, to
see it again. John, John, I'll never see Earth again. Ill
never—but that means little. I'll hear it. 1L hm it and
smell it in my nostrils, clean and sweet and moist, and
Tl taste it in the air. Earth’s air, John, thick and spicy
with green things. It's autumn. I want to smell burning
leaves again, John. And feel snow, and hear its soft ca-
Tess on a glass pane, and hear the soft sounds men make
in snow. I'm glad it’s autumn. Spring has its smells, but
they aren’t so splr:y and clean. They’re not so mtcmtmg,
when you can't see the color of grass, so
bright, like a child's crayon drawing. ColoreecTll miss
them. There weren't any out there, Colors—T'll never
see the leaves again, John.

“But PIl smell them, and I'll hear the hum and whis-
per of a thousand thousand atomic engines making the
wurld over for mankind.

“Where are we? The air is shrilling thickly now.”

“We're less than fifty miles up. They've cleared the
Mojave for fifty miles around us, but, doctor, there are a
hundred thousand private air-cars there—a new design.
They, must have developed broadcast power. They're all
md:vndlm]ly powered and apparently by electrical

" Broadeast power? That is good. Then atomic energy
will reach every home. The apparatus would be expen-
sive, too expensive for homes.”

“The air is full of ships—there are half a dozen great
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stratosphere ships flying near us now; can you hear the
chug of their propellers?”

“Is that the noise—ah! Men, men, again, John. T
‘want to hear a thousand voices all at once.”

Burns laughed recklessly, carefree. “You will, from
the looks of things. You will! There are nearer a thou-

ousand down there now!”

“The ship is slowing?” asked Mackay.

Burns was silent for a moment. Then, suddenly, the
dry rustle of the tubes changed its note; it flared for an

instant, there was a soft, grating lhud a harsh scraping
of sand—and the ion tubes died in silence.

“The ship is stopped, doctor. Wore ‘home.”

Dimly, faintly, the sound of a thousand voices clam-
oring and shouting came through the heavy walls.
Mackay had landed! The Grand Old Man was back!
And half the world had turned out to we.‘coms ‘him, the
man who had remade all Earth, and all Ven

opened, and to Mackay came o
‘voices, the thrum and hum and rumble of thousands and
tens of thousands of propellers. There was the musical
cacophony of a thousand air-car signals, and the mighty
thunder of a titanic voice, rumbling, huulse, and godlike
in power, cutting through, drowning it
ey're welcoming you, Dr. Mackuy—welcommg
you.”

“So T hear,” said Mackay, half happily, half sadly,
“put T am so tired, perhaps I can rest a bit first, I am
older than you are, John. You have done as much as I
you had beiter answer them.”

Suddenly, close-by human voices cut in, excited, hap-
py, welommng voices, and John Burns’ swift answering

PHo s tired; it has been hard for him, And—you
know he has lost his sight. The radiation of the Sun so
close. He would rather be taken where he can rest.”

“Very well—but can't he say something? Just a few.
words?”

Burns looked back at the old man. Malcolm Mackay
shook his head.
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The man outside spoke again: “Very well. We will
take him directly to anywhere he wants.”

Mackay smiled slowly, thoughtfully. “Anywhere, any-
where that T can smell the trees. I think I'd like to go to
some place in the mountains where the air is sweet and
spicy with pine smells. I will be feeling better in a few

They took him to a private camp in the mountains. A
ten-room “cabin,” and they kept the world away, and a
doctor took care of him. He slept and rested, and Burns
came to see him twice the next.day, but was hurried
away. The next day and the next he did not come.

Because even Burns had not gathered quickly the
‘meaning of all this. Even he had thought at first it was in
celebration of the invention of the atomic generator.

At last he had to come. He came into Mackay’s room
slowly His pace told the blind man something was

e in ohm whath troubling you so?”

“Nothing; I was not sure you were awake.”

Mackay thought for a few seconds and smiled. “That
wasn' i, but we will et it pass now. Do they want me to

“Yes At the special meeting of the American Asso-
ciation for the Advancement of Science. And—also on
the subject of the thermlectrium elements. You have
done far more than you thought, doctor. You have re-
made the worlds already. Those cars I thought were
powered by broadcast energy? I was wrong. We were
blind to the possibilities of that lesser thing, the therm-
lectrium element. Those cars were powered by i, getting
their energy from the heat of the air. All the industries
in the world are powered by it. It is free power.

“The elements are cheap, small, simple beyond any-
thing conceivable, a bar of common metal—a coil
wire. They require no control, no attention. And the en-
ergy costs nothing at all. Every home, every store, every
‘man, has his private thermlectrium element. Every car
and every.vehicle is powered by it.

“And the map of the world has been twisted and
changed by it in three short years. The tropics are the
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garden-spot of the world. Square miles of land are

cooled by giant thermlectrium installations, cities air-
ccndltloncd il the power they develop becomes a nuis-
ance, a thing they cannot get rid of. The tropics are hab-
itable, and they have been given a brisk, cool, controlled
climate by your thermlectrium elements.

“Antarctica is heated by it! There are two mining de-
velopments that suck heat from that frozen air to make
power in quantities they cannot use.

“And rocket fuel costs nothing! Nothing at all. The
tropical countries find the electrolytic breaking down of
water the only cheap, practical way to get rid of their
‘vast energy, without turning it right back into heat. They

colonies, already. They are cooled, made habitable, by
the thermlectrium apparatus. A ten-dollar unit will cool
and power an average house forever, without the slightest
‘wear. By moving it outside in winter, it will warm and
power it. But on Venus it is all cooling. They are devel-
oping the planet now. Dr. Mackay, you have remade the
worlds!”

Dr. Mackay's face was blank. Slowly a great question
was forming. A great, painful question. ¥But—but, John
—what about—atomic energy?”

“One of the greatest space lines wams to contract for
it, doctor. Their interplanetary ships need it.”

“One!” cried the Grand Old Man. “One—what of
the others?”

“There is only one interplanetary line. The lines to
the Moon are not interplanetary—"

And Dr. Mackay caught the kindness in his tone.

“T see—1I see—they can use the free gases from the
tropics. Free power—less than nothi

“Then the world doesn’t want my atomic energy, does
2" he said softly. His old body seemed to droop.
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JoHN GRANTLAND LOOKED across at his old friend’s son
intently and unhappily. Finally he sighed heavily and
leaned' back in his swivel chair. He lighted his pipe
thoughttuly. Two slow pufls of smoke rose before he

“l'm a patent attorney, Dwight Edwards, and P'm
your disposal, as such, to do your bidding and help ycll
1o secure that patent you want. As you know, I'm also a
civil-and-commercial-law expert of some standing in
connection with that work. I can get that patent; I know
it i ns patentable and unpatented as yet. But before I start

ceedings, I have to tell you something, Dwight.

“You have enough to live on the rest of your life, a
‘brilliant mind to increase it, a scientific ability to keep
you occupied and useful to ‘the world. This invention is
Tot useful to the world. If you were a poor man, I would
not hesitate in making the patent applications, because
some wiser men, with more money, would buy it up and
destroy the thing. But you aren’t poor, and you would
hold out till the thing was develo] goin,

“But—but Mr. Grantland, it's & thing ‘the world

140
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needs! We have a fast-vanishing gasoline reserve—a
coal supply being drawn on endlessly and recklessly. We
need a new source of power, something to make the -
‘mense waterpower supplies in inaccessible regions avail-
able. This system would do that, and conserve those
vanishing i automobiles, planes, even small
factories and home

“It would destmy our greatest resource, the financial
structure of the nation. A resource is not a resource unless
itis available, and only the system makes it available. The
system is more valuable, more important to human hap-
piness than any other resource, because it makes all oth-
ers available.

“I know your natural desire, to develop and spread
that system for canning and distributing electricity. Its a
great inyention. But—"

“But,” the younger man said somewhat bitterly, “you
feel. that any really great, any important invention
should be destroyed. e ‘b, you are saying, no
real improvement, only little gadgets. There must be no
Faradays who discover principles, only Sam Browns
who invent new can openers and better mousetraps.”

Grantland laid down his pipe and leaned back in his
chair silently.

Bitterly, the younger man was gathering his papees
“Dwight,” said Grantland at length, “I think I'll d
best if I tell you of one invention that I have in my. ﬁ.les
here. T have shown these papers to just one other man
than the men who made them. Curiously, he was your

father. He—"

“My father? But he was not an inventor—he was a
psychiatrist, utterly uninterested—"

“He was vitally interested in this. e saw the appara-
tus they made, and he helped me dismantle it, secretly,
and destroy the tube Hugh Kerry and Robert Damnell
made. That was twenty-two years ago, and it was some-
thing of a miracle 1 had, at the age of thirty-six, the
sense to do that.

“l‘m gumg to tell you mighty vague things and mighty

ause you're too keen. It isn’t very
ks torsl you this, but T believe you will keep a prom-
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ise. You must swear two things before I tell you the sto-
F.m that you will not put that surprisingly acute

f yours to work on what I say, because I cannot
mu what clues I may give. I understand too little to
know how much I understood; second, of course, that
‘you will not spread this unpleasant story.”

The young man put down his papers, looked curious-
ly at John Grantland. “I agree to that, Mr. Grantland.”

Grantland stuffed his pipe thoughtfully in silence,
“Hugh Kerry and Bob Darnell were one of those fortui-
tous miracles, where the right combination came togeth-
er. Hugh Kerry was the greatest mathematician the
world has seen, at thirty-two.”

“I have heard of him; I've used hu analytical meth-
ods. He died at thirty-t ﬂuee, didn’t h

“I know,” said Grantland. “The pom( is—so did Bab
Darnell. Bob Darnell was something like Edison, on a
higher level. Edison could translate theory into metal
and glass and matter. Darnell could do that, but he
didn’t work with steel and copper and glass. He worked
with atoms and electrons and radiation as familiarly as
Edison worked with metal. And Darnell didn’t work
from theory; he worked from mathematics that no theo-
ty could be defined for.

“That was the pair the shifting probabilities of space
time brought together—and separated. You've never.
heard of Darnell, because he did only one thing, and
that one thing is on paper there, in that steel vault. Tn
the first place, it is in a code that is burned into my
‘memory, and not on paper. In the second place, it is
safe because every equation in it is wrong, because we
couldn't code equations easily, and the book that gave
them right is out of print, forgotten.

“They came into my office first because they lived
nearby, and I'd gone to the same school. I hadn’t much
of a reputation then, of course. That was when you were
just about getting into the sixth grade, Dwight—a good
‘number of years ago.

“They had the tube then. They called it the PTW
tube—Probability Time Wave. They'd been trying to
make a television set that would see through walls—a
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device that would send out its own signals and receive
them back as images.

“They went wrong, something about trying for the
fourth-dimensional approach and slipping into a higher
dlmenslcn They said that Einstein’s curved space theo-

was wrong, and it was the ten-dimensional multiple
theory that was right.

“But you said something about Faradays and Sam
Browns. That invention I suppressed was something so
enormous, Dwight, that anything that ever has or ever
will be invented is picayunish squabbling beside it. Tt
'was the greatest tower looming on the road of progress.
1t loomed above all other things as the sun looms great-
er than earth. It was the greatest thing that ever was or
will be, because it necessarily incorporated the discovery
of everything that ever will be or can be.”

“What—what could be so great? The power of the
atom—"

“That was one of the lesser things it incorporated,
Dwight. It would have meant that, in a year or so, and
the secret of gravity, of interplanetary, interstellar flight,
the conquest of age, and eternal life. Everything you can
dream of, John, and all the things that any man ever will
dream of.

“They knew all that when they came to me. They ex-
plained it all, and because I couldn’t believe—they
showed me. You cannot conceive of snch a thing—any-

ing—so inconceivably far-reaching in 27 T'm not
surprised. They told me what I have old y you, and but
that they said it all in such quiet, assured voices, with
such perfect and absolute confidence, I'd have called
them liars and put it down to the vain boasting of the
Sam Brown you mentioned, with his mighty new mouse-
trap. nnd his miraculous can opener—the invention of

100 aiipla hen you e e Amkwer, o sos herw
true was their every claim. Their television slipped. It
slipped aside, into some higher dimension, they guessed,
and instead of penetrating the walls and the buildings
through that fourth dimension they sought, they decided
it had slipped out and beyond space and time, and
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Tooked back to review it, a mighty pageant of incredible
history—the history that was to be.

“You see, in that was the incredible and infinite scope
of the thing, because it showed, in the past, all that had
been, the infinite sweep and march of all time from the
creation to the present.

“But then the ordered ranks broke, for, from the pre-
sent to the other end cf mﬁnny, no single thing or any
Thexr PTW tube

that was ever to
exist. And somewhere in that vast sweep of probability,
every possible thing existed, Somewhere, the wildest
dream of the wildest optimist was, and became fact.

“On that screen tube I saw the sun born, and on it T
saw the sun die a million deaths. I saw them move plan-
ets, and 1 saw the planets moving in birth. I saw life
created, and I saw it created again in test tubes and lab-
oratories. I saw man arise—and I saw men and women
more perfect in body and mind than the dream of Praxi-
teles created from acetylene and ammonia. Because
somewhere in the realms of possibility, remote or so
near as to be probable, those dreams of every scientist
came true, and with them, the unguessed dreams of un-
guessable intellects.

“Hugh Kerry and Bob Darnell came to me when the
thing was new, and they faintly conceived of its possibil-
ities. That was in 1950. And in five days the world
‘would have known and been at their feet—but for two
things—three, really. First, because the thing, they
knew, was imperfect, and, what they didn’t know, was
severely limited. Second, because they had begun to
trace their own life tracks, and were worried, even then.
1 caught some of that worry from them and held back. I
never let them cast for my life tracks. Today I do not
know what will come tomorrow. Third, and what was
perhaps the determining reason, they were still poor, but
growing rich rapidly by the information that machine
brought them of the little, everyday things that were to
be two days ahead.

“You could pile up an enormous fortune, Dwight, if
you just knew with a probability of cighty-five on their
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scale of a hundred, what tomorrow and tomorrow would
bring. They did, and first the number pool hated them
and refused their business, then the betting rings refused
their bets, and finally, even the stock market began to
act unfavorably. Eecause they won, of course.

“But before then, they had begun to forget that, and
wnccut(al:d on the life tracks the machine showed

%541 1 pinchin ‘s Esled g Toyoea Fiod Dot
factors: one was the obvious difficulty of seeing the for-
est and the shape of the forest when in the middle of it.
They were in the middle of the parade, and there they
must stay. They could not see the near future clearly,
for the near forest was hidden by the trees. The far fu-
ture they could see like a vast marching column that
split and diverged slowly. They saw no individual
only the blended mass of the march to infini

“At a year, the parade began to blend, and the fea-
tures were lost by the establishment of the trend. But, at
two days, two weeks, their screen showed a figure
blurred and broken by the splitting images that broke
away, each following its own line of possible develop-

igure,

“Look. A vision of me in the future by only ten min-
utes will show me in a thousand lifecourses. Primarily,
there are two; I may live, or die. But even those two in-
stantly became a thousand, for T may die now, or at any
later instant. T may die by the falling of the building or
the stoppage of my heart, by an assassin’s bullet, by the
knife of a disgruntled inventor. They are improbable,
and their future images would, on Bob Darnell’s screen,
have been dim, and ghostly. The world might end in that
ten minutes, so destroy me. That must be there, for it is
possible, a very faint image, so shadowy it is scarcely visi-
ble.

“If T live, a thousand courses are open: I may sit
here, smoking peacefully; the telephone may ring; a fire
may break out. Probably I shall continue to sit, and
smoke—so strong and solid on the screen is an image of
myself sitting, smoking. But shading from it ever lighter,
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black and gray to faintest haziness, is each of those oth-
er possibilities.

“That confused them, made exact work difficult. To
get their reports of the markets, they had to determine
with an absolute rigor that the next day’s paper should
be put on a certain stand, spread to the page they want-

and, come hell or high water, they would yet put
that paper there, and not move it so much as a hair-
breadth. The image became probable, highly probable.
Tis ghost images faded. They read it.

d there’s one other fault. I know the reason I'd
rather not give it. Just take this for one of the facts of
that invention that by the very stuff of space, time shall
never be overcome. The place they might determine, or
the time, with absolute exactitude, but never would they
ever know both for any given event.

“And the third day they cast for their future tracks.
The near future was a confused haze, but I was with
them when they sought in the future far enough for the
haze to go. Laughing, elated, they cast a hundred years
ahead, when, Bob Darnell said, ‘I'll be a man with my
long white beard looped through my trousers and over
my shoulders for suspenders!”

“They started their machine, and set the control for
probabilities in a very low range, for the chance of Bob

arnell’s living to one hundred and thirty-three years of
age was remote. They had a device on their machine
that would automatically sweep the future, till it found a
lane that was occupied, a track that was not dead, in
which Bob Darnell still lived. It was limited in speed—
but not greatly, for each second it looked down five
hundred thousand tracks.”

“Reaction speed of a photocell,” said the young man
slowly. “I know.

“Dwight, try not to know,” pleaded Grantland. “T
mean to give no such hints—but only what is needed to
understand.”

“If you say two times two—can you expect me to omit
a mental four?” asked the young man. “Five
thousand a second is the reaction of a photocell. What is
there in this invention that demands its suppression?”
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“That is part of it. Five hundred thousand tracks a
second it swept, and an hour passed, and another, and
Darnell laughed at

“<T guess I'm e due for a long, full life,’ he said.

“And just then the machine clicked his answer. When
we saw the image on the screen, we thought the range
was wrong, for the Bob Darnell on the screen was a
healthier, stronger, sounder man than the Bob Darnell
‘beside me.

“He was tanned and lean and muscular; his hair was
black as night, and his hands were muscular and firm-
fleshed. He looked thirty, not a hundred and thirty. But
his eyes were old, they were old as the hills, and keen
with ‘a burning vigor as they seemed to concentrate on
us. Slowly he smiled, and firm, even teeth appeared be-
tween his lips.

“Darnell whistled softly. ‘They've licked old age,’ he
almost whispered.

“Evidently they had. Hugh spoke. ‘They probably
found it in some future age with this machine,’ he whis-
pered tensely. ‘You're one keen old gentleman, Bob.

““But that's not a good chance for life apparently,”
Darnell said. ‘I wonder how I can choose the course that
Ieads me there?"

“Live a clean life, drink nothing but water,’ Kerry
said. ‘Turn on, O time, in your flight. Let's see what else
we have

“Dameu started the machine again—and it stopped
almost instantly. One of Darnell’s other tracks appeared.
He'd gotten there that time with no outside aid, and he
was horrible. ‘Ah-h-h—' said Bob distastefully. T like
the other way better. That face—turn it along, Hugh.’

“The mean, rheumy-eyed, incredibly seamed face dis~
appeared; the screen went blank. And it stayed blank.
Those were Bob's only tracks at that age. ‘Not too bad,’
he said, though. ‘I didn’t think I had a e n e
world.”

“‘Let’s see what we get at ten years,” Hugh suggested.
“That's more to the point.”

““We'll wait all night getting through them,” objected
Bob. ‘But we'll take a few. Better start with about seven-



18 THE BEST OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL

ty probability. Ten years is long enough for me to die in,
perhaps, so that ought to be fairly high.”

“They started again. And it ran for an hour—two
hours. Bob Darnell had stopped laughing now, because
he didn’t like that blank and s tubborn assurance that he
had a mighty slim chance of living ten years more. Two
‘hours and a half and it was beginning to tell on Darnell.

“Looks like I guessed too high,” was all he said.

“Then we got a track. It was Bob Darnell, all right,
but his face was round and soft and ﬂatulzn(, and
e lay on a soft rubber floor on his back, with a little pair
of trunks on, and he was grinning senselessly with a
blank, stupid face at a male nurse who was feeding him
some kind of gruel that he slobbered and spilled down his
fat, soft cheeks. There wasn’t any mind at all behind the
full, round eyes.

“It took us about ten seconds to take in that scene
that was something like ten years in the future. Then
Bob spoke, and his voice was flat and strained. ‘T'd say
that was dementia praecox, and T'd say that damned

e was wrong, because I'm not going to be that
way. I'm going to be dead first. It’s the nastiest form of
iirxisanity 1 can think of offhand. Start that thing up,

ugh.”
“The trails got closer together there, We got another
one in half an hour, and all that half hour we stood in

flickered with blankness, because neither of us could
think of anything to say to Bob, and Bob was too busy
thmkmg to say anything.

“Then the machine stopped again. It didn’t take so
long to understand that scene. Hugh started it on again.
It found seven trails like that in the next hour. Then it
found a sane trail, more or less, but it was a Bob Dar-
nell who had gone through insanity. He wasn't actually
insane, but his nervous system was broken.

“Eyidently you recover,’ I said, trying to be hopeful.
“Bob grinned—unpleasantly. He shook his head.
“You don’t recover. If you do—it wasn’t dementia prae-
cox. Praecox is an insanity that is simply a slow disinte-
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gration of the mind; it gets tired of worry and trouble,
and decides the easiest way out is to go back to child-
hood, when there weren't any worries or troubles. But it
goes back and discovers again the worries children have,
and keeps going back and back, secking the time when
there were no_troubles—and generally is stopped by
of the atro-

or
phied brain.

““But it never recovers, and it's the most ghastly form
of insanity there is, because it is hopeless. It turns a
strong, sound man into a helpless, mindless infant. It's
not like idiocy, because an idiot never grew up. This
grows up, all right—and then grows down, lower than
anything normal could be.

““That's just one path where T had a nervous break-
down and got over it. That one—why it might lead to
the one-hundred-and-thirty-four-year-old track. But just
—go on, Hugh,"

“Hugh went on—on and on, and we found three
sound, sane tracks.

“I don’t have to go into more detail. I think you can
understand Darnell’s feelings. We tried at five years, and

a few, more tracks showed up. At two years, that first
i Ly cighteen tracks, and eleven of them
were insane, and seven sane. We named the two-year
tracks with the Greek alphabet.

“The track Bob wanted, the long track that took him
to a hundred and thirty-four, and beyond, clear out to a
point where he merged in the march of the infinite fu-
ture, was his tau track. The alpha, beta, gamma, delta
—all those were quite insane, and quite horrible, That
meant that, by far, the greater probability led to the un-
pleasant tracks.

“‘Hugh, I guess, it’s your turn, if you want to try,’
said Bob finally. ‘We'll have to check these more care-
fully later.”

“4 think T do want to know,” Hugh said. ‘But maybe
Grantland would like to go now. He can’t be here all the

“No, thank Heaven,’ I said, ‘I can’t, and T don’t
want to know my tracks. Bob, I think one of the best
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ways to strike that tau track is to destroy this machine

ow."

“Bob stared at me, then grinned lopsidedly. ‘T can’t
now, John. For one thing, I have no right to; it means
too much to the world. For another, I've got to find
what decisions will put me on that long track. I made
this thing because I knew I couldn't live to see that long
march we've already seen, leading on to the infinity even
this can’t reach. Now, by all that is to be, I've got to find
how I can reach that time!”

“ By all that is to be, Bob, I know in my bones you
won't, if this machine endures.’

“Bob grinned and shook his head at me.

“T can’t, John, he

“And Hllgh started the ‘machine down his trails. He'd
set it for a hundred years, like Darnell, at a slightly
higher figure than had disclosed the far end of Bob's tau
track. We picked up Hugh’s pretty quickly, and he, too,
looked sound and healthy. But he had no second trail
—one chance to live o be a hundred and thirty-three.

““I'm about as good on long life as you, Bob,’ he
md, ‘it somebody helps me, but T guess T can't malke it

5ol T ot interested fn goiog it alone mayself?
Bob replied. “It's not a hell of a lot better than some of
those other things we've seen. Let’s get closer home.”

“They tricd the ten-year track. And on Hugh Kerry's
trails, the machine clicked and hummed for a long, long

time, and Kerry began to look paler and paler in the
light from that wavering screen, because he didn't even
have a chance of insane life.

“*Let’s leave it for the night,’ said Hugh finally. ‘Tt
eight o'clock, and P'm hungry as a wolf. We can leave it
running on the recorder, and come back after supper,
maybe.’

“We came back after supper. It was un, then. And

 the machine was stil clicking and hummin;

"o, went home for the night. You scs, rossotiably
enough, Hugh had assumed that he had a fair chance of
living ten years, but he didn’t, of course. The machine
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was examining nearly two billion chances every hour it
ran—and ﬁndmg them bl

“Hugh was down at seven the next morning. T g
it tr il P ot oo Hugh sitting very qmet,
trying to smoke. The machine was still humming and
clicking, and there wasn’t a thing at all on the recorder.

““Looks like l‘m not slated for a long life,’ Hug,h
greeted me unhappily, trying to grin. ‘It hasn’t found—
Hank Heaven!’ The toachine slopped suddenly.

“It was Hugh, quite hale and sound, hls hair a bit
gray, his eyes a bit sunken, his face a bit lined, but sane
—and sound.

““That's what we Called lhe (Bll track sald Bob after
a minute
mark on the first ry.

“In other words,” said Kerry softly, T've got about as
much chance of living ten years as I have of living a
hundred. Yes. That's a good way to put it. A hell of a
chance. What does it say at two years?”

“It took a long time, because we didn’t want to start
on the low probabilities, of course, and there just
weren't any good ones. We didn't find anything very quick-
ly. Eventually we knew he had three sane and one in-
sane at ten years, and eleven altogether at two years—
three insane. And they were all of them so far down in
‘probability, they started working right away.

“But the thing that brought home the need of haste
was that when we looked, just for a moment, at Bob's
two-year trails—two of the sane, and five insane trails
had ‘vanished! They had been eliminated by decisions
‘made since the previous evening. I knew, Bob and Hu;
knew, what the decision was, but we didn't say anything,
He had decided to look at Hugh's trails in that time, and
found those few trails. They cut off at one year, we
found, so they had to work on them. That, you see, re-
duced Bob Darnell’s chances of finding the right trail—
the tau trail that wasn’t in tau position any more, but,
thank Heaven, still existed.

“¢s not so hard, though,’ said Kerry. ‘We need only
look to see what developments we make tomorrow, and
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tomorrow's tomorrow, to find how to perfect this ma-
chlne, to eliminate the near-future images. We'll get it
had my business that I was trying to build up, so I
had to leave them. I couldn’t see them for five days, be-
cause I had to appear out in St. Louis, and stop over in
‘Washingtor
“When I gu! back I went around to see them, though
it was nearly cleven o'clock. They were at it.
““We've made some progress,” Hugh said. ‘We've
both mapped our trails carefully till they vanish in the
near-future mists. We'll be able to hit that long trail for
Bob fairly easily, but—T'm afraid T'll have to give mine
up, " he said, his face twitching just a little.
“ ] H;segoux long trail been eliminated by a deci-

uon'l"l

“‘Hm-m-m—in a sense. I located one of its decision
points by luck. It's only about a month away, apparent-
ly. It is less, I believe, but we can’t tell. I took a snap
view of the trail, and hit what is evidently a decision
point on it. What you didn’t know is that twenty-seven
years of that long trail is hopeless paralysis in pain. I ap-
ply for euthanasia four times unsuccessfully. Since T
know where that trail leads, and still apply for that—
why, I think I don’t want it, anyway. But the trouble is,
really, that the decision point I'snapped, by sheer luck,
s an automobile accident.

‘We've been trying to take instantaneous exposures
of the trails, in the near future, to eliminate the blurring.
We can do it by using a blurred image to get space
cobrdinates and snapping the controls into lock position.
‘The time register is automatically thrown out of gear, so
we have only a vague idea of time. We know it's this
year—bm whether it's lm nns month, or early next, I
don’ ‘e can’t

" Bt the aceident—"

“‘I'd go through wilh it, perhaps—if I had some con-
trol. But Tom Phillips is driving. If T drive, of course,
that's a different track altogether. He has my fate in his
hands—and I can’t bring myself to take it.”

““Have you told Tom? 1 asked.
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““Not yet, but Pm expecting him over. I sent a note
around that he ought to get today or tomorrow, I—
“The telephone rang, Hugh auswered it. Tom Phillps
was on the other end. He had the note, Iuckily, as he
was packing then to fesl up to Boston. He wanted
Hugh to come over and tell him the story, or whatever it
was Hugh wanted him for. Naturally, it would do no
if Tom couldn’t see the machine; so, by dint of
nearly fifteen minutes arguing, Hugh got him to come
over.

““Whew—if T hadn’t been so afraid of riding with
Tom, T would have gone over, at that,” said Hugh, mop-
ping his head. ‘He's a stubborn cuss when he gets an
idea. Thope I can—ch? What, Bol

Darnell, in the laboratory, had called some-

“¥hatis t, Bob? Hugh asked, going over.

“I went over, too. ‘Oh, hello, John. I didn’t know you
were back. Patent go through all OK?'

“ ‘Fine, I answered, ‘Everything’s in order. What was
it youy wanted to tell Hugh?”

es—just told me, He had fust finished calling
Tom Phl.lhps whan you called
T called him—because his long track
vamshad whlle l was looking at it then! That was a.de-
cision point!”

“We looked eagerly. Tt was gone, all right, And sud-
denly Hugh stiffened. ‘Bob,’ he said, ‘Tm afraid; I'm
scared as hell—because maybe that was a decision
poiat, because I didn't go over for Tom. I'm going to—"

“He went, too—to call up Tom Phillips. But he was
100 late then, and he never got him. Tom hadn't seen a
gravel truck smashing down a side street, hidden from
him by a stopped trolley car.

“T was supposed to go over for him,’ was all Hugh
could say. ‘But how was I to know? We didn’t know the
time accurately. We couldn’t, could we, Bob? I didn’t
know— I didn’t know—"

“But to the day of his death, he could not shake the
feeling that he had brought Tom Phillips out to be
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killed, almost deliberately. It meant nothing that he had
called him to warn him. He had called him out to death.
He had been slow in his warning.

“A. week later they had nmppad their future trails;
they had every decision point mapped, and noted; they
knew every move that they must make to take them
down those trails that led to that maximum of life each
was granted. Every decision, every turn and branch of
the road that lead to happm:ss, Success—except those
they must make in the next ten months.

“From a high peak they oollld see the road that led
off across the broad fields of the open country to the
distant city of life they sought. But the tangled, snarled
traffic of the nearby city where they were, obscured the
little alleys and twisting, crooked streets of the near fu-
ture in an inextricable maze.

“We'll get it, though,’ Hugh said confidently. ‘We're
getting it better and better now. We've found a system
that will work, we think. You see, if today we can see
what we will develop tomorrow, we will be a day ahead,
and then if we see what comes the day after, we'll be
two days. In a week we should have the thing solved. It
is only that it becomes so annoying to remember—this
‘may be the decision day, and I do not know it. And Bob
is working hard to find my decisions, because I have so
few lines beyond this December, apparently. He has
plenty of sound lines leading on through next year.

“That seems to make my case the more imperative,
for I do not want to die when life is so near. Yet we can-
not know even this, for the paths twine and twist, and it
may be that my decision point to the long trail I seek is
in December. And, similarly, it may be that the decision
point Bob seeks—is tomorrow. We cannot guess, we
cannot know, who is in the more desperate position, the
more immediately threatened state.

“ ‘But tomorrow we will advance faster, because we
have determined as inflexibly as our determination to
place that newspaper on the stand, that we shall hereaf-
ter, invariably, put on the blackboard there the discover-
ies of the day, and the progress made. That, we think,
will clear up the images.’
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““Will clear up the images?’ T asked in some surprise.
ause, you remember, Dwight, that it instantly
cleared up the newspaper images.

“Hugh looked a little worried.

““Will,” he replied. “You see, it didn’t so very much at
first, for some reason. I can’t quite— But at any rate, by
watching our progress that we are to make, we will
make swift advance to the discovery of the secret, and
long life.”

“It seemed so clear, so true, so logical. If they could
steal the inventions of a million years in the future,
could they not spy on their own progress of the next day
and the next? So simple, so logical an advance.

“But they missed one thing. There were many, many
things they could try, and though they inflexibly deter-
mined that they would write on the blackboard the prog-
ress of the day, and did, the blackboard was blurred
white and gray on the screen. For each of the thousand
things they might try was there, you see, and from the
first day two pmbabiliﬁes entered; that they deciphered,
and tried one of those courses, and that they did not de-
cipher the next day’s work, and had to develop it direct-
ly.

“Three times they read that blackboard. Each time
the next day’s blackboard read: ‘Did work shown by fu-
ture image yesterday.’ So, when they did read it, remem-
ber, they saw only a day's work done, and the day’s
work was yet to be done, though they knew what it must
be. If you are a repairman and know that tomorrow you
must change the clutch plates and put in new transmis-
sion gears, that knowledge does not eliminate the opera-
i

ion.

“They thought it might spare them the blind alleys.
But one of those days’ work was a blind alley that they
were forced to rip out the next.

“I was called over one day, the third time they read
that blackboard, and they showed it to me. There were
‘many, many images on it, and only one was legible, be-
cause it was very, very brief, and written very large.

“Hugh smiled lopsidedly at me when  came in. “Well,
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John, I think we’ve found one of my decision points,” he

said.

““What! Got those near futures cleared up?” T was
immensely pleased. They'd advanced a lot, you know,
since I first saw the instrument. Their near-future imag-
es were sometimes quite readable; their selectivity had
been increased a thousandfold. But there was stll a misti-
ness a sort of basic mistiness.

0" Darnell interrupted. ‘We read the blackboard.
Come—you can see it.’

“I did. It was quite easy to read, because Hugh had *
always been the one to write on the board, and his writ-
ing was cramped and neat. On many of those images the
wriung was cramped and neat. But on many others it

a broad, looping scrawl—Darnell’s hand. It said
slmply “Hugh Kerry killed today. May God have mercy

“l swnl]owed hm’d before I spoke. ‘There’s a lot of
images there, Huj

““Yes, but it's a decision point. Bob has sworn, and
determined by all that's holy, he'll write the full facts on
the case tomorrow, and not that message. The message

still sticks, and none other has appeared. It's a decision

point—and may God have mercy on me, too, for I don’t
know what that decision must be. It won't even tell me
whether to stay indoors here or stay out of here.”

“Dwight, that is the thing that pressed and pressed on
them. It was like the old Chinese water torture, and
cach day was a drop of water that fell, and they were
bound to the wheel of time that cannot stop or be
stopped. They had now the vision to see across that
wheel to another day and another age—but they could
not slow that progress through time, nor speed it by a
‘whit.

“The days must come, and they must go, for all their
Kknowledge of time. And the sun that day sank, as it had
a thousand thousand thousand times before, and would
a thousand thousand thousand times again, and it rose
on a new day. No force, nor will, nor wish could stay
that progress; the day must come. And Hugh could not
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know, because the message was so stubborn, whether his
decision lay in that laboratory or out in the open.

“I could not leave them. Yet I had to, because time
still went on, and the courts went on. I left, on a case I
know not the faintest detail of, save that I fought it with a
bitter determination to win, and somehow won it.

“It was four thirty when I got back to the laboratory.
Bob Darnell met me, and his face was white and tense.
“Hugh?” I asked.

“*He's gone over to Teckno Products for some appa-
ratus,’ said Darnell quietly. ‘He wouldn’t let me go. He
ought to be back. Come into the laboratory. I've been
‘watching his trails.”

“I went with him into the laboratory where the rustle
and hum of the machine, and the fiickering, greenish
light of the screen made it seem a sorcerer’s lair of nec-
romancy. Bob looked at the screen, then he turned to
me with an unpleasant grin. “I’s blank, John. Those are
Hugh. Kerry's trails one year from today,’ he said. He
walked over to the blackboard very slowly, like an au-
tomaton, and picked up a piece of chalk. Slowly he
erased the words on the slate, and in a round, broad
scrawl he wrete “Hugh Kerry killed today. May God
have mercy on

Boby I said, ‘Bob—that's the message you swore
you wouldn’t write. Erase it—wait till we know, till we
know what happen:d to him so we can write the details.
That may—’

“‘Save him?" asked Bob bitterly. ‘What mnﬁer now?
He’s dead now. But if you like, we can find the details.
But nothing will do any good at all, because he's dead
now, anyway. What good will it do to change that mes-
sage? He's already taken the wrong trail, and reached
the end, John. But I'll find out—"

“He called up the police. He asked if they knew what
had happened to Hugh Kerry, how he had been killed.

“The telephone was a noisy one, always had been,
and T heard the answer where I stood. ‘Hugh Kerry, eh?
T have no report on anyone by that name. What makes
you think he’s been killed, and how?’
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“‘He must be dead by this time,” said Bob. ‘Ask
your men, please, I—

““The other desk man,‘ said the man on the tele-
phone, just got a call, and he says if you're looking for
a guy named Hugh Kerry, he was just killed by a girl
driver at Fourteenth and Seventh. He stepped out from
behind a parked car right— Say, who's calling?’

““Thanks, officer. Robert Darnell calling, from One
Forty-three East Eighty-seventh. P'm going right over to
the scene—’

“We went over in my car, got there pretty quickly,
but the ambulance had already t fugh Kerry an
the girl driver away. We heard from her later. Hugh had
simply walked right into the side of her car, practically
tripped over her running board. She was in the hospital
with hysterics then. She kept saying he looked so sur-
prised—as though somebody had suddenly explained
something to him. Somebody had, you see—a surpris-
ingly easy answer to a complex problem.

“Bob Darnell tried to get his car, that Hugh had driv-
en over to Teckno Products in, but the police picked
him up. T wasn’t a criminal lawyer, and I had to go
downtown and get Bill Poole, a classmate of mine, to
come and help him out.

“It was a bad problem, too, we found out. Three
weeks before, Hugj\ Kerry had taken out a one-year-
term insurance policy for a hundred thousand dollars.
And it had a double-indemnity clause in case of acci-
dental death. The insurance company was fighting for
their two hundred thousand dollars, and the police were
fighting for a murder charge. Because, you.remember,
Bob Darnell had said over the telephone: ‘He must be
dead by this time.”

“The time machine was too wild. We couldn’t get any
clear images to show them anything to speak of. But, fin-
ally, they had to let Bob go, because it's awfully difficult
to prove murder when a man is killed in an automobile
accident at one end of town, and a man you're accusing
is calling the police stk o b bihers A they
never tried to involve the poor girl who was the direct
instrument of death.
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“T went back with Bob Darnell, when they released
him. T was with him when he started up the machine,
and looked at his trails. There were only five left, be-
cause Hugh Kerry’s trails were gone, now, and they had
crossed and intertwined with Bob Darnells, of course.

‘The long trail was there, and one other sane trail—that
enr,lled in three years. The other three were all insane

“Bob went to work harder than ever, and because P'd
gotten behind in my work while Bob was tied up, I, too,
had to go to work harder than ever. It was three weeks
before I could even get around to the laboratory.

“Bob Darnell greeted me at the door when I came.
He had one of those slip chains on the door, and opened
it only a crack when he let me in. ‘Those insurance peo-
ple kept bothering me,” he explained. ‘They want to see
what I'm doing all the time. They aren’t going to,
though.”

“I looked at him, and his eyes and forechead were

wed up in worry and concentration,

93 ‘John,” he said finally, ‘you know it's too bad Hugh
went after that apparatus Teckno was making. I got it
and put it in, and they didn’t make it right at all. I think
‘maybe they're trying to make me order more so they can
see how this works. I shouldn’t have told the police
about my chronoscope. But I put the-apparatus in, and T
think I got it in right, and, John, it makes the near-fu-
ture images better, but what do you think—it cuts out
some of the long-range tracks. It won't show them all
now.”

“His voice scemed quite annoyed, and rather petu-
Tant, I thought.

“It won't?” 1 said, quite softly, T think. ‘Let me see.’

““No. It won't show them right. There are five. I saw.
’em myself. But this thing won’t work right. It cuts out
four of them, and only shows one little short one. There’s
something wrong with it. T figured out what once, but T
can't seem to remember any more. But I don't like
Teckno any more, and I won't buy anylhmg from 'em any
more I'm going to make 'em take this

“Help me disconnect it, John? Y e



160 THE BEST OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL

the chronoscope works; T can’t seem to find the connec-
tions since I put in the wrong stuff Teckno made. I've
been so worried, John, with the insurance company
ering me, and this not working right.’

It sn't working right, ch? L asked. ‘There’s only one
trail left? Well, you know, Bob, they change.

‘No. There ought to be five trails. I know, cause I

saw. ‘em,’ he said decisively.

“So I went into the laboratory with him, and I looked
at the screen, and there was only one trail, as he had
said. It was as I had expected since I entered the house
that day. I told Bob then that I couldn’t help him any
more, but that I had a friend who might be able to,
though T wasn’t sure. So I went away and brought your
father, Dwight, who was, as I told you, the only other
man who ever saw the chronoscope or the drawings of

it.

“He helped me take it apart and break up the parts
that might have been revealing.

John Grantland paused a long minute, his head sunk
forward on his chest. He raised it slowly and added, as
though an afterthought: “We were glad it was a very
short track. It could have been so long—"

wight Edwards rose slowly, dropping his papers on
Grantland’s desk. He sighed as he tuned away. “The
world doesn’t need all its Faradays, does it?” And as he
walked through the door, “You'll take care of those pa-
pers for me—



Forgetfulness

RON THULE, THE astronomer, stood in the lock gate and
looked down across the sweep of gently rolling land.
Slowly, he breathed in the strange, tangy odors of this
planet. There was something of a vast triumph in his
eyes, and something of sorrow. They had been here now
scarcely five hours, and the sun was still low in the east,
rising slowly. Out beyond, above the western horizon, a
pale ghost of the strange twin world of this planet, Tess
than a third of a million miles distant, seemed a faint,
luminous cloud in the deep, serene blue of the sky.

Tt was triumph, for six long years of travel, at a speed
close to that of light, lay behind them; three and a half
Tight years distant was Pareeth, and the crowding people
who had buikt and launched the mighty two-thousand-
five-hundred-foot interstellar cruiser that had brought
this little band of one hundred. Launched in hope and
striving, seeking a new sun with new planets, new worlds
to colonize. More than that, even, for this new-found
planet was a stepping-stone to other infinities beyond.
Ten years of unbroken travel was the maximum any
ship they could build would endure. They had found a
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planet; in fact, nine planets. Now, the range they might
explore for new worlds was extended by four light-

years.

And there was sorrow there, too, for there was a
race here now. Ron Thule turned his eyes toward the lit-
tle clustering village nestled in the swale of the hills, a
village of simple, rounded domes of some opalescent,
glassy material. A score of them straggled irregularly
g the mighty, decp-green trees that shaded them

om the morning sun, twenty-foot domes of pearl and
rose o T Th deep green of the trees and the soft
green of the mosslike grass that covered all the low,
rounded hills made it very beautiful; the sparkling colors
of the little gardens about the domes gave it further en-
chantment, It was a lovely spot, a spot where space-wea-
ried, interstellar wanderers might rest in delight.

Such it was. There was a race on this planet the men
of Parceth had found after six long years of space, six
years of purring, humming atomic engines and echoing
gray, steel fabric that carried and protected them. Harsh
utility of giant girders and rubbery flooring, the snoring
drone of forty quadrillion horsepower of atomic engines.
It was replaced now by the soft coolness of the grassy
land; the curving steel of the girders gave way to the
brown of arching trees; the stern ceiling of steel plates
gave way to the vast, blue arch of a planet’s atmo-
sphere. Sounds died away in infinitudes where there was
1o steel to echo them back; the unending drone of the
mighty engines had become breezes stirring, rustling
leaves—an invitation to rest.

The race that lived here had long since found it such,
it scemed. Ron Thule looked across the little vmage of
domes to the largest of them, perhaps thirty feet acr
Commander Shor Nun was there with his uchmo!ogisl
and anthropologist, and half-a-score of the men of this
planet. Rhth, they called it.

The conference was breaking up now. Shor Nun ap-
peared, tall and powerful, his muscular figure in trim In-
terstellar Expedition uniform of utilitarian, silvery gray.
Behind him came the other two in uniform—young,
powerful men of Pareeth, selected for this expedition be-
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canse of physical and mental perfecton, as was every
man o

il Seun, the man of Rhth. He was taller,
slimmer, an almost willowy figure. His lean body was
clothed in an elastic, close-fitting suit of golden stuff,
while over his shoulders a glowing, magnificently shim-
mering cape of rich blue was thrown. Five more of these
men came out, each in a golden suit, but the draped
capes glowed in deep reds, and rich greens, blues and vi-
olets. They walked leisurely beside the men of Parceth.
An unconscious force made those trimly uniformed men.
walk in step between the great, arching trees.

They camenear and Shor Nun called out, “Is the expe-
dition read;
From '.he forward lock, Toth Mour replied, “Aye,
commandr.r Twenty-two men. What do these people
say?”

Shor Nun shook his head slightly, “That we may look
as we wish. The city is deserted. I cannot understand

em. What arrangements have you made?”

“The men you mentioned are coming. Each head of
department, save Ron Thule. There will be no work for
the astronomer.”

“I will come, Shor Nun,” called out the astronomer,
softly. “I can sketch; I would be interested.”

“Well enough, as you like. Toth Mour, call the men
into formation; we will start at once. The day varies in
length, but is some thirteen hours long at this season, I
am told.”

Ron Thule leaped down to the soft turf and walked
over toward the group. Seun looked at him slowly and
smiled. The man of Rhth looked taller from this dis-
tance, nearly six and a third feet in height. His face was
tanned to a golden color that came near to matching the
gold of his clothing. His eyes were blue and very deep.
They seemed uncertain—a little puzzled, curious about
these men, curious about the vast, gray bulk that had
settled like a grim shadow over the low hill. Half a mile
in length, four hundred feet in diameter, it loomed near-
ly as large as the age-old, eroded hills it had berthed on.
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He ran a slim-fingered hand through the glinting golden
hair that curled in unruly locks above a broad, smoot
TOW. g
“There is something for an astronomer in all this
world, T think.” He smiled at Ron Thule. “Are not cli-
‘mate and soils and atmospheres the province of astrono-

my, too?”

“The chemists know it better,” Ron Thule replied,
and wondered slightly at his replying. He knew that the
man of Rhth had not spoken, simply that the thought
had come to be in his mind. “Each will have his special
work, save for me. I will look at the city. They will look
“at the buildings and girders and the carvings or mecha-
nisms, as is their choice. I will look at the city.”

Uneasily; he moved away from the group, started alone
across the field. Uneasiness settled on him when he was
near this Seun, this descendant of a race that had been
great ten millions of years before his own first sprang

m the swamps. Cheated bei t0 8 glory e milion
years lost

The lBW. green roll of the hill fell behind him as he
climbed the grassy flank. Very slowly before his cyes,
the city lifted into view. Where the swelling curve of the
hill faded softly into the infinite blue of the sky, first one
little point, then a score, then hundreds appeared, as he
walked up the crest—the city.

Then he stood on the crest. The city towered before
im, fve miles away across the genty roling green
swale. Titan city of a Titan racel The towers glowed
Wih st firs opalosconce L 11 goldes Tight o e
sun. How long, great gods of this strange world, how
long had they stood thus? Three thousand feet they rose

the level of age-sifted soil at their bases, three
thousand feet of mighty mass, stupendous buildings of
the giants long dead.

The strange little man from a strange little world cir-
cling a dim, forgotten star looked up at them, and they
did not know, or care. He walked toward them, watched
them climb into the blue of the sky. He crossed the
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broad green of the land, and they grew in their uncaring

‘majest
Sh:er, colossal mass, Immeasurable weights and load-
ing they were—and they seemed to float there on the

grace of a line and a curve‘ ha]f in the deep blue of the
sky, half touching the warm, bright green of the land.
They floated still on the strength of a dream dreamed by
a man dead these millions of years. A brain had
dreamed in terms of lines and curves and sweeping
planes, and the brain had built in terms of opal crystal
and vast masses. The mortal mind was buried under un-
known ages, but an immortal idea had swept life into
the dead masses it molded—they lived and floated still
on the memory of a mighty glory. The glory of the race—

The race that lived in twenty-foot, rounded domes.

The astronomer turned. Hidden now by the rise of
the verdant land was one of the villages that rnce built
today. Low, rounded things, built, perhaps, of this same,
strange, gleaming crystal, a secret half-remembered
from a day that must have been—

e city flamed before him. Across ten—or was it
twenty—thousand - millenniums, the thought of the
builders reached to this man of another race. A builder
who thought and dreamed of a mighty future, marching
on, on forever in the aisles of time. He must have
looked from some high, wind-swept balcony of the city
to a star-sprinkled sky—and seen the argosies of space:
mighty treasure ships that swept back to this remem-
bered home, coming in from the legion worlds of space,
from far stars and unknown, clustered suns; Tnan ships,
burdened with strange cargoes of unguessed thiny

And the city peopled itself before him; thol kit
stirred in a moment's flash. It was the day of Rhth’s glo-
ry then! Mile-long ships hovered in the blue, settling,
slow, slow, home from worlds they'd circled. Familiar
sights, familiar sounds, greeting their men again.
Flashing darts of silver that twisted through mazes of the

r air, the soft, vast music of the mighty city. The
builder lived, and looked out across his dream—

But, perhaps, from his height in the looming towers
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he could see across the swelling ground to the low,
rounded domes of his people, his far descendants seek-
ing the friendly shelter of the shading trecs—

Ron Thule stood among the buildings of the city. He
trod a pavement of soft, green moss, and looked behind
to the swell of the land. The wind had laid this pave-
ment. The moving air was the only force that main-
tained the city’s walks. A thousand thousand years it has
swept its gatherings across the plain, and deposited them
as an offering at the base of these calm towers. The land
had built up slowly, age on age, till it was five hundred
feet higher than the land the builder had seen.

But his dream was too well built for time to melt
away. Slowly time was burying it, even as long since,
time had buried him. The towers took no notice. They
dreamed up to the blue of the skies and waited. They
were patient; they had waited now a million, or was it
ten million years? Some day, some year, the builders
must return, dropping in their remembered argosies
from the far, dim reaches of space, as they had once
these ages gone. The towers waited; they were faithful to
their trust. They had their memories, memories of a
mighty age, when giants walked and worlds beyond the

paid tribute to the city. Their builders would come
again. Till then, naught bothered them in their silence.

But where the soft rains of a hundred thousand gener-
ations had drained from them, their infinite endurance
softened to its gentle touch. Etched channels and round-
ed gutters, the mighty carvings dimming, rounding, their
powerful features betrayed 7 i A Perhaps—it
had been so long—so long—even the city was forgetting
what once it was. They had wmled these towers, for—

And the builders walked in the shade of the trees, and
built rounded domes. And a mew race of builders was
come, a race the city did not notice in its age-long quiet.
Ron Thule looked up to them and wondered if it were
‘meant to be that his people should carry on the dream
begun so long ago.

Softened by the silence, voices from the expedition
reached him. “—diamond won’t scratch it, Shor Nun—
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‘more elastic than beryl steel. Tough——" That was Dee
Lun, the metallurgist. He would learn that secret some-
how. They would all learn. And Shor Nun, commander,
executive, atomic engineer, would learn the secrets that
their power plants must hold. The dream—the city’s life
—would go on!

Ron Thule wandered on. No duty his, today; no re-
sponsibility to study carefully the form and tun of
sweeping line, the hidden art that floated ten millions of
tons of mass on the grace of a line. That for the
archaologist and the engineer. Nor his to study the cun-
ning form of brace and girder, the making of the pearly
walls. That for the metallurgist and the chemist.

Seun was beside him, looking slowly about the great av-
enues that swept away into slim canyons in the distance.

“Your people visited ours, once,” said Ron Thule
softly. “There are legends, the. gelden gods that came to
Pareeth, bringing gifts of fire and the bow and the ham-
mer. The myths have endured through two millions of
our years—four and a half millions of yours. With fire
and bow and hammer my people climbed to civilization.
With atomic power they blasted themselves back to the
swamps. Four times they climbed, discovered the secret
of the atom, and blasted themselves back to the swamps.
Yet all the changes could not efface the thank-
fulness to the golden gods, who came when Pareeth was
young.”

Seun nodded slowly. His unspoken thoughts formed
clear and sharp in the astronomer's mind. “Yes, I know.
Tt was the city builders. Once, your sun and ours circled
in a system as a double star. A wandering star crashed
through that system, breaking it, and in the breaking
making planets. Your sun circled away, the new-formed
planets cooling; our Sun remained, these worlds cooling
till the day life appeared. We are twin races, born of the
same stellar birth. The city builders knew that, and
sought your worlds. They were a hundred thousand
light-years distant, in that time, across all the width of
the galaxy, as the two suns circled in separate orbits
about the mass of the galaxy.
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“The city builders went to see your race but once.
They had meant to return, but before the return was
A they had interfered in the history of another race,
helping them. For their reward the city builders were at-
tacked by their own weapons, by their own pupils. N

er again have we disturbed another race.”

“Across the galaxy, though. The Great Year—how
could they—so many s

“The problem of multiple bod!es'l The city builders
solved it; they traced the orbits of all the suns of all
space; they knew then what sun must once have circled
with ours.” The mathematics of it—I have forgotten—I
cannot develop it. I am afraid I cannot answer your
thoughts. My people have forgotten so many things the
city builders knew.

“But your people seck entrance to the buildings. T
know the city, all its ways and entrances. The drifting soil
has covered every doorway, save those that once were
used for the great airships. They are still unblocked. I
know of one at this level, I think, Perhaps—"

Ron Thule walked slowly back toward the group. Seun
was speaking with Shor Nun, and now they angled off
across the city. Their voices hushed; their footfalls were
lost in the silence that brooded endlessly over the
towers. Down timeless avenues they marched, a tiny
band in the valley of the Titans. The towers marched on
and on, on either side, up over low hills, beyond the ho-
rizon. Then, before them, in the side of one of the milky
walls a great opening showed. Some five feet above the
level of the drifted soil, it led into the vast, black maw of
the building. The litle party grouped at the base, then,
laboriously, one of the engineers boosted and climbed
his way to the threshold and dropped a rope to a com-
panion.

Seun stood a bit apart, till Shor Nun lifted himself up
to the higher level and stood on the milky floor. Then
the man of Rhth seemed to glow slightly; a golden haze
surrounded him and he floated effortlessly up from the
ground and into the doorway.
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The engineers, Shor Nun, all stood frozen, watching
him. Seun slopped, turned, half-smiling. “How? It is the
Iathan, the suit I we:

t defies ynvlty'[" asked Shor Nun, his dark eyes
narwwmg in keenest interest.

“Defies gravity? No, it does not defy, for gravity is a
natural law. The city builders knew that. They made
these suits shortly before they left the city. The lathan
simply bends gravity to will. The mechanism is in the fil-
aments of the back, servant to a wish. Its operation—I
know only vague principles. I—I have forgotten so
‘much. I will try to explain——"

Ron Thule felt the thoughts parading through his
mind: Nodes and vibrations, atoms and less than atoms,
a strange, invisible fabric of woven strains that were not
there. His mind rebelled. Vague, inchoate stirrings
ideas that had no clarity; the thoughts were formless and
indistinct, uncertain of themselves. They broke off.

“We have forgotten so much of the things the city
builders knew, their arts and techniques,” Seun ex-
plained. “They built things and labored that things
might surround and protect them, so |hey thought, They
labored generations that this city might be. They strove
and thought and worked, and built fleets that smled be-
yond the farthest star the clearest night reveals. They
brought here their gains, their hard-won treasures—that
they might build and make to protect these things.

“They were impermanent things, at best. How ltl is
left of their five-million-year striving. We have no things
today, nor any protecting of things. And we have forgot-
ten the arts they developed to protect and understand
these things. And with them, I am sorry, I have lorgol—
ten the thwghts that make the lathan understandable.”

Shor Nun nodded slowly, turned to his party. Ron
Thule looked back from this slight elevation, down the
long avenue. And his eyes wandered aside to this des-
cendant of the mighty dreamers, who dreamed no more.

“Seek passages to lower levels,” said Shor Nun's
voice. “Their records, their main interest must have cen-
tered near the ancient ground level. The engineers—we
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will seek the lowest, subsurface levels, where the powers
and the forces of the city must have been generated.
Come.”

The opalescent light that filtered through the walls of
the building faded to a rose dusk as they burrowed deeper
into the vast pile. Corridors branched and turned; rooms
and offices dust littered and barren opened from them.
Down the great two-hundred-foot corridor by which
they had entered, ships had once floated, and at the
heart of the building was a cavernous place where these
ships had once rested—and rested stilll Great, dim
shapes, half-seen in the misted light that filtered through
wall on translucent wall.

The room blazed suddenly with the white light of half
a dozen atomic torches, and the opalescent walls of the
room reflected the flare across the flat, dusty sweep of
the great floor. Two-score smooth shapes of
lines clustered on the floor, a forgotten company of trav-
elers that had stopped here, once; when the city roared
in triumphant life. A powdery, gray dust covered their
crystal hulls.

Slowly, Shor Nun walked toward the nearest of them,
a slim, thirty-foot-long private ship, waiting through
eternity for a forgotten hand. The open lock at the side
lighted suddenly at the touch of his foot, and soft lights
appeared throughout the ship. Somewhere a soft, low
humming began, and faded into silence in a moment.
“Drus Nol—come with me. Seun, do you know the
‘mechanism of these ships?”

‘The man of Rhth hesitated, then shook his head slow-
ly. “I cannot explain it.” He sighed. “They will not
function now; they drew their power from the central
plant of the city, and that has ceased operation. The last
of the city builders shut it down as they left.”

The men of Pareeth entered the ship hesitantly, and
even while they walked toward the central control cabin
at the nose, the white lighting dimmed through yellow,
and faded out. Only their own torches remained. The
stored power that had lain hidden in some cells aboard
this craft was gone in a last, fitful glow. Somewhere soft,
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muffled thuds of relays acted, switching vainly to seek
charged, emergency cells. The lights flared and died,
flared and vanished. The questing relays relaxed with a
tired click.

Dust-shrouded mechanism, etched in the light of flar-

ing torches, greeted their eyes, hunched bulks, and
gleaming tubes of glassy stuff that, by its sparkling, fiery
life must be other than any glass they knew, more nearly
km to the brilliant refraction of the diamon

e power plant,” said Shor Nun softly, “I think we

had best look at that first. These are probably decayed;
there might still be some stored power in the central
plant they could pick up and give us a fatal shock. The
insulation here—"

But the city builders had built well. There was no sign
of frayed and age-rotted insulation. Only slight gray dust
lay in torn blankets, tender fabric their movements

STk slowly toward the far end of the room,
rounding the silent, lightless bulks of the ancient ships.
The dust of forgotten ages stirred softly in his wake, set-
tled behind him. The men of Parceth gathered in his
steps, followed him toward the far wall.

A doorway opened there, and they entered a small
room. The archwologist’s breath whistled: the four
walls were decorated with friezes of the history of the
race that had built, conquered and sailed a universe—
and lived in domes under sheltering trees,

Seun saw his interest, touched a panl at his side.
Soundlessly, a door slid from the wall, clicked softly,
and completed the fricze on that wall. The archzologist
was sketching swifty, speaking o the chemist and the
photographer as he worked. The torches flared higher
for a moment, and the men moved about in the twenty-
foot room, making way for the remembering eye of the
little camera.

As Seun touched another stud, the door slid back into
the wall The room of the ships was gone. Hastly, the
men of Parceth turned to S

Will that levator work. sa!ely to raise us again? You
said the power was cut off—
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“There is stored power. Nearly all has leaked away,
but it was designed to be sufficient to run all this city
and all its ships, wherever they might be, for seven days.

ere is power enough. And there are foot passages if
you fear the power will not be sufficient. This is the low-
est level; this is the level of the machines, the heart of
the city—nearly one thousand feet below the level at
‘which we entered.”

“Are the machines, the power plant, in this building?”

“There is only one building, here beneath the ground.
Ttis the city, but it has many heads. The power plant is
off here, 1 think. It has been a long time since I came
this way. T was young then, and the city builders fasci-
nated me. Their story is interesting and—"

“Interesting—" The thought seemed to echo in Ron
Thule’s mind, The story of the conquest of the universe,
the story of achievement such as his race could only
dream of yet. They had dreamed—and done! And that,
to their descendants, that was—interesting. Interesting
to this dark, strange labyrinth of branching corridors,
and strange, hooded bulks. Production machinery, he
knew, somehow, production machinery that forgotten
workmen had hooded as they stepped away temporarily
—for a year or two, perhaps till the waning population
should increase again and make new demands on it.
Then great storerooms, bundled things that might be
needed, spare parts, and stored records and deeds. Li-
braries of dull metal under gray dust. The unneeded ef-
forts of a thousand generations, rotting in this quiet dark
that he, Ron Thule, and his companions had disturbed
with the moment’s rush of atomic flame.

Then the tortuous corridor branched, joined others,
became suddenly a great avenue descending into the
power room, the heart of the city and all that it had
meant. They waited still, the mighty engines the last of
the builders had shut down as he left, waited to. start
again the work they had dropped for the moment, tak-
ing a well-carned rest. But they must have grown tired
in that rest, that waiting for the resurgence of their mas-
ters. They glowed dimly under the thin blankets of
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grayed dust, reflecting the clear brilliance of the prying
light.

Shor Nun halted at the gate, his engineer beside him.
Slowly, Seun of Rhth paced into the great chamber. “By
the golden gods of Pareeth, Drus Nol, do you see that
insulation—those buss-bars!”

“Five million volts, if it's no better than we build,”
the engineer said, “and I suppose they must be busses,
though, by the stars of space, they look like columns!
They're twenty-five feet through. But, man, man, the

£ must be a ge it’s no longer
than the busses it energizes.”

“When the generator operated,” Seun’s thoughts
came, “the field it created ran through the bars, so that
they, t00, became nearly perfect conductors. The gener-
ator supplied the city, and its ships, wherever in all
space they might be.” And the further thought came
into their minds, “It was the finest thing the city builders

Shor Nun stepped over the threshold. His eyes fol-
Towed the immense busses, across in a great loop to a
dimly spasling ewich pancl,then i) and down to a
thing in the center of the h:

Shar N ctiod out, Tanghed ad sobtiod all at oo
moment. His hands clawed at his eyes; he fell to his
knees, groaning. “Don’t look—by the gods, don’t look

as

ed.
Drus Nol l‘:aped forward, bent at his side. Shor Nun's
feet moved in slow arcs through the dust of the fioor,
and his hands covered his face.

Seun of Rhth stepped over to him with a strange de-
liberation that yet was speed. “Shor Nun,” came his
thought, and the man of Pareeth s'nlghlened under it,
“stand up.”

Slowly, like an automaton, the commander of the ex-
pedition rose, twitching, his hands falling to his sides.
His eyes were blank, white things in their sockets, and
horrible to look at,

“Shor Nun, look at me, turn your eyes on me,” said
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Seun. He stood half a head taller than the man of Pa-
reeth, very slim and straight, and his eyes scemed to
glow in the light that surrounded him.

s though pulled by a greater force, Shor Nun’s eyes
turned slowly, and first their brown edges, then the pup-
ils showed again. The frozen madness in his face re-
laxed; he slumped softly into a more natural position—
and Seun looked away.

Uns eaduy. Shor Nun sat down on a great angling

m. “Don’t look for the end of those busses, Drus N
—lt is not good. They knew all the universe, and the
ends of it, long before they built this city. The things
these men have forgotten embrace all the knowledge our
race has, and a thousand thousand times more, and yet
they have the ancient characteristics that made certain
things possible to the city builders. T do not know what
that thing may be, but my eyes had to follow it, and it
‘went into another dimension. Seun, what is that thing?”

“The generator supplied the power for the city, and
for the ships of the city, wherever they might be in
space. In all the universe they could draw on the power
of that generator, through that sorgan unit. That was the
master unit; from it flowed the power of the generator,
instantancously, to any ship in all space, so long as its
corresponding unit was tuned. It created a field rotating”

and the minds of his hea(m refused the term—
“which involves, as well, time

ity ‘made, the first day it was
built, it circled to the ultimate end of time and the uni-
verse, and back to the day it was built. And in all that
sweep, every sorgan unit tuned to it must follow. The
power that drove it died when the city was deserted, but
it is still making the first revolution, which it made and
completed in the first hundredth of a second it existed.

“Because it circled to the end of time, it passed this
moment in its swing, and every other moment that ever
is to be. Were you to wipe it out with your mlghhesl
atomic blast, it would not be disturbed, for it is in the
next instant, as it was when it was built. And so it is at
the end of time, unchanged. Nothing in space or time
can alter that, for it has already been at the end of time.
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That is why it rotates still, and will rotate when this
world dissolves, and the stars die out and scatter as dust
in space. Only when the ultimate equality is established,
when no more change is, or can be will it be at rest—for
then other things will be equal to it, all space equated to
it, because space, too, will be unchanged through time,

“Since, in its first swing, it turned to that time, and
‘back to the day it was built, it radiated its power to the
end of space and back. Anywhere, it might be drawn on,
and was drawn on by the ships that sailed to other

“Ron Thule glanced very quickly toward and away
from the sorgan unit. It rotated motionlessly, twinkling
and winking in swift immobility. It was some ten feet in
diameter, a round spheroid of rigidly fixed coils that
slipped away and away in flashing speed. His eyes twist-
ed and his thoughts seemed to freeze as he looked at it.
Then he seemed to see beyond and throllgh it, as though
it were an infinite window, to ten thousand other immo-
bile, swiftly spinning coils revolving i B oot i armony,
and beyond them to strange stars and worlds beyond the
suns—a thousand cities such as this on a thousand plan-
ets: the empire of the city builders!

And the dream faded—faded as that dream in stone
and crystal and metal, everlasting reality, had faded in
the softness of human tissue.

The ship hung motionless over the towers for a long
moment. Sunlight, reddened as the stars sank behind the
far hills, flushed their opalescent beauty with a soft tint,
softened even the harsh, utilitarian gray of the great, in-
terstellar cruiser above them into an idle, rosy dream. A
dream, perhaps, such as the towers had dreamed ten
thousand times ten thousand times these long ons they
had waite

Ron Thule looked down at them, and a feeling of sat-
lsfacllon and fulfillment came to him. Pareeth would
send her children. A colony here, on this ancient world
would bring a new, stronger blood to wash up in a great
tide, to carry the ideals this race had forgotten to new
heights, new achievements, Over the low hills, visible
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from this elevation, lay the simple, rounded domes of
the people of Rhth—Seun and his little clan of half a
hundred—the dwindling representatives of a once-great
race.

1t would mean death to these people—these last des-
cendants. A new world, busy with a great work of re-
conquering this system, then all space! They would
have no time to protect and care for these forgetful
ones; these people of Rhth inevitably would dwindle
swiftly in a strange, busy world. They who had forgotten
progress five millions of years before; they who had
been untrue to the dream of the city builders.

It was for Pareeth, and the sons of Pareeth to carry
on the abandoned path again—

CONCLUSION OF THE REPORT
[E COMMITTEE

SUBMITTED BY SHOR NUN,
COMMANDER OF THE FIRST
INTERSTELLAR EXPEDITION

—thus it seemed wise to me that we leave at the end
of a single week, despite the objections of those mem-
bers of the expedition personnel who had had no oppor-
tunity to see this world. It was better not to disturb the
decadent inhabitants of Rhth in any further degree, and
better that we return to Pareeth with these reports as
soon as might be, since building operations would soon
commence on the twelve new ships.

T suggest that these new shlps be built of the new ma-
terial rhthite, superior to our best previous materials. As
has been shown by the incredible endurance of the
buildings of the city, this material is exceedingly stable,
and we have found it may be synthesized from the cheap-
est materials, saving many millions in the construction
work to be undertaken.

It has been suggested by a certain member of the ex-
pedition, Thon Raul the anthropologist, that we may un-
derestimate the degree of civilization actually retained
by the people of Rhth, specifically that it is possible that
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a type of civilization exists so radically divergent from
our own, that it is to us unrecognizable as civilization.
His suggestion of a purely mental civilization of a high
order seems untenable in the face of the fact that Seun,
a man well-respected by his fellows, was unable to pro-
ject his thoughts clearly at any time, nor was there any
evidence that any large proportion of his thoughts were
to himself of a high order of clarity. His answers were
typified by “I have forgotten the development—" or “It
is difficult for me to explain—" or “The exact mecha-
nism is not understood by all of us—a few historians——"

1t is, of course, impossible to disprove the assertion
that such a civilization is possible, but there arises in my
‘mind the question of advantage gained, it being a maxim
of any evolutionary or advancing process that the
change so made is, in some manner, beneficial to the
‘modified organism of society. Evidently, from the state-
ments made by Seun of Rhth, they have forgotten the
knowledge once held by the mighty race that built the
cities, and have receded to a state of repose without la-
bor or progress of any kind.

Thon Raul has mentioned the effect produced on me
by close observation of the sorgan mechanism, and fur-
ther stated that Seun was able to watch this same mech-
anism without trouble, and able to benefit me after my
unfortunate experience. I would point out that mental po-
tentialities decline extremely slowly; it is possible that
the present, decadent people have the mental potentiali-
ties, still inherent in them, that permitted the immense
civilization of the city builders.

1t lies there, dormant. They are lost for lack-of the
driving will that makes it effective. The Pareeth, the
greatest ship our race has ever built, is powered, fueled,
potentially mighty now—and inert for lack of a man's
driving will, since no one is at her helm.

So it is with them. Still, the mental capacity of the
race overshadows us. But the divine fire of ambition has
died. They rely wholly on materials and tools given
thern by a long-dead people, using even these in an au-
tomatic and uncomprehending way, as they o their cu-
rious flying suits.
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Finally, it is our conclusion that the twelve ships un-
der cousidemmm should be completed with all possible
speed, and the program as at present outlined carried
out in full; ie., seven thousand six hundred and thirty-
cight men and Women between the ages of eighteen and
twenty-cight will be selected on a basis of health, pre-
vious family history, personal character and ability as
delermmcd by psychological tests. These will be trans-

ogether with a basic list of necessities, to the
new planu, leaving in the early months of the coming

i years will be required for this trip. At the end of
the first year on the new planet, when some degree of
organization has been attained, one ship, refueled, will
return to Pareeth. At the end of the second year two
ships will return from Rhth with all data ncmlm\l.lawd in
that period. Thereafter, two will sail e

On Pareeth, new ships will be manufaclured at what-
ever rate seems practicable, that more colonists may be
sent as swiftly as they desire. It is suggested, however,
that, in view of the immense scientific advancements al-
ready seen in the cities of Rhth, no new ships be made
until'a ship returns with the reports of the first year's
studies, in order that any resultant scientific advances
‘may be incorporated.

The present crew of the Pareeth have proven them-
selves in every way competent, courageous and
cobiperative. As trained and experienced interstellar op-
erators, it is further suggested that the one hundred men
be divided among the thirteen ships to sail, the Pareeth
retaining at least fifty of her present crew and acting as
guide to the remainder of the fleet. Ron Thule, it is spa—
cifically requested, shall be astronomical commander of
the fieet aboard the flagship. His astronomical work in
positioning and calculating the new system has been of the
highest order, and his presence is vitally needed.

Signed by me, SHOR NUN,
this thirty-second day after
landing.
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UNANIMOUS REPORT OF THIE
COMMITTEE PAREETH
THE FIRST EXPEDITION TO THE
PLANET RHTH

The Committee of Pareeth, after due consideration of
the reports of Folder R127-s6-11, entitled “Interstellar
Exploration Reports, Expedition 1" do send to com-
‘mander of said expedition, Shor Nun, greetings.

The committee finds the reports highly satisfying,
both in view of the successful nature of the expedition,
and in that they represent an almost unanimous opinion,

Tn consequence, it is ordered that the ships designated
by the department of engineering plan as numbers
18834-18846 be constructed with all such speed as is

sible.

It is ordered that the seven thousand six hundred and
thirty-eight young people be chosen in the manner. pre-
scribed in the attached docket of details.

It is ordered that in the event of the successful termi-
nation of the new colonizing expedition, such arrange-
‘ments shall be made that the presem, decadent inhabitants
of the planet Rhth shall be allowed free and plenti-
ful land; that they shall be in no way molested or at-
tacked. Tt is the policy of this committee of Parecth that
this race shall be wards of the newly founded Rhth
State, to be protected and in all ways aided in their life,

‘We feel, further, a deep obligation to this race in that
the archmologist and anthropological reports clearly in-
dicate that it was the race known to them as the city
builders who first brought fire, the bow and the hammer
to our race in mythological times. Once their race gave
ours a foothold on the climb to civilization. It is our firm
policy that these last, decadent members of that great
race shall be given all protection, assistance and encour-
agement possible to tread again the climbing path.

It is ordered that the first colony cny en Rhth shall be

at the spot
maps as N'yor, as called in the lang\nge of the Rhth
people. near the point of landing of the first expedition.
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The nearby settlement of the Rhth people is not to be
molested in any way, unless military action is forced
upon the colonists.

It is ordered that if this condition shall arise, if the
Rhth people ob]ect m the proposed settlement at the
spot designated as N'yor, arbitration be attempted.

Should this measure prove ‘unsuccessful, military penal-
ties shall be exacted, but only to the extent found neces-
sary for effective action. The colonists shall aid in the
moving of the settlement of the Rhth people, if the Rhth
people do not desire to be near the city of the colonists.

any case, it is ordered that the colonists shall, in
way within their aid, advance and inspire the re-
‘maining people of Rhth.

1t is further ordered that Shor Nun, commander, shall
be plenipotentiary representative of the committee of
Pareeth, with all powers of a discretionary nature, his
command to be military and of unquestioned authority
until such time as the colony shall have been established
for a period of two years. There shall then have been es-
tablished a representative government of such nature
and powers as the colonists themselves find  suitable.

It is then suggested that this government, the State of
Rhth, shall exchange such representatives with the com-
mittee of Pnrecth as are suitable in the dealings of two
sovereign pow

Until the esmbhshment of the State of Rhth, it is fur-
ther ordered that-

The grassland rolled away very softly among the brown
boles of scattered trees. It scemed unchanged. The city
seemed unchanged, floating as it had a thousand thou-
sand years halfway between the blue of the sky and the
green of the planet. Only it was not alone in its opales-
cent beauty now; twelve great ships floated serene, mo-
tonless, above its towers, matching them in glowing col-

‘And on the low roll of tho hll a thirtcenth ship, £ray
and grim and scarred with cighteen years of nearly con-
tinuous space travel, rested. The locks moved; men
stepped forth into the light of the low, afternoon sun.
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To their right, the mighty monument of the city build-
ers; to their left, the low, rounded domes of the great
race’s descendants. Ron Thule stepped down from the
lock to join the eight department commanders who
stood looking across |oward the village among the trees.

Shor Nun turned slowly to the men with him, shook
his head, smiling. “I did not think to ask. I have no idea
what their life span may be. Perhaps the man we knew
as Seun has died. When I first landed here, T was a
young man. I am middle-aged now. That time may
‘mean old age and extinction to these people.”

“There is one man coming toward us now, Shor
Nun,” said Ron Thule softly. “He is floating on his—
‘what was that name?—it is a long time since I heard it.”

man came nearer leisurely; time seemed to mean
little to these people. The soft, blue glow of his suit
grew, and he moved a bit more rapidly, as though con-
scious of their |mpomnce “I—I think that is Seun,”
said the archmologist. “I have seen those pictures so
‘many times—"

Seun stood before them again, smiling the slow, easy
smile they had known twelve years before. Still he stood
slim and straight, his face lined only with the easy grav-
ings of humor and kindliness. He was as unchanged as
the grassland, as the eternal city. The glow faded as he
settled before them, noiselessly. “You haye come back
to Rhth, Shor Nun?”

“Yes, Seun. We promised you that when we left. And
with some of our people as well. We hope to establish a
colony here, near the ancient city; hope some day to
learn again the secrets of the city builders, to roam
space as they once did. Perhaps we will be able to occu-
Py some of the long-deserted buildings of the city and
bnng life to it again.”

penmnem colony?” asked Seun thoughtfully.

“Yes, Seun.

“There are many other cities here, on this planet,
nearly as large, equipped with all the things that made
this city, To my race the quiet of the unstirred air is very
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dear; could you not s casily establish your colony in
Shao—or Loun—any of the other places?”

Shor Nun shook his head slowly. “I am sorry, Seun.
We had hoped to live near you, that we might both dis-
cover again those forgotten secrets. We must stay here,
for this was the last city your people deserted; here in it
are all the things they ever bmlt. the last achievements
of the clly builders. We will aid you in moving your col-
ony if you wish, to some other meadowland near the
sea. All the world is the same to your people; only this
city was built in this way; it was the last to be deserted.”

Seun exhaled softly, looked at the ten men of Pareeth.

is mind seemed groping, feeling for something. His
deep blue eyes misted in thought, then cleared slowly as
Ron Thule watched. Slowly, they moved from man to
‘man of the group, pausing a moment at the anthropolo-
gist, catching Shor Nun’s gaze for an instant, centering
slowly on Ron Thule.

Ron Thule looked into the deep eyes for a moment,
for a long eternity—deep, clear eyes, like mountain lakes.
Subtly, the Rhthman’s face seemed to change as he
watched the eyes. The languor there changed, became a
sense of timelessness, of limitlessness. The pleasant, care-
free air became, somehow—different. It was the same, but
as the astronomer looked into those eyes, a new inter-
pretation came to him. A sudden, vast fear welled up in
him, so that his heart contracted, and a sudden tremor
came to his hands, “You have fmgottcn—" he mumbled
unsteadily. “Yes—but you

Seun smiled, the firm mouth relaxing in approval.
“Yes, Ron Thule. That is enough. T sought your mind.
Someone must understand. Remember that only twice in
the history of our race have we attempted to alter the
course of another’s history, for by that you will under-
stand what I must do.

Seun’s eyes turned away. Shor Nun was looking at
him, and Ron Thule realized, without quite understand-
ing his knowledge, that no time had elapsed for these
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others. Now he stood motionless, paralyzed with a new
understanding.

“We must stay here,” Seun’s mind voice spoke softly.
“I, too, had hoped we might live on this world togeth-
er, but we are too different. We are too far apart to be
50 near.”

“You do not wish to move?” asked Shor Nun sorrow-

e Jookest it e welys et ineselas Chpere
hovered closer now, forming, almost, a roof over this
contoreaoe grouad, “That would be, for the Souocil 18
say, T know. But I think they would agree with me, Shor
Noa.”

Vague pictures and ideas moved through their minds,
thoughts emanating from Seun’s mind. Slowly, his eyes
dropped from the twelve opalescent cruisers to the out-
stretched palm of his hand. His eyes grew bright, and the
lines of his face deepened in concentration. The air
seemed to stir and move; a tenseness of inaction came
over the ten men of Parecth and they moved restlessly.

Quite abruptly, a dazzling light appeared over Seun’s
hand, sparkling, myriad colors—and died with a_tiny,
erystalline clatter. Something lay in his upturned palm: a
round, small thing of aquamarine erystal, shot through
with veins and arteries of softly pulsing, silver light. It
moved and altered as they watched, fading in color,
changing the form and outline of light.

Again the tinkling, crystalline clatter came, and some
rearrangement had taken place. There lay in his hand a
tiny globe of ultimate night, an essence of darkness that
10 light could illumine, cased in a crystal surface. Stars
shone in it, from the heart, from the borders, stars that
moved and turned in majestic splendor in infinite small-
ness. Then faded.

Seun raised his eyes. The darkness faded from the
crystal in his hand, and pulsing, little veins of light ap-

ared in it. He raised it in his fingers, and nine of Pa-
reeth’s men fell back. Ron Thule looked on with frozen,
wooden face.
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A wave of blue haze washed out, caught and lifted
the men and carried them effortlessly, intangibly back
to the lock, through the lock. From the quiet of the
grasslands they were suddenly in the steel of the ship
that clanged and howled with alarms. Great engines bel-
Towed suddenly to life.

Ron Thule stood at the great, clear port light of the
Tock. Outside, Seun, in his softly glowing suit, floated a
few feet from the ground. Abruptly, the great atomic
engines of the Pareeth shrilled a chorus of ravening
hate, and from the three great projectors the annihilat-
ing beams tore out, shrieking destruction through the air
—and vanished. Seun stood at the junction of death,
and his crystal glowed softly. Twelve floating ships
screamed to the tortured shriek of overloaded atomics,
and the planet below cursed back with quarter-mile-long
tongues of lightning.

Somewhere, everywhere, the universe thrummed to a
vast, crystalline note, and hummed softly. In that in-
stant, the green meadowland of Rhth vanished; the eter-
nal city dissolved into blackness. Only blackness, star-
less, lightless shone outside the lock port light, The soft,
clear note of the crystal hummed and beat and surged.
The atomic engine’s cry died full throated. An utter,
paralyzed quiet descended on the ship, so that the ery of
a child somewhere echoed and reverberated noisily
down the steel corridors.

The crystal in Seun’s hand beat and hll.mmed its note.
The blackness beyond the port becam One by
one, six opalescent ships shifted into by
ness beyond, moving with a slow deliberation, as though
forced by some infinite power into a certain, predeter-
mined configuration. Like atoms in a crystal lattice they
shifted, seemed to click into place and hold steady—
neatly, geometrically arranged.

Then noise came back to the ship; sounds that crept in,
afraid of themselves, grew courageous and clamor
pounding feet of men, and women's screams.
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“We're out ofspaoe, gasped Shor Nun, “That crystal
—that thing in his hand——

“In a space of our own,” said Ron Thule. “Wait till
the note of the crystal dies down. It is. weakemng. ‘weak-
ening slowly, to us, but it will be gone, and then—’

Shor Nun turned to him, his dark eyes shadowed, l'ns
faoe pale and drawn. “What do you know—how.

n Thule stood silent. He did not know. Some-
Where, a crystal echoed for a momenit in rearrangement
and tinkling sound; the universe echoed to it softly, as
the last, faint tone died away.

“Shor Nun—Shor Nun——" a slow, wailing cry was
building up in the ship. Scampering feet on metal floors
‘became a march.

Shor Nun sobbed once. “That crystal—they had not
Tost the weapons of the city builders. Space of our own?
No—it is like the sorgan: It rotates us'to the end of
time! This is the space we knew—when all time has
died, and the stars are gone and the worlds are dust.
This is the end of the nothingness. The city builders de-
stroyed their enemies thus—by dumping them at the
end of time and space. I know. They must have. And
Seun had the ancient weapon. When the humming note
of the crystal dies—the lingering force of translation—

“Then we shall die, too. Die in the death of dealh
Oh, gods—Sulon—Sulon, my dear—our son-

Nun, commander, seemed to slump from his frozen ng»
idity, He turned abruptly away from the port light
ward the inner lock door. It opened before him sudden-
1y, and a technician stumbled down, white faced and
trembling.

“Commander—Shor Nun—the engines are stopped.
The atoms will not explode; no power can be generated.
The power cells are supplying emergency power, but the
full strength of the drive does not move or shake the
ship! What—what is this?”

Shor Nun stood silent. The ship thrummed and beat
with the softening, dying note of the universe-distant
crystal that held all the beginnings and the endings of
time and space in a man’s hand. The note was fad-
ing; very soft and sweet, it was. Through the ship the
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hysterical cry of voices had changed; it was softening
with the thrum, softening, listening to the dying thread
of infinitely sweet sount

Shor Nun shrugged lus shoulders, turned away. “It
does not matter. The force is fading. Across ten million
years the city builders have reached to protect their des-
cendants.”

The note was very low—very faint; a quivering hush
‘bound the ship. Beyond the port light, the six sister ships
began to move again, very stealthily away, retreating to-
ward the positions they had held when this force first
seized them. Then—

Shor Nun’s choked cry was drowned in the cries of
the others in the lock. Blinding white light stabbed
through the port like a solid, incandescent bar, Their eyes
were hot and burning.

Ron Thule, his astronomer’s eyes accustomed to rap-
id, extreme changes of light, recovered first. His word
was indistinct, a cross between a sob and a chuckle.

Shor Nun stood beside him, winking tortured eyes.
The ship was waking, howling into a mad, frightened
life; the children screamed in sympathetic comprehen-
sion of their elders’ terror.

White, blazing sunlight on green grass and brown dirt.
The weathered gray of concrete, and the angular harsh-
ness of great building cradles, A skyline of white-tipped,
blue mountains, broken by nearer, less-majestic. struc-
tures of steel and stone and glass, glinting in the rays of
a strong, warm sun with a commonness, a familiarity that
hurt, A vast nostalgia welled up in them at the sight—

And died before another wave of terror. “Darun
Tara,” said Shor Nun. “Darun Tara, on Pareeth. I am
‘mad—this is mad. A crazy vision in a crazy instant as
the translating force collapses. Darun Tara as it was
when we left it six long years ago. Changed—that half-
finished shed is still only three quarters finished. I can
see Thio Rog, the port master there, commg toward us.
Tam mad. I am five light years away—"

“It is Darun Tara, Shor Nun,” Ron Thule wmspered
“And the clty bulldels could never have done this. I un:
derstand now.
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He stopped. The whole, great ship vibrated suddenly
to thwang like the plucked, bass string of a Titan’s harp.
eals, and Jittle grunting readjustments,

the fabric of the cruiser protested.

“My telescope— cried Ron Thule. He was running
toward the inner lock door, into the dark mouth of the
corridor.

Again the Jbip thrummed o g vibrant sroke. The
creaking of the girders and strakes protested biterly;
stressed nveﬁs ted angrily.

Men pounded on_the lock door from without. Thio
Rog, Ton Gareth, Hol Brawn—familiar faces staring
anxiously in. Shor Nun moved dully toward the gate
controls——

Shor Nun knocked gently at the closed, metal door of
the ship’s observatory. Ron Thule’s voice answered,
muffled, vague, from beyond.

The commander opened the door; his breath sucked
in sibilantly. “Space!” he gasped.

f"‘Come and see, come and see,” the astronomer called
softly

Shor Nun instinctively felt his way forward on tiptoe.

great observatory room was space; it was utter
blackness, and the corridor lights were swallowed in it
the instant the man crossed the threshold. Blackness,
starred by tiny, brilliant points, scattered very sparsely,
in every direction.

“Seun took the telescope, but he left me this, instead.
T understand now; he said that only twice had they at-
temptod to alter a race’s history.

s space, and that is Troth, our own star.
Walch

The star expanded; the whole of this imageless space
exploded outward and vanished through the unseen
walls of the observatory. Troth floated alone, centered
in the invisible room. Seven nny dots of light hung near
it, gluwmg in its reflected i

d that is our system " Now this is the star of
Rhth—
Space contracted, shifted and exploded, leaving one
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shining, yellowish star, attended by five brightly visible

“The other planets are too small or too dimly illu-
mined to sce. When I came there was a new system dis-
‘played. This one.”

Another planetary system appeared.

“That is the system of Prother.”

“Prother!” Shor Nun stared. “Five and a half light-
years away—and planets?”

“Plants. Uninhabited, for T can bring each planet as
near as I will. But, Shor Nun”—sorrow crept into the
astronomer’s voice—“though I can see every detail of
each planet of that system, though I can see each outline
of the planets of Rhth's system—only those three stars
can [ see, close by.

“No other planetary systems!”

“No other planetary system that Seun will reveal to
us. T understand. One we won, on the right of our own
minds, our own knowledge; we reached his worlds. We
had won a secret from nature by our own powers; it was
part of the history of our race. They do not want to mo-
lest, or in any way influence the history of a race—so
they permitted us to return, if only we did not disturb
them. They could not refuse us that, for it would be a
breach in their feelings of justice.

“But they felt it needful to dispossess us, Shor Nun, and
this Seun did. But had he done no more, our history was
altered, changed vitally. So—this he gave us; he has
shown us another, equally near, planctary system that
we may use. We have not lost vitally. That is his jus-
tice.”

“His justice. Yes, I came to you, Ron Thule, because
you seemed to know somewhat of the things that hap-
pened.” Shor Nun’s voice was low in the dark of the ob-
servatory. He looked at the floating planets of Pro(her
“What is—Seun? How has this happened? Do
know? You know that we were greeted by our Hiends
—and they turned away from us.

“Six years have passed for us. They wanted to know
what misfortune made us return at the end of a single
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year, for only one year has passed here on Pareeth. My
Son was born, there in space, and he has passed his fourth
birthday. My daughter is two. Yet these things have not
happened, for we were gone a single year. Seun has
done it, but it cannot be; Seun, the decadent son of the
city builders; Seun, who has forgotten the secrets of the
ships that sailed beyond the stars and the building of the
Titan Towers; Seun, whose people live in-a tiny village
shelleed from he'ralos and the sun by a few, green

“What are these people of Rhth?”

Ron Thule’s voice was a whisper from the darkness.
“T come from a far world, by what strange freak we will
not say. I am a savage, a rising race that has not learned
the secret of fire, nor bow, nor hammer. Tell me, Shor
Nun, what is the nature of the two dry sticks I must rub,
that fire may be born? Must they be hard, tough oak, or
should one be a soft, resinous bit of pine? Tell me how
1 may make fire.”

“Why—with matches or a heat ray— No, Ron Thule.
Vague thoughts, meaningless ideas and unclear. I—I
have forgotten the ten thousand generations of develop-
ment. I cannot retreat to a level you, savage of an un-
trained world, would understand. I—I have forgotten.”

“Then tell me, how I must hold the flint, and where
must I press with a bit of deer horn that the chips shall
fly small and even, so that the knife will be sharp and
Kill my prey for me? And how shall T rub and wash and
treat the wood of the bow, or the skin of the slain ani-
mal that I may have a coat that will not be stiff, but soft
and pliable?”

“Those, too, T have forgotten. Those are unnecessary
things. T cannot help you, savage. I would greet you, and
show you the relics of our deserted past in museums. 1
might conduct you through ancient caves, where mighty
rock walls defended my ancestors against the wild things
they could not control.

“Yes, Ron Thule. I have forgotten the development

“Once”—Ron Thule's voice was tense—“the city
builders made atomic generators to release the energy
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‘bound in that violent twist of space called an atom. He
‘made the sorgan to distribute its power to his clumsy shells
of metal and crystal—the caves that protected him fror

the wild things of. space.

“Seun has forgotten the atom; he thinks in terms of
space. The powers of space are at his direct command.
He created the crystal that brought us here from the en-
ergy of space, because it made easy a task his mind
alone could have done. It was no more needful than is
an adding machine. His people have no ships; they are
anywhere in space they will without such things. Seun is
not a decadent son of the city builders. His people never
forgot the dream that built the city. But it was a dream
of childhood, and his people were children then. Like a
child with his broomstick horse, the mind alone was not
enough for thought; the city builders, just as ourselves,
needed something of a solid metal and crystal, to make
their dreams tangible.”

“My son was born in space, and is four. Yet we were
gone but a single year from Pareeth.” Shor Nun sighed.

“Our fleet took six years to cross the gulf of five
light-years. In thirty seconds, infinitely faster than light,
Seun returned us, that there mighl be the minimum
change in our racial history. Time is a function of the
velocity of light, and five light-years of distance is pre-
cisely equal to five years of time multiplied by the
square root of minus one, When we traversed five light-
years of space in no appreciable time, we dropped back,
also, through five years of time,

“You and T have spent eighteen years of effort in this
exploration, Shor Nun—eighteen yéars of our manhood.
By this hurling us back Seun has forever denied us the
planets we earned by those long years of effort. But now
he does not deny us wholly.

“They gave us this, and by it another sun, with other
planets. This Seun gave not to me, as an astronomer; it
is his gift to the race. Now it is beyond us ever to make
another. And this which projects this space around us
will cease to be, I think, on the day we land on those other
planets of that other sun, where Seun will be to watch us—
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as he may be here now, to see that we understand his
‘meanings.

“I know only this—that sun I can see, and the planets
circling it. The sun of Rhth I can see, and those planets,
and our own. But—though these others came so near at
the impulse of my thoughts, no other sun in all space can
I see so near.

“That, I think, is the wish of Seun and his race.”

The astronomer stiffened sllddenly

Shor Nun stood straight and ten:

“Yes,” whispered Seun, very mflly. in their minds.

Ron Thule sighed.
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THE SARN MOTHER looked down at Grayth with un-
blinking, golden eyes. “You administer the laws under

e Sarn,” she clicked waspishly. “The Sarn make the
laws. Men obey them. That was settled once and for all
time four thousand years ago. The Sarn Mother has de-
termined that this thing is the way of progress that is
most desirable. It is clear?”

Grayth looked up at her, his slow-moving eyes follow-
ing from the toe pads, up the strange, rope-flexible legs,
up the rounded, golden body to the four twined arms,
his lips silent. His steel-gray eyes alone conveyed his
thought complete. The Sarn Mother, on her inlaid
throne of state, clicked softly in annoyance.

“Aye, different races we are; the Sarn are the ruling
race. The Sarn Mother will be obeyed by the slaves of
her people no less than by her people. For many centu-
ries the crazy patchwork has persisted—that the men
have had freedoms that the masters have denied them-
selves. Henceforth men shall be ruled as the Sarn. The
Sarn have been just masters; this is no more than justice.
But be warned, you will see that this thing is adminis-

192
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tered at once—or the Sarn will administer it them-
selves.”

Grayth spoke for the first time, his voice deep and

erful. “Four thousand years ago your people came
to Earth and conquered our people, enslaved them, de-
stroyed all our leaders, setting up a rabble of unintelli-
gent slaves. Since your atomic energy, your synthetic
foods, your automatic production machinery, and the
enormous decrease in human population” you had"
brought about made more of goods for each man, it
worked no great hardship.

“Before ever the Sarn came to this world, your race
was ruled by a matriarchy, as it is today, and must al-
ways be. To your people it is natural, for among you the
females born in a generation outnumber the males five
to one. You stand near seven feet tall, while the Sarn
Father—as the other males of your race—is but four
feet tall, but a quarter as powerful physically. Matriar-
chy is the inevitable heritage of your race.

“You differ from us in this fundamental of sex distri-
bution. By_pure chance our two races resemble each
other supefficially—two eyes, two ears, rounded heads.
Your race has two, wide-separated nostrils, four arms in
place of two. But internally there is no resemblance. No.
bone of your body is three inches long; your arms, your
legs are made as a human spine, of many small bones.
Your copper-bearing foods are deadly poison to us.
Your strath, though it seems like human hair, is a senso-
Ty organ sensitive to radio waves, and a radiator of those
waves. We are two races apart, fundamentally different.

“Now, like your own matriarchy, you wish to estab-
lish upon us a matriarchal government; for this reason
alone, you state, the number of males to be allowed in
succeeding generations is to be reduced.

“What is natural for your race is an unnatural crime
upon ours. Would you insist that we should eat no better
food than you eat, as we should obey no different laws?
Would you legislate that we should eat your foods, as we
should obey your laws? Equally, in cither case you de-
stroy us. It is to the advantage of neither race.”

“Grayth, you seek to tell the Sarn Mother her mind?
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‘What is best for her good? Perhaps I have been foolish
to allow such freedom to your kind, allowing this ‘elec-
tion’ of human administrators. You, Grayth, will be re-
placed within this week, and not by election. The laws of
Lhe Sarn will be applied at once!”
Grayth looked at her steadily, deep-set iron-gray eyes
unwavering on jewel-flecked ‘golden ones. He sighed
sofly. “Your race does not know of the ancient powers
“of man; you are a race of people knowing and recogniz-
ing only the might of the atomic generator, the flare of
the atomic-blast as power, The power of the mind is
great, For ten thousand years before your coming men
thought, and united in their thoughts of the unseen
powers. In a hectic week your ancestors destroyed all of
man's chaotic civilization, clamped on him suddenly a
new world state. Before a union of thought could be at-
tained, the thing was done, and as slow crystallization of
feeling came, the poor survivors found that the condi-
tions were not impossible. Our very difference of race
protected them, to an extent, against mistreatment
“But a crystallization has taken place during these
forty centuries, a slow uniformity has built up. The
mighty, chaotic thought wills of five hundred million
men during three thousand generations were striving,
building toward a mighty reservoir of powers, but their
vy disordered strivings prevented ordered formation.
hundred centuries of chaotic thought, tur-
hul:nt desire, those vast reservoirs of eternal, indestruc-
tible thought energies have circled space, unable to
unite. During these last four millenniums those age-old
forces have slowly united on a single, common thought
that men destroyed by your race during the conquest
have sent out.

“We of our race have felt that thing in these last years,
that slowly accreting oneness of age- -old will and
thought, developing reality and power by the gathering
of forces generated by minds i by death during
ten thousand years. He is growing, a one from many, the
combined thought and wisdom and power of the fifteen
hundred billions of men who have lived on Earth. Aesir,
he is, black as the spaces in which he formed.
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“We are a different race. As you have your strath
sensitive to radio, we have yet a more subtle sense, a
sense reacting to the very essence of thought. That, too,
has grown with the passing years. Over there by the wall
an electrotechnician follows conduits, and his thoughts
are clear to my mind, as the communications of the Sarn
are to each other.”

The Sarn Mother's fips twitched. “He pays no atten-
tion to us,” she said very low, so that, in the huge roc
only those within a few feet of her could hear. “I doubt
this power you claim. Make him come here and bow
down before me—and say no word.”

Across the room, the human electrotechnician, clad in
the stout, ungraceful clothes of his trade, the lightning
emblem emblazoned on his back, looked up with a start.
“Before the Sarn Mother?” his voice echoed his surprise
that he, an undistinguished workman, should be called
thus before the ruler of Earth. “Aye, I—" He looked
about him suddenly, his face blanking in surprise as he
saw no one nearer him than the gathering two hundred
feet away across the black basalt floor. A red flush of
confusion spread over his face, and he turned back to
his task with awkward nervousness, sure that the voice
from empty air, issuing an impossible summons, had
‘been a figment of his own imagination—

The Sarn Mother looked with unwinking golden eyes
at Grayth. “You may go,” she said at last. “But the. Law
of the Sam, that there shall be five of females and one of
males, is the law of the planet.”

Grayth turned slowly, his head bowed momentarily in
parting salute. His body erect, and his tread firm, he
walked down the lane of the gathered Sarn. Behind him,
the six humans who had accompanied him fell into step.
Silently, the little procession passed between the gleam-
ing bronze of the great entrance doors and down the
broad steps to the parked lawns beyond.

Bartel hastened his steps and fell in beside Grayth.
“Do you think she will enforce that law? What can we
do? Will she believe in this mind force, this myth from
the childhood of a race?”

Grayth's eyes darkened a little. He nodded slowly.
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“We will go to my house. The Sarn Mother is not given

. to idle gestures, and she cannot lay down laws and re-
Voke lhem aimlessly. But—we can talk when we reach
my house.” Grayth strode on !houghlfully Sunlight lay
. i v d green shadows under
trees. They saw the occaslonal darting shadow of vague
huge things, high in the air, smoothlined shapes that
floated wingless and soundless far above them. Then
down a long avenue paved with a gray cement that
would glow with soft light when night fell, they went.
The broad park lands, with their jewel-like paiaces of
the Sarn, fell behind !hem. then the low wall that divid-
ed the city of the Sarn from the city of men.

The broad avenue shrank abruptly, changed from the.
gray, night-glowing cement to a cobbled walk. The jew-
el-like palaces and the sprawling parks of the Sarn ave
way to neat, small houses of white-washed cement,
crusted with layer on ancient layer of soft-tinted wash.
For these homes nearest the Sarn City had been built af-
ter the coming of the Sarn, when the ruins of man’s cities
still smoldered with destruction.

The very atomic bombs that had brought that ruin to
man’s cities were dead now. The last traces of the cities
being succumbing to the returning thrust of green, bury-
ing life, The Sarn were old on Earth and this city they
had caused to be about them was old, the hard granite
cobbles of the walk worn smooth and polished with the
soft tread of ages.

The Sarn Mother had sat on her golden throne and
watched the rains of summers smooth them, and the
tread of generations of men polish them. The Sarn
Mother had been old when the Sarn landed; she was un-
changed now, after the passage of more than a hundred
generations of men, after ten generations of the rest of
her people. She was eternal.

The neat, vine-clad houses of the city of men slipped
back, and the easy bustle of the square came before
them, the ancient shops where a hundred and twenty gen-
erations had bought and sold and carried on their lives.
He nodded absently, smiled to friends and well-wishers,
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‘noted unchanging the sullen looks of those who wore the
small green shield emblem of Drunnel’s faction.

Bartel's voice spoke again at his shoulder. “Drunnel’s
friend, Varthil, seems less sullen today. Did you no-
tice?” Bartel nodded faintly toward the powerful figure
clad in the balance-emblemed tunic of a legal adminis-
trator. “He went so far as m smile slightly. I am unde-
cided between two meanin,

“There is only one pnsslble » Grayth sighed. “He has
more sense than to try to make me believe he begins to
regard me as a friend; therefore, he smiles not at me but
to himself. You sent Thera as I sugges sted—

Bartel nodded in puzzlement. “I dld Graylh but—I
cannot see the need of that. The Sarn

“The Sarn Mother will do nothing. Wsl( till we reach
the house.” The square fell behind; the houses grew less
ancient, subtly so, for the style of building remained un-
changed, and the building had been good. There were
10 signs of decay in even the oldest. The lands around

ach house grew larger, too. There were more children
in lhese cobbled lanes.

Grayth turned off, Bartel and three of the others with
him; two, with a few words of parting, went on. Siléntly,
they continued to the low, rambling house of faintly tint-
ed cement that was Grayth's residence and office.

Here in this low, millennium-old building, the pyramid-
, loosely-knit government of the humans of Earth was
conccnlral:d A structure based on town delegates from
every human settlement of Earth, men who reported to
district speakers who carried their messages to continen-
tal spokesmen and finally to the Spokesman of Man-
Kind, and this was the spokesman’s official residence. Six
months ago old Tranmath, Spokesman of Mankind for
twenty-two years, had died in this old bnudmg, and
Grayth had been elected his successor, to “deal justly,
and honorably and to the utmost of my ability so long as
1 may live, or until my body fails.” Death or dishonesty
alone could remove him from his position. Death, dis-
honesty, or—now—Drunnel, who for the moment rep-
resented both.
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Responsible to the Sarn, responsible to the humans as
well, Grayth's actual powers were limited purely to advi-
sory capacities; he advised the Sarn, though they disre-
garded his suggestions as they liked. He advised the le-
gion commanders, the police of the human towns, and
they, likewise, could disregard his suggestions. The Sarn
Mother knew as well as he did that he could not enforce
those laws of the matriarchy, even had he desired to; the
Sarn Mother did not like Gi

A dozen secretaries and clerks looked up as the small
party entered, and looked back to their work. Enamel-
and-silver disks on their headbands, the design worked
into their sleeves, showed their status in society—the
book and the lamp of administrators.

Grayth nodded briefly and continued across the rub-

rlike floor to the luw door of his inner conference
room. The feet of thirty generations of spokesmen had
carved into that tough, rubbery stuff a channel that cir-
cled here to avoid a column, turned back to avoid a
desk that had sat just so, it or its precursors, for one
thousand years. y, it tunneled a bit under the door,
i low-ceilinged office. It split, as the entering
parties had split those thousand years, to the nine seats
about the conference table, a great six-inch slab of
time-stained mahogany.

Grayth seated himself at the end of the table, Bartel,
the American spokesman at his right, beside him Car-
ron, commander of the legion of peace, Darak and Hol-
mun, Grayth’s subspokesmen. And on their heels the
gray-clad electrotechnician came quietly into the room.
Silently, the five men nodded greeting, while the techni-
cian placed his kit on the age-worn table. He lifted from
it a shelf layer of jumbled tools, exposing tiny, banked
instruments, and a thin, insulated metal rod that popped
up as a spring extended it.

Skilled fingers made adjustments as tiny needles
swayed delicately and came to rest. His fingers touched
small controls and the flexible metal aerial nodded and
bowed and danced, bowing to every side of the room,
halting suddenly as needles lifted and quivered. The

technician lined it carefally, then looked along its point-
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ing finger toward the atom-flame projector, throwing
iy Yars oL g sk cAIED S vesieheel 1y SIS
illumination in the air. The tiny rod glowed with bluish
light as he threw a tiny stud on his instrument panel.

“That makes twelve different listeners,” he grunted.
“I told you the Sarn had had time to install more than

“And the spokesmen wondered, in years gone by, that”
the Sarn seemed to know their very thoughts.” Grayth
smiled bitterly. “We may be able to advance. I am the
first spokesman in ten cerituries who can hold a confer-
ence without the invisible presence of the Sarn Mother.”

ron looked angrily toward the atom-flame projec-
tor. “It’s in that thing? Why don’t you rip it out?”

The technician grinned. “The Sarn can hear radio
waves as you hear sound, To them, that listener—a tiny
radio transmitter powered probably by the atomic power
of the projector—emits a clear, low hum. When we
speak, the crystal modulates the radio hum with our
voice frequencies. My little aerial there simply transmits
a wave which, without stopping the transmitter’s radio
frequency carrier, strips off the modulation. If I tear out
the transmitter—the hum would vamsh. and the Sarn
Would b:ccmc—clmous, shall I say

'urious,” grunted Bartel. “Why won’t they switch to
another while we're in the room? They switch from one
to another of those listeners irregularly.”

“Ware’s instrument would still work, whichever they
used,” Grayth explained. “He was merely curious as o
which and how many they were using. There was no
need to locate the listener.” The technician nodded in
confirmation.

Darak turned to Grayth with a sigh. “That being set-
tled, tell me, Grayth, why does the Sarn Mother ask you
to do—command you to do something she knows you
have no power to accomplish?”

“Because the Sarn Mother knows I will not do it,”
answered the spokesman sourly, “but that Drunnel
would.”

“Drunnel—could he influence the Sarn Mother?
I never believed she would side in human quarrels unless
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she was directly affected—always felt she considercd
Lhem beneat.h her notice.” Carron looked to Grayth in

3 Sieslh ot ach wirnly shia aaeat sk
He lighted his pipe and began to puff, looking lazily at
the gushing, soundless stars of the atom flame. “Four
thousand years ago the Sam Mother landed, and only
she herself knows how many ages she had lived before
that. The Sarn are long lived—some live as long as a
thousand years. But the Sam Mother is the matriarch,
immortal. Even her people have forgotten her age. The
Sarn landied, and in the Batles of Conquest ninety-nine
percent of mankind on Earth was destroyed.
mainder were made slaves, and they, our forela'.hers,
were the meanest, sniveling scum of humanit

Carron moved restlessly; his face flushed slowly and
words growled in his throat. Grayth looked at him, his
lean, rugged face smiling ironcaly. “I¢s true enonghy

n. Those noble forefathers of ours were no great
m:n S the great died Kiling Sarm, rebelling, 6ghting. Tho
unconquerable spirits died because they could not be
conquered—and could die.

“Four thousand years the Sarn Mother has sat on her
throne and watched mankind—listened, it would seem”
—Grayth nodded toward the glowing aerial of the de-
modulator apparatus—“to its most secret councils. She
knows man with the knowledge of one hundred and
twenty generations. Unfortunately, man evolves, and
being a shortlived anima, evolves fore apidly than do

e weakness that made him submit to slavery
il in four thousand years. For a millennium
the Mother has seen man rapidly becoming man again.

“Bartel—Carron—what is that you wear on your
forehead, that medallion of silver and enamel? ‘The
thig they placed on your forchead when they said you
were ‘called to manhood.’ The Mother believes, in her
mind, that it is the badge of your slavery, and your rank
in her hicrarchy of slav

“But Ware has hollowed the solid silver of the Sarn
Mother's slave badge to contain the telepath instrument.
That she does not guess. She does guess, though, that
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mants slavery s being hollowed, a shell that may break

. My announcement of the telepathic powu trou-
bicd hee sioro.tha we had geased: We At not know
but she did. The ancients, before the Conquest, had be-
gun to discover telepathy. Where we hoped a myth
might impress her, she knew the fact already! By my
telepath I followed her mind as she listened.

“That she leaned from forgotten records, but this she
has leaned from watching one hundred and twenty gen-
crations of us. Man will fight and die for what he has
not; woman will fight and die for what she has. Man will
sactifice everything he has for something he hopes for,
an ideal; but while woman will fight for an ideal, she
wil not give up the good she s to ain .

ws that man is thinking again,
it years. .t ko b s pt

“The Mother, then—means to enforce the matriarchy
laws on humanity!” Bartel exclaimed. “But—that will
‘merely inflame the revolution, not stamp it out.”

Grayth shook his head. “The Mother is not so direct.

passing year, and three generations of misery to humani-
ty is a bad year in her life. She knows rebellion might
flare, but she plans not for a century, but for a millen-
nium. Her will will be done—and the survivors will
bless the beneficent Mother and her justness. What
things must she do that the matriarchy laws may be ap-
plied to humanity?”

“Kill four out of every five men! She can’t! Better
she would kill the last of humanity trying that, for every
woman will fight for her man—and be killed with him!”
Carron snorted. “Before she accomplished any such
slaughter, half her Sarn would have been throttled, and

umans, man and woman alike. To bring to effect
the law of one and five, so many women would die de-
fending their men that none would survive. And surely
they would never serve the butcher.”

‘Drunnel,” said Grayth bitterly. “Drunnel is her
cat's-paw. Women will hate the butcher, true enough, 50
Drunnel she's groomed for the role. No hatred of Sarn,
no danger to Sarn. But civil war—and Drunnel. Drun-
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mel—and not rebellion, but rebellious energies diverted
against themselves. Let men kill men, and fewer women
die. Let men kill men, till the beneficent Mother steps
in'with her hallowed legion of Sarn and stops the slaugh-
ter—whcn the law of one and five is reached.

alf the survivors will hate Drunnel for his destruc-
tion and half will love the leader of their lost men. But
all will praise the Mother who stopped the bloody war.
The Sarn Mother plans with the wisdom of four thou-
sand years, and not the hot temper of forty.”

Carron opened his mouth to growl something,
stopped, and closed it with a saap. “Pll throttle Drunnel
this afternoon,” he finally vow

ndan is his lieutenant, am‘l will take over. After
Rendan is Grasun—and others follow.” Bartel sighed.

“And I don’ t think you will throttle Drunnel this after-
noon anyway,” Ware said softly. “Unless he is late for
his hour with the Mother, he is before her now, bargain-
ing and dlscussmg weapons.”

‘We haven't any weapons save those air guns Ware
and others have made for us—and clubs,” Carron
groaned. “The Mother, I suppose, will give him some of
the deadly weapons by which the Sarn destroyed the an-
cients.”

Ware shook his head. “By no means; you forget her
purpose. She does not want Drunnel to win. She wants
him to bring about a decimating strife. If she gives him
powerful weapons and casy conquest, the war is done
before it is begun. No, she will give him weak weapons,
and few of them, 'so that he will win only after long,
deadly struggle. Why, she would probably supply us
with weapons, if Drunnel should get too easy a victory.”

arron threw his great body back in his chair o Vi-
ciously the old wood creaked in protest. The room thun-
dered to his curses. “I'll move my blistering legion of
‘peace this very hour, by—by Aesir! T'll throttle Drunnel
with my own hands, and Tl sec that every sneaking,
slinking Sarn-fathered maggot of his evil crew squirms
beside him!”

“We can’t. Drunnel has as many men as we—and it
would not be done in an hour. We must wait till Ware’s
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work is done, and Aesir is ready to aid us,” Grayth said
sharply. “If we can hold off this struggle till we are
ready to help ourselves, the Aesir will be strong enough
to0 help us.”

“What does Drunnel hope to gain from this?” asked
Holmun. “He is spreading his organization to Europe, to
Asia, as T know. Everywhere you sent me these last two
months, T have found him working, promising a firmer
stand against the Sarn, more freedom for humanity.
Those are campaign promises, to be rejected. But if he
knows this is coming—what does he hope to gain by it,
knowing, as he must, that the Sarn Mother is inciting
this thing to cause slaughter, not to give him power.”

Grayth's lean, tanned face hardened and the iron-gray
eyes fiashed. “Power, yes, but more than that; every
move Drunnel has ever made, he has found me across
his path. He sought the district delegateship; T won it.
He had to content himself with that of city spokesman.
He sought the American spokesmanship; T won it. He
hated me. Six months ago we sought the spokesmanship;

won again, while Bartel here won the i
spokesmanship over Rendan, his friend. That might be
enough—but he wants Deya, and Deya chose me. To
him it was the finishing blow. I think the man is mad.
Power and the girl he wanted—and he has been blocked
in every move.

“If he must, he is not averse to destroying all mankind
to destroy me, and to destroy Bartel, too. If he wins, he
does that—destroys us—and he believes he will then
have Deya and Thera as well.

“If he wins, he destroys me, and Bartel, the men he
hates. For a time at least, he will have the power he
wants and the women he wants, not for themselyes now,
but because they refused him. He fights for those rea-
sons. His followers—"

Grayth looked at none of them, his whole concentra-
tion turned on an inner consideration of the problem.
His voice was almost a monotone, the voice of a man.
thinking out loud. “There will be civil war,” he said
softly, “because mankind is slowly growing aware of
slavery and restriction. The whole race is stirring with a
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slow realization of confinement. But as yet, the mass of
men have not realized what it is they want. The rule of
the Sarn is so deep in their minds that the idea of rebel-
Tion against the Sarn Mother cannot rise to conscious
Jevels. Mankind needs, in its restlessness demands, as
never before, a leader about whom it can crystallize to
express this restlessness in action. Drunnel’s followers
that wil rebel against us are rebelling, symbolically, one
‘might say, against the Sarn, since we represent the gov.
ernment the Sarn allowed.

“Drunnel has found, ready to hand, a mass of men
who will act as he wants, to place him in the place of the
‘men he hates. This is a fight between leaders, solely that.
Only the leaders know why they are fighting. The people
who will follow Drunnel against us will fight onl
cause of a vague discontent that Drunnel has enlistcd to
aid him. Only Drunnel knows what it is he wants; power
and Deya.

“Then he hopes to win the Mother to a new plan, not
matriarchy, but a rule by men of a world of women. He
knows the Mother’s feelings, her realization of man-
km‘t‘l's dlsccnlcnt. 1 believe. He hopes to compromise
wit

“He won't,” said Ware softly, “I've spent hours near
the Mother as the electrotechnician of the city of the
Sarn. She has her plans, and they are as Grayth said.
But she plans further. For a year or two Drunnel will
have power and hatred, but she will protect him. He will
have near him—his wives—the best minds of the wom-
en, and she knows them: Deya, Thera, Coson—you all
know them. Then the Mother will withdraw her protec-
tion, and the hate he will have stirred will kill him. Some
woman will avenge her man. Deya will be Spokeswoman
of Human Women. For a day in her life, the Mother
will suffer Drunnel and his annoyances, that the long-
time plan may be carried out.

Carron stood up abruptly. The massive old chair
crashed over backward as he strode the length of the
room, trembling, his great arms knotted with angry mus-
cles, his three hundred pounds of bone and sinew quiv-
ering with wordless anger.
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Ware lingered a moment after the others had left
Grayth. Slowly, he prepared to pack away his small kit
of tools and apparatus. “Aesir, our black jord, seems 1o
nearer.” He sighed.

Grayth nodded silently. Then he said, “Can you give
me one of those demodulators, Ware? You are the only
hope of success mankind can have, you and your dis-

. You must not be seen visiting the spokesman
i frequently, attending the executive conferences. As
an electrotechnician you are part of the gray background
of the Sarn City; we want no spotlights turned on you,
By the telepath you can follow every conference, and if
you can teach me to operate that demodulator—’

Ware’s usual slight stoop, the gray monotony of his
work seemed to slip from him for a second as he stood
erect, suddenly a powerful figure of a man, six feet tall,
dark eyes set far under heavy brows, scarching out
with vibrant intelligence. The easy lines of his face
straightened and deepened as he gazed steadilyat Grayth
for a long, silent moment. Slowly, he ran his lean-
gered hand across his head, taking the telepath band
from his forehead.

“I think that we will both be busy tonight, Grayth,
You with the men whom you can handle, I—I hnve an
appointment with Aesir, whom I cannot handle.”
slow smile spread across the lean, tanned cheeks. “If, in
the morning, the problem is still pressing—come to my
house. I will probably be behind the stone.”

“There is tonight,” Grayth acknowledged sadly.
“Let’s pray that tomorrow the problem will still
pressing, Thank—er—Aesir, you have never appeared,
that even Drunnel does not see you when you walk by
with that kit of tools. If things so come that we—Bartel,
Carron and I—are not here to press the problem tomor-
row, T have this hope: that neither Sarn nor Drunnel re-
alize their true source of danger.

“But do not come here again, please, Ware.”

“Maybe that would be best,” the electrotechnician
agreed. He bent over to pack his apparatus, his tools
once more,
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Drunnel looked up to the Mother’s slitted, vertical-
pupiled eyes. Behind his own keen, dark eyes a switt,
agile brain was weighing—guessing—planning, “But they
are not so helpless; they have a weapon designed by one
of their own men—a hand weapon that projects small
slugs of metal. An air gun.”

The Mother’s expressionless cyes continued to stare
at him, unwinking, the smooth, coppery skin of her face
unmoving, the delicate, barely unhuman face hiding the
thoughts of more than four thousand years. “I do not
mix with human quarrels, save when they affect my
Sarn,” she said softly. “If this quarrel of yours gets out
of hand, I will send my legion to stop it. But Grayth
does not please me, and he has no desire to enforce my
laws. I will give you those things I mentioned, no more
~—the crown and the glow beam. You will have one
thousand of each; the rest of your forces will have to
fight on terms equal with theirs.

“Sthek Tharg, take them to the hall of arms and let
them have those things.” The Sarn Mother’s eyes closed
behind opaque, coppery sheaths; she sat motionlessly as
the Sarn she had called uncoiled his arms and rose slow-
ly from his padded chair. On noiseless, padded feet he
stalked off across the great hall of assembly. Behind
him, Drunnel and his six compambns followed.

“Call others,” Sthek Tharg snapy

“Rendan,” Drunnel spoke soflly “tell Sarsun we will
need seventy-five men, preferably discreet men, at the
gate just after dusk. That will be in two hours now. T
w‘“d send someone else to lead them when we are
rea

Rendan dropped from the group and hurried through
the labyrinthine corridors to the outer park, down to the
‘human city. Drunnel followed his silent guide through
unfamiliar passages, to an elevator that dropped them
one thousand feet to a dank, cold corridor that led off
to unfathomed reaches of dimness, a corridor lighted
only sparsely by far-scattered atom-flame projectors
burning at an absolute minimum,

The Sarn started off firmly toward the left. Doors
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opened from the corridor at long intervals—doorways
opening into dim-lighted halls burned by atomic-blasts
in native, sparkling granite. Something of the crystalline
fury of the blasts lingered yet in their glittering, scintil-
lating walls, Under dim lights, vague, vast structures of
crystal and metal and plastic loomed in indeterminate
dusk. The feeble, dying sparks of atom stars served only
to make horrific outlines discernible. Vast, many-legged
things of metal, built with huge ropy things that dropped
dejected near them—ropy things of glinting metal end-
ing in things strangely like Sarn hands, with their many-
Bined flexibility.

ther rooms were filled, cabinet above cabinet, with
boxed devices—things that might, of course, be no more
than searchlights. The armory of the Sarn! Unused
these four thousand years.

Drunnel looked at the shrouded things with keen,
dark eyes. His lean, muscular body never slowed in its
step; the thin, almost ascetic face never turned. Only the
dark eyes darted from dark doorway to huddled, half-
glimpsed mass—the doorless doorways, without bar, or
light-beam interceptor. The elevator answered to any
being’s control.

The Sarn turned his head, rotated it till his slitted
eyes slarcd straight to Drunnel’s, while he walked stead-
ily forward. The line-thin gash of his mouth opened in
what mlghl have been a smile. “I will get the crown and
the weapon. It is not—advisable that humans cross the
threshold of these doors.”

He paused a moment, and the body and head rotated
in opposite directions till, alike, they faced a dark door-
way. He walked toward it, and as he crossed, a spark of
the atom flame in the dim room’s ceiling floated down,
living strangely long, to burst abruptly before him. It
burned for perhaps ten seconds, dying with a shrill,
clear, tinkling note during all those monds, fading into
dimness as the thin, keen note died with

runnel, twenty feet away, relaxed slowly, his knees
bending under his weight, till he crouched on the floor,
his powerful, six-foot body crumpled under its own
weight till he was on hands and knees, his head dangling
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in limp agony, all his muscles quivering, jerking, danc-
ing madly under his skin.

The thin, sweet note died. Drunnel raised his head
slowly, white as chalk in the light of the corridor,
streaked with sudden, clammy sweat. His dark eyes,
bloodshot and wide now, stared into the slitted ruby
eyes of the Sarn in the doorway. The Sarn’s thin mouth
twitched slightly as he moved into the room. The atom
flame in the roof leaped up with his moving, and the
cabinets of the rooms stood out in clear relief.

Drunnel climbed slowly to his feet, dark, bloodshot
eyes snapping with an inexpressible hatred that tugged
at him like a living thing. One shaky, trembling step he
made toward that doorway, insane anger flooding him.
Then, slowly, his mind regained control as the agony
washed from him, and he stood, trembling half from
weakness, half from a mad desire to crush the thin-
lipped mouth of Sthek Tharg. “Drunnel”—he turned, to
see Grasun, an unsteady hand stretched toward his lead-
er, staring up into his face with tortured, worried eyes

—“don’t —stay here.”

Drunrel snapped the hand from his sleeve, “I'll stay,”
he said softly. He glanced at the others: Farnos, leaning
dazed against the wall, blood trickling from his nostrils;
Tomus working himself to his feet with the aid of the
rough wall; Blysun swaying unsteadily on his feet. The
others were still helpless on the floor. “He might have
told us what was coming.”

“He wanted to warn us—against entering the rooms
—and didn’t, perhaps, realize how strongly it affected
us,” Farnos said.

Drunnel looked at him silently. Farnos dropped his
eyes uneasily and struggled to his feet, one hand steady-
ing him. The effects were passing swiftly. Inside the
room rumbling wheels echoed softly; the Sarn was pull-
ing a little four-wheeled truck loaded with a hundred or
more small gray cases, perhaps four by twelve by three
inches, and a dozen or so round cases four inches thick
and a foot in diameter.

Sthek Tharg stopped, just inside the door, and eyed
them. “Perhaps,” he said ironically, “you would be
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more comfortable farther from that doorway as T pass
through.” He started forward. The humans scrambled
away from him. They were fifty feet away when the thin,
sweet note of a dying star of light thrilled through them,
jerking, straining, quivering. Drunnel stood his ground,
Teaning slightly against the wall. The Sarn moved toward
them, the low rumble of the rubber-shod wheels chang-
ing its note as the cart rolled into the corridor.

“Come here and take the crowns. They will protect
you against the crystals—if you are not too close.”
Drunnel came toward him, took one of the round boxes,
and from it the curious crown. It was a band of metal
that circled his head, padded with rubber on the inner
side, eight erect, outward-slanting metal rods, cndmg in
dull-golden globes, perhaps a quarter of an inch in di-
ameter. Nested in the center, above the curve of his
skull, a tiny mechanism was inclosed in golden metal.

“It will throw a sheath of energy about you which is
proof against any material thing, and deadly to any
being wielding a metal object against you. It holds in near
stasis the molecules of the air, so that the sound of the
crystals will not reach you—if you remain at a little
distance. And it is defense against the glow-beam.”

Drunnel mounted the thing on his head, slipping his
headband of silver and enamel into his cloak pocket. He
touched a tiny stud at his brow, and a slight shock of
energy lanced him momentarily. The Sarn’s voice was

softened, muffled by its action, and he snapped it off.

’glow-beam”—Sthek Tharg opened one of the
flat boxes to disclose an object fashioned of black plas-
tic, dully lustrous metal, and one single crystal—*carries
a charge sufficient to paralyze, for a day, five hundred
men, paralyze for a moment nearly one thousand, or
paralyze forever two hundred. This slide controls the ac-
tion—this stud the discharge.”

He raised it in flexible, many-boned fingers, his al-
most_tentaclelike arm looping up with it. It pointed
down the corridor, and as he touched the stud briefly, a
clear, sweet note seemed to dart down the faintly lumi-
nous beam that shot forth, to vanish in unseen reaches
of the corridor. “Its range is about a third of a mile.”
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Drunnel took another from its flat case, examined it,
and put it quietly in his cloak. The others were fitting
the curious crowns to their heads, and, a moment later,
unloading the little truck.

Sthek Tharg returned to the dim room. Again the
dying star shot toward him, and the atom flame leaped
up. Drunnel touched the stud at his brow, and heard
very dimly, as though far off, the sweet, torturing note of
the crystal, It made his teeth hurt, as though an unseen
drill were working in their depths. He took five cautious
steps toward the doorway, till sweat started from his
face and his limbs began to tremble. He snapped off the
stud and walked toward his men. They, too, were snap-
ping off the energies—

“Grasun, turn yours on.” Drunnel watched; there was
an instant of wavering energy, as though a sheath of
heat waves had risen suddenly about the man—then
nothing—nothing save the slightest of distortions that
only his expectant eye could detect; that, and the slightly
duller appearance of the eight metal globes on the
crown’s eight points. “Can you understand me readily?”
Drunnel spoke in an ordinary tone.

“Perfectly,” Grasun replied, nodding in confirmation.
“Good. Turn it off. We will have to move these
things to the elevator, then again to the gate of the Sarn
City. And—there is something I want to find out——"

The Sarn returned with the small truck. Drunnel
stood alone, watching his men carrying the last of the
boxed weapons to the elevator. He started in surprise at
the first note of the dying crystal, snapped the lttle stud
as he turned to watch Sthek Tharg. The Sarn stepped
through expressionlessly, the little truck behind him.
Drunnel walked toward him as the notes died in the air,
his hands reaching toward the piled boxes—

“Stop!” snapped the Sarn. He fell back a hasty step,
slitted ruby eyes blazing angrily. “You have a sheath of
energy around you, fool. Turn off that crows

Drunnel looked at him, mumbled a va; e apo!o
he turned the stud. Rapidly, he lifted the boxes from the
truck; he had learned what he sought to know. The
Barn were not immune to the sheath of the crown.
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Deya opened the door at his knock, and Grayth stepped
in with a backward glance at the dimly seen groups in
the tree-shaded street. The last colors of sunset were
fading from the sky, and the darkness slowly saturated
the clear, cooling air. The spring nights were not yet hot
as they would be in another two weeks. A near-full moon
hung halfway up the eastern sky, us hght not yet appre-
ciably affecting the dimness of the

Deya looked over his shoulder, and munoned him in.
“They look more restless than ever, Grayth. Thera came
this afternoon—she is fixing supper now-—and told me
that Bartel believed the explosion would come soon.”

Grayth nodded slowly and shut the door behind his
back. He looked unhappily into the clear, calm blue
eyes raised to his, eyes like bits of cobalt glass in a deli-
cately molded, determined face. Six feet two Grayth
stood, but Deya was a resurgence of a four-thousand-
year-forgotten blood, a clear, Norse strain. Her eyes
were not three inches below his, her red-gold hair, her
clean-lined body the living remembrance of a race hu-
man minds had forgotten.

Grayth sighed, took her in his arms. “The explosion
will come tonight, dear girl. In three weeks—or never
—we will be able to end this indeterminacy.’

Deya’s hands rested lightly on his o e
Jeaned backward slightly to see him more clearly. His
lean, strong face was set and serious, the etched-iron
eyes worried. “The Mother has helped Drunnel as you
feared?”

Grayth nodded. His finger touched the telepath disk
at his brow. “Have you tried to follow any of his men’s
thoughts today?”

Deya smiled. “No, T tried to follow yours. T could not
for some reason, only occasional snatches of ideas. You
were very ngry s nbnul four o'clock this afternoon.”

d. “We had a conference. Drunnel has
gotten we'\pom. v though T cannot follow his mind, as
you know, I did follow that of Rendan. But Rendan was
sent to gather men to carry away the weapons the Moth-
er gave, and did not follow everything that happened.
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By Aesir, I wish I could follow Drunnel. That he should
be one of those rare, complete nonlelepa

“What are the weapons?”

Grayth shrugged. “Rendan dld not knuw——nor T be-
lieve, did Drunnel. But you know what I have said; the
Mother will not give him either a hopelessly powerful,
or hopelessly numerous stock of weapons. I suspect a
weak weapon of attack, and a powerful weapon of de-
fense for a few.

“Lef’s go out to the kitchen.” Deya moved in his
arms, and started away. “Thera hopes Bartel will be
able to come.” For a moment the cobalt-blue eyes
clouded in inner concentration, as did Grayth's. They
nodded together as Bartel’s thoughts reached them,
weak and unclear with distance. He was coming.

For a moment more Grayth caught the strong, lithe
body in his arms, then they moved on to the kilch:n
Thera had placed a table on the stone-flagged terr:
behind the kitchen, under the trelliswork of dark-] leaved
climbing roses. A few first buds were.opening in the cool
night air. The last washing colors of sunset had faded
from the sky and the shadows now were those cast by the
moon, and by the silently flaring atom-flame projector.

The table was set and the.food being brought when
Bartel knocked. Thera went to admit him, and as she
passed Grayth he suggcsted softly that she bolt the door
when Bartel had entered.

‘A moment later the !wo returned. “They are standing
around in groups,” Bartel said, seating himself wearily.
“I got a number of hate thoughts, and a number of
friendly thoughts as T passed them. The groups scem
about equally distributed as to sympathy, and 1 think
that is one reason why I was not bothered at all on my
way here. Perhaps we had best eat quickly. We may be—
called out later.”

Three-quarters of an hour later, Grayth and Bartel
sat in the moon dusk, puffing slowly at their pipes. Deya
and Thera moved quietly, stacking and washing utensils.
Grayth pulled a small, flat jar from his cloak and put it
on the table, looking questioningly toward Bartel. “Per-
haps we might apply a little now.”
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Bartel grunted. “Moon cream, Does it work as well as
Wae thooght i might?”

Grayth smiled. “Better. T see you are wearing you
official crimson and blue, Mine are about the same. With
this—” Grayth rubbed the paste over his hands and
arms to the elbows, then over his face and neck. It van-
ished on his skin, colorless and invisible, in the light of
the atomic flame. He rose and walked the length of the
terrace, down into the garden, where only the pale
moonlight reached him. As he stepped into the shadow
of a gnarled, spreading apple tree—he vanished, a black
shadow in blackness. As he stepped out into the moon-
light again, crimson cloak, dark-blue jacket and trousers,
face and hands alike were jet black. Slowly, he rejoined

Bartel.

“It works,” agreed Bartel, smearing the colorless stuff
into his skin. “T hope it’s harmless.”

“It is. A harmless substance that will not reflect
Tarized light. You know the moonlight will not show col-
ors—though the eye and the brain are tricked by it. To-
night it will serve both to make us invisible in shadow,

badge; Drunnel does not have it. All our men

“Carron was gathering the men and distributing these
things when I left him.” Bartel looked out over the
‘moon-lighted town. “He was still busy. Listen!”

voice cried out somewhere in the direction of the
square, the center of the human town—a dim, unrecog-
nizable voice, crying out a blurred word time and again.
Other voices joined. It grew and washed across the city,
a many-times-repeated chant that grew with its mov-
ing, washing toward them in unrecognizable syllables,
1ill a half-dozen voices two hundred feet away took it up
with a gleeful howl: “Drunnel—Drunnel!” Feet pound-
ed with a muffled beat across lawns, hardening momen-
tarily as they traversed stone-flagged walks, dying in the
distance.

“He was busy, but the human town is annular, with
the huge area of the Sarn City in the middle. Many men
from the far sections had not been able to reach him yet.
‘We were not able to use the vision instruments to spread
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our messages—Drunnel, since he has the Mother’s help,
d!d ” Bartel finished hurriedly.

e has another swift method of communication,”
Grayth pointed out. “It has rolled around the city in less
than a minute and a half. They will be pouring into the
square.”

Somewhere outside a man shouted, screamed a curse
as a muffled thonk cut it off abruptly. A bedlam was
loosed, a score of cursing voices, a great bull-roaring
voice giving orders, scurrying feet and the clang of metal
on metal—and on flesh. Tt stopped with a long-drawn,
thin scream that died away in gurgling bubbles of sound.
The door of the cottage trembled to heavy blo

Grayth was halfway through the house (it
ond blow sounded, moving in slow-seeming strides that
propelled him. as though half-floating through kitchen
and hallway. Tn his hand a blucly lustrous bit of metal
gleamed. “Who’s there?” he demanded.

“Carron, you fool. Let me in. There's more coming
down the street, and there’s no need for arguing with
them.”

Carron burst in, an immense figure in torn greenish
cloak of the legion of peace, a dozen men at his heels. In
his immense hand a three-inch-thick table leg, nicked
deeply in three places, and smeared with blood, seemed
a thin wand. The door bellowed like a sail in the wind, as
his huge hand cuffed it shut. “Bars,” he grunted. Two of
his men slammed over the heavy metal, locking bolts.

“They've started, Grayth, and my men are gathering.
They put their mestages out faster, since they could use
the vision—and we couldn't. Damn the Sarn! But we'll
be evenly Thabeba i the square, if the Mother didn’t give
Drunnel half her armory.”

“She didn’t,” Grayth answered positively. “I told you
she Wams us matched—with Drunnel having a bit of an

“Why couldn’t we use the vision?” asked Thera, look-
ing into the crowded room,

“Perhaps you had best lower those shutters,” said
Deya softly, “or turn out the hgh's You are conspicuous
and crowded in that window.”
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Carron smiled broadly at her, ducking his head to
pass under the door beam six and a half fect from the
oor. “I should have thought of that.” He reached for
R rope, and the thin metal vanes of the shut-
ter slipped almost noiselessly into place over the win-
dows.

“The vision cenmﬂ offices are in Sarn City,” Deya ex-
plained to Thera, “The Sarn watch them; they offer no
chance to send lhroug’h ‘messages we would want and the
Sarn did not. Coded messages might work, if every man
new the code, but if every man knew, the Sarn would
also know soon enough.”

“The rest of the speakers are coming here later,”
Grayth said to Carron. “We must get them here safely—’

“I sent three strong detachments to gather them in."
Carron grunted. “And T came here myself. I'm going to
get the whole lot of you in here and throw one good
guard ring about the place. That'll save me men and al-
low a better guard. I've got men in every house about
here; not a man of Drunnel’s could weave his way
through without alarm being sent in. The moonlight is
tricky, a crawling man seems a bit of a shrub, but these
‘men are in their own houses. By Aesir, they know what
shrubs they have—and Drunnel’s men have no face-
blackening moon cream.

“They have lamp black,” said Deya, “They may use
that.”

“If they think of it. It makes them mmp!cuom then
when they are in the hght " Canon nodded. “What
plans have you made, Grayth?’

“No detailed plans, for we are not ready. Had we had
another month—even a week, perhaps—we might have
learned then to summon Aesir to our aid, and we had
plans for that. But now—we must do as we can. Look;
first the leaders, the speakers, must be concentrated and
guarded here. Then, to stop this battle, we must some-
how destroy three men: Drunnel, Rendan and Grasun.
Beyond that succession the power of the leadership is
not determined among them, and they'd fight among
themselves. If that could be done this night, the month
we need would be gained. The Mother would see that
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one of the others took up the fight, but not immediately;
time would elapse. Drunnel, Rendan and Grasun.

“Right.” Carron nodded. “But they'll be at the
square, s e D et Theyl be hard men
to catch, and quick-footed men.”

Grayth tmu:hcd his headband flectingly, his eyes in
tent on Carron: “We may be able to outguess them.”
Carron’s eyes hgh(ed with understandin;

“Aye—we might. We can try.”

“The speakers with their escorts are almost here,”
Deya said, her eyes clearing from an effort of concen-
tration, “Perhaps the door—"

sprang to draw the bolts as a knock sounded
outside. A moment later ten men in the crimson cloaks
of the speakers entered, crowding about in the tiny
room. Fifty men in the dark green of the legion of
peace, and a score in civilian motley waited outside.
Carron stepped to the door. “A line of you—about the
cottage and move outward till you surround the block.
Make sure there’s no man of Drunnel’s within your
line.”

The men faded into nothingness under the shadowed
trees, vanishing in silence and darkness under the decep-
tive moonlight, seeming so bright, yet actually colorless
and dim. Carron closed and barred the door behind

“We'll take those men and join at the square. T
haven't heard a sound since the call of Drunnel’s men,”
Grayth said. “T'll go with you, Carron, and we'll start at
once. Somehow we must get Drunnel, Rendan and Gra-
sun.”

“They won't agree with us,” said Bartel sourly. “They
10 doubt have similar plans on you. It seems to me that
you would be much better off staying here and letting us
do that, for just as surely as Drunnel’s forces collapse
with his disappearance, ours collapse if you are taken.
The batle would bs over, right enough—with Drunnel

Gayth shook bis head, “The spéakees ave Beer they
will be goal for many of Drunnel’s men, but Drunnel
will not want them,” he said softly. “Drunnel wants
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me, and you. Therefore, we will go where he cannot find
us. If we stay, he can fay plans to attack us. If we are
somewhere in the city, our group can lay. plans of de-
fense, knowing where we are, while Drunnel, not know-
ing, cannot plan attack. And—we have work.”

Bartel stepped through the door after him. As the
three faded into the shadows, the dry grating of the bolts
rattled the door behind them. In a moment their eyes
became accustomed to the moonlight, the dimness
seemed to roll back, and the silvery light grew stronger.
Presently it seemed that it was illumination as effective,
as strong as daylight. Then, abruptly, a shadowy being
emerged from the darkness under a tree, appearing as
though from thin air. “There’s no one between the cot-
tage here and the ring of watchers,” he murmured.

Carron nodded. “Gather the men near Phalun’s cot-
tage. We'll make for the square.” Carron hefted the ta-
ble leg in his hand, and slipped into the shadow with the
othes. Grayth halied b, took the heavy weapon from

“Whalever the Mother has gwen them, it. will more
than likely be electric in nature,” he said after a mo-
ment. “Discard metal and take wooden weapons. Warn
your men against metal things.”

At the corner of a tree-shadowed cottage they met the
troop of men, and Carron passed the warning along.
The soft clink and thud of metal followed slowly, reluc-
tantly, The force dispersed quietly, groups of two and
three wandering off to return moments later, silent,
drifting shadows in the moonlight, carrying faintly lus-
trous table legs and chair legs of nonconducting, plastic
‘material, one with a five-foot, pointed plastic rod ripped
from an atom flame projector. And at the hip of each
swung the blued-metal air .

Silent, drifting ghosts, they passed down the streets,
scattered under clumps of moon shadow, following the
lawns and dust-muffied roads. Slow accretions joined the
party as the stragglers from outlying districts appeared.
Three times there were brief scufilings and cries that
were silenced under dull, muffled blows. White faces in
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the moonlight looked up sightlessly as they passed on—
‘white faces, the badge of Drunnel’s men.

There were lights in the square ahead, far down the
street. Early arrivals stood about in tense idleness,
awaiting the coming of reenforcements for both sides.
Grayth turned down a side street, crossing at right an-
gles toward the sound of a compact body of men ad-
vancing on a parallel street. A moment later they saw
them, dark figures with white faces marching toward the
square, a group of half a dozen in the lead, wearing cu-
rious ‘gemmed crowns and carrying foot-long in-
struments in their hands.

The drifting shadows in the deeper shadow of trees
dispersed, vanished save for little wraiths of blackness
‘moving behind cottages, in absolute silence. The troop
of Drunnel’s men moved on alertly, eyes darting about,
clubs and knives ready. A dense mass of three great
trees darkened the road ahead, and they marched into it.

dozen were down before they fully realized the as-
sault. Carron’s great voice boomed out in exaltation as
he recognized the leader. “Grasun, by Aesir, Grasun!”
A roar went up from the compact group of Grasun’s
companions.

And through it came the sweet, thrilling, killing note
of the glow-beam Grasun carried in his hand. Its faint
light shot out straight for the black shadow of a charging
man_bearing the mace of a bulky table leg in his
upraised hands. The beam touched him, sang through
him, and roared in sweet, chilling vibrations as though
his twisting, tortured body were a sounding board. The
men near him writhed and fell, twisting, helpless, their
weapons dropping from numbed, paralyzed han
Drunnel’s men charged forward with a cry of triumph as
the beam of the glow-tube swerved. Again the thin,
shrill note stabbed out toward a darkened figure. For a
moment he glowed, writhing, falling, his joints cracking
suddenly as maddened muscles distorted him impossi-
bly, his dymg body a sounding resonator that paralyzed
those ne

Ano:her g]o'w ~beam came into action as Carron's
great figure lunged forward, the table leg upraised in
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huge arms. Leaping Drunnelians tumbled from the
‘mighty, charging body; for a fraction of a second he
loomed over Grasun.

Grasun stared up, his white face lifted to_the moon-
light, a smile of pure joy in it as he turned his weapon
slowly toward the colossus towering six inches above
him, three hundred pounds of bone and sinew. The table
leg crashed down toward what Grasun knew was an im-
penetrable, invisible, shielding force. He pressed the
stud of his gun as the mace contacted his shield, with all
the force and momentum Carron's shoulders could give

it.

Grasun el to the ground, while the pale beam of his
ray shrieked its way through the treetops. Carron
dropped his splintered club from numbed fingers. The
sheer momentum of the blow, unable to crack the shield
though it may have been, served to stun the man inside
by the vicious jerking it imparted to him. Carron saw
'.he strange, glowing rod wavering toward him again, felt

e stunning impact of another attacker’s club on his

shoulder, and spun with a roar of rage. His immense
hands closed on the attacker, the giant arms lifted him
like a squalling child above Carron’s shoulders, to crash
him on the force shield of the fallen man. A luyl. thin

wail of terror escaped him as the arcing energies of the
ﬁeld crashed through him. Ha fell, a smoldering, quiver-
ing thing, at the feet of Gras

“Rocks!” roared Carmn, leaping from the scene of
battle. “Rocks for those with the crowns! Bombard
Sem!™

Others of Grayth's men had not leaped so hastily to
close contact. The soft coughing air guns were bringing
down many of the Drunnelians, groaning as heavy slugs
broke bonex silent when they struck an instantly vital
spot. The bullets fell away from those who wore the
crowns, who stood unscathed, their whining weapons of
the Sarn Mother stabbing at vague shadnws retreated
now into the greater shadows of the tre

A cobble of granite the size of a man 's head hurtled
out of the darkness toward Grasun as he staggered un-
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certainly to his feet—a cobble hurled by an unseen giant.
The shield deflected i, stopped it, but the meshed forces
transmitted shattering momentum to the man who wore
the crown. Grasun huddled on his knees, shaking his
head, his weapon fallen to the ground beside him.

“Rocks!” Carron roared. “Rocks—big rocks, you
blasted, withering idiots! Not pebbles, you howling
fools, rocks! They have a shield—a shield of force. But
it shakes 'em when the rocks hit "em—"

“Throw at Grasun.” Grayth's voice snapped out of

- the night, low and tensely clear. “A dozen of you—
heavy stuff.”

A rain of granite cobbles, unearthed from a forgotten
pile, stormed out of the night. Half a dozen struck the
fallen man’s shield with a blasting force. From barely
within the protective shadow. of the tree, Carron’s huge
arms heaved a boulder of cighty pounds weight. The
deadly thing crashed down on the straining shield with a
snapping of energies, held for a moment as though
bouncing on unseen rubber, and fell to one side. Grasun
rolled end over end under the impact, struggling dazedly
to rise. His voice called out in muified syllables to the
milling men around him, but they dared not help him;
the shield was death to touch.

“Carron—Carron—think!” ~Grayth’s ~clear, _sharp
voice penetrated the roar of fighting men. Carron
stopped bewldered for a moment, then trong n he el-
pat

came his orders. Immediately his great hands
swep( a dozen others of his men into formation about
him, each with a boulder in his hands. They burst from
the shadows, and heavy rocks flew. The crowned men
fell, staggered aside at the heavy burst of ammunition.
The giant charged in at the head of his men, two great
table legs flailing in his hands. The disorganized mob of
Drunnelians parted as he charged toward the groggy Gra- |
sun. But before he came too near the invisible death of
the shield, he bent and picked up the glow-beam projec-
tor Grasun had dropped. Carron fled again to the pro-
tective trees.
Boulders were effective on crowned and unshielded
alike. The steady rain of deadly ammunition was dis-
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rupting the aim of the glow-beam wielders. The apolo-
getic little cough of the air guns in the hands of prac-
ticed men were making the Drunncians fall like biighted

The last of Drunnel’s unshielded men were down, or
gone. Half a dozen wearers of the crowns stood in a
tight circle firing their strange death into the shadows.
Grayth joined Carron beneath a great tree, and took
from him the slim, warm tube of the weapon taken from
the fallen Grasun, “A. man you can trust,” he snapped.
“Send it to Ware; we must get othcrs Dot let those
men o must get Grasun.”

“Tarn e this. You know the house of Ware.
Take it zo him. Run » The man was a crawling figure,
sprinting across a lawn, then gone from sight, “Now”—
Carron turned to Grayth—“we can keep their fire inef-
fective so long as the rocks hold out, but how can we
crush those shields? It is death to touch them, it seems. I
saw eight of their own men die when they stumbled into
them.”

A man materialized out of shadow beside Carron, a
great wooden bucket in his hands, his invisible face split
by a toothy grin. Carron took the thing in huge hands,
and stepped forward; his huge arms creaked to the
strain as it leaped into the air, to fall in a silver rain over
the shielded men, running, trickling, wetting the ground
at their fect, From another side another bucket leaped
into the air, to drop over them, some few drops resting
for a moment on the invisible sheath in-darting, arcing
energies. Another and another—

Grasun howled—a shrill scream of terror and agony.
Water had short-circuited the thing on his head; it was
smoking; as he tore it from him it grew red-] hot—whnu,
it exploded with a roar of sound a burst of incandescent
energy that limned attackers and attacked alike in glar-
ing light. Grasun fell to the ground twitching, rolling—
and suddenly stilled as he touched the hem of another’s
shield. A roar of triumph went up from every tree, every
cottage corner.

The pistoled legion of peace had been driven into the
buildings surrounding the square. In the center of the
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square, surrounded by two-score figures, Drunnel and
Rendan directed the battle.

Grayth waited in the darkness just beyond, while Car-
ron closed up his_communications. Darting runners
brought messages. Eyes dulled with an inner concentra-
tion, Grayth sat motionless, gathering information by tele-
path from a hundred hidden points, from men in
cottage they had left, from Deya, from Ware in his un-
derground workshop. The secret of the glow-beam—

“The shield muffled voices,” Grayth said to Carron.
“They also stop the glow-beam then, for Ware says it
projects a beam that carries an nllrasomc vibration that
is death to man—and probably harmles;

Carron grunted. “The men in the bmldmgs had al-
ready found the danger of metal, but they hadn’t learned
the trick of the rocks. I—"

Somewhere in a building, lightless and darkened, a
sudden, terrific glare appeared. The windows were solid
squares of thrusting radiance, spotlight beams that shot
their brilliant knives through weak moonlight to limn for
an instant the crouching figures in the center of the
square. Drunnel stood up, badly outlined against a fierce
beam of Ilgh! his face surpnsc startled.

* Grayth smiled. “I got the message through
to Paul(ur One of Drunnel’s shiclded men was trying
to drive them out of the building. I wonder—" His eyes
closed for a moment. “No, the weapon was destroyed,
100.”

Another virulent flash burned through the windows of
a nearby house; in the first a duller, redder light was
growing, Men were darting out of the place, smoke trail-
ing behind them. The exploding crown had set fire to
the age-dried woodwork.

Men were filtering out of the shadows, dim clots of a
‘more solid black in the blackness under the tree. A fitful
redness was growing in the moon-drenched square as
the ancient woodwork of the ignited house yielded to the
growing flame. The dimly seen messengers came near to
Carron, speaking in low voices, Carron’s deep bass
growling in reply, till they vanished again on some mis-
sion of communication.
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“Grayth,” the giant’s voice rumbled in its softest
tones, “the men in the buildings can’t get near enough to
Drunnel’s group to throw the heavy rocks. The glow-
beams make it impossible, and until they get near they
can’t disturb the aim. Is there any way we can shield o
men against the beams?”

Grayth was silent, but in his telepath Carron could
feel the tenuous thread of mind energies reaching out to
Ware, to others of their group. And dimly, he could feel
Ware’s answering thought. Screening—each ~man
wrapped in sheet metal carefully grounded, worn over a
thick padding of cotton, or quilting.

Carron muttered dlsgns!cdly Graylh Tooked up at
‘him, nodding. “Tm)

L e s, ]eakmg away from the group in
the center of the square, darting down narrow side
streets before the rocks hurled from nearby buildings
could knock them from their feet. Other shielded men
were coming toward the square from every direction,
men from more distant sections of the annular city,
They were waiting in the back streets outside the square,
moving in restless circles.

Carron touched Grayth's sleeve. “We can’t do it in
this try, Grayth,” he growled. “The shielded ones with
their weapons are surrounding the square. We'll be
caught h:lplcssly 11 we don't retreat. I've sent word to
those others that—’

“If we don’t reach Drunnel tonight, we'll never be
able to,” Grayth groaned. “The Sarn Mother will give
him better weapons, and waverers who had ]omed us
will transfer to him when they see us in retreat.”

““We must retreat at once,” insisted Carron unhappily.
“If we only had some means of swift communication—if
we had only been able to map out a plan, and put it
across to all our scattered people. We didn’t have time;
we didn’t know what weapons Drunnel would have until
too late. I know now what we should have done. Per-
haps it is not too late, if we can once join our forces. Be-
cause all meetings have always been held in the square,
all our men are rushing toward it. I'll call the men out of
those buildings at—"
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A wild rush of feet sounded down the great, radial ar-
tery. A hundred men with the darkened faces of
Grayth’s supporters swept down the street, half a dozen
glow-tubes in their hands, and many empty water pails
among them. The hidden men in the buildings of the
square cheered them on, and a fusillade of air-gun pellets
rattled on the stone flags. The mass of men broke up,
scattering before they came in range of the pale beams
of death. Long before Carron’s messenger reached them
their compact formation was gone; they were filtering
thxongh back streets into every building of the square.

arron's runner brought back a new interpreta-
tion of this reenforcement; they were not running to the
charge, but falling back before more than fifty armed,
shielded Drunnelians. Another band of Grayth’s men
rushed in from another artery, vanishing like smoke in
shadows and shadowed buildings. The torch lighted by
an exploding crown was growing; the red flare of a
burning building was rapidly making the moonlight un-
important, the moon cream useless. The fire was spread-
ing.

Two score of Drunnel’s fighters appeared down the
street that had recently brought Carron’s green-cloaked
legionnaires. Carron settled back under the tree in help-
less rage. “We won't retreat, Grayth, We can’t now, for
Drunnel has driven half our men into this square, be-
tween his central, unassailable group and the nng of
other men, and the buildings sheltering them are b
ing. I haven’t seen a score of Drunnel’s unshielded ﬁght—
ers; they're probably in the outskirts, keeping the rest of
our men from relieving those inside the ring.”

Grayth looked at the spreading flames consuming the
buildings. Stone for the most part, they were roofed with
metal or slate, but the floors, walls and supporting
beams were of wood. These were burning furiously. A
burning house collapsed as he watched, the fierce heat
of the internal furnace crumbling age-hardened mortar,
loosening the aged stone.

Drunnel stood in the light of the fire, watching his cir-
cling fighters on the outskirts, His arms moved, givin
orders, pointing out directions of movement. A messen-
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ger ran toward a broad artery, down which a score of
weaponed men were moving. A rain of half a hundred
great stones crushed him to the ground and a stream of
water drowned his screen into exploding fire as he
passed 100 near a house. Another messenger started af-
ter him, dodging, running in irregular movements. A
well-thrown rock knocked him from his feet, and a
steady rain of them held him helpless till water drowned
his screen in turn. A roar of angry triumph went up.

Drunnel’s arm stayed another man who started to-
ward a broader road. Drunnel shook his head, shrugged
his shoulders as the man motioned violently, attempted
to pull awa

“They can’t enter the buildings,” Carron growled.
“The water and rocks stop that. But they don’t have to.
The fire is already there.” He nodded toward a group of
men working on a rooftop with a garden hose, their
dark-green cloaks flapping in the faint wind. A glow-
beam reached up from somewhere beyond the square,
and a man crumpled in death. Three near him stiffened
and jerked, one to slide from his position into the grow=
ing furnace,

A messenger panted up from the shadows, the glow of
the flames giving color to his cloak, washing the blackness
of the moonlight from his face. In his hand he held three
of the crowns. His face split in a grin. “They don’t have
them turned on all the time.”

Grayth stepped forward cagerly, “Three of them.
How did you get them intact?”

“A dozen of us—we saw them coming down the
road, and hid in the shadows. They did not have their
shields turned on, and three fell in the first volley of the
air guns. The others we washed out with water, but
these we saved.”

“Well,” Carron pointed out bitterly, “that improves
the odds. We now have three effective men who can
stand up against their near thousand—maybe. Your
technician lnend ‘may be able to duplicate them, though
—in a month

“Tarnsun,” Grayth called softly to the figure half visi-
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ble in the light of the flames, “take this to Ware. You
can penetrate the lines Drunnel is drawing about us by
wearing :ms. turned on full. If— Never mind, just go
back an Grayth had caught the weary denial
i ad e Grayth's thought had reached Ware at
once, reached a tired, immensely busy technician, strug-

Carron. The giant spoke suddenly, pointing toward the
square. One of the shielded men had stepped from the
group, carrying a blazing ball of cotton on the end of a
bit of wire. It sailed out from his arm to land on the roof
of the building near the artery down which their messen-
gers had attempted to go. It blazed feebly for a moment
and went out. But a dozen more followed it, blazing,
oil-soaked cotton wrapped around a stone. Light things
that could be hurled a distance the heavy rocks Carron’s
men had used could not cover. Three crashed through
windows. The feeble blazes grew stronger. Water hissed
viciously; for a moment the flame wavered, then grew
swiftly brilliant.

Dark figures dropped from windows to dart toward
nearby buildings. Four stopped halfway, never to reach
their goal, as glow-beams found them. The red flower of
the flames spread slowly at first; then windows burst in
the heat and they grew swiftly. The house on the oppo-
site corner was burning now.

A messenger walked down the alley between the
flames to a group of shielded men beyond. They moved
away in_planned unison when he reached them, the
band splitting in two, marching in opposite directions
about the square.

Carron stiffened suddenly; his eyes darted sideward
toward Grayth's shadowed figure. Grayth, t00, was stiff-
ened, tense. A soft, unreal voice whispered in their
mmds, a voice and more than a voice, for with it whis-
pered sights and sounds and odors: soft odors of a gar-
den under moonlight, the sounds of men crashing
through ruined flower beds, and the thrilling, keemnx
wail of the glow-beams. A gdrdcn in black and white,
scattered with darting figures hurling water pails and
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rocks at an advancing troop of thirty shielded figures.
Deya was watching through a window, with a score of
the divisional speakers about her. The troop of Carron’s
Iegionnaires were falling back before the concerted as-
sault of a mass of shielded, armed Drunnelians.
“They can’t stop them,” Grayth muttered.
Carron’s voice rumbled unintelligibly. “We didn’t.”
“Another month—even a week, perhaps—and we
might have learned to-summon Aesir to aid us. Do you
think the Mother knew—that she did this just early
enough to prevent us
“What can we do now?” Carron demanded. “We
might try a mass attack—all of the men swarming at
once down on Drunnel and Rendan there-
“Rendan isn’t there.” Grayth sighed. “It was he who
went to the outer ring to order them. A mass attack
would only lead to a thousand deaths for everyone we
have had tonight. There are nearly five thousand of our
fnends m those buildings. Somehow they must be re-

Slowly, Grayth got to his feet, Deya’s thought pictures
came 5o clear to his mind that it seemed almost that he
must avoid the old oak which stood by the flagged ter-
race where he had eaten dinner, and the charging Drun-
nelians behind their shields. The last of Carron’s green-
cloaked legionnaires was down. They would mot use
their glow-beams on the speakers; Grayth knew with a
terrible certainty that they would not use them on Deya
and Thera.

Grayth reached to his forehead and touched the little
stud of the crown he had donned. Carron watched him
in surprise, started after him as he walked out of the
shadow of the tree into the full light of the flames. “Stay
there, Carron,” Grayth called. Then he was striding
across the last of the lawn onto the flagged pavement of
the square. He stood still for a moment, as a half-dozen
glowing beams lanced toward him, to die soundlessly
against the invisible sheath of his crown. The beams
stopped. Drunnel stepped toward him, till he stood in
the forefront of his little force.
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“What terms, Drunnel?” Grayth called. The sheath
secmed to drink in his voice, but somehow Drunnel had

 Droaiu laughed softly. “And may 1 ask, why terms?
‘Why should I want terms from you

“Because you have no real deslre to destroy these
men in the buildings.” Grayth nodded to the silent
watchers in the windows facing the square, “Because
you only want to make sure that I do not escape—and
because you cannot hold me. We have captured a score
or 50 of these crowns the Mother gave you. With them I,
a score or 5o of my men, Deya, Thera—and a few oth-
ers—can leave you. We will have time and opportunity
then to do something more, perhaps. But certainly I can
find my way to safety on this world you cannot ever
hope to search, though the Sarn Mother herself should
aid you.”

Grayth looked at Drunnel steadily, wondering if
Drunnel had, of course, any way of knowing how many
crowns had been captured intact. One, at least, he knew.
And he had no way of knowing that Deya and Thera
were even then arguing with a group of shiclded men led
by Barthun,

“What do you want?” Drunnel spoke after a mo-
ment’s silence, broken only by the crackling lap of the
flames, the restless creak of ancient houses crowded now

‘with men.

“The men that fought for me go free, every man or
woman or child you have surrounded, captured or
blockaded. I will surrender to you. g

“I do not like your terms.” Drunnel laughed. “You
cannot escape from this point now; the outer ring of my
‘men would stop you.”

Grayth shook his head. “You know better than that.
‘What offer will you make?”

“I will release these men and women of no impor-
tance; but I will demand your surrender, and that of
Bartel, Carron, and the spokesmen of the dis(ric!s M
Drunnel stood out before his men, his dark eyes
ing, a smile of sweeping satisfaction on his face. “And
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that is concession enough for what T hold in my hand
this night. What fight have you, Grayth? Your men are
bottled between my inner center here, and my outer
ring. And the fire spreads in between.

A clever trick your water was, and clever enough
that hurling of rocks, but it gains you nothing. I have
‘more sense of realities than you, Grayth. I don’t lay hu-
‘manity open to the anger of the Sarn Mother, and she is
just. She appreciates and aids those who aid her.

“Your futile air guns have merely tempted your men
into a closing trap. You, who have never seen a book on
military strategy, never practiced warfare, hoping to de-
feat one tutored by the generals of the Sa! You may

wise enough in working the minds of cattle such as
these in my burning pens—but for practical matters
your knowledge is nothing.

“Well, what do you say, Grayth? Tl release these
‘men, these stupid followers of a stupid leader—but the
leaders must face the Mother.”

Grayth shook his head. “We are not caught. We are
qulcksllvcr under your fingers, escaping as you try to
hold us. Bartel you want for personal reasons, personal
hatred, as you want me. I will surrender to you if you
will swear by the name of the Mother, by Kathal Sarg-
than herself, that my people, mclndmg all others save
only myself and Bartel, shall be free and undisturbed.
Bartel, T except with his consent—and catch him if you
may! You claim your ring tight-

Drunnel stared at the tall figure of his enemy. Quick-
silver under his fmgers to slip through the teeth of his
closing trap. Bart

“Let Bartel _|mn you, then,” he called carelessly. “The
sheep will fall apart in squabbles when the goats are
gone.”

“You swear by the name of the Mother, by Kathal
Sargthan, that those who have fought for me shall be
free and unmolested, on equal grounds with those who
have fought with you and with those who have not
fought?”

“By Kathal Sargthan, T swear that.” Drunnel nodded.
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al Sargthan you swear that we shall have
trial befare the Mother, as the law of the Sarn de-
‘mands?

Drunnel laughed, eyes flashing in the light of the
flames. “Aye—if you want that so badly, Grayth, you
and Bartel shall surrender to me, and together you shall
appear before the Mother. And by the Mother’s name,
Tl have you there at the morning audience, too!” .

Bartel's figure merged from the dark entranceway of
a building, striding forward to join Grayth Grayv.h
snapped off the tiny stud of his crown as Drunn
forward, took it from his head and reslored the sllver—
and-enamel disk of the Mother’s slaves. Drunnel took it
from his hands, eyes bright, white teeth flashing in an al-

most friendly smile of triumph. The game was played
out; Grayth and Bartel were no longer obstacles in his
path to power.

The Sarn stood in solidly massed ranks leading up to the
high, golden throne of the Sarn Mother. The great hall
of audience was quiet, a hush so deep the faint rustle of
the atom-flame projectors far above in the lofty dome
trickled down to them like the rustle of autumn’s falling
leaves.

Grayth and Bartel stood side by side before the
Mm.her, their official crimson cloaks  stripped from

em, draped instead over the tall forms of Drunnel and
Rendan standing close behind. A long, slanting ray of
‘morning sunlight stabbed through a window to wash on
the crimson cloth, rebounding in reddening glare.

For long minutes the motionless, slitted eyes of the
Mother looked into Grayth’s calm face. Her line-thin
mouth seemed scarcely to move as she spoke. “You told
us that the law of the Sarn could not be enforced, and
that you were unable to enforce it. Therefore, Gray(h it
was my desire that you be removed.

“By the Law of the Sarn, the inefficient administrator is
worthy of removal, and the rebellious administrator is
worthy of death.

the common law of the humans, the inefficient
are removed, and the treasonous aré worthy of death.
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“By the Law of the Sarn and the law of man, you
have earned no appeal to me. Why then do you protest
your ancient privilege of appeal to the Mother of laws
and justice?”

“By the Law of Sarn and humans, the inefficient
should be removed and the rebellious or treasonous de-
stroyed,” Grayth acknowledged. His voice was low and
clear, its tones dying slowly in the vast hall. “If these
lhmgs are proved against me, I am guilty. But no man
has accused me of inefficiency, for I am not inefficient in
failing to do that which the law forbids me to do. The
Law of the Sarn forbids that the spokesman of man be
also the commander of the legion, or that he raise a police
power for his office. The law of the humans forbids the
spokesman of man doing other than offer advice. I have
given the Mother advice, as the laws require; the laws of
the Sarn cannot be forced onto humanity without de-
struction. You ordered that I enforce them, yet the Law
of Sarn and of man forbids my raising the power I must
have to do this. Had I done so, I would have rebelled
against the Law of the Sam and been traitorous to hu-
man law. I did not do so; therein I am not traitorous,
nor am I inefficient.”

“The word of the Mother is the Law of the Sarn.”
‘The Sarn Mother’s masking, lranslllcenl lids slid acmss
her eyes for a moment. “There is no law above it.
decisions of the Mother are the ]aw ol the Earth; lhere
is no law above them. You have acted inefficiently, or
rebelliously. I find your actions rebellious. The law de-
fines the manner of your death.

“So, also, I find Bartel rebellious. The law defines the
‘manner of your death.” The unwinking eyes swung slow-
1y to Bartel and held him for a moment. Then, suddenly,
they moved from his face, to look down the long hall of
audiences to the great entranceway. The expressionless
face remained unchanged, the line-thin slt of her lips
did not move. But in the silence the breath whistled soft-
ly into her nostrils. Grayth turned slowly to follow the
unmoving stare of the Sarn Mother.

In the bright radiance of the atom flames, across lanc-
ing beams of early sunlight, a vague, amorphous thing
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moved, a thing of utter blackness, Shifting suggestions of
blocky, heavy legs moved it forward. Slowly, in the sun-
light and the radiance of the projectors, it seemed to so-
lidify, condensing upon itself. A gigantic, manlike figure
lommng twelve feet—a figure not in black, but of black-
ness, a sheer absence of all vision, a solid shadow of ut-
ter night.

As it moved closer in ponderous, soundless strides,
the condensation and solidification went on, more clear-
ly the arms, the great legs became visible. A great, fea-
tureless head of jet surmounted the heroic figure, a face
of eyeless, mouthless, noseless blackness, swirling, mov-
ing unsteadily.

d behind it on the great floor, where the formless
feet touched, white sprang out, white flowers of frost.
Slowly, the figure moved forward, an aura of cold, a
faint, whispering wind from unguessed, icy spaces draw-
ing about i it, behind it. A stabbing beam of brilliant sun-
Tight struck down from a high window, lanced into it
like a great shaft—and vanished. It did not illuminate
nor r:ﬂ:ct from that figure of blackness.

—» Grayth gasped the name, falling back a

Thirty feet from the Mother the figure halted, the
‘mighty arms at rest by its sides. The paralyzed Sarn be-
gan to stir, a voice broke out in hxssmg syllables—and
quicted. The blackness spoke, spoke not in words, but in
thoughts, thoughts that danced and lanced through ev-
ery mind, human and Sarn alike.

“There is neither justice nor right in your ruling,
daughter of the Sarn. Your race and the race of my peo-
ple are different. You must change that ruling, in the
name of the justice you invoke.”

The Sarn Mother’s hand moved like a flashing ser-
pent’s tongue to a tiny stud set in her throne. A pencil of
ravening, intolerable fury burst from the carven mouth
of the crouching metal beast at her side, a pencil of in-
conceivable energies that reft the air in its path in
screaming, shattered atoms—and died soundless, light-
less on the breast of the lord of blackness. From her
massed guards a thousand tongues of death shricked
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out, ravening rods of annihilation—that died unseen in
his ‘blackness. From the plaque above the throne of the
Sarn Mother a roaring column of the atomic-blast, a
force designed to wash down mountains, vomited forth,
drowning in colossal thunders the pricking bubbles of
the lesser rays. No spark of light, no faintest sight of illu-
‘mination appeared on the motionless giant.

The shouting voice of the rays died out, stopped, and
their echoes wandered lonely in the vast silence of the
hall. The blackness spoke again, in a soundless voice
that seemed to echo like a vast organ’s song, yet lacked
all quality of sound.

“I am not matter, nor of forces such as your beams,
your rays can touch, daughter of the Sarn. Your wis-
dom, the ancient powers of your race are useless. You are
still but one; I am all of mankind that has ever been, the
fifteen hundred billions who have died since the first
man. I am the billions you slaughtered at the Conquest.
Ten thousand generations of mankind have willed,
dreamed and struggled for success and freedom. I am
the crystallization of those wills, those dreams.. I am
mankind, an incarnate ideal half formed. No force, no
ray, no thing of matter can influence my being.

“All space was saturated with the deathless energies
of forgoncn strivers, the eternal wills of all man’s myri-
ads since the lost beginning of time. In glacial epoch I
died under rending tiger's claws, yet lived in the cl
protected by that sacrifice. T died while the world was
young—and I died last night under the rays you gave
these men, and with the leaden shot of the air guns in

me.

“I am the wills of mankind, raised into substance by
your own acts, daughter of the Sarn. Three billions.died
at the Conquest, and their wills released to eternal space
carried one single thought: to save Barth from your
slavery. They were the crystallizing point, on that heart
and nucleus the space-ranging wills of unremembered
generations have united into me. Four thousand years
have passed, and slowly T have grown, till my powers
made contact with Earth’s space and time last night,



234 THE BEST OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL

when once again wills and minds went from Earth in
striving for freedom.

“ am Aesir, the pantheon of mankind, and mankind
itself. All that ever died, under blazing desert sun or in
freezing arctic waste, when the first dim stirrings of
mind arose and struggled with a tool, and through all
time to the will that became of me while I spoke here—
the will of one wounded last night and dying this morn-

ing.

“Fm' whatever cause they strove and died, they are of
me, daughter of the Sarn. Mankind must have justice,
for each of those who died sought in his own way for
what his mind believed was truth. Grayth and Bartel
have striven !.hat justice might be, and they shall go on
with their works.

“Drunnel and Rendan have sought to sell mankmd
for their own ends. They, too, shall have justice.”

The vast blackness of his arm reached out and a
formless finger of jet touched once on Drunnel’s fore-
head for a fraction of a second, before it passed to Ren-
dan’s terror-frozen countenance, Slowly, Drunnel swayed,
his legs loosened and he fell to the floor as a soft, white
blanket spread over his face. His head clicked like brit-
tle metal on the black basalt of the floor. Like dropped
ice it shivered in a dozen fragments. Kindly, swift-
spreading, white frost crystals softened and concealed it,
and the broken skull of Rendan.

Aesir turned. Before him a lane opened as the Sarn
stumbled back, making a way that led him straight to
the vast gold-flecked wall of the hall of audiences, pol-
ished slabs of jade-green stone. Silently, Aesir stepped
into it; the solid matter misted and vanished at his
touch, opening to the empty corridor beyond. For a mo-
ment it remained so, the vast, black figure striding
soundless down the deserted corridor beyond the wall
—then the wall closed in behind him. But it was black,
black with the blackness of Aesir himself.

A guard turned on it a stabbing beam that crushed
the atoms of a rising column into sparkling dust. But the
blackness of the wall remained, untouched, unlighted.

e beam died, and very slowly, before their eyes, the
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Dlackness faded from the wall, evaporating in little curl-
ing wisps of jet fog. For a moment, a distorted profile
remained, a vast, black shadow of a man thrown on
green stone.

Then only green polished stone glowed in the warm
light of the rising sun.

The Mother's expressionless eyes looked into
Grayth’s for long, silent seconds. The Sarn shifted
restlessly, little whisperings of a rising sound. “You shall
both go, Grayth and Bartel, and see that order is re-
stored in the human city.” The Sarn Mother's voice halt-
ed for a moment, then continued, “At the hour of sunset
of this day all the weapons and crowns I allowed to
leave my arsenal will be returned to me.

“The law of the one and the five shall not apply to
humans.”

The Mother’s eyes closed. Grayth and Bartel turned
and walked silently down the long aisle between ranks
of silent Sarn. Behind them followed the six, silent men
who had come that morning with Drunnel and Rendan.
Outside the great entranceway, the six went hastily away
across the green lawn. For a moment Grayth and Bartel
stood alone.

An electrotechnician, a man so commonly seen work-
ing about the Sarn City that few noticed him, joined
them there. In one hand he carried a large, snap-locked
bag, a somewhat large kit, containing, no doubt, the
tools, the instruments and delicate bits of nppm’alll.s of
his trade. In the other hand he carried a pair of stiltlike
things of light metal tubing, things that ended with a
curiovs webbing that resembled broad, splayed feet.

“I had the luck of the gods,” said Ware softly. “It was
pcrfcctly impossible to complete the thing in the time

"ch." said Grayth with a chuckle that was half a
sigh, “we had the luck of the gods, t00.”



Cloak of Aesir

THE SARN MOTHER’S tiny, almost-human face was lined
with the fatigue of forty hours of continued strain. Now,
she feared greatly, a new and greater tension was ahead.
For the eight City Mothers, taking their places about the
Conference Hall of the Sarn, were not going to be sym-
pathetic to the Mother’s story.

To them, the ancient Sarn Mother well knew, the hu-
mans of Earth were slaves. Slaves bred for work, of little
mentality and no importance. Earth was the planet of
the Sarn, the planet the Sarn had taken, some four thou-
sand years before, from the race of small-bodied, small-
‘minded weaklings called Man that had originally inhab-
ited it.

And that idea was going to be :xtremely hard to
change. Particularly, it would be hard for the Sarn
Mother to change that idea, for she was somewhat—not
of them. The Sarn Mother was the Immortal. She was,
therefore, disliked.

These eight, these Mothers of Cities, were the ma-
triarchic governors of Earth under the Sarn. Each had
risen to overlordshlp of a continent, or near-continental
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area, by competitive brilliance among all their people.
They had won their places, merited them, they felt.

But the Sarn Mother? The ultimate ruler of all Earth,
all Sarn and humans alike? She had not inherited her
position exactly—she had simply been there forever.
Her winning of it was forgotten in the mists of antiquity.
The Sarn were a long-lived people—some lived a thou-
sand years—but the Sarn Mother was immortal; she had
lived in the mythical days of the Forgotten Planet, be-
fore the home world of the Sarn had disrupted in cosmic
catastrophe, forcing the race to seck new worlds.

‘The Sarn Mother had won this world for them, but
that—and all others who had fought mankind in that
four-thousand-years-gone ~ time—was _forgotten. The
Sarn Mother was simply a hang-over from an era that
should have died. So felt the Mothers of Cities, ambi-
tious Sarn who saw a place above them that—because
of the Mother’s cursed immortality—they could never
hope to reach.

The old Sarn Mother knew that, and knew, too, that
only her own possession of secret science those millen-
niums of her life had given her, made her place safe.
The City Mothers feared two things: that well-held se-
eret science, and the jealousy of their sisters.

e old Sarn was tired with mental struggle, and she
Toey, axscualy o o ot the CSh Mok Toas Bl
her, that she was facing another struggle. The humans of
Earth were rising in a slow, half-understood revolt. She
and these eight City Mothers knew that.

But the City Mothers did not, and would not, admit
that those humans were capable of revolt. For all their
lives humans have been slaves, pets, a sort of domesti-
cated animal. That they or the similarly domesticated
cows might attempt to st up a civilization—

For the San Mother alone had been alive the four
thousand years that had passed since mankind’s defense
of Earth all but succeeded in defeating the invading
Sarn. The City Mothers could not understand. Subcon-
sciously they had no intention of understanding anything
50 unpleasant.
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The Sarn Mother’s pointed, elfin face smiled weary
eting. Her fluting, many-toned, speech berayed her
fatigue as she spoke to them. “I call you together,
daughters, because somclhmg of grave importance has
arisen. You have heard, perhaps, of the judging of
Grayth and Bartel?”

“Rumors,” said the Mother of Targlan, the city
perched high in the crystal clarity of the mighty Hima-
laya Mountains. “You reversed your judgment, I
‘heard.” Her voice was silky smooth—and bitter.

The Sarn Mother’s small, pointed face did not
change. The trouble, definitely, was beginning. “I told
you at the last Council that the human stock was re-
building, that the submerged intelligence and will that
built, before our invasion of this planet, a high civiliza-
tion, were mounting again. It is, I believe, equal in
power to that before the Conquest. And, under our rule,
it has been purified in some respects. There is less vio-
lence, and more determination.

“It is somewhat hard for you to appreciate that, for
you do not remember human beings as other than

“I recognize a certain growing restlessness at re-
straint. The majority of those humans do not yet know
—understand—the reason for a vague restlessness that
they feel. Their leaders do. They are restless of govern-
ment and restraint, and I hoped to use that vagueness of
feeling to destroy the tendency toward rebellion. I
thought the rebellion might be turned against their own,
proxy government. Therefore, I caused the humans to
revolt against their government under us, instead of
against the Sarn.

“Even I had underestimated them. Grayth and Bartel,
the Ieaders of mankind, appeared before me accompa-
nied by Drunnel, the rival leader. T will not detail their
Qquarrel, save to say that Drunnel was my tool. I sen-
tenced Grayth and Bartel.

“Then—Aesir, he called himself—appeared. He was
a blackness—a three-dimensional shadow. He stood
some four feet taller than I, nearly twelve feet tall, twice
the height of humans. But he was shaped like a human
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in bulk, though the vague blackness made any feature
impossible. He claimed that he was not made of any

matter, but was the crystallization of the wills of
all humans who have died in any age, while secking
freedom.

“Aesir spoke by telepathy. Mind to mind. We know
the humans had been near that before the Conquest,
and that our own minds are not so adapted to that as are
the humans’. Aesir used that method.

“He stood before me, and made these statements that
were clear to the minds of all humans and Sarn in the
Hall of Judgment. His hand of blackness reached out
and touched Drunnel, and the man fell to the floor and
broke apart like a fragile vase, The corpse was frozen
glass-hard in an instant of time.

“Therefore, I released Grayth and Bartel. But T
turned on Aesir's blackness the forces of certain protec-
tive devices I have built. There is an atomic blast of
one-sixteenth aperture. It is, at maximum, capable of
disintegrating half a cubic mile of matter per minute.
There was also a focused atomic flame of two-inch aper-
ture, sufficient to fuse about twenty-two tons of steel per
second.

“These were my first tests. At maximum aperture the
blackness absorbed both without sound or static_dis-
charge, or any lightening of that three-dimensional shad-
baier)

The San Mother’s mouth moved in a faint, ironic
smile. “There are,” she went on softly, “certain other
weapons there. The Death of the Mother, which T em-
ployed once on a rebellious City Mother, some thirteen
hundred years gone. Tathan Shoal, she was, of Bish-
Waln.” The Sarn Mother’s slitted eyes lit amusedly on
the present Mother of Bish-Waln, capital city of the
continent of Africa.

“Tathan Shoal had the mistaken idea that she might
gain by attacking me. She came with many devices, in-
cluding a screen capable of turning all the weapons she
knew. It cost me the South Wall of the Hall of Judgment
and an effective and efficient administrator to convince
her. For she had been effective and efficient.
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“Daughter of Targlan, it is best for the Race that we
share knowledge. Tell your sister of Bish-Waln the re-
markable progress your ‘physicist has made with the field
she knows as R-439-K.

The Mother of Targlan’s face remained unchanged,
save for a faint golden flush that spread over it, and the
sudden angry fire of her eyes. Field R-439-K—her most
treasured secret——

“It is a field,” she said in a pleasant, friendly tone,

“which causes the collapse of atoms within it, bringing
about a spreading disruption that continues o long as
the generator is activated. It is nccessan!y sphencal in
shape, destroying the generator very quickly, however.
It would be excellent as a sort of bomb.” She added that
Tast as a sort of afterthought, a hazy, bitter dream in her
voice.

The Sarn Mother smiled and nodded toward the
Mother of Bish-Waln. That City Ruler’s eyes were an-

as had been her predecessor’s as she responded to
the unspoken command. But her voice betrayed no
emotion.

“No, sister, it can be projected to some extent. The
generator need not be destroyed, though the projector is,
if you employ a field of ellipsoidal form.”

‘The Mother of Uhrnol smiled, but her smile was only
half amusement. “The projector can be saved, too. Tt is
00 bad I could not have known of your efforts. I could
have saved you considerable work.”

The three smiled at each other in seeming friendli-
ness. Each felt slightly relieved; she stood alone neither
in her chastisement nor in the loss of treasured secrets.

“The point of interest,” the Sarn Mother pointed out
softly, “is that none of you can stop that field. There is
no protection. Some twenty-two centuries ago I discov-
ered that interesting modification of the atomic-blast
field, and within a century I had projected it, Ten centu-
ries ago I had it tamed to the extent of a cylindrical tube
of force of controllable dimensions. If Tathan Shoal had
waited another five centuries before attacking me, she
would not have cost me the South Wall. It still does not
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match p:rfecdy the other three. But I cannot screen that

“Nor 1” admitted the three City Mothers, in turn.
There was a hint of bitter defeat in their tones, for each
had hoped that field that could not be screened might
‘make them safe in disposing of the old harridan, the Im-
‘mortal Sarn Mother, who ruled them from a forgotten
generation. She was a_bitter, anachronistic hang-over
from a forgotten time, from even the Forgotten Planet,
and should have been forgotten with it.

“Aesir,” said the Sarn Mother softly, “took the Death
of the Mother into his blackness, and seemingly drew
strength from it. At any rate, both the apparatus and the
atomic generator which fed it were blown out from sud-
den overload.

“It might be wise to codperate more closely than in
the past. Once, remember, our race had a very bitter
struggle with this race. What do you Mothers of Cities
believe this Aesir to me?”

The Mother of Targlan stirred angrily. “There are
clowns among the humans of my district who amuse
their fellows by trickery. Humans have stiff legs, bend-
ing only in certain, few joints. That lack of flexibility
gives them amusing powers. They can, for instance, ad-
vance the stiffness by the use of poles of light metal,
representing longer, artificial bones. I have seen such
clowns walk on legs that made them not twelve, but sev-
enteen feet

o sald the Shru Motber swesty, “the clawns ot
my North America are of a very inferior brand. They can
appm but twelve feet tall, But—"

‘Many,” said the Mother of Bish-Waln, “of my hu-
e ho they can talk mind to mind amon,
themselves. I it is new among your people here, i

“Yes,” said the Sarn Mother sweetly, “the humans of
my North America are of an inferior brand, evidently.
But—I am curious of these clowns and mind-talkers. Do
they, perhaps, absorb atomic-blast beams for nourish-
ment, and warm themselves at a focused flame? Do they
s0 overload your atomic-collapse field generators as to
burn them in molten rubbish?
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“Or do they, perhaps, unlike yourselves, remember
that the Sarn Mother has watched humans, and the
‘minds and tricks of humans, for some cight times your
not-inconsequential five hun

“There were, in the Hall, humans, Sam‘ and myself.
By telepathy, Aesir spoke to us all, telling a myth of his
origin among immaterial wills. He was, in his way, quite
noisy, and quite conspicuous. Also, he was an excellent
psychologist. Had I been warned—had I known before-
hand and had time to think—1I would not have turned
the blast, the focused flame, nor, certainly, the Death of
the Mother against him.

“Now do any of you, who see so clearly through the
trickery of my poor little, twelve-foot clown, and the
trickery of my slow-developing telepathist—do any of
you see through to the message Aesir meant for my in-
tellect, and not my mind? A message he did not speak,
but acted?” The Sarn Mother’s elfin face looked down
|he Council table, and there was nothing of laughter in

" The City Mothers moved uneasily under the lash of
biting scorn. The Sarn Mother’s voice dropped, softer
still, till the tinklings of the atom flame above muffled her

ords.

“Mummery for fools, my daughters. T am interested
that you are so attracted by the mummery as to forget
the purpose, and so pleased with your cleverness that
saw. lhe human behind it.

‘But I am—irritated that you underestimate, not
merely of the mind of a human of dcndly, blazingly bril-
liant intellect, but, even more, my o

“Humans are a smaller people, beuer adaptzd to this
somewhat heavier planet than we are. But we. are no
longer on the Forgotten World. The humans have
learned to respect height; the ruling Race is tall.

“Is Aesir a fool, then, to make himself yet taller, and
to fill out his slendeérness with vague blackn

“We have no hair on our skulls, as have hllmﬁn!, but
the more useful sterthan which seems, to humans, prac-
tical telepathy, since we can talk among ourselves by
what they know only through microwave radio sets.
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“Is Aesir-a fool, then, to use telepathy himself, talk-
ing truly mind to mind? Men know the limitations of
microwave radio, that it ends at the horizon. But they do
not know what vague limits telepathy may or may not
have, and it is very wonderful, therefore.

“That mummery, my daughters, was intended only
for humans, that mass of restless humans who do not
know what they want. That was not meant for me—save
that he wanted me to know what others heard.

“I am proud of my humans, daughters. But T am
afraid, for you. You have not shown the intelligence that
that man expected. That mind telepathy he used was not
the message he meant for me. To me he said: ‘Mother,
a new balance must be reached. You are the ruler of
Earth—but for me. I challenge you to try your weapons
—which T know, as does everyone on Earth, you have
in your throne—and see if you can destroy me.’ And
when I, not thinking, but reacting spontancously to the
evxdcnl menace of his blackness, did just this, he said

. He touched Drunnel, and Drunnel fell dead.
s impregnable shield,” his actions spoke, ‘and it is
more; a weapon. You cannot destroy me, Mother of the
Sarn—but I can destroy you.

““Therefore, we seek a new balance. You could de-
stroy all my people—but not destroy me. And I could

stroy you, or any of your people.

“‘Release these two, Grayth and Bartel, and we will
think again. This is not ‘the time for hasty action.”

“Aesir, daughters, is no fool. He is no trickster—save
for his own sound purposes—but a mind of astounding
brilliance. He has discovered a pnnclple. a weapon, un-
known to us and of immense

“And, my daughters, lrespect hun 1 released Grayth
and Bartel, since they are, evidently, pawns in this
game. Or, at least, they are two of the few humans on
Earth I know are not—Aesir.

“And I have more llklng "—the Sarn Mother’s voice
was bitter and ironic—*“for one who expects my mind to
see beyond mummery to a deep and important sincerity,
than for those who explain trickery and point out the in-
feriority of my humans.”
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“You are reading words that are not written,” said
the Mother of Targlan flatly.

For an instant the eyes of the Sarn Mother burned
with a white anger, a blazing intolerance of such sheer
mlpxdlly ‘Then it faded to a look of deep concern.

‘The Sarn Mother was unhuman, unhuman in the same
way her elfin face was. It was very wrong, taken as a hu-
an face, with its pointed chin and tiny mouth, the slit-
yllpxled golden eyes, and peaked hairline that was not
hair. But there was the fundamental parallelism of two
eyes, a mouth, a high, rounded forehead. Her body was
grotesquely unhuman, but again there was a parallelism
of articulated arms carried high on a strong torso and
legs, cugh r arms were like four powerful snakes.
And—she was un-Sarn. The Mother was immort:
an unchanging intellect in a world that waxed and
waned and changed about her. She had living memories
of a world crushed in cosmic dust. She had memories of
great Sarn who had dared and won a world, of a human
clvlhzanon of magnitude near equal to this present Sarn

And the process that had made her immortal, had
‘made her unable to have descendants. There was no di-
rect link from her to this newer generation. Her only link
was through a planet wiped from the face of tim

Four thousand years she had ruled this plan:t Two
thousand more she’d lived on the Forgotten World be-
fore the desperate colonization attempt had been con-
ceived. These creatures—these Sarn—were ephemeral
things about her, for all their five hundred years.

Sixty centuries are long, for any intellect. All things
exhaust themselves in that long time, save one: the curi-
osity of the mind, the play and counterplay of intellect.
The Mother was the perfect seeker after knowledge, for
10 other thoughts could ponderably intrude. Those oth-
ers she had met long a0,

She was un-Sarn by her immortality, by her separa-
tion of sxx thousand years from all direct contact with
her equals

Rik ey aolnioa only by a difference in body. And
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the body is wearied and forgotten in that time. Only the
intellect, the mind, remains of interest, expanding and
changing forever,

The intellect behind Aesir’s cloak of blackness was.
the keenest, the finest, this planet had ever seen. And—
that human appreciated that she, the Sarn Mother, was
a keen intelligence.

City Mothers did not.

The Sarn Mother turned her eyes slowly from the
Mother of Targlan. “The words that spell the secret of
that blackness are not written,” she said mildly. (These
were the daughters of her race. These were the descen-
dants of Sarn she had known and worked with and liked
during six thousand vyears. These were—

“I must see more of that cloak, and investigate it
more adequately.” She sighed. “And you, my daughters,
must not underestimate an enemy. And the humans are,
I fear—or will be soon.

“They have been slaves for many generations—very
short generations—and they have evolved. They evolve .
more swiftly than we, because of that short life span.
And, remember this: at least one of them is sufficiently
brilliant, of sufficient mental caliber, to develop a screen
weapon_ superior to anything we know of. That alone
makes him, potentially, extremely dangerous.”

The City Mothers sat silent for long seconds. The
thought was, as the Mother had known, extremely up-
setting. Their matriarchic minds rebelled at the thought
that there was a human—and & male human, at that—
who was capable of developirfg something scientifically
xupencr to anything in their possession.

said the Mother of Targlan, “he has this re-
marknbl: weapon—proof against all ours, and deadly to
us—I am extremely thankful that he has shown such
Kindliness toward our race.” Her fluting voice was sugary.
“He has not equipped any of his compatriots nor at-
tacked us in any way.”

The seven other City Mothers twitched slightly
straighter in their chairs and looked with pleased smiles
at the Sarn Mother’s fine, small face.

The Mother smiled bitterly. “Undoubtedly that would
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your own reaction were you possessed of such a
weapon,” she admitted. The Mother of Targlan stolidly
continued o Took into the Mother’s half-angry, half-an-
noyed eye:

“But yon the Mother explained, “have never done
more than to say ‘a thousand pounds of tungsten’ when
you had need of it. Or order fifty No. 27-R-29 oscillator
tubes, when you hoped to make a satisfactory lie detec-
tor. Incidentally, daughter, T have an effective invisibili
ty generator. And your lie detector will not operate.
You'd do far better to use common sense and simplicity
instead of outrageously expensive mummery that doesn’t
work. That spy you sent to—one of the other cities—
last week had a very slipshod invisibility. T watched her
a whole afternoon from here. She set off seven different
alarms, and finally was caught in a delightful booby
trap. Your sister believes in simplicity instead of gad-
gets.”

The Mother of Targlan sat silent and stony. Her slit-
ted eyes contracted slowly in flaming hatred. The old
harridan was becoming cattish.

The old harridan was tired. She was wearied to death
of the bickerings and annoyances of these City Mothers
with too little to do to occupy their time. Furthermore,
she hadn’t slept in forty hours, and knew it, And the
Mother of Targlan was being llnb:arably stupid.

The Mother of Bish-Waln was interested, So—that
was the source of that spy. And the old Mother, for all
her foolishness about these humans, had some sense.
The secret of success is simplicity. Though that Targlan
spy had had a fearful and wonderful array of apparatus
strapped about her, it also had made her—even when
dead—remarkably hard to see. She’d sounded like a col-
lapse in a glass factory when she fell, though.

“To get back o my remarks,” said the Sarn Mother
abruptly, “you have never had to want something with-
out getting it. Except,” she added with a flash of tiny,
pointed, green-white teeth, “understanding. If you want
materials, they are brought.

“If a human wants materials, he steals them. And I
will say this for you: you have all been remarkable or-
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ganizers. The anti-theft measures you have developed
are outstanding. But T should think that the fact that hu-
‘mans still succeed in thieving would convince you they
are clever.”

“So,” snapped the Mother of Targlan, “are rats. But
they aren’t intelligent.”

“Quite true,” admitted the Mother. The Mother of
Targlan was becoming annoyed, which vaguely pleased
the old Sarn Mother, who was very annoyed. “But hu-
mans are both. It took me twelve years to find exactly
how it was approximately thirty ounces of platinum dis-
appeared each month, despite my electrostatic balance
detectors. Now T make all workers clip their fingernails
and hair, Tt was truly startling how much dust they could
carry that way.

“To acquire materials, humans must steal them. And
they must find it extremely difficult to gather such things
as metallic caesium, gaseous fluorine, and rare gases like
helium and neon. Unfortunately, 1 believe a considera-
ble quantity of material is obtained from ingeniously ac-
quired atom-flame lamps.” The Mother nodded toward
the softly rustling lamps overhead.

“So your workers secrete complete atom-flame lamps
under their nails?” said the Mother of Targlan. “Your
theft measures are indeed remarkable. The atom de-
structor of one atom lamp would power a dangerous
weapon. They will stand a load of nearly ten thousand
horsepower.”

The Sarn Mother smiled. “How many atom-flame
lamps have you lost through theft, daughter?”

one. Not one!” snapped the Mother of Targlan‘

“And what,” asked the Mother kindly, “of lamps de~
stroyed in burning human homes?”

“Perhaps ten a year.”

“P'd say five a year, then, are acquired by humans.
T've proven two homes were burned to the ground to se-
cure the atom lamps the occupants wanted.

“We,” said the City Mother loftily, “require that the
wreckage be produced.”

“Excellent,” Sighed the Mother. “An excellent provi-
sion. Do you have a chemist analyze the molten waste?
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The humans generally find it very difficult to obtain
scandium, and the analyses usually skimp badly on that,
But the other elements you'll find. They smelt up a care-
ful mixture of all the proper elements, with the excep-
tion of gallium. But they can always Claim that boiled
away

The Mother of Targlan looked startled. The Sarn
Mother's eyes twinkled slightly in satisfaction. She had
discovered that trick only four days before, herself.

“As I said, the humans find it hard to get materials
and apparatus. But they are really ingenious, and T rath-
er respect them for it. If you wish to assure yourselves of
your cities,” she added, looking about the table, “I'd ad-
vise you to acknowledge the power of your opponents.

“That is the reason this human, Aesir, has not done
more. He has a weapon and a protection—for one. So
long as he cannot obtain material, he cannot do more.

“But he will obtain materials.” The Mother’s annoyed
air was dropped now. This, she knew, meant the safety
of the Sarn race. “If he obtains sufficient materials
fore we learn the secret of that cloak, the Sarn will not
rule this planet.”

The Mother of Bish-Waln looked at the Immortal
steadily. Suddenly she spoke. “T have always considered
the humans stupid. That they had the cleverness of other
lower animals, in greater degree, I realized. But we,
Mother, have no memories of their civilization before
we came. How far advanced was it, actually?”

The Sarn Mother looked at the City Mother keenly
for a moment. It was anomalous; this City Mother, less
than one twentieth the Immortal’s age, looked far older.
Her fnce. pointed in the manner typical of her race, was
graven with fine lines. There was a power and strength
of purpos: in its deeply tanned, leathery molding. Ruler
of a tropical continent, her city centered in the warmth
and cloudless air of the Sahara, she was one of the most
active of the City Mothers.

The old Sarn Mother smiled sllghlly and nodded. “T
can tell you very lttle now. But call in your archeolo-
gist. She is a brilliant and learned Sarn. Briefly, when we
landed, the humans had had civilization for some fifteen
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thousand years. Tt was, by their calendar, 1977. They
had recently developed atomic power of the first order,
involving vapor turbines heated by atomic combustion,
driving electromagnetic generators. They mined the
world, their transportation systems were heavily inter-
linked and efficient.”

“And—of our fifty-two ships, we lost thirty-nine dur-
ing the Conquest. They were intelligent, efficient and
deadly fighters. We captured and enslaved only
scum of the race; the best of humankind died fighting
with a grim tenacity that appalled us. They were a fight-
ing breed, slightly given to attack, but utterly and in-
sanly given t0 defense.

“It is worth noting in this case. If they once attack us,
then we will, of course, attack, in reply. Whereupon
their inherited defensiveness will come into play. If it
does, I seriously assure you that, whether they have
‘weapons or not, even if they fight with their bare hands,
you will find the human race a perfectly deadly thing to
kﬁu\gle with. They have no conception of when to stop, It

good military tactics to stop, if any reasonably equita-
ble settlement can be reached, after josing ten percent of
your forces. The human race does not know that, and
never will. They stop when, and only when, they are
convinced they have won their point. They simply do
not show good sense.

“But they aré extremely deadly.

“That is true of the mass of humanity. They have
leaders now, and Aesir is the principal leader. We can,
and must, control them through him. He knows, instinc-
tively, the attitude of his people, and will try, therefore, to
prevent suicidal war.

“Wherefore, if we obtain the secret of his eloak of
blackness, we can proceed.”

“I will ask my archeologist, Mother,” said the Mother
of Bish-Waln.

“Whatever you may say of the dreadful, deadly, hu-
man race,” said the Mother of Targlan ironically, “it
would be interesting to know the mechanism of that
shield, But—maybe he will not explain. And it would be
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extremely difficult to force him to, if what you say of it
is true.”

“We shall have to analyze it, of course,” said the
Mother wearily. There were many more hours of work
and sleeplessness ahead. “Some hours ago I instructed
my physicists to set up all the instruments they thought
‘might be useful in the House of the Rocks.”

The Mother of Targlan stared blankly; then, acidly,
commented: “Of all places in the Sarn City here, T
should say that that would show the absolute minimum
of probability for an appearance of Aesir.”

“And,” continued the Mother, wearied of interrup-
tions, “they will be ready for him in about an hour and a
half. It is evident that Aesir will come to the aid of
Grayth, if we capture him. To make assurance doubly
sure—since Grayth is not, actually, absolutely necessary

to them—we will take also Deya, Spokeswoman of Hu-
‘man Women., Grayth plans to marry her, and I am sure
that Aesir will aid in releasing her.”

The Mother of Bish-Waln frowned slightly. “Is it not
bad policy, Mother, to arrest, and then release this man
again? And—again at the insistence of Aesir.”

“Therefore, the House of the Rocks. No human can
approach. No human will know of the actual esca
save those humans already closely associated with
Grayth, and, therefore, Aesir. Those humans already
know what powers Aesir has, even better than we, and
they will recognize this maneuver not as an arrest that
failed, but as a test that did not fail. Our policy will be
good, not bad, to lhos: who know. The mass of humans
simply will not

“They will not, T suppose, »'said the Mother of Dru-
Ton, at the far, stormy tip of South America, “notice that
Grayth, their spokesman, is being taken in Sarn custody
—and returns?”

“They will not,” smiled the Mother. With an uncoiled
finger, she pressed a tiny button.

At the far end of the long Council room, a silver door
opened in the jet black of the wall. The heavy metal
portal swung aside, and a guard snapped to attention in
its opening, a giant Sarn standing over eight feet tall.
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Her powerful, supple arms were corded with ‘the
smoofh-flowing muscles of a boa constrictor. Vaguely,
her trappings indicated the rank of a Decalon—a com-.
mander of a Ten. Her cloak, though, was a deep, rich
maroon, and in the center the gold, silver, and bright-
purple metal threads wove a pattern that was the Moth-
er's personal symbol.

And her face—to one who knew Sarn physiognomy
—was not that of a mere Decalon. The slitted eyes were
deepset and widely separated. Her mouth was firm, and
the face, small and pointed to human experience,
square and powerful in a Samn. The golden skin had
been tanned to a leathery, weather-beaten brown,
crossed by a myriad of fine fines of character. This was
no mere commander over ten guards.

“Decalon,” said the Mother softly, “bring the Cloaks
of the Mother, and your command. There is an errand.”

e Decalon turned sharply, noiselessly, closing the
me(al door.

“Once,” explained the Mother, “Darath Toplar was
‘Commander-in-chief of the Guard of the Sarn City. She
is now a Decalon. That is because there are but ten in
my personal guard,

“Now this is a time of emergency. T have revealed to
each of you something of the things each thought a se-
cret, and some of the things that I held secret. I am
showing you the Cloaks of the Mother. That they exist-
ed, rumors have stated. They do. They have the proper-
ties the rumors suggest. Because it is necessary, they will
be used.”

The Decalon was back, behind her ten g\lm’ds dresscd
in the same type of maroon uniform. Ten
eight-foot Sarn warriors. On the face of ench was
stamped a keen, loyal intelligence. In the arms of the
Decalon was a case of dark hardwood, inlaid with
heavy, silvery metal straps. She put it down at the end of
the great Council table, and the Mother’s hand' flicked
out as her supple arm uncoiled to shoot a scrap of care-
fully cut metal the length of the polished table. The De-
calon fitted it into a concealed lock with a motion of fa-
‘miliar dexterity.
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The case, opened, revealed a space two by three by
one-half foot. In it, racked neatly along one side, .were
twenty little battery cases, with coiled, flexible cables at-
tached, and twenty headsets, bearing curiously complex
goggles. The case was practically empty.

The Decalon reached in, and with practiced move-
ments passed to her command the goggles and battery
cases. Then she reached more carefully into the body of
the case, The reaching hand vanished. Presently, queerly
section by section, the Decalon was wiped out, till only a
pair of feet remained, dwindling off into space. These
vanished as some unseen boots were pulled over them.

Tn a moment, only the City Mothers and the Mother
of the Sarn remained in the room—seemingly. The City
Mothers stirred uneasily. The eyes of the Mother of
Targlan were golden fires of anger and chagrin, These
—these picked eleven of the Mother’s personal guard

and spy force—knew every secret of her laboratories.

And the old immortal harridan knew them, too. Her
crackling laughter must have been spurred a thousand
times by the futile attempts and doomed plans the
Mother of Targlan had made and thought over. The
Mother of Targlan felt a rising pressure of helpless an-
ger well up, an anger that was suppressed by its very
helplessness. Even the satisfaction that the Mother was
old, a cackling hag, was denied. For—salt on her
wounded pride—the Mother had done, seemingly centu-
ries ago, what the Mother of Targlan struggled with
vainly! The Mother was a far better scientist.

1t was a very different Council room, this chamber
‘where the Spokesmen of Man had met—an inner office
of the elected ive of mankind, the
of Mankind. It was a warm room, mellowed by a thou-
sand years of time; ancient woods, waxed and cared for
for ten centuries and more, had taken on a fine, soft pa-
tina. Long-slanting fingers of afternoon sunlight did not
glare on cold jet stone here; it was softened by the rich-
ness of the panels. Each was of a different wood; one
from each of the continents, and one for each continen-
tal spokesman.
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The great table in the center was worn in soft hum-
mocks and swales by the arms of forty generations of
Spokesmen, the thick rubberlike floor carven by their
feet.

But as in the great Council room of the Hall of the
Sarn in nearby Sarn City, here, too, atom-flame lamps
rustled softly with dying ‘atoms, whitening the light of
the setting sun. Four men only were at this Council ta-
ble, four who sat motioning, gesturing With a curious
alermess their faces intent. Yet—lmerly silent.

, tall, lean, keen-faced Spokesman of Man-
R e oo i s T e o e
by a keen understanding of the practical psychology of
the men he represented before the Sam Mother, politi-
cal leader of mankind. Bartel, shorter, more solidly built
Spokesman of North America, close friend of Grayth,
who had stood beside him before the Sarn Mother,
when—Aesir—had com

A5k Gt e s ook il
peace, the only semblance of an army allowed humans,
A police force armed with tiny gas throwers capable of a
single, stupefying shot, and rubber truncheons.

o, one more. Darak, Grayth’s subspokesman. He
sat silent now, making occasional pothooks on a pad of
paper, his round, uninteresting face bored and boring.
Darak’s office was appointive, given him at Grayth's or-
der, for the blankly unimpressive face and uninteresting
character of the man made him few friends—as he had
found by many years of careful study of the subject.
Few friends, and few who paid him any attention what-
ever.

Darak had no need of the Cloak of the Mother; his
own, based not on laws of physics but of psychology,
was nearly as effective. People did not see Darak. He
wasn't worth seeing.

Four humans at the ancient Council table, four men
as free as possible in this day of the Sarn, each wearing
on his cloak the symbol of his rank in human society.
Each wearing on a band round his forehead the medal-
lion given every human at the age of eighteen. The band
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of Manhood or Womanhood, the Sarn informed them.
The mark of Mankind’s submission to the Sarn.

Or was, till Ware made certain slight alterations, al-
terations that hollowed out the solid three-inch disk of
silver to contain a minute thing of spider-web coils and
‘microscopic crystal oscillators. The first of the telepaths
that rendered this soundless Council meaningful.

And rendered quite useless the listening devices that
had followed every Council of Mankind for a thousand
years, Grayth smiled upward to the swell of the atom-
flame lamp. In the mechanism of that device, in a dozen
other places in the room, the Sarn had long ago hidden "
radio transmitters. For a millennium, every Council of
Mankind had been directly open to the strange radio-
sense of the Mother and her advisers. For the hairlike
growth on the Sarn skulls were the sense organ of a type
Man did not have, dnreclly sensitive to radio.

“Four men in here,” Grayth thought to his compan-
fons, “four men rustling papers. But the Sam must be
very curious as to the silence.”

Carron’s broad, tanned face broke into a wide grin.
“After a thousand years, a bit of silence from this room
is due. The Mother knows well enough we aren’t mind-
ing her business. But I don’t think she’ll be anxious to
investigate after—Aesir.”

“The Sarn Mother,” the thought whispered in their
minds from a more distant telepath, “is busy holding a
conference of her own. T've been trying for weeks to get
the pattern of Sarn thoughts. I get annoying flashes, but
no more. The Mother is tired, and the City Mothers are
being stubborn, T gather. But the thought patterns are
just enough different from human thought to make the
telepaths ineffective at more than about one hundred
feet. And the most assiduous electrotechnician can’t
spend all his time tracing conduits in the Sarn Palace.”

“P'd suggest you do absolutely nothing that an ordi-
nary electrotechnician wouldn't do, Ware,” Grayth hur-
riedly advised. “And for Aesir’s sake, stay home when
you're supposed o have off hours.”
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“Have you reached any conclusions? I've been sleep-
ing, and woke only a few minutes ago.” Ware’s mental
voice seemed to yawn. “T've been trying to think of some
way to get more metal. Ye gods, if I could just get into one
of the Sarn electrical plants for a day, I'd have a dozen
things I need fixed up. The math was none too simple,
but I've gollcn it, I think.” He chuckled. “Thanks, in
fact, to a very wise old Sarn.

“Just below conscious level, a thought came to him, a
bothersome equation. While a certain electrotechnician
fussed with conduits fifty fect away, he fussed with the
equation. The Sarn have some mathematical methods
our ancestors never developed, and that I haven’t had a
chance to learn, Carron, if you ever feel urged to crack
the skull of old Rath Largun, spare him for that.”

“Can you use him again?” asked Carron amusedly,

“Oh, I have. He’s old, and his mind wanders. Nearly
a thousand years old, I think, which is exceptionally old
for even a Sarn male. Since he is a male, he gets less
credit among his people than he deserves, but he's the
‘most brilliant mathematician the Sarn have Because l.us

e believes he thinks up the equations.”

“Might they give him a clue ater?” asked Grayth

sharply

. P ... "said Ware easily. “What word am
1 spellmg'l When you have correctly answered that, the
Sarn may get that clue,”

“Good.” Grayth nodded silently. “Ware, Carron has
seven technicians in his legion of peace who will procure
some of those things you need. They have volunteered.”

“I have not said what I wanted, nor will I,” Ware an-
swered instantly. “Every technician caught stealing met-
al now will be destroyed by the Sarn instantly. No man
is going to lose his life on something I wouldn’t attempt
myself. Further, we need two classes of men now more
vitally than ever before: technicians and fighters. Hu-
mans haven’t .fought and are not fighters. Carron’s le-
gionnaires are the only trained, experienced fighters—
with the will and emotion needed for fighting—that we
have. And when they are also technicians, we can’t
spare them.
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“Have you told Darak what's to be done, and given
him the disks?” Ware changed the subject abruptly, with
an air of “that’s that.” It was because Carron didn’t
know what metals Ware wamnd had he, he would have
gotten them somehow, anyw:

Darak replied soflly “l hav= been told, and I have
the disks. Twenty-five telepaths, each equipped with de-
stroying apparatus reacting to one key thought. I know
how the destroying mechanism is to be disconnected if
successful delivery is made. Grayth has supplied me
with sufficient official d.\spahches for both Durbnn City
and Targlan. I am starting in twenty-two minutes.”

“Then—good luck, Darak.”

“Thank you. The wish is, perhaps, the luck of the
gods?”

“Yes. The luck of Aesir—very appropriate.” Ware
chuckled. “You will lose contact with me, except when I
use the large telepath here in the laboratory. You know
the schedule hours for that?”

“Yes, thanks.”

“We will be going, too, T think.” Carron rose ponder-
ously. His huge form dwarfed even the great Council ta-
ble. And, since he spoke for the first time, his heavy
voice seemed to explode in the room. “Tllsee you to the
Sarn City gates, Darak.”

He glanced down at the subspokesman’s busy fingers.
They were chubby, soft-looking fingers, rather thick and
clumsy. An ink bottle flickered and wavered in and out
of existence under the flicking, incredibly deft fingers.
Then it flickered, without seeming to move under his ca-
ressing, chubby hand, from a round, red ink bottle to a"
square black one. “Thank you, Carron. The dispatches,
Grayth?” Darak’s voice was rather high for a man, quite
undistinguished. Darak was, next to Ware, the cleverest
human on Earth in that era. But his mentality was as ut-
terly different as was Grayth's. Grayth was a practical
psychologist, the only living man capable of unifying
and moving the masses of mankind. Ware was the scien-
tist, the epitomization of centuries of the Sarn efforts to
develop capable human technicians. And Dara

Darak had the curiosity of the scientist in Ware, the
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psychological sense of Grayth, and the love of action
that made giant Carron what he was.

Grayth tossed a mass of papers toward the s\lbspokw
man, a mass that bulged and crinkled. Darak leafed
them swiftly into a brief case that he carried. “One thing
I will have to remedy,” he telepathed silently. “The met-
al gleams.” Twenty-five silvery disks flickered momen-
tarily among the rapidly leafed papers, and vanished as
his thick fingers passed them. “All here,” he said aloud.
“Good-by. I should be back in about four days.”

His feet made no noticeable noise on the floor—an
accomplishment far more difficult than a soundless

tread. An unnoticeable step involves exactly sufficient
sound to satisfy the ear, without enough to attract it. A
soundless tread is very startling, particularly in a rather
swul ‘heavily built man.

walked through the outer office, past a battery of
secretaries and clerks working over statistics from all the
human world, correlating and arranging them for
Grayth and the human government, Two looked up as
he passed, but neither saw him. They missed him as
completely as they missed the passing of eleven eight-
foot Sarn guards walking past in the upposnt: dxrecnon
on the soundless toe pads nature had given t
neither party wished to be seen, and each had its i
unseen cloak wrapping it.

The door stood open a moment as giant Carron and
Grayth spoke a few last words. Bartel stepped out, and
then Carron, holding the door wide for his own exit, lin-
gered a moment longer. Soundless feet carried the three
gam larger even than Carron’s six feet six, through the

The door closed behind the Commander of the legion
of peace, and Grayth stood alone, silent. “Aesir—Aesir
—Aesir— his telepath was sending out.

“Yes?” snapped Ware.

“Three Sarn are standing in the room, invisible to me.
Eight more are in the outer office. Both Carron and Bar-
tel are trying to call you—they stood in the door delay-
ing the entrance of the invisible three. All are invisible.
Their thoughts I can detect, but not decipher.”
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“I know. I've learned to ‘hear’ their thoughts. Tt takes
a little adjusting, due to the different patterns. I'm
u'ymg to get them now. Too distant. I don’t like it.”

“Grayth, Spokesman of Mankind.” The Decalon

spoke from the air in the curious accents of the Sarn,
speaking the tongue common to humans and Sarn.

Grayth started, looked about him, shook.his head vio-
Iently, and reached for a call button with a look of un-
happy doubt.

“Stop,” snapped the Sarn. Grayth's hand hnlled in
midair. “The Sarn Mother sent us for you. Stand uj
“Wh-where are you? Are you—"

Grayth stopped abruptly. A Sarn’s powerful, muscle-
corded arms gripped him suddenly, and simultancously
an intense blackness fell over him. A blackness more ut-
terly complete than could have been produced by any
substance thin enough and flexible enough to give the
clothlike sensations that accompanied it. A very faint,
rubbery rustling sound came to his ears, and simultane-
ously the jerking and pulling of the Sarn guard adjusting
the cloak.

“We wear the Cloak of the Mother,” the guard fluted
sharply. “You will be quiet. You will make no sound,
saynoy word. Itis understoo

“Yes," sighed Grayth. Then silently: “You've caught
my lmpressmns Ware?”

“Yes.” It whispered in his mind, the reassuring solidi-
ty of another human in close contact. The blackness, the
utter blackness, baffled and brought a welling of panic.
The huge, corded arms of the Sarn, the secrecy of thi
;nvislble arrest, all brought a fecling of irrepressible pan-
c.

Then Ware’s calm mind obtruded powerfully, silently.
“The blackness is not related to mine. It s caused, I sus-
pect, by the complete refraction of light about your
body. To be invisible, you must be rendered blind to vis-
ible Tight, since any organ capable of seeing must, by its
natre, intercept light. Struggle slightly. Strike the face
of one of the guar

Grayth shuddered. A guard was working swiftly at his
feet. A tremor passed through him, and for a moment
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he fought off the powerful arms, surprising their grip by
a sudden thrust and a gasp as of panic. His arm flaile

out gropingly. Then with a second gasp, half-sob, he
quieted at the soft, tensely sharp command of the Deca-

lon.

“Goggles,” said Ware softly. “Transformers, proba-
bly, operating on_ultravisible light, thus making vision
possible with invisibility.”

Tensely, in Grayth’s mind came the impression of
half a hundred other human minds attending this ex-
change, half a hundred humans throughout this central
city, the Sarn City, capital alike of human and Sarn af-
fairs.

“You must stop them,” Grayth felt a mind whisper
urgently. “Ware—you must release him. Secret capture
—they hope to loose him where Aesir cannot find him
to release him.” Deya’s mind, turbulent and fearful, now.
Leader of human women, determined and ready to defy
the age-long, mind-burdening hold of the Sarn, this sud-
den, half-magic descent of the invisible guards terrified
her for the sake of the man she loved.

“Stay where you are, Ware,” Grayth rapped out men-
tally. “They’re moving me now—Ileading—no, carrying
me out through my office. In thirty seconds, I'll be lost
utterly; the darkness is totally blinding and bewilder-
ing.” Grayth felt solid ground under his feet suddenly,
then he was standing, and spinning in the four cable
arms of the giant Sarn, The darkness spun madly about
him for a moment, then he stood waveringly on his feet,
without the faintest idea of position as powerful arms
urged him forward. “Stay where you are. 1 don’t know
where I am, anyway, and I'm convinced this is intended
as a trap to bring you wilere the Mother’s prepared
weapons can destroy you and all hope of the revolution.
She wants me only as bait for you, Stay!”

Softly in Grayth’s mind came Ware's easy chuckle.
“If I knew where you were, my friend, I would come. I
will know soon enough. In good time, the Mother will
see that you—and hence I—know. She realizes you
have telepathic communication with me. Never, to my
knowledge, has she revealed these invisible cloaks—"
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“There have been other unexplained disappearances;
this is the first time a telepath has been available to car-
1y word,” Deya snapped out.

“No matter. In good time, for no force, no power, no
weapon or ray, no bomb or any other thing can serve to
disrupt the—Cloak of Aesir. No energy, however great,
can break down that shield. That is not the Mother’s
hope, for this morning in the Hall of Judgment she test-
ed that cloak to all her powers—and one or two,
Grayth, no other Sarn of all Earth knows, save the
Mother alone. Tt did not fail then, nor can it. She makes
no further trial of it, but wants an analysis of its forces.”
Ware's easy jubilance rode through to Grayth, lessening
the tension.

“She will not learn one jota of that, Grayth. No, she
wants a demonstration, a demonstration on her own

rms, at her own time, in her chosen place. By Aesir
and all the gods of Earth, Grayth, we'll give her the
demonstration she seeks. By every god from Mithra to
Thor, we'll give her one, T'll chill her prized palace there
on the Sarn Hill till her old bones ache. No Sarn yet
ever had rheumatism, but, by Earth and man, we’ll find
out this night whether a Sarn’s thousand bones can’t
breed a mighty cnsc!

“Youll stay wi u_ braggart fool,”
Grayth howled lhrough hls lelepaﬂl “You are the revo-
lution, not I. Bartel’s an abler man, if he does lack a bit
in fine words and simple phrases. The Sarn Mother’s
lived five centuries to your year; she has studied space
and time and all of energy with tools and instruments
you never guessed, or will guess. You are a child, a prat-
tling fool of a child, to her, Ware. Stay where you are!
You may not know of any way to analyze or defeat that
shield of yours, but what do you know of the Sarn’s
ten-thousand-year-old science?”

Ware's bubbling laughter echoed queerly in (clepa(hy
“All Sam science, Grayth, that has been published. T!
telepath, my friend, is not without its powers as an o
cator, tuned inward to catch, amplify and reflect each
thought to a solid impression. And all human science,
Grayth. Under my house—when I was trying to make a
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lab the Sarn wouldn’t find—I found an ancient subway
and a buried lab some striving humans had contrived in
the last days before explosives and gas killed them.
Books and periodicals, tons of them, hzapcd clumsily. A
forgotten legacy.”

Grayth groaned. The skin of his back seemed sudden-
1y oppressed in the queer mianner a telepath contrives
when absolute rapport is established between two
powerful minds. A heavy pack strapped on Ware’s back.
The screaming hiss of an atom-flame-lamp unit readjust-
ed, rebuilt to carry a million times the load it had been
designed for, a scream that vanished in inaudible shrill-
ness. Sketchily, waveringly, the rock-walled, hidden lab-
oratory of Ware's contriving stood out before Grayth's
eyes, lighted against the utter blackness that shrouded
him. Then that, too, became a blackness, a stranger,
stramlng blackness and chill as Ware pressed a contact
at his b

“Warc," pleaded Grayth, “I don’t know where I am.
If you don’t promise now to stop this expedition at least
until T give further intelligent information, I'll grind the
Mother's medallion under my heel, and by the gods,
you'll never know.

“Tll wait,” slghcd

“But—you’ll 20 1u|er. Ware—-yuu‘ll go?” demanded

“I'll promise that, too, Deya.” Ware’s mind smiled to

“CGrayi, 1 shall_continue.” Darak’s thoughts, faint
with distance, came in
“Right,” repied Grayth. “Bartel!”

“And Carron and Oburn, Tharnot, Barlmew, Todd
—all of you, continue your duties, without any change
or shift. Do not hint you know of my disappearance till
the appropriate time. Todd, you take charge of that out-
er office; you did a good job, apparently, when you
knew T was being carried by, invisible, ten feet from
you. You are in charge there. Keep the girls out of my
inner office, for any reason, until I can give some idea of
what is to take place. Got it?”
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“Right”

“Deya,” said Ware, “has stopped sending, Futher,
she does not answer; she’s blarked her

“We've been walking—stopped nowt” Gi Gmyth's ‘mind
raced. “Deya . . . Deya, answer me!”

There was a tense sllence oi ‘mind; only the low, multi-
tudinous mutter of a thous human minds in no
Lhoughl about him.

“Oburn, where are you?” snapped Ware.

“At home

“Stroll out in front; you live within three doors of
Deya. Grayth, stumble in the dust—do you feel dust un-
der your feet?”

“Yes.” Grayth stumbled awkwardly against a giant
sm g\lard dragging his foot sharply across a dusty
W

“Dust ros=.“ said Oburn softly. “Deya, will you an-
swer me?”

“Yes.” Her telepath thoughts were half angry, half
miserable, “We're moving sgnu:, though, so—they sp
me. I don’t know which wa;

“You will stop dragging your foot.” A Sarn voice low
and tense in Graylh‘s ‘ear warned him.

“Wi . 1 don’t like this.” Grayth’s thought
was tense and vary worried.

Deya’s was bitter. “It was well enough when you were
the one; now you are not so anxious that Ware stay
back, I take it. Ware, you stay right where you are, be-
cause if that was wise for Grayth, the only one of us
who can really move the men of his following, it is a
hundred times wiser so far as I am concerned.”

“I think,” said Ware, annoyed, “that I had better start
designing a telepath locating device. It should be rela-
tively simple, and if this continues, we'll need one. 'l
join you as soon as 1 know where you are, In the mean-
time, T have a little work to do preparing. Please stop
ordering and counterordering. We need you both; the
Mother wants to study this apparatus, and she won't
stop taking people until she gets the chance. It won’t do
her any good whatever, so she'll get that chance.”
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“I fear you're right,” Grayth agreed. “It should be
getting dark now.”

“n is. The moon rises at 1:45, so we have plenty of

e. T think . . . I think it is going to be heavily over-
r:ﬂsx » predlcted Ware suddenly. A chaos of thoughts
raced suddenly through his mind, thoughts too lightly
touched for others to follow.

Utter jet, and the sound of people moving, voices and
low laughter. Hasty side steps to avoid unseen passers
that brushed by, feet sounding softly on the dusty walks
or grassy lanes. Then rough cobbles under their feet,
rounded by the tread of more than a hundred genera-
tions of mankind, and behind them, the low murmur of
the square fading away.

e rough cobbles gave way, suddcnly. m the
smooth, glassy pavement of the roads of the
They had passed the low, ancient wall that marked the
boundaries where men might walk unchallenged. Only
low, sleepy cheeps of birds in nearby parklike gardens
now, and the shrill notes of crickets and night insects
tuning up.

The pace of the Sarn guards accelerated, their long
legs, and the curious manner in which they retracted
them with cach step, making a pace swift for the hu-
‘mans to match. Grayth heard Deya’s soft breathing ac-
celerate as they moved at a near trot up the slow rise
that led to thie Sarn Palace.

Then steps under his feet, strong Sarn arms guiding
him upward, steadying stumbling feet. The echo of cor-
ridors answered to his tread, and for an instant he knew
‘where he was; this was no unfamiliar walk to him now,
and he was mentally readjusted. To the right, then, and
a half-dozen turns, and he was beyond any area of the
vast, sprawling Sarn Palace that he knew.

An arm detained him; he stood motionless in utter
darkness, while, beyond, something hummed for an in-
stant, then a soft shuffling of a sliding door, two steps
forward, and the soft clang of the door’s return. The
sensation of a sudden drop in a swift elevator was nerve
tearing in this darkness, this total unknowingness of
place, time or intent of captors. Grayth stiffened, heard
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Deya’s soft gasps as the floor seemed cut from beneath
her. Then the steadiness of the floor returned, and only
the soft humming of the gravity controls told of their
movement downward. Time became confused, there was
no clue to their speed, yet Grayth was certain that they
dropped many thousands of feet. The air pressure
mounted till swallowing had relieved it so many times he
lost track of that crude barometric method. More than
five thousand feet, though—

ore than a mile! No human had ever guessed at the
depths of the Sarn Palace. Only once had humans ever
been permitted to see those depths, and then it was the
upper caverns only, when Drunnel and his men had
been given a few feeble weapons by the Mother’s orders.
Weapons to overcome Grayth and Ware,

“More than a mile—we're slowing, Ware. The air is
thick; it must be nearly two miles down. The air itself
seems denser and richer in my lungs. Unless we are
brought upward again—"

“T'l come down to you,” Ware's calm mind replied.
“Can you receive there clearly?

“Perfectly,” Grayth acknowledged.

“Two facts T wanted; antigravity units of the cars do
ot disturb the reception. Two miles of solid rock do not
disturb it. Thought waves are a level below all known
radiations, a force unto themselves. The Cloak of Aesir
stops all other things.”

‘e are walking down a corridor, wide, rock floored
and walled, low cel.hnged There are columns,” said
Deya. “Ahead, I hear Sarn.

They halted, and the echoes of their feet died away
slowly, the curious zing-zing-zing of sound reflected
from rows of columns disappeared in unknown, unsee-
ing distances.

“Mother of Sarn! Decalon Toplar reports with her
Ten, and the two humans for whom she was sent,” the
Decalon’s fluting voice called out

‘Remove the Cloak of the Molher, Decalon. Place a.ﬂ
of the cloaks in this case, and with them the visors.”

A giant San tugged at Grayth, the curious rustle of
the cloak rose about him, then abruptly he was blinded
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by a flood of intolerably brilliant light. Gradually his
eyes adjusted themselves; it was no more than normal il-
Iumination from a score of giant atom-flame lamps set
high above in the arched and groined stone of the ceil-
ing. Black, glittering, granitic rock, studded with two
huge plaques on opposite sides. A twenty-foot disk of
gold mapping Earth, a twenty-foot golden disk mapping
the Forgotten Planct. From a concealed atom-flame
lamp in the lofty dome, two projectors shot stabbing
rays against the golden disks. On Earth’s, a ray of bril-
liant yellow-white; on the other, a ray of dlm. clul.l blue.

The Mother sat on a chair of state, about her the
cight Mothers of the Cities and a score of giant Sam
guards. From air, eleven more were emerging, as Deya
emerged piecemeal, while goggled Sarn packed into the
silver and hardwood case on the long table something
unseen and tenderly treated. The Decalon stood by the
case, tucking unseen folds carefully into its comners, tak-
ing gogeles and batteries from the guards to- place on
tiny pins.

“It is the Given Law that no being, human or Sarn,
shall twice be accused of a single thing,” said Grayth.

“Yesterday in the Hall of Judgment I was tried and ac-
quitted. It is the Given Law that no being, human or
Sarn, shall be brought for judging without an opportuni-
ty of defense, save he waive that right.

“Neither I nor this woman, Deya, has committed any
offense against any being, human or Sarn. As is our
ight, we ask our accuser to appear and explain before
us and the Mother the reason for this arrest.

The Mother’s slitted eyes clmd slowly and openzd
sleepily. Her powerful body as m
the stone of the Hall; the Molhen of the Cities ncllh:r
‘moved nor seemed so much as to breathe.

The Mother spoke in the fluting tongue of the Sarn.
“The Given Law is the Law of the Mother; by it I have
promised to abide, save in time of emergency. This,
Gray(h is such a time. You, this woman, and perhaps
certain others have sought to plot against the Sarn and
the Sarn Mother. That is the accusation; I am the accu-
ser. What answer do you make?”
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“If one be brought before the Mother, and faced with
his accuser, he has then twenty-four hours to consider
his reply. The accusation must have evidence enough to
‘make it seem just in the Mother’s eyes that an answer be
made, and complete enough that the accused know why
this thing is charged.

“The Mother is the accuser, but T may ask—by the
leen Law—whal reasoned facts bring forth this accu-
sation'

The Mother’s eyes sparkled. Almost, a smile touched
her tiny lips as she looked at Grayth's keen, gray eyes.
The Sarn were proud that never in the millenniums of
‘man’s enslavement had cruelty been applied, nor inten-
tional injustice. Where the Law of the Sarn could apply
logically to humans, both races worked under the same
law; where—as in the nature of two races such things
must be—the laws could not apply identically, justice
had been applied.

The Sarn were just; no human could say otherwise.
The Sarn Mother's age covered six-score generations of
mankind, and to some extent her immortality removed
her alike from human and Sarn. Wherefore, it was eas-
ier for her, who had known man’s greatness, to appre-
ciate the keenness and strength that lay in Grayth’s stub-
born face. And, knowing mankind, to appreciate the
steadfastness with which he would fight by every law or
tnck of law to win freedom back for Deya.

—she appreciated the searching quickness with
ik Grayth had forced her once again on the defen-
sive. Her case was true and solid—but made of ten
thousand thousand little things, of things that had not
happened as well as of things that had. Of subtle, rea-
soned psychology—and not half a dozen solid facts. Of
those few, three were ruled out of this consideration, be-
cause they had been dealt with in that earlier trial, when
Grayth was released.

She had no time to argue now with a mind that she
knew was fully as keen as that of her own City Mothers.
There were other, more important things afoot, as that
gray-eyed man well knew. And he knew as well as she
that her case was not a thing to be stated in a dozen
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sentences. And also that it was a perfectly just, though
unprovable, aceusation,

is is a time of emergency Grayth,” said the
Mother softly. “I will give you the twenty-four hours
S Gk I your companion, Deya.

“Decalon, let these two be taken to the fifteenth cell

in the House of the Rocks.”

ecalon and her squad of ten moved forward.
Grayth turned to Deya, a slight smile on his lips, as the
Ten surrounded them, Back toward the great pillared
corridor leading off into unseen distances, lighted by
dwindling atom flames, the guards led them.

“The House of the Rocks. This, then, is the rumored
prison of the Sarn. Ware . . . Ware—" Grayth called
‘mentally.

“I am coming, Grayth. T will join you in an hour.
You need not call continuously as 1 have made rapy
with you and can follow your normal thoughts, The sky,
as I suggested, is becoming overcast. It will be a very
dark night.”

“We could not leave una!ded,“ sighed Deya.

“I do not believe it would be probable.” Grayth
laughed uneasily.

Grayth moved about: the cell restlessly. The Decalon
and her squadron were gone, down that tube that had
brought them, The single huge old Sarn that served as
warden, turnkey and guard had set the tumblers on the
steel door, and left with soft, shuffling toe pads.

Grayth stopped in the center of the room, his head
high and tense, furrows of concentration on his fore-
head. Deya, in her chair, sat motionless, her deep-blue
eyes clouded in sudden thought. She rose slowly, a mag-
nificent throwback to a race five thousand years forgot-
ten, a viking’s daughter, bearing a golden tan of the
more southern sun of this region, but golden-haired and
blue-eyed, tall and powerful.

Slowly her eyes cleared, and a slight frown of under-
standing met Grayth’s eyes. “There are Sarn close by.
At least a dozen. And if those Sarn are prisoners here,
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then all the Mother’s laboratories have been stripped of
talent,” she said softly.

“Echoes,” thought Grayth sharply. “Do not use
voice.”

Deya smiled. “They do, and yet no intelligible word is
audible. The echoes do not carry words; they carry
sounds, confusing, blended, intermingled sound. And
concentration on telepaths might make impressions on
instruments, where normal thought did not. Perhaps
sycech is better.”

Grayth nodded. “There are a dozen Sarn, at least, all
scientists. They are in the cell above, the cell below, the
cells on each side. And the only clear things of their
thoughts that I can make is—Aesir—and instruments.”

“I've found that shaft,” came Ware's thoughts. “I
haven'’t traced every circuit of the palace for nothing, and
as the palace :l:cuotechmclan, I've found many that
were not on my charts. The sky is becoming heavily
overcast. It will be very dark indeed. I will join you
shortly.”

The Mother pointed silently. Across the room, a section
of rock had swung aside, and a broad signal board was
revealed. A green light blinked irregularly, then went
out. A blue bulb winked for a moment, and died in turn,
as a yellow bulb glowed steadily. “By the shaft, then.
The air is not open to him.”

"The Mothers of the Giies stirred restlessly. A second
yellow light flashed. “If he goes below the sixth level—"
suggested the Mother of Durban.

“The cage will remain down there, but probably he
will not. He walked through 2 solid wall once; he may
walk through solid rock.” A third and fourth bulb
flashed. The Mother watched quietly; The Mothers of
Cities tensed as the fifth lighted. Abruptly it was out,
and in sudden succession the blue and green bulbs
‘winked.

“He knew,” said the Mother, almost approvingly.
“The car did not fall. Go.”

A section of rock wall swung open. Silently the Moth-
ers of Cities vanished behind it, and with them went the
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tall figures of the guards. The rock swung to. The Moth-
er, alone on her tall throne, saw a darkening of the far-
ther lights of the long corridor.

Aesir stood again before the Mother, a blackness, a
thing that was not black, but was blackness incarnate. A
(hmg some seven feet in height, vaguely manlike in

“The Mother's thin lipe smiled. “You, have shruk,
Acsir. Have some of those billions of wills you men-
tioned left you, then?”

A voice stirred in her mind, a respecting, yet laughing
voice. “Perhaps that may be it; a few wills more of cu]d
metal than warm human flesh. But for the good of m:
Theed ot st YOI capiin et b tiead e N K
have come again. And—perhaps that you and those
ho wat in five adjoning cells may kaow me somewhat

T the crystallization of a billion, and more than
bllllon Wllls Mother of the Sarn.”
are no humans here. the Sarn need no such
tales.” Thc Mother moved ann
“It is no tale; it is pure fact, This blackness is their
product, not as, perhaps, I might explain to humans, but
s(i]l their product.” The voice that stirred soundless in
the Mother’s mind smiled.
The Mother nodded slowly in comprehension. “Wills
and knowledge That may be. We seck a new balance,
ou an
“We mk a new balance, your race and mine,” cor-
rected that blackness. “You and I might reach a balance
in this minute, if it were we two alone. The balance
would be—that your plan went down to a depth that
nom. ncl!her Sarn nor human, knows, while I re-

“Yu " acknowledged the Mother. “I ‘might be wiped
out, and you remain. But your race would go, and mine
remain, save that you alone continued.”

“There is no need to exchange these thoughts; each
knows the other to that extent. Man has one great ad-
vantage over Sarn; that, as a race, Man is more nearly
developed to universal telepathy. A few of my people
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can already talk among themselves; T have learned the
different pattern that is Sarn telepathy. T can speak with
you as Graylh cannot.”

he appears aware of Sarn thoughts when
Sloar rua. sighoa The Mot 1 il rioeitbggheror
that.”

“We make an exchange now.” Aesit’s thoughts
laughed. “You wanted observations of my . . . my
body stuff. T will give you that, and in exchange—"

Acsir stepped forward, and swept from the long table
the silver case that contained the Cloaks of the Mother
and the goggles. Simultancously, the Mother's finger
moved, and a carven bit of her high throne sank under
it. From unseen projectors, a shricking hell of flame
screamed out, intolerable—blasting— The rocky floor
of the great chamber screamed and puffed out in incan-
descent fury. The great table boomed dully in the corri-
dors, a sudden, expanding blot of livid gas. The mad
shrieking screamed and thundered down the corridors,
the floor of the vast cavern slumped in annihilation that
speared down through a hundred feet of rock in a single
second of cosmic fury—

And died in silence. The Mother dropped three
curled arms before her face, blinking tear-blurred eyes.
Aesir stood, blackness against fiery incandescence of the
cooling rocks, unsupported in the air. His form was al-
tered, a clumsy thing with a strange, angular belly. An
almost rectangular protuberance. But the thing was not
rectangular; one corner was twisted and bitten away.

“T never knew,” said Aesir softly, “but T am certain
now; the world of the Sarn was not so heavy as Earth.
You move slowly, Mother.”

Silently the blackness glided down the corridor, dwin-
dling from the Mother's sight. Furious golden eyes glit-
tered after the hunched, disfigured mass. Slowly the glit-
ter faded from her eyes, and a concentration of thought
appeared, perhaps even a mischievous twinkle of appro-
bation.

The Mother’s finger touched another button, and in-
stantly a score of tense-faced guards leaped through the
door, clumsy seeming, funnel mouthed, hand weapons
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ready. They stopped at the door, staring at the fiery in-
candescence in the floor.

‘The Mothers of Cities crowded through their ranks, a
slow, dawmng smile of satisfaction on their thin lips as
they looked into the glow. The Mother of Targlan took
her seat slowly. “Then the revolution is ended,” she said
‘with soft satisfaction.

The Mother turned angry eyes on her. “Daughter,”
she asked bitterly, “do you think I mount here weapons.
of the power I have in the Hall of Judgment? I did not
turn that weapon on him—but on the Cloaks. No more
than a corner of them did I get; he moved too swiftly.
My thoughts have been disturbed in this emergency, and
T have not rested in fifty hours, or I would never have
left that case where he might reach it.

“Aesir must win on this exchange, for he will know
what makes the Cloak of the Mother, while I may know
what makes the Cloak of Aesir.” The Mother looked
calmly down the long corridor, where a figure of
hunched blackness turned into a narrow cleft in the
great wall of the rocky tunnel.

The old Sarn warder of the House of Rocks had been
instructed. The Sarn Mother had no desire to lose Sarn
lives—and she wanted Aesir in that grim citadel. The
warder, as Aesir appeared, turned away and left the pas-
sages open to him. The invisible guards at the narrow
cleft that led into the impregnable citadel remained inac-
tive, wrapped in invisibility.

Up the stairways carved in the glinting rock the Black-
ness strode. Down the corridor to the gray steel door be-
h;ld which Grayth’s and Deya’s minds acted as directive
calls.

And—between ranks and files of recording instru-
ments set in every wall, in every doorway he passed.
Tiny atom flames finer than the slimmest Wire reached
out to touch and feel at the black texture of his cloak.
Unseen force fields caressed delicately at the fringes of
blackness. Bolometers and thermometers felt and sam-
pled the chill that poured from the blackness. Frigid air,
like chilled puddles, flowed from that blackness and trick-
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led across the stone floor behind him. White of frost
coated the corridor pavement as he, in his dead black-
ness, passed.

“Grayth—Deya—stand back from the door. The
door will fade to a vague transparency. Step through it
instantly.” Through the impenetrable blackness, the sub-
tle mystery of thought reached out to contact and ex-
plain to the imprisoned humans.

e formless blackness of Aesir’s hand waved stubbi-
1y over the gray metal of the door. As though that hand
were a wet cloth, the door a chalked picture on slate, it
vanished. Where the hand had passed in quick circles,
the grim metal roiled and twisted—and vanished.

Deya’s hand reached out uncertainly, touched the
space where the door had been to feel a vague op-
position, as though a thick and incredibly viscous gassy
stuff remained. It was utterly without temperature sen-
sation. She lunged through it sharply, overcome by an
instant’s strangling suffocation, then stood beside Aesir
in the corridor. Grayth joined them silently.

“The Cloaks?” he asked.

“They are useless save for information. The Mother’s
rays cut through the corner of the case, and cut strange
patterns in them, no doubt. You could not use them.
We'll have to go out as we are. Now come, and stay
close behind me. ‘We must put walls behind us, and that
won 't be easy.”

‘Can we go into the rock—or would that be impossi-
ble?” Deya asked.

Aesir’s misshapen hand pointed. Behind them, the
door of the cell was blackness similar to Aesir’s own, a
blackness rapidly congealing about two bent shadows
overlapping on the surface. Two shadows where Deya
and Grayth had passed through. A deadly chill was ra-
diating from the door, a growing chill that sucked the
light of the atom-flame lamps in the ceiling, and ice
from the air.

“You felt that momentary suffocation. You cai
breathe inside that steel, or inside rock. And that condi-
tion of interpenetrability is both temporary and fright-
fully treacherous. We'll have to go.”
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Ware went ahead, and now, as he passed the hair-fine
atom flames that had probed for his cloak, a finger
pointed and sharp cracklings of lightning snapped where
the jet beam of blackness struck the probing beams.
Harmless to Aesir’s blackness, they were hairlines of
death to unshielded humans.

The flames ahead on their course abruptly sputtered
and went out. The Sarn saw no reason to lose good in-
struments.

Down the stair, and out into the glare of the great
atom flames lighting the House of the Rocks. “There are
invisible guards,” said Aesir. “The Mother, T take it,
warned them to let me pass in unhindered. They may
seek to stop you—"

Tt was against the Mother’s orders. But those Sarn
guards, in their eight-foot power, in their contempt for
humans, in the pride they held that never had any being
imprisoned in the House of the Rocks escaped, raised
unseen weapons toward Grayth and Deya.

A long, stretching finger of jet shot out from Aesir’s
stubby hand. Something crackled in the air, darting
lightnings and a wild, many-toned shrick of agony
chopped off abruptly. A Sarn figure black as Aesir’s jet
stumbled from nothingness and faded behind a swiftly
formed white curtain of frost crystals. The black finger
swept around, and the Sarn guards died in blue light-
mngs and blackness.

n,” commanded Ware. The three started down
the su-mghz narrow cleft that led to the outer corridor.
Aesir turned right, then right again, into a low-roofed
tunnel. Another elevator bank, the cars undamaged. The
heavy, locked metal door faded under his hand to dis-
close a black shaft leading down and up in emptiness to
unseen depths and heights. Another door—and another—

hen a car was found, and the three hastened
through. Behind them in the main corridor a heavy
pounding of running feet and clanking accouterments
sounded. The blunt, dull-glossed nose of a war-blast
swerved clumsily round the corridor with half a dozen
giant Sarn tugging at it. Degravitized, it floated free, but
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its tons of mass were clumsy and hard to manage there
in narrow rock corridors. Shouting, musical commands
twisted it into place, setfled it, and it thudded to u:e
floor as the degravitizer was cut. Two Sarn swung

trajectory controls, and a third held the lanyard ready

Aesir reached for the controls of the elevator cab as
the blast roared in throaty fury at dissolving, flaming
walls. The rock walls to the left and right flared into
deadly flame of dying atoms. And the view was lost as
the translucency of the metal door snapped instantly
into blackness, a blackness that licked up the furious en-
ergy greedily and pulled with freezing fingers at the heat
of the two human bodies within.

“That button, Grayth. Quickly. I cannot touch it
thxong,h this cloak,” Ware snapped.

Grayth pushed the thing, one among a bank of
hundreds. The floor of the cab pushed ngamst them mo-
. mentarily, then a sense of weightless falling gri
Wieou s Warog sk finger pointed at something in the
control mechanism. Blackness and frightful cold drained
every trace of warmth from a resistor in the controls,
and the full current drove through the degravitator con-
trol, The car shot madly upward.

e Mother has many of these cars wired with
power cut-offs. If this is one—as it probably is—and
she learns in time which car we took, she may cut out
our circuit. If so—we still have one chance, though I
have never dared try it.”

“Better cut that resistance back in,” said Grayth
quietly. “Listen to the howl of the air above.”

The shrick was mounting. Far above in the closed
tube, compressed by the upward plunge of the tube-fit-
ting car, the air was howling through some vent. It was a
vast organ pipe that changed its tune upward, upward
—more and more swiftly as the tube length shortened
nnd l.he pressure mounted—

an’t.” Ware’s hidden head shook. “The air pres-
sure e stop us. But not until we reach the top of the
building and the automatic safeguards go into action.
They'll cut the current in the car and apply brakes as we
pass the topmost floor. If the Mother hasn’t already—"
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The shrick mounted. Abruptly the drive of the car
vanished. Grayth, already firmly gripping the carved
cage walls, flung a protecting arm about Deya and
gripped more tightly. Aesir tumbled upward toward the
roof of the cab, inverted himself somehow in midflight,
and hung poised.

“Don’t touch me,” snapped Ware's thoughts in their
‘minds. “It would be death—"

A new sibilant hiss cut through the roar of the air in
the tube above, and Ware sighed in relief. “The Mother
was too late. She cut the power—but not before we had
come so high, and so fast that the automatic safeguards
tripped. The emergency brakes have gone on.”

The deceleration died, and Ware floated back to the

joor. The car was stopped, was sinking slowly. It
clicked again, and a ratchet locked somewhere beneath
their feet. The door of the car opened with a rumble,
and an outer door slipped aside. The three stepped out
into a corridor, a corridor lighted by the atom-flame
Tamps of the Sarn, lamps carved in alabaster and golden
amber stone, They were in the uppermost floor of the
Palace of the Sarn.

Far below, the Sarn Mother looked thoughtfully at
the little lighted column of signal lamps. The City Moth-
ers followed her gaze, furious as they saw the double red
bulbs of the safety guard signals go on. “I am curious,”
said the Sarn Mother softly. “He froze the resistor in the
degravitizer circuit with his blackness, surely, to get any
such mad climb rate. But I have a thought that Aesir
does nothing that he does not know some remedy for,
nor attempt anything that he does not have some sec-
ond, saving escape. What would he have done had T
been able to cut his power before he could reach the
safety trips?”

The City Mothers were not curious. They waited im-
patiently as the Mother let seconds slip away without
flinging a rank of guards about that upper floor.

e Mother made no move. She saw no gain in
throwing her guards against the blackness, that, so far as
she could see, had no weakness. She saw, rather, that
her best policy was to wait the report of her scientists.
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Knowledge was the power she needed now. That, and
the power she already had; control over all sources of
the materials whose lack rendered Aesir harmless—so
far as revolution went.

Aesir stood in the entranceway of the Hall of Judgment.
Behind, through the ever-open doors, the Gardens of the
Sam were visible. Aesir—Ware—smiled. “I said it
might be an overcast night,” his thought whispered soft-

ly.

Grayth and Deya shivered. The gardens knelt before
a wind that howled in maniac fury. In the reflected light
that shone against the low-pressed sky, a wrack of storm
boiled overhead. And it was cold. The wind that
shricked across the gardens was a breath of savage win-
ter cutting through this summer night.

“I think,” said Ware, “that it will rain.”

As he spoke the sky burst into flame. Vast tongues of

nghmmg ripped across the sky, stabbing down to Earth

a mighty network of electric fire. The air exploded
with  biss of thunder that ratted the mighty fabric of
the Sarn Palace to its bones. Instantly the floodgates
opened. The clouds split up and tumbled down in liquid
streams. The shouting wind lashed the water droplets
before it in a horizontal spray that was half falling wa-
ter, half water slashed from the ground that was sudden-
ly a pond. The twinkling lights of the humm city be-
yond the Sarn City walls were suddenly go

“Perhaps,” said Ware pleasedly, “T e

“You?" gasped Grayth. “You did this?”

“The Sarn hate cold, and they hate the wet more than
any cat ever did. You'll find no Sarn loose in the gar-
dens tonight. Our way should be clear to the gates.”

Deya shuddered and looked at Aesir’s blackness.
“That wind is cold; that rain must be near sleet. And I
am dressed for June—not a February night.”

“I used too much power,” Ware shrugged. “I never
did this !hing before. Put it down to inexperience.”

“Experimental error,” Grayth sighed. “Gods, man,
you've washed the city away. Come, let's start before we
have to swim.”
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“Not yet,” said Ware. “I've something else to do. The
Mother wanted to study this blackness of mine. Well, by
all the gods there are, I'll give her all she wants. I'll
‘make her think again before she summons Aesir for her
pleasure!”

He turned about and faced into the great Hall of
Judgment. It was magnificent beneath the dim light of a
few big lamps. It was jet stone and chrome, gold and
sparkling, inlaid crystal. Aesir’s arm became a funnel of
blackness that pointed in slow circles around the room.
Where that arm passed, the sparkle of polished stone
and shining metal or gem vanished. It became a dead
blackness. The walls ceased to have the appearance of
walls, but became empty spaces that stretched off to
some eternity of night.

The glint and whisper of the atom flames died away;
their strong light dulled to something somber and
pressing.

And cold—cold welled out of the place in a tangible
flood. The humans shivered violently and fled from the
doorway that dripped, suddenly, with frozen mist. Pud-
dled air, chilled near its freezing point, it scemed, flowed
down the walls and out the door. A breeze sprang up, a
throaty gurgle of air rushing into the room at the top of
the great door to rush out at the bottom in a freezing,
unseen torrent.

Grayth and Deya hurried aside, shivering in unbear-
able chill. The torrent of air poured out, across the vesti-
bule to the entranceway of the palace. It flowed down
the steps, and as they watched, the howling rain turned
to snow and froze as sleet on the stone.

“Yes,” said Ware in satisfaction, “the Sarn hate cold.
It will be a month before that room is habitable again.
Now come.”

He walked through the flood, and down the steps to-
ward the windlashed gardens, The wind howled by him,
swirled around his cloak of blackness, and the figure
was outlined in white that swirled and glinted in the
faint light radiated from the building. Behind him,
Grayth and Deya made their way, white figures against
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the blackness. Tn a moment they were lost behind driv-
ing, glistening curtains of rain.

They were soaked and freezing in an instant. In his
arms Grayth felt Deya shivering vloh:nlly “Ware,” he
called abruptly. “Ware—go on; we will meet you, We
can follow that blackness only by the snow that forms
around you, and on a night like this, may I be cursed if
1 follow a walking snowstorm. I'm freezing now, and

Evoren.” the girl chattered.

“I can’t cut off this shield,” Ware answered. “The in-
struments aren’t insulated well enough. If water touches
them—there’ll be neither Sarn nor Human City to
squabble over. Meet me at my house. You can find your
‘way?”

y

“T think so,” nodded Grayth, shivering.

“Strike for the road. It will glow tonight, as usual.
And there will be no Sarn ubon it, with this liquid bliz-
zard howling.”

“Good.” Grayth and Deya set out, half-running.
Black wind and water thundered through the gardens.
The sky exploded once more in blinding light, the waves
of sound rocking the ground beneath their feet so that
even half frozen as they were, they felt its shaking.

Tn the ruck of that wild night, no eyes saw Grayth and
Deya reach their goal. Rain in solid, blinding sheets hid
them as they slipped between wind-bowed trees to
Ware's small stone cottage, into its unlighted doorway.
Ware’s hand found Grayth's, and led the shivering, drij
ping pair through the tiny room, abruptly brilliant in the
explosion of another lightning flash. At the far wall,
Ware fumbled at a stone that grated and moved. Silently
he led them down to a yet smaller room lined with
rough granite, The stone above them swung back, and a
light sprang up. But again Ware was fambling, and
again he led them down, down to a musty cavernous
place, walled with age-rusted steel, supported by rusted
columns of steel hidden at the heart of thicker ool\lmns
—stalagmites and stalactites formed about and buttress-
ing the corroded metal.
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“The old subway,” Ware explained. “It goes for a
quarter of a mile in that direction and nearly a mile in
the other before cave-ins block it. All, you see, beneath
the human city—and most at a depth of more than one
hundred and twenty feet. My lab’s over here.” Tt was set
up on the concrete platform of a forgotten station.

“But here—strip off those wet things and stand be-
fore these heaters.” Ware turned to a crude control pan-
el, and a network of iron bars geew yorm, hot, then
faintly red as a welcome heat poured out.

“Do we hide,” asked Deya softly, “or frankly re-

“If," said Ware sadly, “I knew how much longer this
queer status of half-revealed half-concealed revolt was
going to continue before I could get somewhere, we
might be in a better position to know what to do.”

“Which makes me wonder, Ware. Half-concealed
lu'lf revealed, I mean. The Mother’s Cloaks have the

les to make vision possible. T don’t know what that
blackness of yours is—beyond that it is infernally cold;
T'm still congealed—but if no ray can pierce it, pray tell
me how you see where you are going.”

Ware looked up, laughing. “I don’t. Yet T found my
way across that swamp called the Garden of the Sarn
‘more easily than you, tonight. The telepath is the answer
—T see through others” eyes. The Mother told me where
her cloaks were hidden.” He nodded toward the truncat-
ed case. “Without her eyes—T'd never have seen to
reach them.”

“Perhaps,” said Deya, “if wé knew better what you
haye, and what you lick, we could help more efficient-

““Perhaps,” suggested Grayth grimly, “you can wash
the blasted Sarn out of |he|r city. Another such ‘overcast
night’ and you may do it.”

“The Sarn City’s higher than we are.” Ware smiled.
“But our people do stand cold and wet better than

“Bm,“ said Deya, “it isn’t practical—nor fast enough.
What have you there? My slowly thawing bones give me
a very personal interest in that cloak of yours.”
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Ware sighed gustily. “Is hard to explain. About
ninety percent of it isn’t in words, or explainable in
words. It's a mathematical concept that has reality.

“Wherefore T will now give you a typical pre-Sarn
analogy, because neither you nor Grayth can get pic-
tures from mathematics. I's a language, you know—as
‘much a language as the one we normally speak, or the
Sarn language. Some terms you can translate, and some
can’t be. For instance x*-+y*=c? is mathematics lan-
guage for ‘circle.’ T will give you analogies which T guar-
antee are not sound, and neatly conceal the truth. But T
can’t do any better.

“Dirac, a physicist of the pre-Sarn days, explained the
positron as 2 hole in a continuum of electrons in nega-
tive energy states. Space, he said, was completely filled
with electrons possessed of negative energies. It was full
to the brim, and overflowed into the electrons we can
detect—ordinary matter electrons.

“Shortly before the Sarn came, men were developing
hints that there might be more to that. There was, Elec-
trons in positive energy states, when vibrated, gave off
radiation—light, heat, and so on. If you use energy con-
centrated enough, you can vibrate electrons in negative
states. You might say they give off negative energy radia-
tlon They produce photons of energy in negative energy

s I said, it's an analogy that I can’t honestly de-
ncnbe but the effect is radiated negative energy. Ra-
diant cold or radiant darkness or radiant lack-of-X-
rays—whatever you want.

“Energy being conserved, of course, the result is that
the source of that radiation, instead of consuming ener-
8y, gives it off. My pack does not radiate negative ener-
gy; it sets up a condition in the air about me that makes
the air atoms radiate negative energ

“The atomic flame the Mother turned on me satisfied,
to some extent, the ravening demand for energy that
negative energy setup caused. The force that makes the
air atoms radiate in that way makes them unstable—sort
of splits them into two parts, two half-formed atoms of
matter. In that state, neither half is real, but each has a
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terrible demand for sufficient mass—in the form of en-
ergy—to raise it to reality. In that median state, matter
is_interpenetrable. We walk through steel doors and
stone floors, for instance. It will hang on that unstable
point of half-and-half momentarily, before re-forming to
matter. It’s as dependable as a raitlesnake or a ‘tame’ ti-
ger. While we're interpenctrating, it may fall off that deli-
cate balance and consume our mass-energy in re-form-
ing. When Sarn guards send atomic flames after us, the
unstable matter greedily drinks in the energy, and starts
definitely toward re-forming with the air of that energy.
If left alone, one-half of the semiatoms absorbs the oth-
er half, and is normal again. In the meantime, if's
black. And cold—like the Mother'’s Hall of Judgment
right now.

“When the Mother’s beams were tearing at me, the
energy was actively making extra atoms of air. It didn’t
make any difference what kind of beam she used—the
energy was consumed. Her atomic flame had lots
power—and made a lot of air. Her curious atom-disrup-
tion beam didn't carry much energy, but the particular
form of the beam was most deadly. The form passed
through my shield quite unchanged, theoretically. But
the energy had been removed from

“Naturally, the Mother's physicists are badly puzzled
now by a completely unanimous report of ‘nothing’ on
the part of their instruments. None of them, of course,
read below absolute zero. That shield has a temperature

— 55,000 Absolute—or thereabouts.

“I could wipe out the Sarn very readily. But”—Ware
shrugged his shoulders—“they'd wipe out all humans
while T was at it.”

“What do you need?”

“An hour,” Ware sighed. “One hour—in the Sarn
workshops. A few pounds of molybdenum, some wire-
drawing apparatus, a few ounces of scandium and spe-
cial glass-blowing machinery. Then I'd have a duplicate
of this toy of mine that would protect this whoe city for
fifty miles about

“In other words,” said Grayth, smiling slightly, “it
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_you could drive the Sarn out, you could drive them
away.
“Precisely,” acknowledged Ware. “Which is comfort-
ing, if nseles »
ya rubbed her left arm with her right hand
though:fuuy. and turned sideways to the heater, “How
far,” she asked, “will your present apparatus reach?”

“That, too, is helpful > Ware grinned. “Just about far
enough to blanket completely the Sarn City. I could pro-
tect that against any attack. But not, not by any means,
the human city.”

“That might help, though.” Deya nodded. “I have
something in mind. My dress is dry, if somewhat crum-
pled. Could you get us something to eat, Ware? My chill
has left me hungry.”

“What's your thought?” asked Ware eagerly, half an-
noyedly. The telepaths did not carry thoughts the wearer
wlshed to conceal.

“I. .. Td rather talk with Graylh first.” Deya shook
her head s]owly “I may be wrong.”

esignedly, Ware went up the crude stairway, up to
the knchen of his cottage one hundred and fty feet
above. Deya looked at Grayth as each in turn pulled off
the telepath.

Deya pulled on her dress, smoothing the still slightly
damp crinkles down. “How s Simons, Grayth?”

Grayth looked at her in slight puzzl:menl. his shirt
half on. “Hopeless, as you know—but why do you ask
now? He could not help us, anyway.”

Deya’s lips set in a slight, ight smile, her eves bnghl
and thoughtful. “I'm not so sure, Grayth. N
sure. Ware has said that anything that he e
through an amplifier can be recorded, hasn’t he? And if
it can be recorded, it cuuld be rebroadcast on a differ-
ent wavelength, perhaps-

Grayth started, went rigid. “By Aesir and all the gods
of Earth! Deya! What 1antasuc idea have you now?
‘That man is mad, hombly, loathsomely mad—"

“Negative energy,” said Deya shcmy. deft fingers ar-
ranging her hair. “If we could make the Sarn give w
without fighting—in_ despair and And
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there are energies other than those purely physical ones
that the Sarn are so thoroughly equipped to resist.”

Grayth stood silent for a moment, his swift-working
mind forgetting for the moment the task of driving his
tired body. “You've talked with Dr. Wesson?” he asked
intently.

Deya nodded slowly, “Yes—just this morning,” then
thought a moment before going on. “Or rather yester-
day. It will be dawn in about three hours, if the storm
has stopped. We should bring him here before then.
You see what I have in mind?”

“Yes! I'll have Carron—"

Ware came down the steps, slowly, bearing two trays
with bread and cheese and cold meat, some cups, cream
and coffee. “If you will use those beakers for the water,
the laboratory hot plates for a stove, Deya, Td prefer
your coffee to mine.”

are,” asked Grayth tensely, “can you record a
thought—a telepath thought?”

Ware stopped, brows suddenly furrowed. “Record it?
Why? I've never tried—it’s easier to think it again.”

“Could it be done?”

“Hm-m-m . . . yes. I think s0.”

"Huw long o make the apparatus?” Grayth asked
anxi

Warr. hesl!sud Shrugged. “A few hours. I can make
that. Telepath apparatus, because of its very nature, has
to be tiny. A few grains of the hard-to-get elements go a
long way when the whole apparatus is less than a cubic
millimeter in volume. But it takes time. A recorder and
reproducer—say, two days, once 1 get the design. I
think . . . yes, I know I can do it.”

Grayth swept the telepath back to hls head. Rapidly
his thoughts drove out. “Carron—Carre

“Yes?” Sleepily Carron responded o the call.

“It’s three hours to dawn. Carron—this must be done
before the first people stir. Get Ohrman, the instrument
maker, to Ware’s at once. There are telepaths to be
made. Get Dr. Wesson and tell him to call at Ware's.
Then rouse one of the other men to receive and transmit
my orders and get some sleep yourself.
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“Now, Ware, draw out the plans for the parts you'll
need for that apparatus, so Ohrman can start while you
get some sleep. Oh . . . you can, I assume, make some
translator an-angemen: v.hax will twist human thought to
Sarn telepath levels?”

“Eh? Human to Sarn levels—1I don’t know about that.
Tve ber.u working on that problem on and off for

“Good—it'l be on, and ot off, now. If you can do
that, Ware, we win Earth again!”

The thing was incredibly tiny. It lay in Ware’s palm, two
small, inclosed reels connected by a bridge of bulging
metal, the size, perhaps of a half peanut, between tw
slices of inch-thick steel rod. But the workmanship was.
wonderfully fine.

“This is only the reproducer,” Ware sighed. His eyes
were red and weary. “The recorder is there. You said
that needn't be portable. And it records, as you wanted,
in Sarn-type bands from the human thoughts, on a silver
ribbon. The ribbon is endless, and repeats as long as
little spring is wound.

“Now, may I ask what you want of it? I've concen-
trated so on this that no question could enter my mind, I
think. How is recorded thought to dislodge the Sarn? By
repeating, ‘Go away—go away, endlessly? Telepathic
commands have no more force than words, you know.

“Not if they are resisted,” Deya acknowledged. “But
they can enter below conscious strength level. Do you
want to see Who—why—"

The stone above moved. Grayth and Deya and Ware
Tooked up. Only the heavily sleeping, exhausted Ohrman
remained unconscious of the intruder.

“Down, Simons,” said Dr. Wesson’s voice. There was
a gentle urgency in it, a pitying yet firm tenderness. A
pair of feet appeared, slowly, wearily, with an air of ter-
rible, unending exhaustion—tired beyond all rest, mis-
ery and hopelessness subtly expressed in the dull, sham-
bling descent of those heav:

Loosely, miserably they came down the long flight,
their mechanical, rhythmic drumming a muffled beat of
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defeat. The man came into view. His figure was lax,
powerfully muscled arms and shoulders bent under a
soldeadening weight of overwhelning despair. Down

“Down, Simons.” The doctor’s voice was weary with a
vt despai canght somehiow. from that door-eig
ed fi

Weas ficosd slowly to look at Deya, at Grayth. “Who
is he—Simons?”

They did not answer, and he turned back to look at
the figure that stood unmoving now beneath the power-
ful lights of this buried laboratory. His face was pale and
lined, powerful with the strength drained from it, set in a
dead mask of uncaring despair. His eyes were black,
black pigs that looked without hope, or hope of hope, into
the keen gray eyes of Aesir.

Ware felt something within him chill under the gaze
of those eyes that no longer cared or hoped. The soul
beyond them was not dead and longed for death, The
lights of the bright room seemed cold and drear. Fatigue
and hopelessness of the endless struggle against the
overwhelming Sarn surged up in Ware, hopelessness and
despair so deep he did not mind that the cause was lost
before—

He tore his eyes away. “Deya—in the name of the
gods, what—who—what is this thing!” he gasped.

“That is negative energy, Ware. That is the negative
energy of the mind, the blackness of Aesir applied to all
hope, all ambition. He is mad; he is a manic depressive.
He has no hope, no thought of escape from that negative
hell of despair that is beyond despair. He is mad, for no
sane mind could conceive that awful blackness, the
hopelessness that is a positive, devouring force that in-
fests his being.

« “If ever his mind should start to mend, he will be-
come a suicidal maniac, driven to kill himself in any way
he can, at any horrible expense. He cannot think of that
escape now. That is struggle, that is in itself a hope—
and he has none. To conceive of death as an escape is to
hope, to believe that something better can be.
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“That is beyond him now, for hope—struggle—effort
to escape—all involve a will that mind has lost.
“He is mad, Ware, because no mind can hold the ter-
rible despair his thoughts now know and remain sane.
“Record his thoughts. Record them there on that sil-
ver ribbon. Record that hopelessness that knows no re-
sistance, no will to struggle. Record it, and broadcast
that through the Sarn City!”

‘The Sarn Mother sat motionless at the high window of
her tower, dull eyes looking out over the Gardens of the
Sarn. Rich cloaks and heavy blankets wrapped her—
useless things. The cold seeped through to her bones
and drank her warmth. The great chamber, windowed
on every side, was darkened by a heavy gloom, chilled
by a cold that had grown slowly through the hours and
the days she had sat here, almost unmoving. The bleak,
cold stone of the walls was damp with a cold sweat of
‘moisture. Great heaters in the walls ran at red heat and
the dark air drank their warmth. Magnificent atom-flame
lamps rustled softly in the high ceiling; their faint, silken
whisper mumbled meaningless in her cars, and their
strong light had lost its sparkle. Some subtle change in
the air made it seem gray and very col

The sun did not shine here. A cold steady rain beat
down on the gardens below, ran endlessly over the clear

indowpanes, stirring under vague, listiess winds. The
o not shine here. Through the fog of slowly drip-
ping rain, beyond the limits of her gardens, the sun
shone. It was brilliant there, she knew, a bright, hot sun
sparkling in the bright clean air. It was June out there.
The year was dead here, dead in a creeping, growing
ch|ll that burdened the land. The creeping, growing chill

’l'hﬂl hellish thing of blackness. Almost, she felt an-
gered at it, squatting there, dejected, black, unutterably
woeful in the center of her gardens. Or what had been
her gardens. It was a ravaged place now, plowed and
harrowed by howling beams of atomic death, a shrieking
incandescent effort to move that crouched thing of
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blackness. It had meant only the destruction of one
slight spot of beauty in a dreary, cold world.

ut that meant little, for there was no beauty now, or
ever would be again. Only the chill that stole !he heat
from the air, the walls, her tired old body and the sub-
tle darkness that cut through the brilliance of the atom
flames and left light without sparkle, colors that all
tinged gr:

A ﬁnger 'stirred listlessly and pressed a control. No, it
was over. Full heat. She had known that; what sense to
try again what she had tried a thousand times before
during these endless, sleepless days that changed only
from one shade of gray to a deeper black.

Dull eyes looked at the sweating walls. Cold, stone
walls. When had it ever been that she had ordered
stone? Warm marbles of rose and green. Warm? The
rose of dying day before mghl s chill. The green of end-
less arctic ice. It mocked her and drove its chill to her
age-old body.

Age-old. Unendmg years that had wheeled and rolled
while she waited, useless. Waited for the coming of her
people, or when she might again seek in space. Useless
years of fruitless attempts to learn that one, lost secret of
Speed bettering light's swift flight. Lost—lost with the
ten trained Sarn that died those four thousand years
gone in the blasting of the city once called New York.
Too much else she’d had to do then to learn that secret.

Time she had now; four thousand wheeling years. But
now she could not learn; it eluded her dulled mind, and
the weakened minds of the decadent race.

As Aesir eluded her, and squa(led miserable in the
midst of misery his works had bro

She stirred. The cold worked |hm|lgh Hot food, hot
drinks—they warmed a moment, then added dead, cold
mass to the chill within her. A deadness that, she knew
now, had been within her before this glooming chill had
made her more aware. Her Sarn were weak; the
product of an easy world, too sanely organized m w-
quire of them sharp, sharpening competition in endeavor.

And she was old. Immortality she had, and everlast-
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ing youth of tissue. But the mind grew old and dull, the
courses of its thoughts narrowed and chilled with years
and millenniums that passed. She was never to recall
that exact age—but what matter? A stupid thing. What
mattered that she thought of it or not; the years had
passed, they'd graved their mark and narrowing on her.

They had weakened. Humankind had strenglhcncd,
grown with the years that sapped the Sarn, Now, in her
gardens, that hunched figure of dejection squatted, chill-
ing all her city, defying the minds of all the Sarn. It had
been a matter of time, inevitable as the fated motion of
the planets. And the time had come. The humans were
the stronger.

The door behind her opened slowly, but her brooding
eyes remained fixed on the far wall till the intruder
moved before her gaze. Barken Thil. Once, the Mother
had thought her brilliant, hoped this physicist might find
the forgotten secret of the speed drive. Now her eight-
foot figure was shrunken, dimmed by the fog and gloom
that curdled the air about them. “Yes?” The Mother
spoke wearily.

“Nothing.” The physicist shook her head. “I’s use-
less, Mother of the Sarn. The blackness is there. No
screen, no substance shuts it off. It registers no more
than the cold we feel on our instruments; they tell us
only what we know, that the air transmits less light, less
heat. It is absorbed somehow, and yet does not warm
thereby. A vacuum transmits energy as before—but we
cannot live in vacua.

“Thard Nilo has gone mad. She sits on her stool and
stares at the wall, saying: “The sun is warm . . . the
sun is bright. The sun is warm . . . the sun is bright!’
She will not move save when we lead her. She does not
resist—but she does not a

“The sun—is warm,” lhe Mother said softly. “The
sun—is bright. The sun—never shines here now. But
the sun is bright and hot and the air is clean and dry in
Bish-Waln.”

The tired eyes looked up slowly toward the lax figure



CLOAK OF AESIR 289

of the physicist. “I . . . I think I will visit. Bish-Waln.
‘Where the sun is hot and bright and the air—

“T have never been there; never in all the time Earth
became ours, four thousand years ago, have I left Sarn
City. T have never scen Targlan of the ever-blue skies
and the ever-white mountains. I have never seen Bish-
Waln in the golden sands . . . the hot sands.

“I think that now, before humanity sises fnaly, 1
should like to see it. I think . . . yes, perhaps I will

Two hours later, she roused herself to give orders,
vaguely, and hours later to enter her ship. The chill
leaked out of metal and crystal as from the cold, green
stone, She stared blankly through the rain-washed win-
dows as the gloom-crowned Gardens and the Sarn Cif
dropped behind. One more ship rose slowly, listlessly be-
hind her. Vaguely, she wondered that so few Sarn had
‘been still there that these two ships could carry all.

For the first time in four thousand years she was leav-
ing her city. For the first time in four thousand years no
Sarn remained in Sarn City.

The clouds and gloom were snddcnly below, a_dull
grayness that heaved and writhed like a living dome
over Sarn City. June sunlight angled from the setting
redness in the west across the Human City stirring
vaguely there below. A warmth she had not known in
six unending days shot through her ancient body, and a
blissfulness of sleep lapped her as the ship accelerated
strongly, confidently, toward the sparkling waters be-
yond, toward Bish-Waln, bright and hot in the golden
Sahara.

Her eyes closed, and she did not see through the dis-
solving clouds to the black figure that slowly rose erect,
nor to the ordered division of the legion of peace that
marched toward the blank, silent windows of the Sarn
Palace. Behind them came a loose group of work-clad
‘men to disperse among the dead, lightless shops of this,
the city that had marked the landing of the Sarn.
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THE PLACE STANK. A queer, mingled stench that only
the ice-] bumd cabins of an Antarctic camp know, com-
poun g human sweat, and the heavy, fish-oil
stench of mellcd scal blubber. An overtone of liniment
combatted the musty smell of sweat-and-snow-drenched
furs. The acrid odor of burnt cooking fat, and the ani-
mal, not-unpleasant smell of dogs, diluted by time, hung
in the air,

Lingering odors of machine oil contrasted sharply
with the Llln! of harness dressing and leather. Yet,
somehow, through all that reek of human beings and
their associates—dogs, machines, and cooking—came
another taint. It was a queer, neck-ruffling thing, a faint-
est suggestion of an odor alien among the smeils of in-
dustry and life. And it was a life-smell. But it came from
the thing that lay bound with cord and tarpaulin on the
table, . dripping slowly, methodically onto the heavy
planks, dank and gaunt under the unshielded glare of
the electric light.

Blair, the little bald-pated biologist of the expedition,
twitched nervously at the wrappings, exposing clear,

290
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dark ice beneath and then pulling the tarpaulin back
into place restlessly. His little birdlike motions of sup-
pressed eagerness danced his shadow across the fringe of
dingy gray underwear hanging from the low ceiling, the
equatorial fringe of stiff, graying hair around his naked
skull a comical halo about the shadow’s head.

‘Commander Garry brushed aside the lax legs of a suit
of underwear, and stepped toward the table. Slowly his
aced around the rings of men sardined into the
Administr auon Bulldmg His tall, stiff body straight-
ened finally, and he nodded. “Thirty-seven. All here.”
Hi Yo o yet carried the clear authority of the
commander by nature, as well as by title.

“You know the outline of the story back of that find
of the Secondary Pole Expedition. I have been confer-
ring with Second-in-Command McReady, and Norris, as
well as Blair and Dr. Copper. There is a difference of
opinion, and because it involves the entire group, it is
only just that the entire Expedition personnel act on it.

“I'am going to ask McReady to give you the details
of the story, because each of you has been too busy with
his own work to follow closely the endeavors of the oth-
ers. McReady?”

Moving h‘om the smoke-} blued backgro\lnd MnReady
was a figure from some forgotten myth, a looming,
bronze statue that held life, and walked. Six feet four
inches he stood as he halted beside the table, and with a
characteristic glance upward to assure himself of room
under the low ceiling beams, straightencd. His rough,
clashingly orange windproof jacket he still had on, yet
on his huge frame it did not seem misplaced. Even here,
four feet beneath the drift-wind that droned across the
antarctic waste above the ceiling, the cold of the frozen
continent leaked in, and gave meaning to the harshness
of the man. And he was bronze—his great red-bronze
beard, the heavy hair that matched it. The gnarled,
corded hands gripping, relaxing, gripping and relaxing
on the table planks were bronze. Even the deep-sunken
eyes beneath heavy brows were bronzed.

Age-resisting endurance of the metal spoke in the
cragged heavy outlines of his face, and the mellow tones
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of the heavy voice. “Norris and Blair agree on one
thing; that animal we found was not—terrestrial in ori-
gin. Norris fears there may be danger in that; Blair says
there is non

“But T'll go back to how, and why we found it. To all
that was known before we came here, it appeared that
this point was exactly over the South Magnetic Pole of
‘Earth, The compass does point straight down here, as you
all know. The more delicate instruments of the physicists,

instruments especially designed for this expedition and its
study of the magnetic pole, detected a secondary effect, a
secondary, less powerful magnetic influence about eighty
‘miles southwest of here.

“The Secondary Magnetic Expedition went out to in-
vestigate it. There is no need for details, We found it,
but it was not the huge meteorite or magnetic mountain
Norris had expected to find. Iron ore is magnetic, of
course; iron more so—and certain special steels even
more magnetic. From the surface indications, the sec-
ondary pole we found was small, so small that the mag-
netic effect it had was preposterous. No magnetic mate-
rial conceivable could have that effect. Soundings
through the ice indicated it was within one hundred feet
of the glacler surface.

k you should know the structure of the place.
Thm is a broad plateau, a level sweep that runs more
than 150 miles due south from the Secondary Station,
Van Wall says. He didn’t have time or fuel to fly farther,
but it was running smoothly due south then. Right there,
where that buried thing was, there is an ice-drown:

mountain ridge, a granite wall of unshakable strength
that has dammed back the ice creeping from the south.

“And four hundred miles due south is the South Polar
Plateau. You have asked me at various times why it gets
warmer here when the wind rises, and most of you
know. As a meteorologist I'd have staked my word that
no wind could blow at — 70 degrees; that no more
than a five-mile wind could blow at —50; without caus-
ing warming due to friction with ground, snow and ice
and the air itself.

“We camped there on the lip of that ice-drowned
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‘mountain range for twelve days. We dug our camp into
the blue ice that formed the surface, and escaped most
of it. But for twelve consecutive days the wind blew at
forty-five miles an hour. It went as high as forty-eight,
and fell to forty-one at times. The temperature was
—63 degrees. It rose to —60 and fell to —68. It was
‘meteorologically impossible, and it went on uninterrupt-
edly for twelve days and twelve nights:

“Somewhere to the south, the frozen air of the South
Polar Plateau slides down from fhat 18,000-foot bowl,

jown a mountain pass, over a glacier, and starts north.
There must be a funneling mountain chain that directs
it, and sweeps it away for four hundred miles to hit that
bald plateau where we found the secondary pole, and
350 miles farther north reaches the Antarctic Ocean.

“It’s been frozen there since Antarctica froze twenty
million years ago. There never has been a thaw there.

“Twenty million years ago Antarctica was beginning
to freeze. We've investigated, though and built specula-
tions, What we believe happened was about like this.

“Something came down out of space, a ship. We saw
it there in the blue ice, a thing like a submarine without
a conning tower or directive vanes, 280 feet long and 45
feet in diameter at its thickest.

“Eh, Van Wall? Space? Yes, but T'll explain that bet-
ter later.” McReady’s steady voice went on.

“It came down from space, driven and lifted by forces
men haven't discovered yet, and somehow—perhaps
something went wrong then—it tangled with Earth’s
‘magnetic field. It came south here, out of control prob-
ably, circling the magnetic pole. That's a savage country
there; but when Antarctica was still freezing, it must
have been a thousand times more savage. There must
have been blizzard snow, as well as drift, new snow fall-
ing as the continent glaciated. The swirl there must have
been particularly bad, the wind hurling a solid blanket
of white over the lip of that now-buried mountain.

“The ship struck solid granite head-on, and cracked
up. Not every one of the passengers in it was killed, but
the ship must have been ruined, her driving mechanism
locked. It tangled with Earth’s field, Norris believes. No
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thing made by intelligent beings can tangle with the
dead immensity of a planet’s natural forces and survive.

“One of its passengers stepped out, The wind we saw
there never fell below forty-one, and the temperature
never rose above — 60. Then—the wind must have been
stronger. And there was drift falling in a solid sheet. The
thing was lost completely in ten paces.” He paused for a
‘moment, the deep, steady voice giving way to the drone

" of wind overhead and the uneasy, malicious gurgling in

the pipe of the galley stove.

Drift—a drift-wind was sweeping by overhend nghl

jow the snow picked up by the mumi

lr.vel blinding lines across the face of e buned camp
If a man stepped out of the tunnels that connected each
of the camp buildings beneath the surface, he'd be lost
in ten paces. Out there, the slim, black finger of the ra-
dio mast lifted three hundred feet into the air, and at its
peak was the clear night sky. A sky of thin, whining
wind rushing steadily from beyond to another beyond
under the licking, curling mantle of the-aurora. And oft
north, the horizon flamed with queer, angry colors of the
midnight twilight, That was Spring three hundred feet
above Antarctica.

At the surface—it was white death. Death of a nee-
dle-fingered cold driven before the wind, sucking heat

m any warm thing. Cold—and white mist of endless,
everlasting drift, the fine, fine particles of licking snow
that obscured all thing

Kinner, the little, scar-faced cook, winced. Five days
ago he had stepped out to the surface to reach a cache
of frozen beef. He had reached it, started back—and the
drift-wind leapt out of the south. Cold, white death that
streamed across the ground blinded him in twenty sec-
onds. He stumbled on wildly in circles. It was half an
hour before rope-guided men from below found him in
the impenetrable murk.

It was easy for man—or thing—to get lost in ten

paces.

“And the drift-wind then was probably more impene-
trable than we know.” McReady’s voice snapped Kin-
ner’s mind back. Back to the welcome, dank warmth of
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the Ad Building. “The passenger of the ship wasn’t pre-
pared either, it appears. It froze Witk ten fet of the

ship.

“We dug down to find the ship, and our tunnel hap-
pened to find the frozen—animal. Barclay's ice-ax
struck its skull,

“When we saw what it was, Barclay went back to the
tractor, started the fire up and when the steam pressure
built, sent a call for Blair and Dr. Copper. Barclay him-
sefl§ was sick then. Stayed sick for three days, as a matter
of fact.

“When Blair and Copper came, we cut out the animal
in  block of ice, as you see, wrapped it and loaded it on
the tractor for return here. We wanted to get into that

p.

“We reached the side and found the metal was some-
thing we didn’t know. Our beryllium-bronze, non-mag-
metic tools wouldn’t touch it. Barclay had some tool-
steel on the tractor, and that wouldn't scratch it either.
‘We made reasonable tests—even tried some acid from
the batteries with no results.

“They must have had a passivating process to make
magnesium metal resist acid that way, and the alloy
must have been at least ninety-five percent magnesium.
But we had no way of guessing that, so when we spotted
the barely opened lock door, we cut around it. There
was clear, hard ice inside the lock, Wwhere we couldn’t
reach it. Through the little crack we could look in and
see that only metal and tools were in there, so we decid-
ed to loosen the ice with a bomb.

“We had decanite bombs and thermite. Thermite is
the ice-softener; decanite might have shattered valuable
things, where the thermite’s heat would just loosen the
ice. Dr, Copper, Norris and I placed a_twenty- yolive.
pound thermite bomb, wired it, and took the connector
up the tunnel to the surface, where Blair had the steam
tractor waiting. A hundred yards the other side of that
granite wall we set off the thermite bomb.

“The magnesium metal of the ship caught of course.
The glow of the bomb flared and died, then it began to
flare again. We ran back to the tractor, and gradually
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the glare built up. From where we were we could see the
whole ice-field illuminated from beneath with an un-
bearable light; the ship’s shadow was a great, dark cone
reaching off foward the north, where the twilight was
just about gone. For a moment it lasted, and we counted
three other shadow-things that might have been other
—passengers—frozen there. Then the ice was crashing
down and against the ship.

“That’s why T told you about that place. The wind
sweeping down from the Pole was at our backs. Steam
and hydrogen flame were torn away in white ice-fog; the
flaming heat under the ice there was yanked away toward
the Antarctic Ocean before it touched us. Otherwise we
wouldn’t have come back, even with the shelter of that
granite ridge that stopped the light.

“Somehow in the blinding inferno we could see great
hunched things—black bulks. They shed even the fu-
rious incandescence of the magnesium for a time. Those
‘must have been the engines, we knew. Secrets going in
blazing glory—secrets that might have given Man the
plmms Mysterious things that could 1ift and hurl that

ip—and had soaked in the force of the Earth’s mag-
nenr: ﬁe]d I saw Norris' mouth move, and ducked. I
couldn’t hear him.

“Insulation—something—gave way. All Earth's field
they'd soaked up twenty million years before broke
Toose. The aurora in the sky above licked down, and the
whole plateau there was bathed in cold fire that blanket-

vision. The ice-ax in my hand got red hot, and hissed
on the ice. Metal buttons on my clothes burned into me.
And a flash of electric blue seared upward from beyond
the granite wall,

“Then the walls of ice crashed down on it. For an in-
stant it squealed the way dry ice does when it's pressed
between metal.

“We were blind and groping in the dark for hours

" while our eyes recovered, We found every coil within a
mile was fused rubbish, the dynamo and every radio set,
the earphones and speakers. If we hadn’t had the steam
tractor, we wouldn’t have gotten over to the Secondary
Camp.
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“Van Wall flew in from Big Magnet at sun-up, as you
know. We came home as soon as possible. That is the
history of—that.” McReady’s great bronze beard ges-
tured toward the thing on the table.

2

Blair stirred uneasily, his little, bony fingers wrigeling
under the harsh light. Little brown freckles on his knuck-
les slid back and forth as the tendons under the skin
twitched. He pulled aside a bit of the tarpaulin and
looked impatiently at the dark ice-bound thing inside.

McReady’s big body straightened somewhat. He'd
ridden the rocking, jarring steam tractor forty miles Lhat
day, pushing on to Big Magnet here. Even his calm
had been pressed by the anxiety to mix again with hu-
mans. It was lone and quiet out there in Secondary
Camp, where a wolf-wind howled down from the Pole.
Wolf-wind howling in his sleep—winds droning and the
evil, unspeakable face of that monster leering up as he'd
first seen it through clear, blue ice, with a bronze ice-ax
buried in its skull.

The giant meteorologist spoke again. “The problem is
this. Blair wants to examine the thing. Thaw it out and
make micro slides of its tissues and so forth. Norris
doesn’t believe that is safe, and Blair does. Dr. Copper
agrees pretty much with Blair. Norris is a physicist, of
course, not a biologist. But he makes a point I think we
should all hear, Blair has described the microscopic
life-forms biologists find living, even in this cold and in-
hospitable place. They freeze every winter, and thaw ev-
ery summer—for three months—and live.

“The point Norris makes is—they thaw, and live
again. There must have been microscopic life associated
with this creature. There is with every living thing we
know. And Norris is afraid that we may release a plague
—some germ disease unknown to Earth—if we thay
those microscopic things that have been frozen there or
twenty million years.

“Blair admits that such micro-life might retain the
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power of living. Such unorganized things as individual
cells can retain life for unknown periods, when solidly
frozén. The beast itself is as dead as those-frozen mam-
moths they find in Siberia. Organized, highly developed
life-forms can’t stand that treatment.

“But micro-life could. Norris suggests that we may re-
lease some discase-form that man, never having met it
before, will be utterly defenseless against.

“Blair’s answer is that there may be such still-living
gorms, bt e Noms sn g coss revemd They ar ut-

ur
"Pmbably'" Thc lml: blologlsl 'S head hﬂed in a
quick, birdlike motion. The halo of gray hair about his
bald head ruffled as though angry. “Heh, one look—"
“I know,” McReady acknowledged. “The thing is not
Earthly. It does not seem likely it can have a life-chem-
istry sufficiently like ours to make cross-infection re-
motely possible. I would say that there is no danger.”
McReady looked toward Dr. Copper. The physician
shook his head slowly. “None whatever,” he asserted
confidently. “Man cannot infect or be infected by germs
that live in such compamlively close relatives as the
snakes. And they are, 1 assure you,” his clean-shaven
face gnmmxd uneasily, “much nearer to us than—that.”
Norris moved angrily. He was comparatively
shcrl in this gathering of big men, some five feet eight,
and his stocky, powerful build tended to make him seem
shorter. His black hair was crisp and hard, like short,
steel wires, and his eyes were the gray of fractured steel.
If McReady was a man of bronze, Norris was all steel.
His movements, his thoughts, his whole bearing had the
quick, hard impulse of a steel spring. His nerves were
steel—hard, quick acting—swift corroding
He was decided on his point now, and he lashed out
in its defense with a characteristic quick, clipped flow of
words. “Different chemistry be damned. That thing may
be dead—or, by God, it may not—but I don't like it.
Damn it, Blair, let them see the monstrosity you are pet-
ting over there. Let them see the foul thing and decide
for themselves whether they want that thing thawed out
in this camp.
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“Thawed out, by the way. That’s got to be thawed out
in one of the shacks tonight, if it is thawed out. Some-
body—who’s watchman tonight? Magnetic—oh, Con-
nant. Cosmic rays tonight. Well, you get to sit up with
that twenty-million-year-old mummy of his. Unwrap it,
Blair. How the hell can they tell what they are buying, if
they can’t see it? It may have a different chemistry. T
don’t care what else it has, but I know it has something I
don’t want. If you can judge by the look on its face—it
isn’t human so maybe you can’t—it was annoyed when
it froze. Annoyed, in fact, is just about as close an a
proximation of the way it felt, as crazy, mad, insane
hatred. Neither one touches the subject.

“How the hell can these birds tell what they are vot-
ing on? They haven’t seen those three red eyes and that
blue_hair like crawling worms. Crawling—damn, it's
crawling there in the ice right now!

“Nothing Earth ever spawned had the unutterable
sublimation of devastating wrath that thing let loose in
its face when it looked around its frozen desolation
twenty million years ago. Mad? It was mad clear
through—searing, blistering mad!

“Hell, T've had bad dreams ever since I looked at
those three red eyes. Nightmares. Dreaming the thing
thawed out and came to life—that it wasn’t dead, or
even wholly unconscious all those twenty million years,
but just slowed, waiting—waiting. Youll dream, too,
while that damned thing that Earth wouldn’t own is
dnppmg, dripping in the Cosmos House tonight.

, Connant,” Norris whipped toward the cosmic
ray spec\allst, “won’t you have fun sitting up all night in
the quiet, Wind whining above—and that thing dripping

— he stopped for a moment, and looked around.

“T know. That's not science. But this is, it's psycholo-
gy. Youll have nightmares for a year to come. Every
night since I looked at that thing I've had ‘em. That's

why T hate it—sure I do—and don’t want it around. Put
it back where it came from and let it freeze for another
twenty million years. I had some swell nightmares—that
it wasn’t made like we are—which is obvious—but of a
different kind of flesh that it can really control. That it
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can change its shape, and look like a man—and wait to
kill and eat—

“That’s not a logical argnment 1 know it isn’t. The
thing isn’t Earth-logic an

“Maybe it has an alien bndy—ch:mlstry, and maybe its
bugs do have a different body-chemistry. A germ might
not stand that, but, Blair and Copper, how about a Vi-
rus? That's just an enzyme molecule, you've said. That
wouldn’t need anything but a protein molecule of any
hody |o work on.

e you so sure that, of the million varie-
ties of m|closccpxc life it may have, none of them are
dangerous. How about skl hydrophobia—ra-
bies—that attack any warm-blooded creature, whatever
its body-chemistry may be? And parrot fever? Have you
a body like a parrot, Blair? And plain rot—gangrene—
necrosis if you want? That su't choosy about body
chemist

Blair locked up from his puttering long enough to
meet Norris’ angry, gray eyes for an instant. “So far the
only thing you have said this thing gave off that was
catching was dreams. T’ll go so far as to admit that.” An
impish, slightly malignant grin crossed the little man’s
seamed face. “I had some, too. So. It's dream-infectious.
No doubt an exceedingly dangerous malady.

“So far as your other things 0, you have a badly mis-
taken idea about viruses. In the first place, nobody has
shown that the enzyme-molecule theory, and that alone,
explains them. And in the second place, when you catch
tobacco mosaic or wheat rust, let me know. A wheat
plant is a lot nearer your body-chemistry than this oth-
er- wurld creature is.

“And your rabies is limited, strictly limited. You can’t
get it from, nor give it to, a wheat plant or a fish—which
is a collateral descendant of a common ancestor of
yours. Which this, Norris, is not.” Blair nodded pleas-
antly toward the tarpaulined bulk on the table.

“Well, thaw the damned thing in a tub of formalin if
‘you must. I've suggested that—"

“And T've said there would be no sense in it. You
can’t compromise. Why did you and Commander Garry
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come down here to study magnetism? Why weren’t you
conlent 1o stay at home? There’s magnetic force enough

w York. I could no more study the life this thing
s Tad e formalin-pickled sample than you
could get the information you wanted back in New
York. And—if this one is so treated, never in all time to
come can there be a duplicate! The race it came from
‘must have passed away in the twenty million years it lay
frozen, so that even if it came from Mars then, we'd
never find its like. And—the ship is gone.

“There’s only one way to o this—and that is the best
possible way. It must be thawed slowly, carefully, and
not in formalin.”

Commander Garry stood forward again, and Norris
stepped back muttering angrily. “I think Blair is right,
gentlemen. What do you say?”

ant grunted. “Tt sounds right to us, T think—
only perhaps he ought to stand watch over it while it's
thawing.” He grinned ruefully, brushing a stray lock of
ripe-cherry hair back from his forehead. “Swell idea, in
fact—if he sits up with his jolly lttle corpse.”

Garry smiled slightly. A general chuckle of agreement
rippled over the group. “T should think any ghost it may
have had would have starved to death if it hung around
here that long, Connant,” Garry suggested. “And you
look capable of taking care of it. ‘Ironman’ Connant
ought to be able to take out any opposing players, still.”

Connant shook himself uneasily. “I'm not worrying
about ghosts. Let's see that thing. I—"

‘Eagerly Blair was stripping back the ropes. A single
throw of the tarpaulin revealed the thing. The ice had
melted somewhat in the heat of the room, and it was
clear and blue as thick, good glass. It shone wet and
sleck under the harsh light of the unshielded globe
above.

The room stiffened abruptly. Tt was face up there on
the plain, greasy planks of the table. The broken haft of
the bronze ice-axe was still buried in the queer skull.
Three mad, hate-filled eyes blazed up with a living fire,
bright as fresh-spilled blood, from a face ringed with a
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writhing, Toathsome nest of worms, blue, mobile worms
that crawled where hair should grow—

Van Wall, six feet and two hundred pounds of ice-
nerved pilot, gave a queer, strangled gasp, and butted,
stumbled his way out to the corridor. Half the company
broke for the doors. The others stumbled away from the
table.

McReady stood at the end of the table watching
them, his great body planted solid on his powerful legs.
Norris from the opposite end glowered at the thing with
smouldering hate. Outside the door, Garry was talking
with half a dozen of the men at once.

Blair had a tack hammer. The ice that cased the thing
schluffed crisply under its steel claw as it peeled from
the thing it had cased for twenty thousand thousand
years—

3

“I know you don't like the thing, Connant, but it just
has to be thawed out right. You say leave it as it is till
we get back to civilization. All right, Il admit your ar-
gument that we could do a better and more complete job
there is sound. But—how are we going to get this across
the Line? We have to take this through one temperate
zone, the equatorial zone, and halfway through the other
temperate zone before we get it to New York. You don’t
want to sit with it one night, but you suggest, then, that T
hang its corpse in the freezer with the beef?” Blair
looked up from his cautious chipping, his bald freckled
skull nodding triumphantly.

Kinner, the stocky, scar-faced cook, saved Connant
the trouble of answering. “Hey, you listen, mister. You
put that thing in the box with the meat, and by all the
gods there ever were, Pl put you in to keep it company.
You birds have brought everything movable in this
camp in onto my mess tables here already, and I had to
stand for that. But you go putting things like that in my
meat box, or even my meat cache here, and you cook
your own damn grub.”
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“But, Kinner, this is the only table in Big Magnet
that's big enough to work on,” Blair objected. “Every-
body’s explained that.”

“Yeah, and everybody’s brought everything in here.
Clark hnn his dogs every time there’s a fight and sews
them up on e iatie Rt brings in his sledges. Hell,
the only thing you haven’t had on that table is the
Boeing. And you'd ’a’ had that in if you coulda-figured a
way to get it through the tunnels.”

Commander Garry chuckled and grinned at Van
Wall, the huge Chief Pilot. Van Wall’s great blond
beard twitched suspiciously as he nodded gravely to
Kinner. “You're right, Kinner. The aviation department
is the only one that treats you rig

“It does get crowded, Kinner,” Garry acknowledged.
“But 'm afraid we all find it that way at times. Not
‘much privacy in an antarctic camp.”

“Privacy? What the hell’s that? You know, the thing
that really made me weep, was when 1 saw Barclay
marchin’ through here chantin’ ‘The last lumber in the
camp! The last lumber in the camp!” and carryin’ it out
to build that house on his tractor. Damn it, T missed that
moon cut in the door he carried out more’'n I missed the
sun when it set. That wasn’t just the last lumber Barclay
was walkin’ off with. He was carryin’ off the last bit of
privacy in this blasted place.”

grin rode even on Connant's heavy face as Kinner's
perennial, good-natured grouch came up again. But it
died away quickly as his dark, deepset eyes turned
again (o the red-eyed thing Blair was chipping from its
cocoon of ice. A big hand ruffed his shoulder-length
hair, and tugged at a twisted lock that fell behind his ear
in a familiar gesture. “I know that cosmic ray shack’s
gcmg 10 be too crowded if I have to sit up with that
thing,” he growled. “Why can’t you go on chipping the
ice away from around it—you can do that without any-
body butting in, I assure you—and then hang the thing
up over the power-plant boiler? That's warm enough.
It'll thaw out a chicken, even a whole side of beef, in a
few hours.”
“I know,” Blair protested, dropping the tack hammer
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to gesture more effectively with his bony, freckled fin-
gers, his small body tense with eagerness, “but this is too
important to take any chances. There never was a find
like this; there never can be again. It's the only chance
men will ever have, and it has to be done exactly right.

“Look, you know how the fish we caught down near
the Ross Sea would freeze almost as soon as we got
them on deck, and come to life again if we thawed them
gently? Low forms of life aren't killed by quick freezing
and slow thawing. We have—"

“Hey, for the love of Heaven—you mean that
damned thing will come to life!” Connant yelled. “You
get the damned thing— Let me at it! That's going to be
in so many pieces—"

“No! No, you fool—" Blair jumped in front of Con-
nant to protect his precious find. “No. Just low forms of
life. For Pete’s sake let me finish. You can’t thaw higher
forms of life and have them come to. Wait a moment
now—hold it! A fish can come to after freezing because
it’s so low a form of life that the individual cells of its
body can revive, and that alone is enough to reestablish
life. Any higher forms thawed out that way are dead.
‘Though the individual cells revive, they die because there
must be organization and cooperative effort to live.
That cooperation cannot be reestablished. There is a
sort of potential life in any uninjured, quick-frozen ani-
mal. But it can’t—can’t under any circumstances—be-
come active life in higher animals. The higher animals
are too complex, too delicate. This is an intelligent crea-
ture as high in it evolution as we are in ours. Perhaps
higher. It is as dead as a frozen man would be.

“How do you know?” demanded Connant, hefting the
ice-ax he had seized a moment before.

Commander Garry laid a restraining hand on his
heavy shoulder. “Wait a minute, Connant. T want to get
this straight. T agree that there is going to be no thawing
of this thing if there is the remotest chance of its revival.
1 quite agree it is much too unpleasant to have alive, but
T had no idea there was the remotest possibility.”

Dr. Copper pulled his pipe from between his teeth
and heaved his stocky, dark body from the bunk he had
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‘been sitting in. “Blair’s being technical. That’s dead. As
dead as the mammoths they find frozen in Siberia. We
have all sorts of proof that things don’t live after being
frozen—not even fish, generally speaking—and no
proof that higher animal life can under any circum-
stances. What's the point, Blair?”

The little biologist shook himself. The little ruff of
hair standing out around his bald pate waved in right-
eous anger. “The point is,” he said in an injured tone,
“that the individual cells might show the characteristics
they had in fe if it is properly thawed. A man’s muscle
cells five many hours after he has died. Just because
they live, and a few things like hair and fingernail cells
still live, you wouldn’t accuse a corpse of being a zom-
bie, or something.

“Now it 1 thav this right, T may have a chance to de-
termine what sort of world it’s native to. We don’t, and
can’t know by any other means, whether it came from
Earth or Mars or Venus or from beyond the stars.
men, you don’t

Maybe that expression on its face is its equivalent to a
resignation to fate. e color of mourning to the
Chinese. If men can have different customs, why can’t a
so-different race have different understandings of facial
expressions?”

Connant laughed softly, mirthlessly. “Peaceful resig-
nation! If that is the best it could do in the way of resig-
nation, T should exceedingly dislike seeing it when it was
looking mad. That face was never designed to express
peace. It just didn’t have any philosophical thoughts like
peace in its make-up.

“I know it’s your pet—but be sane about it. That
thing grew up on evil, adolesced slowly roasting alive the
locnl equwalent of kittens, and amnsed itself through

on new and ingenious torture.”

“Yon haven't the slightest right to o say that,” snapped
Blair. “How do you know the first thing about the
‘meaning of a facial expression mhuenlly inhuman? It
may well have no human equivalent whatever. That is
just a different development of Nature, another example
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of Nature’s wonderful adaptability. Growing on another,
perhaps harsher world, it has different form and fea-
tures. But it is just as much a legitimate child of Nature
as you are. You are displaying that childish human
weakness of hating the different. On its own world it
would probably class you as a fish-belly, white mon-
strosity with an insufficient number of eyes and a fun-
goid body pale and bloated with gas.

“Just because its nature |s different, you haven't any
right to say it's necessarily evil

Norris burst out a single, explosive, “Haw!” He
Tooked down at the thing. “May be that things from oth-
er worlds don’t have to be evil just because they're dif-
ferent. But that thing was/ Chxld oi Nature, eh? Well, it
‘'was a hell of an evil Nature.

“Aw, will you mugs cut crabbing at each other and
get the damned thing off my table?” Kinner growled.
“And put a canvas over it. It looks indecent.”

“Kinner’s gone modest,” jeered Connant.

Kinner slanted his eyes up to the big physicist. The
scarred cheek twisted to join the line of his tight lips in a
twisted grin. “All right, big boy, and what were you
grousing Dok nTrudaee ago? We can set the thing in a
chair next to you tonight, if you want.”

“Pm not afraid of its face,” Connant snapped. “I
don’t like keeping a wake over its corpse particularly,
but P'm going to do it.”

Kinner’s grin spread. “Uh-huh.” He went off to the
galley stove and shook down ashes vigorously, drowning
the brittle chipping of the ice as Blair fell to work again.

4

“Cluck,” reported the cosmic-ray counter, “cluck-
burrrp-cluck.”

Connant started and dropped his penc

“Damnation.” The physicist looked wward the far
comer, back at the Geiger counter on the table near that
corner. And crawled under the desk at which he had
been working to retrieve the pencil. He sat down at his
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work again, trying to make his writing more even. It
tended to have jerks and quavers in it, in time with the
abrupt proud-hen noises of the Geiger counter. The
‘muted whoosh of the pressure lamp he was using for il-
Tumination, the mingled gargles il bugle calls pe ket
en men sleeping down the corridor in Paradise House
formed the background sounds for the irregular, cluck-
ing noises of the counter, the occasional rustle of falling
coal in the copper-bellied stove. And a soft, steady
drip-drip-drip from the thing in the corner.

Connant jerked a pack of cigarettes from his pocket,
snapped it 5o that a cigarette protruded, and jabbed the
cylinder into his mouth. The lighter failed to function,
and he pawed angrily through the pile of papers in
search of a match. He scratched the wheel of the lighter
several times, dropped it ‘with a curse and got up to
pluck a ho( coal from the stove with the coal tongs.

ctioned instantly when he tried it on
remrmng to the desk. The counter ripped out a series of
chuckling guffaws as a burst of cosmic rays struck
through to it. Connant turned to glower at it, and tried
to concentrate on the interpretation of data collected
during the past week. The weekly summary—
e gave up and yielded to curiosity, or nervousness.
He lifted the pressure lamp from the desk and camed It
over to the table in the corner. Then he returned to
stove and plcked up the coal tongs. The beast had bem
thawing for nearly cighteen hours now. He poked at it
with an unconscious caution; the flesh was no longer
hard as armor plate, but had assumed a rubbery texture.
It looked like wet, blue rubber g]lslcmng under droplets
of water like lttle round jewels in the glare of the gaso-

e pressure lantern. Connant felt an unreasoning desire
to_pour the contents of the lamp's reservoir over the
thing in its box and drop the cigarette into it. The three
red eyes glared up at him sightlessly, the ruby eyeballs
reflecting murky, smoky rays of light.

He realized vaguely that he had been looking at them
for a very long time, even vaguely understood that they
were no Tonger sightless. But it did not seem of impor-
tance, of no more importance than the labored, slow
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motion of the tentacular things that sprouted from the
base of the scrawny, slowly pulsing neck.

Connant picked up the pressure lamp and returned to
his chair. He sat down, staring at the pages of mathe-
matics before him. The clucking of the counter was
strangely less disturbing, the rustle of the coals in the
stove no longer distracting.

The creak of the floorboards behind him didn’t inter-
rupt his thoughts as he went about his weekly report in
an automatic manner, filing in columns of data and
mkmg brief, summarizing notes

The creak of the ﬂoclhnards sound:d nearer.

5

Blair came up from the nightmare-haunted depths of
sleep abruptly. Connant’s face floated vaguely above

im; for a moment it seemed a continuance of the wild
horror of the dream. But Connant’s face was angry, and
a little frightened. “Blair—Blair you damned log, wake
s

“Uh-eh?” the little biologist rubbed his eyes, his bony,
freckled finger crooked to a mutilated child-fist. From
surrounding bunks other faces lifted to stare down at
them.

Connant straightened up. “Get up—and get a it on.
Your damned animal’s esc

“Escaped—what?" Chief Bilot Van Wall's bull voice
roared out with a volume that shook the walls. Down
the communication tunnels other voices yelled suddenly.
The dozen inhabitants of Paradise House tumbled in ab-
ruptly, Barclay, stocky and bulbous in long woolen un-
derwear, carrying a fire extinguisher.

“What the hell's the. matter?™ Barclay demanded,

“Your damned beast got loose. I fell asleep about
twenty minutes ago, and when I woke up, the thing was
gone. Hey, Doc, the hell you say those things can’t come
to life. Biair's blasted potential life developed a hell of a
ot of potential and walked out on us.”

Copper stared blankly, “It wasn't—Earthly,” he
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sighed suddenly. “I—T guess Earthly laws don’t apply.”

“Well, it applied for leave of absence and took it.
We've got to find it and capture it somehow.” Connant
swore bitterly, his deepset black eyes sullen and angry.
“I¢s a wonder the hellish creature didn’t eat me in my

leep.

Blair started back, his pale eyes suddenly fear-struck.
“Maybe it di—er—uh—we’ll have to find it.”

“You find it. Ifs your pet. P've had all T want to do
with it, sitting there for seven hours with the counter
clucking every few seconds, and you birds in here sing-
ing night-music. It's a wonder 1 got to sleep. I'm going
through to the Ad Building.”

Commander Garry ducked through the doorway,
pulling his belt tight. “You won’t have to. Van’s roar
sounded like the Boeing taking off downwind. So it
wasn't dead?”

“T didn'’t carry it off in my arms, T assure you,” Con-
nant snapped. “The last I saw, the split skull was oozing
green goo, like a squashed caterpillar. Doc just said our
laws don’t work—it's unearthly. Well, it’s an unearthly
monster, with an unearthly disposition, judging by the
face, Wandenng around with a split skull and brains
oozing out.” Norris and McReady appeared in the door-
way. a doorway filling with other shivering men, “Has

n it coming over here?” Norris asked inno-
eenzly kDot ou st 0 v e eyes—brains
oozing out— Hey, has anybody checked to make sure
this isn’t a cracked idea of humor? If it is, I think we’ll
unite in tying Blair’s pet around Connant's neck like the
Ancient Mariner’s albatross.”

“It’s no humor,” Connant shivered. “Lord, T wish it
were. I'd rather wear—" He stopped. A wild, weird
howl shrieked through the corridors. The men stiffened
abruply, and half turned.

think it’s been located,” Connant finished. His dark
eyes shifted with a queer unease. He darted back to his
bunk in Paradise House, to return almost immediately
with a heavy .45 revolver and an ice-ax. He hefted both
gently as he started for the corridor toward Dogtown.

“It blundered down the wrong corridor—and landed
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among the huskies. Listen—the dogs have broken their
chains—"

The half-terrorized howl of the dog pack had changed
to a wild hunting melee. The voices of the dogs thun-
dered in the narrow corridors, and through them came a
low rippling snarl of distilled hate. A shill of pain, a
dozen snarling yelps.

Connant broke for the door. Close behind him, Mc-
Ready, then Barclay and Commander Garry came. Oth-
er men broke for the Ad Building, and weapons—the
sledge house. Pomroy, in charge of Big Magnets five
cows started down the corridor in the opposite direction

—he had a six-foot-handled, long-tined pitchfork in

mind. B

Barclay slid to a halt, as McReady's giant bulk turned
abruptly away from the tunnel leading to Dogtown, and
vanished off at an angle. Uncertainly, the mechanician
wavered a moment, the fire extinguisher in his hands,
hesitating from one side to the other. Then he was rac-
ing after Connant’s broad back. Whazmr McRcarly
‘had in mind, he could be trusted to make it

Connant stopped at the bend in the comdor. His
breath hissed suddenly through his throat. “Great God
—" The revolver exploded thunderously; three numb-
ing, palpable waves of sound crashed through the con-
fined corridors. Two more. The revolver dropped to the
hard-packed snow of the trail, and Barclay saw the ice-
ax shift into defensive ‘position. Connant’s powerful
body blocked his vision, but beyond he heard something
‘mewing, and, insanely, chuckling. The dogs were quiet-
er; there was a deadly seriousness in their low snarls.
Taloned feet scratched at hard-packed snow, broken
chains were clinking and tangling.

Connant shifted abruptly, and Barclay could see what
lay beyond. For a second he stood frozen, then his
breath went out in a gusty curse. The Thing launched it-
self at Connant, the powerful arms of the man swung
the ice-ax flat-side first at what might have been a head.
It scrunched horribly, and the tattered flesh, ripped by a
half-dozen savage huskies, leapt to its feet again. The
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red eyes blazed with an unearthly hatred, an unearthly
unkillable vitality.

Barclay turned the fire extinguisher on it; the blind-
ing, blistering stream of chemical spray confused it, baf-
fled it, together with the savage attacks of the huskies,
not for long afraid of anything that did, or could live,
and held it at bay.

McReady wedged men out of his way and drove
down the narrow corridor packed with men unable to
reach the scene. There was a sure foreplanned drive to
McReady’s attack. One of the giant blowtorches used in
warming the plane’s engines was in his bronzed hands. It
roared gustily as he turned the corner and opened the
valve. The mad mewing hissed louder. The dogs scram-
bled back from the three-foot lance of blue-hot flame.

“Bar, get a power cable, run it in somehow. And a
handle. We can electrocute this—monster, if T don’t in-
cinerate it-" McReady spoke with an authority of

to the power plant, but already before him Norris and
Van Wall were racing down.

Barclay found the cable in the electrical cache in the
tunnel wall. In a half minute he was hacking at it, walk-
ing back. Van Wall's voice rang out in warning shout of
“Power!” as the emergency gasoline-powered dynamo
thudded into action. Half a dozen other men were
there now; the coal, kindling were going into the firebox
of the steam power plant. Norris, cursing in a low, dead-
ly monotone, was working with quick, sure fingers on
the other end of Barclay’s cable, splicing a contactor
into one of the power leads.

The dogs had fallen back when Barclay reached the
corridor bend, fallen back before a furious monstrosity
that glared from baleful red eyes, mewing in trapped

hatred. The dogs were a semicircle of red-dipped muz-
zles with a fringe of glistening white teeth, whining with
a vicious eagerness that near matched the fury of the red
eyes. McReady stood confidently alert at the corridor
bend, the gustily muttering torch held loose and ready
for action in his hands. He stepped aside without mov-



N2 THE BEST OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL

ing his eyes from the beast as Barclay came up. There
was a slight, tight smile on his lean, bronzed face.

Norris’ voice called down the corridor, and Barclay
stepped forward, The cable was taped to the long handle
of a snow shovel, the two mnduclm split and held
eighteen inches apart by a scrap of lumber lashed at
ehtl iz e the. fcad o) o, HAele, Brs S
per conductors, charged with 220 volts, glinted in the
light of pressure lamps. The Thing mewed and hated
and dodged. McReady advanced to Barclay’s side. The
dogs beyond sensed the plan with the almost telepathic
intelligence of trained huskies. Their whining grew
shriller, softer, their mincing steps carried them nearer.
Abruptly a huge night-black Alaskan leapt onto the
trapped thing. It tuned squalling, saber-clawed feet
slashing.

Barclay leapt forward and jabbed. A weird, shrill
scream rose and choked out. The smell of burnt flesh in
the corridor intensified; greasy smoke curled up. The
echoing pound of the gas-electric dynamo down the cor-
ridor became a slogging thud.

The red eyes clouded over in a stiffening, jerking
travesty of a face. Armlike, leglike members quivered
and jerked. The dogs leapt forward, and Barclay yanked
back his shovel-handle weapon. The thing on the snow
did not move as gleaming teeth ripped it open. ;

6

Garry looked about the crowded room. Thirty-two
men, some tensed nervously standing against the wall,
some_uneasily relaxed, some sitting, most perforce
standing as intimate as sardines. Thirty-two, plus the
five engaged in sewing up wounded dogs, made thirty-
seven, the total personnel.

Garry started speaking. “All ight, T guess we're here.
Some of you—three or four at most—saw what haj
pened. All of you have seen that thing on the table, and
can get a general idea. Anyone hasn't, I'll lift—" His
hand strayed to the tarpaulin bulking over the thing on
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the table. There was an acrid odor of singed flesh scep-
ing out of it. The men stirred restlessly, hasty denials.

get at this thing, and make some more detailed examina-
tion. We want to know what happened, and make sure
right now that this is permanently, totally dead. Right?”

Connant grinned. “Anybody that doesn’t can sit up
with it tonight.”

“All right then, Blair, what can you say about it?
‘What was it?” Garry turned to the little biologist.

ST AR e, iy form,” Blair
Tooked at the covered mass. “It may have been imitating
the beings that built that ship—but I don’t think it was.
1 think that was its true form. Those of us who were up
near the bend saw the thing in action; the thing on the
table is the result. When it got loose, apparently, it start-
ed looking around. Antarctica still frozen as it was ages
ago when the creature first saw it—and froze. From my
observations while it was thawing out, and the bits of
tissue I cut and hardened then, I think it was native to a
hotter planet than Earth. It couldn’t, in its natural form,
stand the temperature. There is no life-form on Earth
that can live in Antarctica during the winter, but the
best compromise is the dog. It found the dogs, and
somehow got near enough to Charnauk to get him. Tho
others smelled it—heard it—I don’t know—anyw:
they went wild, and broke chains, and attacked it befom
it was finished. The thing we found was part Charnauk,
queerly only half-dead, part Charnauk half-digested by
the jellylike protoplasm of that creature, and part the re-
‘mains of the thing we originally found, sort of melted
down to the basic protoplasm.

en the dogs attacked it, it turned into the best
fighting thing it could think of. Some other-world beast
apparently.”

¥ Tomed,” snapped Garry. “How?”

“Every living thing is made up of jelly—protoplasm
and minute, submicroscopic things called nuclei, which
control the bulk, the protoplasm. This thing was just a
modification of that same world-wide plan of Nature;
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cells made up of protoplasm, controlled by infinitely ti-
nier nuclei. You physicists might compare it—an indi-
vidual cell of any living thing—with an atom; the bulk
of the atom, the space-filling part, is made up of the
electron orbits, but the r.‘ha[nclcr of the thing is deter-
mined by the atomic nucleus

“This isn’t wildly beyond what we already know. Tt's
just a modification we haven’t seen before. It’s as natu-
Tal, as logical, as any other manifestation of life. It
obeys exactly the same laws. The cells are made of proto-
plasm lhelr charncler determined by the nucleus.

“Only, eature, the cell nuclei can control
those cels af wil, It digested Charnauk, and as it digest-
ed, studied every cell of his tissue, and shaped its own
cells to imitate them exactly. Parts of it—parts that had
time to finish changing—are dog-cells. But they don’t
have dog-cell nuclei.” Blair lifted a fraction of the tar-
paulin. A torn dog’s leg, with stiff gray fur protruded.
“That, for instance, isn’t a dog at all; i's imitation.
Some parts 'm uncertain about; the nucleus was hldmg
itself, covering up with dog-cell imitation nucleus.
time, not even a microscope would have shown the dlf—
ference.”

“Suppose,” asked Norris bitterly, “it had had lots of
time?”

“Then it would have been a dog. The other dogs
would have accepted it. We would have accepted it. T

don't think anything would have distinguished it, not
‘microscope, nor X-ray, nor any other means. This is a
‘member of a supremely intelligent race, a race that has
learned the deepest secrets of biology, and turned them
toits use.”

“What was it planning to do?” Barclay looked at the
humped tarpaulin.

Blair grinned unpleasantly. The wavering halo of thin
hair round his bald pale Wavered in a stir of air. “Take
over the world, I im:

“Take over the world' Just it, all by itself?” Connant
gasped. “Set itself up as a lone dictator?”

“No,” Blair shook his head. The scalpel he had been
fumbling in his bony fingers dropped; he bent to pick it
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up, so that his face was hidden as he spoke. “Tt would
‘become the population of the world.”

“Become—populate the world? Does it reproduce
asexually?”

Blair shook his head and gulped. “Ifs—it doesn’t
haye to. It weighed eighty-five pounds. Charnauk
weighed about ninety. It would have become Charnauk,
and had eighty-five pounds left, to become—oh, Jack
for instance, or Chinook. It can imitate anything—that
is, become anything. If it had reached the Antarctic Sea,
it would have become a seal, maybe two seals. They
might have attacked a killer whale, and become either

ers, or a herd of seals. Or maybe it would have
caught an albatross, or a skua gull, and flown to South
America.”

Norris cursed softly. “And every time it digested
something, and imitated it—"

“It would have had its original bulk left, to start
again,” Blair finished. “Nothing would kill it. It has no
natural enemies, because it becomes whatever it wants
to. If a killer whale attacked it, it would become a killer
whale. If it was an albatross, and an eagle attacked it, it
would become an eagle. Lord, it might become a female
eagle. Go back—build a nest and lay eggs!”

“Are you sure that thing from hell is dead?” Dr.
Coppcr asked softly.

Yes, thank Heaven,” the little biologist gasped.
“After they drove the dogs off, T stood there poking
Bar's electrocution thing into it for five minutes. It's
dead and—cooked.

“Then we can unly give thanks that this is Antarctica,
where there is not one, single, solitary, living thing for it
to u-mta:e, except these animals in camp.”

by, Blair giggled. “It can imitate us. Dogs can’t
s ‘miles to the sea; there’s no food.
There aren’t any skua gulls to imitate at this season.
There aren’t any penguins this far inland. There’s noth-
ing that can reach the sea from this point—except us.
We've got brains. We can do it. Don’t you see—if’s got
1o imitate us—it's got to be one of us—that's the only
way it can fly an airplane—fly a plane for two hours,
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and rule—be—all Earth’s inhabitants. A world for the
taking—if it imitates us!

“It didn’t know yet. It hadn’t had a chance to learn. It
was rushed—hurried—took the thing nearest its own
size. Look—I'm Pandora! T opened the box! And the
only hope that can come out is—that nothing can come
out. You didn’t see me. I did it. I fixed it. I smashed ev-
ery magneto. Not a plane can fly. Ncmmg can fly.”
Blair giggled and lay down on the floor

Chief Pilot Van Wall made for the door His feet
were fading echoes in the corridors as Dr. Copper bent
unhurriedly over the little man on the floor. From his
office at the end of the room he brought something and
injected a solution into Blair's arm. “He might come out
of it when he wakes up,” he sighed, rising. McReady
helped him lift the biologist onto a nearby bunk. “It ail
g:pends on whether we can convince him that thing is

ead.”

Van Wall ducked into the shack, brushing his heavy
blond beard absently. “I didn’t think a biologist would
do a'thing like that up thoroughly. He missed the spares
in the second cache. Its all right. T smashed them.”

‘ommander Garry nodded. “I was wondering about
the radio.”

Dr. Copper snorted. “You don’t think it can leak ont
on a radio wave do you? You'd have five rescue at-
tempts in the next three months if you stop the broad-
casts. The thing to do is talk loud and not make a
sound. Now I wonder—’

McReady looked speculahve[y at the doctor. “It
might be like an infectious discase. Everything.that
drank any of its blood—"

Copper shook his head. “Blair missed something. Tmi-
tate it may, but it has, to a certain extent, its own body
chemistry, its own metabolism. If it didn’t, it would be-
come a dog—and be a dog and nothing more. It has 0
be an imitation dog. Therefore you can detect it by ser-
um tests. And its chemistry, since it comes from another
world, must be so wholly, radically different that a few
cells, such as gained by drops of blood, would be treated
as disease germs by the dog, or human body.”
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“Blood—would one of those imitations bleed?” Nor-
ris demanded.

“Surely. Nothing mystic about blood. Muscle is about
90% water; blood differs only in having a couple per-
cent more water, and less connective tissue. They'd
bleed all right,” Copper assured him.

Blair sat up in his bunk suddenly. “Connant—where! s
Connant?”

The physicist moved over toward the little biologist.
“Here I am. What do you want?”

“Are you?” giggled Blair. He lapsed back into the
bunk contorted with silent laughter,

Connant looked at him blankly. “Huh? Am I what?”

“Are you there?” Blair burst into gales of laughter.
“Are you Connant? The beast wanted to be man—not a
dog—"

7.

Dr. Copper rose wearily from the bunk, and washed
the hypodermic carefully. The little finkles it made
seemed loud in the packed room, now that Blair's gur-
gling laughter had finally quieted. Copper looked toward
Garry and shook his head slowly. “Hopeless, 'm afraid.
1 don’t think we can ever convince him the thing is dead
now.”

Norris laughed uncertainly. “T'm not sure you can
convince me. Oh, damn you, McReady.”

“McReady?” Commander Garry turned to look from
Norris to McRendy y.

“The mghtmms," Nums explained. “He had a theo-
1y about the nightmares we had at the Secondary Station
after finding that thing.”

“And that was?” Garry looked at McReady levelly.

Norris answered for him, jerkily, uneasily. “That the
creature wasn't dead, had a sort of enormously slowed
existence, an existence that permitted it, nonetheless, to
be vaguely aware of the passing of time, of our coming,
after endless years. I had a dream it could imitate
things.”
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“Well " Copper grunted, it can.

“Don’t be an ass,” Norris snnpped “That's not what's
ho:hmng me. In the dream it could read minds, read
thoughts and ideas and mannerisms.”

“What's 5o bad about that? It seems to be worrying
you more than the thought of the joy we're going to
have with a madman in an anta(cuc camp.” Copper
nodded toward Blair’s sleeping fo

MoRoaty licokistaeeat head alewly, Yot ncry
that Connant is Connant, because he not merely looks
like Connant—which we're beginning to_ believe that
beast might be able to do—but he thinks like Connant,
moves himself around as Connant does. That takes
more than merely a body that looks like him; that takes
Connant’s own mind, and thoughts and mannerisms.
Therefore, though you know that the thing might make
itself look like Connant, you aren’t much bothered, be-
cause you know it has a mind from another world, 4 to-
tally unhuman mind, that couldn’t possibly react and
think and talk like a man we know, and do it so well as
to fool us for a moment. The idea of the creature imitat-
ing one of us is fascinating, but unreal, because it s too
completely unlumaa {5 decsive . I doesn’t have a hu-

min

"AS T said before,” Norris repeated, looking steadily
at McReady, “you can say the damnedest things at the
damnedest times. Will you be so good as to finish that
thought—one way o the other?”

Kinner, the scar-faced expedition cook, had been
standing near Connant, Suddenly he moved down the
length of the crowded room toward his familiar galley.
He shook the ashes from the galley stove noisily.

“It would do it no good,” said Dr. Copper, softly as
though thinking_out loud, o merely Took like some-
thing it was trying to imitat have to under-
stand its feelings, its reactions. It is unhuman; it has
powers of imitation beyond any conception of man. A
good actor, by training himself, canimitate another
man, another man’s mannerisms, well enough to fool
most people. Of course no actor could imitate so per-
fectly as to deceive men who had been living with' the
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imitated one in the complete lack of privacy of an ant-
arctic camp. That would take a superhuman skill.”
“Oh, youve got the bug, too?” Norris cursed soldy

Connant, standing alone at one end of
Tooked about him wildly, his face white. A gcnﬂe addy-
ing of the men had crowded them slowly down toward
the other end of the room, so that he stood quite alone.
“My God, will you two Jeremiahs shut up?” Connant’s
voice shook. “What am I? Some kind of a microscopic
specimen_you're _dissecting? Some unpleasant worm
you're discussing in the third person?”

McReady looked up at him; his slowly twisting hands
stopped for a moment. “Having a lovely time. Wish you
were here. Signed: Everybody.

“Connant, if you think you're having a hell of a time,
just move over on the porb i g got
one thing we haven’t; you know what the answer is. I'll
tell you this, right now you're the most feared and re-
spected man in Big Magnet.”

“Lord, T wish you could see your eyes,” Connant
gasped. “Stop staring, will you! What the hell are you
going to do?”

“Have you any suggestions, Dr. Copper?” Command-
er Garry asked steadily. “The present situation is impos-
sible.”

“Oh, is it?” Connant snapped. “Come over here and
Took at that crowd. By Heaven, they look exactly like
that gang of huskies around the corridor bend. Ben-
ning, will you stop hefting that damned ice-ax?”

The coppery blade rang on the floor as the aviation
mechanic nervously dropped it. He bent over and
picked it up instantly, hefting it slowly, turning it in his
hands, his brown eyes moving jerkily about the room.

Copper sat down on the bunk beside Blair. The wood
creaked noisily in the room. Far down a corridor, a dog

elped in pain, and the dog drivers’ tense voices floated
softly back. “Microscopic examimation,” said the doctor
thoughtfully, “would be useless, as Blair pointed out.
Considerable time has passed. However, serum tests
would be definitive.”
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“Serum tests? What do you mean exactly?” Com-
‘mander Garry asked.

“If I had a rabbit that had been injected with human
‘blood—a poison to rabbits, of course, as is the blood of
any animal save that of another rabbit—and the i injec-
tions continued in increasing doses for some time, the
rabbit would be human-immune, If a small quantity of
its blood were drawn off, allowed to separate in a test
tube, and to the clear serum, a bit of human blood were
added, there would be a visible reaction, proving the
blood was human. If cow, or dog blood were added—or
any protein material other than that one thing, human
blood—no reaction would take place. That would prove
definitely.”

“Can’you suggest where T might catch a rabbit for
you, Doc?” Norris asked. “That is, nearer than Austral-
ia; we don’t want to waste time going that far.”

“I know there aren't any rabbits in Antarctica,” Cop-
per nodded, “but that is slmply the usual animal. Any
animal except man will do. A dog for instance. But it
will take several days, and due to the greater size of the
animal, considerable blood. Two of us will have to con-
tribute.”

“Would I do?” Garry askzd

. “That will make two,” Copper nodded. “I'l get to
work on it right away.’

“What about Connant in the meantime,” Kinner de-
manded. “I'm going out that door and head off for the
Ross Sea before I cook for him.”

“He may be human—" Copper started.

Connant burst out in a flood of curses. “Human!
May be human, you damned saw bones! What in hell
do you think I am?”

“A monster,” Copper snapped sharply. “Now shut up
and listen.” Connant’s face drained of color and he sat
down heavily as the indictment was put in words. “Until
we know—you know as well as we do that we have rea-
son to question the fact, and only you know how that
question is to be answemd—we may rmombly be ex-
pected to lock you up. If you are—unhuman—you’re a
lot more dangerous than poor Shai thereaid Pod going
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1o see that he’s locked up thoroughly. T expect that his
next stage will be a violent desire to kill you, all the
dogs, and probably all of us. When he wakes, he will be
convinced we're ail unhuman, and nothing on the planet
will ever change his conviction. It would be kinder to let

die, but we can’t do that, of course. He’s going in
one shack, and you can stay in Cosmos House with your
cosmic ray apparatus. Which is about what you'd do any-
way. T've got to fix up a couple of dogs.”

Connant nodded bitterly, “Pm human. Hurry that
test. Your eyes—Lord, I wish you could see your eyes
sxanng—

ander Garry watched anxiously as Clark, the
doghandler held the big brown Alaskan husky, while
Copper began the injection treatment. The dog Was not
anxious to cooperate; the needle was painful, and al-
ready he'd experienced considerable needle work that
morning. Five stitches held closed a slash that ran from
his shoulder, across the ribs, halfway down his body.
One long fang was broken off short; the missing part
‘was to be found half buried in the shoulder bone of the
monstrous thing on the table in the Ad Buildin

“How long will that take?” Garry asked, pressing his
arm gently. It was sore from the prick of the needle Dr.
Copper had used to withdraw blood.

Copper shrugged. “I don’t know, to be frank. I know
the general method. I've used it on rabbits. But I haven't
experimented with dogs. They're big, clumsy animals to
work with; naturally rabbits are preferable, and serve
ocdinarily, fa civilized places you can buy a stock of hu-
‘man-immune rabbits from suppliers, and not many in-
vestigators take the trouble to prepare their own.”

“W‘hnt do they want with them back there?” Clark

aske

“Cnmmo]cgy is one large field. A says he didn’t mur-
der B, but that the blood on his shirt came from killing a
chicken, The State makes a test, then it’s up to A to ex-
plain how it is the blood reacts on human-immune rab-
bits, but not on chicken-immunes.”

“What are we going to do with Blair in the mean-
time?” Garry asked wearily. “I’s all right to let him
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sleep where he is for a while, but when he wakes up—"

“Barclay and Benning are fitting some bolts on the
door of Cosmos House,” Copper replied grimly. “Con-
nant's acting like a gentleman. I think perhaps the way
the other men look at him makes him rather want priva-

cy. Lord knows, heraofon we've all of us individually
‘prayed for a little pri

Clark laughed brmlely. “Not any more, thank you.
The more the merrier.”

“Blair,” Copper went on, “will also have to have pri-
vacy—and locks. He's going to have a pretty definite
plan in mind when he wakes up. Ever hear the old story
of how to stop hoof-and-mouth disease in cattle?”

Clark and Garry shook their heads silently.

“If there isn’t any hoof-and-mouth disease, there
won’t be any hoof-and-mouth disease,” -Copper ex-

plained. “You get rid of it by killing every animal that
exhlbl it, and every animal that’s been near the dis-
Shbed aiioal Bl biologist, and knows that story.
He’s afraid of this thing we loosed. The answer is prob-
ably pretty clear in his ‘ind now, Kill everybody and ev-
erything in this camp before a skua gull or a wandering
albatross coming in with the spring chances out this way
and—catches the disease.”

Clark’s lips curled in a twisted grin. “Sounds logical
to me. If things get too bad—maybe we'd better let
Blair get loose. It would save us committing suicide. We
might also make something of a vow that if things get
bad, we see that that does happen.”

Copper laughed softly. “The last man alive in Big
Magnet—wouldn’t be a man,” he pointed out. “Some-
body’s got to kill those—creatures that don’t desire to
Kill themselves, you know. We don’t have enough ther-
mite to do it all at once, and the decanite explosive
wouldn’t help much. I have an idea that even small
pieces of one of those beings would be self-sufficient.”

“If," said Garry thoughtfully, “they can modify their
protoplasm at will, won’t they simply modify themselves
to birds and fly away? They can read all about h\rds.
and imitate their structure without even meeting
Or imitate, perhaps, birds of their home planet.”
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Copper shook his head, and helped Clark to free the
dog. “Man studied birds for centuries, trying to learn
how to make a machine to fly like them, He never did
do the trick; his final success came when he broke away
entirely and tried new methods. Knowing the genera.l
idea, and knowing the detailed structure of wing and
bone and nerve-tissue is something far, far different.
And as for other-world birds, perhaps, in fact very prob-
ably, the atmospheric conditions here are so vastly dif-
ferent nm their birds couldn’t fly. Perhaps, even, the

ame from a planct like Mars with such a thin at-
mosphere that there were no birds.”

Barclay came into the building, trailing a length of
airplane control cable. “It’s finished, Doc. Cosmos House
can't be opened from the inside. Now where do we put
Blair?”

Copper looked toward Garry. “There wasn’t any biol-
. ogy bulldlng T don't know where we can isolate him.”

‘How about Bast Cache?” Garry said after a mo-
ment’s thought. “Will Blair be able to look after himself

—or need attention?”

“He’ll be capable enough. We'll be the ones to watch
out,” Copper assured him grimly. “Take a stove, a cou-
ple of bags of coal, necessary supplies and a few tools to
fix it up. Nobody’s been out there since last fall, have
they?”

Garry shook his head. “If he gets noisy—I thought
that might be a good idea.”

Barclay hefted the tools he was carrying and looked
up at Garry. “If the muttering he’s doing now is any
sxgn, he’s going to sing away the night hours. And we
won't like his song.”

at's he saying?” Copy

Barclay shook his head. “I dldn l care to listen much,
You can if you want to. But I gathered that the blasted
idiot had all the dreams McReady had, and a few more.
He slept beside the thing when we stopped on the trail
coming in from Secondary Magnetic, remember. He
dreamt the thing was alive, and dreamt more details.
And—damn his soul—knew it wasn't all dream, or had
reason to. He knew it had telepathic powers that were
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stirring vaguely, and that it could not only read minds,
but project thoughts. They weren't dreams, you sce.
They were stray thoughts that thing was broadcasting,
the way Blair’s broadcasting his thoughts now—a sort of
telepathic muttering in its sleep. That's why he knew so
much about its powers. I guess you and I, Doc, weren't
so sensitive—if you want to beliéve in telepathy.”

“T have to,” Copper sighed. “Dr. Rhine of Duke Uni-
versity has shown that it exists, shown that some are
‘much more sensitive than others.

“Well, if you want to learn a i details, go listen in
on Blair’s broadcast. He's driven most of the boys out of
the Ad Building; Kinner's rattling pans like coal going
down a chute. When he can't rattle a pan, he shakes

ashes.
“By the way, Commander, what are we going t0 do
this spnng, now the planes are out of it

rry sighed. “I'n afraid our axprdiuon is going to
bea]oss We cannot divide our strength now.

“It won’t be a loss—if we continue to llve, and come
out of this,” Copper promised him. “The find we've
made, if we can get it under control, is important enough.
The cosmic ray data, magnetic work, and atmospheric
work won't be greatly hindered.”

aughed mirthlessly. “T was just thinking of the
P T alia e Telling half the world about the won-
derful results of our exploration flights, trying to fool
‘men like Byrd and Ellsworth back home there that we're
doing something.”

Copper nodded gravely. “They'll know something’s
wrong. But men like that have judgment enough to
know we wouldn’t do tricks without some sort of reason,
and will wait for our return to judge us. I think it comes
to this: men who know enough to recognize our decep-
tion will wait for our return. Men who haven’t discretion
and faith enough to wait will not have the experience
o0 detect any fraud. We know enough of the conditions
here to put through a good bluff.”

“Jusl s Lhey don’t send ‘rescue’ expeditions,” Garry

\—if—we're ever ready to come out, we'll
B e Captain Forsythe to bring a stock
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of magnetos with him when he comes down. But—never
mind that.”

“You mean if we don’t come out?” asked Barclay. “T
was wondering if a nice running account of an eruption
or an earthquake via radio—with a swell windup by us-
ing a stick of decanite under the microphone—would
help. Nothing, of course, will entirely keep people out.
One of those swell, melodramatic ‘last-man-alive-scenes’
might make "em go easy, though.”

Garry smiled with genuine humor. “Is everybody in
camp trying to figure hat out, t00?”

Copper laughed. “What do you think, Garry? We're
conﬁdnnt Wwe can win out. But not too easy about it, I
guess.”

Clark grinned up from the dog he was petting into
calmness, “Cunﬁdent‘ did you say, Doc?”

8

Blair moved restlessly around the small shack. His
eyes jerked and quivered in vague, fleeting glances at tho
four men with him; Barclay, six feet tall and weighing
over 190 pounds; McReady, a bronze giant of a man;
Dr. Copper, short, squatly powerful; and Benning, five
feet ten of wiry strength.

Blair was huddled up against the far wall of the East
Cache cabin, his gear piled in the middle of the floor be-
side the heatmg stove, forming an island between him

and the four men. His bony hands clenched and flut-
tered, terrified. His pale eyes wavered uneasily as his
bald, freckled head darted about in birdlike motion.

“[ don’t want anybody coming here. I'll cook my own
food,” he snapped nervously. “Kinner may be human
now, but T don' beleve it. 'm going 1o get out of here,
but 'm not gomg to eat any food you send me. I w:
cans, Sealed cans.”

“OK, Blair, we'll bring "em tonight,” Barclay prom-
ised. “You've got coal, and the fire’s started. I'll make a
last—" Barclay started forward.

Blair instantly scurried to the farthest corner. “Get
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out! Keep away from me, you monster!” the little biolo-
gist shricked, and tried to claw his way through the
wall of the shack. “Keep away from me—keep away—
I won’t be absorbed—I won’t be—"

Barclay relaxed and moved back. Dr. Copper shook
his head. “Leave him alone, Bar. It's easier for him
to fix the thing himself. We'll have to fix the door,
I think—"

The four men let themselves out. Efficiently, Benning
and Barclay fell to work. There were no locks in Ant-
arctica; there wasn’t enough privacy to make them need-
ed. But powerful screws had been driven in each side of
the door frame, and the spare aviation control cable, im=
‘mensely strong, woven steel wire, was rapidly caught be-
tween them and drawn taut. Barclay went to work with
a drill and a key-hole saw. Presently he had a trap cut in

e door through which goods could be passed without
\lnlashlng the entrance. Three powerful hinges from a
stock crate, two hasps and a pair of three-inch cotter
pins made it proof against opening from the other side.

Blair moved about restlessly inside. He was dragging
something over to the door with panting gasps, and mut-
tenng frantic curses. Barclay opened the hatch and

in, Dr. Copper peering over his shoulder. Blair
B et heavy bunk against the door. It could
not be opened without his cooperation now.

“Don’t know but what the poor man's right at that,”
McReady sighed. “If he gets loose, it is his avowed in-
tention 10 kill each and all of us as quickly as possible,
which is something we don’t agree with. But we've
something on our side of that door that is worse than a
homicidal maniac. If one or the other has to get loose, T
think T'll come up and undo these lashings here.”

Barclay grinned. “You let me know, and T'll show
you how to get these off fast. Let’s go back.”

The sun was painting the northern horizon in multi-
colored rainbows still, though it was two hours below
horizon. The field of drift swept off to the north, spar-
kling under its flaming colors in a million reflected glo-
ries. Low mounds of rounded white on the northern ho-
rizon showed the Magnet Range was barcly awash
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above the sweeping drift. Little eddies of wind-lifted
snow swirled away from their skis as they set out toward
the main encampment two miles away. The spidery fin-
ger of the broadcast radiator lifted a gaunt black needle
against the white of the Antarctic continent. The snow
under their skis was like fine sand, hard and gritty,

“Spring,” said Benning bitterly, “is come. Ain’t we
got fun! And T've been looking forward to getting away
from this blasted hole in the ice.’

“I wouldn't fry it now, if I were you.” Barclay grunt-
ed. “Guys that set out from here in the next few days
are going to be marvelously unpopular.”

“How is your dog getting along, Dr. Copper?” Mec-
Ready asked. “Any results yet?”

“In thirty hours? I wish there were. T gave him an
injection of my blood today. But I imagine another five
days wul be needed. I don't know certainly enough to
stop soor

“Tve bem wondering—if Connant were—changed,
would he have warned us so soon after the animal es-
caped? Wouldn't he have waited long enough for it to
have a real chance to fix itself? Until we woke up natu-
ral.ly’l“ McReady asked slowly.

“The thing is selfish. You didn’t think it looked as
though it were possessed of a store of the higher justices,
did you?” Dr. Copper pointed out. “Every part of it is
all of it, every part of it is all for itself, I imagine. If
Connant were changed, to save his skin, he'd have to—
‘but Connant’s feelings aren’t changed; they’re imitated
perfectly, or they're his own. Naturally, the imitation,
imitating perfectly Connanl s feelings, would do exactly
what Connant would d

“Say, couldn't Noms or Vane give Connant some
kind of a test? If the thing is brighter than men, it might
know more physics than Connant should, and they'd
catch it out,” Barclay suggested.

Copper shook his head wearily. “Not if it reads
minds. You can't plan a trap for it. Vane suggested that
last night, He hoped it would answer some of the ques-
tions of physics he'd like to know answers to.”

“This expedition-of-four idea is going to make life
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happy.” Benning looked at his companions. “Each of us
with an eye on the other to mike sure he dossut do
omething—peculiar. Man, aren’t we going to be a
et taoh) Escl ks oice bl iR it Cig
grandest exhibition of faith and trust—m beginning to
know what Connant meant by ‘I wish you could see
your eyes.’ Every now and then we all have it, I guess.
One of you looks around with a sort of ‘T-wonder-if-
the-other-fee-are-look” Tncidentaly, Tm not exceping

ot , know, th anima i dead, with 8 slight
question as to Connant. No other is suspected,”
Ready stated slowly. “m ‘always-four’ order is mmly
a precautionary measure.”

“I'm waiting for Garry to make it four-in-a-bunk,”
Barclay sighed. “I thought I didn’t have any privacy be-
fore, but since that order—"

¥

None watched more tensely than Connant: A little
sterile glass test tube, half filled with straw-colored fluid.
One—two—three—four—five drops of the clear solu-
tion Dr. Copper had prepared from the drops of b
from Connant’s arm. The tube was shaken carefully,
then set in a beaker of clear, warm water. The thermome-
ter read blood heat, a little thermostat clicked noisily,
and the electric hotplate began to glow as the lights flick-
ered slightly. Then—little white flecks of precipitation
were forming, snowing down in the clear straw-colored
flu

‘bunk, crying like a baby. “Six days—" Connant sobbed,
‘jsix days in there—wondering if that damned test would

arry moved over silently, and slipped his arm across
xhe physlcnsl s back.
couldn’t lie,” Dr. Copper said. “The dog was hu-
mnn lmmllne— and the serum reacted.
“He’s—all right?” Norris gasped. “Then—the animal
is dead—dead forever?”
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“He is human,” Copper spoke definitely, “and the an-
imal is dead.”

Kinner burst out laughing, laughing hysterically.
McReady turned toward him and slapped his face with
a methodical one-two, one-two action. The cook
laughed, gulped, cried a moment, and sat up rubbing his
cheeks, mumbling his thanks vaguely, “I was scared.
Lord, I was scared—"

Norris laughed brittlely. “You think we weren't, you
ape? You think maybe Connant wasn’t

The Ad Building stirred with a sudden rejuvenation.
Voices laughed, the men clustering around Connant
spoke with unnecessarily loud voices, jittery, nervous
voices relievedly friendly again. Somebody called out a
suggestion, and a dozen started for their skis. Blair,
Blair might recover— Dr. Copper fussed with his test
tubes in nervous relief, trying solutions. The party of re-
Tief for Blair’s shack started out the door, skis clapping
noisily. Down the corridor, the dogs set up a quick yelp-
ing howl as the air of excited relief reached them.

Dr. Copper fussed with his tubes. McReady noticed
him first, sitting on the edge of the bunk, with two pre-

d test tubes of d fluid, his
face whiter than the stuff in the tubes, silent tears sllp-
ping down from horror-widened eyes.

McReady felt a cold knife of fear pierce through his
heart and freeze in his breast. Dr. Copper looked up.
“Garry,” he called hoarsely. “Garry, for God’s sake,
come here.”

Commander Garry walked wward him sharply. Si-
lence clapped down on the Ad Building. Connant
Iooked up, rose stiffly from his seat,

“Garry—tissue from the monster—precipitates, t00.
It proves nothing, Nothing but—but the dog was mon-
ster-immune too. That one of the two contributing blood
—one of us two, you and 1, Garry—one of us
monster.




%0 THE BEST OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL

10

“Bar, call back those men before they tell Blair,”
McReady said quietly. Barclay went to the door; faintly
his shouts came back to the tensely silent men in the
room. ‘Then he was back.

ey're coming,” he said. “T didn't tell them why.
Just that Dr. Copper said not o go.”

“McReady,” Garry sighed, “you're in command now.
May God help you. I canhot.”

The bronzed giant nodded slowly, his deep eyes on
‘Commander Garry.

“I may be i ‘one,” Garry added. “I know I'm not,
but I cannot prove it to you in any way. Dr. Copper’s
test has broken down. The fact that he showed it was
‘useless, when it was to the advantage of the monster to
have that uselessness not known, would seem to prove
he was human.”

Copper rocked back and forth slowly on the bunk. “T
know I'm human. I can’t prove it either. One of us two
is a liar, for that test cannot lie, and it says one of us is.

gave proof that the test was wrong, which seems to
prove I'm human, and now Garry has given that argu-
‘ment which proves me human—which he, as the mon-
ster, should not do. Round and round and round and
round and—'

Dr. Copper’s head, then his neck and shoulders began
circling slowly in time to the words. Suddenly he was
lying back on the bunk, roaring with laughter. “It
doesn’t have to prove one of us is a monster! It doesn’t
have to prove that at all! Ho-ho. If we're all monstes it
works the same—we're all monsters—: f us—Con-
nant and Garry and I—and all of you.”

“McReady,” Van Wall, the blond-bearded Chief Pi-
lot, called softly, “you were on the way to an M.D.
when you took up meteorology, weren't you? Can you
make some kind of test?”

McReady went over to Copper slowly, took the hy-
podermic from his hand, and washed it carefully in
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ninéty-five percent alcohol. Garry sat on the bunk edge
with wooden face, watching Copper and McReady ex-
pressionlessly. “What Copper said is possible,” Mo-
Ready sighed. “Van, will you help hm'l

filled neede jabbed into” Copper's thigh. The mans
laughter did not stop, but slowly faded into sobs, then
sound sleep as the morphia took hold.

McReady turned again. The men who had started for
Blair stood at the far end of the room, skis dripping
snow, their faces as white as their skis. Connant had a
lighted cigarette in each hand; one he was puffing ab-
sently, and staring at the floor. The heat of the one in
his left hand attracted him and he stared at it and the
one in the other hand stupidly for a moment. He
dropped one and crushed it under his heel slowly.

“Dr, Copper,” McReady repeated, “could be right. T -
know I'm human—but of course can’t prove it. I'll re-
peat the test for my own information. Any of you others
‘who wish to may do the same.”

Two minutes later, McReady held a test tube with
white precipitin setlling slowly from straw-colored se-
rum. “It reacts to human blood too, so they aren’t both
‘monsters.”

“I didn’t think they were,” Van Wall sighed. “That
wouldn’t suit the monster either; we could have de-
stroyed them if we knew. Why hasn’t the monster de-
stroyed us, do you suppose? It seems to be loose.”

McReady srorted. Then laughed softly. “Elementary,
my dear Watson. The monster wants to have life-forms
available, Tt cannot animate a dead body, uppsunﬂy n
is just waiting—waiting until the bes
come. We who remain human, it is holding in Taen

Kinner shuddered violently. “Hey. Hey, Mac. Mac,
‘would I know if I was a monster? Would I know if the
monster had al.rudy got me? Oh Lord, I may be a
monster alr .

“You'd know " McReady answered.

“But we wouldn't,” Norris laughed shortly, half hys-
terically.,

McReady looked at the vial of serum remaining.
“There’s one thing this damned stuff is good for, at
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that,” he said thoughtfully. “Clark, will you and Van
Telp me? The rest of the gang better stick together here.
Keep an eye on each other,” he said bitterly. “See that
you don’t get into mischief, shall we say?”

McReady started down the tunnel toward Dog Town,
with Clark and Van Wall behind him. “You need more
serum?” Clark asked.

McReady shook his head. “Tests. There’s four cows
and a bull; and nearly seventy dogs down there. This
stuff reacts only to human blood and—monsters.”

n

McReady came back to the Ad Building and went si-
Iently to the wash stand. Clark and Van Wall joined him
a moment later. Clark’s llps had developed a tic, jerking
into sudden, unexpected sn

“What did you do?" Connant exploded suddenly.
“More immunizing

Clark snickered, and slopped with a hiccough. “Im-
munizing. Haw! Immune all ri

“That monster,” said Van Wi steadily, “ds quite log-
ical. Our immune dog was quite all right, and we drew a
little more serum for the tests. But we won’t make any

ore.”

“Can’t—can’t you use one man’s blood on another
dog—" Norris began.

There aren't said Mckeady softly, “any more dogs.
Nor cattle, I might ad

“No more dogs?” Bennmg sat down slowly.

“They're very nasty when they start changing,” Van
Wall said precisely. “But slow. That electrocution iron
you made up, Barclay, is very fast. There is only one
dog left—our immune. The monster left that for us, so
we could play with our little test. The rest—" He
shrugged and dried his hands.

“The cattle—" gulped Kinner.

“Also. Reacted very nicely. They look funny as hell
when they start melting. The beast hasn’t any quick es-
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cape, when it’s tied in dog chains, or halters, and it had
to be to imitate.”

Kinner stood up slowly. His eyes darted around the
room, and came to rest horribly quivering on a tin buck-
et in the galley. Slowly, step by step he retreated toward
the door, his mou g and closing silently, like a
fish out of water.

“The milk—" he gasped. “I milked ’em an hour ago

—> His voice broke into a scream as he dived through
the door. He was out on the ice cap without windproof
or heavy clof

Van Wall locked after him for a moment thoughtful-
ly. “He's probably hopelessly mad,” he said at length,
“but he might be a monster escaping. He hasn’t skis.
Take a blowtorch—in case.”

‘The physical motion of the chase helped them; some-
thing that needed doing. Three of the other men were

uietly being sick. Norris was lying flat on his back, his
T gocais Tooking steadily at the bottom of the bunk
above him,

“Mac, how long haye the—cows been not-cows—"

-McReady shrugged his shoulders hopelessly. He went
uvel to the milk bucket, and with his little tube of serum

ent to work on it. The milk clouded it, making certain-
ly difficult. Finally he dropped the test tube in the stand,
Tl ok b Head “If toaly negatively. Which means
cither they were cows then, or that, being perfect imita-
tions, they gave perfectly good milk.”

Copper stirred restlessly in his sleep and gave a gur-
gling cross between a snore and a laugh. Silent cyes fas-
tened on him. “Would morphia—a monster—" some-
body started to ask.

‘Lord knows,” McReady shrugged. “It affects every
Earthly animal 1 know of.”

Connant suddenly raised his head. “Mac! The dogs
must have swallowed picces of the monster, and the
pieces destroyed them! The dogs were where the mon-,
ster resided. I was locked up. Doesn 't that prove—"

Van Wall shook his head. “Sorry. Proves nothing
about what you are, only proves what you didn’t do.’

“It doesn’t do that,” McReady sighed. “We are help-
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less because ‘we don’t know enough, and so jittery we
don’t think straight. Locked up! Ever watch a white
corpuscle of the blood go through the wall of a blood
vessel? No? It sticks out a psendopod. And there it is—
on the far side of the w:

“Oh,” said Van Wall unhappily. “The cattle tried to
melt down, didn’t they? They could have melted down
—become just a thread of stuff and leaked under a door
to re-collect on the other side. Ropes—no—no, that
wouldn’t do it. They couldn’t live in a sealed tank or—"

“If” said McReady, “you shoot it through the heart,
and it doesn’t die, it's a monster. That's the best test T

of, offhand.”

“No dogs,” said Garry quietly, “and no cattle. Tt has
to imitate men now. And locking up doesn’t do any
good. Your test might work, Mac, but I'm afraid n
would be hard on the men.”

12

Clark looked up from the galley stove as Van Wall,
Barclay, McReady, and Benning came in, brushing the
drift from their clothes. The other men jammed into the
Ad Building continued studiously to do as they were
doing, playing chess, poker, reading. Ralsen was fixing &
sledge on the table; Vane and Norris had their heads to-
gether over magnetic data, while Harvey read tables in a
low voice.

Dr. Copper snored softly on the bunk. Garry was
working with Dutton over a sheaf of radio messages on
the comer of Dutton’s bunk and a small fraction of the
radio table. Connant was using most of the table for
cosmic ray sheets.

Quite plainly through the corridor, despite two closed
doors, they could hear Kinner’s voice. Clark banged a
kettle onto the galley stove and beckoned McReady si-
lently. The meteorologist went over to him.

“I don’t mind the cooking so damn much,” Clark said
nervously, “but isn’t there some way to stop that bird?
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We all agreed that it would be safe to move him into
Cosmos House.”

“Kinner?” McReady nodded toward the door. “T'm
afraid not. I can dope him, I suppose, but we don't have
an unlimited supply of morphia, and he’s not in danger
of losing his mind. Just hysterical.”

“Well, we're in danger of losing ours. You've been
out for an hour and a half. That's been going on steadily
ever since, and it was going for two hours before.
‘There’s a limit, you know.”

arry wandered over slowly, apologetically. For an
instant, McReady caught the feral spark of fear—horror
—in Clark’s eyes, and knew at the same instant it was in
his own. Garry—Garry or Copper—was certainly a

‘monster.

“If you could stop that, T think it would be a sound
policy, Mac,” Garry spoke quietly. “There are—ten-
Sions, cxongh, o, Shis rocm. We ageed that Jt woaldl be
safe for Kinner in there, because everyone else in cam
is under constant eyeing.” Garry shivered slightly. “And
try, try in God’s name, to find some test that will work.”

McReady sighed. “Watched or unwatched, everyone’s
tense, Blair's jammed the trap so it won't open now.
Says he's got food cnough, and keeps screaming ‘Go
away, go away—you’re monsters. I won't be g S
won't. Tl ell men when they come. Go away.” So—we
went away.”

“There’s no other test?” Garry pleaded.

McReady shrugged his shoulders, “Copper was per-
fectly right. The serum test could be absolutely definitive
if it hadn’t been——conlnmmat:d But that’s the only dog
left, and he's fixed now.”

“Chemicals? Chemical tests?”

McReady shook his head “Our cln:mlsl.ry isn’t that
g0od. I tried the microscope you know.”

Garry nodded. “Monster-dog and real dog were
identical. But—you've got to go on. What are we going
to do after dinner?”

Van Wall had joined them quietly. “Rotation sleep-
ing. Half the crowd sleep; half stay awake. I wonder
how many of us are monsters? All the dogs were. We
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thought we were safe, but somehow it got Copper—or
you.” Van Wall’s eyes flashed uneasily. “It may have
gotten every one of you—all of you but myself may be
‘wondering, looking, No, that's not possible. You'd just
spring then, T'd be helpless. We humam mllst somehow
have the greater numbers now. But—""

McReady laughed shortly. “Youre dmng what Norris
complained of in me. Leaving it hanging. ‘But if one
more is changed—that may shift the balance of power.”
It doesn’t fight. I don’t think it ever fights. It must be a
peaceable thing, in its own—inimitable—way. It never
had to, because it always gained its end otherwise.”

’s mouth twisted in a sickly grin. “You're
x\lggesung then, that perhaps it already has the greater
numbers, but is just waiting—waiting, all of them-
of you, for all T know—waiting till I, the last human,
drop my wariness in sleep. Mac, did you notice their
eyes, all looking at us.”

Garry sighed. “You haven’t been sitting here for four
straight hours, while all their eyes silently weighed the
information that one of us two, Copper or 1, is a mon-
ster certainly—perhaps both of us.”

Clark repeated his request. “Will you stop that bird’s
noise? He's driving me nuts. Make him tone down, any-
way.”

“still praying?” McReady asked.

“Still praying,” Clark groaned. “He hasn't stopped for
a second. I don’t mind his praying if it relieves him, but
he yells. e sings psalms and hymns and shouts prayers.

ks God can’t hear well way down here.”

“Maybe he can’t,” Barclay grunted. “Or he'd have
done something about this thing loosed from hell.”

“Somebody’s going to try that test you mentioned, if
you don't stop him,” Clark stated grimly. “I think a
cleaver in the head would be as positive a test as a bullet
in the heart.

“Go a.haad with the food. Tl see what I can do.
There may be something in the cabinets.” McReady
moved wearily toward the corner Copper had used as
his dispensary, Three tall cabinets of rough boards, two
locked, were the repositories of the camp’s medical sup-
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plies. Twelve years ago, McReady had graduated, had
started for an internship, and been diverted to meteorol-
ogy. Copper was a picked man, a man who knew his
profession thoroughly and modernly. More than half the
drugs available were totally unfamiliar to McReady;
‘many of the others he had forgotten. There was no huge
‘medical library here, no series of journals available to
learn the things he had forgotten, the elementary, simple
things to Copper, things that did not merit inclusion in
the sma!l library he had been forced to content himself
with. Books are heavy, and every ounce of supplies had
been freighted in by air.

McReady pir:ked a barbiturate hopefully. Barclay and
Van Wall Went with him. One man never went any-
where alone in Big Magnet.

alsen had his sledge put away, and the physicists
had moved off the table, the poker game broken up
‘when they got back. Clark was putting out the food. The
click of spoons and the muffled sounds of eating were
the only sign of life in the room. There were no words
spoken s the three returned; simply all eyes focused on
them questioningly while the jaws moved methodically.

McReady stiffened suddenly. Kinner was screeching
out a hymn in a hoarse, cracked voice. He looked weari-
ly at Van Wall with a twisted grin and shook his head.

“Uh-uh.”

Van Wall cursed bitterly, and sat down at the table.
“We'll just plumb have to take that till his voice wears
out. He can't yell like that forever.”

“He’s got a brass throat and a cast-iron larynx,” Nor-
ris declared savagely. “Then we could be hopeful, and
suggest he’s one of our friends. In that case he could go
on renewing his throat till doomsday.”

Silence clamped down. For twenty minutes they ate
‘without a word. Then Connant jumped up with an angry
violence. “You sit as still as a bunch of graven images.
You don’t say a word, but oh, Lord, what expressive
eyes you've got. They roll around like a bunch of glass
‘marbles spilling down a table. They wink and blink and
stare—and whisper things. Can you guys look some-
where else for a change, please!
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“Listen, Mac, you're in charge here. Let’s run movies
for the rest of the night, We've been saving those reels to
make ‘em last. Last for what? Who is it’s going to see
those last reels, eh? Let’s see em wlu!e we can, and look
at something other than eacl

“Sound idea, Connant. I, for one, am quite willing to
change this in any way I can.”

“Turn the sound up loud, Dutton. Maybe you can
drown out the hymns,” Clark suggested.

“But don’t,” Norris said softly, “don’t turn off the
Tights altogether.”

“The lights will be out.” McReady shook his head.
“We'll show all the cartoon movies we have. You won't
mind mg the old cartoons will you?”

ly—a moom-pitcher show. P'm just in
the maod i) McReady turned to look at the speakbr. a
Iean, lanky New Englander, by the name of Caldwell
Caldwell was stuffing his pipe slowly, a sour eye cocked
up to McReady,

The bronze giant was forced to laugh. “OK, Bart, you
win. Maybe we aren’t quite in the mood for Popeye and
trick ducks, but it's something.”

“Let's play Chnsxﬁcnuons," Caldwell suggested slow-
1y. “Or maybe you call it Guggenheim. You draw lines
on a piece of paper, and put A e things—
like animals, you know. One for ‘H’ and one for ‘U’ and
so on. Like ‘Human’ and ‘Unknown’ for instance. I
think that would be a hell of a lot better game. Classifi-
cahon. 1 sort of figure, is what we need right now a lot

e than movies, Maybe somebody's got a pencil that
he can draw lines with, draw lines between the ‘U’ ani-
mals and the ‘H animals for instance.”

“McReady’s trying to find that kind of a pencil,” Van
Wall answered quietly, “but, we've got three kinds of
animals here, you know. One that begins with ‘M." We
don’t want any more.”

“Mad ones, you mean. Uh-huh. Clark, I'll help you
with those pots so we can get our little. peep show
going.” Caldwell got up slowly.

Dutton and Barclay and Benning, in charge of the
projector and sound mechanism arrangements, went
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about their job silently, while the Ad Building was
cleared and the dishes and pans disposed of. McReady
drifted over toward Van Waﬂ slowly, and leaned back i i
the bunk beside him. “I've been wondering, Van,”
said with a wry grin, “whether or not to report my ldenx
in advance. I forgot the ‘U animal’ as Caldwell named
it, could read minds. P've a vague idea of something that
‘might work. It's too vague to bother with, though. Go
ahead with your show, while I try to figure out the logic
of the thing. Tl take this bunk.”

Van Wall glanced up, and nodded. The movie screen
would be practically on a line with this bunk, hence
making the pictures least distracting here, because least
intelligible, “Perhaps you should tell us what you have in
mind. As it is, only the unknowns know what you plan.
Yon nught be—unknown before you got it into opera-

“Wont take long, if T get it figured out right. But T
don’t want any more _all-but-the-test-dog-monsters
things. We better move Copper into this bunk directly
above me. He won't be watching the screen either.”
McReady nodded toward Copper’s gently snoring bulk.
Garry helped them lft and move the doctor.

McReady leaned back against the bunk, and sank
into a trance, almost, of concentration, trying to calcu-
late chances, operations, methods. He was scarcely
aware as the others distributed themselves silently, and
the screen lit up. Vaguely Kinner's hectic, shouted pray-
ers and his rasping hymn-singing annoyed him till the
sound accompaniment started. The lights were turned
out, but the large, light-colored areas of the screen re-
flected enough light for ready visibility. It made men’s
eyes sparkle as they moved restlessly. Kinner was still
praying, shouting, his voice a raucous accompaniment to
the mechanical sound. Dutton stepped up the amplifica-
tion.

So long had the voice been going on, that only vague-
ly at first was McReady aware that something seemed
missing. Lying as he was, just across the narrow room
from the corridor leading to Cosmos House, Kinner's
voice had reached him fairly clearly, despite the sound
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ompaniment of the pictures. It struck him abruptly
Lhm it had stopped.

“Dutton, cut that sound,” McReady called as he sat
up abruptly. The pictures flickered a moment, soundless
and strangely futile in the sudden, deep silence. The ris-
ing wind on the surface above bubbled melancholy tears
of sound down the stove pipes. “Kinner’s stopped,”
McReady said softly.

“For God’s sake start that sound then; he may have
stopped to listen,” Norris snapped.

McReady rose and went down the corridor. Barclay
and Van Wall left their places at the far end of the room
to follow him. The flickers bulged and twisted on the
back of Barclay's gray underwear as he crossed the
still-functioning beam of the pm;ecmr Dutton snapped
on the lights, and the pictures vanish

Norris stood at the door as McRexdy had asked. Gar-
1y sat down quietly in the bunk nearest the door, forcing
Clark to make room for him. Most of the others had
stayed exactly where they were, Only Connant walked
slowly up and down the room, in steady, unvarying
Thy

ythm. ¢

“If you're going to do that, Connant,” Clark spat,
“we can get along without you altogether, whether
you're human or not, Will You siop thai damned
Thythm?”

“Sorry.” The physicist sat down in a bunk, and
watched his toes thoughtfully. It was almost five min-
utes, five ages, while the wind made the only sound, be-
fore McRndy appeared at the door.

* he announced, “haven’t got enough grief here
nlmdy Somebody’s tried to help us out. Kinner has a
knife in his throat, which was why he stopped singing,
probably. We've got monsters, madmen and murderers.
Any more ‘M’s’ you can think of, Caldwell? If there are,
we'll probably have em before long.”
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13

“Is Blair loose?” someone asked.

“Blair is not loose. Or he flew in. If there’s any doubt
about wh:rc our gentle helper came from—this may
clear it up.” Van Wall held a foot-long, thin-bladed
knife in a cloth. The wooden handle was half burnt,
charred with the peculiar pattern of the top of the galley
stove.

Clark stared at it. “T did that this aﬁemoon T forgot
the damn thing and left it on the stove.”

all nodded. “T smelled it, lf 'you remember. I
Kknew the knife came from the galle

“T wonder,” said Benning looking around at the party
warily, “how many more monsters have we? If some-
body could slip out of his place, go back of the screen to
the galley and then down to the Cosmos House and
back—he did come back didn't he? Yes—everybody’s
here. Well, if one of the gang could do al that—"

“Maybe a monster did it,” Garry suggested quictly.
“There’s that possibility.”

“The monster, as you pointed out today, has only
men left to imitate, Would he decrease his—supply,
shall we say?” Van Wall pointed out. “No, we just have
a plain, ordinary lause a murderer to deal with. Ordi-
narily we'd call him an ‘inhuman murderer’ I suppose,
but we. have to dlslmg\lxsh now. We have inhuman mur-
derers, and now we have human murderers. Or one at
least.”

“There's one less human,” Norris said softly. “Maybe
the monsters have the balance of power now.”

“Never mind that,” McReady sighed and turned to
Barclay. “Bar, will you get your electric gadget? I'm
going to make certain—"

Barclay turned down the corridor to get the pronged
electrocuter, while McReady and Van Wall went back
toward Cosmos House. Barclay followed them in some
thirty seconds.

The corridor to Cosmos House twisted, as did nearly
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all corridors in Big Magnet, and Norris stood at the en-
trance again. But they heard, rather muffled, McReady’s
sudden shout. There was a savage flurry of blows, dull
ch-thunk, shiuff sounds. “Bar—Bar—""And a curious,
savage mewing scream, silenced before even quick-mov-
ing Norris had reached the bend.

Kinner—or what had been Kinner—lay on the floor,
cut half in two by the great knife McReady had had.
‘The meteorologist stood against the wall, the knife drip-
ping red in his hand. Van Wall was stirring vaguely on
the floor, moaning, his hand half-consciously mbbmg at
his jaw. Barclay, an unutterably savage gleam in
eyes, was methodically leaning on the pronged w:apon
in his hand, jabbing—jabbing, jabbing.

er’s arms had developed a queer, scaly fur, and
the flesh had twisted. The fingers had shortcn:d the
hand rounded, the fingernails become three-inch long
things -of dull red horn, keened to steel-hard, razor-
sharp talons.

McReady raised his head, looked at the knife in his
hand and dropped it. “Well whoever did it can speak
up now. He was an inhuman murderer at that—in that
he murdered an inhuman. I swear by all that's holy,
Kinner was a lifeless corpse on the floor here when we
arrived. But when It found we were going to jab It with
the power—It cha

Norris stared unsteadily. “Oh, Lord, those things can
act. Ye gods—sitting in here for hours, mouthing pray-
ers to a God it hated! Shouting hymns in a cracked
voice—hymns about a Church it never knew. Driving us
‘mad with its ceaseless howlin

“Well. Speak up, whoever did it. You didn’t know it,
but you did the camp a favor. And 1 want to know how
in biazes you got out of the room without anyone seeing
you. It might help in guarding outselves.”

“His screaming—his singing. Even the sound projec-
tm’ couldnt drown it.” Clark shivered. “It was a mon-

*C0h, said Van Wallin sudden comprehension. “You
were sitting right next to the door, weren't you? And al-
most behind the projection screen already.”
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Clark nodded dumbly. “He—i's quiet now. Its a
ad—Mac, your test's no damn good. It was dead any-
way, ‘monster or man, it was dea

McReady chuckled softly. “Boys, meet Clark, the
only one we know is human! Meet Clark, the one who
proves he's human by trying to commit murder—and
failing. Will the rest of you please refrain from trying to

ove you're human for a while? I think we may have
another test.”

“A test!” Connant snapped joyfully, then his face
sagged in disappointment. “I suppose it's another ei-
ther-way-you-want-it.”

“No,” aid McReady steadily. “Look sharp and be
careful. Come into the Ad Building. Barclay, bring your

And somebody—D: d with Bar-
clay to make sure he does it. Watch every neighbor, for
by the Hell these monsters came from, I've got some-
thing and they know it. Theyre going to get danger-
ous!”

tensed abruptly. An air of crushing men-
ace entered into every man’s body, sharply they looked
at each other. More keenly than ever before—is that
‘man next to me an inhuman monster?

“What is it?” Garry asked, as they stood again in the
mam room “How long will it take?”

don’t know, exactly,” said McReady, his voice
brittle with angry determination. “But I know it will
work, and no two ways about it. It depends on a basic
quality of the monsters, not on us. ‘Kinner’ just con-
vinced me.” He stood heavy and solid in bronzed immo-
blhty, completely sure of himself again at last.

‘This,” said Barclay, hefting the wooden-] -handled
weapon tipped with its two sharp-pointed, charged con-
ductors, “is going to be rather necessary, I take it. Is the
power plant assured?”

Dutton nodded sharply. “The automatic stoker bin is
full. The gas power plant is on standby. Van Wall and I
set it for the movie operation—and we've checked it
over rather carefully several times, you know. Anything
those wires touch, dies,” he assured them grimly. “/
know that.”



344 THE BEST OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL

Dr. Copper stirred vaguely in his bunk, rubbed his
eyes with fumbling hand. He sat up slowly, blinked his
eyes blurred with sleep and drugs, widened with an un-
utterable horror of drug-ridden nightmares. “Garry,” he
‘mumbled, “Garry—Iisten. Selfish—from hell they came,
and hellish shellfish—I mean self— Do I7 Wha! do l
mean?” He sank back in his b\lnk and s

McReady looked at him thoughtfully. “We'll il
presently,” he nodded slowly. “But selfish is what you
mean, all right. You may have thought of that, half
sleeping, dreaming there. I didn’t stop to think what
dreams you might be having. But that's all right. Selfish
is the word. They must be, you see.” He turned to the
‘men in the cabin, tense, silent men staring with wolfish
eyes each at his neighbor. “Selfish, and as Dr. Copper
said—every part is a whole. Every piece is self-suffi-
cient, an animal in itself.

“That, and one other thing, tell the story. There’s
nothing mysterious about blood; it's just as normal a
body tissue as a piece of muscle, or a piece of liver. But
it hasn’t so much connective tissue, though it has mil-
lions, billions of life-cells.”

McReady’s great bronze beard ruffied in a grim smile.
“This is satisfying, in a way. I'm pretty sure we humans
still outnumber you—others, Others standing here. And
we have what ‘you, your other-world race, evidently
doesn’t. Not an imitated, but a bred-in-the-bone instinct,
a driving, unquenchable fire that's genuine. We'll fight,
fight with a ferocity you may attempt to imitate, but
you'll never equal! We're human. We're real. You're
imitations, false to the core of your every cell.”

“All right. It's a showdown now. You know. You,
with your mind reading. You've lifted the idea from my
brain. You can’t do a thing about it.

“Standing here—

“Let it pass. Blood is tissue. They have to bleed; if
they don't bleed when cut, then by Heaven, they’re pho-
ney from hell! If they bleed—then that blood, separated

from them, is an individual—a newly Iormed individual
in its own right, just as they—split, all of them, from
one original—are individuals!
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“Getit, Van? See the answer, Bar?”

Van Wall laughed very softly. “The blood—the blood
will not obey. I's a new individual, with all the desire to
protect its own life that the original—the main mass
from which it was split—has. The blood will live—and
try to crawl away from a hot needle, say!”

McReady picked up the scalpel from the table. From
the cabinet, he took a rack of test tubes, a tiny alcohol
lamp, and a length of platinum wire set in a little glass

rod. A smile of grim satisfaction rode his lips. For a mo-

Dutton moved toward him slowly, the wooden-handled
electric instrument alert.

“Dutton,” said McReady, “suppose you stand over by
the splice there where you've connected that in. Just
‘make sure no—thing pulls it loose.”

Dutton moved away. “Now, Vas, suppose you be it

White-faced, Van Wall stepped forward. With a deli-
cate precision, McReady cut a vein in the base of his
thumb, Van Wall winced slightly, then held steady as a
half inch of bright blood collected in the tube. McReady
put the tube in the rack, gave Van Wall a bit of alum,
and indicated the iodine botle.

Van Wall stood motionlessly watching. McReady
heated the platinum wire in the alcohol lamp flame, then
dipped it into the tube. It hissed softly. Five times he re-
peated the test. “Human, Td say,” McReady sighed, and
straightened. “As yet, my theory hasn’t been actually
proven—but 1 have hopes. I have hopes.

“Don't, by the way, get too interested in this. We
Tk i o ncnne o e e s 0. Vi gl
you relieve Barclay at the switch? Thanks. OK, Barclay,
and may I say I hope you stay with us? You're &
damned good guy.”

Barclay grinned uncertainly; winced under the keen
edge of the scalpel. Presently, smiling widely, he re-
trieved his long-handled weapon.

“Ms. Samuel Dutt—Bar/"

The tensity was released in that second. Whatever of
hell the monsters may have had within them, the men in
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that instant matched it. Barclay had no chance to move
‘his weapon, as a score of men poured down on the thing
that had seemed Dutton. It mewed, and spat, and tried
to grow fangs—and was a hundred broken, torn pieces.
Without knives, or any weapon save the brute-given
sn‘eng(h of a staff of picked men, the thing was crushed,

Slowly they picked themselves up, ther eyes smoul:
dering, very quiet in their motions. A
their lips betrayed a species of skl

Barclay went over with the electric weapon. Thin
smouldered and stank. The caustic acid Van Wall
dropped on each splld drop of blood gave of tickling,
cough-provoking

McReady grinned, i s ek atphE ekt
ing. “Maybe,” he said softly, “T underrated man’s abili-
tiog when T said nothing hivman could have the ferocity
in the eyes of that thing we found. I wish we could have
the opportunity to treat in a more befitting manner these
things. Something with boiling oil, or meited lead in it,
or maybe slow roasting in the power boiler. When I
think what a man Dutton was—

“Never mind. My theory is confirmed by—by one
who knew? Well, Van Wall and Barclay are proven. I
think, then, that T1l try to show you what I already
know. That I, too, am human.” McReady swished the
scalpel in absolute alcohol, burned it off the metal
blade, and cut the base of his thumb expertly.

Twenty seconds later he looked up from the desk at
the waiting men. There were more grins out there now,
friendly grins, yet withal, something clse in the eyes.

“Connant,” McReady laughed softly, “was right. The
huskies watching that thing in the corridor bend had
nothing on you. Wonder why we think only the wolf
blood has the right to ferocity? Maybe on spontancous
viciousness a wolf takes tops, but after these seven days
—abandon all hope, ye wolves who enter here!

“Maybe we can save time. Connant, would you step
for—'

Again Barclay was too slow. There were more grins,
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~ less tensity still, when Barclay and Van Wall finished
their work.
spoke in a low, bitter voice. “Connant was one
of the ﬁnml ‘men we had here—and five minutes agoI'd
have sworn he was a man. Those damnable things are
more than imitation.” Garry shuddered and sat back in
‘his bunk.
/And thirty seconds later, Garry’s blood shrank from
the hot platinum wire, and struggled to escape the tube,
truggled as frantically as a suddenly feral, red-eyed,
dsssolvmg imitation of Garry struggled to dodge the
snake-tongue weapon Barclay advanced at him, white-
faced and sweating. The Thing in the test tube screamed
with a tiny, tinny voice as McReady dropped it into the
glowing coal of the galley stove.

14

“The Tast of it?” Dr. Copper looked down from his
bunk with bloodshot, saddened eyes. “Fourteen of
em—
McReady nodded shortly. “In some ways—i
could have permanently prevented their spmdmg—ld
like to have even the imitations back. Commander
ry—Connant—Dutton—Clark—"
“Where are they taking those things?” Copper nod-
ded to the stretcher Barclay and Norris were carrying

O Ouside; Outalde'on he lcs, whers they've got fif-
teen smashed crates, half a ton of coal, and presently
will add ten gallons of kerosene. We've dumped acid on
every spilled drop, every torn fragment. We're going to
incinerate those.”

“Sounds like a good plan.” Copper nodded wearily.
“I wonder, you haven’t said whether Blair—

McReady started. “We forgot him? We had so much
else! T wonder—do you suppose we can cure him
now?”

“If—" began Dr. Copper, and stopped meaningly.

McReady started a second time. “Even a madman. It
imitated Kinner and his praying hysteria—" McReady
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turned toward Van Wall at the long table. “Van, we've
got to make an expedition to Blair’s shack.”

Van looked up sharply, the frown of worry faded for
an instant in surprised remembrance. Then he rose, nod-
ded. “Barclay better go along. He applied the lashmgs,
and may ﬁgure how to get in without frightening
t00 much.”

‘Three quarters of an hour, through —37° cold, while
the aurora curtain bellied overhead. The lwlllgh( was
nearly twelve houss long, flaming in the north on snow
like white, cryslal]xne sand under their skis. A five-mile
wind piled it in drift-lines pointing off to the northwest.
Three quarters of an hour to reach the snow-buried
shack. No smoke came from the little shack, and the
men hastened.

“Blair!” Barclay roared into the wind when he was
still s hundred yards away. “Blair!”

Shut up,” said McReady softly. “And hurry. He
may be trying a lone hike. If we have to go attec
1o planes, the tractors disabled

“Would a monster have the stamina a man has?”

“A broken leg wouldn't stop it for more than a min-
ute,” McReady pointed out.

Barclay gasped suddenly and pointed aloft. Dim in
the twilit sky, a winged thing circled in curves of in-
describable grace and ease. Great white wings tipped gen-
tly, and the bird swept over them in silent curiosity.
“Albatross—" Barclay said softly. “First of the season,
and wandering way inland for some reason. If a mon-
ster’s loose—"

Norris bent down on the ice, and tore hurriedly at his
heavy, windproof clothing. He straightened, his coat flap-
ping open, a grim blue-metaled weapon in his hand. It
roared a challenge to the white silence of Antarctica.

The thing in the air screamed hoarsely. Its great
wings worked frantically as a dozen feathers floated
down from its tail. Norris fired again. The bird was
moving swiftly now, but in an almost straight line of re-

treat. It screamed again, more feathers dropped, and
with beanng wmgs it soared behind a ridge of pressure
ice, to vanish.




WHO GOES THEREP Uy

Norris hurried after the others. “It won’t come back,”
he panted.

Barclay cautioned him to silence, pointing. A curious-
ly, fiercely blue light beat out from the cracks of the
shack’s door. A very low, soft humming sounded inside,
a low, soft humming and a clink and click of tools, the
very sounds somehow bearing a message of frantic
haste.

_ McReady' face paled. “Lord help us if that thing fas

" He grabbed Barclay's shoulder, and made smprpmg
‘motions with his fingers, pointing toward the lacin
control cables that held the door.

Barclay drew the wire cutters from his pocket, and
kneeled soundlessly at the door. The snap and twang of
cnl wires made an unbearable racket in the utter quiet

f the Antarctic hush. There was only that strange,
sweetly soft hum from within the shack, and the queerly,
hecticly clipped clicking and rattling of to
their noises.

McReady peered through a crack in the door. His
breath sucked in huskily and his great fingers clamped
cruelly @ Barclay's shoulder. The metcorologist backed
down. “It isn’t,” he explained very softly, “Blair. It's

kneelin Un something on the bunk—something_that
keeps lifting. Whatever it's working on is a thing like a
Kknapsack—and it lifts.”

“All at once,” Barclay said grimly. “No. Norris, hang
back, and get that iron of yours out. It may have—
‘weapons.”

Together, Barclay’s powerful body and McReady's
giant strength struck the door. Inside, the bunk jammed
against the door screeched madly and crackled into kin-
dling. The door flung down from broken hinges, the
patched lumber of the doorpost dropping inward.

Like a blue rubber ball, a Thing bounced up. One of
its four tentacle-like arms looped out like a striking
snake. In a seven-tentacled hand a six-inch pencil of
winking, shining metal glinted and swung upward to
face them. Its line-thin lips twitched back from snake-
fangs in a grin of hate, red ey !“ blazing.

Norris’ revolver thundered in the confined space. The
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hate-washed face twitched in agony, the looping tentacle
snatched back. The silvery thing in its hand a smashed
ruin of metal, the seven-tentacled hand became a mass

‘mangled flesh oozing greenish-yellow ichor. The
volver thundered three times more. Dark holes dnlled
each of the three eyes before Norris hurled the empty
weapon against its face.

The Thing screamed in feral hate, a lashing tentacle
wiping at blinded eyes. For a moment it crawled on
floor, savage tentacles lashing out, the body twitching.
Then it staggered up again, blinded eyes working, boil-
ing hideously, the crushed flesh sloughing away in sod-
den gobbets.

Barclay lurched to his feet and dove forward with an
ice-ax. The flat of the weighty thing crushed against the
side of the head. Again the unkillable monster went
down. The tentacles lashed out, and suddenly Barclay
fell to his feet in the grip of a living, livid rope. The
thing dissolved as he held it, a white-hot band that ate
into the flesh of his hands like living fire. Frantically he

tore the stuff from him, held his ha.nds where they could
not be reached. The blind Thing felt and ripped at the
tough, heavy, windproof cloth, seeking flesh—ilesh it
could convert—

The huge blowtorch McReady had brought coughed
solemnly. Abruptly it rumbled disapproval throatily.
Then it laughed gurglingly, and thrust out a blue-white,
three-foot tongue. The Thing on the floor shricked,
flailed out blindly with tentacles that writhed and with-
ered in the bubbling wrath of the blowtorch. It crawled
and turned on the floor, it shrieked and hobbled madly,
but always McReady held the blowtorch on the face, the
dead eyes burning ‘and bubbling uselessly. Frantically
the Thing crawled and howled.

'A tentacle sprouted a savage talon—and crisped in
the flame. Steadily McReady moved with a planned,
grim campaign. Helpless, maddened, the Thing retreat-
ed from the grunting torch, the caressing, licking tongue.
For a moment it rebelled, squalling in inhuman hatred
at the touch of the icy snow. Then it fell back before the
charring breath of the torch, the stench of its flesh
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bathing it. Hopelessly it retreated—on and on across the
Antarctic snow. The bitter wind swept over it, twisting
the torch-tongue; vainly it flopped, a trail of oily, stink-
ing smoke bubbling away from it—

McReady walked back toward the shack silently.
Barclay met him at the door. “No more?” the giant me-
teorologist asked grimly.

Barclay shook his head. “No more. It didn’t split?”

“It had other things to think about,” McReady as-
sured him. “When I left it, it was a glowing coal. What
was it doing?”

Norris laughed shortly. “Wise boys, we are. Smash
‘magnetos, so planes won't work. Rip the boiler tubing
out of the tractors. And leave that Thing alone for a
week in this shack. Alone and undisturbed.”

McReady looked in at the shack more carefully. The
air, despite the ripped door, was hot and humid. On a
table at the far end of the room rested a thing of coiled
wires and small magnets, glass tubing and radio tubes.
At the center a block of rough stone rested. From the
center of the block came the light that flooded the place,
the fiercely blue light bluer than the glare of an electric
arc, and from it came the sweetly soft hum. Off to one
side was another mechanism of crystal glass, blown with
an incredible neatness and delicacy, metal plates and a
queer, shimmery sphero of insubstantiality.

“What is that?” Mcchdy moved nearer,

Norris grunted. “Leave it for investigation. But I can
guess pretty well. That’s atomic power. That stuff to the
left—that’s a neat little thing for doing what men have
been trying to do with hundred-ton cyclotrons and so
forth. It separates neutrons from heavy water, which he
was gemng from the surrounding ice.”

re did he get all—oh. Of course. A monster
collld.nt be locked in—or out. He's been through the
apparatus caches.” McReady stared at the apparatus.
“Lord, what minds that race must have—"

“The shimmery sphere—I think it's a sphere of pure
force. Neutrons can pass through any matter, and he
wanted a supply reservoir of neutrons. Just project neu-

against silica—calcium—beryllium—almost any-
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thing, and the atomic encrgy is released. That thing is
the atomic generator.”

McR:ady plucked a thermometer from his coat. “It’'s

° in here, despite the open door. Our clothes have
kﬁp! the heat out to an extent, but I'm sweating now.”

Norris nodded. “The light's cold. I found that. But it
gives off heat to warm the place through that coil. He
had all the power in the world. He could keep it warm
and pleasant, as his race thought of warmth and pleas-
antness. Did you notice the light, the color of it?”

McReady nodded. “Beyond the stars is the
From beyond the stars. From a hotter planet that eircad
a brighter, bluer sun they came.”

McReady glanced out the door toward the blasted,
smoke-stained trail that flopped and wandered blindly
off across the drift, “There won’t be any more coming. T
guess. Sheer accident it landed here, and that was twen-
ty million years ago. What did it do all that for?” He
nodded toward the apparatus.

“Barclay laughed softly. “Did you notice what it was
‘working on when we came? Look.” He pointed toward
the ceiling of the shack.

Like a knapsack made of flattened coffee tins, with
dangling cloth straps and leather belts, the mechanism
clung to the ceiling. A tiny, glaring heart of supernal
flame burned in it, yet burned through the ceiling’s

wood without scorching it. Barclay walked over to it,
grasped two of the dangling straps in his hands, and
pulled it down with an effort. He strapped it about his
body. A slight jump carried him in a weirdly slow arc
across the room.

“Antigravity,” said McReady somy

“Antigravity,” Norris nodded. we ha
stopped, with no planes, and no birds. “The birds hadrtt

come—but it had coffee tins and radio parts, and glass
and the machine shop at night. And a week—a whole
week—all to itself. America in a single jump—with anti-
vuy powered by the atomic energy of matter.

‘We had ‘em stopped. Another half hour—it was just
tightening these straps on the device so it could wear it
—and we'd have stayed in Antarctica, and shot down
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any moving thing that came from the rest of the world.”

“The albatross—" McReady said softly. “Do you
suppose—

“With this thing almost finished? With that death
weapon it held in its hand?

“No, by the grace of God, who evidently does hear
very well, even down here, and the margin of half an
hour, we keep our world, and the planets of the system,
too. Antigravity, you know, and atomic power. Because
They came from another sun, a star beyond the stars,
They came from a world with a bluer sun.”



Space for Industry

It HAS BEEN more or less assumed that when Man gets
going well enough in spaceflight technology, the planets
will be opened for development—that the future pio-
neers, future investment opportunities, will be in
development of Mars, Venus, the Moon, and, later,
planets of other stars,

Maybe, mnmuy. those developments will come.
But . . . it looks to me, now, as though we've neglect-
ed a major bet.

1 think the first major development of industry based
on space technology will not be on another planet—but
in space itself. I believe that the first major use of space
technology will be the development of a huge heavy-in-
dustry complex floating permanently in space, some-
where between Mars and the asteroid belt.

In the first place, we're never going to get any engi-
neering use of space until we get something enormously
better than rockets.

R R

We can, therefore, drop rockets from consideration;
they're inherently hopeless as an industrial tool. They're

354
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enormously less efficient as transportation than is a heli-
copter—and nobody expects to use helicopters as the
backbone of a major industrial transportation system.

So any engineering development of space implies a
non-rocket space-drive. Something that can lift and haul
tons with the practical economic efficiency of a heavy
truck, at least. Even nuclear rockets couldn’t do that;
the reaction-mass problem requires that even a nuclear
rocket start with a gargantuan load of mass solely in-
tended to be discarded en route.

So: assume some form of true space-drive. A modi-
fied sky hook or an antigravity gadget—anything. It's a
space fruck: a delicate md Tocket.
1t can carry tons, and work for

Now; do we develop Mars and/or Venus?

Why should we?

The things human beings use and need most are met-
als, energy, and food. It's a dead-certain bet that no
Terrestrial food plant will grow economically on either

ars or Venus . . . except in closed-environment sys-
tems. Metals on those planets might be available in
ies; let’s assume that Mars is red because it’s.a
solid chunk of native iron that's rusted on the surface to
a depth of six inches.

Who wants it? Why haul iron out of Mars’ gravity
field . . . when it's floating free in the asteroid belts? If
we're going to have to grow our food in a closed-g envl-
ronment system any time we get off Earm why
not do it where nuil-gravity makes building the closed
environment cheap, quick, and easy?

And while Terran life-forms may not do well on those
planets . . . the local life-forms might do very well in-
deed living on us. Why bother fighting them off? In a
space city, there would be only those things Which we
selected for inclusion.

And energy?

Heavy industry has always developed where three
things were available; cheap raw materials, easy access
to markets, and cheap energy supplies. In preindustrial
times, that cheap energy supply naturally meant cheap
fuel for muscles, whether animal or human. Somewhat
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later, it meant water power, and now it means fuels.

The current direction of research efforts is to achieve
a controlled hydrogen fusion reaction, so that the energy
needs of growing industry can be met.

In space, that problem is already solved. The Sun's
been doing it for billions of years—and the only reason
we can't use it here on Earth is that the cost of the struc-
ture needed to concentrate sunlight is too great.

So let’s set up Asteroid Steel Company’s No. 7 plant,
It’s in orbit around the Sun about one hundred million
miles outside of Mars’ orbit. Conveniently close—within
one hundred or two hundred miles—are floating in the
same orbit a dozen energy collectors. They don’t last
long—a few months or so—but they're cheap and easy
to make. A few hundred pounds of synthetics are mixed,
and while they're copolymerizing, the sticky mass is in-
flated with a few gallons of water vapor. In an hour, the
process is complete, and a horny-looking film of plastic
has been formed into a bubble half a mile in diameter.
A man goes in through the bubble wall after it's set,
places a thermite bomb in the middle, and retires. A few
seconds later, the bubble has been converted to a spheri-
cal mirror, A little more manipulation, and at a cost of
perhaps one thousand dollars total, two half-mile-diame-
ter mirrors have been constructed, located, and faced to-
ward the Sun. A little equipment has to be laced onto
them to keep them from being blown out into outer
space by the pressure of the solar rays they’re reflecting,
and to keep them pointed most advantageously.

am—poorly focused though it is—of one of
these solar mirrors can slice up an asteroid in one pass.
Shove the asteroid in toward the beam, stand back, and
catch it on the other side. So it’s half a mile thick, itself?
So what? A few passes, and the nickel-steel directly un-
der that mirror beam boils off into space. Power’s
cheap; we've got a no-cost hydrogen-fusion reactor giv-
ing all the energy we can possibly use—and collectors
that cost almost no

The steel—it's high-grade nickel-steel; other metals
available by simply distilling in vacuum, .of coursel—
once cut to manageable sizes can be rolled, forged,
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formed, et cetera, in the heavy machinery of Plant No.
7. The plant was, of course, constructed of the cheap lo-
cal metal; only a nucleus of precision machine tools had
to be hauled up from Earth. And those are long since
worn out and discarded from Plant No. 1

‘The plant itself has a few power mirrors to provide
the electrical encrgy needed. After all, with the free fu-
sion reactor hanging right out there, nobody’s going to
goto the trouble and risk of installing a nuclear power

PRt (oo course, need light—and they'll get
just exactly as much as they can best use. So the direct
light's a little weak out there? Aluminized plastic film
costs almost nothing per square yard.

And the third factor for heavy industrial development is,
of course, easy access to market? How easy can it get!
1t's a downhill pull all the way to any place on Earth!
Whatever the system of space-drive developed, it's al-
most certain to allow some form of “dynamic braking”
—and it's usually easier to get rid of energy than to get
it. From the asteroids to the surface of the Earth you're
going downhill all the way—first down the slope of the
solar gravitational field, then down Earth's:

Spot delivery of steel by the megaton, anywhere what-
ever on Earth’s surface, at exactly the same low cost fol-
lows. There’s easy access to all markets from space!

Meanwhile Solar Chemicals Corporation will have
their plants scattered somewhat differently. Landing on
Jupiter is, of course, impossible for human beings—but
it's fairly easy to fall into an eccentric orbit that grazes
the outer atmosphere of the planet. That wouldn't cost
anything in the way of power. Depending on the type of
space-drive—antigravity or some form of bootstraps lifter
—shlps would take different approaches to the prob-

“The problem, of course, is that Jupiter's atmosphere
is one stupendous mass of organic chemicals raw mate-
rials—methane, ammonia, and hydrogen. And, prob-
ably, more water in the form of dust in that air, than we
now realize.



358 THE BEST OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL

In any case, if Jupiter doesn’t supply oxygen from
‘water, the stony asteroids do—as silicates. And Saturn’s
nng, i’s been suggested, are largely ice particles.

solar mirrors are less efficient at Jupiter’s dis-
!ance. of course—but Solar Chemicals doesn’t need to
melt down planetoids. Their power demands are more
‘modest.

With Jupiter’s atmosphere to draw on, it seems un-
likely that Man will run short of hydrocarbon supplies
in the next few megayears. And there’s always Saturn, Ur-
anus and Neptune in reserve .

We're only beginning to understand the potentialities
of plasmas and plasmoids—of magnetohydrodynamics
and what can be done with exceedingly hot gases in
magnetic fields under near-vacuum conditions. Space is
the place to learn something about those things—and
one of the things we've already learned from our rocket
probes is that the immediate vicinity of magnetized
planets is exceedingly dangerous.

Open space might prove to be somewhat healthier
than we now realize. And if there are some difficulties
—generating our own, homegrown magnetic fields isn’t
an impossibly difficult matter. Particularly when we've
got nickel-steel by the megaton to work with! And it is
not, remember, necessary to build our space plants—it
might prove wiser to carve them, instead.

‘The meteorites that reach Earth are, of course, almost
entirely composed of common silicates and nickel-iron.
However, the Earth is also, to the best of current belief,
composed almost entirely of those materials. Neverthe-
less there’s quite a tonnage of copper, silver, lead, tan-
talum, titanium, tungsten, molybdenum and other metals
around here. And, presumably, in the asterolds

Silicate meteors being common, we can expect effec-
tively unlimited quantities of raw ety glassy ma-
terials in space. On Earth, vacuum distillation is scarcely
a practicable method of separating the components of a
rocky ore; in space, however, vacuum distillation is far
more economical than processing in various water solu-
tions. On Earth, high-energy processes are cxpensive;
solution processes relatively cheap. In space, with the
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energy of a star to play with, solution processes will be
used rarely—and whole new concepts of high-energy-
level chemistry will be invented. Jupiter's atmosphere
will supply plenty of low-cost carbon for constructing
graphite processing equipment.

We can, effectively, make our own solar flares—our
own sunspot vortices—by injecting gas into the focused
beam of a half-mile mirror, traveling not across, but
along the beam. The light-pressure effects, alone,
should yield a jet of gas at high velocity equivalent to
several tens of thousands of degrees.

‘There's every inducement for heavy-industry develop-
‘ment in space.

And against that—what have the planets to offer?

Earth, of course, is a unique situation; we evolved to
it this environment. The planets do have open skies, in-
stead of walls, and natural gravity, rather than a con-
stant whirling. They are, and Earth in particular will re-
‘main, where men want to live.

Sure . . . and men today want to live on a country
estate, with acres of rolling hills and running streams
and forest land, with horses and dogs around.

That urge is so strong that, at least around the New
York ‘metropolitan area, anywhere within sevemy ~five
miles of the city, they can sell a structure
farmer would consider a pretty cramped h:ncoop for
forty-five hundred dollars, as a “summer home.” All it
needs is a pond renamed-Lake Gitchiegoomie within a
mile or so.

Man, you ought to see the-beautiful, uncluttered land-
scapes in Western Ireland! Lakes that aren’t ponds, and
not even one house on them. They don’t have to have
water-police to handle the traffic jam of boats on a one
by three mile “lake” there.

Only . who can afford commuting from New
York ip Ircland?

ell, there’s one sure thing about the space cities.
They won't have the smog problem.

ArriL 1960



Postscriptum

My first inkling of the sacerdotal character of science
fiction came shortly after John and I were married in
1951. We had moved into a new house in a new neigh-
borhood, and one evening I answered the doorbell to
find three young men on the doorstep. The spokesman
said, “Does the Great Man live here?” “You must have
the wrong house,” I said; “this is the Campbell resi-

lence.
Just shows you, doesn't it?
For the next twenty years we had an ever-normal
of youth supply. First, there were my son’s and
daughter’s college friends, who would come in without a
“Hello” but with a well-thought-out refutation of some
point of an argument begun during a previous holiday
months before. They brought new people with them
each time, to refuel the discussions and arguments that
would last for days.

Later on came the beaux John's daughters brought
home. Many’s the time I had to interrupt one of those
‘marathon debates to suggest that the girls might like to
g0 out on their dates, rather than fidgeting, all dressed
up, in the background.

360
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After the children were grown up and gone, we still
had the neighborhood young people to be cudgeled with
electronics and chemistry and s knows what
else. John had an inexhaustible supply o daia s Lovad
sharing it, much to the discomfit of his own children,
who, after one foray, would cease asking for help on sci-
ence-fair projects, models of molecules, or on anything
else. What with all the fascinating: ramifications, by-
‘ways, and side issues John could think of, it took him at
Teast twice as long to convey the information. He also
was unnerving about their textbooks and about the ac-
cepted authorities. The exceptions to any rule were
pomtcd out; and just at the time when one should devel-
respect for the written word, the children would be
fod: v only a book. I write books, my friends write
books, and we can be wrong.” Th\s can be rather unset-
tling, especially when one is up against & superior ar-
er.

No one writes about John without mentioning the of-
arguments—starting at eleven A.M., continuing
through lunch, and ending at train time in the afternoon.
I have yet to hear anyone who understood the reason for
them. But somehow John felt compelled to take a per-
son’s own data and bring it through the logical develop-
‘ment to a logical conclusion; then he would sit bnck and
say: “You see, you didn’t really think that at all.”

T really can’t know personally what John was like in
the years before I met him, though by reputation he was
always a great talker and explorer of ideas. But I must
take some credit for his well-known prodding of unrea-
soned convictions and his unraveling of an individual’s
undesirable viewpoint. John and I had an agreement to
try to discover what we thought, how we thought, and
why. Now, this can be vastly uncomfortable, because if
you take a dearly beloved concept back to its sources,
it might turn out to be (1) somebody else’s idea, (2) in
direct conflict with another equally pet theory, or (3) not
what you really thought at all. The trouble is, not every-
one wants to play this game—to have his theoretical
inconsistencies pointed out to him and to be left with
the feeling of being anchorless. I would like to be able
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o discuss the question of personality balance with John
right now, to see whether it’s sort of like the binocular
viewpoint—that major untenable theories are necessary
to maintain stabili
Ir own private discussions were remarkable, and we
even gave titles to some of the arguments. Early on, I
wanted to have a linen closet built for place mats, table-
cloths, and the like. I had it well designed (I thought),
and then came his questions: function, practicability, 1o-
gistics, importance—the works. Our “Linen Closet Ar-
gument” lasted for a good ten years and never was
solved; but the design, intact and unchanged, was used
when John built a storage cabinet for electronic parts. I
—on the other hand—never did get the linen closet.
“I know what it’s like to live in a small town” began
another marathon discussion. After days of marshaling
every argument I could think of, T suggested using our
new tape recorder to get down the facts. The system was
awkward at first. But never let it be said that we would
be cowed by a machine; so shortly the argument was
flourishing. Finally we decided to play back the tape,
ending for good and all that type of discussion. T sound-
ed shrewish and petulant, and John sounded patronizing
and smug; and neither of us thought we lived up to our
self-images to any attractive degree. Humbling, to say
the least. Let it be said that we continued to discuss, for
the rest of John’s life—but not that way
People used to ask me, at science-fiction conven-
tions, what it was “like” to live with John. Interesting,
T'd say then. I say now: it isn't in every houschold,
where in trying to_get an accurately cooked breakfast
egg on the table (7.5 minutes, according to John’s timer)
one would have fo cope with a gent with shaving
Iather asking, “Now, on the question of the limiting fac-
tors of free will . . .” Nor having the piano tuner com-
ing into the kitchen to ask, “Pardon me, but I'd like to
know just how long have you been married?” When we
said it had been twelve years, he said, “My God, you
talk together as though you'd just met!”
ohn had no time for string quartets (tweedledum
and tweedledee), cocktail party chitchat, the theater,
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Milton, nonrepresentational art, lobster, tuxedos, hard
rock music, liquor, mowing the lawn, going antiquing.
He loved his job—it was the only one in the world
where someone was paying him for his hobby: reading
science fiction.’ There were recurrent parental question-
ings about trying to influence John into a “respectable”
nine-to-five spot in a lab of some sort. He knew abso-
lmely that he was doing exactly what he wanted to be

doing. T once made the suggestion that perhaps he should
be teaching, since he was so inspirational and helpful.
Thatte, Sout. e only time that I got a sweet, sad
smile, all forgiveness: “What do you think 'm doing,
with 100,000 students a month?”

People continually urged him to read this, that, or the
other thing. But he maintained that he read for a living
and that it was high time for him to integrate the facts he
already had, rather than cluttering up the works. As to
the manuscripts he received, he read every single word
of every one. For there could be the tiniest germ of an
idea that he might miss otherwise.

en we were in Cambridge once, where John was to
give a talk at MIT, we were watching a TV program
and the words “Live from the Moon” flashed on the
screen. “I feel validated,” John said, and that was all.
it e 4 many unpopular and nonrespectable
ideas that he espoused, that he earned himself such epi-
thets as screwball, crackpot and worse—with the conse-
quent loss of friends . . . This used to worry me, but
somehow he coped with it. He never carried a grudge or
acted vindictively—he was not smug, but had some
tough quality of mind that viewed ideas as fascinating
and always worth processing through his mental com-
puter, no matter where they led. This I observed, but
could not understand or emulate.

We early came to the conclusion that we handled
concepts differently, by methods unacceptable to one
another. Women used to become livid when he would
say: “Men and women don’t think alike,” believing he
‘was denigrating the female thinking process. But he was
not disrespectful, only marveling at the usefulness of
having someone around to double-check with. He often
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said, “T don’t care what people think, just so long as
they, by God, think!”

John liked steak, wrestling on TV (best dramatic pro-
gram on the air), Victor Herbert, his friends (whom he
thought were remarkable), wmfonxblg chairs, dogs, kit-
tens, endless discussions, trees, clear thinkers, time to

, precision machinery and lhe people who made
it go, peach orchards in bloom, anything with garlic,
staying home and visits to Cambridge. The business of
going to Cambridge was often accompanied by much bad
language, sotto voce, and grumbling over the idea of

a suit and tie every day—but then one could
mever get him to go home.

He was a very good father, and the girls have all kept
letters—pages and pages of his philosophy of living.
They used to bait him by proposing imaginary problems

to him because he simply could not bring himself to
write brief, chatty notes.

‘There is no eﬂmnzery 0 equal the statement “T un-
derstand him”—although I'm sure he thought I did. I
didn’t understand that putting up a shelf meant an hour's
discussion of torque. I didn’t comprehend that a door-
bell worked better on a storage battery, or that the door
to the downstairs cupboard could be worked from up-
stairs, utilizing the_flap-lifting mechanisms from a
World War II aircraft; or that it was absolutely neces-
sary to disembowel every mew piece of mechanical
equipment the second it came into the house, so that
days would go by before it could be put into service.
Nor that it was necessary to tell the same story over and
over again, until it was explained to me that “that's the
way to shape and polish the idea before it gets into
print.” Nor that we wouldn't be lynched one fine day
because of some of his appalling ideas.

Yes, indeed, that was one interesting man!
—Mrs. John W. Campbell

Fairhope, Alabama
September, 1975
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