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WE UNCONDITIONALLY GUARANTEE

each of the far-out worlds in this book
to be among the most ingenious and
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that a visit to any one of them will re-
ward you with a universe of reading
pleasure, and that a visit to all will
multiply your pleasure by a factor of
infinity.

WE NATURALLY CANNOT GUARANTEE

that you will ever want to come down
to Earth again after your visit.
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INTRODUCTION

“Act 1I1. Scene V.
Another Part of the Forest”

—That (in some editions at least) is the stage direction
in Shakespeare’s As You Like It, surely one of his most
entrancing plays, and one from which it is a pleasure to
twist out the title of this new anthology of ‘“possible
worlds.” Scene V is that wonderful episode where Rosa-
lind, in her male disguise, scolds Phebe for spurning her
faithful lover Silvius: “Thank heaven, fasting, for a good
man’s love,” she says to Phebe, and goes on, “For I must
tell you friendly in your ear / sell where you can; you are
not for all markets”—a pertinent comment on the foolish
vanity of some women.

(. . . But what has this to do with science fiction? Not
a thing; why should it?) (It should also be recalled that
the American dramatist Lillian Hellman used the actual
stage direction as the title of one of her plays some years
back.)

Anyhow, it is in “another part of the Galaxy,” indeed,
that you will find yourself in this collection—several other
parts, as a matter of fact. Starting from our own incon-
spicuous and remote-from-the-center solar system in this
enormous aggregation of stars, our authors take you mil-
lions of parsecs away to distant planets where they show
man putting his imprint on whatever forms of life he finds
there, and also taking with him all the foibles and frailties
of the human species.

Whether or not Homo sapiens will ever be able to ven-
ture beyond the confines of his own ‘sun is one of those
hard questions to which the present answer, as far as sci-
ence has been able to look today (not necessarily very far,
to be sure), is a reluctant “No.” But as recently as 1900,
Important People were saying that heavier-than-air flight




was impossible; and as for television—!

However, the story teller need not particularly worry
whether his story is possible or not; this is just as true of
science fiction as it is of “As You Like It.” The thing is
that the fun is in the story telling—and story hearing or
reading—not in the story’s possibility. At least this is true
in works of science fiction and fantasy. It may not be true
of “serious” novels—which is probably one reason why
many of us do not read “serious” novels very often. Too
imprisoning.

The real meat and drink in all science fiction—and in
tales of the Galaxy in particular—is the way they stretch
the mind, expand the imagination, and, of course, make
possible a generous amount of commentary on man’s actual
state through the means of satire, serious or comic. (Not
all the stories in this book are satiric, of course; but some
are.) This is why it has been such a pleasure to edit this
little collection, just as I am sure you will find it pleasant
to read. Any other part of our Galaxy is fascinating to con-
template; and here are a few fictional views for you to
examine.

GROFF CONKLIN










THE RED HILLS
OF SUMMER

BY EDGAR PANGBORN

A not infrequent complaint against science
fiction is that it usually does not deal with
real-seeming people, but rather with carica-
tures, serious or otherwise; animated dolls
performing deeds of derring-do or various
and sundry other kinds of deeds. One of the
reasons I am so fond of “Red Hills of Sum-
mer” is that—as in all of Edgar Pangborn’s
fiction, science or otherwise—the people are
genuine human beings, vividly real. Pang-
born’s truly novelistic talent for character,
which I think is a kind of artist’s empathy for
his puppets, is particularly well developed in
this tale of the first voyage of man into the
interstellar spaces of our Galaxy.

In it he has his small group of completely
believable people plan for the first landing
on the soil of a planet belonging to another
star. He has a landing party undertake it; and
he pictures the logical and yet quietly heroic
techniques of new-planet exploration which
one member of that party carries out. They
are techniques that seem almost inevitable
if—a big if— the first planet man encounters
turns out to be of the sort pictured here. As
for the likelihood of that being possible in
“true fact,” your editor deposeth not ...
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I

Miranda caught my hand, her own soft small hands
gone hard with tension. Captain Madison on the speaker’s
platform had mentioned the pilot mission, and possible
lethal elements on the shining dot below us—bacteria,
viruses, qualities of the lower atmosphere not discover-
able from orbit. It had not dawned on me till then that
my troubled Miranda might be desiring the pilot mission
for herself and me. For the last year she had been in
the shadow of private unhappiness, often remote even
when she was in my arms.

Below us. For the first time in fifteen years that word
below was more than a reference to the place where your
feet happened to be. It possessed a meaning in relation
to the ship, to me as a unit of living matter, to black-
haired Miranda.

Madison’s square face recaptured my attention. I had
first glimpsed it at the beginning of the voyage, when
I came aboard with the unsparing eyes of a boy of twelve.
That year he was thirty-five. Now at fifty he looked littlg
changed—more tired, hair grayer, voice flatter. Who
wouldn’t be tired, after the job of bringing our enormous
sphere into a safe orbit? My own healthy red-haired car-
cass felt exhausted too, from the excitement that had
churned in all of us since the planet was sighted and we
knew we must decide whether to risk a descent. We were
in the meeting-room now, all three hundred, to make that
decision.

I, David Leroy, am not a scientist nor a technician.
Miranda and I were Randies—chosen like most of the
kids for good health and what the Builders’ Directives
solemnly call Random Talents. There’s a pride in it. You
discover the virtues of comprehensive wide-ranging igno-
rance.

Captain Rupert Madison was saying: “If we go on,
10




THE RED HILLS OF SUMMER

I don’t suppose any of you, even children born in space,
would live to see the end of the journey. The distances
are too vast, Earth-type planets too far apart. The chance
of finding another as promising as this one, within our
lifetime, is small. The other choice is to go down—and
stay.”

It was that simple. A huge frail sphere like ours, built
to transport a colony for generations if necessary, doesn’t
land anywhere. You don’t take it into atmosphere. Com-
partmented and honeycombed, spheres within spheres
down to the core where the computer hummed its math-
ematical daydreams, the ship Galileo was designed for
one purpose only: to bear our splinter fragment of hu-
manity away from a world that humanity had apparently
ruined, away to some cleaner place where the sickness
in our germ plasm might work itself out—perhaps, always
perhaps, and only after many generations. That errand
performed, the emptied shell of Galileo would shine on
as a satellite, a golden moon circling a second-chance
world. ;

When you live in close awareness of it for fifteen years,
even the new curse of Cain can become a commonplace.
But I had been obliged to learn it was not so for Miranda.
Her trouble was there, a sense of futility forced on her by
the radiation sickness of Earth: for what, her heart said,
is the point of a million years of human evolution if it
must end not even with a bang, only with the whimper
of babies born armless, distorted, blind? She had grown
terrified of the times when she couldn’t care about any-
thing. “Not even about you, Davy . . .”

Captain Madison was hammering home the truth of
no return, speaking of what it requires—in terms of in-
dustry, labor, raw materials—to build just one launching
center like the twelve that toiled eight years to send the
bits and pieces of this vessel out of Earth’s gravity. Earth
had bled herself white for her children, after men once
and for all faced the probability of racial extinction. They
would build another Galileo, and another; would go on
doggedly building, all else subordinated, so long as any
courage and equipment remained. “The gravity of that

11



ANOTHER PART OF THE GALAXY

planet down there is a bit greater than the gravity of
Earth. Launching centers!” Madison said.

“I remember. That was my life, you know, from teens
into thirties, beginning as a grease monkey at Cape Kennedy
... Well, you know the arithmetic: three hundred colonists
don’t reproduce a technology that was based on a popu-
lation of three billion.

“The know-how? We have it all, in the microfilm library.
Raw materials, yes—down there we’ll find the same min-
erals, same general chemical pattern. But the building of
launching centers, new ships, the reconquest of space if -
you want that inflated language—Ilet’s say it just might
be an enterprise of our great-great-grandchildren, if we
have any, if enough of them are healthy and active human
beings, and if space travel happens to be what they want
most, at any cost, in their own far-off time.”

Nobody sighed or fidgeted, as many would have done
if this had been another pep-talk by our Psychometric
Coordinator Cecil Dorman, known to Miranda and me
and others of the irreverent as Cecil Psycho.

“The planet is habitable,” said Captain Madison, “so
far as we know from orbit study.” Miranda felt my look
but would not return it; her hands grasping mine were
cold. “So far as we know,” he repeated, “in advance of
the pilot mission—which will consist of two men and two
women who will go down, maintain radio contact at least
four weeks, and make the final tests we can’t make up
here. Your only vote in this meeting, I suppose, will be
to decide whether the pilot mission starts at all—remem-
bering that whatever they find, those four volunteers can’t
come back.”

Behind me, T heard the suave voice of Andrea del
Sentiero—fifty-eight, the only colonist older than Madi-
son. His official title was Historian. “Does anything in
the latest studies suggest a civilization?”

“Nothing, sir. Forest, savannah, large lakes, marshes,
deserts, mountain ranges running generally north and
south, a few of the summits snow-capped.” He was talk-
12
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THE RED HILLS OF SUMMER

ing for all of us, who had had only brief chances at the
telescopes; the view-plate in the panel behind him gave
a low magnification, the planet a blur of blue and reddish
green. “Six continental land masses paired north and
south, three main oceans, polar caps small and broken
up. Bound to be dense tropics near the equator, the rest
sub-tropical, with narrow temperate zones. No roads in
the open areas, nothing like cities. No vessels on the seas,
river mouths surrounded by the same vegetation that
covers most of the land. The reddish green deepens on
the seaward slopes of the hills, but that suggests—Dr.
Bunuan agrees—a result of rainfall, not intelligent agri-
culture. Dr. Bunuan thinks we may find something like
Earth in the time of dinosaurs. He calls that a half-edu-
cated guess.”

“Quarter-educated,” the biologist’s mellow voice cor-
rected him.

Captain Madison grinned. “If you insist, José. No, An-
drea, if there’s life at the social, technological level it
would have to be hidden under forest cover—unlikely.”

“Yes,” said del Sentiero. “I have no other questions.”

“Maybe something to add?”

“Only two things,” said the Historian. “One, that my
vote will be for going down and making the best of it.
Two, that the pilot mission ought to be a privilege of the
old.”

Captain Madison winced. “You mean, why risk the
young?”’

Del Sentiero said nothing. I knew, without seeing,
the stoical Latin shrug, the dark eyes contemplating eter-
nity, the mild outward motion of eloquent hands.

“Anyone may volunteer for it,” said Madison heavily,
and he shut his eyes, his face freezing into difficult calm.
“Responsibility for choosing the four is on me, Andrea,
nowhere else.” His eyes flew open, probing here and
there. “Questions? Discussion?”

I had expected that Paul Cutter would seize this mo-
ment to sound off on the revision of the model constitution,
which could not even begin to function until after a land-
ing. The constitution was an attempt of the Builders to

13



ANOTHER PART OF THE GALAXY

suggest the framework of such government as a colony
of 300 might be expected to need. Mirthless and lonely
Paul Cutter had grappled with it, conceiving amendment
after amendment, identifying his unhappy self with each
improvement to the point of monomania. He ate and
drank the constitution, slept and got up with it. At any
time his blaring monologue might nail you to the wall
explaining how it must be amended or the whole ex-
pedition would Betray the Human Heritage.

Paul was younger than Miranda and myself, a boy of
ten at the start of the voyage. Some hereditary slant made
him grow from a normal-looking child into a small bandy-
legged man, gnarled, not misshapen but seeming so, a
bulging head connected by a weak neck to a tight barrel
of torso. A bore, comical and ugly through no fault of
his own. He had chosen psychology as his field of spe-
cialization, becoming a noisy satellite of Cecil Dorman.
Unfortunately for Paul’s ambitions, not Dorman but the
learned, humorous and peaceful Dr. Carey was boss of
the Psychology Department. (Galileo was certainly in its
way a college; I still think of it so.) Paul Cutter never
earned a title: a Randy still, the fact no source of pride
to him but an ingrowing pain.

I saw Cutter in the front row, big head alertly cocked.
Nothing happened. No fresh amendment, no bray of earn-
est argument. Maybe Cecil Dorman had persuaded him
to let the constitution wait a minute or two . . .

We were voting, by a simple show of hands. No op-
position. No one could bear the thought of another fifteen
years, or another generation, or another century, in space.
But I remember that when my own hand went up I was
not thinking of that, but of red-green seaward hills, and
of the sound of ocean that might resemble what I had
heard when I was a boy at Martha’s Vineyard watching
the loud hurry and change of waves under the sudden
winds of September.

I believe this was the only unanimous decision ever
taken by the colonists of the planet Demeter.

Madison was speaking evenly: “The pilot mission. You
14




THE RED HILLS OF SUMMER

know the Builders’ Directives. You know the necessity.
We can’t take down the whole colony to be destroyed by
something not discoverable from orbit. We haven’t the
means to break out of gravity and come back. Directives
recommend the mission consist of two men and two wo-
men. Partly to avoid trusting the judgment of one vol-
unteer. Partly because one sex might be immune to a
lethal factor that would kill the other. Partly on the chance
that the four might pull through with their survival equip-
ment, and multiply, even if they had to tell the rest of us
to stay away. So I want four guinea-pigs. Whoever they
are, they’ll be four individuals whom we love and can’t
spare. I am now calling for them.”

This was the way it came, like all great questions, not
with trumpets but plainly spoken and quiet as morning.
I thought at first there was also a question in Miranda’s
brown-eyed gaze, one not weighted toward yes or no.
Then I understood she was not asking me: Are you
going to stand up? She was silently saying: I must do this,
I'm driven from within. Whether you stand up or not,
Davy, I must and I will.

I took her hand again and I was on my feet.

Five or six other couples were standing, and a sur-
prising number, ten or a dozen, stood up alone. I heard
a murmuring, voices here and there attempting the unsay-
able, as Rupert Madison looked us over through his cap-
tain’s mask.

I supposed he would choose the volunteers from
among the Randies. Breezy Arthur Clay for instance,
standing alone two rows ahead of us, solemn as I had
never seen him. Or Joe and Miriam Somers, solidly mar-
ried with the formalities Miranda had never quite
wanted for us, decent, unexciting Joe and Miriam who
rather thought they’d like to be farmers if we ever landed.
Or Laurette Vieuxtemps, a housewife temperament but
not committed to any man, religious, reservedly sweet.

Madison told a few of them—all specialists—to sit
down. Then he appeared to have reached a private im-
passe, brooding in his loneliness. Fussy and dapper Cecil
Dorman, on the platform with him, leaned forward sug-
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ANOTHER PART OF THE GALAXY

gesting something, and shriveled in Madison’s glare. Madi-
son would not be saying again, in words, where
responsibility lay, but the Psychometric Coordinator was
just the one guy who wouldn’t understand it unless he
got his nose rubbed in it twice. Madison sighed and spoke
names.

Just names. No request to sit down.

“Paul Cutter.” I was unready to understand. I had
not noticed till then that Paul Cutter had risen; his squat
form had been hidden by Art Clay. “Laurette Vieuxtemps
. . .” Miranda’s fingers gripped tightly. I did understand.
“Miranda Klein . . . David Leroy.”

I

David Leroy, pilot. I had attitle . ..

I don’t recall much about the entry into atmosphere.
I remember a tight-sealed pocket of heat skimming inter-
minably above a world that gradually expanded in the
viewplates above my controls. I remember fear, doubt
of my own skill based on nothing but years of theoretical
drill without experience. Most clearly, I recall Captain
Madison’s voice, linked to me by the tenuous nerve of
radio, a true part of me, the one part that remained un-
shaken. -

I had known there would be breaks in communication
—static interference, other difficulties—and there was one
when Madison was on the other side of the planet. No
foreknowledge can prepare you for such a loneliness. Yet
I’d always been lonely, like Miranda, like everyone else,
a single human planet in the galaxy of the human race.

Then Madison, remote and above, in an orbit become
incredibly swift relative to my slow, was speaking again.
I ' was able to give him a much lower temperature reading,
a respectably diminished altitude. He said: “You’re past
the worst. How do you feel?”

“Fine, dandy and lonesome.” I glanced in the mirror
that gave me the cabin. “Others in good shape. Colonizing
with no pain.”

“You’ll be over that plateau in six minutes, then test
16
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your power. Better not use it much till you’re down to
say 90,000—but that’s up to you, Davy. From here on
you play it by the seat of your pants.”

“T’ll do that, Captain.”

“We won’t try calling from the blind side again. Re-
establish contact 0940 hours Galileo time.” Then with
some dry noise that might have been static: “See you,
boy.”

Below me, ocean and red-green land, an infinity of
brooding day. I found the 40-mile oval of my target, and
tested the power in a long cautious turn—mno trouble.
Trust the Builders for that.

The Builders? There was no one, no one at all to trust
except Miranda Klein, Laurette Vieuxtemps, Paul Cut-
ter and myself. The Builders were finished with us, had
done their magnificent best fifteen years ago, and by now
many of them would be dead, and, groping somewhere
through the unthinkable reaches, there might be a Galileo
II, even a Galileo III. T would not think now about
the Builders, who had known they could have no reward
except consciousness of a piece of good work com-
pleted. ..

Our chosen landing spot was a roughly oval plateau,
40 miles at the greatest length, on one of the three con-
tinents of the southern hemisphere. It had been selected
by the Council of Galileo—del Sentiero presiding, we
four volunteers awkwardly attending. The choice had to
be partly arbitrary, for the photographic map showed little
to suggest that any one spot in the temperate belts would
be better than another. I favored the notion of an island,
but kept my Randy mouth shut. Del Sentiero suggested
the same thing and was overruled: aircraft fuel would
give out before our technology could replace it, the
building of ships might be difficult, we might even find
no suitable timber. And a plateau is, in a way, an island.

My turn carried us out over the sea, then inland,
miles above the white summits of a mountain range that
rose to the west of our plateau. I cut the power and we
drifted soundless in the thickening air.

The plateau lay 30 miles in from the sea. Vegetation

17



ANOTHER PART OF THE GALAXY

covered most of it, but reddish-white patches suggested
open ground, possibly sand. We had noticed the same
pinkish tinge on many of the ocean beaches. Easy for
landing (I hoped) and an easy mark for Galileo to hold
in observation. Westward for 500 miles spread the random
masses of the mountains, our plateau a midget among
their numberless foothills.

Prevailing winds in the southern hemisphere blew west-
ward as on Earth; Dr. Bunuan was surely right in assum-
ing plentiful rainfall on the seaward slopes. The region
west of the range was no desert, however, but deep forest,
800 miles of it, divided by the silver furrow of a river
flowing south. That forest ended at another, narrower
range, following the continent’s western shore. Our plateau
stood at the 45th parallel south, where the continent
dwindled in a triangular pattern rather like South Amer-
ica. No land bridge to the continent in the northern hem-
isphere, and no continental mass at the south polar region,
but a myriad scattered islands, and drift ice, and occasion-
al stretches of blue sea all the way to the pole. -

“Handling right?” I had known Paul Cutter would be
the first and only one to forget Madison’s order about
letting me alone on this job. I didn’t mind the distraction;
the little ship was gliding with almost no need of attention.
I did mind the jitters in Paul’s crashing voice.

I'said: “Yes. You people happy back there?” ”

“Happy as three ticks on a dog—you’re the dog.” The
voice I wanted, Miranda’s. It went on, cool but not too
sharp: “Let’s keep a cork in it, Paul—the man’s busy.”

Wounded to the core, Paul boomed: “Sorry! Sorry!”

Two birds, or creatures in the shape of birds, were
circling between me and the plateau, as a hawk soars,
with unmoving wings. Frightened perhaps by our de-
scending gleam, they sped away downwind—at least I
thought, from the gust of speed without wing-motion,
that they were heading downwind, and I tried to remember
the games of seagulls over Martha’s Vineyard. Only the
color returned to me and the sense of an airy freedom,
the taste of salt wind, the brown ghost of a Portuguese
boy who used to play with me.

18




THE RED HILLS OF SUMMER

The smooth course of the ship told me nothing—maybe
no wind at all was blowing. Maybe it was blowing some
other way at a lower altitude. I saw no wind-motion of
the forest, but I was still too high to be certain.

And too low to look down any longer on the mountain-

" tops. They were above me and would remain above me.

The spot of open ground I had selected for landing
was the only one beginning at an edge of the plateau. If
the wind was right—where was the wind?—I would circle
out beyond the edge, come in slightly above it, and still
have two miles clear for a landing. With this trim vessel,
Madison said, I could manage with less than a thousand
yards. But where was the wind?

The time to swing out beyond the plateau was now,
right now. The plane made the turn in graceful ease—
and dropped, hideously.

I think I yelled it was just an air pocket. But when I
lurched out of it we were bound straight for the sullen
wall of the plateau. In panic I somehow slammed the
power on in time, and ran scared up a channel of hell
like a dragonfly on fire. We cleared the cliff by a yard
and shot a thousand feet up before I had the wits to level
off and cut the jets. Paul was howling: “God Almighty,
you almost—"

Miranda’s voice came small and cold: “Have a tran-
quillizer, Paul, it’s on the house. Have you noticed, by
the way, we’re all right?”

I began talking myself, though, when I realized I'd
forgotten to lower the landing gear. The talk did me good.
I got the gear down. I soared out further beyond the
plateau, came in higher, ready for the air pocket, hit-
ting it again and coming out happy, skittering over half
a mile of reddish white and touching down in a landing
soft as a baby’s kiss. Miranda said: “Davy, when you
get around to it, explain me some of those nouns and
adjectives, huh? I thought I knew ’em all.”

We equalized the pressure, a difference too small to
bother the eardrums, and breathed the unknown atmos-
phere—nothing to gain by delaying. It was wild, warm,

19
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the freshness wholly sweet. I could have sat there half
an hour doing nothing but breathe the air of Demeter—
and wondering whether in a few weeks we would be vot-
ing on that name, a poetic whim of Andrea del Sentiero.

The stuff outside was mostly sand, sparse red grains
mingled with the white. Miranda whispered: “Be first to
set your foot on it.” It seemed unimportant, a thing I
might do to please her—until I had done it. Then absurd
pride startled me, and I held up my arms for her.

Laurette and Paul emerged, Laurette moving away
from us, looking toward the mountains in the west—pray-
ing I think, or merely wanting a small time of solitude.
She had talked with the chaplain during most of our last
hour on Galileo. Miranda and I had spent that time with
the half dozen friends who had been closest to us through
the voyage—not saying goodbye; they all wanted to take
it for granted they would rejoin us in four weeks. Paul
Cutter had employed the hour furiously writing in a
corner of the common room—some intense document
which he delivered into Madison’s keeping. “Not to be
opened,” he blared for all of us to hear, “except in the
event that Galileo must proceed without us.” Captain
Madison took it gravely, probably with no smothered im-
pulse to laugh, and shook hands with the hero.

Impossible that I could ever have looked down on
those mountain peaks. Yet I had done so. I would fe-
member it.

Miranda kicked off her right shoe, pressed her bare
foot in the reddish sand, drew it away, gazed curiously
at the dainty human imprint. I asked: “Are you caring
now?”

She held my shoulder, putting back the shoe; watched
me a while with midnight eyes; said: “I think I am . . .
Let’s walk off a way.”

We approached the somber edge of the woods. “You’d
know it,” I said, “wouldn’t you, dear? You wouldn’t just
think.”

“Maybe.” She was frowning gravely at the sand, not

wanting to touch me or be touched. “You’ve felt it your-
20
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self, Davy, that emptiness. Impulse to give up because
nothing can make much difference.”

“Sometimes. I found I could push it away by studying
something new—holing up in the library—talking to del
Sentiero.”

“I couldn’t. Not the last year anyway. It was partly
the ship, the monotony. Suspended animation.” She looked
about rather blindly into the depth of morning. “We’re
—home, aren’t we?”

fYies:

“It wasn’t only the ship. I kept thinking, even if we
can have a baby, there’ll be—ah, what do the damn
Directives call it?—70 per cent chance of normal birth.
I remember hearing my father say that even the 70 per
cent was a sort of statistician’s lie. The dice are loaded,
Davy. . . . I loved Earth. You did too. I know. Inside
me somewhere I’ve got every word you ever said about
Martha’s Vineyard. . . . Davy, it’s just barely possible
I’m pregnant. I can’t be sure, hasn’t been time, quite.”
She wanted nearness then, twisting her fingers in my shirt,
clinging, suddenly crying. “Let it be true, Davy! Let
it be right, not a—not a 30-per-center. I"d care—I’d care
then!” ‘

It meant nothing to Paul Cutter that she was crying '
in my arms. I felt his tap on my shoulder, his brazen
voice exploding: “Who is leader?”

Miranda laughed; looked past me at the little man and
laughed, with brimming eyes—which puzzled the hell
out of him. Simply Paul’'s way. He was incapable of
understanding other people’s urgencies.

I straightened my face, suggesting that for the moment
we hardly needed leadership: we all knew what work was
to be done, maybe we’d already done the biggest part
by breathing the air and continuing to live. I looked at
my watch. “Galileo will be calling in fifteen minutes. Un-
til then why don’t we just look around? Only we’d better
break out some armament, I suppose.”

I should have thought of that sooner, too. The bland
quiet here made the idea of guns downright obscene.
Nothing was stirring. Two bird-like things soared high
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overhead, maybe curious at the alien brightness of our
plane. The lack of vegetation at this landing spot puzzled
me. In places the ground was clay instead of sand; small
stones resembling the granites and composites of Earth
lay here and there. Nothing suggested animal life. In a
spot higher than the rest of the open land, I noticed a
boulder thrusting from the ground and a wraith of vapor
rising from it to dissolve in the still air. A geyser, per-
haps, that periodically flooded the area, killing plant life.
The trees, and the rim of very dark grass between them
and the open ground, looked rich and healthy.

The trees were in the pattern of Earth, but I saw no
such complex of a thousand species as in forests of the
old world. One type was completely dominant, a broad-
leaf tree averaging fifty feet in height, thick-trunked,
spreading only at the top, the young leaves and twigs red
as maple buds, the mature leaves a hemlock green with
wide red veining. The grass was like Earth’s except for
its darkness, shading almost to a cobalt blue; it grew hard-
ly a foot high, dense as carpet-pile. We had seen that
color solid in most of the open areas of the plateau, and it
was the characteristic hue of the savannahs elsewhere on
the planet.

We opened a storage compartment of the plane. Paul
and I slung light carbines; Miranda strapped on a .32
automatic. The bullets for all three were designed to frag-
ment on impact, releasing an anesthetic poison that would
stop anything if the wound failed to—anything with an
Earth-type bloodstream. Laurette Vieuxtemps, when I
called her, smiled and shook her head.

“Will you stand by the radio then, Laurette, till they
call in?”

“Yes.” She was good with instruments, deft and care-
ful; delicate tests on soil and plants would be part of her
work. She returned to the plane, after a last glance at the
hills, their red-green mystery, cloud-trailing spires brilliant
with snow.

[ said: “I don’t like carrying this thing either, Laurette.
But just at first I don’t want any of us wandering out
here unarmed.”
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Laurette nodded amiably. And Paul Cutter said with
some clang of bitterness: “Well, Dave, you’ve answered
my question.”

“I’m not leader unless you all three agree to it.”

I think I spoke with friendliness. I meant to; we had
need of it. His face, turned toward me in the mild heat
of the sun of Demeter, had gone opaque. Miranda’s arm
slid around me; she studied the ground, perhaps waiting.
Paul said politely, with none of his normal stridency:
“Four weeks, they said. I agree you should be leader, for
four weeks.”

m

At the close of the second day we imagined we knew
a little about that plateau. I had hedge-hopped over it
twice, beginning to enjoy the plane, except for the always
rugged instant of landing.

I flew alone both times—no sense risking two lives with
an inexperienced pilot. In the first one I proved that the
only part of the plateau safe for the larger landing ships
of Galileo was the one I had first chosen. Then I indulged
myself in a 30-mile flight to the sea above the course of
a small river that skirted the northern base of the plateau
and wound down through the piedmont past rolling
land, meadow and forest, meeting the ocean at a harbor
a mile wide. Madison wanted to know more about that
harbor.

A small hilly island stood twenty miles out to sea from
it, hazy and purple in the sun. It pulled me, called me. I
was thinking, I know, of Martha’s Vineyard. I thought
also of fuel, danger, the need of my people for this plane
and for me too; and I did not go.

On my flight to the harbor I noticed a few tawny
deerlike animals bounding into the woods away from the
shadow of the plane, and some flying creatures, none very
close. On the way back something different showed itself,
night-black, lizard-shaped, basking in a sunny meadow.
I circled down for a better look. Hugely unconcerned, it
did not retreat when I skimmed over it sixty feet up. Not
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dead, for I saw the great triangle of the head moving, and
a twitch of a saurian tail. I shot up then; the sudden clamor
of the jets did not disturb it. I guessed the length at
twenty-five feet.

We slept in the plane on the first night. My second
flight, next day, was for study of a smaller open area two
miles from our landing site, that looked reasonable for
a camp. It was a clearing of level dark grass half a mile
square with a brook slipping across the northern side,
widening to a pond near the edge of the woods. I landed
and explored. g

The pond-water shone deep ruby, reflecting red-leaved
bushes. I found the banks pockmarked with prints of
small divided hoofs, and noticed one set of tracks with
pads and claw-marks, not frighteningly large. Mammals
or something like them lived in this land, knew fear, ate
each other, bred, died. I remembered my black lizard,
his vastness curved rather like a question-mark.

The forms would be new to me. The forms themselves
would change, must already have done so through mil-
lions of years in the manner of Earth. So far as I knew,
so far as I know today, the meaning, if there was one,
would be the same.

I was bothered by the absence of anything like human-
ly edible plants. Maybe the forest would take care ‘of
that. Here I found only the short grass and a few of the
red-leaved bushes that grew by the pond. I brought a
shovel from the plane and drove it into the sod. The
loosened earth displayed brown worms, legless grubs,
nothing like ants or beetles. In any such region on Earth
I would have encountered a hundred forms of insect life.
Grasshoppers would have shot up around my feet; bees
and flies would have buzzed near me; beetles would have
scampered away from the shovel. The grassblades should
hgve been scarred by the nibbling of tiny mouths; butter-
flies ought to have been drifting and fluttering in innocent
splendor.

No bugs. T supposed I could do without them . . .

The earth under the grass was dark, rich-looking, with
24

B




THE RED HILLS OF SUMMER

a pleasing aromatic smell. We must learn what it could
do. I collected a sample of pond water for testing and
returned to the others. That was near noon of the second
day.

)Iliy evening we had moved to that clearing and set up
our -.camp around a light dome shelter—astonishingly
large, strong against storms, capable of lasting indefinitely
under any conditions the Builders could imagine for a
planet that was bound to be much like their own.

We set out a wire-covered pen for a pair of rabbits,
potential food. Those, and a few mice and rats for ex-
periment, were the only animals that shared the pilot mis-
sion. From Galileo would come sheep, chickens, a few
precious cattle of a recently developed breed hardly big-
ger than goats. Other animals would arrive (if anything
arrived to join us) in the form of frozen ova and sperm
that our skill might or might not be able to bring to
maturity—still a rudimentary art when we left Earth.

These outside bunnies were pilot bunnies. Our three
other pairs must get along on Galileo rations until we
were sure the first pair was thriving. Laurette set up her
miniature laboratory for soil and water tests. Paul Cutter
dug magnificently until the light began to fail. I felt now
a kind of permanency and sense of achievement, and
Miranda felt it too, working like a little dynamo at what-
ever came to hand.

Toward sundown I roved the whole clearing again, with
the carbine, not wanting it until I noticed the sun of
Demeter slipping beyond the mountains, then pleased
enough to be carrying that slim bit of functional wicked-
ness. Once or twice I heard small life scuttering away
in the grass, but if Demeter was blessed with field mice
I didn’t see them. We had set our camp not too near the
pond; we wanted the wild things to continue using it if
they would. As I approached it now, I thought I glimpsed
some of those ‘“deer” slipping into the shadows. Later
we must shoot a few, for science if not for food. I felt no
fear, only pleasure and curiosity, when a night flier, like
a bat or bird, hurried over me and flickered into evening
light above the trees. . . .
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And before dawn on the third day, Miranda was ill.

She woke me before sunrise, during Paul’s tour of guard
duty. I could barely see her face. She was speaking sober-
ly, carefully, as if describing someone else’s trouble—pain
in the right leg, in the right foot a numbness that had
started as an itching, and now the beginning of fever,
headache, nausea.

Under the light of my lantern, the sole of her right foot
looked inflamed, but at that time I found no break in the
skin; the leg was reddened up to the knee. She said she
was afraid of blacking out, and her voice was blurring—
but it was Miranda who had the wits to remember how
she had made that barefoot imprint on the sand of our
landing place.

By mid-morning, near the time of our next radio con-
tact with Galileo, she was unconscious. No signs of pain
or delirium. She was unreachable, breathing too rapidly
in a fevered sleep.

We had given her MH-12, for lack of anything better,
and because it’s the most generally useful and safe of the
antibiotics developed on Earth. Then Laurette had
searched the medical information in our “library”—Gali-
leo’s great microfilm library cut to the essentials. We could
expect no precise help there, since the diseases of Earth
would not be paralleled closely enough for proper guid-
ance, but what Laurette found concerning Earth’s tropical
feyers did give me the idea of searching Miranda’s foot
with a hand-lens. I discovered a puncture so small that
without the lens I had missed it completely. It seemed to
be a true eschar with a definite center. It could have
be:ex? made by an infinitesimal wood or mineral sliver, ad-
mitting some poison latent in the ground, or it could have
been'the bite of an organism hidden under the sand or
too tiny to see. For what it was worth, and so far as I
could endure it, I might then consider the scrub typhus
that was endemic in some regions of Earth’s tropics, a
rickettsial disease carried by a mite no bigger than a grain
of pepper.

I remembered my black lizard in the meadow. I would
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take him on any time in preference to this. No man is
born with any skill at fighting shadows. You have to learn
it, and always the hard way.

I could not look at the implications. I could only stand
by and wait for Miranda to come back to me; to bring
back, if it might be so, the meaning and the purpose I
knew I was losing. It was not a case of thinking how I
loved her: that was deep-down, bloodstream knowledge
requiring no thought, and to think of it then would have
made me even more useless in trying to help her.

I was with her—needing to fight, and no antagonist;
needing to talk with her, and she could not know it—
when I heard the noise of Paul Cutter, subdued because
it came from within the plane. Laurette had just rejoined
me by Miranda’s cot in the shelter; Paul would be talking
to Galileo, and a black uneasiness vaguely telepathic
nudged me to rise. “Stay with her, Laurette,” I said, and
hurried for the plane.

I saw him at the radio, the prominent, somehow pa-
thetic cords at the back of his neck, his heavy head wob-
bling a little, his voice attempting a casualness denied by
that tremor and by his sweating hands. He was saying:
“Yes, the rabbits go for the grass and they’re thriving.
What? .. . Oh sure, everyone’s fine. We—"

He jumped a foot when my fingers dug at his shoulder.
I nodded at the transmitter, and he croaked: ‘“Here’s
Leroy—wants to talk to you.” He lurched away, but an
animal warning of danger reached me—perhaps he made
some half-completed motion. I drew the automatic I was
carrying and held it aimed at his heart while I talked to
the Captain.

Paul slumped to his haunches and dropped his face on
his knees. I told Madison as quickly as I could about
Miranda, and he said: “I’ll switch you to Dr. Dana, he’s
right here—then I want to talk to you again, Dave.”

Dr. Dana helped me—just the voice and the manner.
I could imagine I was in touch with the three thousand
years of his tradition; out of space, that was Hippocrates
talking. He questioned me, approving what we had done,
suggesting other supportive measures. He admitted no
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i
other important measures were possible, since we knew
nothing of the disease, hence nothing of the prognosis. He
agreed it might be similar in some ways to Earth’s tropical ||
fevers, though when I mentioned scrub typhus he roared
at me to forget that. But then he mentioned methods of
searching the dead sand area for a guilty organism if there °
was one, and warned against letting Demeter’s earth come
in contact with our skins; so he would be reviewing his
knowledge of the rickettsial diseases, and the snarling
statistics of mortality. Well, Paul and I in our digging had
both shoved our hands in the dirt several times. It flick-
ered through my mind that Paul himself might be ill. He
was sick enough, avoiding the cold eye of the .32, but not
with fever.

Madison was back. “Dave, why did Paul say everyone
was fine?”

“Oh—didn’t realize the seriousness. It’s all new this
morning, Captain. Laurette and I have been caring for |
her, while Paul was getting on with the work.” |

I suppose Madison knew I was lying, and knew Paul
Cutter had to be my problem. Paul flashed me a sick and
haunted thank-you-for-nothing glare. I gave Madison the
rest of the report—water pure, test animals in good shape,
no time yet for much aerial reconnaissance outside the
plateau. At the close Madison said: “Dave, if you possibly
can, be on hand yourself when we’re due to call in.” 4

“I’ll do that, Captain.”

“Soon as Miranda wakes up, give her my love. See you,
Davy.”

I closed the transmitter; studied the man suffering be-
yond the gunsights, and holstered the automatic. “Why,
Paul?”

He was on his feet and swaying. “Why don’t you shoot?”

“No cause, now. You were ready to jump me till I
made the report. That was in your face . . . Why?”

“I’m ashamed,” he said. “Is that enough?”

“Look: you knew I'd be reporting next time, if not
now.”

The tremor of his head ceased, his mouth steadied to
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tightness. A man of twenty-five, he looked forty. “Maybe
I thought by that time you’d—understand.”

“Or maybe you only saw them leaving, abandoning us,
and didn’t think.”

“Have it your way.”

“Paul, while there’s any chance at all, they’ll never
abandon us.”

“You’re wrong there.” He knotted his hands, white-
knuckled. “They’ll go. Dr. Carey will influence them. Dr.
God-Almighty Carey will see to that if no one else does.”
I scolded myself for failing to recognize the paranoid pat-
tern sooner; or maybe I was wrong now, and seeing spooks.
I made a note that I must talk to Carey at the next con-
tact. “Dave—I’ve said, I'm ashamed. I was afraid and
foolish, and I admit it. Isn’t that enough?”

“I suppose it is.” It was true—he was sick with shame,
and other inward disasters; but did shame fit the pattern?
I thought, the hell with patterns—the poor devil was hu-
man; leave it at that. Of course he was also profoundly
hating me. Because I had seen him in an act of dishonesty
and betrayal, he would always hate me. I said: “Let’s
get on with the work.”

He stumbled out of the cabin and resumed digging away
sod for our test plot in open ground. Attacking it rather—
driving the bright blade into the green face of an enemy.

Late in the morning of our fourth day on Demeter,
Miranda recovered consciousness. Her fever had risen to
a peak of 106° during an interminable night, when the
green-white moon of Demeter was to me no longer en-
chanting, only sickly and baleful. Then, about dawn, the
fever rapidly subsided. Miranda came back to me. I could
forget about scrub typhus. I could sweep away all the
horrors, because I saw memory and understanding and
awareness of my kiss.

“How long, Davy? What’s the time?”

“You’ve been out for one day of twenty-six hours. The
computer upstairs has dreamed up a calendar for us—
got it yesterday. This is Friday morning—sorry fresh out
of fish.”

“They know of course?”
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“Yes, and since you’re recovering it won’t make any

difference.”

“So what’s the man crying about?”

“Stardust up my nose—itches. How about your foot—
does that itch now?”

“Little bit. No numbness. Feels about all right.” Under
the lens, the puncture spot looked healed, like any tiny
injury.

“You got a bite. I'm going after the beast soon as
you’re up and around—earth samples, and so on. We'll
run down the little devil.” She couldn’t smile much, but
she was trying. “He won’t stop anything.”

“That’s right, Bud—we’ll rise above bugs and stuff.”
She was trying, but then her eyes dilated, she winced and
turned her face away from me. “Ask Laurette to come,
will you please?”

“Yes—what is it?”

“Oh, damn everything!”

“What is it, Miranda?”’

“Don’t you know?” I suppose I did. “My baby—it was
going to be my—my—Demeter’s killed my baby.”

v

Saturday morning Miranda was able to sit up without
help, and eat. She said she felt nothing wrong except’ex-
haustion. She blamed that on the gravity of Demeter, but
I think it was the after-effect of fever; we other three had
adjusted to the gravity with almost no effort. Then after
a decent meal, an hour of her old love Sibelius on the
tapes, and another hour of just sitting with me in the
temperate sunlight, Miranda let me talk to her, and sug-
gest that she had not been pregnant at all. Rejecting the
idea at first in despair, she presently came around to ac-
cepting it, and I felt she was at least half convinced that
Demeter had nothing to do with our disappointment. Just
before she fell asleep beside me in the sunshine, she mur-
mured: “False-alarm Miranda. From here on out I'm go-

ing to try to behave like a rational mammal. But it's up-
hill work—you know? . . .”
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Sunday morning Miranda climbed into the cabin of the
plane, wanting to do it without the help of my arm, and
talked to Captain Madison and Dr. Dana, rejoining me
with a new quiet resembling cheerfulness.

Paul Cutter was speaking to me only when necessary,
and with an intense politeness that affected me like a
split fingernail. He made a point of asking, in private, for
“official” permission to carry his carbine. There was no
danger in him for the present. My leadership had be-
come an immediate fact; I knew Paul felt terror at the
thought of having to assume responsibility if anything hap-
pened to me. Actually he wouldn’t have had to: Laurette
would have stood aloof while Miranda assumed it, and
Caliban-as-hero would have minded the chores.

When Miranda promised to loaf and rest, I took off
that Sunday morning to blaze a trail alone through the
woods to the dead-sand area. Miranda’s recovery and her
new calm had brought the kind of joy where recklessness
bubbles near the surface. It had brought me to a bur-
geoning love for this one planet among all the stars. In
such a mood the foot can slip—mine didn’t. I went slow-
ly, mindful of my blazes on the wood of these ancient
trees.

The forest was all one hush, cool under the thickness
of the canopy. I walked on a carpet formed from the
rotted wood and leaves of centuries. Almost no under-
growth. At one place, a tree had fallen from old age; here
a hundred saplings of the same species had already shot
up high at the touch of the sun. Therefore they grew from
seed; therefore the trees ought to bear some kind of fruit
- in their season, whenever that was.
 Rarely and far apart, I noticed trees with holes high
off the ground—natural holes left by the fall of dead
branches and rotting of the sapwood. They were occupied.
The corner of my eye caught a squirrely character pop-
ping into one of them, and I was aware of the scrutiny
of harmless eyes.

After the first mile my ears told me of something larger
following. I tried quick turns but learned nothing—once,
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maybe, a hint of motion retiring behind the reddish column
of a tree-trunk. Anyhow not a twenty-five-foot lizard.

I was humming for a while—Schubert’s Die Forelle 1
think it was, or some other memory of Earth equally light
and happy.

Observing Dr. Dana’s instructions, I was covered ex-
cept for my face, and I took care not to let that be brushed
by branches, though I was fairly sure the enemy I hunted
lived under the sand. Close-fitting leggings, shirt tucked
in, gloves. I carried a shovel, carbine, hand-ax, a sack
with several small bags that could be tightly sealed, and a
cage with four white mice.

Not much of a load. I supposed I could drop every-
thing but the carbine, fast, but though I caught a few
more dim sounds, nothing bothered me. If whatever fol-
lowed me possessed anything like my kind of wits, it would
know I was aware of its presence.

I came out on the dead sand near that vapor column
idly rising from the fissured rock. The vapor gave off a
slight sulfur smell. It drifted up with no pulsation, no
force. Some age-old dirty business in the gut of Demeter,
a planet that never asked for us. Yet I loved her.

Apologetically I set the wire-bottom cage of mice out

on a patch of sand, with a cloth to shade them from the

sun. Poor little rascals, as martyrs to science they even
had their bellies shaved, to make it easier for our enemy
to bite them—if it would, if there was such an enemy. I
filled the small bags with samples of the sand, the clay
patches, the good-seeming earth near the woods, the sod,
the forest mold itself. One bag still empty, I searched for
Miranda’s barefoot print. It had been blurred by a breeze
that must have stirred the sand at the edges without oblit-
erating it. No rain had fallen since we landed. Nothing
had made tracks out on this desolate ground. The ruts of
our plane, our shoe-prints, patches where the jets had
blasted sand hollows in take-off—all still plain to read.

For reasons of sentiment or superstition I took my final
sample from a spot as near Miranda’s footprint as I could

set the shovel without destroying the mark—bad science,
no excuse offered.
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Nothing had followed me out here. If anything watched
from the edge of the woods I caught no sense of it.

I had been away from the unfortunate mice for twenty
minutes. As I removed the cloth they looked fair enough,
but when I raised the cage a midget drop of blood splashed
on the sand. I held the cage above the level of my eyes.
Two of the mice flitted about in natural nervousness. The
others were sluggish, and on the shaved belly of one of
them I saw another blood-drop form and fall. No sign
of normal coagulation.

I spread the cloth, drove in the shovel where the cage
had rested, and spilled out the sand with care. That’s
where I found the thing, a worm two inches long gorged
with blood. With a gloved fingertip I stirred the sand and
found another, not distended, thin as a fine hair and barely
visible, the same pinkish-white color as the sand. Exposed,
the things moved feebly, obscene head ends lifting and
blindly searching, mouth parts apparent as specks of black.

I drew the cloth into the form of a bag, tied it tightly
for my collection and started home.

On the way back through the woods I tried to puzzle
it out. If nothing ventured on that sand, where did the
worms find their natural food supply? Subterranean may-
be—burrowing animals, grubs, other worms. I could leave
all that to Dr. Bunuan, but it teased my curiosity, re-
minding me how mystery is always with us. I could not
live long enough to see our colony (if there was to be a
colony) become more than a trifling spot of intrusion on
a most ancient planet. If we had grandchildren to the
seventh generation, this world would remain imperfectly
explored—and yet some of them would certainly hunger
for space flight.

We never really learned much about the beautiful planet
Earth.

Twice I stopped to search the forest mold for more of
the hair-worms. I found none, but did find more of the
stocky brown worms than in the sod of our clearing. They
were active, burrowing, wriggling, hunting. I saw one at-
tack a grub. Grasping organs shot out from either side of
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the worm’s head and squeezed the grub helpless while the
mouth consumed it. Maybe these brown fellows ate the
poison hair-worms.

I glanced up from the vanishing grub, and saw what
was lying flat along a branch that overhung my trail.

That clawed track by the pond had deceived me about
the size of its maker. The paws were disproportionately
large, the animal itself lean as an ocelot, not much bigger.
The claws, hooked for efficient climbing and piercing, were
relatively immense, partly retractile, though less so than a
cat’s. The creature was hairless, with a reddish-brown skin
obscure against the color of the branch. I saw a narrow-
nosed head, like a fox’s except that the external ears were
mere flaps of skin close to the skull. It had the wonder-
ful deep eyes of a beast that must be mainly nocturnal.

I could bypass that part of the trail and circle around.
I said aloud: “Would that sit all right with you, Jackson?”

Jackson winced at the sound of my voice—he shouldn’t
have, after hearing my no-account baritone murder Die
Forelle—and flattened himself, or herself, close to the
branch. I took up the carbine, seeing the narrow head
begin a measuring motion from side to side. The hind-
quarters quivered, the motion of the head ceased in a
frozen readiness. Not happy about that, I said: “Look, I'm
not a deer. I'm not even a darling.”

After all, I suppose Jackson could hardly have forgiven
that. He was fifteen feet above the ground, six yards from
the muzzle of the carbine. He could jump it with no strain
and evidently had it in mind. The mouth opened and
closed on interesting daggers of orange teeth. My sights
steadied on the narrow head. I said: “Sorry, Jackson!” and
fired.

Beginner’s luck. Jackson shuddered, dropped and lay
twitching, orange-red blood gushing from the shattered
head. I turned the body over with my foot. Not ugly nor
beautiful, just strange. The sex organs puzzled me—female
I thought, but peculiar. I tied the body to my sack, finding
it curiously light. We learned later that the bones are
partly hollow, and most of the viscera lighter than the
corresponding tissues of Earth animals.
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Dissection and observation in the next few days also
demonstrated that Jackson, the timid and stupid creatures
resembling deer, and the mouse-like animals nesting in the
grass, are mammals, in the sense that they bear their young
alive and nurse them. And they are functional hermaphro-
dites. Demeter hasn’t arranged for boy to meet girl.
Well, we’re here to fix that.

The brains, even to my uneducated eye, look primi-
tively smooth.

Maybe we can fix that too . . .

We found poison hair-worms in all the samples of sand
and clay from the open ground, none at all in the sod
or forest mold. The two lively mice from my cage re-
mained lively—not bitten, apparently. Of the other two,
one went into stupor the following day, and died. The one
that had been bleeding did not die. Its wound clotted
normally soon after my return to camp, and after a period
of sluggishness the mouse recovered with no observable
after-effects.

We repeated the experiment with other mice—couldn’t
spare many—and hair-worms from my samples. The re-
sults were the same. Under Laurette’s guidance, Miranda
gladly introduced a brown worm to a hair-worm, with
delightful results. In sixty seconds, no hair-worm, the
brown guy acting as contented as I do after a mince pie.

Conclusion, given me over the radio by Dr. Bunuan:
“You've got a lovely little thing there, boy. Apparently
the poison is, or is associated with, an anti-coagulant that
probably helps the worm to feed. If the bite is interrupted,
likely the poison stays in the wound, enters the blood-
stream, generates some kind of systemic toxin. But if
your trichinoid critter finishes the drink, I suggest he sucks
back most of the poison with the blood and everybody’s
happy. And let me say, Davy, you people have put through
a handsome little preliminary study.” O my Miranda, burn-
ing that night with a fever of 106° and far away! But
there was a sweet healthiness in the biologist’s way of
speaking; he had not forgotten the pain and terror any
more than I had. I reserve judgment on physicists, but
I'll drink beer with a biologist any day of the week—if
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we can make beer on Demeter. “Very handsome, Davy.
I wish I was there.”

I transmitted his remarks to Paul Cutter. Paul was
alone in the clearing outside the shelter, with nothing much
to do. We had dug as large a test plot as we needed, the
seeds from Earth had been planted—in fact it was almost
time for the radishes, rye-grass and other quick-sprouting
plants to show themselves if they were going to. I passed
on Dr. Bunuan’s comment mostly for something pleasant
to say. Paul had shown a polite interest in our study of
the worms, saying that he had no talent himself for tech-
nician’s work.

Paul faced me gravely, listened with bent head to my
recital of Dr. Bunuan’s words, nodded amiably, and re-
plied: “The fundamental error is in the very first clause—
as I tried so many times to make plain. If the colony is
to be defined as a republic, in that opening clause, you
bypass and throw away the entire experience of the 19th
and 20th Centuries of Earth history, which is absurd. May
I remind you that at the time of the founding of the
United States of America, the word ‘democracy’ was a
bad word, a term of opprobrium?” He smacked his fist
into his palm; the tawny grazers could have heard his
voice and quivered to the vibration half a mile away in
the woods. “Now manifestly I am no Marxian. The Rus-
sian experiment, for all its important achievements, was
ethically and politically a dead end. And why? Because
dictatorship supervened. Because in Russia the essence of
social democracy was never in effect, once more the cause
of the common man was lost. Now in the very first amend-
ment I proposed, or I should say tried to propose—"

I heard himout. ..

v

Rain fell heavily all through our sixteenth day on De-
meter; warm rain without a wind; we huddled miserably
in the shelter. Laurette put in the time mending some of
our clothes. Paul read, glued to the scanner—politics I
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guess, or psychology. Miranda played chess with me, and
listened to Sibelius.

Our seeds from Earth had rotted. The day before we
had dug up a few—squash, corn, garden pea, bean seeds,
all sodden pulp without life. But here and there a wheat
kernel showed a feeble sprout. Even the busy grubs in
Demeter’s earth had not wanted them.

Of course, one can get along on a carnivorous diet. If
our rabbits could flourish on Demeter’s grass, probably
the sheep and cattle from Galileo could do the same. I
had shot two of the deer-like animals. We tried the meat
on the white rats and then ate of it without harm—mut-
tony and rank, but not impossible.

The rain stopped after sunrise of the seventeenth day.
I took off for a wider reconnaissance. Captain Madison
had suggested this after learning of the failure of our seeds.
Somewhere in the meadows or hills there ought to be
edible plants worth a try. Captain Madison had also made
it plain that nothing so far reported had discouraged him;
his intention was to bring the whole colony down at the
end of our four weeks. “Keep in your calculations, Davy,
that we’ll bring machines and three hundred pairs of
hands.”

It didn’t sound like talk for my morale. And I won-
dered, I think for the first time, what the mere fact of
the pilot mission might be doing to those who remained
on the ship. ...

I left the plateau behind me and flew north, a broaden-
ing morning on my right hand. The world glittered from
the rain, the forest a field of diamonds. At five thousand
feet, I saw that island twenty miles out from the river
mouth shining like dawn made tangible.

Del Sentiero’s suggestion of an island for the colony
had been overruled; but shouldn’t I at least go and look?
Wasn’t I playing it by the seat of my pants, accepted
leader of the pilot mission?

Accepted anyway by Miranda and partly by Laurette
Vieuxtemps. Paul Cutter was still at his brittle play-acting,

ludicrously deferring to me, contriving each time to drop
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a hint that my “glory” would end. He seemed unworried
about a bloody nose—may have craved one.

With Laurette, the question of leadership hardly arose,
for she was sensible, hard-working; given another year on
Galileo she would have earned a title. There hadn’t been
more than two or three occasions when it was up to me
to tell her what to do, and those unimportant. She was
inevitably remote from us in her religious faith, which
answered a need in her mind not present in my own.
Unlike our kind, perpetually worried chaplain, Laurette
paid Miranda and me the rare courtesy of not trying to
change our agnosticism. She may have been privately sorry
for us, but we were spared hearing about it. We were
friends; we got along in the limited area of mental contact.

Again I did not go to look at my island. Perhaps I
was afraid that its summoning beauty was an effect of
haze, distance, memory and irrelevant dreams . . . Some
of the time as I flew north I was reliving a moment of
the day before, when Miranda grinned at me across the
shambles of the chessboard and said: “The things that
happen when your knights break loose are pitiful, that’s
all. I find myself caring deeply about that butchered pawn,
Captain Leroy.” Caring—she wasn’t talking about chess.
She proved that in the night, when the rain tapped on the
roof of our shelter, and she was whispering we’d try again,
maybe our child would be the first to be conceived on the
planet Demeter. . ..

The seaward slopes of the foothills had changed color
after the rain. From an even, reddish green they had be-
come a riot of tomato-scarlet splashes. I supposed—and
I was wrong—that the downpour must have brought some
plant into sudden blossoming.

I skimmed past the hills searching for a level place to
land. Not so easy; the terrain was nearly all sloping, veg-
etation thick. The radio was with me: I had thought it
safer to leave it installed in the plane, on the chance we
might have to take off from the plateau in a hurry. Now
I could picture myself abandoning a wrecked plane and
the only means of communicating with Galileo. 1 could
observe a lost human fool groping back twenty-odd miles
38
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through unknown forest, no armament except the .32 at
my hip, no assurance that I could scale the walls of the
plateau if I reached it. Even snug in the perfectly func-
tioning plane, wasn’t I a very naked creature in a lonely
place? But I think any planet is a lonely place.

At four hundred feet I learned it was no blooming of
flowers down there. The brilliance was that of scarlet fruit,
on great tangles of low-growing bushes unlike any we had
found on the plateau.

Evidently, while it grows, the fruit of those bushes wears
a dull powdery bloom. The samples I later secured carried
traces of it. It must be that in the final ripening the bloom
loosens, washed away by the rain, so that when the hills
break out in a sudden gleaming it’s time for harvest.

The lizards were at it.

On every hillside where the fruit was shining, a dozen
or more of those monsters writhed and scampered on short
saurian legs. They paid no heed to the plane, nor to the
hundreds of small bird-like creatures that darted about
sharing the meal. It was hot holiday for the lizards in the
genial sun; their black enormous jaws munched and slob-
bered, dripping scarlet. Here and there about the slopes,
gorged pairs were breeding. When I cut the jets for brief
glides I could hear the bellowing and roaring, smashing
of bushes and the monstrous slap of black primordial flesh
against flesh.

Just hungry and lusty hermaphrodite vegetarians having
themselves a Mesozoic ball. But not too good for a little
thin-hided foreign mammal who hadn’t been invited. I
climbed back to a thousand feet and began to get mad.
They were first comers by several million years, had a
right to the red lush stuff and needed it. But so did 1.

A few miles further on I located a small valley in a
pocket of the hills, with enough level ground for landing.
The eastern of the two slopes closing it in bore the red
splashes; the lizards were present there too, but not so
numerously. I noticed only five or six as I circled down.
If I dared climb that slope on foot for a hundred yards,
I would be at the edge of the area where the bushes grew.

It became a thing that had to be done. I don’t believe
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I was trying to prove anything. I haven’t much patience
with heroes. I’'m afraid many of them have been in the
pattern of Paul Cutter, ridden by the devil of one idea,
and legend has supplied the pleasing part of the picture
after silence took them. I'm simply a Randy who loves
the idea of staying alive. I just wanted some of that fruit
for my people and me.

The clamor of the beasts surged up to me as soon as
I shut off the jets. Only a few, they made uproar enough
for a convention. I lit nicely, coming to rest in the shadow
of a tall solitary tree, and knew I must start at once, or
hesitation would demoralize me. I took a sack for the
fruit, and my .32, which might at least make me look
like a hero later if one of the boys happened to step
on me.

I was counting on the dullness of a primitive brain in
a saurian hulk, too dim even for curiosity about the plane.
I forgot that while the lizards were enjoying rich food
and love, something else might be planning to enjoy the
lizards. And, yes, there was a slight error of a few mil-
lion years, for which I had no excuse after shooting mam-
mals on the plateau. If Demeter’s evolution has paralleled
Earth’s as closely as I think, those “lizards” are a sur-
vival from long ago. I was mistaking pseudo-Cenozoic for
quasi-Mesozoic—Dr. Bunuan wouldn’t have liked that.

At the base of that eastern slope the grass admitted
some vegetation different from any I had so far seen.
Many individual plants—call them weeds—were bushy,
some taller than my head. This tall growth thickened as
I climbed. For several yards I glimpsed no more of the
revels up yonder, only heard the sodden gurgling and
the roaring.

In the thicket T won a good look at one of the small
flying animals clinging to a tall weed. It let me blunder
within ten feet and then sailed off swift and airy. Not a
bird; furry, with small teeth; the size of a big robin. The
triangular wings are anchored, not to the hind foot like a
bat’s, but to the animal’s side just below a rather large
rib-cage. The free hind legs pull up in flight and vanish
in the belly-fur. It seemed to me that two of the modified
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- phalanges were projecting beyond the upper angle of the
- wing, but I couldn’t be sure. Maybe they hang themselves
up to sleep, like bats.
At the upper limit of the thicket I halted to watch
through the leaves. The nearest of the red-fruited bushes
were still at some distance. I would have to step out in
. the open—not nice, but better than scuttling back from
| the riot empty-handed and licked. I told myself those jolly
- black nightmares were not aggressive. Their enormous
| grappling—just sex, Demeter style. I'd heard of sex.

The lizards’ vision might be dim; maybe that was why
. they had ignored the plane. Really there was nothing ter-
. rible about them except their size. They wouldn’t smell
" me—a light breeze blew toward me down the slope, bring-
ing me their musky reek.

I crawfished into the sunlight holding open the mouth
of my sack, and snatched at the red pear-shaped fruit, a
little thieving mammal making off with whatever wasn’t
~ nailed down. The fruit, big and firm, separated readily
from the stems, warm with sunshine, aromatic like musk-
| melon, smooth and delightful in the hand.
[ The lizards paid no attention, though the bushes where
| I was pilfering their steak and potatoes stood hardly twenty

yards from the spot where the nearest one of them lurched
about alone. And when the other beast crashed out of
deep bushes up there on my left, the only lizard that
acted aware of the attack was that nearest one—when he
was knocked flat by the rushing impact, stricken in the
belly by orange fangs.

Earth-born, I thought of it as a bear—shaggy block of
body, massive head, thick long-clawed legs. The color was
| dull cinnamon. It was more than half the length of the
lizard it assaulted, and taller—I suppose about the size of
the brown Kodiak bears of Alaska. Now, being still alive,
I peacefully remember, from boyhood reading, someone’s
statement that if a Kodiak bear stood upright inside an
ordinary house his head would poke well into the second
story—so it wouldn’t do you much good to hightail into
the bathroom and slam the door.
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That killer was majestically casual, rearing over the
lizard, driving down both forepaws as a bear might grab a
log, twitching the black monster over on its back with
impudent ease and tearing open the pale belly with a
swipe of orange tusks. Then I think it sheared the muscles
of the hind legs, the stabbing bites too swift for my eye
to follow. The lizard’s legs quit threshing; they twitched
without effort or purpose. I saw no teeth in the howling
cavern of the lizard’s mouth. And while the bear began
to feed on the slow-dying thing, the other lizards up the
slope continued gorging and mating.

I’m not sure a small mammal from Earth’s 21st Century
should have witnessed that kind of death. No more sig-
nificant than other kinds, but at this moment of writing
I tend to remember it too much: the gaudy mess of it,
the other lizards’ unconcern, the mindless cruelty that was
not cruelty at all but only single-minded hunger. For a
second or two there in the sun I myself was lizard and
bear, killer and killed, knowing down in the gut how it
was for both of them.

After all, in the home cave of one of my great-grand-
fathers, Homo Pekinensis, there was a rather messy as-
sortment of human bones, well gnawed; difficult to hush
up that kind of family history.

I backed slowly into the thicket, once more Homo
Quasi-sapiens. I had my peewee .32 out; my left hand
clung to the sack with its couple of dozen lumps of scarlet
treasure. Some noise I made must have caused the bear’s
head to swing. It saw me and stood quiet, measuring me
with little wicked orange-veined eyes. A chunk of the
lizard’s liver hung dripping from its under jaw.

No use trying to freeze; it knew I was alive and in-
teresting. It turned unhurriedly to study me. The piece of
liver, bigger than my head, dropped to the ground. Not
losing sight of me, the bear snuffed it, swallowed it in a
gulp, and walked toward me, head swaying from side
to side. Under stress one still observes: for the record, the
pair of upper teeth that would be called canine in an Earth
animal are about ten inches long, and slant outward; I
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. believe the ends thrusting down beyond the under jaw
. have a slicing edge on the inner side.

I fired twice, trying for the eyes. Then I was in the

~ thicket, reeling to one side as the crazed roaring mass

plunged for the spot where I had been, and shuddered
past me down the hill. It fell, rose on its hind legs to an
impossible height, fell again rolling, scrabbling pitiably at
its head with both paws, as a human being might clutch
at a mortal wound. It should have been dead or helpless
from the anesthetic poison in those bullets. But it would
not die.

I followed. My body was sick and shaking. When the
beast fell the second time, I managed to control my right
hand and place more shots. One of them pierced the spine,
for the bear plainly could not rise. But since it could not
even then die, I must suppose the poison of those bullets
has no rapid effect in the bloodstream of the animals of
Demeter. The deer-like things, and the ocelot-like thing,
I had shot on the plateau received heart or head wounds

. severe enough to account for the way they toppled over

without a struggle. That bear was still trying to crawl to-
ward me, hauling with vast forelegs, when I stepped close
and put him out with a bullet that shattered the skull.

My wits came back, too gradually. I knew I was hear-
ing something beside the commotion of the lizards up the
hill. T pawed at the sweat dribbling into my eyes. Well,
of course—that shrill imperious buzz could only be our
radio in the plane. Galileo calling, report overdue.

My left hand was locked in a grip on that sack or I
might have lost it. I remembered it as I reached the
plane and flung it in ahead of me. I croaked: “Leroy to
Galileo, over.”

“Where the hell were you?” Madison was shouting.
“You all right?”

“Yes. Recon, away from plane, sorry, ran into bit of
delay.”

“All right.”

“Sure. I just—"

He cut in sharply: “Where are you? Where’s the plane?”
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“I’'m about thirty miles north of the plateau. Went to
look for edible plants, found ’em too I think. I—"

“Alone?”

R s

“What'’s the fog, Davy? We can’t even find the plateau.”

“Fog?” I was panting, sick and stupid. “Fog, on the
plateau?”

VI

Madison said carefully: “There are several areas of thick
fog over the region of the plateau and south of there.
They were still developing when we got your territory in
the sights ten minutes ago. Now they seem to have stopped
spreading. I’'m watching a white blur the same size and
shape as the plateau. I can see five other fog areas along
the foothills to the south, none up where you must be.
Over.”

“I'm taking off.” I did, my hands thinking for me. The
jets roared and I was climbing.

“I think I see you—sun on the wings. In a valley,
weren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll see the fog from six or seven thousand, then
save your fuel. And don’t get nerved up—it looks like
ordinary fog, milky white. I don’t see how it could be
smoke, starting in so many different places at once. . . .
What about that geyser you reported? Are there others
like it on the plateau?”

I had seen none; there could have been. A few of the
open areas on the plateau were blank sand instead of
grass. There could have been fissures with no vapor col-
umns to reveal them. I remembered and mentioned the
rain of the day before. “Could that have touched off some-
thing?”

Madison said: “Dr. Matsumoto thought of it when we
saw the fog. He’s sweating it out—I’m no geologist, Davy.
He says it’s reasonable—if a heavy seepage of water
reached something hot underground, you might get a vapor
EE]
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cover like that. If it’s just water vapor, it ought to dis-

i sipate fairly soon in this sunlight. Is there any wind?”

“Hardly any.”

Now I could see it in the south, a horror of sluggishly
~ heaving white where I had left my people at work and
- cheerful in a sparkling morning. And once again I glimpsed
~ my island, far to the left, twenty miles out to sea. No
. fog there. A fringe of beach was peacefully gleaming; the
low hills stood tranquil under the sun.

“You’ve reported there’s never much wind.”

- “Only day before yesterday, wind and some overcast,

the day before the rain. Inshore and offshore breezes night
and morning, but at the camp we’ve hardly noticed them;
the trees shut them away. . . . I'm at eight thousand and
going down. I’ve got the landmarks beyond the plateau
- that show me where the camp is.”

“You can’t try to land till it clears—hell, what am I
saying? You don’t need to be told.”

I didn’t need to be told, but I wanted his voice, or
failing that, my own. I reported on the morning’s flight,
* the bushes on the hills, the shift to scarlet and the reason
for it. I told him of the lizards’ festival, the thing I had
killed, the fruit with me in the plane cabin.

“There’ll be food,” he said, “and ways of growing more.
Ways of doing without most of the things we knew on
Earth.”

“Including war.”

“Including war, I hope, though not the causes of it,
which were bound to travel with us, Davy. Look, I must
say again, I must make sure you understand—there’s been
nothing in the reports to change my mind. And this fog
doesn’t, no matter what the reason for it is. This is our
planet and we must take it, never mind your damn dino-
saurs and cave bears and hair-worms—that’s all duck soup.
Don’t worry about it.” He sounded tired, and hoarse.
“Where are you now?”

“About five miles to go. It looks like—just fog.”

“What matters,” he said, “is our people. The ways of
living we must find. New problems. What to do about
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the—30-per-centers. A lot of things not in the Builders’
Directives, Davy.”

“We make our own, don’t we?”

“Of course. And the Builders knew that. All they could
give us were sketches—history. You know, Davy, I'm
rather ashamed, how ignorant of history I was until three
or four years ago, when Andrea began to get through my !
engineer’s crust. Well . . . With this world we must some-
how do better.” Then when I most needed to hear him,
his voice was cut short by a cough. He spoke two or
three more words, blurred as if he had turned his face
away from the transmitter. I caught the meaningless hum
of other voices near him.

Confusion and then silence from the control room of
Galileo. Seething below me, a white nothing of fog.

e

Down in that sea of blindness, Miranda and the others
—1I couldn’t think. I climbed high with full power and :
drifted down again. If they were alive they would hear
the jets. Why shouldn’t they be alive? It was only fog— ,
only fog. If it meant some upheaval from underground,
that would have happened before, at other rains—but
animals and plants lived on the plateau. Why shouldn’t my
people be alive?

Meanwhile Galileo was slipping away to the blind side
of the world. I called them a few times. Then at last:
“Galileo to Leroy.” I knew that voice.

“Receiving.”

“Del Sentiero, David. The Captain was called away.
One of the patches of fog south of you is clearing. Can
you find anything yet?”

“Not yet. Thought I saw treetops, but can’t be sure.
I’'m climbing again, to try it from six thousand.”

“David, consider this an order, as if Captain Madison
were transmitting it. When the fog clears, if you find the
worst has happened and the others are lost—though there’s
no reason I can see to expect it—you will then do every-
thing possible to keep your own self alive, and you will
assist the rest of the colony in coming down. . . . Are
you hearing me?”
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“Yes. The rest of the—"

“We’re coming down. Tomorrow or the day after.”

“But—"

“Forget the four weeks. I can’t give you details—no
time, we’ll soon be out of range. See anything yet?”

“Treetops—yes—it can’t be anything else—yes!” I was
babbling. The plane had gone dangerously low. I shot
up away from the white confusion, but the spots of dark-
ness I had seen could only be treetops.

Del Sentiero was saying: “You’ll find them. Just fog.
One place south of you looks almost normal. Did a min-
ute ago, I mean. We're out of sight now.” His voice was
smooth but faint. I lost some other words in a crackle of
static. They would be slipping to the other side, presently
watching the depth of Demeter’s night.

I rechecked the outer landmarks. The tallest trees near
our clearing grew by the pond. I saw those tops rising
from the swirl of fog and recognized them, dripping, steam-
ing with a thinner vapor in the sun.

Then at the top of the tallest tree—motion, a flutter
of white and blue. Why, on all the world of Demeter I
don’t suppose there’s more than one such bit of color, and
that one is a blouse Miranda wears. I was shouting like
an idiot as I dipped the plane to let her know I had
seen it. Then I swept around and rose—not high this
time, no need.

Cottony white smothered the clearing still, but it was
dwindling. Soon I made out the upper half of our dome
shelter. I could find time now to fret about Galileo, and
Captain Madison. He couldn’t have been called away by
trouble with the ship, could he? My ignorant mind pecked
at the notion of an error in the orbit—then I was going
down into a rolling ground-fog, knowing that the fog was
no more than four or five feet thick on the landing strip.
I touched down, and stepped into vapor barely waist-high,
walked through it over the invisible grass.

Miranda was still waving her blouse like a flag as we
ran to each other in the mist, speaking the same stumbling

| words and not by chance: “What am I without you?”
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The damp air carried a faint reek of sulfur and some-
thing unidentifiable; not a sharp irritant, merely unpleas-
ant. Some fog swirled to my nostrils; I breathed it with
no apparent harm, as Miranda talked in a roughened, un-
comfortable voice.

“The others must be all right. I breathed it, I'm alive.
I think they’re still in the shelter. I'd gone to the pond
for drinking water when it began. I thought, just evapora-
tion from wet ground, then it came thicker, I couldn’t
see my way back to the shelter. Couldn’t see a foot ahead,
eyes watered.” I saw they were still slightly inflamed; her
cute nose was reddened; but she was alive. “I called, I
guess they didn’t hear—it choked me some, couldn’t make
much noise. People can’t live here, Davy, if this happens.”

“No, but I've found a place where they can. Our island
—wait till you see—no fog there.” I couldn’t talk well
either.

She was rubbing her face‘in my shirt. “Couldn’t think
of anything but that tree.”

“Good thinking.”

“At the top, it was all around me still, but I knew
you’d be coming back. I just hung on—"

I said: “How else would we ever win Demeter . . . ?”

Laurette was in the shelter, in her “room”—we used
that word for the plastic-walled compartments that gave
us a bit of privacy—and she was alone. I shouted for
Paul and heard no answer. Laurette was red-eyed, red-
nosed, from the vapor I think, and not from tears. As
Miranda hurried in, Laurette looked up from the table
where she sat, indifferently, almost as if puzzled by
Miranda’s urgency.

“Laurette, come out of this! It’s clearing outside. Davy’s
got back.” Laurette blinked; Miranda shook her. “What’s
the matter? Come out into the air, it’s much clearer out-
side.”

Laurette stood up then drowsily and left the shelter
with us. She gazed about the clearing, where now the fog
was no more than a heaving, milky blur over the grass.
She said: “We go on living a while?”

“Laurette, what’s happened?”
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“Why, nothing, Miranda.” She was not speaking im-
patiently. “I understand it now, that’s all. We weren’t
meant to come here.”

“Not meant”—for once in my life I saw Miranda angry.
She started once or twice to speak, then only said, with
too much restraint: “Forgive me if I don’t think you’re
that much wiser than the rest of us.”

“Nothing to forgive.” Laurette spoke gently, and with
the note of forgiveness. “I’'m not, dear, it’s not my wisdom.
You see, we’ve all been very stupid. The radiation sick-
ness back on Earth—that was the judgment. We should
have understood then.”

Miranda’s brown eyes went incandescent, then quiet.
“Well,” she said, “maybe you’d still better forgive me, for
understanding my own little speck of life rather differently.”

I noticed a table outside the shelter, part of Laurette’s
laboratory equipment, overturned, solutions spilled, glass-
ware broken. No great damage except the loss of several
hours of good work. I asked: “Did Paul do that? Where
is he, Laurette?”

“No,” she said remotely, “I did it. I'm sorry—I guess
I got a bit emotional: silly of me. I know you don’t look
at these things the way I do. Paul—I don’t know. He went
off somewhere, into the fog.” She shrugged, turning more
matter-of-fact, more like the girl we had known. “I won’t
disgrace you again. I can see we’re nothing but naughty
children fighting against the will of God, but since we’re
still alive—well, that must be His will too—somehow. I
won’t say any more about it—you can’t see it my way,

you don’t understand. . . . I couldn’t see for sure, David,
but I think Paul went—that way.” She pointed toward
the pond.

“You two stay together while I find him. That’s an
order...”

I found him soon, by the noise of his footsteps, a small
man blundering toward me through misty tree-shadows,
halting when he saw me, frowning with folded arms but
letting me approach, too unhappy to be absurd. His mouth
was tight, his inflamed eyes steady on me and aloof.
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“Leroy—did Captain Madison order you to go on that
flight this morning?”

“Order me?” I was stupidly puzzled. “No. He suggested
it . .. How do you feel?”

“As you can see, I am still alive.” He tapped a foot
on the ground, brooding, watching me. “He suggested it
—1I suppose after a conference with Dr. Matsumoto?”

“What are you talking about?”

“I know—I'm not supposed to be able to figure things
out . . . I dare say, as soon as you reported that vapor
coming out of the rock, Matsumoto guessed what might
happen after a rain. Then he, and Carey of course, and
Madison—oh well, let it go. You’re just a sort of—innocent
tool, Leroy. You know that, don’t you?”

In a way, I blame Paul’s paranoid state at that time
partly on the fog. I don’t know its chemical qualities—I
suppose our experts will study it when the colony comes
down—but I do know one true name for the thing that
rode that mist: Fear. Laurette had retreated, in her fashion.
Paul had retreated, into this. Miranda—just hung on. And
I was by force of circumstances a pilot. With a Randy’s
scattered knowledge of everything in general and nothing
in particular, I groped after what I ought to do here and
now. I said: “Paul, the colony is coming down tomorrow
or the day after. Del Sentiero just told me so.”

“Del Sentiero!” Something blazed up cleanly in him—
courage or hope or common sense—and a great deal of
the misery and sour suspicion drained away. I take no
credit for it; I hadn’t remembered that del Sentiero was
one of the few he admired and, more important, trusted.
“Well!—that’s different! Tomorrow? They’re not waiting?”

“No. The ship went out of range before del Sentiero
could explain it, but I got that much for sure. And I've
found a place where there’s no fog, an island. We’re go-
ing there now, soon as we can pack up—Ilet’s get going.”

“An island.” He liked that too. He rubbed his face,
and smiled, and delivered the greatest understatement so
far made on the planet Demeter: “I suppose my judgment

isn’t always too good, Dave, and I've been under a—sort
of strain.”
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“Sure,” T said. “Let’s move.” I bumped his shoulder,
and we walked peacefully back to the plane, damn near
friends.

Today is the 21st of June, and the sound of ocean be-
yond our shelter is the music I remember from childhood.

It is not the month of June on the planet Earth. Andrea
del Sentiero (whom I shall see tomorrow) suggested we
might give that name to our first month here, because in
the old world June was a month of beauty and begin-
nings, an end to the troubling dangerous time of spring.

The orbit of Demeter and the phases of the green moon
give us a year of fourteen four-week months. We can name
the others as we please, when June is over. Next year, if
the bushes grow that quickly from the seed I took, the
hills of this island will redden with the harvest of early
summer. But this is the 21st of June in the Year One.

The island is quiet. I miss the morning and evening
music of the birds I remember. I miss the butterflies and
moths, the dragonflies. We shall gradually learn about
other creatures of Demeter, and our children—if we can
have them—will feel no such nostalgia.

A firm beach two miles long faces the mainland, and
two promontories like the horns of a crescent create a
bay there; it would be a good harbor for boats of shal-
low draft. I landed on the beach. The larger landing ships
from Galileo can touch down on the water and ride in
easily. East of the crescent, the island is an oval block
of about thirty square miles, the only level land in small
mountain valleys of the interior. I noticed lakes and
streams, one large enough to be called a river. No red
fruit grows on the slopes. I believe it will.

We flew low over every part of the island before land-
ing. Miranda spotted a few “deer.” No larger forms; no
lizards. The bears could be living here—if they are they’ll
have to go the hard way. We have searched samples of
the beach sand for hair-worms and found none. They
may be here but didn’t Captain Madison himself call
that sort of thing duck soup?

We had the shelter up, under tree cover at the edge
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of the beach, when Galileo called in again. It was Andrea
del Sentiero. Even that early, I could honestly give him
a good report of the island, and he told me once more
that the colony would come down without waiting for the
four weeks. I asked for three or four days to explore and
make sure, and he agreed—I may have spent too much
of that time in writing up this sketchy personal account.
But we know the island is good. As for shortening the
pilot mission—well, those people up there voted so.

In a sense, they voted against the Builders’ Directives,
or at least against the logic of the pilot mission, which so
far as I can see is still perfectly unanswerable—as logic.
Against it, our people mount the equally unanswerable
logic of love. They said in effect that since we four had
come down, they could do nothing but follow.

Del Sentiero said: “David, with regard to Captain
Madison . . .”

The silence hurt. I said: “What?”

“I'm sorry, I was hunting for words, but there are none
of the kind I need. I suggest you remember the legend
of Moses. It happened very quickly, David. A coronary
—he’d been getting warnings; no one else knew of it ex-
cept Dr. Dana. After that coughing spell—I guess
you heard it—he turned to us and said: ‘Davy’s
going down, but the fog is clearing.” Then I think his eyes
troubled him, because he stood up and tried to move
nearer the view-plate. I reached him before he fell. He
said: ‘We’ll do better—we must.’

“That was all, David—but I think he was satisfied that
we would. . . . You agree?”

&Yes.”

And I do. Laurette may see us as the naughty rebel-
lious children of God. Paul may spin visions of a perfect
state that can never exist except inside the sanctuary of
a lonely mind. Miranda will just hang on. And I think
we shall be able to deal with each other in charity, more
or less, and mind our campfires.
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BIG SWORD
BY PAUL ASH

It has been said that our Galaxy is so
huge, and contains so many stars with their
array of planets, that practically every con-
ceivable—and many inconceivable—varia-
tions on the theme of life should exist
somewhere in its vastness. Most of the planets
will, of course, be empty of any living matter
—and, indeed, be completely uninhabitable.
Some, though, like Lambda in this story, may
have their own individual and probably
unique life forms.

The field of science fiction has produced,
over the past few decades, a bewilderingly
various number of imaginative inventions on
the theme of life in the universe; but few as
ingenious as the one you will encounter in
this tale. It utilizes one of our own Earth’s
most bizarre methods of achieving the con-
tinuity of life that is race immortality, and
for the same cause, as you will see. There is
no reason on earth or off it why there
should not be parallels of that sort between
the ways of our own fauna and flora and:
those of planets millions of light years distant
from us, in actual reality as well as in fiction.

By the way, the pseudonymous British
author, Paul Ash, has also published two
science fiction stories in Analog under the
name of “Pauline Ashwell’—which is also a
pseudonym! How is that for a ‘“double
cover?”
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He was taller than the tallest by nearly an inch, be-
cause the pod that hatched him had hung on the Tree
more than twenty days longer than the rest, kept from
ripening by all the arts at the People’s command. The flat
spike sheathed in his left thigh was, like the rest of him,
abnormally large: but it was because he represented their
last defense that they gave him the name, if a thought-
sign can be called that, of “Big Sword.”

He was a leader from his birth, because among the
People intelligence was strictly proportional to size. They
had two kinds of knowledge: Tree-knowledge, which they
possessed from the moment they were born; and Learned-
knowledge, the slow accumulation of facts passed on from
one generation to another with the perfect accuracy of
transmitted thought, which again was shared by all alike.
The Learned-knowledge of the People covered all the ne-
cessities that they had previously experienced: but now
they were faced with a wholly new danger and they needed
somebody to acquire the Learned-knowledge to deal with
it. So they made use of the long-known arts that could
delay ripening of the pods on the Tree. These were not
used often, because neighboring pods were liable to be
stunted by the growth of an extra-large one, but now there
was the greatest possible need for a leader. The Big Folk,
after two years of harmlessness, had suddenly revealed
themselves as an acute danger, one that threatened the
life of the People altogether.

Tree-knowledge Big Sword had, of course, from the
moment of his hatching. The Learned-knowledge of the
People was passed on to him by a succession of them
sitting beside him in the treetops while his body swelled
and hardened and absorbed the light. He would not grow
any larger: the People made use of the stored energy of
sunlight for their activities, but the substance of their
54
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bodies came from the Tree. For three revolutions of the
planet he lay and absorbed energy and information. Then
he knew all that they could pass on to him, and was
ready to begin.

A week later he was sitting on the edge of a clearing
in the forest, watching the Big Folk at their incomprehen-
sible tasks. The People had studied them a little when
they first appeared in the forest, and had made some at-
tempt to get in touch with them, but without success. The
Big Folk used thought all right, but chaotically: instead
of an ordered succession of symbols there would come a
rush of patterns and half-patterns, switching suddenly into
another set altogether and then returning to the first, and
at any moment the whole thing might be wiped out al-
together. Those first students of the People, two genera-
tions ago, had thought that there was some connection
between the disappearance of thought and the vibrating
wind which the Big Folk would suddenly emit from a
split in their heads. Big Sword was now certain that they
were right, but the knowledge did not help him much.
After the failure of their first attempts at communication
the People, not being given to profitless curiosity, had left
the Big Folk alone. But now a totally unexpected danger
had come to light. One of the Big Folk, lumbering about
the forest, had cut a branch off the Tree.

When they first arrived the Big Folk had chopped down
a number of trees—ordinary trees—completely and used
them for various peculiar constructions in the middle of
the clearing, but that was a long time ago and the People
had long since ceased to worry about it. Two generations
had passed since it happened. But the attack on the Tree
itself had terrified them. They had no idea why it had
been made and there was no guarantee that it would not
happen again. Twelve guardians had been posted round
the Tree ready to do anything possible with thought or
physical force to stave off another such attack, but they
were no match for the Big Folk. The only safety lay in
making contact with the Big Folk and telling them why
they must leave the Tree of the People alone.

Big Sword had been watching them for two days now
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and his plan was almost ready. He had come to the con-
clusion that a large part of the difficulty lay in the fact
that the Big People were hardly ever alone. They seemed
to go about in groups of two or three and thought would
jump from one to another at times in a confusing way:
then again you would get a group whose thoughts were
all completely different and reached the observer in a
chaotic pattern of interference. The thing to do, he had
decided, was to isolate one of them. Obviously the one
to tackle would be the most intelligent of the group, the
leader, and it was clear which one filled that position:
he stood out among his companions as plainly as Big
Sword. There were one or two factors to be considered
further, but that evening, Big Sword had decided, he would
be ready to act.

Meanwhile the Second Lambdan Exploratory Party had
troubles of their own. Mostly these were the professional
bothers that always accompany scientific expeditions; dam-
aged equipment, interesting sidelines for which neither
equipment nor workers happened to be available, not
enough hours in the day. Apart from that there was the
constant nag of the gravitation, twenty per cent higher
than that of Earth, and the effect, depressing until you
got used to it, of the monochromatic scenery, laid out
in darker and lighter shades of black and gray. Only the
red soil and red rocks varied that monotony, with an effect
which to Terrestrial eyes was somewhat sinister. Never-
theless, the Expedition were having fewer troubles than
they expected. Lambda, apparently, was a thoroughly safe
planet. Whatever those gray-and-black jungles might look
like it appeared that they had nothing harmful in them.

At thirty light-years away from Earth most personal
troubles had got left behind. John James Jordan, however,
the leader of the party, had brought his with him. His
most urgent responsibility was in the next cabin, in bed
and, it was to be hoped, asleep.

There was no doubt about it, a man who made his
career in space had no business to get married. Some men,
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of course, could take their wives with them: there were
three married couples on the expedition, though they were
with the first party at base on the coast. But for a space-
man to marry a woman and leave her at home didn’t
make sense.

He wondered, now, what he had thought he was doing.
Marriage had been a part of that hectic interval between
his first expedition and his second, when he had arrived
home to find that space exploration was News and every-
body wanted to know him. He had been just slightly home-
sick, that first time. The idea of having somebody to come
back to had been attractive.

The actual coming back, three years later, had not been
so good. He had had time to realize that he scarcely knew
Cora. Most of their married life seemed to have been
spent at parties: he would arrive late, after working over-
time, and find Cora already in the thick of it. He was
going to have more responsibility preparing for the third
expedition: he was going to have to spend most of his
time on it. He wondered how Cora was going to take it.
She had never complained when he wasn’t there, during
the brief period of their married life: but somehow what
he remembered wasn’t reassuring.

Just the same, it was a shock to find that she had
divorced him a year after his departure—one of the first
of the so-called “space divorces.” It was a worse shock,
though, to find that he now had a two-year-old son.

The rule in a space divorce was that the divorced man
had the right to claim custody of his children, providing
that he could make adequate arrangements_ for them dur-
ing his absence. That would have meant sending Ricky
to some all-year-round school. There was no sense to that.
Cora’s new husband was fond of him. Jordan agreed to
leave Ricky with his mother. He even agreed, three years
later on his next leave, not to see Ricky—Cora said that
someone had told the little boy that her husband was not
his real father and contact with somebody else claiming
that position was likely to upset him.

Once or twice during his Earth-leaves—usually so
crammed with duties that they made full-time exploration
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look like a holiday—Jordan got news of Cora. Apparently
she was a rising star in the social world. He realized,
gradually, that she had married him because for a brief
time he had been News, and could take her where she
wanted to be. He was vaguely relieved that she had got
something out of their marriage: it was nice that some-
body did. He was prepared to grant her doings the respect
due to the incomprehensible. Nevertheless he was worried,
for a moment, when he heard that she had been divorced
yet again and remarried—to a prominent industrialist this
time. He wondered how Ricky had taken it.

His first actual contact with Cora in about seven years
came in the form of a request from her lawyer that he
should put his signature to an application for entrance to
a school. Merely a formality. The insistence on that point
roused his suspicions and he made some inquiries about
the school in question.

Half an hour after getting answers he had found Cora’s
present address, booked a passage on the Transequatorial
Flight and canceled his engagements for the next twenty-
four hours.

He was just in time to get aboard the flier. He had
taken a bundle of urgent papers with him and he had
three hours of flight in which to study them, but he hardly
tried to do so. His conscience felt like a Lothornian cactus-
bird trying to break out of the egg.

Why on Earth, why in Space, why in the Universe
hadn’t he taken some sort of care of his son?

He had never visited Antarctica City before and he
found it depressing. With great ingenuity somebody had
excavated a building-space in the eternal ice and filled it
with a city which was an exact copy of all the other cities.
He wondered why anybody had thought it worth while.

Cora’s house seemed less a house than an animated set
for a stereo on The Life of the Wealthy Classes. It had
been decorated in the very latest style—he recognized one
or two motifs which had been suggested by the finds of
the First Lambdan Expedition, mingled with the usual
transparent furniture and electrified drapes. He was con-
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- templating a curious decorative motif, composed of a
hooked object which he recognized vaguely as some prim-
itive agricultural implement and what looked like a pile-
man’s drudge—but of course that particular mallet-shape
. had passed through innumerable uses—when Cora came
in.

Her welcome was technically perfect: it combined a

warm greeting with just a faint suggestion that it was still
- open to her to have him thrown out by the mechman if
it seemed like a good idea. He decided to get the busi-
ness over as soon as possible.

“What’s the matter with Ricky, Cora? Why do you
want to get rid of him?”

Cora’s sparkle-crusted brows rose delicately.

“Why, Threejay, what a thing to say?”

The idiotic nickname, almost forgotten, caught him off
balance for a moment, but he knew exactly what he
. wanted to say.

“This school you want to send him to is for maladjusted
children. It takes complete responsibility, replacing parents
—you wouldn’t be allowed to see him for the next three
years at least.”

“It’s a very fine school, Threejay. Camillo insisted we
should send him to the best one available.”

Camillo must be the new husband.

“Why?” repeated Jordan.

The welcome had drained right out of Cora’s manner.
“May I ask why this sudden uprush of parental feeling?
You’ve never shown any interest in Ricky before. You’ve
left him to me. I’'m not asking you to take any responsi-
bility. I’m just asking you to sign that form.”

“Why?”

“Because he’s unbearable! Because I won’t have him
in the house! He pries round—there’s no privacy. He
finds out everything and then uses it to make trouble. He’s
insulted half our friends. Camillo won’t have him in the
house and neither will I. If you don’t want him to go
to that school, perhaps you’ll suggest an alternative.”

Jordan was shaken, but tried not to show it. “I’d like
to see him, Cora.”
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As swiftly as it had arisen Cora’s rage sank out of
sight. “Of course you can see him, Threejay!” She turned
to the wall-speaker and murmured briefly into it. “Who
knows, maybe the sight of a really, truly father is all he
needs! You can just have a nice fatherly chat with him
before you have to catch your flier back, and then he’ll
settle down and turn into a model citizen.”

The door slid open and a boy came quietly in. He was
a very neat and tidy boy, small for his age, with a seri-
ous, almost sad expression. He said gently, “Good morn-
ing, Cora.”

Cora spoke over her shoulder. “Ricky, dear, who do
you think this is?”

Ricky looked at the vistor and his eyes. widened.

“You . . . you're Dr. Jordan, aren’t you? You wrote
that book about Cranil—it’s called ‘The Fossil Planet.’
And I saw you on the stereo two nights ago. You were
talking about that place where all the forests are gray and
black. And—" Ricky stopped with his mouth half open.
His face went blank.

“That’s who I am,” said Jordan gravely.

“I know.” Ricky swallowed. “But you’re here . . . I
mean . . . this sounds silly, but I suppose . . . I mean,
you wouldn’t be my father, would you?” :

“Don’t put on an act, Ricky,” said Cora harshly. “You
know perfectly well he’s your father.”

Ricky turned rather white. He shook his head. “No,
honestly. I knew my father’s name was Jordan, but I
just didn’t connect it up. I say—"" he stopped short.

“Yes, Ricky?”

“I suppose you wouldn’t have time to talk to me a
little? About Lambda, I mean. Because I really am in-
terested—not just kid stuff. I want to be a xenobiologist.”

Cora laughed, a delicate metallic sound.

“Why be so modest, Ricky? After all, he’s your father.
He’s apparently decided it’s time he took an interest in
you. He’s due back to that place that fascinates you so
much in a week or two, so I don’t see how he’ll do that
unless he takes you with him. Why not ask him to?”
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Ricky went scarlet and then very pale. He looked
quickly away, but not before Jordan had had time to see
the eager interest in his face replaced by sick resignation.

“Why shouldn’t you take him, Threejay?” went on Cora.
“These Mass-time ships have lots of room. You've de-
cided that it’s time you were responsible for him instead
of me. Those books he reads are full of boys who made
good in space. Why don’t you—"

“Yes, why don’t I?” said Jordan abruptly.

“Don’t!” said Ricky sharply. “Please, don’t! Honestly,
I know it’s a joke . . . I mean I don’t read that kid
stuff now . . . but—"

“No joke,” said Jordan. “As Cora says, there’s lots
of room. Do you want to come?”

And I'd had my psycho check only the week before,
reflected Jordan, and they didn’t find a thing.

He noticed suddenly that a report was moving through
the scanner on his desk—the latest installment of Wood-
man’s researches on the sexual cycles of Lambdan fresh-
water organisms. He’d intended to read that tonight in-
stead of mulling over all this stuff about Ricky.

He pushed the switch back to the beginning, but it
was no use. He remembered how he had felt—how Cora’s
needling had made him feel—and how Ricky had looked
when he grasped that the proposal was serious. No chance
at all of backing out then—not that he had wanted to.
It was true that, with Mass-time flight, there was plenty
of room; one feature of the drive was that within certain
limits the bigger the ship the faster it would go. And he
had complete authority over the selection of personnel
for this second expedition, which was to reinforce the
team already settled on Lambda. Ricky’s inclusion was
taken with a surprising lack of concern by the rest of the
staff. And it had looked as though his insane action was
working out all right. Until the last two days Ricky had
been no trouble at all.

If anything, Ricky had been too desperately anxious
to keep out of the way and avoid being a nuisance, but
he had seemed completely happy. Jordan’s project of
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getting to know him had never got very far, because his
time was fully occupied, but Ricky had spent the weeks
before blast-off mainly in the Interstellar Institute, chap-
eroned by young Woodman, who had taken a fancy to
him. Jordan had taken time out once or twice during
that period to worry over the fact that he was hardly
seeing the boy, but once they got aboard ship it would
be different.

Once aboard ship, absorbed in checking stores and
setting up projects to go into operation as soon as they
landed, it was—once the party’s settled and working, it’ll
be different. He’d have some time to spare.

Unfortunately that hadn’t been soon enough. He should
have paid some attention to Cora. She wouldn’t have got
worked up like that over nothing. She had said Ricky
made trouble. He’d done that all right. And Jordan had
known nothing about it till it attained the dimensions of
a full-blown row.

Rivalry on the expedition was usually friendly enough.
Unfortunately Cartwright and Penn, the two geologists,
didn’t get on. They had different methods of working and
each was suspicious of the value of the other’s work. But
without Ricky they wouldn’t have come to blows on it.

Quite accidentally the riot had been started by Ellen
Scott. As soil specialist she had an interest in geology.
Talking to Cartwright she had happened to say something
about the date of the Great Rift. Cartwright had shot out
of his chair.

“Ellen—where did you get that idea? Who told it to
you?”

Ellen looked surprised.

“I thought you did, Peter. The Great Rift’s your pet
subject. If you didn’t, I suppose it was Penn.”

“I haven’t mentioned it to anyone. I only worked it
out a couple of days ago. It’s in my notes now, on my
desk. Penn must have been going through them. Where
is he?”

“Calm down, Peter!” Ellen got to her feet in astonish-
ment. “Probably he worked it out too—you may have

mentioned something that set him on the track. He must
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~ have mentioned it to me in the last few days, I think . . .

that is, if he was the one who told me.” She looked
puzzled. “I don’t remember discussing it with him. No,
I believe—" she broke off suddenly and refused to say
any more. Cartwright, unmollified, strode off to look for
Penn. Dr. Scott departed in search of Ricky.

“Ricky, do you remember a day or two ago we were
talking about the Great Rift?”

Ricky looked up from the microscope he was using.

“Sure,” he said. “Why?” His smile faded and he began
to look worried. “What'’s happened?”

“You remember you said something about the date—
that it was about fifteen thousand years ago? You did
say that, didn’t you"”

Ricky’s expression had faded to a watchful blank, but
he nodded.

“Well, who told you that? How did you know?”

“Somebody said it,” said Ricky flatly. He did not sound
as though he expected to be believed.

Ellen Scott frowned.

“Listen, Ricky. Dr. Cartwright’s got the idea that some-
body must have looked through the papers on his desk
and read that date. He says he didn’t mention it to any-
one. There may be trouble. If you did get curious and
took a look at his notes—well, now is the time to say
so. It’s not a good thing to have done, of course, but no-
body’ll pay much attention once it’s cleared up.”

“I didn’t look,” said Ricky wretchedly. “I don’t re-
member how I knew, but I didn’t look. Honestly not.”

Unfortunately by that time Cartwright and Penn had
already started arguing which ended with both of them
crashing through the wall of the dining cabin—which had
not been built to take assaults of that kind—and throw-
ing Barney the cook into a kind of hysterics. After that
Jordan came on the scene.

Ricky had come and told him about it all. At least,
he’d said that he had somehow learned that the date of
the Great Rift had been fixed, and had mentioned it to
Dr. Scott while they were talking about geology. He didn’t
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know how he had learned it. He denied looking through
Cartwright’s papers.

It was something that he had told the story, but then
he must have thought that Ellen Scott would if he didn’t.

Jordan’s thoughts wandered off to Ellen for a moment.
She was another person who believed that people who
chose to work on alien planets must avoid personal ties.
How right she was.

Nothing more had happened. Cartwright and Penn
seemed to be on somewhat better terms, having purged
their animosity. But Ricky had been going round with
a haunted and hopeless look on his face and Jordan was
going crazy trying to think up an approach to the matter
which would not drive the boy still further away from
him. But if he really made a habit of prying into private
papers—and Cora had accused him of just that, after all
—something must be done about it.

But what?

Jordan sighed, turned the viewer back to the beginning
again and started to concentrate on Woodman’s report.
He had read three frames when the silence was split by
a terrified bellow from the direction of the forest.

“Uelph! Uelph! Dewils. Uelph!”

Jordan shot through the door, grabbing a flashlight on
the way. It was hardly needed: three moons were in.the
sky and their combined light was quite enough to show
him the huge shape blundering among the cabins.

“Barney!” he shouted. “Stand still!l What’s the matter?”

Barney—seventeen stone on Earth, over twenty on
Lambda—came to a halt and blinked at the flashlight. He
put up a huge hand, feeling at his face. He seemed to be
wearing some sort of mask or muffler over his mouth—
otherwise he was draped in flannelette pajamas of brilli-
ant hue and was barefooted. He ripped off the muffler—
whatever it was—and threw it away. His utterance was
a little clearer, but not much.

“Dewils in a voresh. Caught eee. Woot ticky tuff on
a wouth.”

He was gasping and sweating and Jordan was seriously
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worried. Barney was a superb cook, but he was apt to
get excited and the extra gravitation of Lambda produced
a slight strain on his heart. At that moment Ricky ap-
peared like a silent shadow at his father’s elbow.

“What’s the matter with him?” As usual the boy looked
neat and alert, although at the moment he was wearing
pajamas and a robe. Jordan gestured towards his cabin.

“Take Barney in there and see what’s sticking his
mouth up.” Several other people had appeared by this
time, including Ellen Scott in a brilliant robe and Wood-
man in rumpled pajamas. Jordan sent Ellen to switch
on the overhead floods and organized a search party.

Half an hour later Barney’s mouth had been washed
free from the gummy material which had been sticking
his lips together and he was in some shape to explain.

“I woke up suddenly lying out in the forest. All damp
it was.” He groaned faintly. “I can feel my lumbago
coming on already. I was lyin’ flat on my back and there
was somethin’ over my arms—rope or somethin’. My
mouth was all plastered up and there was a thing sittin’
on my chest. I got a glimpse of it out of the crack of me
eyes, and then it went. There was more of them round.
They was shoutin’.”

“Shouting?” repeated Jordan. “You mean just making
a noise?”

“No sir, they was shouting in English. I couldn’t hear
what, but it was in words all right. They said ‘People.’
That was the only word I got, but that’s it right enough.
‘People.” Then I got my arms free and started to swipe
around. I got hold of one of them and it stung me and I
let it go.”

He pointed to a neat puncture wound in the flesh at
the base of his thumb. Jordan got out antiseptics and
bathed it.

“T got up and ran back,” Barney went on. “I was
only a little way into the forest—I could still see the
lights here. I ran as hard as I could but me feet kept
slippin’.” The light of remembered panic was in his eyes.
“They stuck somethin’ over me mouth—I couldn’t breathe.
It took me hours to get it off. I dunno what it was.”
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“It was a leaf,” said Woodman. He produced a large
leaf, perhaps twenty inches long: it was dark gray and
one surface was smeared with a dully shining substance.
“It’s been coated with some kind of vegetable gum.” L

“But how did you get into the forest, Barney?” de-
manded Dr. Scott. .

Barney shook his head miserably. e

“He walked,” said another of the party. “On his own.
Tracks of his feet in the mud. You’ve been sleepwalking,
Barney.”

“Then where did he get the gag?” demanded Woodman.
“This gum comes from a plant which is quite rare and
there aren’t any within a hundred yards of the clearing.
Besides, we found the place where he’d been lying. A
couple of saplings were bent over and the ends shoved
in the mud—those were used to hold his arms down, I )
reckon. No, he was attacked all right, but what did it?” '

“I suppose,” said Dr. Scott slowly, “this couldn’t have
been somebody’s idea of a joke?” u

There was a brief silence. Ricky looked up suddenly
and caught his father’s eye. His face went rigid, but he
said nothing.

“We shall have to assume it wasn’t,” said Jordan. “That
means precautions. We always assumed that Lambda was
a safe planet. Apparently we were wrong. Until we know
what happened no one goes out alone. Those of you who
have observations to make outside will have to work in
pairs and with your radios turned on. We’ll arrange for
a monitor on all the individual frequencies. The floods
had better stay on tonight and we’ll have a patrol—three
men keeping in touch. Two hours for each of us. Doc,
will you see to Barney?”

The medical officer nodded and took Barney off to his
cabin, and its specially-strengthened bunk. Jordan looked
thoughtfully at his son.

“You’d better get back to bed, Ricky. Unless you have
anything to contribute.”

Ricky was standing stiffly upright. “I haven’t,” he said.

“Get along, then. Now about this patrol—"

Jordan put himself on the first shift of the patrol—he
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wouldn’t be able to sleep. Why in Space had he brought
Ricky? Either he had brought him into danger or—worse
—Ricky was somehow at the bottom of this. He spent
a good deal of time running errands for Barney. He had
not seemed to mind it, but how did you tell what a boy
was thinking? Might he have thought it funny to send big
Barney lumbering in panic through the forest? And how
could he have done it?

Jordan remembered that Ricky had once been found
reading the article on Hypnosis in the Terrestrial Ency-
clopedia.

And if Ricky was innocent, what could be at the
bottom of that ludicrous and inefficient attack?

In the top of the tallest tree available, Big Sword waited
for daylight and brooded over the failure of his plan.

It was easy enough to get the biggest of the Big Folk
into the forest. He had discovered that for part of the
time they lay folded out flat in their enclosures, with
their eyes shut, and during this time they were more
sensitive to suggestion than when they were active. Big
Sword, whose own eyes had an internal shutter, found
eyelids rather fascinating: he had been tempted to ex-
periment with Barney’s but had refrained. He thought
bitterly that he might as well have done so.

He had summoned twelve of the People and all of them
thinking together had got the Big Person to its feet and
walking. It had occurred to Big Sword that the receptive-
ness of the Big Person might be improved if they got it
to lie down again. He had further decided that, in view
of the blanking-out of thought when the creatures began
to blow through their face-split, this aperture had better
be shut.

That, he now knew, had been a mistake. No sooner
was the gummed leaf in place on the Big Person’s face
than its eyes had popped open and showed every sign
of coming right out of its face. There had been just
warning enough in its thoughts for the band of People
to hop out of range, except for Big Sword, who had had
to use his spike for the first time in his life, to get free.
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Then the great arms had swung dangerously about and
the creature had thrashed to its feet. After that there was
no hope of making contact. Its mind was in a turmoil,
making the People actively uncomfortable: they had re-
treated as far as they could, until the interwoven lives of
trees and other forest creatures were sufficiently inter-
posed to reduce the Big Person’s thoughts to a comforta-
ble intensity. 4

Big Sword had been surprised by the low level of in-
telligence shown by the Big Person. It had made no
effort at all to understand him—its thoughts were a much
worse muddle than any of the others he had investigated.
Perhaps he had made a mistake? Perhaps size among
these monsters was not directly connected with intelli-
gence? Or perhaps it was an inverse relationship?

Big Sword was suddenly desperately thirsty and tired.
He slid into the rain-filled cup of an enormous leaf—
to soak up water through the million mouths of his skin
and make his plans afresh.

The camp next morning was subdued and rather weary.
Nobody had got their full sleep. Now there was all the
awkward business of rearranging a full-time research pro-
gram so that nobody should have to go into the forest
alone. The lurking menace which last night had pro-
vided a formidable thrill, this morning was nothing more
than a vague, dreary uneasiness. Furthermore there was
always the possibility that it would turn out to be nothing
more than the work of an ingenious kid with a distorted
sense of humor. And nobody liked to think what that
would do to Jordan.

The working parties dispersed. Those whose work took
them to the laboratory sheds tried to concentrate on it.
Ricky, who had decided that this was not a morning for
wrestling with lessons, slipped off to see if Barney wanted
any odd jobs done, and was sent to pick fresh beans in
the hydroponics shed.

The mechanical job helped to keep his mind steady.
Having once got out of a nightmare, it was creeping
round him again. This time with a difference.
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There had got to be an explanation somewhere.

When he had left the house in Antarctica he had seemed
to leave all his troubles behind. No more need to keep
a continual watch on himself, in case he let something
out. No more temptation, when in spite of himself he
had put his foot in it again, to come out with something
really startling and see what they could do about it. He
was free. He had been free for months.

Then it started happening all over again. He had heard
all sorts of scientific gossip—people here talked shop all
the time. How was he to know what he’d heard and what
he hadn’t? How could he stop this happening again, now
that whatever it was had followed him out here?

There was just one ray of hope. He couldn’t possibly
have had anything to do with what happened to Barney.
If he could only find out what did that, some real solid
explanation he could show everybody, then he might
somehow be able to tell someone of the way he seemed
to. pick up knowledge without noticing it, knowledge he
had no right to have—

Anyway, doing something was better than just sitting
and waiting for things to go wrong again.

He delivered the beans to the kitchen and wandered
out. The raw, red earth of the clearing shone like paint
in the sun. In places he could still see the traces of Barney’s
big feet, going and coming, leading into the forest. There,
among the black leaves and blacker shadows, lurked some
real, genuine, tangible menace you could go for with a
stick. There was a good supplv of sticks stacked bv his
father’s cabin for the benefit of the working parties. Ricky
provided himself with one.

Big Sword had finished drinking—or bathing, which-
ever way you looked at it—and had climbed out of the
diminished pool in the leaf-cup to spread his membranes
in the sun. He looked like a big bat, lving spread out on
the leaf. The black webs that stretched between his arms
and legs and his sides would snap back into narrow rolls
when he wanted to move, but when he extended them
to catch the sunlight they covered a couple of square
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feet. They absorbed all the light in the visible range and
well into the ultraviolet and infrared. Like most organisms
on Lambda, Big Sword supported himself by a very
efficient photosynthesis.

He had only just begun to make up for the wear and
tear of the night—continuous activity in the dark was
exhausting—when he felt the call out of the forest.

“Longfoot is going, Big Sword. Longfoot is going on
the Journey. You wished to see. Come quickly!”

Big Sword’s membranes snapped into thin ridges along
his arms and legs and he bounded off among the trees.
The Long Journey was mysterious to him, as it was to
all of the People before the urge actually came to them—
but the rest were content to leave it as a mystery. Big
Sword wanted to know more.

He came in flying leaps to the edge of the forest, where
the trees stopped short on the edge of the Great Rift.
Some twenty or so of the People were gathered on the
edge of the sheer cliff. Longfoot sat among them, his
legs twitching occasionally with the urge to be off. As
Big Sword arrived Longfoot shot to his feet, eager to
depart.

“Where are you going?” demanded Big Sword. “What
will you find over there, Longfoot? Why do you want
to cross the waste, with no water and no shade? You will
be dried to a stick before you get halfway across.”

But Longfoot’s mind was shut off; he had no longer
any interest in Big Sword, or the People, or the danger
to the Tree. He did not know why he had to go down
on to the waste of boulders and small stones, but the
urge could no longer be resisted. He dropped over the
edge of the cliff, bouncing from ledge to ledge until he
reached the bottom, and set off across the wide, rock-
strewn plain, along the lines of shadow cast by the newly-
risen sun.

Big Sword watched him sadly. He himself was nearly
a year away from feeling that call which had come to
Longfoot, and the thought of his own journeying did not
trouble him yet. He had been warned early of the dangers

of going out on to the waste and, with the habit of logical
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thought strongly cultivated in him, he was troubled about
what would happen. The waste stretched almost as far
as he could see—at least twelve miles. At the end of it
was the dark line which might have been a far-off con-
tinuation of the Forest. But why Longfoot should have
wished to go there, or the many thousands of the People
who had made that journey before him, Big Sword could
not see.

He went back into the forest and found another perch
on the edge of the clearing. Few of the Big People were
in sight. He was conscious of vague alarms emanating
from those who were within reach—it was an emotion
foreign to his experience, but he disliked it. He wondered
how to set about detaching a specimen from the group,
since the direct method had proved unsuitable.

He became suddenly and sharply aware that one had
detached itself already and was coming slowly towards
him.

Ricky had seen the little black figure sail out of the
shadows and land on an equally black leaf. It took all
his concentration to make it out when it had stopped
moving, but he at last managed to fix its position. Slowly,
casually, he wandered towards it, observing it out of the
corner of his eye.

Its body was a blob perhaps four inches long and its
head about half of that, joined on by a short neck. It
rested on its bent fore-limbs and the hind legs stuck up
like those of a grasshopper; they looked to be at least
twice as long as trunk and head together. As he sidled
closer Ricky could make out the big convex eyes, gray
with black slitlike pupils, filling more than half the face.
Ricky knew the fauna list of Lambda by heart; this
creature was not on it. It must be one of Barney’s “little
devils” all right.

The creature sat quietly on its big leaf as he approached,
with no sign of having noticed him. Now it was just
within his reach if he stretched up. One more step and
he would be right under it—ahhhh!

He had only begun to grab when Big Sword bounced
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over his head, landed lightly on the ground behind him
and leaped sideways into another tree.

Ricky turned, slowly, and began his careful stalk again.
He was murmuring softly to himself, coaxing words de-
rived from rabbit- and guinea-pig owners of his acquaint-
ance: “Come on, come on! Come to uncle. He won’t
hurt you. Nothing to be afraid of. Come on, you little
brute. Come—"

Big Sword sailed away from his grasping hand to land
on a branch ten feet farther-into the forest.

Ricky had entirely forgotten the prohibition on leaving
the clearing; he had forgotten everything except the de-
sire to get hold of this creature, to have it close enough
to examine, to hold it gently in his hands and get it tame.
His stick lay forgotten on the earth outside the forest.

Big Sword was getting irritated and slightly flustered.
It was easy enough to avoid getting caught, but he didn’t
wish to play tag with this creature, he wanted to tame it,
to make it understand him. And its mind seemed to be
shut. What was more, every so often it would begin that
infuriating blowing process which seemed to drain away
its thoughts out of his reach. To know when it was going
to grab he had to watch it the whole time. Finally he took
refuge on a branch ten feet above its head and sat down
to consider.

Ricky, at the bottom of the tree, was experiencing all
the emotions of a dog which has treed a squirrel and now
has to persuade it to come within reach. Apparently he
was licked. If only the little beast would drop on to that
branch there—where that applelike object was—and be-
gin to eat it, perhaps, so that it could forget he was
there =2

Suddenly, the little brute did. At least it dropped to
the lower branch and put its long-fingered hands on the
round knob. Ricky’s mouth opened in amazement.

His hands itched, but he kept them firmly at his sides.
Perhaps he had been standing there so long that it had
forgotten about him and thought he was part of the
landscape. Perhaps if he spread his arms out very, very 1
slowly it would take them for branches and—
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Something like a small explosion happened inside his
head. He blinked and gasped, forgetting all about im-
mobility. He froze again hastily, expecting the creature
to be out of sight. But it was still there.

Big Sword observed this reaction to his vehement nega-
tive with stirrings of hope. The idea of doing what this
creature wanted, as a means of starting communication
by demonstration, had seemed a singularly forlorn one.
But the Big Creature had clearly noticed something.

Big Sword decided that it was time to try a suggestion
of his own. He thought—hard—on the proposition that
the Big Creature should turn around and look the other
way.

The Big Creature ducked its head and blinked its eyes
again. Big Sword got the impression that these reactions
were caused by the strength of his thought. He tried
again, gently.

Something was getting through. Weakly, faintly he felt
a negative reply. The Big Creature refused to turn its
back.

Big Sword put out another suggestion. Let the Big
Creature take one step sideways, away from him.

Hesitantly, the Big Person did. Big Sword copied its
direction in a joyful leap and ended on a level with the
creature’s head.

The next thought reached him, fuzzy but comprehen-
sible. “If you understand me, put your hands on top of
your head.”

Watching suspiciously for any sudden move, Big Sword
obeyed. The posture was not one he could keep up for
long without losing his balance, but he felt the sudden
surge of excitement in the Big Creature and was en-
couraged.

“Now watch! I shall sit down on the ground. Do you
understand what that means? I’m going to sit down.”

The Big Creature folded up in an awkward way; its
knees were on the wrong side of its body, but Big Sword
recognized the operation. He followed it with a thought
of his own. :

“I will spread my membranes out.”
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The Big Creature’s astonishment was a dazzling shock
and he put out a protest. In reply came something which
could be an apology. He sharpened his thoughts and put
out the next one with all the clearness at his command.

“We have proved that we can make contact. Now we
have to practice thinking to and fro until we understand
clearly.”

He had just felt the other’s incoherent agreement when
the interruption began. Another of the Big Creatures came
lumbering between the trees.

“Ricky! Scatter my stuffing, what are you doing here?
You’ll be in the doghouse for sure. Do you want Barney’s
little black devils to carry you away?”

Ricky scrambled to his feet in alarm.

“Sorry, Dr. Woodman, I forgot. I was . . . looking at
things and I came in here without thinking. I'm awfully
sorry.”

“No harm done. Come out before we have any more
alarms and excursions.”

Big Sword felt an impulse of despair from the Big
Creature which he had at last succeeded in taming; it
seemed to regret this interruption even more than he did.
It was anxious that the second Big Creature should not
see him, so he remained still, one dark shape among
many and effectively invisible; but he sent a thought after
the tame one: “Come again! I will be on the edge of the
clearing. Come again!” and was nearly knocked over by
the energy of its reply.

Woodman marched Ricky firmly out of the forest.

“Now you’re here you may as well be useful. I want
to go up to my pet pool and I can’t find a chaperone.
If I've timed it rightly, we should find something interest-
ing up there.”

Ricky summoned up a show of polite interest. Normally
he would have been delighted.

“Is it the pseudohydras again?”

“That’s right. Remember when we saw them catching
those things like two-tailed torpedoes?”
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“Yes, but you said all the ones in the pool had been
eaten now.”

“They have. Here we are. Don’t lean over like that—
they won’t like your shadow. Lie down. So!”

Ricky lay on his belly and stared down into the trans-
parent water. Except where it was shadowed it reflected
the brilliant blue of the sky; the only thing on Lambda
that had a familiar color. He felt, suddenly, stirrings of
homesickness, but they vanished quickly. Homesick, when
the most wonderful thing possible had just happened?
Nonsense!

He concentrated on the pseudohydras. They lived just
where the pool overflowed into a small brown stream.
Each consisted mainly of a network of branching white
threads, up to six inches long, issuing from a small blobby
body anchored on the stones. There were perhaps fifty
of them, and together their tentacles made a net across
the mouth of the stream which nothing larger than a
wheat-grain could escape. The sluggish waters of the
stream must all pass through this living mesh, carrying
anything unlucky enough to swim out of the pool; the
tentacles were immensely sticky and could hold struggling
creatures several times the size of the pseudohydra’s own
body, until the flesh of the tentacles had flowed slowly
around them and enclosed them in a capsule whose walls
slowly digested them away.

“See there?”” whispered Woodman.

Here and there one of the tentacles ended in a trans-
parent, hard-edged blob. Small dark cigar-shaped objects
jerked uneasily within it, perhaps a dozen in each little
case.

“It’s caught some more torpedoes!” whispered Ricky.
“Little tiny ones this time.”

“Not caught,” answered Woodman. “I thought they’d
be ripe today! Watch that one—it’s nearly ready to split.”

A few minutes later the capsule indicated did split.
The tiny torpedo shapes, three or four millimeters long,
spilled out into the water. They hovered uncertainly, veer-
ing here and there under the uneven propulsion of the
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water-jets emerging from the two-pronged hind end. Ricky
gasped.

“It’s let them go! And look—there’s one rubbing against
a tentacle and not getting caught. What’s happened?”

i

Two of the little torpedo shapes came together. They
jerked uncertainly round each other, then swiveled to lie
parallel. They moved off together.

Others were paired already. One pair separated as
Ricky watched them. Two little torpedoes shot off crazily.
One came right under his eyes and he saw that it was
emitting a faint milky stream.

Woodman’s hand came down, holding a pipette. The
torpedo veered off. Woodman sucked up a drop of water
and held out the pipette.

“There,” he said softly. Tiny specks, barely visible,
floated in the drop.

“Eggs,” said Woodman.

“Eggs! But—these are babies. The other ones were
much bigger.”

“So they were, Ricky. Do you know what these are
going to hatch into? More torpedoes? Not on your life!
Unless there’s something else crazy about the life cycle,
these will hatch into little pseudohydras.”

Ricky rolled over to stare at him. “But what are the
big torpedoes, then?”

“This is how I see it. You know about the reproductive
cycles in Coelenterates, back on Earth? Especially
hydroids like Obelia and so on? The sessile ones reproduce
by budding for a while. Then they start to produce buds
which don’t turn out like the parents. Those break off
and go swimming away on their own. They feed and
get big and in the end they produce eggs or sperm, and
the fertilized eggs produce a new sessile generation. Well,
here the free-living forms—the torpedoes—are ready to
lay eggs as soon as they’re released. They mate a few
minutes after hatching and lay eggs as soon as they’re
fertilized. But after that they aren’t finished. They go
swimming around the pool and feed and get fat. And
when they’re full grown, they come swimming back to
76
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the old pseudohydras, and the pseudohydras eat them
and use the food to produce a whole new crop of little
torpedoes. Get it?”

Ricky scowled. “What a disgusting animal.”

“Nonsense! It’s a beautiful piece of natural economy.
Don’t be a snob, Ricky. Just because no terrestrial or-
ganism evolved this way you think it’s unethical. Some
Earth creatures beat pseudohydra hollow for nastiness—
think of some of the parasites. Think of the barnacles,
degenerate males parasitic on the female. There just
aren’t any ethics in evolution except that the species shall
survive, if you call that an ethic.”

Ricky looked at him doubtfully. “We’ve evolved. And
we bother about other species, too.”

Woodman nodded. “We try to—some of us. But our
survival has meant that a good many other species didn’t.”

Something else occurred to Ricky. “This sort of whatsit
—alternate generations—has evolved lots of times on
Earth, hasn’t it?”

“Sure. Dozens of different lines evolved it indepen-
dently, not to mention all the Lambdan forms that have
it, and a few on Arcturus III, and some on Roche’s—
it’s one of the basic dodges, apparently. @ne stage makes
the most of the status quo and the other acts as an in-
surance against possible changes. Once a well-balanced
set of hereditary characters has appeared it can repeat
itself fast by asexual reproduction, without the disorgan-
ization of chromosome reassortment and so on. On the
other hand, should conditions change, a sexually produced
population has a much better chance of showing up a
few adaptable forms. Some lines of life have dropped the
sexual stage, just as some have dropped the asexual, but
it probably doesn’t pay in the long run.”

“How does a stage get dropped?”’

Woodman considered. “I suppose the first stage might
go like this: one single asexual stage—one of these pseudo-
hydras, for instance—happens to get isolated. Say all the
rest in the pool die off. It can produce its little torpedoes,
but there are no mates for them. The pseudohydra goes

on reproducing asexually—you’ve seen how they split
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down the middle—and in the end a mutant form occurs
which doesn’t waste its substance producing useless tor-
pedoes and that breeds faster than the others and in the
end replaces them. That’s just one way it could happen.
In one of the African lakes there used to be annual
swarms of jellyfish, all male. One single asexual stage
must have got trapped in that lake, God knows how long
ago, and it went on producing those useless male jelly-
fish century after century, while asexual reproduction kept
the species going.”

“What happened to it?”

Woodman scowled. “Silly fools polluted the lake with
industrial waste and the jellyfish died out. Come on, it’s
time for lunch.”

Ellen Scott put away the last of her soil samples and
scowled thoughtfully at her apparatus. Tensions in the
camp were mounting and everyone was snapping at every-
body else. One party had decided that Barney’s adventure
was somehow due to Ricky, and wanted to call off the
precautions that hindered their work. The other stuck to
it that Ricky could not have organized it and that pre-
cautions were still necessary. Anyway, who in the other
party was prepared to tell Doc that there was no danger
in the forest except for his son?

Ellen told herself that she was neutral. She didn’t know
whether or not Ricky was behind their troubles and
didn’t much care, if only he would leave off tearing his
father’s nerves to pieces. She had heard a little gossip
about him on Earth after it had been announced that he
was to join the expedition, and though she had discounted
it at the time, after the business of Cartwright’s report
she was inclined to believe it.

People whose work lay in space had no business with
marriage and children. She had decided that for herself
years ago. You could run planetary research properly,
or you could run a family properly. Not both. Children
were part of life on Earth, the settled pattern of security,
with which she had grown so bored, was necessary to
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them. When they were older, perhaps—Ricky had seemed
perfectly happy at first.

But what on Lambda was the matter with him now?
He’d been going around in a dream ever since the night
of Barney’s adventure. Starting suddenly to talk to himself,
breaking off with equal suddenness and an air of annoy-
ance. He didn’t seem now to be particularly worried by
the suspicions floating around the camp, although he
seemed the sort of sensitive boy to be desperately upset
by them. In fact over that affair with Cartwright he had
been upset, and this affair was worse.

And Jordan was obviously heading for a nervous break-
down if this went on much longer.

Ricky, lying in his cabin and theoretically taking his
afternoon rest—imposed because of Lambda’s longer
day—had come to the conclusion that it was time to tell
his father about his Research. Despite his absorption in
his overwhelming new interest, he was vaguely aware
that the grown-ups were getting bothered. For another
he could now “talk” fluently with Big Sword and haltingly
with the rest of the People; he knew what they wanted
and there was no excuse for delaying any longer. Besides,
the results of Research were not meant to be kept to
oneself, they were meant to be free to everyone.

He allowed himself to think for a moment about the
possibilities of his newly-discovered power. Of course,
people had been messing about with telepathy for cen-
turies, but they had never got anywhere much. Perhaps
only a fully-developed telepath, coming of a race to which
telepathy was the sole method of communication, could
teach a human being how to control and strengthen his
wayward and uncertain powers. Or perhaps, thought
Ricky, the people who were really capable of learning
the trick got into so much trouble before they could con-
trol it that they all simply shut it off as hard as they could,
so that the only ones who tried to develop it were those
in whom it never became strong enough to do anything
useful. He himself had now, at last, learned how to shut
off his awareness of other minds; it was the first necessity

for clear reception that one should be able to deafen
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oneself to all minds except one. It occurred to him that
he’d better make that point clear straight off: that he was
not going to eavesdrop on anyone else’s thoughts. Never
again.

But obviously the thing had terrific potentialities for
research, not only into the difficult and thorny problem
of the connection between mind and matter, or into con-
tact with alien races. Why, he could probably find out
what really went on in the minds of terrestrial animals,
those that had minds; and he could find out what it was
that people experienced in a Mass-Time field, which they
could never properly remember afterwards, and—oh, all
sorts of things!

Ricky got up from his bunk. His father ought to be
free at this moment; it was the one time of day he kept
to himself, unless an emergency happened. Quite uncon-
sciously Ricky opened his mind to thoughts from that
direction, to see whether it was a good time to visit his
father’s cabin.

The violence of the thought he received nearly knocked
him over. What on Lambda was stirring old Doc J. up
to such an extent? And—bother, he was talking to some-
body—Woodman, apparently. Ricky, unlike Big Sword,
could still pick up thought at the moment when it drained
into the level of speech, but even for him it was highly
indistinct. He strained, trying to catch the cause of all
his commotion. Woodman had found something—some-
thing unpleasant—something—

Ricky dashed out of the cabin door and crossed the
half-dozen yards that separated his hut from his father’s.
Just outside the voices were clearly distinct; Woodman
was speaking excitedly and loudly.

“It was absolutely devilish! Oh, I suppose it was physi-
cal—some sort of miasma—in fact it nearly knocked me
down, but it felt just exactly as though somebody were
standing and hating me a few yards off. Like that feeling
you get after space ’flu, as though nobody loves you,
only this was magnified about a million times—the most
80
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powerful depressant ever, and absolutely in the open air,
too.”

“Where was this?”

“The eighth sector—just about here.”

He was evidently pointing to a map. Cold with appre-
“hension, Ricky deliberately tried to probe into his father’s
mind, to see just what they were looking at. The picture
was fuzzy and danced about, but he could see the point-
ter Jordan was using—the ivory stylus he always carried,
and—yes, that was the clearing in the forest that housed
the Tree itself! The guards about it had been all too
successful in their efforts to keep intruders away.

Jordan laughed harshly. “Do you remember that we
scheduled this planet as safe?” He got to his feet. “First
Barney encounters devils and now you’ve discovered the
Upas Tree. You're sure this gas or whatever it is came
from the plants?”

“I’m certain it was this one particular tree. It’s by itself
in the middle of an open space. The feeling began when
I was six feet from it. It has big pods—they may secrete
the toxic stuff. Though it must be intermittent—I collected
a branch once before and didn’t feel anything. Perhaps it’s
seasonal.”

“Well, it'll have to come down.” Ricky, horrified, felt
his father’s savage satisfaction at coming across an enemy
he could deal with. “Ellen wants to push her soil exam-
inations out in that direction—it’s the only sector we
haven’t covered yet and a good many people want to
work there.”

Ricky straightened from his crouching position under
the window and appeared like a jack-in-the-box over the
sill.

“You mustn’t, Doc! Honestly you mustn’t. That Tree’s
terribly important. It’s only—"

“Ricky!” Jordan lunged to his feet, scattering objects
across his desk. “Were you listening to my conversa-
tion?”

Ricky turned white. “Yes, I was, but—"

“Go to your cabin.”
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Woodman made a move to intervene, but Jordan
brushed it aside.

“I’'ll speak to you later. For the moment, you’ll go to
your cabin and stay there, until I have time to deal with
you.”

Woodman thought that Ricky was about to make some
further protest, but after a moment’s tension he turned
and bolted.

Jordan picked up the stylus with a trembling hand.

“I'll come with you and investigate this thing at once,
Woodman. We’ll need masks and an air-sampler, and we
may as well take one of those portable detection Kkits.
Can you draw them from the store, please, and be ready
in ten minutes. Get a blaster, too.”

Woodman thought of arguments and decided against
them. Old Jordan had been stewing up for something like
this for the last week and it was probably better to let
him get it out of his system. When it came to the point
Jordan wouldn’t start destroying things without careful
consideration; he was too good a scientist for that. Wood-
man didn’t know why Ricky was so concerned, but he
himself would take good care that a possibly unique speci-
men wasn’t damaged in a hurry. He went for the equip-
ment. :

Jordan hesitated at the entrance to Ricky’s cabin. He
heard a slight movement within, and moved on. He was
still trembling with a fury that he only half understood,
and knew that he was in no state to conduct a delicate
interview, or even to think straight. Better leave the boy
alone until he had got things sorted out in his own mind.

Ricky, lying tense on his bunk, “listened” with all his
power. Old Woodman didn’t really approve of this ex-
pedition, made in such a hurry. Good. Doc. J. was half
aware that his own brain wasn’t working straight. Good
again. Ricky spared a moment to wish that he had given
more thought to his father during the last week, but it
was too late for that now. Even if Jordan didn’t take a
blaster to the Tree straight off the People were still
perched on the thin edge of disaster. For the first time
since he had understood what Big Sword wanted him to
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do, Ricky began to doubt whether it could be done. Were
people going to listen to him? Were Doc. J. and Woodman
and Miss Ellen and the rest of them really any different
from Cora and Camillo and all the other people on Earth
who didn’t even try to understand?

No, there was only one way to make the People safe—
if it would work. And he’d got to take it. Because this
was his own fault for not telling Doc. J. sooner. He’d
acted like a silly kid, wanting to keep his secret to himself
just a little longer. Well, now he was not going to act like
a silly kid. He was going to put things right, if he could—
righter than they were before. With any luck it would be
hours before anyone missed him. He might even be able
to do what he wanted and call back on his transmitter
to explain beforethey found that he had gone.

Ricky was already out of the clearing before Jordan,
who had started out with Woodman, turned back to speak
to Dr. Scott.

“Ellen, I’ve left Ricky in his cabin. We had a . . . dis-
agreement. I think he’s better left to himself just now, but
would you mind going to his cabin in an hour or so, to
see that he’s all right?”

“Of course, John. But what—?”

“No time now. I'll explain later. Thank you, Ellen.
Good-by.”

There was no undergrowth in the forest but the branch-
es were extremely thick and the darkness beneath them
almost complete. Jordan, following Woodman through
the trees at the slow pace enforced by these conditions,
felt his anger drain away and a deep depression take its
place. What sort of showing had he made, either as a
father or as the head of the expedition? This particular
episode was quite idiotic. There was nothing in Wood-
man’s report to call for this immediate dash into the
forest. He should at least have stopped to find out what
Ricky knew about it—and now that he was cooling off,
Ricky’s anxiety seemed more and more puzzling. If it
weren’t that to turn back would make him look even
more of a fool than he did already, he would have given
up and gone to find out what the boy knew.
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In front of him Woodman came to a halt.

“That’s it, sir! That’s the Tree! But—there’s no feeling
about it now.”

Jordan brushed past him.

“Stay here. Be ready to put your mask on.” He walked
slowly forward until he was right under the branches of
the Tree.

On either side of the clearing, sitting in the treetops,
the Guardians consulted anxiously.

“We must not try to drive them away,” the Contact
said. “Yes, we must do as he suggested.”

Jordan looked up at the branches and dared them to
depress him.

“I don’t feel anything,” he said at last. “Woodman,
are you certain this is the right tree?”

“Well, I was, sir.” Woodman approached it in growing
doubt. “All these little clearings are so much alike, I
could have—no, it is the right one! I tied my handkerchief
to this branch for a marker, before I bolted. Here it is.”

The Guardians gave the telepathic equivalent of a sigh
and started on the next line of defense.

“You know, sir—” Woodman was carefully deferen-
tial—“I’ve never seen another specimen like this. After
all, this little bit of the Forest is pretty well cut off—the
Rift on one side, the Mountains on the other and the
River in the south. This type of soil doesn’t even extend
as far as the River. You might get forms here which
were unique—relics, or species evolved since the Rift
opened. I don’t feel we ought to destroy it without very
good reason.”

Jordan scowled up at the nearest pod.

“I wasn’t proposing to destroy it here and now! If the
thing is a potential menace we must find out about it,
that’s all. I must say I don’t . . . what’s that?”

The sound of snapping twigs could be heard back along
the path. Woodman started down it with Jordan at his
heels; it was so dark that he was almost on top of Dr.
Scott before he saw her.

“John! Thank goodness. Listen, you’ve got to come
back at once. It’s . . . it’s Ricky. He’s gone. I went to his
84
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cabin like you said, and he wasn’t there. He isn’t anywhere
in camp. He’s gone.”

There was a flurry in the camp, but it was an or-
ganized flurry. Jordan, white and sick-looking, neverthe-
less had himself well under control. Important facts were
sorted out quickly.

Three parties working on the east side of the c]earmg
could swear that Ricky had not passed them.

Various delicate gadgets which responded violently to
the movement of humans anywhere near them were rigged
in the wood to the north, which was taboo in consequence.
They showed no sign of disturbance.

That left the south and the west. South was a stretch

of about eight miles of forest, unbroken until it reached
the big river. West was about half a mile of forest, fairly
well explored, and then the Great Rift.
L “There’d be no sense in going that way.” Jordan laid
| a pointer on the map to indicate the Rift; he noticed in
. a detached way that his hand was quite steady. “It doesn’t
lead anywhere. There’s just one place he could be making
‘ for, if we assume him to have an intelligible plan, and that
. is the First Base on the coast. The one way he could
possibly get there would be to get to the river and float
down it on one of the log-rafts—we saw plenty of them
coming down while we were at the base.”

“But the rapids—" said somebody.

“Has anyone reason to suppose that Ricky knew about
the rapids?” Beads of sweat stood out on Jordan’s fore-
head. No one answered. “We have to find him before he
gets there. Unless any of you can suggest another way
he might be trying to go.”

Nobody cared to suggest that Ricky, if he had flung
off in blind panic, might be headed nowhere in particular
under the shade of the black trees. On the south side the
paths went only for half a mile or so, and if he left them
he could be lost within a hundred yards of the camp.
They had already tried to pick up the tracker he was
supposed to carry, but he had evidently switched it off or
thrown it away.
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The geologist, Penn, spoke suddenly from the back of
the group.

“How about the Rift? It interested him. He might try
to get across.”

“That’s possible,” said Jordan. “On the Rift he’d be
relatively easy to spot. That’s why I propose to leave it
till later. We have only one heliflier. If he’s gone through
the forest to the River we have to catch him at once. He’s
been gone two and a half hours. If he went straight to
the nearest point of the river he might be there by now.
The heliflier’s the only chance. I can patrol the whole
stretch and spot him as soon as he comes to it. If he hasn’t
reached it by dawn, I'll go back and fly over the Rift. If
he does happen to be there, he won’t take much harm in
that time.”

“There are two helifliers,” someone suggested.

“No,” said Jordan sharply. “The other is unsafe.”

Not all the party were to join the hunt at once.

“There are only a few profitable lines,” said Jordan.
“We don’t want everybody exhausted at the same time.
This may be more than one day’s search. And some of
you have long-term observations to continue.” He raised
his hand, stilling a protest. “If to take all of you would
increase the . . . the speed with which we are likely to
find Ricky by one per cent, or half that, I'd take you all.
But I won’t ruin several months’ work for nothing.”

In the end several parties set out through the trees
south and one went west. Jordan had already taken the
one serviceable heliflier and departed. They had arranged
an automatic sound-signal to go off every half hour in the
clearing, in case Ricky was lost and trying to find his
way back, and there were flares and a searchlight for
when it became dark. ‘

Ellen Scott had been left behind as part of the “rein-
forcements.” She managed to catch Woodman before his
party left.

“You used the second heliflier, didn’t you? What’s
wrong with it?”

Woodman grimaced. “It failed to co-operate over land-

ing. I got down intact by the skin of my incisors and had
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to walk home—we fetched it finally on the truck. I found
a rough patch on one of the power planes and cleaned
it up. That may or may not have been the cause of the
trouble. We haven’t got checking equipment here and
nobody’s tried it out the hard way. Leave it alone, Ellen.
When those things are good they’re very very good. Once
they act up—Ileave them alone. It wouldn’t be any use
over the Forest and Doc. J. won’t miss anything on the
River.”

“How about the Rift?”

“Why should he go there? He was upset but he wasn’t
crazy. No, he must have set out for the base camp—
probably thinks he’ll be treated as a hero if he gets there.
I’ll give him heroics next time we meet.”

Ellen was occupied for the next hour with various
laboratory jobs to be done for members of the search
party. Reports came in every few minutes over the radio,
but they were all negative. The ground was hard dry.
If Ricky had stuck to the broken trails, he would leave
no sign. Even off them, he was small enough to walk
under the trees where a grown man would have had to
push his way through. There were three chances: to see
him from the air, to get a fix on his radio, and to come
upon him among the trees. And however systematic the
searchers were they knew perfectly well that they could
only do that by chance.

Unless one could guess where he had gone. Jordan
thought he had guessed.

Ellen prowled restlessly about. What would Ricky have
done? Nothing had been taken from his room; had he
set out without any equipment at all?

She went to the kitchen. Barney was muddling around
among his store-cupboards, in a very bad mood. He had
wanted to go with the search parties and had been turned
down.

“Barney,” said Ellen quickly, “did Ricky take any
food?”

“That’s what I'm trying to check, Miss. There’s some
biscuits gone, I think. He could have taken them, or it
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could have been anyone this afternoon. And I think one
of the big canteens has gone, but I suppose a search
party took it.”

“They didn’t,” said Ellen sharply. “There are always
plenty of streams, apart from the pools in the leaves. They
only took small water bottles.”

“One of the big canteens has gone,” repeated Barney
obstinately. “And one of the water bottles isn’t, if you
take my meaning—Ricky did not take one of those, I
mean, [’ve accounted for them. The canteen I can’t account
for. But Ricky wouldn’t lumber himself up with that,”
he added morosely. “He couldn’t carry it if it was more
than half full, and he knows about the streams as well
as anybody. No, I reckon someone pinched it for a col-
lecting tin or something. That’s how it goes in this place,
and now we can see what comes of it. You can’t keep
a proper check on anything—"

But Dr. Scott had gone.

She waited, fuming, until the party which had gone
west came back.

“Yes, we looked over the Rift all right,” said the leader
morosely. “Hell, Ellen, the whole place is a heat-trap.
With the haze and flickers visibility is about twenty yards.
Even from the air you wouldn’t see anything, unless may-
be when the shadows get longer and before they get too
long. Jordan wouldn’t see anything if he did fly over it
now. Besides, why should the kid have gone into that
oven?”

Ellen turned away. Why should Ricky have gone that
way? But why should he have taken a big canteen, unless
he was going to cross a waterless area? If he had taken it,
of course. But there were plenty of containers in the stores
for scientific work.

Ricky had been interested in the Rift, certainly. He
had been asking questions about it yesterday—one of the
few times lately he had shown interest in anything at all.

But visibility in the Rift was bad now. When the
shadows were longer—

Jordan called over the radio. He had been flying up
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and down the river and the adjacent forest for the last
hour and a half. Ricky had been gone about four hours.

There were three hours of daylight left.

Two hours later the situation was unchanged. To the
parties in the forest night would make little difference;
they were using lights already. Jordan proposed to stay
in the air—one or other of the moons would be in the sky
most of the night. There was about one hour of daylight
left.

Ellen Scott listened to his report, and those of the
search parties. Then she went briskly to the place where
the one remaining heliflier was parked. She found another
member of the expedition contemplating it gloomily.

“Come away from there, Phil,” she said severely.

“Oh, hell, Ellen, there’s a seventy-five per cent chance
the thing’s all right. Woodman said he’d fixed up a rough
plane, didn’t he?” The man turned away nevertheless.
“What in Space did Jordan want to bring that kid here
for?”

Ten minutes later he shot out of his cabin, where he
had been dispiritedly collecting together the makings of
a drink, in time to see the heliflier rise gently into the air
and disappear towards the west.

Although the shadows were beginning to lengthen the
Rift was like a furnace. The water in the canteen was
hot. Ricky and Big Sword sat in the slightly cooler earth
on the north of a boulder and contemplated the forest
lying away to the left—not the forest they knew, but the
strange trees of the farther side.

Big Sword’s goggle eyes did not register emotion, but
Ricky could feel the stir of curiosity in him. Big Sword
was already reaching out to new streams, new treetops,
new bare places that would be warm in the sun. For
himself Ricky could only think about the two miles re-
maining to be walked.

He had hopelessly underestimated the time it would
take him to pick his way through eight miles of boulders,
too hot for the hand, walking on sliding shingle; he had
managed less than two miles an hour. But now he had

89




ANOTHER PART OF THE GALAXY

to get on. He stirred himself, got Big Sword perched again
on his shoulder and re-strapped the canteen, lighter now
but still a burden.

He had gone perhaps a dozen strides when the shadow
of the heliflier came up behind and settled over his head.

Ricky started to run. There was no sense to it, and Big
Sword disliked the effects, but he ran just the same, with
the water sloshing about on his back. The shadow of the
flier slid forward a hundred yards and it began to come
down over a comparatively level place. Ricky swerved
sideways. He heard a shout echo among the boulders, but
the echo of combined relief and exasperation in his mind
rang louder.

“Ricky! Stop and talk! Whatever it is, I'll help. There’s
no sense in running. If I get in touch with your father,
there’ll be another flier and several people here in twenty
minutes. Stop! Listen to me, will you, you—"

The shouts echoed on for a moment, but the thought
had stopped.

Dr. Scott came whirling up through hot red mists to
find herself lying beside a fire. A very hot fire, in a stone
fireplace. It didn’t make sense. Warm water was being
sloshed across her face and there was a murmur of
voices—two of them.

“She hit her head. That’s all. She fainted. She’ll come
round in a minute. Then you’ll hear her. It isn’t sleep,
no—not exactly. What’s the matter? Why don’t you—"

The second voice was no more than a vague murmur
of curiosity; it was beginning to sound irritated as well.

Ellen remembered that she had been running among
a lot of boulders and had twisted her foot. No doubt
she had hit her head when she fell; certainly it ached.
But what had she been doing that for?

She opened her eyes.

Ricky’s anxious face hung directly above her and he
was pouring water from his cupped hand on to her
forehead. Beside him was—

Ellen winced and shut her eyes.
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“Dr. Scott. Please!” Ricky sounded worried. “Are you
hurt?”

“Delirious, I think,” said Ellen faintly. She opened her
eyes again. “Where did it go?”

Ricky’s face was a study in doubt and other emotions.
Ellen put a hand to the aching spot on the back of her
head and began very cautiously to sit up.

“Come on, Ricky,” she said firmly. “Who were you
talking to?”

“Aloud?” said Ricky, in tones of surprise. “Oh, so
that’s why he couldn’t hear.”

Ellen shut her eyes again. “I’m the one with concussion,
not you,” she pointed out. “Who couldn’t hear?”

“Well, his name’s Big Sword,” said Ricky doubtfully.
“More or less, that is. He says he’s coming back, any-
way.”

Ellen opened her eyes once more. They focused on
the region of Ricky’s right ear. Laid gently over it was
a skinny black hand with four long, many-jointed fingers.
A slender arm stole into view, attached to what might
have been a medium-sized potato that had happened to
grow black. On top of this was perched a head about
the size of a large egg. The greater part of this was
occupied by two large light-gray eyes with slit pupils
and dully shining surfaces. They goggled at her solemnly.

Once again she was aware of a vague murmur of
curiosity, not divisible into words.

Ellen drew a deep breath. “Ricky, this . . . this friend
of yours. Why did you bring him here?”

Ricky studied her face earnestly. “It was my idea, not
his, Dr. Scott. I wanted to get to the forest over there. To
the other side of the Rift.”

“But why?”

Ricky shook his head.

“It wasn’t that at all. It was my idea, T tell you, not
Big Sword’s. He didn’t . . . didn’t hypnotize me. He
wouldn’t have done it to Barney except that he couldn’t
think of any thing else to do. And I've absolutely got
to get there now!”

Ellen sat up and stared at him. “All right, Ricky.
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Listen, you tell me the reason. If it’s a good one . . . well,
I must let your father know you’re satfe. But I won’t tell
him where you are. I'll fly you to the forest, and then
back. How about that?”

Ricky breathed a sigh of relief. “Yes,” he said. “Is
Doc. J. very worried?”

“Worried? Listen, make it quick. 'm going to call
him in ten minutes, whatever. What are you doing here?”

Ricky sighed and closed his eyes for a moment. “The
idea began with the jellyfish, really,” he said. “The male
jellyfish in the lake.”

The heliflier had completed the fifth sweep down the
river to the Sea; back up the river to the rapids, where
many rafts of floating vegetation broke up and re-formed,
making Jordan’s heart jump as he hovered above them;
on up the river to the point he had fixed as farthest east.
It was no good to fly over the forest; he had found that
he could not pick up the search parties when he knew
they were directly below him. The River was his only
hope.

Nearly time to make another report. His hand was
on the button of the radio when the speaker came sudden-
ly to life.

“Calling all search parties. John Jordan please answer.
Can you hear?”

Jordan’s voice came out as a harsh croak. “I hear. Is
he—”

“Ricky’s safe. He’s with me now. Turn everyone home.
But—Ilisten. He had a good reason for going off as he
did. He had something to do and it’s not finished. So I'm
not going to tell you where we are.”

Jordan shouted something incoherent, but her voice
overrode him. :

“It’s important, John. I don’t know if it will come off,
but he must have a chance to try. You can probably find
out where we are, but—don’t come. Do you understand?”

“Ellen, is he really all right? And are you?”

“Sure I'm all right. We’re going to remain all right.

We'll be back some time next morning. Oh, and Ricky
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says”—her voice broke off for a moment—‘“Ricky says
he is very sorry to have worried you, honestly he is, but
it was urgent, and will you please not do anything to
damage that Tree.” There was a moment’s silence. “John?
You haven’t done something to it already?”

“I haven’t, no.”

“Don’t let anyone touch it. Good night, John. Sleep
well.”

“Ellen—"

The speaker clicked and was silent.

The helifliers were designed for sleeping in, in an emer-
gency, but they were not air-conditioned. Ellen felt the
compress on her head, which had long ceased to be cold,
and envied bitterly Ricky’s ability to sleep under these
conditions. A faint gleam of light from button-sized sur-
faces a couple of yards off showed that Big Sword was
still sitting and watching as he had been doing ever since
they lay down. Ellen wished bitterly that she had had
the sense to lie beside the refrigerator so that she could
get more cold water without having to lift her aching
head. '

The gray buttons moved. She felt small, strong fingers
tugging gently at the compress. She lifted the pressure
of her head and felt it go. There was a sound of faint
movement and the click of the refrigerator door, with a
momentary blast of lovely cold air. A few minutes later
the compress, beautifully cold now, was poked carefully
back under her head. She felt the thistledown touch of
skinny fingers against her cheek.

“Thank you,” she murmured, and then, remembering,
she repeated it inside her head, “Thank you, Big Sword.”

They had flown at dawn and the heliflier sat among
the boulders at the foot of the cliff. Ellen and Ricky sat
beside it, shivering a little in the morning cold, and waited.

Ellen looked at Ricky’s intent face. He could not hear
strange members of the People distinctly, she had gathered,
but he could usually detect their presence.

“What does it feel like?” she asked abruptly.

|
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“Hearing thoughts?” Ricky considered. “It feels like
thinking. You can’t really tell other thoughts from your
own—unless they’ve been specially directed. That’s what
made it all so very difficult.”

“I see.” Ellen sighed. What on Earth, or of it, could
Ricky’s future be? True telepaths would not fit in Earth’s
scheme of things.

“I used to pick up thoughts all the time,” Ricky went
on. “I didn’t know that until I found out how to shut
them off. It was a sort of fuzzy background to my think-
ing. Do you know, I think all real thinkers must be people
with no telepathy, or else they learn to shut it right off.
Now I can do that I think much clearer.”

“So you don’t overhear thoughts accidentally now?”
Ellen felt encouraged.

“No, I don’t. T only get directed thoughts. I'm not
going to overhear anyone ever again, it’s just a nuisance.”

“Stick to that. T don’t think uncontrolled telepathy is
much good to a human being.”

“It isn’t. I tell you what, I think there are two ways of
evolving communication, telepathy and communication be-
tween senses, and people who are good at the one aren’t
good at the other. I'll never be a real good communicator
like the People, my mind doesn’t work the right way.
But I'll be good enough to be useful for research. I'm
going to—" Ricky broke off, seized his companions’ arm
and pointed.

Ellen looked up at the cliff. It was about thirty feet
high, here, with only a couple of six-inch ledges to break
the sheer drop. Black foliage overhung it in places.

“There!” whispered Ricky. Slowly there came into view
a black head the size of an egg—a black head in which
eyes shone gray.

“Is he coming back?” whispered Ellen. “Has he given
up, then?”

There was a faint rustling among the leaves. Ricky’s
grip tightened painfully on her arm.

A second black head appeared beside the first.

“You see,” said Ricky anxiously, “I didn’t really think
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yowd just go and destroy the Tree straight off, but I
couldn’t be sure. And everyone was angry with me about
one thing or another and I didn’t know if they’d listen.”

“Speaking for myself.” said Woodman, “there were one
or two moments when if I’d had a blaster handy the Tree
would have been done for there and then.”

“So you were just taking out insurance,” said Jordan.

“Yes, because if we found other Trees the species would
continue anyway. Big Sword and I meant to ask you to
help about that, later—the Journey, I mean—only then
I thought we’d better try that straight away in case I was
stopped later. I thought if I could show people it was
better than telling them.”

“Isn’t Big Sword coming?” said another of the party.
The whole of the expedition, including even Barney, was
seated around a square table raised on trestles in the
center of the clearing. Ricky nodded.

“As soon as we’re ready,” he said. “Now, if you like.
But he says if too many people think at him at once it
may hurt, so he wants you to be ready to start talking
if I give the signal.”

“What about?” said Cartwright.

“Anything. Anything at all. Shall T call him?”

There was half a minute’s expectant silence. Then light-
ly as a grasshopper Big Sword flew over Ellen’s head
and landed with a slight bounce in the center of the
table.

There was a simultaneous forward movement of heads
as everybody bent to look at him, and he sat up and
goggled out of pale bulging eyes. Then—

Most of them felt the sharp protest of discomfort be-
fore Ricky waved his hand. Nobody had really thought
out what to say and there was a moment of silence, then
somebody began to talk about the weather, the statistician
began on the multiplication table, Jordan found himself
muttering, “’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves . . .”—
after a minute or so only Ricky was still silent.

“He says he’ll go to one person after another, but the
rest keep talking,” reported Ricky presently. “You can
ask him to do things if you like.”
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Solemnly Big Sword went round the table, sitting for
a few moments in front of each person, snapping out his
membranes, revolving to present his back view, and then
going on.

“That’s him!” said Barney as Big Sword came to a halt
in front of him. “But how did he sting me?”

The spindly hand whipped to Big Sword’s flat thigh
and flashed back holding a flat gray spike two and a
half inches long. He held it out and Barney fingered the
point in a gingerly fashion.

“That’s the sword, is it?” murmured Woodman. “Do
they secrete it, Ricky?”

“I think so, but I haven’t asked him.”

Woodman breathed out a long sigh.

“This,” he said, “is the answer to a biologist’s prayer.”

Big Sword bounced suddenly back into the middle of
the table. “He’s tired,” said Ricky. “He says he’ll send
someone else another day.” Ricky yawned uncontrollably
as Big Sword took a flying leap off the table and hopped
across the clearing. He had had a hard day the day before
and a very early start this morning and a lot of excitement
since.

“Can we just have the story straight?” said the statisti-
cian suddenly. “The biological story, I mean. You people
may have been able to follow it through all the interrup-
tions, but I didn’t. I gathered that Ricky had discovered
the female of the species, but that’s all. How did they
get lost?”

“I’ll tell it,” said Jordan, looking at Ricky, who was
nodding sleepily, “and Ricky can correct me. Big Sword’s
people are the active and intelligent offspring of an or-
ganism which to all intents and .purposes is a large tree.
They are produced by an asexual budding process inside
pods. When they are a year or so old they are seized by
the urge to migrate across the Rift. They never knew
why, and probably none of them ever got across. It
occurred to Ricky that alternation of generations usually
turns out to have sex at the bottom of it. Big Sword’s
People couldn’t reproduce themselves—they simply
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hatched from the Tree. So Ricky thought that there
might be another Tree on the other side of the Rift which
produced females. And when I very foolishly considered
destroying the Tree because of Woodman’s experience,
he thought he had to go and find them straight off, so
that at least the species would survive. And I'm glad to
say he was quite right—they were there.”

“You mean to say,” said Cartwright, “that the Tree
has been producing People for the last fifteen thousand
years without a sexual generation at all?”

“Not necessarily,” said Woodman. “There may have
been several on this side of the Rift at first, and this Tree
may be the last offspring of a small population. It must
have been an outlier, if so, because the migration was so
firmly set for the west.”

“And there’s another tree on the far side which produces
females?”

“There are two female trees and three that bear males,
but two of the male ones are very old and have few off-
spring, and none of the seeds have been fertile for at
least fifty generations. Apparently not many come to full
maturity at the best of times, but this outcross may
really save the species.”

“And what exactly is the plan?” demanded the statis-
tician. “To ferry them across? What will they do when
we leave?”

“No,” said Jordan. “We don’t propose to interfere more
than we have to. The tragedy of the whole process was
that the People who took the Journey almost certainly
died on the way. Twelve miles in the sun, with no water,
was too much for them. We propose to provide a green
belt—a black belt rather—along the migration route.
Tiven is looking into the possibilities—"

Tiven looked up from his slide rule. “Easy as x,” he said
cheerfully. “We can make the channel in a week, once
we get the digger from First Base, and a cooker for
concrete, and there are any number of streams which run
down to the Waste and then vanish underground. It’s
just a question of training one of them in the way it should
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go, and protecting it from evaporation in the first year
or two until the vegetation gets thick enough.”

The conversation flowed on. But Ricky, his head rest-
ing on the table, was already asleep.

Jordan stood at the edge of the Rift and looked over
the embryo river-valley that Tiven had designed. Seed-
lings had been planted along the channel, in earth trans-
ported for that purpose, and were already taking hold.
The revolving sun-cutters designed to protect them at
this stage and to stop excessive evaporation gave the
whole thing a mechanical air at present, but they would
be done within a year or two; they were designed to go
to dust then, so that even if the expedition had to leave
they would not be left. There are places for poorly-built
things!

Two of the People shot down the cliff a little to one
side and disappeared into the shade along the channel.

“Are they off on the Journey?” said Ellen Scott.

“I don’t think so. They go singly, as a rule. No, I
think . . . look there!”

There were four People now at the end of the line of
saplings. Two were presumably the ones who had passed
a few minutes before; the other two were linked hand
in hand and bore across their shoulders a kind of yoke
with a long pod dangling from it. The two from the near
side of the Forest had taken the hands of the newcomers
and were helping them up the cliff.

“This is the result of your soil report, I think,” said
Jordan. “Woodman says that one reason for the lack of
germination on the other side is the exhaustion of the
few pockets of suitable soil. I wonder whether it was the
necessity of finding the right soil, as well as of looking
after the seedling, that led them to develop intelligence?”

The two newcomers had reached the top of the cliff.
They seemed hardly to notice the helpers, nor did the
latter seem to expect it. The burdened couple moved
slowly along, pausing every now and then to investigate
the soil. They stopped close to Ellen’s feet and prodded
carefully.
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“Not here, little sillies!” she murmured. “Farther in.”

Jordan smiled. “They’ve got plenty of time. One couple
planted their pod just under one of Branding’s tripods;
trying not to step on them drove him nearly crazy. He
had to move the whole lot in the end. It takes them
weeks sometimes to find a spot that suits them.”

“Continuing the species,” said Ellen thoughtfully. “I
always thought it sounded rather impersonal.”

Jordan nodded. “The sort of thing you can take or
leave,” he agreed. “I used to think that you could either
explore space or you could . . . well, continue the species
is as good a way of putting it as any. Not both.”

“I used to think that, too.”

“Once it was true. Things have changed, even in the
last few years. More and more people are organizing their
lives to spend the greater part of them away from Earth.
Soon there’s going to be a new generation whose home
isn’t on Earth at all. Children who haven’t been to Ter-
restrial schools, or played in Terrestrial playrooms, or
watched the Terrestrial stereos, or—"’

“Suffered the benefits of an advanced civilization?”

“Exactly. How do you feel about it, Ellen? Or . . . that’s
a shirker’s question. Ellen Scott, will you marry me?”

“So as to propagate the species?”

“Blast the species! Will you marry me?”

“What about Ricky?”

“Ricky,” said Jordan, “has been careful to let me know
that he thinks it would be a very suitable match.”

“The devil he has! I thought—"

“No telepathy involved. If everyone else knows I love
you, why shouldn’t he? Ellen—did I say please, before?
Ellen, please, will you marry me?”

There was a silence. Depression settled on Jordan. He
had no right to feel so sure of himself. Ellen was ten
years younger and had a career to think of. He had made
a mess of one marriage already and had a half-grown son.
He had taken friendliness for something else and jumped
in with both feet much too soon. He had made a fool
of himself—probably.

“Well?” he said at last.
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Ellen looked up and grinned.

“I was just making sure. I'm not quite certain I could
take being married to a telepath—which you are not, my
dear. Absolutely not. Of course I'm going to.”

Ricky, with Big Sword on his shoulder, was strolling
along a path in the sun. He saw his father and Dr. Scott
return to the camp arm in arm, and nodded with satis-
faction. About time, too. Now perhaps Doc. J. would stop
mooning around and get on with his work for a change.
He’d had Ricky and Woodman’s last report on the bi-
ology of the People for two weeks without making the
slightest attempt to read it, and it was full of interesting
things.

Just for a moment, Ricky wondered what it was like
to get all wrapped up in one individual like that. No
doubt he’d find out in time. It would have to be somebody
interested in real things, of course—not an Earth-bound
person like poor Cora.

Meanwhile he was just fourteen and free of the Uni-
verse, and he was going to have fun.

Big Sword, from his perch on Ricky’s shoulder, noticed
the couple with the pod. He saw that this one was fertile,
all right—the shoot was beginning to form inside it. One
of them was an old friend from this side of the Rift, but
it was no good trying to talk to him—his mind would
be shut. The whole process of taking the Journey, finding
a mate and taking care of one’s seedling was still a mystery
to Big Sword in the sense that he could not imagine what
it felt like. Just now he was not very interested. He had
nearly a year in which to find out things, especially things
about the Big People who, now they were domesticated,
had turned out to be so useful, and he was going to enjoy
that and not speculate about the Journey, and what it
felt like to take it.

Because, eventually, the call would come to him, too,
and he would set off up the new little stream to the other
side of the Rift where the trees of the Strangers grew. And
then he would know.
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BY J. T. McINTOSH

Once the depths of the Galaxy have been
probed and certain planets have been found
to be habitable by man, there will be an
explosion of exploration from the Center to
the Rim.

And perhaps a cautious pattern of ex-
ploitation will emerge, encouraged by certain
catastrophic events early on in the history
of space. First there will be all-male coloni-
zation, because the hazards of planet-open-
ing are such that no one would want to
expose women to them. Then the colony is
expanded and stabilized, still without
women, while meticulous medical studies
are made.

Then finally comes the introduction of
Woman—the Great Mother. And in this last
event you have the makings of an awe-
inspiring story, here told in beautifully hu-
man, quietly understated terms: so that only
by giving your full thought to the idea can
you comprehend the truly fantastic drama
of the concept. This is Big Stuff!

“First Lady,” first published in 1953, has
been anthologized in the author’s home coun-
try, England, and also in Germany and the
Netherlands. Only now has it “made it” in
the United States. It’s about time!
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We were just a few hours from Lotrin, and T looked
at Shirley and Ellen and wondered how we were going
to settle the problem in time. It wasn’t a life-and-death
matter; probably none of us was going to die, whatever
happened. It would be one way out, of course, for us
all to commit suicide. But I couldn’t see any of us doing
that, including Shirley, even if she knew what we knew.
Suicide is never the answer to a problem, it’s only at best
a compromise with it.

We weren'’t just looking at each other. We were talking,
arguing, ranting, dramatizing. Ellen was doing the talking,
arguing, ranting and dramatizing, now that she had to
take an interest again in what was going on. Shirley was
never a talker, and I’'m a good listener. Besides, the prob-
lem was less Ellen’s than it was Shirley’s and mine, and
often the people who talk most are those who are least
involved.

I'm one of those people who always have an uncen-
cerned, mildly interested alter ego, observing what’s going
on, sifting it, hauling up memories and comparing the
present with the past. I found it quite easy, while Ellen
talked, to run rapidly through our whole association with
Shirley, right from the beginning back on Earth.

She was expecting us, actually waiting for us, so there
wasn’t much chance of our getting an informal look at
her. On the way, Ellen was irritated, as usual. Being
Ellen, she was keeping me informed on her view of
the situation. She drove, keeping her eyes on the road,
but throwing out occasional asides.

“We aren’t just messengers,” she muttered.

“Anyone at all would have done,” she grumbled.
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“We’ve never had to do anything I liked less,” she
complained.

Silently, I agreed with that, at least.

We were Terran Control agents and we were doing a
job that someone had to do. In itself, it was simple and
rather boring, which was behind Ellen’s complaint that
we weren’t just messengers. But there was more than
simplicity and boredom in it. Much more. The trouble
was that we knew exactly what was in it. Sometimes we
had been sent out, blind, to do very different jobs for
TC, and we hadn’t liked that. This time we knew what
we were doing and, if anything, we liked it less.

“There are more important things we might be doing
than escorting an overgrown schoolgirl to Lotrin,” Ellen
beefed.

I quoted ironically from the newscasts. “But what a
girl,” T said nasally. “What a history she’s going to have.
What a life story she will one day be able to write.”

“Save that for the great galactic public,” Ellen snapped.
“Anyway, this girl is ordinary. Picked out because she’s
ordinary, normal, average, typical.”

She drew up outside the small-town maisonette where
the future First Lady of Lotrin lived. She stopped in her
usual way, with a furious jerk of four locked wheels. She
didn’t wait for me, but was out and crunching up the
gravel path while the car was still rocking.

We thought at first there was nobody home, and Ellen
sneered something about cold feet. But when we went
around the back, there was the girl, pretending not to
see us. She was draped on a garden seat, wearing a play-
suit and reading a book.

“Just to show she doesn’t care,” said Ellen.

Ellen, this once, was dead right. Shirley Judson—we’d
seen pictures of her, and this was the girl, all right—was
good-looking. Where she was just attractive, not beauti-
ful, was where current standards of beauty deviated from
the norm. Make no mistake about it, there was nothing
in Shirley’s looks to stop a million men from falling in
love with her.
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Yet Ellen muttered: “Not chosen for her looks, any-

way.”

insist on giving their worthless opinions of other women’s
attractiveness or homeliness? It wasn’t a million women
who were supposed to fall in love with Shirley.

We moved over to her and introduced ourselves. Shirley

didn’t notice exactly when it became impossible to pre-
tend any more that she hadn’t seen us, and give up the
pretense, so I suppose technically it’s still going on yet.

There was casual, pointless conversation—not about
Lotrin. We didn’t bow and express our pleasure to meet
the First Lady of Lotrin. In fact, just to make sure there
was no misunderstanding, we put her very much in her
place. At any rate, Ellen did. At first.

Ellen always looks like something straight out of Vogue,
and in all modesty I can say I have seen worse-looking
men of thirty-five than me. Shirley was a very young
twenty-one, and her playsuit, as Ellen soon demonstrated
to her without saying a word, was two mistakes. Wearing a
playsuit was wrong, and wearing that particular playsuit
was wronger.

Shirley was keyed up almost to breaking-point, natural-
ly enough. Her nostrils were white, she was breathing
quickly and shallowly, and somehow one knew her voice
was coming out two tones higher than usual. But that
couldn’t be helped; the playsuit could. It had been meant
to show she was completely at her ease, unimpressed by
the solemnity of the occasion, and not in the least scared
of us. It did pretty much the opposite.

Instead of seeing the nervousness of her hands and face,
four curious eyes noted the nervousness of her whole
body. And the white frilly rompers suggested child when
she wanted to be mature and at no disadvantage with us.
And if we wanted to be nasty, which Ellen nearly always
does with other women, it was only necessary to look at
Shirley’s legs or shoulders and then away, with faint dis-

taste, to make it obvious that there was something wrong
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with the legs, or the display of them, without giving the
girl anything she could answer.

I haven’t covered everything, but you can imagine the
general lines of the situation. Anyway, Ellen made the
most of it. I tried to counteract the effect a little, but no
one has ever been able to counteract Ellen.

Then suddenly, just as the girl was about to cry, Ellen
said, “Joe, take a walk,” in an unexpectedly brisk tone,
and jerked her head.

Meekly, I went up the garden.

I stopped where I could still see them, but not hear
what they said. The funny thing about Ellen is that peo-
ple don’t hate her the way they should. Other people strive
hard for affection and don’t get it; Ellen seems to put in
a lot of good solid work to be hated, only it doesn’t turn
out that way.

She was very careful with Shirley, I saw, not even touch-
ing her at first. Then they were all over each other in
that curious way women have. Shirley was crying by this
time, of course. Her white shoulders and chestnut hair
were mixed up with Ellen’s blue frock, and there was a
tangle of bare arms and chic elbow-length gloves.

And for some reason I had a lump in my throat.

I wasn’t in the next part much. I wasn’t around be-
cause Shirley spent most of the next two months in bra
and panties or less, being poked and tapped by doctors,
getting massages, doing violent exercises and being checked
and doublechecked, slipping in and out of dresses, blouses,
skirts, slacks and almost every other form of feminine
attire.

One might have thought that clothes wouldn’t matter
much to the First Lady of Lotrin, who would be literally
the first woman to set foot on the planet, certainly the
last for a long time, and possibly the last ever. But Shirley
was going to represent her whole sex on Lotrin. She would
have to be supremely feminine, and a few crates of clothes,
even if they had to be transported hundreds of light-years
at fabulous cost, as these would be, were not regarded
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by Terran Control as a luxury. They really weren’t for
Shirley. They were for Lotrin.

I wasn’t there, but Ellen was, so I naturally heard all
about it. I heard the story of every examination, every
test, every checkup, every experiment; the details of Shir-
ley’s trousseau were inflicted on me, down to the last clip
and lace curlicue. Ellen was bored with the whole busi-
ness and she didn’t see why my being a man should ex-
cuse me from being bored with them, too.

So if anyone wants to know anvthing at all about what
happens to a First Lady—any First Lady—before she
leaves the New York TC center, just ask me. Nothing too
minute, too intimate. The story of the testing and prep-
aration and coaching and beautifying and swearing in and
final passing of a First Lady is yours for the asking.

Of course it isn’t very interesting.

I haven’t said much about Terran Control. First of all,
the name—it means control of evervthing from and by
Earth. Some say it’s a clumsy and unworkable system,
bound to fall apart eventually. Mavbe it is, but it won’t
collapse during this generation or the next. Meantime, what
TC says goes. And as far as Shirley was concerned, Ellen
and I were TC; we represented it.

I always say as little for or against TC as possible. This
isn’t because my job depends on keeping my mouth shut.
TC is an autocracy, but not that kind.

When you’ve got a big job in hand, like, say, colonizing
a galaxy, there’s only one good way of doing it. Before
you start, there may be plenty of ways. Again, if you
start and fail, you may try another way. But, if vou start
and don’t fail. you have to keep on the way vou began.
I'm not going to argue about it; I'm just saying what I
believe.

One of the points of TC’s way was this: the human
race must stay human. There have been enough civil wars
without creating new races so that there can be new race
wars. The Martian War showed what can happen when
men become not-men and somewhere else men stay men.
As it happened, the men won—there are no Martians left.
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There never will be Martians again while TC rules col-
onization. Humans can’t live on Mars and stay human.
Mars is a plague spot, and the ruins of human habitation
on the red planet crumble to dust.

Venus is another matter. So are the Aldebaran worlds,
and the other scattered worlds named for themselves,
not their suns—Jenta, Smith. Babvlon, Eyrie, Nostral,
Hover, Gluckstein, Fortan, Jissel, Maple. Others, like
Mars—Robinson, Dahlia, Mantor, Arka—are crossed out,
forgotten names. Just plague spots. Dead, most of them.
Some, unfortunately, are only dying.

Others still—Civnet, Lotrin, Martin, Beckland, Everest,
Red Dawn—have question marks after them. It takes a
long time to remove a question mark. But, broadly, the
query begins to fade at a set point. After that a world
may still turn out to be a plague spot, but that’s liable
to be a gradual business. People can be taken out and
settled elsewhere. Their strain will be watched, they may
even be sterilized, but they will still be regarded as men.

The set point is the birth of the first child conceived and
delivered on the world under studv. Scientists and doctors
do everything but take the poor kid to pieces. Then they
deliver their verdict. They say go ahead, or go ahead
cautiously, or wait a while, or hold everything, or stop,
Gt .

But no one likes to examine that end of the scale too
closely.

And that’s the main reason why the First Lady is so
important. She’s the chosen mother of that first child. The
father is chosen, too, of course.

TC is matchmaker as well as godfather.

Shirley and some Lotrin settler whose name I didn’t
know were the future of Lotrin. The shape of Shirley’s
life, and the destiny of a whole world, depended on a
child she would have by a man she was going out to marry,
but had never met.

It was a queer situation, though not new any longer.
The First Lady of Jenta was dead a long while; so was
the First Lady of Smith. The First Lady of Babylon was
over a hundred, and still, it was said, went for a swim
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in a mountain stream every morning. Eyrie’s First Lady
was ninety-three. Nostral’s was not only First Lady, but
President of Nostral as well. So on down to Maple’s First
Lady, who could still wear a playsuit like Shirley’s, and
to better effect, from what I'd been told.

I'm not, if I can help it, going to say anything about
the First Ladies of Robinson, Dahlia, Mantor or Arka.

I told you those places are plague spots.

It must have been that curious power of divination they
call feminine intuition that made Ellen call Shirley an
overgrown schoolgirl before she had even met her, when
she had only seen a photograph or two of the girl. For
that’s what Shirley was. I don’t know whether TC has a
definite pattern for the choice of First Ladies which in-
cludes an emotional maturity index; I haven’t met many
First Ladies. But if there is a pattern, and Shirley fitted
it, a First Lady must be rather shy, quiet, inexperienced,
above all virginal—an overgrown schoolgirl, as a matter
of fact.

One might have thought a First Lady should be dy-
namic, reckless, or a hundred per cent glamor. TC ap-
parently didn’t agree. I don’t mean that Shirley was timid,
incapable of recklessness, and sexless. She was—homy.
One could see her as somebody’s sister, somebody’s girl
friend, somebody’s wife. Not as an official, a TC agent
like Ellen and me, a dancehall girl, an athlete. Not as any-
thing that needed drive or responsibility or amorality.

It’s difficult to describe Shirley at all, because anything
you say about her, you have to qualify. If you say she
was shy, you have to add that she wasn’t very shy. And
if she wasn’t brilliant, you couldn’t describe her as stupid.

Likewise, when she insisted on traveling incognito to
avoid a great sendoff at New York, she could have been
persuaded, and when the time came, I think she wished
we hadn’t given in so easily. She would never seek the
limelight, but when she found herself in it, she would be
capable of enjoying it.

There were no cheering crowds and reporters and pho-
tographers when we left from New York spaceport.
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Shirley was traveling as Ellen’s sister. She seemed to like
the part. She had a crush on Ellen good and hard.

TC was used to misleading the press. One might have
thought some smart newsman would put two and two to-
gether and work out that since Lotrin’s First Lady was
about due to go out, and since this ship, in the course of
its four-month tour, was going to touch Lotrin, and since
Shirley had most of the hallmarks of a First Lady, it
might be worth investigating her a little. But TC announced
officially that the First Lady wasn’t chosen yet, and cir-
culated privately a rumor that she was chosen and would
go on the next ship.

The newspapermen rejected the statement and accepted
the rumor. And if anyone checked over the passenger list
of the Sardonia, he would have seen that we were going
out to settle the Aldebaran section.

Shirley looked around with interest. “It’s a wonderful
ship,” she said, gazing up at the smooth hull.

“Is it?” murmured Ellen, obviously surprised that any-
one should think it was wonderful. “Just wait till you get
inside. You'll find that every foot has only nine inches.
You’'ll get used to that, but when you reach the Moon,
you’ll discover the foot has shrunk to seven inches. On
the next tender it’ll be five, and when you’re on the liner
it’ll come down to four.”

Shirley stared at her. “Isn’t this the Sardonia?”

“Sometimes I wonder where you’ve been living these
last twenty-one years. Tell her, Joe.”

Pencil skirts were in again; Ellen hobbled toward the
tender. She could talk like that to Shirley. If I tried it,
the tears would come. I wondered how many gallons
Shirley had wept since TC first found her. Most of them,
according to Ellen, were about her mother, and they were
usually down Ellen’s dress.

“This is only a tender to take us to the Moon, Shirley,”
I said. “Curiously, it’s power-to-weight ratio is much higher
than that of the ship that will take us all those light-years.
On the Moon there’ll be another check and another tender
109




ANOTHER PART OF THE GALAXY

will take us to the Sardonia, which by that time will be
orbiting around the Moon.”

- I took Shirley’s arm and steered her after Ellen. No one
had any time for us; spaceships have no room for flunkeys.

“The starships never land anywhere,” I went on.
“They’re assembled in space, and when, despite all the
safeguards, they’re eventually saturated with radiation leak-
age, they’re destroyed in space.”

“I can’t make you and Ellen out,” said Shirley sud-
denly, showing how much good my lecturette for children
had done. “Do you love her, Joe?”

I grinned wryly. “Shirley, sometimes you’re too shy to
say perfectly ordinary things, and other times you’re a
little too frank. Outside of novels, people don’t go around
asking people if they love other people.”

“But do you,” she insisted, “since I've asked it?”

“First define love,” I said. “When you’ve done that to
my satisfaction, ask me again. Then if you get an answer
in the morning, see if it’s the same answer in the after-
noon, and the next day, and next week.”

“You're married, I suppose?”

“Why should you suppose that?”

She seemed taken back. “You are living together,” she
said. “Aren’t you?”

“We certainly work together, but that doesn’t mean
we’re married.”

She was silent while we climbed to the airlock and be-
gan to sidle along the narrow passage.

“I think I know what you are,” she said. “You’re secret
agents. The way you don’t answer questions shows you’re
used to it.”

“That’s a point,” I said agreeably.

A few minutes later—it was "a slow business moving
along that passage—Shirley stated emphatically from be-
hind me: “You’re Joe Dell and she’s Ellen Dell.”

“That settles it, then,” I observed. “We must be
married.”

“Don’t you ever give a fact away, free?”

I half turned and looked down at her reprovingly.
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“Weren’t you listening? I told you about the tenders and
the Sardonia—"

“Which I could have got from the steward. He can’t
tell me if you love Ellen.”

“Well, that makes two of us,” I said easily. “Neither
can l.”

“You won’t, anyway.”

We had almost caught up with Ellen, and she stopped
at that and waited.

“He won’t what?” she said.

I was between them, so they could hardly see each
other at all. Corridors on spaceships have to be seen to
be believed. Ellen and Shirley might have passed each
other, but only at the cost of buttons and tears and bruises,
and that’s no exaggeration. If I had to pass anyone, we
could only do it by climbing over each other.

Shirley was silent. She was ready to ask questions of
me, but not of Ellen. Not that kind of question.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said, “since it’s settled that I
won’t.”

Ellen accepted that, for the moment. She had found
our room.

“Yours is around the corner, Shirley,” she said. “Come
and I'll show you how things work.”

I backed into the cabin to get out of the way, and
they went past. Shirley gave me a last searching, puzzled
glance.

Fitting into the routine of space travel again is always
pretty much the same. Ellen made the same grumbles,
phrased differently. This time she wondered ironically why
they didn’t feed us on condensed milk and shortbread and
make sure we starved. Remarked that you rubbed your
head before you got up in anticipation of the bump. Said
she realized at last why spacegirls on magazine covers
wore tights—they couldn’t squeeze through spaceship
doors wearing anything else. Suggested we come to some
arrangement whereby I breathed out when she breathed in.

Shirley, to whom it was all new, took it very much for
granted. That is, she noticed with surprise how little room
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there was, adjusted herself to the new conditions and for-
got the whole thing.

When we were on the second tender, taking us out to
the Sardonia, 1 asked Ellen: “How much does Shirley
know?”

She didn’t feel like being sarcastic, for once, so she cut
out everything but what I wanted to know.

“Not much,” she said. “Shirley doesn’t know she’s got
to marry this character—Iet’s call him Bill. She thinks she
does, but she doesn’t realize how absolutely inescapable it
is that she must marry him and no one else. She doesn’t
know that she must be kind—but not too kind—to the
million others. No doubt she has her own ideas on that.
What she doesn’t realize is that she must be the perfect,
flawless figurehead, the dreamgirl, the model for all wom-
en, at once the vestal virgin, the perfect wife, everybody’s
sister, everybody’s sweetheart and everybody’s mother.”

“I know what you mean,” I said. “Not everyone would.”

“One thing,” Ellen observed, “she probably does real-
ize. She knows about the baby.”

I pressed my foot urgently against hers.

“I suppose she knows,” Ellen went on reflectively, “that
if it’s a monster, her whole future and Bill’s and Lotrin’s
collapses. And not only collapses, but into a rather nasty
little puddle. Yes, she probably knows that. I don’t think
she’s really faced it, but who could? Certainly not me.
I'll stay in TC and be asked to do the impossible and
get shot at and maybe beaten up occasionally. But I'm
glad I'm a few years too old to be asked to be a First
Lady.”

Shirley came right into the room. It had been a good
touch on Ellen’s part to drop these hints about our normal
employment. Since neither of us had done anything of the
sort before, it would convince Shirley that Ellen didn’t
know she was there.

Shirley was white, but strictly under control.

“So ybu’re taking me to Lotrin” she said clearly, “to do
something you wouldn’t do yourself?”

Ellen turned and met her gaze. She didn’t look startled
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that Shirley had heard her; it would have been out of
character, anyway.
“That’s right, Shirley,” she said quietly.

I really thought there was going to be a scene. It was
all between Ellen and Shirley. It was Ellen whom Shirley
worshiped, not me. I could see Shirley deciding that Ellen
was false and everything was, too, and you couldn’t trust
anyone or anything. I saw her being ashamed of all the
times she had cried before Ellen, who all the while had
been thinking she was mad and a fool to be doing what
she was doing.

Then Shirley whirled and went out.

“Better go after her, hadn’t you?” I said.

“I’ve gone after her often enough.”

“But she may...”

“She may do what?”

“Anything. Kill herself.”

“If she’s going to kill herself, she’d better do it now,
not when she’s reached Lotrin and has actually been in-
stalled.”

I was silent, thinking. Shirley wouldn’t kill herself, of
course. Girls as delicately balanced as that would never
be chosen as First Ladies. She would have much worse
things to face than Ellen’s defection.

I knew why Ellen had spoken as she had. Ellen was
no part of Shirley’s life on Lotrin. If Shirley was pinning
a lot on Ellen and Ellen’s opinion of her and First Ladies
in general, the sooner it was unpinned, the better. So
Ellen tore it off.

Besides, of course, Ellen was fed up playing nursemaid.

“Just for curiosity,” I said, “when were you shot at in
the line of duty?” :

“On Maple, fool. Don’t you remember?”

“Oh, that. But the shot was meant for me.”

“A lot of difference that would have made to me if it
killed me.”

“And when were you last beaten up?”

“Nostral. When you were looking for the house.”

I didn’t pursue that. On that occasion, Ellen certainly
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ran into my arms as she had never done before or since,
and had stayed in bed for days afterward alleging nervous
exhaustion. The thing about Ellen is that if she was nearly
beaten up, she would talk about it at every opportunity,
with all the details of what did happen and what might
have happened, but if she was beaten up, she would shut
up like a clam.

I filed away the conclusion that she had probably had
a tough time on Nostral, and I hadn’t known about it
before—it had happened two years ago—meant nothing.
Not when you know the first thing about Ellen.

I came back to what I thought was safer ground: “A
few years too old?”

“I'm twenty-five,” Ellen remarked calmly.

It wasn’t impossible, though that meant she was only
eighteen when I first met her. Just unlikely. So I left it
at that. It was unlike Ellen to give away even that much.
Twenty years hence, I could say that according to her
own figures she was now forty-five.

But this isn’t the story of Ellen. Not directly, at any
rate.

We hardly saw Shirley when we were changing over to
the Sardonia. Ellen’s attitude was that she had seen Shirley
through the first part, and it was my turn now. She
might have to take over again just before we reached Lo-
trin and clear up the mess I had made, but meantime she
was going to have a rest from Shirley Judson.

That’s Ellen.

If anything was to be done about Shirley, I would have
to do it. I waited until the ship was well clear of the
Moon and then went to look for Shirley, whom we had
only seen at mealtimes. 1

The Sardonia was nosing about, stopping and darting
like a fish. Passengers weren't supposed to walk about at
this stage. They were told to lie down or at least sit down.
For the effect of the ship’s motion was that, one moment,
“down” was the floor, the next the left-hand wall, then
the wall in front, then the wall behind. Of course it was
never a full gravity; if you liked to take a chance, you
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could drop lightly on your feet on floor, walls and ceiling.
The beds all swiveled with the changes in equilibrium.

Apparently Shirley was taking her chance with the
gravity, because she wasn’t in her cabin.

There was no room for social life on the Sardonia. The
only place that held a fair number of people was the
dining room, and, as the ship carried four hundred peo-
ple, the dining room was on shift duty twenty-four hours
a day. So, if Shirley wasn’t in her own room, she was in
someone else’s.

I considered the matter. Shirley had had a shock. Torn
from the life she had grown used to in twenty-one years,
she had set up Ellen as her model and guide. Ellen had
allowed this until we were irrevocably on our way, then
abdicated. What she had said was nothing; she could have
won back Shirley’s adoration any time she cared, but she
hadn’t bothered.

What would Shirley do? She would feel nothing mat-
tered. Nobody cared. She might as well enjoy herself—show
Ellen she didn’t care, either. In the limited field offered
by the Sardonia, there was only one thing she could do.

I considered some more. If Shirley was going to throw
herself at some man’s head, the likelihood was that it
would be someone on the same meal shift, someone she
had at least seen and talked to. I picked Glen Mavor.
Mavor was a shy youngster going out to Civnet to settle.
Civnet, right on the outposts of Terran settlement, wasn’t
near the First Lady stage yet.

I sought out Mavor. I tapped on his door, but walked
right in. I was right. Shirley was there, lounging against
a wall. Mavor was sitting on the bed. When I came in,
the place was crowded.

“Hallo, Shirley,” I said. “I thought you might be here.”

The ship made one of its sudden darts and Shirley and
I somersaulted and landed on the ceiling, Shirley in a
swirl of legs and skirt. She laughed. Mavor didn’t have
to move, because the bed kept its equilibrium.

I saw the situation. Shirley was unconcerned, happy in

| a reckless way. Mavor was interested, excited, but very
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nervous. He might not know the intracacies of the situa-
tion, but he knew he was going to a world which wouldn’t
see a woman for a long time, and that Shirley was ready
and willing to offer consolation in advance.

This wasn’t the Shirley Judson we had met in the
garden. This Shirley was more vital, and about twenty
times as attractive, because now she was trying to be at-
tractive.

Innocence is an attitude of mind, not mere absence of
experience. Shirley now, arms behind her and head thrown
back against the wall, was far from innocent. Nothing much
had happened to her experience, but a lot to her attitude
of mind. She had chosen a thin canary-yellow blouse for
two obvious reasons, and her scarlet skirt hugged her waist
and hips and then flared carelessly, its work done.

Shirley couldn’t go around like that for long looking for
trouble without finding it. Something had to be done.

“Mavor,” I said quietly, “I'm going to tell you a secret.”

Mavor, a good-looking young fellow, glanced at Shirley,
but she only smiled and surveyed her ankles. He turned
back to me.

“I don’t know if I want to hear any secrets,” he said.

“This one you hear all the same. And you keep it. It
doesn’t really matter now whether you keep it or not, but
it would be more convenient if everyone on the ship didn’t
know it just yet. Shirley, you see, is the First Ladywof
Lotrin.”

I knew I had been right to tell him when I saw his
expression.

“l only mention it,” I said casually, “because when
people are playing with dynamite, they at least ought to
know it’s dynamite. Coming, Shirley?”

There was another upheaval. This time Shirley landed
on top of Mavor, her arms round his neck. It might have
been an accident, but it was no accident when she pulled
his face to hers and kissed him. That wasn’t for Mavor’s
benefit at all, but for mine.

She disentangled herself at her leisure and followed me.
I took her to her own room.
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“Why did you tell him that?” she asked. She didn’t
mind; she was just curious.

“To keep him out of your way,” I said grimly. “He
won’t touch you with a grappling pole now. He’s scared.”

“Why?”

“You don’t know much about TC, do you? It carries
a lot of guns of different calibers. No one twists TC’s
tail for fun.”

“You mean Terran Control would victimize Glen?”

“What for?”

It was a good question. It upset even the new, more
confident Shirley. “I mean if ...”

“If what?” I demanded.

“Why shouldn’t I have a good time while I can, before
I get to my prison?” :

“Nothing against having a good time. Unless the form
it takes might have an adverse effect on the future.”

“I don’t care about the future. There may be no future.”

We had reached her room. I passed it, pushed her in-
side and followed her in. We sat on the bed, where we
could watch the gyrations of the walls with indifference.

“What’s the ship doing?” she abruptly wanted to know.

“Looking for the rails,” I told her. I didn’t want to
talk about the ship, but I was ready to play along with
Shirley to a certain extent.

“The rails?”

“Sure. You know space travel is composed of two very
different parts. Hoisting yourself free of a planet and then
of a satellite of some kind, and then maneuvering about
clumsily like this. The other part is as slick and wonder-
ful as this is primitive and slow. At this rate, you’d take
twenty thousand years to reach Aldebaran, let alone Lo-
trin.”

“But it only takes a few weeks!”

“That’s what I’'m telling you,” I said patxently “It’s
slick and wonderful. There aren’t really any rails, of course,
but it’s something like that. We’re looking for a field that
starts about here and stretches all the way to Aldebaran.
A beam. The Catterick Field, they call it. We've passed
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through it several times already—why we keep nosing
about like this is that we have to be fair and square in
the middle of it, and it’s pretty tight. Only a few miles
across.”

“The ship isn’t a mile wide.”

“No. But if there was the slightest error, how many
million miles would be needed to show it up? Ever hear
of inertia, Shirley?”

“That’s laziness.”

“You can put it that way. The laziness of matter. When
it’s still, matter can’t be bothered to move, and it’s a devil
of a job to make it. And, when it’s moving, it can’t be
bothered to make any effort to stop, and you have the
same job all over again stopping it.

“Now the Sardonia’s engines generate enough power to
take us to Lotrin in a few weeks without the Catterick
Field—only the ship wouldn’t go with the engines at that
acceleration. It would disintegrate. And at a fraction of
that speed, we’d all be crushed to pulp. Just now, no
acceleration of more than ten feet a second is being put

”

on.

For demonstration purposes, I caught her by the waist,
raised her against about a third Earth gravity and pushed
her into the center of the room just as the ship shot one
way and then another.

“And that can be quite hectic,” T remarked, as Shirley
bounced and somersaulted to the opposite wall.

She had dressed for this sort of thing, I observed, with
canary lingerie which was meant to make an interesting
flurry as her legs thrashed about. I caught her uncere-
moniously by the waistband and hauled her back on the
bed beside me.

“Imagine what it would be like if the acceleration were
ten miles a second,” I went on. “Or a thousand miles.
Or ten thousand.”

“I can’t,” she said truthfully.

“Obviously, if you're going to travel hundreds of light-
years at a time, you’ve got to do something about inertia.

Suppose there were no inertia on Earth. That’s impossible
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actually, because the field only operates in a vacuum. But
if it wasn’t, and gravity and air resistance remained the
same, you could run at top speed from a standing start.
If you wanted to turn and go back, you’d do it in one
stride.”

“Nonsense,” said Shirley, “you would strain a muscle
or something.”

“No. That’s inertia. If you’re running at fifteen miles
an hour and try to make your muscles stop you dead,
certainly you’ll tear something. But if there’s no inertia,
you could turn with one toe and be running the other
way. Gravity and air resistance would not matter much.
It’s inertia you’ve got to counter.”

Shirley was tired of the whole subject and showed it.

I went on grimly: “When we’re firmly in the center of
this field, which is maintained from the Moon, by the
way, we’ll start off with the Catterick Field energized.
Then there won’t be any gravity. No inertia. Only a trickle
let through so that we can still walk about, not a millionth
of the real force. The ship will be able to start and stop
in a split second. It won’t do more than a few hundred
miles an hour at first, because we may still not be properly
on the rails. When the captain’s satisfied we are, we’ll be
off at the speed of light. Then bigger and bigger multiples
of that till we reach Aldebaran. Then dead stop. We—"

“I’m going to have a shower,” Shirley announced.

“You mean you want me to leave?”

“Stay if you like, as long as you don’t go on gabbing
about the Cat-whatever-it-is Field.”

The shower was a minute cubicle in the opposite wall.
There was no sink; if you wanted to wash, you had to
take a whole shower.

I might have told Shirley that I had seen and read and
done a lot more than she had, and that if she really
wanted to shock or upset me, she would have to go much
further than she was ready to do—go around shooting
people, for instance, or tampering with the engines, or
trying to climb out into space.

But that might give her ideas, and anyway she wanted
me to protest. So I hoisted myself up and made for the
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door, knowing she didn’t really want to be left alone, with
Glen Mavor almost certainly crossed off from now on.
“See you later,” I said.

Shirley’s reckless phase fizzled out. Glen Mavor was
crossed off and she wasn’t really sorry. She was funda-
mentally level-headed. She started speaking to Ellen again
instead of ignoring her when we ate. Ellen took her tenta-
tive advances as she had taken her resentment, calmly
and without reference to the past. But the old adoration
was gone. It was me Shirley addressed most of her at-
tention to, not Ellen.

Time passes quickly when every day is the same, even
more quickly when there is no day. We all slept about
twelve hours out of twenty-four. Sustained exercise was
almost impossible, and Ellen again had her usual worry
about putting on weight. She did the usual thing about
it—shut me out of the cabin and exercised grimly, de-
liberately, systematically. She wouldn’t let anyone see her
swinging her arms and pedaling on her back. Shirley was
politely shown out, too, once or twice.

“She saw me doing that sort of thing often enough,”
Shirley objected once. “Is she made differently from other
women, or what?”

This was a far cry from her earlier worship of Ellen
which I thought was not a bad thing.

“Oh, no,” I said.

“She couldn’t have knock knees or a pot belly or any-
thing?”

“Nothing like that. She’ll sunbathe in a swimsuit in the
right surroundings, but only when she can be perfect.
Ellen is the one perfect thing in a lot of imperfect worlds.”

“Do you think she’s perfect?” -

“What I think doesn’t count. I meant can you imagine
seeing Ellen touching her toes and swinging over to try
to do it backward? You may know she’s doing it, but
can you imagine seeing it?”

She couldn’t.

Shirley and I were thus thrown in each other’s company
a lot. But we discovered a certain similarity in tempera-
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ment with regard to passing time together which Ellen
would never have understood. We would lounge com-
fortably in Shirley’s room reading or considering life or
even dozing, without saying a word. We each had company,
but we didn’t have to talk.

And then Shirley finished that phase, too. I was reading
a novel when she put her head between me and the book
and kissed me.

It may sound like a confession, but that really did
startle me. Because when she did that, a lot of other things
slipped into place.

She had wanted to know, when we were just on our
way, whether I loved Ellen. Whether we were married.
She had quarreled with Ellen. She had let me stop an
affair with Glen Mavor, and hadn’t seemed to care. She
had tried to upset me, put me off stroke. She became
catty about Ellen. She spent nearly all her waking hours
in my company.

Just when my brain was about to take over once more,
it was sent reeling again by the realization that Shirley
wasn’t any more ready for this clinch than I was.

That’s what they mean when they talk about love as a
little-understood though prevalent disease. I had no pos-
sible reason or excuse for falling for Shirley, I hadn’t
meant to do it, it had never occurred to me that I could
do it. And here we were. With Shirley in my arms, I
wasn’t going to move or think, if I could help it, because,
once the moment ended, I was going to have to face a
lot of things I didn’t want to face. Shirley probably felt
exactly the same. So we clung and felt our hearts beating
together and tried to stop time.

We succeeded no better than anyone ever has. I felt
I was hurting Shirley and released my grip slightly. In
turn, she took one arm from my neck and dropped it to
my side. So, a little at a time, we broke it up.

We pretended it was just one of those things that hap-
pen when you don’t actually take steps to prevent it,
meaning little or nothing. We didn’t talk about it at all,
and went on acting exactly as before.
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Except—perhaps I’'m biased, but Shirley really seemed
to become a hundred per cent prettier. I don’t think that’s
bias, for Ellen remarked one day that she didn’t know
why she’d once said Shirley wasn’t chosen for her looks,
anyway. But it must have been bias that made me think
Shirley was really quite intelligent and had good taste and
could make a good TC agent.

Still Shirley and I never talked about Lotrin. Until the
very last day when the bubble burst.

We were still untold light-years from Lotrin, but only
a few hours. We had not, of course, landed anywhere;
we stopped several times and tenders came out to the
Sardonia, but that affected us not at all except that there
were different faces at mealtimes.

Someone once said that the poor have large families be-
cause, cooped up in a small space, they haven’t much else
to do. But Shirley and I, despite that one lapse, were so
sure of ourselves that we spent nearly all our time to-
gether in a space no larger than a big cupboard. There
was nothing of sex in our talk, and, though we couldn’t
avoid touching each other accidentally, there was never
a hint of sensuality in the contact between Shirley and me.

That day, Shirley was reading and I was sitting on the
floor wondering what assignment Ellen and I would be
given next—still in the determined pretense that this was
just a job which would be over and all but forgotten very
soon. I wondered again why TC had given us the job of
taking Shirley out to Lotrin. But that was a train of
thought that led in a direction I didn’t like, and I jerked
my head as one does when in search of distraction—any
distraction. - '

Shirley’s red slipper caught my eye, which then drifted
up her legs. Shirley had good legs, but her skirt was
tucked modestly under her and I couldn’t even see to the
knee. I was unreasonably irritated. Why did she have to
pull her skirt about her like that? It was like shielding a
letter from you as you passed, as if you were trying to

read it. Uncalled for. I wasn’t sitting on the floor so that
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I could see her legs. I hadn’t even thought of her legs
until I saw she was hiding them primly like a spinster.

I reached out and touched Shirley’s ankle, but, at the
touch, anything I’d had in mind went away abruptly. She
threw aside her book and slid down into my arms.

We petted like teen-age lovers, just as nervous and ex-
cited. Suddenly Shirley threw herself back, eyes closed,
waiting.

And it had exactly the opposite effect on me of what
it was supposed to have.

“Look, Shirley,” I said harshly. “This is impossible.”

She sat up, her back against the bed.

“Don’t you know what a First Lady is?” I demanded.
“She’s a symbol. A goddess. A whole new world depends
on her, loves her and would die for her. She’s more of
a sovereign than any queen in history.”

“Lotrin can have another First Lady,” said Shirley
sharply. “I’m going to abdicate right away.”

“You can’t. Weeks ago, it was disclosed on Earth that
the First Lady of Lotrin was Shirley Judson, who was on
her way there. It hasn’t anything like the importance to
Earth that it has to Lotrin, but it’s known. It can’t be
hushed up. Suppose you go back. Lotrin will hear the
story eventually. Some other girl goes—a second-best, not
the real First Lady, a substitute for a failure or a coward.
What chance will she have? Suppose TC covers up and
sends out another girl as Shirley Judson with some story
to explain the delay. She’ll know. She’d have to be the
best actress in the Galaxy to keep up the pretense all the
rest of her life.”

“Why didn’t you think of that before?”

“I knew it all along.”

“Nobody can make me be a good First Lady. I can
ruin Lotrin. I would.”

“Ruin a world because you didn’t get your own way?
Because you went back on your word?”

We were both being unfair, of course. We went around
in circles for a while longer, blaming everything on each
other, but not in hot anger—rather with a sort of hope-
less knowledge that what I had said was true.
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The TC colonization system is all built into a solid
pyramid. At the bottom are the real pioneers, the men
who take a chance on death or glory, poverty or fabulous
wealth. They go to a world and shape it into a place for
men to live. As time goes by and they prosper, there are
more and more of them. A hundred men, a thousand, a
hundred thousand. But no women. Everybody knows that.
It’s accepted.

Every new world may be life-blood or canker. If the
canker ever has to be cut out, it must be possible to do
it cleanly and completely. No women. The world settled,
examined, explored, tested, tried out in every way. Early
diseases and allergies and maladies conquered. Five hun-
dred thousand men, a million.

And no women. TC controls all space travel, not only
interstellar travel. No woman can possibly reach a virgin
world.

Then the First Lady. The real beginning. Recognition.
Reward. Promise. Hope.

That’s one side.

The other side is that if the world turns out to be
canker, the First Lady can easily be sterilized, along with
the unfortunate child, if it happens to be female. That’s
the end. The world must die, for there are no more
women. Everybody knows and accepts that, too.

It’s a crazy structure of luck and fear and wild hope,
but a solid structure. I could no more buck it than Shirley
could. She was Lotrin’s First Lady and there was no escape.

But Shirley and I weren’t really considering the issues,
only toying with them. When I saw that, I said: “Let’s
get Ellen in on this.”

Shirley jumped. “Are you mad?”

When we had been pretending to ourselves and to each
other that we had merely been carried away once by the
heat of the moment, we had naturally pretended very hard
to Ellen that not even that had ever happened.

“She’s got to come into this,” I said, “Unless we can
decide here and now that you and I are finished.”

I hoped Shirley would say we could. I was afraid she
might say it. She said nothing.
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So I said, “Stay here,” and went for Ellen.

I didn’t even knock. Ellen’s arms were above her head,
swinging one way and then the other. She dropped her
arms and looked at me in fury.

“It’s important,” I said. “Shirley and I need your help.
Never mind making yourself smart. Just come.”

I didn’t tell her anything until we were wedged in
Shirley’s room. Then I told her that Shirley and I were
in love. Ellen’s frown cleared away as if by magic. This
was interesting. It was a break in routine. It was a
problem, a challenge.

But she couldn’t help sighing and saying: “I knew some-
thing would happen when I stopped running the show.
I didn’t know it would be this. I don’t know everything.”

“You think you do,” Shirley flashed.

Ellen turned a cold eye on her. “Is that attitude going
to help?” she asked. “Aren’t you just putting it on to
show you’ve outgrown your childish crush on me?”

That was meant to make Shirley about two inches high.
It failed because Shirley knew she was somebody. Merely
being a First Lady was nothing, but now she had some-
one in love with her.

“I'm not ashamed that I once thought you were won-
derful,” she retorted. “You’re a great actress. You can
even act the part of a decent human being.”

Ellen smiled. That smile showed Ellen’s real talent.
Come to think of it, Shirley was right. That’s what Ellen
is above all else—an actress—the kind I'd been talking
about.

“That’s not hard,” she said quietly. “Honestly, Shirley,
have you ever met anyone who wasn’t basically a decent
human being?”

Shirley hadn’t. That was her good luck; it was like
Ellen to play on it.

“Now let’s get the position clear,” Ellen went on. “Is
it settled that Shirley isn’t going to be Lotrin’s First Lady,
and what we’re looking for is some way out of it?”

Nobody spoke. “Well, let’s make up our minds,” Ellen
insisted pleasantly, after a long pause. “Shirley, think
about your mother.”
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“That’s you all over!” Shirley burst out. “Any weapon
—anything’s fair to you! It’s not safe for anyone to have
feelings, because you’ll twist them and use them against
them—"

“All right, don’t think about your mother. Count her
out of it. You’ve already made up your mind that you’ll
probably never see her again, anyway.”

There was another long silence. Then Shirley said: “Sup-
pose I think about her. What am I supposed to think?”

“You were an ordinary girl, quite happy on Earth, con-
tent to stay there. Some TC men came along and talked
to you, persuaded you to take a few tests, and then threw
their bombshell. You could be important. You could rule
a whole planet of men. Only it meant leaving Earth, leav-
ing your mother, and the answer had to be yes or no,
not maybe.”

“They made me go!”

“They would be persistent, I admit. First Ladies don’t
grow on trees. But did you really believe you couldn’t
say no?”

No answer.

“Well, you could be somebody,” Ellen continued re-
flectively, “or you could give up the chance. You love
your mother. You didn’t want to leave her. You thought
of giving it up. You didn’t, as history will bear out, really
care about space and progress and mankind and all the
big things like that. People don’t, though it makes a good
story. The real question was, could you give up an op-
portunity like that?”

In case by any chance T haven’t said so before—Ellen
has personality. She had both of us hanging on her words.
Me a little less than Shirley, of course, but still enough.

“You couldn’t,” said Ellen, “There were things you had
to give up, a lot of things. Things I don’t know about.
Things no one but you will ever know about.”

I saw what was coming. I had been long enough seeing
it; but, then, I had been pretty unreasonable in a lot of
ways lately.

“Never mind whether it’s possible or not,” said Ellen.

“The question’s still the same. Are you going to give
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up the things you have to give up to be a First Lady?
Or are you going to give up being a First Lady?”

“I’m not going to give up Joe,” declared Shirley de-
fiantly.

Ellen nodded as if that was perfectly reasonable. “All
right. The question is, then, have you got Joe?” She looked
at me.

I avoided her eye. “You won’t understand this,” I said,
“but I have really fallen for Shirley.”

“Oh, I understand that, all right. Do you see any future
in it?”

“I’ve already told Shirley that I don’t.”

“I've tried to be fair to Shirley,” Ellen said, “but I
can be a lot tougher with you and still be fair. You know
better.”

I might have known that when I went to Ellen with
a problem, she would throw it right back in my lap.

The real difference between Shirley and me wasn’t age
or sex, but the fact that I knew TC. I wanted Shirley
and I'd have moved Heaven and Earth for her. But I
knew I couldn’t move TC.

I had one last doomed try. “You talk about Shirley
giving up a chance, Ellen. A chance to be a tragic queen?
Suppose Lotrin won’t support human life and let it stay
human. Wouldn’t she be better off—if she—"

“Cut it out,” retorted Ellen. She turned to Shirley.
“Listen, Shirley, Joe’s doing this because he’s a fool. He
can’t help that. It’s too late to do anything about Joe.
But you’re doing it because you’re afraid. At the last mo-
ment, only a few hours from Lotrin, you suspect you can’t
. face what may happen there.”
| “You admitted you couldn’t either,” said Shirley.

; “T didn’t say I could. You did, so leave me out of it.
.~ Knowing you’re alone, you turned to Joe, who’s a fool,
| and made your problem his. I'm a woman, too, remember
—I know the technique. You were afraid and Joe was
around and, after all, you were picked out for a whole
world to fall in love with—not only Joe, who’s a fool. I
don’t blame you. You did a good job, helped by the
fact that I was too busy with something else to have any
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time for either of you. And it was left to Joe, who’s a
fool, to find a way out for both of you. Joe—"

“Who’s a fool,” I supplied.

Ellen made an impatient gesture. “Joe should have told
you something. TC should have told you. But now TI'll
tell you. .

“Shirley, TC has the best brains of all humanity. Not
running things, but finding out facts. The best scientific
brains.

“Listen, Shirley, this is important. In a sense, nearly
every First Lady is a sham. Yes, you’re meant to go
to Lotrin and have a baby, and doctors and scientists
and psychologists will very honestly and thoroughly test
it for any deviation from the human norm. But do you
really think TC needs that?”

This, as they say, was the pay-off. At the back of my
mind, I had known when I went for Ellen that she would
tell Shirley at least some of the truth. But I had hoped
that the thing could be worked out some other way.

Ellen didn’t need to play for effect now. Shirley was
rigid with attention.

Ellen shook her head. “No, Shirley, the people who ex-
amine the world before it’s colonized may not be sure
what it will do to men, but after a few thousand have
lived on a world for a year, and a hundred thousand or
so for years, and a million are, finally settled there, the
scientists know a‘lot more about the place and its effect
on human physical structure than any single experiment
can tell them. You know a First Lady is a symbol. Well,
that also applies to the test. The first birth.

“TC knows already what it’s going to show. TC always
knows. But, so long as people are unreasonable and super-
stitious and unscientific and emotionally immature, this
symbolic test will be needed. The proof that a world is
safe or unsafe.

“But it isn’t proof to TC. It’s confirmation of more than
a ninety per cent probability, which is reasonable certainty
in your language and mine. You can see that, can’t you?
Doesn’t it make sense?”

“Yes,” Shirley grudgingly admitted.

128

T chem,




FIRST LADY

“And you want to know about Lotrin. Well, even you
couldn’t be told. And, now that I'm telling you, listen
and keep it to yourself. The whole TC system is built
on the First Ladies. Don’t even tell Bill, or whatever his
name turns out to be. He doesn’t know. Nobody knows
but TC.

“You were never in any danger, Shirley. Lotrin is safe.
Your child will be like any other woman’s child on any
human world. I tell you TC knows. Now are you going
to cling to Joe?”

I actually landed with Shirley. Ellen couldn’t because
the First Lady regulations were inflexible. No woman could
even visit a world like Lotrin for as much as five minutes,
except the First Lady.

I saw what Shirley’s arrival did to the place. Alextown
was the main population center of Lotrin, and literally
every inhabitant was there to welcome her. I can’t de-
scribe the scene—you would think I was mad.

Have you ever seen or heard what a flag or a cross
or just a sign can do to people living in the valley be-
tween life and death?

Well, imagine the symbol isn’t a flag or a cross or just
a sign, but a living, breathing, beautiful girl in a world
which no woman has ever trod.

And still you won’t be within light-years of the reality.

When I said good-by to her, she had to make an ob-
vious effort to bring her attention back to me. It wasn’t
that her thinking herself in love with me had been as
light and casual and false as all that. I was already just
an episode in an entirely irrelevant past, and it didn’t
matter in the least how important an episode I had been.

Ellen was waiting when I got back to the Sardonia—
waiting, apparently, to look into my eyes.

“I don’t know how I got through it,” I said dully.

“I don’t know, either,” Ellen confessed with that in-
credible sympathy of hers which had won Shirley twice.
“Let me say it first, Joe. This is the last time we ever
do anything like this.”

“It’s the last time for everyone. That’s why we got the
job, because no one will ever do it twice. And there can
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only be a few human beings in any generation foul enough
to do it once.”

All of what Ellen had told Shirley was true except the
end.

TC naturally did know what was going to happen be-
fore the First Lady went out. Not long before—not until
the world was pretty fully colonized and there was a lot
of data to work on. We knew before we saw Shirley. We
hadn’t like the job, but we agreed it was necessary. Lo-
trin still had to have a First Lady. Colonists who had
worked and sweated and slaved to build a new world
wouldn’t believe a test tube. They wouldn’t listen calmly
when they were told there could be no more colonists and
their world was condemned without the real test.

But they would believe their own eyes when they saw
Shirley’s child. Ellen had told it the wrong way around.

Shirley had believed I had fallen in love with her be-
cause a woman is always ready to believe that of any
man. She couldn’t guess that the real reason was that I
couldn’t go on spending so much time with her and getting
to know her without being so damn sorry for her that—

No, Ellen was no worse than me. She told the lie, but
I acted it.

“It isn’t ninety per cent, of course,” Ellen reminded
me. “Only about seventy-five. There is a chance . ..”

I nearly demanded, “Would you take it?” But I didm’t.
She would. Yes, Ellen would take one chance in four, for
a world. It had been another lie when she told Shirley
she wouldn’t—a devious lie to rid Ellen of Shirley’s af-
fection before Ellen had to return it.

So it wasn’t too bad really, I tried to convince myself.
Ellen would do it. Ellen, my wife.

I also tried to interest myself again in the fact that
Ellen was one of the most beautiful women ever born.
That was why people loved her against all reason, I told
myself. I didn’t often admit it, but Ellen was . . .

When I looked at Ellen, though, gazing silently at me,
all I could see was Shirley’s face.
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BY J. F. BONE

Psychologists have a nice complicated
term for what this story really is: it'’s nothing
more nor less than a “hypnogogic hallucina-
tion,” a self-induced dream-just-before-
sleeping, meant to actually put you to sleep.
Such a dream takes the form of a visualiza-
tion of such propositions as “How nice it
would be if I could play the piano better
than anyone in the world,” or, “Wouldn’t it
be wonderful if I could control people’s
actions from a distance?”—that sort of thing.

As a matter of fact, a lot of the very best
science fiction stories might just as well be
called hypnogogic hallucinations, carefully
brought out of the dark by their authors,
washed, sterilized, ironed, and starched a bit
so that they can stand daytime presentation
in public.

And this is one of the very best examples
of the type. It takes place on another distant
planet, this one teeming with novel life forms,
including one that is the symbiotic vehicle
of Our Hero’s dreams of omnipotence, which
it makes come true. It's fun for him—and
fun to read, too, for don’t we all love fairy
stories, even when they are disguised with
a panoply of space ships and evil corpora-
tions and space patrols and unspeakable
purveyors of “narcotics’’? You bet we do!
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Shifaz glanced furtively around the room. Satisfied that
it was empty except for Fred Kemmer and himself, he
sidled up to the Earthman’s desk and hissed con-
spiratorially in his ear, “Sir, this Johnson is a spy! Is it
permitted to slay him?”

“It is permitted,” Kemmer said in a tone suitable to
the gravity of the occasion.

He watched humorlessly as the Antarian slithered out
of the office with a flutter of colorful ceremonial robes.
Both Kemmer and Shifaz had known for weeks that John-
son was a spy, but the native had to go through this
insane rigmarole before the rules on Antar would allow
him to act. At any rate, the formalities were over at last
and the affair should be satisfactorily ended before night-
fall. Natives moved quickly enough, once the preliminaries
were concluded.

Kemmer leaned back in his chair and sighed. Being the
Interworld Corporation’s local manager had more com-
pensations than headaches, despite the rigid ritualism of
native society. Since most of the local population was
under his thumb, counter-espionage was miraculously ef-
fective. This fellow Johnson, for instance, had been in
Vaornia less than three weeks, and despite the fact that
he was an efficient and effective snoop, he had been
fingered less than forty-eight hours after his arrival in
the city. !

Kemmer closed his eyes and let a smile cross his keen
features. Under his administration, there would be a sharp
rise in the mortality curve for spies detected in the
Vaornia-Lagash-Timargh triangle. With the native ju-
diciary firmly under IC control, the Corporation literally
had a free hand, providing it kept its nose superficially
clean. And as for spies, they knew the chances they took
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and what the penalty could be for interfering with the
normal operations of corporate business.

Kemmer yawned, stretched, turned his attention to
more important matters.

Albert Johnson fumbled hopefully in the empty food
container before tossing it aside. A plump, prosaic man
of middle height, with a round ingenuous face, Albert
was as undistinguished as his name, a fact that made him
an excellent investigator. But he was neither undis-
tinguished nor unnoticed in his present position, although
he had tried to carry it off by photographing the actions
of the local Sanitary Processional like any tourist.

He had been waiting near the Vaornia Arm on the
road that led to Lagash since early afternoon, and now it
was nearly evening. He cursed mildly at the fact that the
natives had no conception of time, a trait not exclusively
Antarian, but one which was developed to a high degree
on this benighted planet. And the fact that he was hungry
didn’t add to his good temper. Natives might be able to
fast for a week without ill effects, but his chunky body
demanded quantities of nourishment at regular intervals,
and his stomach was protesting audibly at being empty.

He looked around him, at the rutted road, and at the
darkening Vaornia Arm of the Devan Forest that
bordered the roadway. The Sanitary Processional had com-
pleted the daily ritual of waste disposal and the cart driv-
ers and censer bearers were goading their patient daks
into a faster gait. It wasn’t healthy to be too near the
forest after the sun went down. The night beasts weren’t
particular about what, or whom, they ate.

The Vaornese used the Vaornia Arm as a dump for
the refuse of the city, a purpose admirably apt, for the
ever-hungry forest life seldom left anything uneaten by
morning. And since Antarian towns had elaborate rituals
concerning the disposal of waste, together with a non-
existent sewage system, the native attitude of fatalistic in-
difference to an occasional tourist or Antarian being

133




ANOTHER PART OF THE GALAXY

gobbled up by some nightmare denizen of the forest was
understandable.

The fact that the Arm was also an excellent place to
dispose of an inconvenient body didn’t occur to Albert
until the three natives with knives detached themselves
from the rear of the Sanitary Processional and advanced
upon him. They came from three directions, effectively
boxing him in, and Albert realized with a sick certainty
that he had been double-crossed, that Shifaz, instead of
being an informant for him, was working for the IC. Albert
turned to face the nearest native, tensing his muscles for
battle.

Then he saw the Zark.

It stepped out of the gathering darkness of the forest,
and with its appearance everything stopped. For perhaps
a micro-second, the three Vaornese stood frozen. Then,
with a simultaneous wheep of terror, they turned and ran
for the city.

They might have stayed and finished their work if they
had known it was a Zark, but at the moment the Zark
was energizing a toothy horror that Earthmen called a
Bandersnatch—an insane combination of talons, teeth and
snakelike neck mounted on a crocodilian body that ex-
uded an odor of putrefaction from the carrion upon which
it normally fed. The Bandersnatch had been dead for
several hours, but neither the natives nor Albert knew that.

It was a tribute to the Zark’s ability to maintain pseudo-
life in a Bandersnatch carcass that the knifemen fled and
a similar panic seized the late travelers on the road. Albert
stared with horrified fascination at the monstrosity for
several seconds before he, too, fled. Any number of na-
tives with knives were preferable to a Bandersnatch. He
had hesitated only because he didn’t possess the condi-
tioned reflexes arising from generations of exposure to
Antarian wildlife.

He was some twenty yards behind the rearmost native,
and, though not designed for speed, was actually gaining
upon the fellow, when his foot struck a loose cob-
blestone in the road. Arms flailing, legs pumping desper-
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ately to balance his toppling mass, Albert fought manfully
against the forces of gravity and inertia.

He lost.

His head struck another upturned cobble. His body
twitched once and then relaxed limply and unconscious
upon the dusty road.

The Zark winced a little at the sight, certain that this
curious creature had damaged itself seriously. -

Filled with compassion, it started forward on the Ban-
dersnatch’s four walking legs, the grasping talons crossed
on the breast in an attitude of prayer. The Zark wasn’t
certain what it could do, but perhaps it could help.

Albert was mercifully unconscious as it bent over him
to inspect his prone body with a purple-lidded pineal eye
that was blue with concern. The Zark noted the bruise
upon his forehead and marked his regular breathing, and
came to the correct conclusion that, whatever had hap-
pened, the biped was relatively undamaged. But the Zark
didn’t go away. It had never seen a human in its thousand-
odd years of existence, which was not surprising since
Earthmen had been on Antar less than a decade and
Zarks seldom left the forest.

Albert began to stir before the Zark remembered its
present condition. Not being a carnivore, it saw nothing
appetizing about Albert, but it was energizing a Ban-
dersnatch, and, like all Zarks, it was a purist. A living
Bandersnatch would undoubtedly drool happily at the
sight of such a tempting tidbit, so the Zark opened the
three-foot jaws and drooled.

Albert chose this precise time to return to conscious-
ness. He turned his head groggily and looked up into a
double row of saw-edged teeth surmounted by a leering
triangle of eyes. A drop of viscid drool splattered moistly
on his forehead, and as the awful face above him bent
closer to his own, he fainted.

The Zark snapped its jaws disapprovingly. This was
not the proper attitude to take in the presence of a fero-
cious monster. One simply didn’t go to sleep. One should
attempt to run. The biped’s act was utterly illogical. It
needed investigation. |
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Curiously, the Zark sent out a pseudopod of its sub-
stance through the open mouth of its disguise. The faintly
glittering thread oozed downward and struck Albert’s
head beside his right eye. Without pausing, the thread
sank through skin and connective tissue, circled the eye-
ball and located the optic nerve. It raced inward along
the nerve trunk, split at the optic chiasma, and entered
the corpora quadrigemina where it branched into innu-
merable microscopic filaments that followed the main
neural paths of the man’s brain, probing the major areas
of thought and reflex.

The Zark quivered with pleasure. The creature was
beautifully complex, and, more important, untenanted. He
would make an interesting host. 1

The Zark didn’t hesitate. It needed a host; giving its
present mass of organic matter pseudo-life took too much |
energy. The Bandersnatch collapsed with a faint slurping
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