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Introduction

VER MORE frequently in the past few years, mankind is being
E treated to curiously disturbing news stories suggesting that
watchers from outside—that is to say, from other planets or from
interplanetary spaces—are keeping this planet under observation.
Even as I write, there are current various sobering articles about
mysterious green fireballs seen in the American Southwest, ot photo-
eraphed “lights” in orderly arrangement traveling at what would
seem to be 15,000 miles an hour, of guarded admissions by the pow-
ers that be that there is after all, something to the flying saucers,
something presumably attesting to the theory that they are tfrom
“outside.”

All this is “new” only to the newspapers and magazines. Science-
fiction writers have been speculating about it for decades. What the
news stories suggest, without ever saying so, 1s that science-fiction
writers may very well have been setting down aspects of the future
history ot Earth.

Quite possibly hundreds of variations of that history might be
compiled. Beginning with the postulate that we are observed, we go
on quite logically to wonder by what manner of beings? Man, being
self-centered, is entirely likely to conceive of the inhabitants of other
planets, if such there be, as in his own image. Actually, however,
there is not the slightest reason for believing that they are, and con-
temporary writers of science-fiction have run the gamut of imaginary
concepts of what invaders from space might be like. Consider, in the
present collection, the silicon beings of And the Walls Game 1T'ums-
bling Down, by John Wyndham, the almost incredible vernal crea-
tures of Kendall F. Crossen’s The Ambassadors from Venus, the tiny
insect-like invaders of John Benyon Harris Meteor.

Vit
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Whether mankind will invade the star spaces before Earth itself
1s invaded is a moot point, of course. It is just as conceivable that
man will find a way into space as that the dwellers of the void may
find their way to us. Beginning with the concept of the waters in
David Keller’'s The Star, a half dozen authors have followed Dr.
Keller's prologue to future history with variations on the theme of
interplanetary exploration. What lies outside challenges the imagina-
tion, and particularly that of the science-fiction writer, who is least
likely to be bound to the conventional.

Jack Williamson watches Earth from a vantage point on the
moon; Clifford Simak goes appreciably beyond; Lester del Rey con-
celves a dying cosmos; Eric Frank Russell creates a vast, interlocking
system of future interplanetary civilizations; L. Sprague de Camp
and A. E. Van Vogt each strike an ironic note in postulating that
interplanetary worlds might duplicate the pattern of human civili-
Zzation.

And for how long might space dwellers tolerate the explorations
of mankind before becoming impatient and striking back? Another
quartet of authors foresees invasion in various forms and on different
planes—Isaac Asimov, John Beynon Harris, John Wyndham, and
Donald Wandrei—before Clark Ashton Smith conceives of Earth’s
destruction and Kendall F. Crossen manages to effect the rescue of
some last men on Earth.

Thereafter Nelson Bond in To People a New World elucidates
the supreme irony of all history—the blind obedience to pattern—in
a superb allegory on the Biblical story of Cain and Abel, suggesting
that despite all that has happened to mankind, the basic flaws in
human nature will reassert themselves, and man’s history of errors
will only repeat itself in a new cycle.

If there are watchers from interstellar space scrutinizing Earth, it
must puzzle them indeed to determine what manner of creatures men
are. T'hat something untoward is happening in the air above our
planet seems indisputable, if the evidence in our newspapers, our
magazines, and many recent books is to be believed. I have drawn
upon certain writings in order to preface each story in this collec-
tion with pertinent paragraphs of exposition gleaned from the news,
or from scientific speculation. To the editors, authors and /or pub-
lishers of Time, Life, Is Another World Watching?, by Gerald
Heard (Harper); Men of Other Planets, by Kenneth Heuer (Pelle-

grini & Cudahy), I am indebted for permission to reproduce such
paragraphs in these pages.
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Together with the stories, they lend a disturbing air of verisimili-
tude to the collection, which here suggests not an inevitable but an
alternate course of the possible future of our planet. In our time, one

need not be a devotee of the outré to appreciate the lessons inherent
in the fiction of escape of which the stories in this book are typical.

—AUuGgUST DERLETH

Sauk City, Wisconsin
April 17, 1952
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“NOT ONLY 1s it clear now beyond any possibility of reasonable
doubt that something has been continually haunting the upper skies of
the vast area of land comprised between the southern provinces of
Canada and the northern States of Mexico. Further than that, the
phenomena, though varied in some particulars, do all of them fall into
certain categories. What has been seen over these years, and is still being
seen to the last moment of reporting, is some sort of super-flying machine.
(The old-fashioned name is used because some of the craft are clearly
not ‘planes’ in any exact sense of the word. Also, it is p0551ble that some
do not plane at all—that 1s, keep themselves up in the air by the pres-
sure of the air on a flat underside—some seem to be able to roll along
quite as comfortably as cart wheels on their rims.)

““I'he problem then arises—and it is an acute one, second to none in
immediate importance to all the peoples of this world—who controls

them, who has made them, whence do they come?”—GERALD HEARD,
Is Another World Watching?

The Star

by Dauvid H. Keller

HE PEOPLE of the Star sang in the twilight.

For many years they had gathered at the close of day to give
expression to their happiness in song. Life had few problems for
them; they had achieved a form of social security whereby all
their needs were satisfied; their medical science adequately pro-
tected them against disease, suffering and annoyances of old age.

Noj Kassi1 was the senior member of the Council. For half a cen-
tury he had held the admiration of the Star people by his wisdom
and ability as a storyteller. Now, surrounded by his loved ones, he
led the family chorus. As the singing ended, a grandchild asked
tor a particular story, one that had been retold many times but
with each telling seemed new.

When he ended the tale, he bade his family good-by and rode
away 1n his magnocar. They knew where he was going but felt no
grief. His had been a pleasant life. For years he had given happiness

3
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to all who read his interesting tales of the past and exciting narra-
tives of things to come. Actual life on the Star was placid and un-
eventful; only through the imagination of their authors could any-
one realize that such words as excitement, adventure, peril had
meaning.

At the Euthanasia Center he left the car and walked slowly to-
wards the marble building. Seated on the steps was Elto Rean. Kassi
smiled and sat down beside him.

“I received your message,” Rean said softly. “Perhaps I can per-
suade you to change your mind; if not, I can at least say good-by to
an old friend.”

“It was kind of you to come, Elto,” Kassi replied. “My only reason
for informing you of my decision was to thank you for the long
years of friendship. There seems no doubt that I am acting wisely
in going on with my program. There comes a time in the life of
every man when there is no zest, no thrill to existence. You well
know the pattern of life on the Star and how 1t 1s ended. If I could
further contribute, in any way, to the happiness of our people 1
would gladly continue my work on the Council. But we have ar-
rived at a state of life where there is nothing left to strive for. So
now I am seeking new adventures. Good-by, Elto.”

He passed through the open doorway, signed the register, and
entered a small room. Closing the door, he lay down on a bed cov-
ered with a silk sheet and pressed a gold button near the pillow. Im-
mediately the songs of nightingales and the perfume of exotic
flowers filled the room. Noj Kassi closed his eyes. Then, sleeping, he
drifted into a new land. Gradually his body dried, until only a
handful of clean white ash lay between the folds of his garments.

Three men sat around a circular stone table which was orna-
mented on the top by a carved map of the universe around the Star.
Physically the men were small; mentally they were giants; spirit-
ually they were philosophers who had solved the enigmas of time
and space. For many centuries three men had met in the Council
room and sat around this table. Occasionally one, satiated with
life’s unchanging routine, would voluntarily seek release in the
‘Euthanasia Center. Then he would automatically be replaced by
the next highest intellectual of the Star.

The circular table symbolized the equality of the Council mem-
bers. None superior to the others ruled. Their yearly meetings were
informal, the discussions harmonious. Being equally intelligent,
they arrived at decisions without lengthy argument. However, for
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centuries, there had been few problems to discuss or questions to
answer. Once a year they met for a few hours simply because it was
thought best to follow an age-old pattern and not because there
were new laws to pass. Sociologically, life on the Star was so nearly
perfect that even the old laws had become unnecessary and most of
them had been forgotten.

As the Senior member of the Council, Elto Rean, a quiet, digni-
fied, calm-faced man opened the meeting.

“Because Noj Kassi, for fifty years the beloved Senior member of
the Council, entered the Euthanasia Center last week i1t has become
necessary to select a citizen to take his place. For many years 1t has
been universally recognized that Net Org should join the Council
when there was a vacancy. He now takes his place with us around the
stone table. Har Onwa and I thought it best to call a session at once
to welcome him officially, and to study the problem of Earth.

“As you know, we on the Star have lived 1n peace and happi-
ness for many hundreds of years. While the Star 1s comparatively
small, we have so carefully adjusted population to resources that
everyone has been amply provided for in every respect. L.ong ago,
our scientists applied eugenical regulations which were so eflective
that disease, insanity, and crime became obsolete. Machinery was
invented to do all the actual manual work and we were wise enough
to remain masters of these machines and not their servants. In-
tensive study of sociological and governmental problems enabled us
to evolve a system whereby life became completely standardized.
This, combined with a program of liberal education, established an
actual equality which added greatly to the pleasure of life, sense of
security, and personal dignity because in no way could anyone be
made to feel or appear inferior to another.

“Freedom from the all-compelling need to work hard or suffer
pain and privation gave ample leisure for recreation. Some of our
citizens became devotees of the arts, musicians, painters, authors,
designers of jewelry. Others perfected existing machinery or in-
vented new mechanical devices to make life more comfortable. A
few decided to spend their life dreaming. Agriculture, free from in-
sects or blight, furnished ample food for our vegetarian diet. Every
family had its own home surrounded by gardens filled with beauti-
ful flowers.

“Finally we had no problems to solve and, as I review the history
of the Star, I consider this a definite failure in our sociological
program. Perhaps conflict, difliculties, hardships are needed for a
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nation to remain alert, progressive, and capable of continuous intel-
lectual growth. It may be that a race can advance only when it
continuously faces complex problems threatening its existence.
Without such a challenge it merely exists, perfect in every way, but
doomed to eventual decay and death. Unless a nation continues to
grow, 1t begins to die.

“For many centuries we have known of the existence of life on
our neighboring planet, Earth. Over a thousand years ago we sent
investigators to study that life, but they reported it so barbaric and
inferior to ours that we had no reason for further interest in it. It
was reported to be a planet filled with suffering, conflicts, and a com-
plete disregard for the rights of the individual. Following that one
study we completely ignored Earth people.

“Now, for various reasons, chief of which is the need of some-
thing new to interest us, it seems advisable to make another study
ot Earth life. Perhaps, in some way, we may add to the welfare of its
population by persuading them to adopt, at least in part, our pat-
tern ot life. As we are thousands of years ahead of them in culture
it 1s useless to expect them to fully accept our advice; our sugges-
tions will appear too radical; but perhaps we can eventually add, in
some slight degree, to their happiness.”

““I'he best way to do that,” put in Har Onwa, “would be to send
three of our most advanced scientists and educators to Earth with
authority to use their best judgment in dealing with any situation
which they encounter. They can adjust themselves to Earth life, be-
come citizens of some nation, learn all they can about the problems
of the people and do what is possible to help them. Once their work
1s completed, they can return to the Star and report.”

“I'hat seems an admirable plan,” agreed Net Org. “Probably it
will take several years for them to complete their survey but time
means little to us. Naturally they will have many problems when
they arrive on Earth. They must provide themselves with articles of
clothing such as is worn there and find some way to make a living.
Our last study on Earth life indicated that all necessities were
bought with pieces of metal called money. Not knowing what kind
of clothing is worn or what metal is used to buy food and pay for
shelter, 1t will be impossible to supply the three investigators in
advance. And, of course, they will have to hide their space plane, not
only so 1t will be available for return but also to conceal their iden-

tity. It the Earth people learn they are from the Star, they would
either promptly kill them or make them prisoners.”
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“I have full confidence in the ability of any we select to care for
themselves, accomplish their research, and return safely,” answered
Elto Rean. “From a purely personal and perhaps selfish reason I
am pleased with our decision to conduct this study of the Earth
people. For over a year I have seriously considered visiting the
Euthanasia Center. When I talked to Noj Kassi just before he en-
tered the Center, I envied him. Life has been dull because it held
nothing of great interest. Now I have something to live for—the
return of our three investigators. Their report should be most
enlightening and may even pose a problem for us to solve.

““T'he Council made 1ts last important decision six hundred years
ago. I'm certain that 1f there were a new and definite problem,
something to make us, as a people, think, it will benefit all of us.
I propose that we arrange a program and select the three men who
will act as 1nvestigators. The choice will have to be made very care-
fully. Hundreds will ask for the opportunity to share in the adven-
ture but only the most capable should be chosen after a rigid proc-
ess of elimination. Special consideration should be given to those
who have an aptitude for foreign languages. Our last survey showed
that the Earth people spoke in many different tongues. It 1s possi-
ble, of course, that in the interim they have learned the advisability
of universal speech. If that proves true, it is probable they have
a small, simple vocabulary and a very primitive grammar so our
men should have little difhculty in learning 1t.”

Five years later, almost to the day, the Council met in an emer-
ZEeNnCy Session.

“We are here,” began Elto Rean, “to welcome our very recently
returned Earth investigators. After reading a summary of their ex-
tremely interesting report, I thought i1t advisable to hold a meeting
of the Council at once. It appears that after many wars the Earth
people have finally achieved a semblance of unity. Compared with
a thousand years ago there has been marked improvement in the
condition of that part of their society called ‘the common men’;
there 1s less starvation; many diseases have been conquered; great
advancement has been made in adapting and perfecting machinery
to the needs of their nationals. Unfortunately, however, there has
been little improvement in their spiritual life; the strong continue
to oppress the weak; the rich become wealthier by robbing the
poor.

“I have touched only on the high lights ot the report. It would be
best for each investigator to make a full report on his life on Earth
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and his observations concerning the social and economic conditions
on that planet. I will ask that Ztet Oin, who was called Anderson
on Earth, make the report of his experiences.”

“On our arrival,” Ztet Oin began, “our first problem was to lo-
cate a suitable cave in which to hide our space plane. Fortunately
Earth has an abundance of very large caves. With your permission
we will omit the details of our first contact with the Earth men, how
we acquired their type of clothing, learned their language, and se-
cured some of the metal used for money. The latter was very nec-
essary, for we soon learned that nothing, not even the necessities
of life, was free, but had to be purchased. While our adjustment
was necessarily slow, we encountered less difficulty than antici-
pated, mainly because physically we Star people are not radically
different from the Earth people. By that I mean that our bodies,
while small, were considered human in appearance by those who
first saw us. I might digress here to say that while the Star people
are uniform in stature and color and have flawless bodies the Earth
people are of different sizes, from pigmies to giants, some with fine
bodies and others with horrible malformations. The variation in
color 1s remarkable. Their skins are of all possible shades of black,
brown, an unusual yellow, a strange red copper-brown, anad an im-
pure white far different from our clear, healthy white which per-
mits the rich red blood under the skin to make parts of it glow with
a delicate pink.

““I'he hazard of being recognized as Star visitors was also miti-
gated because of the migratory habits of the Earth people, their
extraordinary variety of clothing and differences of speech. Even
before we were able to acquire new clothing, we caused little com-
ment because our travel suits were not very different from those
used by Earth’s air travelers.

“T'he speech problem was greater than we had suspected be-
cause, instead of one language, as on the Star, they spoke in many
different ways. The language called English was used by the most
advanced nations; so we decided to concentrate on its vocabulary
and grammar and after a few months we were able to speak it per-
fectly. By that time we had arrived at the most powerful Earth na-
tion called the United States.

“We found that life on Earth was, in some ways, similiar to ours,
but far inferior in cultural attainments. The first impression we
gained was that the Earth people were never content unless they
were either preparing for a war, actually fighting one, and then, be-
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ing either conquered or victorious, planning the next conflict. The
last war had ended just before our arrival. From all we learned and
saw 1t was a most terrible one, with incredible destruction of life
and property on both sides. The various nations associated with the
United States were the victors.

“All the surviving nations formed an Earth Union with one man,
called the President, as the ruler. His name was Random Howel,
a citizen of the United States, with little intellectual capacity to en-
able him to solve the many problems of such an union of nations,
with many different 1ideologies. By an arrangement of coincidences,
I became his private secretary and for four years wrote all his pub-
lic addresses. I hoped that if the President appeared to be a very
wise man and a great leader the Earth people would stop quarrel-
ing and devote their entire united energy towards creating a finer
and more cultured existence. The result of my work was, to some
extent, satisfactory. Earth continued to remain united as a political
entity. But little has been accomplished to improve their standards
of social justice. It would be best to have my fellow adventurer,
Dach Irel, known on Earth as Max Hueffler, explain the reasons for
this remarkable retardation in cultural achievements.”

“My first work of any importance was for James Madison, an off-
cial known as the Secretary of State,” Dach Irel said. “I advised him
concerning peace treaties and the adjustment of Earth trade. A new
constitution had to be written for the new Union and adopted by
all the member nations. This new political organization was called
One Earth. An intensive program was started to repair the ravages
of the last war; an attempt had to be made to educate the so-called
‘backward nations’ so they could participate in the new govern-
ment. Unfortunately, however, almost all these programs were
under the control of the politicians.”

“What is the meaning of that word?” asked Net Org. “Have we
anything similar on the Star?”

“Fortunately not. The United States was founded on the prin-
ciple that ‘all men are created free and equal,’” but the word, ‘equal’
ceases to apply immediately after birth. Because biological repro-
duction is identical, there had to be an equality in the uterus but
after the individual was born there existed a sharp division between
the rich and poor, educated and illiterate, employer and employee,
and even among the races. All the governments were controlled
by men who were able to impose their will on the people and pass
laws preserving this inequality. These lawmakers were called poli-
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ticians. Naturally, the submerged masses were always discontented
and strove to advance upward; but when, in their turn the advo-
cates of the poor became powerful they immediately changed from
benevolent leaders to unscrupulous politicians more concerned
with retaining political prestige than working for the welfare ot
their followers. |

“However, the social condition of the masses seems to be slowly
improving. Those who work toil fewer hours and receive far more
pay. The laboring man eats better than formerly, wears good clothes,
lives in well-built houses, owns the so-called luxuries such as auto-
mobiles and television sets;: he has free medical care, 1s insured
against unemployment, and receives old age benefits. He is told
that he is cared for from the cradle to the grave. But he pays for all
this in taxes. With increased income, there is a corresponding rise 1n
the cost of all the components necessary for existence and the poli-
ticians continue to increase the tax rate. Thus at year’s end the
worker is no better off than the laborers of previous years were. The
world debt has assumed astronomical proportions; there 1is not
nearly enough actual money to keep the new government from
bankruptcy.

“In order for you to understand this, I must explain that the
medium of exchange is known as the dollar. This is supposed to be
worth one hundred cents in gold and is issued as pieces of printed
paper, the value of which is guaranteed and supported by a gold
reserve kept in a cave in North America. But there is not enough
gold to redeem the paper money; so the actual purchasing value ot
the dollar has been finally reduced to twenty cents. Thus the work-
ing man who receives a dollar for his labor can buy only twenty
cents worth of real food or clothing with it. No matter how much
money he makes each week he is still unable to support himself and
pay taxes.”

“All this seems strange to me,” said Elto Rean. "It i1s so different
from conditions on the Star. You speak of wages and money and
taxes. Do you mean that everyone had to buy the necessities of life
from some one else? And why was the government so heavily in
debt when they took so much of the income in what you term taxes?”

“That is hard to explain; but one thing is certain. The politi-
cians were to blame. One group were called economists. They sat
in their offices and thought out new and novel ways to tax and
spend. Finally there were ten million politicians and economists
who controlled the fiscal life of the world; each of them became
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rich, while the common people became poorer. The value of the
paper dollar continued to shrink and nobody tried to be thrifty.
T'hey spent their income as fast as possible in order to secure some-
thing tangible for their money before it became absolutely worth-
less. I considered this scarcity of gold and thought that if Earth
had enough to restore the dollar to its former value of one hun-
dred cents there would be an improvement in the lives of the work-
ers. My co-investigator, Kra Onain, known on Earth as Victor Koch,
will report what happened when he made an effort to save Earth
irom financial collapse.”

“I was not on Earth long,” began Kra Onain, “before I found
that the Earth men had several dominant urges. One was to satisfy
their curiosity, another to explore their planet, and the third to
fight. As we know, the satisfaction of curiosity is a worthy ideation
provided it leads to helpful discovery. Our very pleasant life on the
Star 1s the result of similar investigations by our ancestors. But the
Earth people spend years in studying some problem which, when
solved, is of no use to their fellow men. For example, on Earth there
1s an insect called the fly. It is a pest and often carries disease. One
man studied this insect for thirty years and finally wrote a thousand
page treatise which he titled Love Life of the Fly. I read this very
carefully and was surprised when I found that it was exclusively a
study of the insect’s biological urge, without a single mention of
methods of eradication or prevention of the pest’s ability to spread
disease.

“The Earth people are insatiable explorers. They descend into
every known cave, climb all the mountains, sail the vast seas, and,
after charting the ocean floor, are endeavoring to dominate the
skies. No matter where they are they want to go somewhere else.
Many, who know their next door neighbor by name only, go thou-
sands of miles to become intimate with natives of distant regions.
This desire to travel is literally an obsession.

“For many centuries they fought. I made a very thorough study
of these wars and failed to find any logical reason for any of them
except the satisfaction derived from conquering, pillaging, and the
imposition of power. Now Earth is at peace. But the lust to fight is
still strong in their hearts and their preparation for another war is
the main reason for our sudden return to the Star. I will come back
to this matter later.

“As a young man I helped explore the moon. We found large
amounts of gold there and brought some to the Star to make jew-
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elry. I thought that if this gold could be taken to Earth it would
enable them to secure financial stability. So I helped them build
space ships, went with them on their first moon trip, and showed
them the location of the gold. For a while it seemed a worthwhile
project. They were soon making regular trips and brought back so
much gold that they were able to restore the value ot one hundred
cents to their paper dollar. Finally they had more gold than they
knew what to do with; so they built a tall column of the metal for
each of their seven largest cities. Each column was surmounted with
a globe to symbolize the new nation called One Earth. Previously
at the entrance to their most important city, called New York,
they had a tall statue of a woman called the Statue of Liberty. Her
broken shackles symbolized the release of men from slavery and
her torch was supposed to enlighten the Earth. They replaced this
beautiful symbol with one of the gold columns. The politicians
told the workers that the abundance of gold would solve all their
problems and that the symbol of liberty was no longer necessary.

“Now everyone had work, for which he received large wages.
But the margin between income and expense, both personal and
governmental, continued to shrink and there was much discontent.
The politicians realized that unless something was done to divert the
workers’ attention they would start a revolution; so, to give them
something exciting and novel to think about, they determined to
explore the Star.”

“Why?” asked Net Org. “They could only guess there was life on
the Star. I can’t understand why they should want to come here.”

“I admit their reasoning seems obscure,” Kra Onain replied, “but
I have told you of their three dominant urges—to solve problems,
explore, and fight. A trip to the Star would satisfy all three of these
obsessions. When I left, they were building a number ot space
planes. These they will fill with politicians and hydrogen bombs.
When they arrive at the Star they will offer our people a place 1n
their Union of States. If we accept, they will call the new nation
One Universe instead of One Earth. They will consider our culture
inferior to theirs and attempt to enforce their program of life on
us. They will casually appropriate our most valuable possessions
for which they will give us worthless trinkets. We will become
their economic slaves. If we refuse their suggestions they will destroy
the Star with their hydrogen bombs. This is a problem the Council
will have to study and solve. Within a year we must choose between
slavery or destruction.”



The Star Bk £3

“We have never had a war!” exclaimed Elto Rean. “Until you
made this report we barely knew the meaning of the word. Have
you any suggestions as to what we should do?”

“Yes. I think we should follow Earth’s pattern of behavior and
strike first. We are their intellectual superiors in every way except
the ability to fight. Deliberate destruction of life has always been
obnoxious to us; but we are faced with the very simple question:
shall we kill or be killed? Of course, we have been away a number
of years, but when we went to Earth, the Star had no army, no in-
struments ot warfare, no adequate method of either defending
ourselves or destroying an enemy.”

“I have the answer,” declared Har Onwa. “We can use our Fu-
thanasia gas. We have always considered it a pleasant method of
terminating the existence of those who have no further incentive
to live. One part of gas to ten million parts of air not only kills
painlessly but so completely destroys the body that there remains
simply a small handful of white ash. We can make a very large
amount, solidity i1t into a thick liquid by pressure. Then we can
scatter 1t on the Earth. Even in its gaseous form it is heavier than
air and will drop rapidly. Within twenty-four hours all the Earth
people will be destroyed. For some unknown reason it doesn’t affect
other forms of life, so the animals, birds, and fish will not be harmed.
The gas becomes inert in a day but by that time it will have done
its work. We will need several hundred space planes for this mis-
sion.”’

“That 1s a terrible program,” Elto Rean protested. “So far the
Earth people have not harmed us; they are simply preparing to.
While it is true that they are planning to conquer the Star, we
are not certain they can make the flight. There is no doubt they are
a low form of life, definitely stupid in many ways, but, after all,
there is the possibility that some time they may increase their intel-
ligence sufficiently to live happily. Is there no alternative to such
complete devastation? If the Council would go there and talk to
their rulers, would it not be possible to show them that our way of
life is superior and persuade them to adopt it?”

“That would be worse than useless,” replied Kra Onain. “For cen-
turies each of the many nations on Earth has considered itself su-
perior to its neighbors. Even now, with One Earth government,
some of 1ts members hold quite frankly that they are more intelli-
gent than others. I have talked to their politicians, economists, and
sociologists, and they are all convinced that if there is life on other
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planets it must be decidedly inferior in every way to Earth’s culture.
I have read many of their novels written by so-called science-fic-
tionists and their highly imaginative descriptions of people and lite
on other planets is supremely grotesque. Six-legged people covered
with red hair who procreate by laying eggs! In their novels the ad-
venturers from Earth never have any trouble conquering these stel-
lar monstrosities. The Earth rulers would sneer at our ambassadors.
There is no way to help a person or a nation if they are either un-
aware of any need of assistance or are overconfident in their own
power. I believe that the only program possible for our own preser-
vation is Earth’s complete destruction.

“I can furnish you an Earth map showing the important cities,
manufacturing centers, and hte air field in the Sahara Desert where
they are concentrating their planes for the attack on the Star. While
the entire surface of Earth should be covered with the gas a heavy
concentration should be dropped on these particular places,” Kra
Onain continued. “We have no time to lose. Their preparations
were well advanced when I left; in fact they had selected the day
when their planes would leave for the Star. Using their usual alpha-
betical nomenclature they have called this S. C. D. or Star Conquest
Day. It is, according to their time, the fifteenth of December.”

“Why did they select that date?” asked Net Org.

“Their choice was very interesting. To me it is paradoxical. They
have calculated that it will take ten days of space flight to reach the
Star. So they plan to arrive here on the twenty-fifth of December,
which is a very important religious holiday for them. It is said that
centuries ago a great man was born on that date. He proclaimed,
‘Peace on Earth, good will towards men.” They say that if they ar-
rive on his birthday and give us that message it will prove their
peaceful intentions and we should be more willing to surrender to
them.”

“But from what you have told us, it seems that they have never
followed this philosopher’s teachings,” Elto Rean remarked. “Why
should they worship him but ignore his advice and continue fighting
and killing?”

“That is a habit the Earth men have,” explained Kra Onain.
“They have made a fetish of collecting and preserving the sayings
and fundamental truths of their few wise men. They frequently
quote these at great length when it suits the occasion and elaborate
on the advisability of incorporating these lofty ideals into their
daily life. There are some Earth men who devote their lives to shout-
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ing these philosophies and teachings. They can be divided into po-
litical orators, reformers, and religious teachers. But while they talk
a great deal about a better way of life, they do little or nothing to
accomplish it.

“For example: One of the admonitions of this particular philoso-
pher whose birthday is Star Conquest Day was, ‘Thou shalt not
killl" Yet all the Earth people have indulged in wanton killing, both
as nations and individuals. In contrast, there hasn’t been one such
killing on the Star for so many centuries that the memory of the
last one has been so dimmed as to become almost a myth. The col-
lected teachings of this philosopher, as I understand them, are ep1to-
mized in our life on the Star; for we do not kill or steal from one
another. Envy, malice, and all the evils known on Earth are unfamil-
1ar words and emotions to us.”

"1 believe that we shall have to destroy them,” Elto Rean said
with a tone of finality. “Blot them out—but not completely. We
should save a small fragment to build a new race which may profit
from past mistakes. I think that it would be possible for Kra Onain
to return to karth and persuade a very small group of the very best
citizens to somehow protect themselves against the gas. If he is suc-
cesstul, they can be saved. They may advance in culture so that in
the centuries to come they will be good neighbors.”

1 think I can accomplish this mission,” Onain replied. “I don’t
know just how I'll go about it, but it’s worth trying. While on Earth
I met a few very charming, worthwhile people who were so differ-
ent from the majority that they were looked on as queer anti-social
beings. I'll start at once. When will you drop the gas?”

"1t they are leaving Earth on the fifteenth of December it would
be best to select the first of that month, starting at midnight. Of
course they may have changed the date of departure. If you find
this true you must return at once and inform us so our efforts to
block them will be in time. Have you any idea where you will locate
your group of survivors?”

“Probably somewhere in the desert region of western North
America. Since the Earth is constantly rotating, twelve midnight
means something different in every part of the Earth. They regu-
late their time from London. Better start at midnight there. Then
wherever my colony is I will be able to adjust to the London time.”

Upon hearing of Earth’s plans, the Star people at once prepared
to build a fleet of small space planes and compound and compress
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the necessary amount of lethal gas. The three hundred planes were
small but each capable of carrying a pilot, co-pilot, and six large
cylinders of the highly compressed Euthanasia gas. The first of
December had been selected as the date for the Earth-bound expe-
dition. As the silver-hued planes went into formation, there was no
sound from thousands of the Star people assembled to watch the
unique fleet setting out to save their nation. kor the first time 1n the
history of the Star, deliberately planned destructive measures were
being executed. There was no sense of exaltation, no special pride
of achievement, no real lust for conquest, but rather a conviction
that there was no other solution to a serious problem and a sincere
hope that their effort to remain free would be successiul.

When the planes arrived at the designated point in the strato-
sphere over the Earth, they separated, forming a wide ring around
the enemy planet. Each pilot had been provided with a map and
specific instructions concerning his particular target with the exact
time for dropping his cargo of gas. The time element was very 1m-
portant as, irrespective of target location, all the gas had to be lib-
erated at night.

Iate on the evening of the ninth of December the planes over
London and western Europe dropped slowly until they were about
three hundred feet above Earth’s surface. At twelve o’clock mid-
night, Greenwich time, they simultaneously liberated the Euthana-
sia gas. With exact precision the other planes encircling the Earth
east and west of London did the same. Within the twelve hour dii-
ferential the surface of the Earth was thoroughly sprayed. 1t was
possible that many small islands in the various océans were not cov-
ered and that winds blew the gas from some areas to increase its
density in others.

At the end of two days all except twenty of the planes returned
to the Star. Those remaining waited another two days and then
landed on Earth to verify the effects of the gas. Star men walked the
streets of Washington, London, Paris, New York, and Canton. They
inspected the huge air field where the fleet of space planes had been
concentrated for the invasion of the Star. As far as could be deter-
mined, all human life on Earth had been destroyed.

“Apparently the gas worked perfectly,” the Captain of the fleet
reported to the Council. “In my opinion not more than one in a mil-
lion of the Farth men remain alive; and the survivors are in 1so-
lated regions and are unimportant and harmless. All animals, birds,
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fishes, and reptiles still live, but Earth man has paid the penalty for
his utter stupidity and selfishness. We performed a most unpleasant
duty, though vitally necessary. We inspected their air fleet in the
Sahara Desert and there is every evidence they were prepared to
destroy the Star. We studied their powerful hydrogen bombs and
discovered the secret of their delayed-time detonating mechanisms.
We started them before we left. We were fifteen miles above Earth
when they exploded and our planes were badly rocked by the air
waves. A very large crater was formed by the explosion and by now
this must be a new inland sea.

““T'he attack was a complete surprise to the Earth men. Prior to
the last war many countries were protected by radar stations which
warned of enemy bombing attacks. Kra Onain told about them but
also stated that after the last war they had been completely aban-
doned as being unnecessary and obsolete. There is no evidence that
their intelligence department had any idea that enemy planes were
only three hundred feet above the surface; no attempt was made to
destroy us by anti-aircraft fire.”

Elto Rean thanked him and complimented him on the efficient
manner in which the mission had been completed.

“It was a sad affair,” he commented to the Council, ‘“but abso-
lutely necessary. Self preservation is an important law of all life.
There 1s nothing to do now,” he continued, “except to wait for the
return of Kra Onain with his report of the success or failure of his
experiment. If he was able to save a small group of Earth people,
only time will tell whether they are able to profit from prior errors
and build a finer race. We have saved the Star and in so doing have
received a mental stimulus which may rejuvenate our people and
prevent their spiritual decay. I find that many of our men are no
longer satisfied with being only dreamers and have begun to really
think, to solve problems. I thought we had none, but our scientists
are now asking questions which other groups of intellectuals are
trying to answer. That is a very healthy condition. However, I shall
always regret the need for the destruction of the Earth race. Per-
haps we should have given them a chance. Even though we knew
in advance that it was hopeless, we might have made an effort to
save them.”

Four months later Kra Onain sat at the stone table with the three
old men of the Council and his two co-workers who had been with

him in the investigation of Earth.
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“To immediately satisfy your curiosity,” he began, “I am happy
to report that my mission was successful. When I arrived on Earth,
I promptly made an inspection of the progress of the space-plane
construction program. I was surprised at the rapidity with which
they had constructed planes far larger than those used on the moon
trips. They had thirty space-ships completed and seemed confident
of leaving on Star Conquest Day as planned. It was not dithcult to
obtain accurate information because daily reports of progress were
broadcast from the Sahara air field. Politicians had been selected
to make the trip, but each plane was equipped with hydrogen bombs
to use if the politician’s propaganda failed to impress us. Official
photographers and reporters were assigned to cover fully all the de-
tails ofthe invasion.

“The Government Publication Bureau had two manuscripts all
prepared for printing. One was called One Universe and the other
Earth Victorious. Thus no matter what happened they could rush
into print an authentic account of the expedition and its results.

“The War Department of the Government was so confident ot
success and so positive that no nation living on a distant planet
could possibly invade the Earth that they had completely abandoned
all defensive measures. Previously they had units devoted to pro-
tection against atomic, gas, or germ warfare but these had been
abolished; they were considered obsolete. I soon realized that
it would be useless to make any attempt to have gas detense
restored; had I made any attempt to work through a government
agency I would have been laughed at. Besides, I had to conceal my
identity. If they discovered that I was the scientist who aided in the
exploration of the moon I would have been imprisoned until I ex-
plained where I had been and why I had so suddenly disappeared.

“There was no time to waste; so I decided to locate a very un-
usual young man with whom I had been friendly when I previously
visited the Earth. Because Peter Doaks was so different from the
average Earth man, he was considered a crank. He was most thor-
oughly dissatisfied with the behavior of his fellow men and con-
stantly irritated by what he called ‘their stupid behavior.

“I finally found him in a desolate region of Texas, a part of the
former United States. He had bought a large tract of semi-arid land
and lived isolated from the rest of Earth. He read no newspapers
and never listened to the radio. Strangely enough, he and his little
family were very happy. His wife had adjusted herself to the primi-
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tive life and the two children were intelligent and as fine youngsters
as any parents could desire.

"My sudden and unannounced arrival was a complete surprise to
Doaks. He remembered meeting me in Washington but could not
understand why I had located him and come to visit him. During
the first few days I was with him I became more convinced than
ever that he was the man I was looking for.

"I decided that honesty was the best policy so determined to g1ve
him the actual reason for my visit. I sat with him and his wife one
beautiful evening when the sky was cloudless. Far in the dark blue
I could see the Star. I pointed it out to them, told them of the visit
to Earth of the three Investigators, their report to the Council, and
the decision to destroy the Earth race. Then I explained the de-
cision to save a fragment of his people, if that was possible.

“T'o my astonishment he believed everything I said. After I fin-
1shed he sat thinking about our plan.

‘I believe I can find some young men, all married with children,’
he said at last. “Those I have in mind share in my anti-social ideas.
If I can persuade them to join us, form a colony here in the Big
Bend, will you help us survive?’

"I am preparing a detailed account of just who formed this group
of survivors. For the present it will be sufficient to say that a phy-
sician, a farmer, a historian, a scientist, a musician, and a big game
hunter joined Doaks. They were all young men, married, with chil-
dren. It took two months to contact them, explain the emergency,
and persuade them to abandon their homes and join us in the Big
Bend Colony.

“During this time I had considered various methods of 2as pro-
tection. We could have bought masks from any of :he Army and
Navy stores which were selling the now unnecessary and worthless
war supplies. But I wasn’t certain they would protect against the
Euthanasia gas and there was no way to test their efficiency. Besides,
they would have to be worn for at least forty-eight hours, which
might have been possible for the adults but not for the children and
few babies.

I finally decided to have a large house built of heavy adobe
blocks, feeling certain the thick walls would be gas-proot. Doaks
éngaged some Mexicans to do the adobe and construction work
while we worked on the interior. Two of the men went to a nearby
city and purchased a number of tanks of oxygen. When the house
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was finished, it seemed rather small for the thirty-three people of
the colony but, after all, it would only have to be occupied for two
days and nights. It didn’t take long to furnish it with food, water,
and bedding.

“On the morning of the tenth of December we entered the house
and put the finishing touches on by hermetically sealing the door.
Now there was nothing to do except to turn on the oxygen and
wait. That was the hardest part for all of us. At the end of forty-
eight hours I felt that the danger was past and we opened the door.
As far as we could tell, nothing important had happened to the
Earth.

“The next day Doaks and I rode to the nearest town. It was as
quiet as the desert. A few dogs ran around the streets of Marathon.
A long freight train stood on a side track. We entered several houses
but found no one—ijust little piles of white ashes in crumpled gar-
ments.

“Marathon had a small airfield. A professional aviator kept a
small plane there which he used to hunt eagles and mountain lions
for the ranchers. We took the plane and flew to San Antonio, one
of the nearest cities. It was quiet there. I was satisfied the gas had
done its work. Returning to the colony, I held a final conference
with the seven men and their wives. While they were stunned Dby
the thought that they were perhaps the sole survivors on Earth, they
were unafraid of the future and its problems. I believe they will do
very well. I took the liberty of promising them a yearly visit. Of
course, in a few hundred years, their successors may revert to Some
of Earth’s primitive ideologies, but it is to be hoped that their new
cultural pattern will be free of all such erLors.

“What happened to the politicians?” asked Net Org.

“I visited Washington so I could determine that matter and give
you an exact answer. It was a large city filled with over two million
Government officials and workers. When I last visited it, the streets |
were jammed with atom-cars; but this time there was no sign of life.
The politicians, economists, army ofhcers, found, too late, that they
could die just like the newsboys and bootblacks. I believe the same
conditions existed in all the gigantic Earth cities, though 1 visited
only New York, London, and Paris.”

“Did you inspect that air field in the Sahara?” asked Har Onwa.

“Yes. 1 was curious to learn what happened there.”

“We should have told you that we detonated all the hydrogen
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bombs before the Captain of our planes left the Earth,” explained
Elto Rean.

“I judged that something like that happened. The desert was a
vast inland sea. The force of the explosion must have been terrific.
It not only formed a crater three hundred miles in diameter which
was immediately filled by the waters of the Mediterranean Sea but
demolished all cities within a seven-hundred-mile area. The Earth
people had prepared ninety hydrogen bombs. You can only imag:-
ine what would have happened to the Star had they been dropped
here.”

“What was your final advice to the Colony?” asked Elto Rean.

“They had everything they needed in the way of clothing, food,
fuel, and machinery to make themselves comfortable; I tried to 1m-
press on them only that brotherhood should be their first objective
toward making a better Earth in the future. Just before I lett, they
renamed their settlement Brotherhood.”
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“WITHOUT PUBLIC DEBATE, indeed with almost no public

awareness of the problem, a big and awesome decision, once postponed,
was soon to be made.

“U. S. scientists believed that they could manufacture a hydrogen
bomb, an atomic bomb summoning up the same sort of fierce energy
that gives the sun its heat. All that was needed was a way of forcing
performance of a well-known scientific tact: it hydrogen atoms are con-
verted into helium atoms, massive amounts of energy are released. The
H-bomb could be at least 1,000 times as powerful as the atomic bombs
dropped on Japan, might well use the present A-bombs as mere matches

to start the hydrogen on its way. It would . . . be capable of devastating
perhaps 100 square miles with one blast.

“The principle had been studied for years . . .”—Time, January 16,
1950.

The Man from Outside

by Jack Williamson

HE QUARANTINE station lay hidden in a crater on the face ot
Tthe moon that Earth never sees. Dummy craterlets of inflated
fabric disguised the small field where the yearly supply flier landed,
and all the other installations were sunk deep inside a lonely peak
within the dead ring-mountain.

The lieutenant saw the explosion on Earth, from the lookout cen-
ter there. He stood beneath a thousand feet of lunar rock, but that
savage burst of gamma radiation had triggered relays in the orbital
spy cells, and they transmitted a dozen views of that fateful flash
and the ominous cloud that mushroomed and faded above it.

He burst into the commander’s office, breathless with the news.

“An atomic explosion, sir!” he gasped. “On Sol III—in the south-
western desert of North America.”

The commander was a cold, unbending man, a competent officer
but hard to know. The psionic translators rendered his name as
Bowman, but its original clicking consonants were unpronounce-
able. Though he was only eighty, his straight black hair was already

<)
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silvered at the temples and his thin dark face was deeply lined as
1f with age. He looked up at the younger officer with an air of ab-
sent inquiry.

“So 1t’s you, Lieutenant?” His quiet voice became mildly reprov-
ing. “Weren’t you taught how to approach your commanding ofhi-
Cere

The lieutenant turned first white and then pink with fury. He
was too new 1n the service to recognize the problems of discipline at
this remote outpost, thirty light-years and more from regional head-
quarters. He had already come to regard this silent, icy man with a
secret antagonism, which exploded in him now.

“I was taught—sir.” He saluted stiffly, but his incredulous resent-
ment echoed in his voice. “Do you want me to ring and wait for
your official permission to tell you that I've seen an atomic blast?”

“1 do.” ,

“A uranium fission reaction!” A bitter amazement shook him.
“Don’t you know what that means, sir? It means that these people
have reached a very dangerous crisis in their development—or else
that somebody has given them dangerous illicit information from
outside.”

“Leave the room.” The commander’s voice had lifted very
slightly. “Come back properly.”

The lieutenant shook his head unbelievingly, and stumbled back
into the corridor. He paused a moment there, struggling to control
his anger. He had honestly tried to understand the commander, but
they came from different worlds. Although they could talk easily
enough, with the tiny psionic translators they wore like hearing
aids, Bowman’s hawknosed, black-pigmented face seemed as for-
biddingly foreign as his life was strange.

The commander lived inside himself. His mental horizons were
apparently limited to the service directives for the operation of a
Class F outstation. He was obeyed and even respected, but he had no
friends. While the younger officers fretted through their dull tours of
duty and went eagerly back to civilization, he had stayed on here at
his own request.

The lieutenant could not understand why, but he dismissed that
private mystery with a shrug of puzzled annoyance. All that mat-
tered now was the life or the death of the new civilization coming to
birth on this planet they watched. He tried to smooth his face, and
set his finger on the announcer button.

The tiny convex screen beside the door instantly showed the com-

’
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mander’s impatient face, and his voice snapped from the speaker.

“Xesr

“Lieutenant Woods, asking permission to report, sir,” he said
huskily. “With reference to the atomic explosion observed on Sol
11

“Come 1n, Lieutenant.”

He walked inside, came to attention, and saluted. The commander
returned the salute with a mechanical correctness, but left him at
attention. He stood painfully erect, hating the black tyrant at the
desk.

“So the first fission bomb has exploded here?” The commander
shrugged. “What are we to do about 1t?”

The lieutenant caught his breath unbelievingly.

“I was taught, sir, that the liberation of atomic energy is one ot
the most dangerous turning points in the history of any planet.”

“But Sol III is not an important planet,” the commander said
coldly. “The natural resources are worthless. The people are non-
descript savages, remarkable for nothing except the variety and
power of the malignant viruses and germs they allow to ravage
them.”

“Any planet is important to me.” Resentment quickened the lieu-
tenant’s voice. “Expecially this one, because our own ancestors are
supposed to have taken to space from here, fifteen thousand years
ago.”

“I doubt that theory.” The commander straightened impatiently.
“Even if the Atlantean culture did arise here, these squalid savages
have left no trace of it. I see no reason for much concern over any-
thing they do.”

The lieutenant tried to quiet his angry breathing.

“I'm new here,” he answered quietly, “but I had supposed it
would be our duty to investigate that explosion promptly and then
take the necessary steps to protect these people.”

“What sort of steps?”

“In cases where dangerous clandestine technological intformation
has been received from outside,” he said carefully, “I believe the
Covenants provide that it should be discredited or suppressed.”

“It’s true that an outsider has recently been operating on this
planet.” The commander’s flat dry voice showed no teeling. “In
fact, I have spent several years on the planet myself, assigned to the
case as an undercover agent. You'll find my reports in our files. Un-
fortunately, the outsider escaped.”
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“To reveal the secret of nuclear fission?”

“You are still at attention.” The commander’s lean jaws tightened
in reproof. “The reaction you saw is the logical climax ot some cen-
turies of independent progress. The energy equation was published
here forty years ago, by a mathematician named Einstein. I investi-
gated him. He is a native, and he derived the equation for himselt.”

The lieutenant shifted his weight uncomfortably and straight-
ened again. He knew he ought to keep silent, but he couldn’t help
blurting impulsively:

“Can’t we do something, anyhow—sir? Even though these people
did stumble on the secret by themselves, can’t we help them learn to

use 1tp’”’
“We can’t.” The commander’s black face stiffened. “You ought to

know that.”

“Why not?” He frowned with a troubled astonishment. “Isn’t Sol
11T our responsibility, sir> Now that these people have come to the
time when atomic energy will either lift them out of barbarism or
else destroy all they’ve accomplished—can’t we help them at all?”

“We can’t,” the commander repeated. “I have been watching the
struggles and the blunders of these people longer than you have
lived. I try to remember that what they do is none of my business.”

“asntate

The commander studied him thoughtfully. “Why do you think we
are stationed here?”

“Fundamentally, to assist these people in their climb toward civi-
lization.”

“Fundamentally, you are wrong.” The commander’s voice turned
brittle with impatience. “The Quarantine Service exists to enforce
the Covenants of Non-Contact. The Covenants were set up to pre-
vent the damaging collisions of cultures at incompatible levels of
social evolution. Our duty here 1s to ward ofl all cultural contact
with the outside. That is all. Whether these people use atomic
energy to reach the stars or to commit race suicide, we can’t inter-
fere. Understand?”

“I suppose so.”

Yet the lieutenant held on to a private reservation, which the com-
mander must have seen.

“I've been watching you, Woods.” The probing eyes of Bowman
were cold and keen as a scalpel. “Though you came here with an
excellent record, your attitude is disappointing.”
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Pale with resentment, the lieutenant held himself erect and si-
lent.

“We're all uprooted people, in the service,” the austere ofhicer
continued. “Each change of post carries us a dozen or a hundred
years ahead 1n relative time, and there is no turning back. Every
one of us has given up his home and his friends and his family.
Though the service offers compensations, they must be earned.”

The lieutenant stood listening with a frozen impatience. He had
left his own native place and time with a painful sense of loss. Vega
IV had been a good planet, a hundred years ago. His father had
begged him to take over the family’s prosperous shipping firm. There
had been a girl who begged him to stay. Against all that, there had
been only his imperative desire to join the great organization that
guarded civilization. He had volunteered—and he thought of that
hard decision with a pang of cruel disillusion now.

“Do you want to stay in the servicer?”
Flinching from the harshness of that question, he said that he did.

“Then you had better watch yourself.” The dark eyes searched
him dispassionately. “Have you ever known a man broken from the

service?’”’

“I don’t think so.”
“I have,” the commander said. “They are pathetic figures. We still

have our demanding duty and our own small world of men and
women dedicated to it. If you lose those, you've nothing lett. The
service will pay your way back to the place where you joined, but
you are still lost in time. There are no fliers to the past.”

“T understand,” the lieutenant answered.

Yet he had not entered the service for his own benefit, and he left
the commander’s office still determined to investigate the atomic
explosion he had seen. He was assigned to routine clerical work, but
he began to spend his spare time searching the files of the case the

commander had mentioned.
Thirty years ago, those records showed, a patrol flier commanded

by Bowman had found a shipment of cultured viruses cached on
Pluto. The malignant micro-organisms had been gathered on Earth,

obviously for military use on some planet whose people were not

immune to them.
Such a bold violation of the Covenants demanded vigorous action.

The web of spy cells was widened. Another patrol flier was sent out
to intercept any outlaw craft approaching the cache on Pluto. Bow-
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man, then a lieutenant, volunteered for the dangerous undercover
mission to trap the outsider still presumably operating on Earth.

That effort had run through twenty years, but no unidentified
craft had ever disturbed the spy cells. The trap on Pluto had not
been sprung. Bowman and the other agents sent to Earth had
brought back voluminous reports but no outsider.

The lieutenant neglected his meals and his sleep for nearly two
years, exploring those reports. He finally found the clues he wanted,
and took them at once to the commander’s office.

“Lieutenant Woods, asking permission to report, sir.” This time
he was carefully correct. “I have found promising leads in the out-
sider case that don’t seem to have been followed up. I request per-
mission to carry my own investigation to Earth, as an undercover
agent.”

“That matter was dropped ten years ago.” The commander

scowled at him with an annoyed impatience. “Where did you find
these new clues?”

“In the files, sir.”

The black man’s annoyance changed to a guarded watchfulness.
“Where in the files?”

“In your own reports, among others.” The lieutenant’s knees and
voice were trembling, but he went on stubbornly. “Chiefly in those
from the Soviet tribe.” He caught his breath. “I believe an outsider
has been advising the tribal council called the Politburo, probably
as a member of 1t.”

“Impossible!” The commander seemed almost angry. “Where 1s
any evidence of that?”

“It appears first in the recorded psionic translations of the unpub-
lished writings of the native revolutionist named Lenin.”

The commander’s dark face thinned and hardened. “Do you
think Lenin was an outsider?”

“I think he was taught by one.”

“But he wasn’t even a scientist.”

“Not a physicist,” the lieutenant said. “He didn’t invent the fission
bomb. But he did introduce methods of violent revolution unknown
on Earth before. In some of his private writings about the science ot
revolution, I found direct quotations from the interstellar histories
I studied at the service academy.”

“History repeats itself.” The black man shrugged impatiently. “A
million decaying empires have been toppled by a million revolution-
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i1sts. Is 1t very remarkable that a few of them happened to develop
similar methods?”

“But there are other clues,” the lieutenant insisted. “Such as the
devious shifts of tribal economic and military policy. One by one,
they mean nothing. Taken all together, they do show outside in-
fluence.”

“I doubt 1t.” The commander’s voice had lifted harshly. “That
outsider must have stopped here to arm himself with an illegal bio-
logical weapon, but I can’t believe he stayed long. The planet is too
backward and filthy to be a very desirable hide-out.”

“An accident, perhaps,” the lieutenant suggested. “He must have
intended to rejoin his confederates on Pluto, but I suppose our
search scared them off. He was left marooned, and he had to make
the best of it.”

The commander shook his head, unconvinced.

“Anyhow,” the lieutenant persisted, “I believe these leads are
worth 1nvestigating. May 1 have the assignment, sir?”

The commander was evasive. He wanted time to review the files
himself. He challenged minor points. He proposed to send a more
experienced agent. He even hinted at last that he could consider
recommending the lieutenant for promotion and transter to a more
desirable station.

Outraged, the lieutenant refused to be bribed. Each new delay
heightened his suspicion that Bowman had stayed on here to keep
something covered up. He was careful to make no reckless charges,
but he renewed his pleas until finally the black man yielded.

“All right, Woods,” the commander said. “I'll send you down to
Sol I11.” Bleakly, he added, “If you expect to stay in the service, you
had better bring back your elusive outsider.”

Two years later, the lietuenant stood again at attention in Bow-
man’s plain, gray-walled office. He had spent that interval on Earth.
A neutrionic flier had landed him by night on the frozen tundra of
northern Asia, clothed and equipped for his mission. He had car-
ried a portable psionic telephone with which to call the station when
he was ready to be picked up, but he had never called. Two more
agents had been landed at last, to track him down and bring him
back.

“Well, Lietuenant?” Bowman looked him up and down with
black, sardonic eyes. “Did you find the outsider?”



32 BEACHHEADS IN SPACE

“I’'m not certain.”

The lieutenant was thinner and visibly older. His eyes were red-
rimmed with strain and restless with a puzzled unease. He held him-
self erect, but his flushed skin and his hurried breathing showed
his agitation.

“But I did find something else,” he added quickly. “Something

more 1mportant now. A danger to the birth of freedom on this
planet.”

“Due to outside influence?”
“Indirectly, yes.”

SWhat is 1te”’

“An accidental atomic explosion, about to happen.”

“We've observed quite a number of fission explosions during the
past four years,” the commander said. “None of them has been un-
duly disastrous—or set oftf by outsiders, either.”

“But this one 1s different,” the lieutenant insisted. “I’m afraid it
will extinguish this young civilization—unless you let me go back
and prevent it.”

“You have been on Sol III too long already.” Disapproval hard-
ened the commander’s dark face. “You had better give me an excel-
lent excuse for your long absence, unless you want to be charged
with desertion.”

“But I didn’t desert!” The lieutenant wet his lips nervously. “I
simply found such a desperate situation that I couldn’t leave, even
to report.” His voice shook urgently. “You must let me go back, sir
—I1n time to stop that tragic accident!”

“I'm afraid you’ve forgotten the Covenants.” The commander
scowled at him severely. “But let’s hear about this coming explo-
s1om.”

“I landed in Soviet territory,” he began. “I was expecting to find
the outsider hiding among the rulers of that tribe, but I failed.”

He saw the commander’s satisfaction, and lifted his head defi-
antly.

“I did penetrate the walled group of council huts called the Krem-
lin,” he went on quickly. “I found enough evidence of outside
influence—even in the methods the present chief, Stalin, is using
to crush the last spark of freedom from his own tribe.

“T'he guilty outsider was already gone, but I soon found clues to
make me think he had left the Politburo to lead a resistance group.

1T'his small group is the only active opposition left. It operates deep
inside the continent, where the police aren’t quite so alert as at the



The Man from Outside é 33
frontiers. It is organized around a few nuclear physicists, who are
working furiously to build a hydrogen bomb—I thought one of
them would surely be my man.”

“But he wasn’t.” The commander’s lips tightened oddly. “How
did you find this underground group?”

“The first clues were the secret police reports of shortages at the
plants where Stalin is trying to make fusion bombs—with processes
his spies have stolen—for a surprise attack on the American tribe.
With our methods, I was able to find the missing items and the
men using them—but not the outsider.

“All the plotters are natives—most of them Communist party
members, Red Army officers, and factory managers. They are fur-
nishing the supplies. The physicists have set up a number of scat-
tered, hidden laboratories. They are gathered now in a cave in the
mountains of Central Asia, ready to assemble their first hydrogen
bomb.

“They plan to destroy the Kremlin with it. They hope to kill
Stalin, the entire membership of the Politburo, and other key
leaders. After the explosion, they intend to lead a general rebellion.”

Frowning, the commander shook his head. “I see no reason to
regret the destruction of the Kremlin.”

"It 1s 1n no danger,” the lieutenant said grimly. “I was able to
enter that cave and examine the incomplete fusion bomb. Its build-
ers are natives, and they have made a fatal error. Unless their mis-
take 1s corrected, the bomb i1s certain to explode prematurely. It
will wipe out the leadership of the resistance, and leave Stalin free
to smash the American tribe with his own atomic attack.”

“Perhaps.” The commander shrugged impatiently. “But what can
we do about it?”

“We can supply just one bit of essential information.” The lieu-
tenant’s voice lifted resolutely. “I was preparing to do that—estab-
lishing myself as another nuclear physicist, a refugee of the German
tribe—when your men arrested me.”

“Then they were just in time.” The commander nodded grimly.
“These people invented their own atomic bombs, and we’ve no
right to interfere. As for you, I'm afraid the charges against you
must 1nclude attempted contravention of the Covenants.”

“But we must interfere,” the lieutenant insisted huskily. “Even
though the atomic bomb may be a native product, the Soviet meth-
ods for its use are partly borrowed from outside. Isn’t that excuse
enough?”
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“It isn’t. One crime does not excuse another.”

“But I'm afraid the American tribe can’t survive an atomic attack
conducted by outside methods.”

“Whatever happens, we can’t meddle again.” The commander’s
black head thrust forward bleakly. ““These people must stand or fall
by their own eflorts alone.”

“They’ll fall!” Forgetting that he was at attention, the lieutenant
stepped anxiously forward. “Unless—"

“Attention!” The commander peered at him sternly. “You are
relieved of all duty at Sol Station, effective now. You will remain
in your quarters, under arrest, until the next supply ship calls. You
will return aboard it to Denebola Base, to receive whatever disci-
pline your dangerous misconduct requires.”

Trembling, the lieutenant gulped and shook his head protest-
ingly.

“In view of your youth and your intentions,” the commander
continued, “I am going to recommend clemency. I hope your pun-
ishment will not be unduly severe. In any case, these people will
have time to solve their atomic problems without your interference.
Thirty-two years of relative time will pass before you dock. In that
time, these people will either learn to live with atomic energy or
¢lse die by it.”

“But, sir—" he muttered hoarsely. “Please—"

“That is all,” the black man rapped. “Report to your quarters.”

He half turned and swung back again. His fists had clenched un-
consciously. He wet his pale lips and caught his breath to speak.

“Silence!” the commander shouted. “Any further insubordina-
tion will prejudice my recommendation for clemency. You had bet-
ter go quietly.”

The lieutenant stood peering at the gaunt man, as if he hadn’t
heard. His thin hands opened and shook and knotted again. Sweat
broke out on his face. For a moment he was about to obey, but
abrupt defiance checked him.

“I'm not going yet,” he whispered breathlessly, “because we've
something else to talk about.” He saw the black hand sliding to-
ward a button on the desk. “Don’t call anybody—unless you want
the whole service to know you are the outsider!”

“I? The outsider?” The commander’s voice rose angrily. “You
can't frame me.”

Yet his face had turned a sickly gray, and his thin hand drew back
shaking belore he had touched the button.
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“I don’t need to frame you.” The lieutenant stood watching his
symptoms of collapse with an uneasy elation. “I've facts to show that
you began meddling illegally with the internal affairs of this planet
nearly fifty years ago.”

“What facts?”” he gasped faintly.

“T'he fact that no arrest was ever made.” The lieutenant stepped
warily toward him. “Although that search would certainly have
caught any outsider, except one of us.

“The fact that you were commanding the two-man patrol flier
that discovered the cache of malignant viruses on Pluto—where you
yourself had left them.

“The fact that you had already done undercover work on Sol III
at that time—and no doubt collected the viruses there.

“The fact that you volunteered very promptly for numerous un-
dercover missions to Sol ITI. You must have been the outside mem-
ber of the Politburo, at the very time you were pretending to hunt
yourself!

“The fact that you have stayed on at Sol Station long after you
might have had some more desirable post so that you could carry
on your criminal aid to the Soviet tribe, in direct violation of the
Covenants.”

The lieutenant paused to get his breath, grinning without mirth.

“Are those facts enough?” he rasped. “If they aren’t, I've others—
enough to round out the picture. But I'm willing to forget them
all, even now, if you will ask for a transfer to another station—and
let me prevent that explosion.”

i . L can'e=—"

The words were choked and hopeless. The commander had
slumped miserably at his desk, looking suddenly feeble and tired and
very old. He rubbed at his eyes in a bewildered way, and then sat
fumbling nervously with the psionic telephone and the other little
objects before him.

“Make up your mind.” The lieutenant’s voice lifted sharply. “Un-
less you let me go back, I'll report those facts. I believe you already
know what it means, to be broken from the service and lost in time.
Is that what you want?”

The black man twisted in his chair, almost as if in physical pain.

“My mind 1s made up.” Desperation shuddered in his voice. “And
you aren’t going back.”

His shaking hand fell to the butt of his neutrionic pistol.

The lieutenant started forward and checked himself helplessly.
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Disarmed since his arrest, he stood empty-handed against that silent
gun. His mind could already feel the freezing flash of it, which killed
by transforming heat into impalpable neutrinos. This twisted
monster, who had guided the blood-stained rulers of the Kremlin
for thirty years, wouldn’t hesitate at one more murder.

“I'm still your superior,” the commander was rasping hoarsely.

“I won’t tolerate—"

An orange light halted him, exploding in the crystal dome of
the psionic telephone. A tiny voice called from the instrument,
urgently:

“Lookout to commander!”

“Go ahead, Lookout.”
The orange signal faded, and the image of the Lookout’s head

appeared in the dome, doll-sized but visibly excited.

“A hydrogen fusion explosion, Commander!” his small voice
cried. “It was apparently set off by a plutonium fission detonator,
but the reaction was a thousand times more violent than the fission

explosions we observed on Bikini.”

“Where—"" the lieutenant whispered huskily.

The commander echoed, “Where did it happen?”

“In Central Asia, sir. Evidently the American atomic monopoly
is broken. I think these savages are going to be showing us some
action!”

The commander nodded heavily, and the crystal dome went clear
againmn. '

“So this is what you've done?” In his savage anger, the lieutenant
forgot the neutrionic pistol. “You wouldn’t let me reveal just one
fact to aid these people—but you have spent fifty years systemati-
cally corrupting and destroying them.”

The commander merely shook his head, as if overwhelmed with
weariness and pain. His restless hand had risen from the gun.

“That was the blast I wanted to stop,” the lieutenant continued
bitterly. “Now it has wiped out the last island of freedom in Soviet
territory. In time, it will sweep human liberty from the planet.”

He paused to shake his head, with a puzzled scorn.

“What I can’t understand is why you did it,” he whispered harshly.
“You have sacrificed your own career to stay on at this dull little
post—for what?”’

The commander straightened, breathing heavily. His sick eyes
looked up for an instant, and fell back to the desk. Aimlessly, his
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nervous hands fumbled with the telephone. His grayish face
twitched. He looked anguished and dangerous.

A new panic swept the lieutenant. He had seen the risk in his
hasty accusations, but the pressure of that struggle for a planet had
left him no time for caution. He was defenseless now. Watching the
tortured man slowly draw the gun, he waited silently to die—and
gasped with surprise when he saw the weapon pushed out toward
him across the desk.

““Take 1t,” the commander’s dry voice rasped. “If you want to
kill me, go ahead. It’s true I've broken the Covenants. My meddling
has done ghastly damage, and I'm ready enough to pay for it. For
your own sake, however, I think you had better let me explain the
miscalculations that made me an unwilling partner of Stalin. Per-
haps I can save you the same error.”

The lieutenant moved to pick up the gun but thought better of
it. He straightened uneasily, frowning at the haggard man.

“Explain,” he said, “if you can.” _

“My blunder was the same one you have been trying to make.”
The commander nodded with a weary regret. “I failed to under-
stand the wisdom of the Covenants. I didn’t know that people can’t
be helped.” _

“I know they can’t,” the lieutenant whispered harshly. “Not by
Stalinism!”

“Listen to me—please!”

The commander’s wounded voice was so moving that he nodded
silently.

“This was my first station,” the broken man began. “I came here
at about your age, brimming with your own blind eagerness to help
these unfortunate people climb the difhcult path to civilization.

“My tragic blundering began when an archaeologist arrived here
on the supply ship from Denebola with permission from headquart-
ers to make an undercover expedition to Sol III to look for the
ruins of Atlantis. He expected to find them in Central Asia.

“He had to be accompanied by an officer trained in undercover
work, and I volunteered to go with him. I was already interested
in these people. When our preparations were complete, we were
landed one night on the steppe near the large village ot Kazan.

“We established identities as explorers from the American tribe,
and spent several months at the village university, looking in vain
for historical records of the Atlantean culture, before we went east
to the site we were to excavate.
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