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SHE TOOK A DEEP BREATH AND
DARTED IN THROUGH THE DOOR

Hacker had been drinking for at least the
four hours since Twig had arrived at the sup-
ply post. The posse must now be less than an
hour from here.

She was almost at Hacker’s side before
anyone noticed her, so light and swift had
been her dash across the floor. Hacker stood,
one of his elbows on a waist-high shelf called
a bar. Facing Hacker was a man as tall as he,
but much heavier, with a iong, black beard.

""Hey!” shouted the black-bearded man,
and his voice was a deep and growling bass.
“Hacker, look! Don’t tell me it's that wild
kid, the one the Plant raised! It is! Vil be
damned, but it is!”’

“Leave her alone, Berg!’’ said Hacker
thickly. “Twig—Twig, you get out of here.
Wi it for me outside.”

“No, you don’t,” said Berg, grinning.
‘You're staying, Hack. I've got some people
coming to see you. Your term as Congress-
man from this district ran out yesterday. You
got no immunity now.”

*Hackerl” she whispered desperately in his
ear. “Run now!”

She ducked around him and came up fac-
ing Berg. The big man stared at her stupidly
for a moment and then her right hand whipped
in a backhand blow across his face, each
finger like the end of a bending slender branch,
each nail like a razor.
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Editor’s Introduction
by

Sandra Miesel

We humans have been making progress far longer
than we have been dreaming about it. The process
itself is as old as life—our blood still carries the salt
of primordial seas. But the theory of progress is young-
er than the written word.

Primitive man watched the turning wheel of the
seasons, enthralled by their recurring patterns. Dis-
coveries accumulated, civilization appeared, but con-
tinuity was prized more than change. So rigid was
custom that metal tools were cast to look like stone
or stone pillars carved to look like logs. Innovations
were disguised as “reinterpreted” traditions.

Discontent with the world as it was stirred nostal-
gia for paradise, for a lost Golden Age far in the past.
Some hoped the cosmos would dissolve into primal
chaos and begin anew. Cyclic myths became the rule
in cultures from the Mediterranean to the Far East.
Of course, in an eternally repeating universe, no real
advancement is possible: it matters not whether res-
urrection follows death, or death, resurrection.

Meanwhile, as the Bible took form, it inspired an
alternative view in which life was-a purposeful pil-
grimage through linear time. Moreover, material cre-
ation was real, wholesome, and destined to be trans-

1



2 Gordon R. Dickson

formed. Eastern Christianity in particular stressed
humanity’s glorious potential. “God became man so
that man might become God,” said St. Athanasius,
anticipating by sixteen centuries Teilard de Chardin’s

ing vision of creature and Creator meeting at evo-
lution’s Omega Point.

Antiquity’s achievements overawed the Middle Ages:
“We are but dwarves standing on the shoulders of
giants.” Yet this period bustled with technologies
unknown to the ancients and vast energy was ex-
pended on taming wild country for settlement. In
proud contrast, the Renaissance—which saw itself as
another age of giants—openly praised invention and
rewarded exploration. The object of life was the pur-
suit of excellence in mind and body as well as spirit.

Secularized versions of these Judeo-Christian
ideals have become the guiding principles of modern
Western civilization. Belief in progress waxed strong-
est between the Enlightenment and the First World
War, the era of the First Industrial Revolution. In its
most confident phase, the evolutionary sensibility fos-
tered by Darwin and Marx proclaimed that mankind
was perfectible and utopia was attainable. The Golden
Age now lay ahead rather than behind. Nothing could
prevent its imminent arrival.

Naturally, these assertions have stirred opposition:
no sooner are machines built than Luddites arise to
smash them. Even if we were all equally eager for
advancement—which we are not—we would be wise
to question the means and rate of proposed changes.
But because our century has seen too much land
ravaged and too many people slaughtered in the name
of "'Progress,” the very concept is now condemned by
some.

Future debate on this issue must be moved to the
forum of the heart. Only transfiguration within can
equip us to master transcendence without. Let psy-
chic evolution match physical improvement. Let each
developing power generate a corresponding ethical
curb. Let yesterday's Unconscious make peace with
tomorrow's Conscious. Then, at last, our species will
be fit to bear the weight of glory.



Mankind is forever pulling out “on the Long Trail—
the Trail that is always new.” Yet the trailbreaker’s
forward progress is never a feat of body alone.

Building on the Line

I

Crack-voiced, off-key, in every way like a finger-
nail drawn across the blackboard of his soul, the
song cauterwauled in John Clancy’s helmet earphones:

“. .. Building on the Line, Team. Building on the
Linel
“Building Transmit Stations all along the goddam
Line!
“Light-years out and all alone,
“We have cannibalized the drone;
“And there’s no way to go home
Till we get the Station working on the goddam
Line!”

i n

Clancy closed his mind to the two thousandth, four
hundred and—what? He had even got to the point
where he had lost count of the times Arthur Plotchin
had sung it. Was that a win, he wondered, suddenly—a
point for Plotch, in finally driving him to lose count?
Or was it a point for him, in that he had managed to
shut out the singing, at least to the point of losing his
involuntary count of the times Plotch had sung it?

A bright light hit him in the faceplate, momentar-
ily blinding him; and the singing broke off.

3



4 Gordon R. Dickson

“Heads up, Clance!” It was Plotch’s voice, cracking
like static now in the earphones. “Keep your mind on
your work, dim-bulb! Time to fire the wire!”

Clancy deliberately did not answer, while he slowly
counted off six seconds—''One-Mississippi, two-Mis-
sissippi . . ." It was one of the things he could be sure
rubbed Plotch the wrong way; even as he knew Plotch
was sure by this time that the endless repetition of
the Line Song was like sandpaper to Clancy’s raw
nerves.

“What?"” Clancy said, at the end of the sixth second,

“You heard me, you . ..” Plotch choked a little and
went silent, in his turn.

Clancg grinned savagely inside his helmet. With
the flash from Plotch'’s signal-light blinked out of his
eyes, now, he could make out the other’s silver-suited
figure with the black rectangle of tinted glass that
was its faceplate. Plotch stood holding his wire gun
by the other of the last two terminal rods in the

ost-completed Star-Point. He was some hundred
yards off across the barren rock of this hell-born
world, with its two hundred degrees below zero tem-
perature, its atmosphere that was poisonous, and
almost non-existent to boot, with its endless rock
surface, its red clouds alwai'ls roiling threateningly
overhead and the not-quite-heard gi%ber of uneasy
native sﬂju;its always nagging at a man just below the
level of his hearing.

Plotch was trying to turn the deaf treatment back
on Clancy. But that was a game Clancy played better
than his dark-haired, round-headed teammate. Clancz
waited; and, sure enough, after a few moments, Plotc]
broke first. '

“Don’t you want to get back to the ship, horse’s-
head,” shouted Plotch, suddenly. “Don’t you ever want
to get home?”’

Was Plotch starting to sound a little hysterical? Or
was it Clancy himself, imagining the fact? Maybe it
was neither. Maybe it was just the hobgoblins, as
Line Team 349 had come to call the native life-form,
putting the thought into Clancy’s head.
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For the hobgoblins were real enough. There was no
doubt by this time that some form of immaterial life
existed in the fugitive flickers of green light among
the bare rocks of XN-4010, as this frozen chunk of a
world had been officially named. Something was there
in the green flickering, alive and inimical; and it had
been trying to ﬁet at him and Plotch all through the
five days they had been out on the job here, setting
up Number Sixteen of the twenty-six Star-Points re-
quired for a Transmit Receive Line Relay Station.
Luckily, one of the few good things about the sur-
vival suits they were wearing this trip was that they
seemed to screen out at least part of whatever ema-
nations the hobgoblins threw at them.

Clancy broke off in the middle of his thoughts to
switch the living hate within him, for a moment,
from Plotch to R. and E—the Research and Experi-
mental Service, which seemed to be just about tak-
ing over the Line Service, nowadays. Thanks to an
evident lack of guts on the part of the Line Service
Commandant.

The work on the Line Teams was bad enough.
Fifteen men transmitted out to a drone receiver that
had been lucky enough to hit a world suitable for a
Relay or Terminal Station. Fifteen men, jammed into
a transmit ship where every cubic inch of space and
ounce of mass was precious because of tﬁeir con-
struction equipment, was balanced against the weak
resolving powers of the drone. Jammed together, blind-
transmitted on to a world like this, where you lived
and worked in your suit for days on end. That was
bad enough.

Add Plotch for a partner, and it became unbear-
able. But then add R. and E. and it went beyond
unbearable. It was bad enough five years back, in the
beginning, when a fifteen-man Team would be test-
ing perhaps a dozen new items for R. and E. Now
Clancy had a dozen new gadgets in his suit alone. He
was a walking laboratory of specialized untried gim-
micks, dreamed up on comfortable old Earth. Plotch
had a dozen entirely different ones; and so did all the
others. Though who could keep count.



6 Gordon R. Dickson

Clancy bent ostentatiously to tug once more on the
immovable terminal rod he had just spent three hard

hysical hours of labor in planting six feet deep in
g(N-4010’s native rock.

He had in fact been down with the terminal for
some minutes before Plotch called. But he had been
pretending to be still working, for the sake of making
Plotch struggle to get him to finish up. But now it
was time to tie in. These terminals were the last two
of the nineteen that made up a Star-Point, as the
twenty-six Star-Points, spread out over a diameter of
eighty miles, would, when finished, make a working
Relay Station. Tying in these last two terminals would
activate the Star-Point. They could go back to the
transmit ship for ten blissful hours outside their suits
before they were sent out on the next job. Head
down, still tugging at the rod, Clancy grinned bit-
terly to hi Ff

ere was usually a closeness between members of
a Line Team that was like blood-brotherhood. But in
this case, if the hobgoblins were trying to stir up
trouble between Plotch and him, they were breaking
their immaterial thumbs trying to punch a button
that was already stuck in on position. Clancy straight-
ened up from the rod and spoke over his helmet
phone to Plotch.

“Yeah,” he said. “I'm done.”

He drew his own wire gun and, resting it in the
sighting touch of the terminal rod, aimed it at the
rod Plotch had J'ust set up. He saw Plotch’s gun come
up, fl.i.nting light from the glowing clouds over-
head, and aim in his direction. For a second the
pinhole of light that was sighting beam from Plotch’s
gun flickered in his eyes. Then, looking at his post, he
saw its illumination there, like a small white dot.

““Ready?"” Plotch’s voice sounded in his earphones.

“Ready!” answered Clancy. “On the count of three,
fire together with me. One ... two . .. three!”

He pressed the firing button of his wire gun as he
spoke the final word. An incredibly thin streak of
silver lightning leaped out from the end of his gun
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through the receptor on the side of the post before
him and buried its far end in the receptor on the post
beside Plotch. In almost the same second a similar
streak of lightning-colored wire joined Plotch’s post
in reverse to his. The physical shock of the suddenly
activated Star-Point field sent both men stumbling
backward awkwardly in their protective suits; and a
varicolored aurora of faint light sprang up about the
star-shaped area of grounded Relay equipment, en-
closed by the twenty rods joined by double lengths of
fine wire.

Number Sixteen Star-Point of the Relay terminal
on XN-4020 was in and working. Now they could get
back to the ship.

But then, as if the Star-Point’s completion had
been a signal, the low-hung clouds just over them
opened up in a sort of hailstorm. Objects came hur-
tling toward the surface below—objects of all shapes
and sizes. They looked like large rocks or small boul-
ders, most of them. But for one weird moment, in-
credibly, it seemed to Clancy that some of them had
the shape of Mark-70 anti-personnel homing missiles;
and one of these was headed right for Plotch.

“Plotch!” shouted Clancy. Plotch whirled and his
dark face-plate jerked up to stare at the rain of strange
objects arcing down at them. Then he made an effort
to throw himself out of the path of whatever was
coming at him.

But he was not quite fast enough. The missile, or
whatever it was, struck him a glancing blow high on
the shoulder, knocking him to the rock surface un-
derfoot. Clancy himself huddled up on the ground
having no place to hide. Something rang hard against
his helmet, but, the shock of the blow went into his
shoulders, as the supporting metal collar of his suit—
another of R. and E.s test gadgets— for once paid its
way by keeping the helmet from being driven down
onto the top of his head, inside.

Around him there were heavy thuddings. One more,
just beside him. Then silence.

He got up. There were no more rocks falling from
the skies. All around him there was only the silent,
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shifting, colorful aurora of radiation from the con-
nected terminal rods; and the motionless, spacesuited
figure of Plotch was a hundred yards off.

Clancy scrambled to his feet and began to slog
toward the still figure. It did not move as he got
closer, in the stumbling run which was the best speed
he could manage, wearing his suit.

II

When at last he stood over Plotch, he saw his team-
mate was completely unmoving. Plotch’s suit had a
bad dent at the top front of the right shoulder joint;
and there was a small, dark, open crack in the suit at
the center of the dent. There was only rock nearby;
no sigo of any missile. But Plotch lay still. With that
crack in it, his suit had to have lost air and heat
instantly. His faceplate was white now, plainly
opaqued on the inside by a thick coat of ice crystals.

Clancy swore. The gibbering of the hobgoblins, just
out beyond the frontiers of his consciousness, seemed
to rise in volume triumphantly. He reached down
instinctively and tried to straighten out Plotch’s body,
for the other man lay half-curled on his side. But the
body would not straighten. It was a figure of cast
iron. There was no doubt about it. Within his suit,
Plotch was now as rigid as the block of ice that, for
all fractical purposes, he now was.

Plotch was frozen. Dead.

Or was he?

Clancy abruptly remembered something about the
experimental gad)éets in Plotch’s suit. Had not one of
them been an emergency cryogenic unit of some sort?
If that was so, maybe it was the unit that had frozen
Plotch—working instantly to save him when the suit
was pierced.

If that was so, maybe Plotch was salvagable after
all. If it really was so. . ..

“Calling Duty Lineman at Transmit ship!” Clancy
croaked automatically into his helmet phone, acti-
vating the long-distance intercom with his tongue.
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“Calling whoever's on duty, back on the Xenophon!
Come in, Duty Lineman! Emergency! Repeat, Emer-
gency! This is Clancy! Answer me, Duty Lineman. ..."

Static—almost but not quite screening out the
soundless gibbering of the hobgoblins—answered, roar-
ing alone in Clancy’s earphones. His head, a little
dizzy since the rain of ror;li)(s, cleared somewhat and
he remembered that he should not have expected an
answer from this ship. There was interference on
XN-4010 that broke communication between a suit
transmitter and the mother ship. It cut off, at times,
even communication between a flitter’s more power-
ful communication unit and the Xenophon. He strug-
gled to his feet and, bending down, took hold of
Plotch’s stiff body underneath the armpits of the suit.
He began to drag it toward their flitter, just out of
sight over a little rise of the rocky ground, a couple of
hundred yards away.

The ground was rough, and Clancy sweated inside
his suit. He sweated and swore at his frozen partner,
the hobgoblins, the R. and E. Service for its experi-
menting—and Lief Janssen, the Line Service Com-
mandant, for letting R. and E. do it. The gravity on
XN-4010 was roughly .78 of Earth normal, but the
rocky surface was so fissured and strewn with stones
of all sizes from pebble to boulder that Plotch’s un-
yielding figure kept getting stuck as it was pulled
along. Eventually, Clancy was forced to pick it up
clurnsily in his arms and try to carry it that way. He
made one attempt to put it over his shoulder in a
grotesque variation of the fireman's lift; but the posi-
tion of the arms, crook-elbowed at the sides pre-
vented the bend in the body from balancing on his
shoulder. In the end he was forced to carry what was
possibly Plotch’s corpse, like an oversized and awk-
ward baby in his arms.

So weighed down, he staggered along, tripping over
rock, detouring to avoid the wider cracks underfoot
until he topped the rise that hid the flitter from him.
Just below him and less than thirty feet off, it had
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been waiting—an end and solution to the grisly and
muscle-straining business of carrying the frozen and
suited figure of Plotch in his arms.

It was still there.

—But it was a wreck.

A boulder nearly two feet in circumference had
struck squarely in the midst of the aft repulsor units,
and the tough but lightweight hull of the flitter had
cracked open like a ceramic eggshell under the impact.

Clancy halted, swaying, where he stood, still hold-
ing Plotch.

“I don’t believe it,”” he muttered into the static-
roar of his helmet. “I just don’t believe it. That flit-
ter’s got to fly!”

For a moment he felt nothing but numb shock. It
rose and threatened to overwhelm him. He fought his
way up out of it, however; not so much out of deter-
mination, as out of a sudden rising panic at the
thought of the nearly thirty miles separating him
from the transmit ship.

The flitter could not be wrecked. It could not be
true that he was stranded out here alone, with what
was left of Plotch. The flitter had to save them.

Then, suddenly, inspiration came to him. Hastily,
he dropped onto one knee and eased Plotch onto a
flat area of the rock under foot. Leaving Plotch there,
balanced and rocking a little, grotesquely, behind
him, Clancy plunged down the rubbled slope to the
smashed flitter, crawled over its torn sides into what
had been the main cabin and laid hands upon the
main control board. He plugged his suit into the
board, snatched up the intercom hand phone and
punched the call signal for Xenophon.

“Duty-Lineman!” he shouted into the phone. Duty-
Lineman! Come in, Xenophkon! Come in!”’

Suddenly, then, he realized that there were no op-
erating lights glowing at him from the control panel
before him. The phone in his hand was a useless
weight, and his helmet earphones, which should have
linked automatically with the flitter receivers of the
intercom sounded only with the ceaseless static and
endless, soundless gibbering.
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Slowly, almost tenderly, he unplugged his suit, laid
the phone back down on the little shelf before the
dark instrument panel and dropped down on the one
of three seats before the control board that was not
wrecked. For a little while he simply sat there, with
the hobgoblins gibbering at him. His head swam. He
found himself talking to Plotch.

“Plotch,” he was saying, quite quietly into his hel-
met phone. “Plotch, tl?l'ere’s nothing else for it. We're
going to have to wait here until the ship figures
there’s something wrong and sends out another flit-
ter to find out what happened to us.”

He waited a few moments.

“You hear me, Plotch?”

Still there was only silence, static, voiceless gib-
bering in his earphones.

“We can stick it out of course, Plotch,” Clancy
muttered, staring at the dead control panel. “Inside
of two days they ought to figure we're overdue. Then
they'll wait a day, maybe, figuring it's nothing im-
portant. Finally they’ll send one of the other teams
out, even if it means taking them off one of the other
jobs. Oh, they’ll send somebody eventually, Plotch.
They'll have to. Nobody gets abandoned on the Line,
Plotch. You know that.”

The five days of bone-grinding manual labor on the
Star-Point took effect on him, suddenly. Clancy fell
into a light doze, inside his suit, sitting in the wrecked
control room of the flitter. In the doze he half-dreamed
that the gibbering voices took on their real hobgoblin
shape. They were strange, grotesque parodies of the
human figure, with bulbous bodies, long skinny arms
and legs and turnip-shaped heads with the point up-
ward, possessing wide, grinning, lipless mouths, a
couple of holes for a nose, and perfectly round, star-
ing eyes with neither eyebrows nor eyelashes. They
gibbered and grinned and danced around him, kick-
ing up their heels and flinging their arms about in
i'tl)e' at the mess he was in. They stretched their faces

ike rubber masks into all sorts of ugly and leering
shapes, while they chanted at him in their wordless
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gibberish that they had got Plotch—and now they"
were going to get him, too.

“No!” he said, suddenly aloud in his helmet—and
the spoken word woke him.

11X

He glanced around the ruined flitter. The hobgoblin
shapes of his dream had disappeared, but their gib-
berish still yammered at him from somewhere unseen.

“No,” he said to them, again. “If you could rain
rocks like that all the time, you'd still be doing it. I
don't think you can do that except now and then.
Even if it was you who did it. All I've got to do is
wait.”” He corrected himself. “‘All we’ve got to do is
wai,F—Plotch and I. And a flitter will come to pick us

pPlotch is dead! Plotch is dead! gibbered the hobgob-
lins triumphantly. .

“Maybe,” muttered Clancy. “Maybe not. Maybe the
cryogenic unit caught him in time. Maybe it froze
him in time to save him. You don’t know. I don't
know.

A thought struck him. He got wearily up from his
seat, clambered out of the wrecked flitter and strug-
gled up the slope to where Plotch’s frozen body in its
suit still sat balanced, although by now it had stopped
rocking. Clancy stood staring down at it—at the thick
coating of white on the inside of the faceplate, ruddied
by the red light from the clouds overhead.

“You dead, Plotch?” he asked after a little while.
But there was no answer.

““So, maybe you're alive, then, Plotch, after all,”
said Clancy out loud to himself in the helmet. “And if
you're alive, then that cryogenic unit works. So you're
safe. You won’t even have to know about the time we
spend waiting for them to send a flitter after us.—Or,
maybe ...?"

A sudden, new cold doubt had struck Clancy. Some-
thing he half-remembered Plotch's saying about the

- unit.
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“I can’t remember, Plotch,” he muttered fretfully.
“Was it supposed to be good for as long as necessary,
that cryogenic action? Or was it just supposed to
keep you for a few hours, or a few days, until the
could freeze you properly, back at the ship? I can't
remember, Plotch. Help me out. You ought to re-
member. What was it? Permanent or temporary?”’

Plotch did not answer.

“Because if it's temporary, Plotch,” said Clancy,
finally, “then even if you're alive now, maybe you
won't still be alive by the time the rescue flitter gets
here. That’s not good, Plotch. It’s a dirty trick; hav-
ing a cryogenic unit that won't last for more than a
few hours or a few days. ..."” For a moment he was
on the verge of emotional reaction; but he got his
feelings under control. Anger came to stiffen him.

“Well, how about it, Plotch?” he shouted after a
moment into the silence and the gibbering. “How
about it—can you last until the flitter gets kere or
not. Answer mel”’

But Plotch still did not answer. And a cold, hollow
feeling began to swell like a bubble under Clancy’s
breastbone. It was a realization of the dirtiest trick
in the universe—and Plotch just lay there, saying
nothing, letting him, Clancy, flounder about with it
in him, like a hook in a fish.

“You dirty skull!” burst out Clancy. ‘You planned
it like this! You deliberately got in the way of that
rock or whatever it was! I saw you! You deliberately
got yourself all frozen up the way you are now! Now
you want me to let you just sit here; and maybe sit
too long before the ship sends somebody to rescue
us? Is that it? Well, you know what, Plotch?”

Clancy paused to give Plotch a chance to answer.
But Plotch maintained his unchanging silence. He
was finally learning how to outdo Clancy on the
not-answering bit; that was it, thought Clancy light-
headedly. But Plotch’s learning that was nothing now,
compared to this other, dirtier trick he was pulling.

“Well, I'll tell you what, Plotch,” said Clancy, more



14 Gordon R. Dickson

quietly, but venomously. “I'm going to take you
into the ship myself. How do you like that?”’

Plotch obstinately said nothing. But the hobgoblin
1\;oici;es chanted their gibber in the back of Clancy’s

ead. .

All that way with a dead man! Plotch’s dead! Plotch's
dead! chanted the hobgoblin voices. But Clancy ig-
nored them. He was busy calculating.

They had come out due east of the ship, Plotch and
he. It was now afternoon where they were. All he had
to do was to walk into where the clouds were red-
dest, because that was where the western sunlight
was. The days were sixteen hours long right now in
this latitude on XN-4010, and the nights were a brief
four hours. He had a good six hours to walk now,
before darkness came. Then he could rest for four
hours before picking up Plotch again, keeping the
brightest light at his back this time, and carry on. It
would be six days at least before the ship would be
likely to come to a certain conclusion that he and
Plotch were in trouble— and at least another day, if
not two, before another flitter and two-man team
could be diverted from their regular job to investi-
fate what had happened out here. Seven days at
east—and thirty miles to the ship.

Thirty miles—why, that was only a little over four
miles a day. He could do that any time, carrying
Plotch. In fact, he ought to be able to do twice as
much as that much in a day. Three times as much.
Ten or twelve miles in a sixteen-hour day ought to be
nothing. It was less than a mile an hour. Clancy got
Plotch up in his arms and started off, his feet in the
boots of the suit jarring one after the other against
the naked rock beneath them. He walked down, past
the damaged flitter, no longer looking at it, and
thumped away, carrying his unyielding load in the
direction of the brightest red clouds.

Far ahead, as far as he could see to the horizon, the
rock plain seemed fairly level. But this was an illu-
sion. As he proceeded, he discovered that there were
gentle rises and equally gentle hollows that blended



FORWARD! 15

into the general flatness of the area, but which caused
him to spend at least a share of his time walking
either downhill or uphill. His legs took this effort
without complaint; but it was not long before his
arms began to ache from holding Plotch’s stiff body
in front of him, although he leaned back as much as
he could to counterbalance the weight.

Eventually he stopped and once more tried to find
some other way of carrying his burden. Several times
he tried to find a position in which Plotch could be
balanced on one of his shoulders, but without suc-
cess. Then, just before he was ready to give up com-
pletely, he had a stroke of ‘ienius, remembering the
Eimmick collar on his suit that kept the inside of his

elmet top from touching the top of his head. Test-
ing, he discovered that it was ible to carry Plotch
grotesquely balanced on top of his head, with the top
of Clancy's helmet resting against the frozen man'’s
unyielding stomach and with a knee and an elbow
resting on Clancy’s right and left shoulders, respec-
tively. The helmet pressed down upon the collar and
the weight upon it was distributed to the rigid shoul-
ders of Clancy’s suit, with the assistance of Plotch’s
frozen knee and elbow—and for the first time Clancy
had a balanced load to carry.

“Well, Plotch,” said Clancy, pleased. “You aren't
so bad to take after all.”

The flush of success that spread through Clancy
lightened his spirits and all but drove away the
unending gibbering of the hobgoblins. For a moment
his mind was almost clear; and in that bit of clear-
headedness it suddenly occurred to him that he had
not set his pedometer. Gradually rotating about, hold-
ing Plotch balanced on his head and shoulders, he
looked back the way he had come.

The wrecked flitter was just barely visible in the
distance, its torn parts reflecting a few ruddy gleams
of red light. Gazing at the smashed vehicle, Clancy
did his best to estimate the ground he had covered so
far. After a few seconds, he decided that he had come
approximately a third of a mile. That was very good
going indeed, carrying Plotch the way he had, to
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begin with. Carefully holding Plotch in place now
with his left hand, he reached down with his right
and set the pedometer, which was inset in the front
leg of his suit just above the knee, giving himself
credit for that third of a mile he had already covered.
Only twenty-nine and some two-thirds of a mile to go
to reach the ship, he told himself triumphantly.

“How do you like that, Plotch?” he asked his partner.

He started off with fresh energy. Perched on top of
Clancy’s head, Plotch rode with a fine, easy balance,
except when Clancy came to one of the hollows and
was forced to walk downslope. Then it was necessary
to hold hard to Plotch’s knee and elbow, to keep the
frozen body from sliding forward off the helmet. For
some reason, going upslope, the knee and elbow dug
Clancy’s shoulders and helped hold Plotch in place,
almost by themselves. All in all, thought Clancy, he
was doing very well.

He continued to slog along, facing into the dwin-
dling western light behind the fiery masses of the
clouds. Like all Line Team members, he was in Class
Prime physical shape, checked every two weeks in
the field, and every two months back on Earth to
make sure he was maintaining his position in that
class. He was five feet eleven inches in height, some-
what large-boned and normally weighed around a
hundred and ninety. Here on XN-4010, his weight
was reduced by the lesser gravity to about a hundred
and fifty pounds. Plotch, who was five-nine, lighter
boned and usually weighed around a hundred and
sixty on Earth, here weighed probably no more than
a hundred and thirty. On Earth, Clancy would have
expected himself to Ke able to put on a hundred and
thirty pound pack and equipment load on top of his
suit and make at least a mile an hour with it over
terrain like this—and for at least as many hours in a
row as there were in the ordinary working day. That
was, provided he stopped routinely for a rest—some-
thing like a ten-minute break every hour.

Here, he should do at least as well as that. Still,
the calculation had reminded him that periodic rest
was necessary. He sat down, eased Plotch off his
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shoulders and looked at his watch to measure off a
rest period of ten minutes. He looked almost genially
at the figure of Plotch with its frosted faceplate, as he
sat, elbows on knees, resting.

“How do you like that, Plotch, you bastard?”’ he
asked Plotch. “It’s no trouble for me to carry you. No
trouble at all. Maybe you thought you'd get out of
something by playing dead on me. But you're not.
I'm going to take you in; and they're going to thaw
you out and fix you up. How do you like that, Plotch?”

Plotch maintained his silence. Clancy’s thoughts
wandered off for a while and then came back to the
present with a jerk. He glanced down at his watch
and stared at what he saw. A good half hour had
gone by—not just the ten minutes he had planned on.
Had he fallen asleep, or what?

The light filtering redly through clouds was now
low on the horizon ahead of him. He looked at the
pedometer on his leg and saw that he had only cov-
ered a little over a couple of miles. Sudden fear woke
in him. There would be no making the ship in a few
dlalys if he went along at this pace—no hope of it at
all.

Suddenly his throat felt dry. He tongued his drink-
ing tube into position before his mouth and drank
several swallows before he realized what he was doing
and pushed the tube away again. The recycling equip-
ment in these light-weight survival suits could not be
all that perfect. Certain amounts of water were lost
in the ejection of solid body wastes and in various
other ways which, though minuscule, were impor-
tant. That loss had to be made up from the emer-
gency tank built into the back shoulder plates of his
suit; and with the flitter wrecked, now some miles
behind him, there would be no chance of refilling
that tank—which at best was only supposed to carry
enough supplementary water for two or three days.
He would have to watch his liquid intake. Food he
could do without ... but he suddenly remembered,
he had plenty of stimulants.

He tongued the stim dispenser lever in his helmet
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and swallowed the small pill that rolled onto his
outstretched tongue, getting it down with only the
saliva that was in his mouth. Then he struggled to
his feet. He had stiffened, even in this short period of
sitting; and he had to go down on one knee again to
get Plotch back up on his shoulders before rising.

Once more burdened, he plodded ahead again
toward the horizon and the descending red light be-
hind the unending clouds. Now that he was once
more on his feet and moving, the voiceless gibber of
the hobgoblins made itself noticeable again. The stim
pill was working through him now, sending new en-
ergy throughout his body. Up on his shoulders, the
frozen body of Plotch felt literally light. But the in-
crease of energy he got from the pill had a bad side
effect—for he seemed to hear the hobgoblin voices
louder, now.

IV

He had about another two and a quarter hours be-
fore the sun started to set along the edge of the
horizon; and the wide rocky land began to mix long,
eerie black shadows with its furnace-glare of sunset
light. He stopped at last for the night, before the last

the light was gone, wanting to take time to pick a
spot where he could be comfortable. He found it, at
last, in a little hollow half-filled with stones, so small
that they could fairly be called gravel. But, when he
laid Plotch down and checked with the pedometer at
his knee, he found that the day’s w so far had
brought him only a little over seven miles—although
the last two hours he had been making as good speed
as he could without working himself into breathless-
ness inside his suit—which could have been dangerous.

He lay down on the vel. It felt almost soft,
through the protection of his suit. He stared up at the
darkening cloudbelly overhead. The hobgoblin voices
began to increase in volume until they roared in his
head, and he began to imagine he saw their faces and
bodies as he had in his dream of them, imagined now
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in the various, scarlet-marked formations of the black-
ening clouds. He tongued for a tranquilizer; and as it
took effect, the light and the forms faded together.
The roar sank to a whisper. He slept.

He woke abruptly—to find that the sun was al-
ready well above the opposite horizon behind him.
The roiling clouds were l?xrnace-bright with a morn-
ing redness too fierce to look on, even through his
tinted faceplate. He drank a little water, took a stim
Fill to get himself started and got himself back on his
eet with Plotch on his shoulders. Turning his back
on the morning light he began a new day’s march.

Even through the clouds, the light was strong
enough to throw shadows. He kept his own moving
shadow pointing straight ahead of him, to be sure he
was headed due west. Even with the best he could do
about maintaining his bearings, the odds were all
against his passing within sight of the ship, itself. On
the other hand, once the pedometer showed he was
within a three or four mile radius of the ship, he
could try to reach them with a constant signal from
his suit intercom. And even if the intercom had trou-
ble, the regular scanar watch by the Duty-Lineman
then should pick up his moving figure on its screen,
if he passed anywhere within horizon distance of the
ship.

He took his rest regularly every hour; and he was
alert each time to see that he did not exceed the ten
minutes he had allowed himself. Together with the
exercise and the increasing daylight, he began to
warm to his task—even to become expert at it, this
business of plodding over an endless rocky desert
with the frozen body of Plotch balanced on his shoul-
ders. He grew clever to anticipate little dips, hollows
or fissures. The hobgoblins were clamorous; but un-
der the combined effect of the walking and the stim
he almost welcomed them.

“Thought you'd helped Plotch to get away from
me, didn’t you?” he taunted their gibbering, voice-
less voices. “Well, see what I'm doing? I'm hanging
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on to him, after all. How about that, you hobgoblins?
Wl_;'i don't you throw some more rocks at us?”’

e voices jabbered without meaning. It struck
him suddenly, as an almost humorous fact, that they
were not entirely voiceless now. They had gained
volume. He could actually—if he concentrated—hear
them in his earphones; about as loud as a small
crowd of buzzing gnats close to his ears.

“I'll tell you why you don’t throw more rocks at
us,” he tol)c'i them, after a while. "“It’s the way I
figured it out back at the flitter. You've got to work
something like that up; and that takes several days.
And you've got to work it up for a particular spot—
and I'm moving all the time now. You can’t l;x?t a
moving et.”

His own last words sent him off into a humorous
cackle, which he stopped abruptly when he realized
it was hurting his dry throat to laugh. He plodded
along, trying to remember whether it was time for
him to allow himself a drink. Finally, he worked out
that it was time—in fact, it was past time. He al-
lowed himself three sips of the recycled water. If he
was correct, his shoulder tanks should still be about
half full.

But as he went on through the day and as his
shadow shortened before him until the most glaring
cloud light was directly overhead, he began to feel
the effort of his labors, after all. He took advantage of
the sunlight being overhead to rest for a little longer
than usual, until XN-4010’s star should once more
have moved ahead of him.

It was still too high in the cloud-filled sky for him
to use it as a directional guide, when he forced him-
self to his feet once more. But he walked with his
faceplate looking ahead and down, noting the short
shadows thrown backward by the rocks he passed
and making sure that he walked parallel to those
shadows.

Meanwhile, the hobgoblin voices got louder. By
mid-afternoon they were very nearly deafening. He
was tempted to take a transquilizer, which he knew
would tune them down. But he was afraid that a
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tranquilizer would have just enough of a sedative

effect to make the now almost intolerable job of car-

rying Plotch over the uneven ground too much for
im.

By the time the sun was far enough down the
western sky to be visible as a bright spot behind the
clouds ahead of him, he was staggering with fatigue.
He stopped for one of his breaks and fell instantly
asleep—waking over an hour later. It took two stim

ills this time, washed down with several extra swal-
ows of the precious water to get him on his feet and
moving. But once he was upright he cackled at the
hobgoblin voices which had once more thronged
around him.

“Just call me Iron Man Clancy!” he jeered at them
hoarsely, through a raw throat and staggered on to-
ward the horizon.

At the end of the day, his pedometer showed that
he had covered nearly sixteen miles. He exulted over
this; and, exulting, fell into sleep the way a man
might fall into a thousand-foot-deep mine shaft. When
he woke, the next day was well started. The sun was
a full quarter of the way up the eastern horizon.

Cursing himself and Plotch both, he stimulated
himself and struggled to his feet and set out once
more. That day he began to walk into nightmares,
The hobgoblin voices became quite clear—even if
they still gibbered without sense—in his earphones.
Moreover, now as he staggered along, it seemed to
him that from time to time he caught glimpses of
turnip heads and skinny limbs peering at him from
time to time, or flickering out of sight when he glanced
quickly in the direction of some boulder larger than
the others.

Also, this third day of walking, he found he had
lost all logical track of the time and the periods of his
rest halts. Several times he fell asleep during a halt
in spite of himself; and, by the time the red ace-

low of the sun was low behind the clouds on the

orizon before him, he was simply walking until he
could walk no more, then resting until he could walk
again ...andsoon ...
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At the end of the day the pedometer showed that,
to the nearly sixteen miles covered the previous two
days, he had added only seven. There was a good
eight miles to go yet before he would be— theoreti-
cally at least—in the neighborhood of the spaceship.

Eight miles seemed little after covering more than
twenty. But also, it seemed to him, as he sank down
for the night and unloaded Plotch from his shoulders,
that the eight miles might as well be eight hundred.
Literally, he [elt as if he could not take another step.
Without bothering to find a comfortable position, he
stretched out on the bare rock beneath him; and
sleep took him with the suddenness of a rabbit taken
by the silent swoop of a great horned owl.

—When he woke on the fourth day, he had Plotch
on his shoulders and was already walking. It seemed
to him that he had been walking for some time, and
the moving shadow of himself projected before him,
which he tollowed, was already short.

Around him, the desert of bare rock had altered. Its
loose boulders, its little rises and hollows, its fissures—
all of these had somehow melted together and changed
so that they made up the walls and rooftops of a
strange weird city of low buildings, stragglirﬁk in
every direction to the horizon. The flat rock he walked
on flowed upward off to his left to become a wall,
tilted away to his right to become a roof; and among
all these buildings, the city was aswarm with the
hobgoblins.

A"

Gray-bodied, turnip-headed and skinny-limbed, they
swarmed the streets of their city; and all those within
view of Clancy were concerned with him and Plotch.
They were concerned for him, they implied, in their
leering, jeering way. Their gibber still would not
resolve itself into words; but somehow he understood
that they were trying to tell him that the way he was
going he would never make the spaceship. For one
thing, he had gotten turned around and was headed
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in the wrong direction. His only hope of making it to
the ship was to sit down and rest—Or, at least, to
leave Plotch behind, turn around and head back the
way he had come. They were trying to help him, they
suggested, even as they sniggered, and postured and
danced about him. But somehow, a certain sort of
animal cunning would not let him believe them.

“No!” he stumbled on through their insubstantial
mass of gesticulating bodies. “Got to get Plotch to
the ship. If I leave %Aim, he’ll get away from me.”
Clancy giggled suddenly, and was shocked for a sec-
ond at hearing the high-pitched sound within the
close confines of his own helmet. “I want him back
Earthside.”

No! No! The hobgoblins gibbered and made faces
and jostled about him. Plotch is through living. Clancy
will be through unless he leaves Plotch behind.

“You don’t fool me,” Clancy muttered, reeling and
stumbling ahead with the dead weight of Plotch on
his shoulders. “You don't fool me!”

After a while, he fell.

He twisted as he went down, so that the stiff body
of Plotch landed on top of him. Lying flat on his back
on the ground with the hobgoblin's bodies and faces
forming a dome over them, Clancy giggled once again
at Plotch.

“Hope 1 didn't chip you any, old boy.” He grinned
at Plotch.

He lay there for a while, thinking about everything
and nothing. The labor of getting back to his feet and
getting Plotch once more up on his head and shoul-
ders loomed before him like the labor of climbing up
the vertical side of a mile-high mountain. It was just
not to be done. It was humanly impossible. But, after
a while, he found himself trying it.

He got to his knees, and after a great deal of slow
effort, managed to get Plotch balanced once more
stiffly on his helmet and his shoulders. But when he
came to rise from his knees to his feet, bearing Plotch’s
weight, he found his legs would not respond.

You see, said a large hobgoblin smirking and pull-
ing his rubbery face into dgifferent grotesque shapes
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directly in front of Clancy's faceplate, Clancy has to
leave Plotch if Clancy is going to get to the spaceship.
“To hell with you!”

Somehow, with some terrific effort and a strength
that he did not know was still in him, Clancy found
himself back on his feet once more, carrying Plotch.
He tottered forward, wading through the hobgoblins
that clustered around him. There was nothing sub-
stantial about their bodies to clog and hold back the
movement of his legs, but their attempts to stop him
wearied his mind. After forty or fifty steps he stum-
bled and fell again, this time losing his grip on Plotch,
who tumbled to the rock, but lay there, apparently
unbroken. Clancy crawled to the unmoving figure
through the clutching mist of gray hobgoblin bodies.

“You all right, Plotch?” Clancy muttered.

He patted Plotch’s stiff, suited body from helmet to
boots. As far as touch could tell, there was no dam-
age done. Then he saw that above the frost the face-
plate was starred with cracks. Gently he probed it
with the gloved fingers of his right hand. But, while
cracked, the faceplate seemed to be still holding
together.

‘All right, Plotch,” he muttered. He made one more
effort to get Plotch on his shoulders, and himself on
his feet; but his body would no longer obey him. Still
kneeling, ha_lf-crouciing over the figure of Plotch, he
fell asleep. At first the sleep was like all the other
sleeps, then gradually a difference began to creep in.

He found himself dreaming.

He was dreaming of his appointment ceremony as
a Line-man back in the main tower of Line Service
Headquarters, back on Earth. He and all the other
cadets were dressed in the stiff, old-fashioned green
dress uniforms, which, in his case, he had not put on
again since. The uniforms had a high stand-up collar;
and the collar edge of the cadet in front of him had
already worn a red line on the back of the cadet's
neck. The man kept tilting his head forward a little
to get the tender, abraded skin away from the collar
edge, while the voice of the Commandant droned on:
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. You are dedicating yourself today,” the Com-
mandant was saying, harshly, ‘to the Line, to that
whole project of effort by which our human race is
reaching out to occupy and inhabit the further stars.
Therefore you are dedicating yourselves to the service of
your race; and that service is found within the Line
from everyone in our headquarters staff out to the most
far-flung, two-man teams on new Terminal or Relay
Worlds. All of us together make up the Team which
extends and maintains the Line; and we are bound
together by the fact that we are teammates. ,

The Commandant, Lief Janssen, was still senior
officer of the Line Service. He was a tall, stiff military-
looking man with gray hair and gray mustache, trim
and almost grimly neat in his green uniform with its
rows of Station Clusters. He made an imposing fig-
ure up on the rostrum; and at the time of the ap-
pointment ceremony Clancy had admired the Com-
mandant g'reatly It was the past five years that had
changed Clancy’s mind. Janssen was plainly pretty
much a man of straw—at least where R. and E. was
concerned. It was strange that such an effective-looking
man should prove so weak; and that a small book-
keeperish-looking character like Charles Li, the Head
of R. and E., should turn out to be such a successful
battler. Theoretically, the two Services were inde-
pendent and equal, but lately R. and E. had been
doing anything it wanted to the Line Team.

Up on the platform, in Clancy’s dream, the Com-
mandant continued to drone on. . ..

“... For, just as the human race is the Line, so the
Line is the Line Team, in its single ship sent out to
hook up a new Relay or Terminal Station. And the
Team in essence is its two and three-man units, sent
out to work on planetary surfaces heretofore untrodden
by human foot. The race is the Line Service. The Ser-
vice is the Line Team, and the Line Team is each and
every one of your fellow Linemen. .

The speech was interminable. Clancy searched for
something in his mind to occupy himself with; and
for no particular reason he remembered an old film
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made of the hunting of elephants in Africa, before
such hunting was outlawed completely. The hunters
rode in a wheeled car after the elephant herd, which,
after some show of defiance had turned to run away.
Standing up in the back of the wheeled car, one of
the hunters shot—and one of the large bull elephants
staggered and broke his stride.

Clearly the animal had been hit. Soon he slowed. A
couple of the other bulls, evidently concerned, slowed
also. The hit elephant was staggering; and they closed
in on either side of him, pushing against him with
their great gray flanks to hold him upright.

For a while this seemed to work. But the effects of
the shot were telling—or perhaps the hunter had
fired again, Clancy could not remember. The wounded
elephant slowed at last to a walk, then to a standstill.
He went down on his front knees.

The other two bulls would not abandon him. They
tried to lift him with their trunks and tusks; but he
was too heavy for them. Up close, the hunter in the
wheeled cart fired another shot in close. There was a
guff of dust from behind the elephant’s ear where the

ullet hit. The wounded bull shivered and rolled over
on its side and lay there very still.

It was plain he was finally dead. Only then did the
other two bulls abandon him. Screaming with up-
curled trunks at the wheeled cart, they faced the
hunter for a moment, stamping, then turned and ran
with the rest of the herd. The hunter and the others
in the wheeled cart let them go .. .

In his dream, it seemed to Clancy that the elephant
was suddenly buried. He lay in a cemetery with a
headstone above his grave. Going close, Clancy saw
that the name on the headstone was Art. There was
something else written there; but when he tried to go
closer to see—for it was just twilight in the grave-
fard and not easy to read the headstones—a dog

ying on the grave, whom he had not noticed, growled
and bared its fangs at him, so that he was forced to
back off. . ..

Slowly, from his dreams of graduating ceremonies,
elephants and graveyards, Clancy dritted back up
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into consciousness. It seemed that he must have been
sleeping for some time; and his mouth was wet, which
meant that somehow he must have been drinking
water—whether from his suit reserves, or from some
other source. But he did not feel now as if he had his
suit around him.

VI

He opened his eyes and saw, at first, nothing but
white, the white walls and ceiling of a small room
aboard a spaceship. Then he became conscious of a
girl standing besid% the bed.

She was dressed in white, also, so at first he thought
that she was a nurse—and then he noticed that she
wore no nurse's cap, only a small, strange-looking
gold button in the lapel of her white jacket.

“Who'’re you?” asked Clancy, wonderingly. “Where
is this?”

“It’s all right, you can get up now,” the girl an-
swered. “You're on our ship. We're Research and
Experimentation Service, and we just happened to
land less than half a mile from where yon were. So
we picked you up and brought you in. Luckily for
you. You were headed exactly in the wrong direction.”

‘““And Plotch?’’ Clancy demanded.

“We brought in your teammate, too,” she answered.

Clancy sat up on what he now saw was a bunk, and
sat on the edge of it for a moment. He was wearin,
the working coveralls he normally wore underneat
the suit; but they seemed to have been freshly cleaned
and pressed—w%ich was good. He would not have
liked to face this very good-locking girl in his cover-
alls, as they must have been after six days of his
wearing the suit.

“R. and B.?” he echoed. For a second her words
seemed to make sense. Then the great impossibility
of what she was saying, struck him.

“But you can’t have landed a ship on XN-4010!" he
said to the girl, getting to his feet. “We're still just
putting out the Star-Point terminals. The only way
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another ship could get here would be to home in on
the drone that our Line ship homed in on; and that’s
been inactive since our second day here, when we
started cannibalizing it for Station parts!”

“0Oh, no. This ship,” she answered, ‘‘uses a new
experimental process, designed to bypass the waste-

process of sending out a thousand drones in hopes
that one may home in on a planet that may be used
as a Terminal or Relay point for a ship shifted from
Earth. But here comes someone who can explain it
much better than I can.”

A short, round-faced man with black hair and a
short, black mustache had come briskly into the room,
After a second, Clancy recognized him from seeing
him on news broadcasts, back on Earth. He was
Charles Li, Head of the Research and Experimenta-
tion Service; and he wore a long white coat, or smock,
buttoned in front, with a small gold button like the
girl’s in his lapel.

It was strange, thought Clancy woozily, how an
impressive figure like Janssen could turn out to be so
incapable of protecting his own Service, while some-
one like this fuzzy-looking little man could prove to
be so effective. You certainly could not judge by
appearances. . . .

“I heard what you said, young man,” snapped Li,
now, “and I'd warn you against judging by appear-
ancés. The method that brought this special ship
here is a gadget of my own invention. Of course, it's a
million-to-one chance that we should land right be-
side you, out here; but that’s what scientific research
and experimentation deal with today, isn't it? Million-
to-one chances?”

Clancy had to admit silently that it was. Certainly
most of the R. and E. gadgets in their survival suits
seemed to represent million-to-one shots at coming
up with something useful. But Li was already takin
Clancy by the arm and leading him out into an
down a white-painted corridor of the ship.

“But there’s something you need to do for us,” he
said in steely, commanding tones, his grip hard on
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Clancy’s arm. “It’s imperative your transmit ship be
told of our arrival, as soon as possible. But the very
nature of the device which brought us here—top se-
cret, I'm afraid, so I can’t explain it to you now—

laces us under certain restrictions. None of us aboard

ere can be spared to make the trip to your ship; and
the nature of our equipment makes it impossible for
usltq'send a message over ordinary inter-ship chan-
nels.

He led Clancy into a room which Clancy recog-
nized as an airlock. His suit was waiting for him
there.

“We're sorry to put you to this trouble, particu-
larly just after recovering from a good deal of ex-
haustion and exposure,” said the black-mustached
man briskly. “But we have to ask you to put your
suit on ance again and finish your walk to your space-
sth, to tell them that we're here.”

“Why not?” said Clancy. He began to get into his
spacesuit, while the other two watched; the girl, he

ought, with a certain amount of admiration in her
eyes.

“Yes, it's too bad one of us can't be spared to go
with you,” said the mustached man. “But we have no
outside suits aboard the ship, and then if nothing
else one would be needed for protection from the
hobgoblins.”

“Protection—?" echoed Clancy. He paused, in the
midst of sealing the trunk of his suit. For the first
time it struck him that he could not hear the voice-
less gibber of the hobgoblins here.

The mustached man must have divined his thought,
for he answered it.

“Yes,” he said. ‘‘The special hull materials of this
ship shield us from hobgoblin attempts to control us.
A refinement of the shielding material in your suits.
That same sort of protection we now have will be
necessary for future Line Teams and whoever chooses
this planet. I will have to recommend it once we get
back to Earth.”

“Yeah," said Clancy, putting on his helmet, but
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with the faceplate still open. ““I could have used some
of that shielding myself, before this.”

“You've done a marvelous job, Lineman,” said
Charles Li, “in resisting hobgoblin attack so far. They
haven’t been able to affect you at all, no matter how
exhausted you've become. That will be going in my
report, too. Well—good luck! And remember, head
back the way you came.”

Li reached out to shake hands. But, just at that
moment, Clancy remembered something.

“Plotch!” he said. “I've got take Plotch on in with
me! He'll need medical attention.”

“I'm afraid it’s too late for medical attention.” Li
shook his head sharply. “Your teammate is dead.”

“No, he isn't!” insisted Clancy. “You don't under-
stand. There was a cryogenic unit in his suit.”

“Yes, I know all about that,” Li interrupted, “but
you're mistaken. The cryogenic unit was actally in
one of the other suits. Your teammate is indeed dead.
Come along, I'll show him to you.”

He turned and led the way once more into the
corridor, the girl and Clancy following. They went
down the corridor a little way and into another room
with a single bunk in it. On this bunk lay Plotch, in
his suit, but with the faceplate open and unfrosted;
and with his hands folded on his chest. His face had
the stiff, powdered and rouged look of a body that
has been embalmed. ‘

“You see?” said Li, after a moment. “I sympathize
with you. But your friend is quite dead; and carrying
him, you might not have the strength to make it to
your ship. You can leave him safely to us to be taken
care of.” Clancy stared at Plotch, he did not believe
Li. He thought he detected a slight rise and fall of
Plotch’s chest, under his coveralls, which were now
as clean and pressed as Clancy's own.

But cleverly, Clancy saw the futility of arguing
with the powerful Head of the R. and E. Service.
Clancy nodded his head and went back out into the
corridor; he began to fasten up his faceplate.
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“Don’t bother to show me out,” he said, grinning.
“I can handle the airlock by myself.”

“Good luck, then,” said the mustached man. He
and the girl shook hands with him and then went off
down the corridor, around a bend of it, and disap-
peared. Clancy turned and walked heavily to the
airlock entrance, walked into it, waited a second,
then turned and tiptoed back into the corridor and
back up to the room in which Plotch lay.

Even thawed out in his suit, Plotch was a heavy
load to get up from the bunk, but Clancy closed his
faceplate and got him up in his arms in the same
awkward, front-carrying position in which he had
first tried to carry the other away from the smashed
flitter. Carrying Plotch, he tiptoed back out into the
corridor into tie airlock and cycled the lock open.
Once outside, with the airlock’s outer door closed
behind him, he started tiptoeing off toward a sunlight-
blazoned patch of clouds, which was only an hour or
two above horizon. He was almost sure it was nearly
sunset and that he was still headed in his original
direction.

As he went, the weight of Plotch forced him down
off his toes, to walk flat-footedly. Slowly, Plotch
seemed to gain heaviness, and tremendous weariness
began to flood back into Clancy. He was dreadfully
thirsty. But when he gave in at last to temptation
and sucked on the water tube in his helmet, only a
little ras&y gasp of moisture-laden air came through
his mouth. Somehow, although he could not remem-
ber doing it, he must have emptied his reserve water
supply. But he could have sworn that there had been
some liquid still in reserve.

However, there was no help for him now. As if in
compensation, he made the discovery that Plotch had
frozen stiff once more in the same old position. Al-
most without thought, he maneuvered the frozen body
back up on his helmet and shoulders in the same
position in which he had carried it so far and tot-
tered on toward the red, glaring patch of sunlight-
illumined cloud before him.

His head swam. With every step, the efforts of
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movin%lseemed to grow greater. But now he had no
strength left, even for the process of reason. He did
not know exactly why he was carrying Plotch, with
such great effort, toward the sunset; and it was too
reat an effort to reason it out. All he had strength
or was to plod onward, one foot after another, one
foot after another. ...

Several times it seemed to him that he passed out,
or went to sleep on his feet. But when he woke up he
was still walking. ...

Finally, he had lost all contact with his body and
its strange desire to carry a frozen Plotch into the
sunset. He stood as if apart from it in his mind and
watched with a detached and uncurious amazement
as that body staggered on, tilting precariously now
and then under its burden, but never quite going
down, while the landscape danced about it, one mo-
ment being rocky plain—the next a fantastic, low-
walled city thronged with hobgoblins—the next a
dusty African plain where elephants fled before hunt-
ers in a wheeled cart. . ..

He was still walking when the sun went down. And
after that he remembered nothing ... when he fi-
nally came to again, it was to a fuzzy, unreal state.
He was lying on some flat surface and a body was
bending over him; but the features in the face of the
body danced so that he could not identify whoever it
was. But, in spite of the unreality of it all, the smells
were hard and familiar—the interior stink of a Line
transmit ship, the smell of his own bunk aboard it, a
mingled odor of men and grease.

VII

“He’ll be all right,” a familiar voice said above him.
It came from the figure with the mixed-up features,
but it was the voice of Jeph Wasca, his Team Captain.

“Plotch?"” Clancy managed to croak.

“What?" The me'y figure with the dancing fea-
tures bent down close to Clancy’s face.

“Plotch. . ..” Clancy felt the strength draining out
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of him. After a few seconds, the figure straightened
up, the dancing face withdrawing.

“I can’t understand you. Tell me later, then,” said
Jeph's voice, brusquely. “I haven't got time to talk to
you now, Clance. You go to sleep. When you wake up,
you'll be back Earthside.”

The indefinite figure withdrew, and all the fuzzy
lights, colors, sounds and smells surrounding Clancy

whirled themselves into a funnel that drew him down
mto dark unconsciousness.

When he woke this third time, he was indeed—as
Jeph had promised—Earthside. He could tell it, if no
way else, by the added pull of gravity, holding him
down harder upon the bed in which he lay. The room
he opened his eyes upon was plainly a hospital room,
and there was a bottle of glucose solution with a tube
leading to a needle inserted in his wrist.

He felt as if he had spent half a year locked up in a
packing case with a pack of angry bobcats. Where he
was pot sore, he ached; and he did not feel as if he
had strength enough to move the little finger of one
hand. He lay for a while, placidly and contentedly
watching the featureless white ceiling above him,
and then a nurse came in. She put a thermometer
sensor-strip into his mouth briefly, and then took it
out again to examine it. Once his lips were free, he
spoke to her.

“You're a real nurse?’’ he asked.

She laughed. She had freckles on her short nose,
landd they crowded together when she laughed out

oud.
They don't let imitations work in this ward,” she
said. “How're you feeling?”

“Terrible,” he sald “But just as long as I don't try
to move, I feel fine.”

“That’s good," she said. “You just go on not trying
to move. That s doctor’s orders for you anyway. Do
you think you're up to havmg some visitors later on

1s afternoon?"’

“Visitors?” he asked.
“Your Line Team Captain,” she said. "Maybe some
other people.”
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“Sure,” Clancy said. She went out; and Clancy fell
asleep.

He was awakened by someone speaking gently in
his ear and a light touch on his shoulder. He opened
his eyes and looked up into the face of Jeph standing
at his bedside with another man—a tall man stand-
ing a little behind him.

‘How are you feeling, Clance?”’ Jeph asked.

“Fine,” answered Clancy sleepily. His fingers groped
automatically for the bed-control lever at the bedside
and closed upon it. He set the little motors whirring
to raise him up into half-sitting position. ‘“The nurse
said you might be in to see me.”

“I've been waiting to see you,” said Jeph. “Got
somebody here to see you.” The man behind Jeph
moved forward; but Clancy’s eyes were all on Jeph.

“Plotch?” Clancy asked.

"He'’s going to be all right,” Jeph answered. “They’ve
got him defrosted and on his way back to normal—
thanks to you.”

“Don’t thank me!” exploded Clancy. “Jeph, I can't
take that guy any more! If I have to take any more of
him, I'll kill him!”

“Relax,” said Jeph. “I've known that for some time.
I made up my mind some months back that one of
you had to leave the Team.”

“One of us—" CLancy went rigid, under the covers
of the bed.

“Plotch’s being transferred.”

Clancy relaxed.

“Thanks,” he muttered.

“Don’t thank me,” said Jeph. “You earned it. You
saved all our necks out there on XN-4010—and more.
That's why the Commandant’s here to talk to you.”

Clancy’s gaze shot past Jeph for the first time; and
the tall man stepped right up to the bedside. It was
Janssen all right, with his gray, bristling little mili-
tary mustache, just as Clancy remembered him.
Janssen smiled stiffly down at Clancy.

Clancy's nerves, abraded by his sessions with the
hobgoblins, took sudden alarm.
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“What about?”” he demanded warily.

“Let’s get you briefed first,” said Janssen sharply.
He pulled up a chair and sat down, kicking another
chair over to Jeph, who also sat down.

“Sorry to put you through your paces like this,”
Janssen said, not sounding sorry at all, “‘just the
minute you get your eyes open. But when the time's
ripe, the time’s ripe. We've got someone else due to
meet us here; and he may want to ask you some
?uestions. I'm going to be asking you some questions
or his benefit, in any case; and what I want you to
do is just speak up. Give us both straight answers,
just the way they come to you. You've got that?”

Clancy nodded again, warily.

“All right. Now, to get you briefed on the situa-
tion,” said Janssen. “First, it seems you ran into
something new out there on XN-4010. That planet’s
got an actual sentient life form, which exists as some-
thing like clouds of free electrons. Beyond that, we
don’t know much about them, except for three things;
none of which we’d have known i? you hadn’t man-
aged to carry Plotch on foot all the way back to the
ship. One—'

Janssen held up a knobby forefinger to mark the
point.

“—They can move material objects up to a certain
size, with a great deal of effort—as in that shower of
rocks you remember,” he said. “But evidently it’s not
easy for them. Also, they can affect human thinking

rocesses—up to a point. Again, though, it's not easy
or them. For one thing, any kind of material enve-
lope, like the body of a ship, or a flitter, or a suit like
yYou were wearing, shields them out to a certain ex-
tent, depending on its thickness. For another, it seems
they only become really effective if the human is the
way you were, near the end of your walk—in a highl
exhausted condition; the kind of condition where lac
of sleep or extreme effort might have brought you to
the point of hallucinations, anyway. Third— and most
important—they were trying to kill off all the men of
your Team. It seems they were able to understand
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that with the drone dismantled, the ship unmanned
and the terminal not yet fully built and operative,
there’d be no way for another ship out to XN-4010.
In fact, the chances of our hitting the planet on a
blind-transmit once more, let alone getting another
drone safely landed on it, were microscopic. For some
reason they didn’t want us to know about their exist-
ence; and that suggests that maybe they wanted to
make preparations of some kind—either for defense
ar offense against the human race.”

He paused.

“Lucky for us,” he said brusquely to Clancy, “‘you
frustrated them.”

“Just by bringing Plotch in?” Clancy demanded.
There was something disproportionate in all this. He
did not trust Janssen at all.

“That’s right, Clance,” said Jeph. “There’s some-
thing you don’t know. If you'd decided to sit down
out there and wait for rescue, you'd have dried up to
dust inside your suit before any rescue came.”

Clancy stared at the Team Captain.

“All but one flitter and two-man crew,” said Jeph
slowly, “were out on jobs—and the closest one out
was er away from the ship than you and Plotch
were. Clance, every one of those flitters was smashed
by rock showers, and its crew killed or stranded.

VIII

Clancy swallowed for the moment forgetting the Line
Commandant.

“Who ..."” he could not finish the question. He
only stared at Jeph with bright eyes. Jeph answered
slowly, but without any attempt at emotion.

“Fletch,” the Team Leader said, “Jim, Wally, Pock-
ets, Ush and Pappy.”

Clancy lay stiﬁpg)r a moment, gazing at the wall of
the room opposite. Then he looked back at Jeph.

“What kind of replacements are we getting?”’ he
asked. He looked at Janssen challengingly.

“The best,” answered the Commandant. ‘“And I'll
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keep that promise. Again, because of you and your
bringing Plotch in on foot.”

“I still don’t see what that did—"" Clancy broke off,
suddenly thoughtful.

“Now you start to see, don't you?'’ said Jeph. “There
were three of us and one flitter left in the spaceship.
Twelve men and six flitters—including you and Plotch,
all the other flitters and men we had—were out on
work location. All of them overdue, and none of them
back. What was I going to do? I could not risk send-
ing out the two men I had left for fear the same thing
would happen to them— they might not come back.
On the other hand, without the Star-points all fin-
ished, there was no way we could transmit the ship
back Earthside. The only thing was for the three of
us to stay put and keep the ship powered. We couldn’t
transmit or receive, but with luck we could act as a
beacon for another blind drone transmit from Earth—
once Earth figured we were in trouble.”

Jeph paused. Clancy slowly nodded.

“Then you came staggering in, with your load of
frozen Plotch,” said Jeph. “We shoved Plotch into the
freeze-chamber and tried to find out from you what
had happened. You weren't up to talking consciously;
but I pumped you full of parasympathetic narcos,
and you babbled in your sleep. You babbled it all.
Once I knew what I was up against, I was able to risk
my last flitter and my last two men to go out on
quick rescue missions to each of the work-points.
After that we went out with the men who were left
for only a couple of hours on the job at a time, until
the last Star-point was finished and we could trans-
mit ourselves back here.”

Clancy nodded again. He was thinking of Jim, Wally,
and all the rest who had not come back, looking out
the window of his room at the green hospital grounds
outside with unfocused eyes. Someone else had just
come into the room; but Clancy was too full of teel-
ing to bother to look to see who it was. He was aware
of Jeph and the Commandant turning briefly to glance
touﬁard the newcomer, then they were back looking
at him.
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* * *

“All right,” Janssen said grimly, with one eye still
on whoever had just come in. “Let’s have your atten-
tion Lineman. There’s a question some people may
be wanting to ask d?l'ou That’s how you were able to
see through what the hobgoblins were trying to do to
you, in making you leave Plotchin and go off in the
wrong direction; once they'd gotten you to halluci-
nating about a new experimental type ship that didn’t
need the Line to shift from Earth out to XN-4010?”

Clancy scowled down at the white bedspread.

“Hell,” he grumbled, “I didn't see through it! I
mean I didn’t start adding up reasons until later.
Like the rescue ship landing right beside me; and the
people on her using our Team’'s own word for the
hobgoblins’; when they hadn’t heard me calling them
that myself.”

“But you didn’t leave Plotchin the way they wanted
you to. Ameldyou didn't take their word for it that you
were headed wrong for your ship,” said Janssen.

“Of course not!” Clancy growled. “But it was just
because I felt there was something wrong about it
all; and I wasn’t going to leave Plotch behind, as long
as there was a chance they were lying about his
being dead.”

“All right. Wait a minute.” It was the newcomer to
the room speaking. He stepped close to the bedside.
“Wasn’t I given to understand you hated this team-
mate of yours—this, uh, Plotchin?”

Clancy looked up and goggled. He was gazing at a
short man with a round face, black hair and a little
black mustache. The man of his hallucination, only
this time he was real: Charles Li, the head of Re-
search and Experimentation Service.

Li’s voice was not as deep as it had been in Clancy's
hallucination—in fact there was almost a querulous
note in it. But he sounded decisive enough.

“Why—1 still hate him!"” snapped Clancy. “I hate
his guts! But that didn’t mean I was going to leave
him out there!”

He stared at Li. Li stared back down at him.

“I guess you haven't heard the latest interpretation
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of that, Charlie,” Janssen said stiffly to Li, and the
head of R. and E. turned about to face the Comman-
dant. “Our Service psychologists came up with a
paper on it tjust a couple of hours ago—l'l.l see you
get a copy of it by the end of the day.”

Li frowned suddenly at Janssen.

“Never mind," Li said, "just give me the gist of it.”

“It’s simple enough,” said Janssen. “The immate-
rial life forms on XN-4010 got control of Clancy’s
conscious mind. But the only way they could make
him hallucinate was by telling him what he ought to
see and then letting him drag the parts to build the
hallucination out of his own mind and memory. So
while they had control of him pretty well, consciously,
they never did get down into the part of him where
his unconscious reflexes live. And did you know that
team loyalty lives down among the instincts in some
men, Charlie?”

“Team loyalty, an instinct?’’ Li frowned again. ‘I
don’t know if I can see that.”

" “Take my word for it, then,” said Janssen, “but it’s
easy enough to check.” He looked down at the shorter
man. “Not only humans, a lot of the social animals
have the same reflex. Porpoises hold another por-
poise up on top of the water after he’s been knocked
unconscious, so that he won’'t drown—that’s because
the porpoise breathing mechanism is conscious, not
unconscious like ours. Land animals too.”

“Elephants . .."” muttered Clancy, suddenly remem-
bering. But none of the other men were paying any
attention to him.

“Under an instinct like that,” Janssen was going
on, raspingly, to the R. and E. Service Head, “the
loyalty of every team member is to the team. And
every other man on it. And the loyalty of the team’s
to him, in return. As long as there's a spark of life left
in him, his teammates will do anything they can, at
any cost to themselves, to care for him, to rescue
him, or bring him home safely—"

“Lief, not one of your spiels, please—" began the
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shorter man, but Janssen overrode him by sheer power
of voice.

"“But,” went on the Commandant, “the minute he’s
dead, their obligation’s lifted. Because they all know
that now he has to be replaced by a new man on the
Team, someone to whom the loyalty they used to
owe the dead man will have to be transferred. What
tripped up those hobgoblins on XN-4010 was the fact
that Clancy here couldn’t be sure Plotchin was dead.
It didn’t matter how much be hated Plotchin; or how
overwhelming the evidence was that Plotchin was
dead, or that trying to save Plotchin might only mean
throwing his own life away, too. As long as the slight-
est chance was there that Plotchin could be rescued,
Clancy was obligated by his Team instinct to do his
best tor his teammate. That's why Clancy brought
the man in, in spite of how he felt about him, person-
ally, and in spite of all those aliens could do, and in
spite of the near physical impossibility, even under

e lower gravity there, of carting a frozen dead man,
weighing nearly as much as he did, for miles.”

Janssen stopped talking. All the while he had been
speaking, Li's Ewe had been growing sourer and sourer,
like 2 man who had discovered a worm in the apple
into which he has just bitten.

“Can I talk now?” demanded Li. The querulous
note in his voice was mounting to a pugnacious whine.

“Go ahead,” said Janssen.

“All right.”"” The smaller man drew a deep breath.
“What's this all about? You got me over here to see
this man, telling me you had something to show me.
Evidently you wanted to prove to me he’s a hero. All
right, I agree. He'’s a hero. Now, what about it?”

Janssen turned to Jeph.

“Shut the door,there,” he ordered. Jeph complied.
Janssen’s eyes raked from the Line Team Captain to
Clancy. “And if either of you breathe a word of what
you hear in this room from now on, I'll perscnally
see that you get posted out on a job two hundred
light-years from Earth, and forgotten there.”
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IX

Clancy’s stomach floated suddenly inside him, as if
an elevator he was in had just dropped away under
the soles of his feet. His premonitions of trouble on
seeing Janssen had been only too correct. Here, the
man who had evidently lost five years of battles with
the head of R. and E. was about to take one more
swing at the other Service Head, using Clancy as a
club. Two guesses, thought Clancy, as to what the
outcome would be—and what would happen to Clancy
himself as a result.

He had escaped the hobgoblins of XN-4010, only to
be trapped and used by the super-hobgoblin of all—
his own tough-talking, but ineffective Line Service
Commandant. There he was now—Janssen—tying
into Li as if he’d been the winner all these last five
years, instead of the other way around.

“I'm glad to hear you admit that, Charlie,” Janssen
was snapping ‘‘because Clancy here is a hero. A real,
live hero. A man who damn near killed himself doing
a superhuman job in the face of inimical alien action
to save his teammate. Only he nearly didn't make it,
because he was already chewed down past the ex-
haustion point when he started. Not just from fight-
ing his job and aliens—but from being worn thin by
a round damn dozen of your Service’s useless ivory-
tower experiments, built into his working suit!”

Li stared at him.

“What're you talking about?” bristled Li. “It was
the collar-innovation on his own suit that kept him
from being brained when that rock hit his helmet. If
it hadn’t been for the experimental cryogenic unit in
Plotchin’s suit, Plotchin wouldn’t be alive now!”

““Sure. Twol” snarled Janssen. “Two gadgets paid
off, but of—what? A total of twenty-three, for both
men's suits? What did the other twenty-one gadgets
do for either of them? I'll tell you. Nothing! Nothing,
except to wear them out to the point where they were



42 Gordon R. Dickson

ready to cut each other’s throat like half the rest of
my men on the Line Teams nowadays!”

Li's face was palely furious behind the black
mustache.

“Sorry. I don't see that!” he snapped. “Your man’s
still only a hero because the cryogenic unit gave him
a revivable teammate to bring back. And credit for
the cyrogenic unit being in Plotchin’s suit belongs to

1"

“You think s0?" grated Janssen. Li's voice had gone
high in tone with the argument. Janssen’s was going
down into a bass growl. Both men looked ready to
start swinging at each other at any minute. Janssen's

ray mustache bristled at Li. “Stop and think again
or a moment. What if your cryogenic unit hadn’t
worked? What if Plotchin had actually been dead?
Clancy wouldn’t have had any way of knowing it, for
sure. And so he'd have brought Plotchin in, anyway!
You think you can take his hero status away from
him just because your unit worked? He did what he
did out of a sense of duty to his teammate—and
whether there was a live man or a dead one on top of
him at the time doesn’t matter.”

“S0?” snarled Li.

“So!” barked Janssen. “I've been lying back and
waiting for something to hang you with, Charlie, for
four years. Now I've got it. I'm starting to punch
buttons the minute I leave this hospital. We're both
of us responsible to Earth Central, and Earth Cen-
tral’s responsible to the taxpayers. I'm going to set
the wheels going to bring my hero up in front of a
full-dress Central Investigating Committee—to deter-
mine whether the excessive number of experiments
your Service has been forcing upon my Line Teams
might not have caused the Relay Station installation
on XN-4010 to fail in the face of attack by inimical
aliens, who then might have gone undiscovered and
eventually posed a threat to the whole Line, if not to
the whole human race.”

Clancy had a sudden, irrational impulse to pull the
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bedcovers up over his head and pretend they had all
gone away.

“Are you crazy?” snarled Li. “You tried fighting
me, five years ago, when we first got Central permis-
sion to test experimental equipment under working
conditions, on your Line Teams. And Central went
right along with me all the way.”

“That was then, Charlie!” Janssen grated. “That
was then, when you had all the little glittery, magic-
seeming wonder-world-tomorrow type of gadgets to
demonstrate on the TV screens and grab the head-
lines. All T had was honest ar ent. But now it's
the other way around. All you've got is more of the
same—but I've got the real glitter. I've got a hero.
Not a fake hero, flanged up for the purpose. But a
true hero—an honest hero. You can't sﬂoot him down
no matter what angle you try from. And I've got
villains—real villains, in those alien hobgoblins, or
whatever they are. I'm going to win this inquiry the
same way you won the last one. Not in the Commit-
tee Room, but out in the News Services. I can get you
and your experiment wiped clean out of my Service,
Charlie! And I'll play hell with your next year’s ap-
propriations, to boot!”

Janssen shut up, his mustache stiff with anger.
.Clancy held his breath, resisting the impulse to shut
his eyes. The Line Service Commandant had taken
his swing; and now—how, Clancy did not know, but
there would undoubtedly turn out to be a way—Li
would lower the boom.

“All right,” said Li, bitterly. “Damn you, Lief! You
know I can’t afford any threat to next year’s appro-
priations now that the drone by-pass system is ready
to go into field testing! Name your price!”

Clancy blinked. He opened his eyes very wide and
stared at Li.

“But you wipe me out, and you'll regret it, Lief!”
continued the R. and E. Head, bursting out before
Clancy could get his brains unscrambled. “Admit it
or not, but a lot of our ivory-tower gadgets, as you
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call them, have ended up as standard equipment,
saving the lives of men on your Teams!”

“Don’t deny it!” snapped Janssen. ‘I don’t deny it
and never did. And I don’t want to wipe you out. I
just want to get back the right to put some limit on
the number of wild-eyed ideas my men have to test
for your lab jockeys! That's alll”

“All right,” said Li. He, too was relaxing, though
his face was still sour. “You've got it.”

“And we’ll draw up an intra-Service agreerment,”
said Janssen.

“All right.” Li’s glance swung balefully to fasten
for a second on Clancy. ““I suppose you know you'll
be holding up progress?”’

“That won’t matter so much,” said Janssen, ‘“‘as
long as I'm upholding my Linemen.”

“Excuse me,” Li answered stiffly, looking back at
him, “I don’t see that. As far as I'm concerned, prog-
ress comes before the individual.”

“It does, does it?” said Janssen. “Well, let me tell
you something. You get yourself a fresh crop of labo-
ratory boys out of the colleges, every year, all you
want, to work in your nice, neat, air-conditioned labs.
But 1 get only so many men for work on the Line—
because it takes a special type and there’s only so
many of that type born each generation!”

Clancy stared guiltily at Janssen. Clancy’s conscience
was undergoing an uncomfortable feeling— as if he
had just been punched in the pit of his stomach.

“I know,” Li was answering, with a sour glance at
Clancy. ‘“Heroes.”

“Heroes, hell!” exploded Janssen. “Race horses!
That’s what my boys are—race horses! And you
wanted to turn them into pack mules for your own
purposes. Not damn likely! Not any more damn likely
than I was to roll over on my back and let you get
away with using a full-dress Central Investigation
Committee to get permission to stick your nose into
my Line Servicel Open your eyes for once, Charlie!
Use your imagination on something living! Can you
imagine what it’s like to do what these men do,
jammed at best into the few clear cubic feet of a tiny
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transit ship you could cover with a large tent? And at
worst—living in their suits out on the job for days on
end, working harder than any manual laborer's worked
on Earth in fifty years, always under strange condi-
tions and unknown dangers like those hobgoblins on
XN-4010?"

Janssen had to stop for a second to draw breath.

“Can you imagine doing that?"’ he went on. “Just
to put in a Line Station for a million fat tourists to
use; just about the time you're maybe getting killed
or crippled putting in another Station out on some
world &e tourists have never heard of yet?”

“No, I can't,” he said, dryly. “And I don't believe
any normal, sensible man can. If the work’s that bad,
what makes any of your men want to do it?”

“Listen.” Clancy propped himself up on one elbow.
His conscience and the recognition of how wrong he
had been about Janssen was finally bringing him
into the fight. It was late. But better Yate than never.

“Listen—" he said again to Li. “You get a feeling
you can't describe at the end of a job—when a work-
ing Station finally goes into the line. You feel good.
You know you've done something, out there. Nobody
else did it, but you—and nobody can take it away
from you, that you've done it!”

“1 see.” The short man's mustache lifted a little.
He turned to the door, opened it, and looked back at
Janssen. ‘‘They're romantics, your Linemen. That’s it
in a nutshell. Isn't it?”

“That's right, Charlie,” said the Commandant coldly.
“You named it.”

“Yes,” said Li, “and no doubt the rest of the race
has to have them for things like building the Line.
But, if you'll excuse me, personally I can’t see roman-
tics. Or romanticism, either.”

He went out shutting the door.

“No,” said Janssen, grimly, looking at the closed
door. “You wouldn't. Your kind never does. But we
manage to get things done in spite of you, one way or
another.”
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He glared suddenly at Clancy, who was staring at
him with a powerful intensity.

“What're you gawking at, Lineman?” he barked.

“Nothing,"” said Clancy.



Since Life’s journey is a way of growing, arriving
travellers are not necessarily the same people who
embarked earlier.

Babes In the Wood

The dyed lips, the carefully coifed hair, and the elab-
orately patterned cloak made a brave showing; but
the plain fact of her youth shone through like light
a curtained window. Jory Swenson swung

away from her in a rage and cursed the hook, a thin
little man who licked his lips nervously and squirmed
under the tongue-lashing, but would not back down.

“You gutted fooll” stormed Jory. “Are you trying
to get me vaporised for abduction? She’s just a child.”

Ttge hocl)k‘s little eyes jumped nervously from Jory
to the girl.

“What of it?"” he husked. “You're going off-planet.
Nobody knows. Nobody'll care.”

“What if we get picked up before we get to the
spaceport?’’ snarled Jory. He swung abruptly back to

e girl. “How old are you?”

“Eighteen,” she said, in a small, thin voice.

“Aaah,” said Jory, ‘don't lie to me.” He half-raised
his hand, threateningly. “ You're lucky if you're fifteen.”

She shrank a little, her eyes watchfully on his hand,
but her voice was firm in answer.

“I'm eighteen.”

“I tell youl!” burst out Jory “Don’t give me that.
When did you run away from home?”

47
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“Last week,” she said.

“And your people have been looking for you for a
week then,” said Jory. "That's fine.”

“Oh no,” interrupted the girl quickly. “They sent
me to my aunt’s to live. But my aunt—she’s dead.
She died about a month ago but nobody ever told
them and she’d already said in a letter I could come.”

“Oh?" said Jory. “Oh?”

“And I'm eighteen,” she spoke rapidly, as if afraid
he would silence her before she had done speaking.
“I've got a work card with my age on. I can prove it.”

“Sure,” said Jory, sarcastically. The hook tugged
impatiently at his arm.

“How long you going to stand here?” he demanded.
“The ship lifts in two hours. I tell you this is all the
woman I could find you. You take her or you don’t
get anything.”

“Woman!” spat Jory. Then shrugged. “All right.
I'm done for anyway it I miss the ship.”

The hook went to the door and whistled in his
witness, a man. as scrawny and unprepossessing as
himself. The marriage ceremony was conducted in
the hurried chatter of the hook’s high voice and the
papers signed in a sober silence. Jory paid the little
man and turned to his new bride.

“Here we go,” he said. “Pick up your bag.”

Without a word she lifted the battered clothing
box that held her possessions, and followed him out.
They stopped under the night lights of the almost
deserted street and Jory rang one of the automatic
curb signals for a taxi. It came almost immediately
and they rode to the spaceport in silence. It was only
when they stepped out at their destination and Jory
was reaching into his pocket for money to pay the
fare that the taxi driver spoke.

“Say,"” he said, leaning out the window and squint-
ing up at Jory’s face in the pale, all-pervading glow
of the landing lights, “aren’t you the passer that
Little Tommy's looking for?”’

Jory's fist, still clutching change, came out of his

ket swiftly, and he hit the taxi driver with all his
arce on the point of his exposed jaw. Coins sparkled
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and danced ringingly on the concrete; and the man
slumﬂed backwards on the seat. Jory whirled to run,
but the girl stood frozen, wide-eyed and blank-faced,
staring at the unconscious driver.

“No you don't!” snarled Jory. “You don't quit on
me now!” And, grabbing her by one wrist, he jerked
her away after him in a stumbling run for the loom-
ing bulk of the waiting ship.

They lay strapped in their cradles in a two-place
cabin, waiting for the takeoff. Jory lay stiffly, his face
upturned to the metal ceiling, listening to the girl
cry. The sound infuriated him, the more so because
he could do nothing about it, could not reach out to
slap her into silence because of the straps that bound
him in the cradle; and he dared not loosen the straps
for fear of being caught unprotected at the takeoff.

“Shut up!” he said tightly through clenched teeth.
The girl continued to sob.

“I didn't know—"" she moaned. “I didn’t know—"

“Didn't know what?” Jory grinned grimly, sarcas-
tically, at the dull ceiling. ““That I was a bad man? A
nasty criminal?”’

There was no answer but the sobs.

“Well I am,” said Jory, still talking to the ceiling.
“But you could have done worse, Kiddie. Believe me,
you could have done a lot worse.” There was still no
answer and suddenly anger flamed up inside him
and he felt an abrupt, furious need to justify himself.

“You little fool,” he gritted. ‘“You're lucky you got
on a ship at all. There’s half a dozen places that hook
might have worked you into, instead—don’t you
know that? Do you think that just because you asked
him nice to fix you up with a husband so you could
get free emigrant passage, that he was obligated to
just that, and not something a hell of a lot worse, but
that would make him more money? At least you got
what you wanted and you'll have a chance on a new
world. That’s more than half the Kiddies he contacts
get.

“Sure, sure,” he went on, calmed a little by the
explosion of his own violence, and talking half to
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himself, now, “I was a passer, peddling weed to dopes
in the spaceport clubs; and you were a baby going to
school. I've done my share of cutting with the gangs
and the most you ever did was sprinkle insect pow-
der for crawlers. But there’s no more of either for you
or me. We're Mr. and Mrs. Jory Swenson, neither
good nor bad, but emigrants with free passage to
Mical V and a government bonus to get us started in
the new life.” A siren moaned suddenly through the
ship, warning of takeoff. Jory's lips twisted in a final
grin. “Look on the bright side of it, Kiddie.”
Beneath them a vibration began to grow. It mounted
and mounted until the ceiling began to blur before
Jory's eyes, and the sudden thunder of the rockets
cut loose. A giant leaned his weight on Jory, pressing
him back into the padding of his cradle; and the
breath came wailing from his throat as black specks
danced before his eyes. The weight on him grew,
grew, and grew until the whine of the gyroscopes cut
through the din, tilting the ship to escape angle. The
wall tilted and the cradle moved on its tracks, slam-
ming to a new position. Unconsciousness took Jory.

He floated in a haze of unreality and sickness.
There was something wrong with him—with him,
Jory; but he could not seem to do anything about it.
Vaguely he was aware that the takeoft was over. That
the changeover to second order flight was over; and
that other sengers moved freely about while he
still lay in Elass cradle. But something was wrong; for
half the time he was not on the ship at all, but back
on Calezo, running away from Little Tommy.

He was back on Calezo, 1!::eddling a package in the
Sherwood Club and Pani had come up to drag him
away from his Erospect, to pull him into a dark
corner of the club and tell him to get out. Pani was a
muscle for the same outfit that Jory belonged to and
a straight sort of man. He didn’t have anything to
gain by warning Jory—as a matter of fact, he was
sticking his neck out to do it, but they’d known each
other ever since Jory had been old enough to be in
business, and they got along. Cook was dead, Pani
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had told Jory, and Little Tommy had taken over his
outfit—which meant everybody but Jory was now
workinl%l for him. Jory, he didn’t like; and now with
no outfit to protect him, Jory was due for it. In
the gloom of the corner, the sweat had rolled down
Jory's back as he listened. A long time ago he had cut
Tommy bad in a gang fight and the spidery little
man remembered what the spindly child had suffered.

Besides, now that he no longer belonged to an
outfit, the uniforms would be after him. There was
no choice. He had to dgo off-planet—unless he wanted
to hit the woods, and for a city child like Jory, that
was unthinkable.

So, in the depths of his delirium he ran again and
hid, dodging and ducking through the great rabbit-
warren of the city, whose depths and shadows now
spelled danger instead of safety; ran and hid until a
hook that wanted money more than he feared Little
Tommy had found him the wife he needed to get
himself passage on an emigrant ship where Govern-
ment authority would be his protection.

And in his delirium, the running and hiding went
on and on.

It passed eventually. He awoke at last to a space-
ship cabin that was made of the stuff of solid reality
and did not dissolve away into the fantasies of his
nightmare. The girl was seated on her cradle, which
had been doggeg down and converted into a sort of
couch, even as his had been flattened into a bed, and
reading. She did not notice the new sanity in his
eyes.

“How long have I been like this?"" he said—and
realized that he had not said it, but merely thought
the words. He tried again; forced air from his chest
;N'ith tremendous effort, opened his mouth, and moved
ips.

l?’How long—" he croaked.

Her head jerked up, she dropped the book and
bounced to his bedside.

“Oh, you're better!” she gasped—then, hurriedly—
“Don’t move. I'll get the doctor.” She was out the
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door and gone from the room before he could force
out another word.

He felt a momentary flash of irritation that she
had not answered his question but he was too weak
to hang on to his anger. She did not return immedi-
ately, and he drifted into a light doze from which he
emerged to find the ship’s doctor standing over him.

“Better, eh?" said the doctor. He was a stocky,
ruddy little man and he ﬁlaced one set of fingertips
on Jory’s wrist, countmg is pulse.’

“"How long— repeated Jory.

“Eh?" said the doctor. “About a week and a half,
ship’s time. Looks like you're making this trip in bed,
young fella.”

"Got to get up, ' muttered Jory.

“No you don't,” said the doctor. “You lie there and
count your blessmgs, the chief of which is that you're
alive at all. You must have been on the verge of
collapse when you came aboard. How much sleep
had you had during the thirty-six hours before
takeoff?”’

For a second the nightmare danced again just out-
side the range of Jory’s vision.

“Don’t know,” he said numbly. “None.”

The doctor snorted.

“Thought so,” he said, with an air of satisfaction.
“You listen to me and stick to your bed. Your wife
can look after you. Give her something to do.” He
turned to the girl.

“You heard what I told him. Keep him quiet. If he
won'’t stay down, see me.” And, with a brisk wave of
his hand, he was gone.

Jory sagged in the bed. A wave of exhaustion was
sweeping over him, smothering him, forcing him down
into sleep; but there was one thing he had to do
before he yielded. With a great effort he turned his
head on the pillow to look into the girl’s eyes, and
the question came out in a husky whlsper

“What’s your name? I don’t remember.”
b Sl&e blushed, suddenly all child, and dropped her
ead.

“Lisa Kent,” she answered.
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Lisa Kent, Lisa Kent. He hugged the sound of it
comfortingly to him as he sank like a stone into the
deep, obliterating ocean of sleep.

He recovered slowly, not quite understanding what
had made him an invalid. From what little the doc-
tor would teil him (for that individual was one of the
uninformative sort) he gathered that the punishment
of the takeoff had been not the straw, but the beam
which had broken the camel’s back, and that if his
exhausted condition had been realized at the time of
boarding, he would not have been allowed to take
off. So much for that. The really important thing was
that he was better now and on the way to regaining
his strength. The thought that he might have faced
landing on a pioneer world in a bed-ridden condition
touched him with a thrill of panic whenever he let
himself think of it.

However, as time went on, he found himself think-
ing of it less and less. For some reason, possibly
because he had dreamed so much of it in his delir-
ium, the world of his past had acquired a strange
unreality. It was if the illness had set itself up as a
barrier to the past and everything that he remem-
bered during it and before were part of a half-forgotten
fantasy. More and more he found himself thinking of
the future from the viewpoint of the hopeful colonist
that his papers proclaimed him to be. The vision of a
new life painted itself in a hundred different colors
for his recuperating imagination and he discovered
the beginnings of a new emotion inside him—he was
starting to think of the new planet as a home, his real
home, the first he had ever known. The barren seed
within him as yearning to put down roots.

There was a new factor, too, in the now unstrained
atmosphere of the tiny cabin in the relationship be-
tween himself and Lisa—he could no longer think of
her simply as ‘the girl." Although he remembered
nothing of her attendance on him while he had been
ill, and although she, herself, never referred to it,
both of them were forced to an acceptance of the fact
that they had somehow become aquainted. It was
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just that, although there was no common experience
which either wished to refer to, it was now ridiculous
for them to treat each other as strangers. Even if one
or the other had wished it, his continuing depen-
dence upon her in the intimacy of the small cabin
would have denied it. And they found themselves
standing on a neutral ground of neither like nor dis-
like, in the truce of mutual tolerance.

In the weakness and peace of his slowly mending
body and spirit, Jory lay propped up on his bed for
long periods of time, watching her, as a prisoner,
floating in the vacuum of unlimited time, might watch
a spider spinning a web. And she, indifferent as the
spider, washed, dressed, brushed her hair, waited on
him, or sat reading in a sort of happy unconscious-
ness of his gaze.

He found her fascinating. For the first time in his
experience he was entering into the complete, all
around the clock life of another human being: and
the pageant of her actions was an unvarying source
of entertainment to him. He found her responsive to
things of the moment, passing suddenly from one
emotion to the other with the flickering interest of
the young. More child than woman, he found her;
but at the same time, more woman-child than child.
She seemed to have walled off everything outside the
cabin, all past and all future, and to be content in the
womb-like security of the present. She was happy—
the doctor had been right—with the job of caring for
him. It was a happiness that he first attributed to
the childish satisfaction of having a doll to play with;
but in this he later found he had been uncharitable.
She, too, was experiencing the fascination of living a
closely-knit existence with another human being.

They did not talk at first, beyond the few words
necessary for him to indicate his desires and she to
satisfy them. The neutral ground on which they found
themselves was an uncertain one and neither was
willing to take the first step toward testing its solid-
ity. Inevitably, however, incidents occurred at inter-
vals to throw their speech outside the limits of bare
necessity; and it was across the stepping stones of
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these incidents that they gingerly approached each
other, the suspicious wolf to the timorous colt.

The first of these incidents came upon them sud-
denly, catching them both unprepared in a conversa-
tion where neither knew what to say. It came about
when Lisa laughed suddenly and unthinkingly at some-
thing humorous in the book she was reading, and,
looking up, found his eyes upon her; questioningly,
she thought. She made a little gesture with the book,
explainingly.

‘It—it’s funny,” she stammered in explanation. The
expression on his face did not vary, but she sensed in
him a struggle for words equal to her own.

“Oh?” he said harshly. And—after a long pause.
“What was it?”

“Oh—" she said, and stared at him helplessly. His
words were an invitation to read him the passage she
had laughed at; and she longed to do so, but her
innate timidity made the prospect seem appallingly
dangerous.

“’Oh—nothing much,” she said, finally. He gazed at
her for a moment longer, then closed his eyes, turn-
inf his head away from her. And she, like a rabbit
relieved from the hypnotic stare of a snake, sank her
attention gratefully back into the pages she had been
reading.

However, the ice had been broken; and, when
nothing more out of the way occurred during the
next few days, she found herself hoping for a repeti-
tion of the brief conversation. Various plans flitted
through her head but she shrank from their execu-
tion, afraid of the rebuff which she felt sure would
follow. At last, when she had almost given up hope,
Jory took the plunge she had been avoiding. He had
been lying staring at the ceiling, following the 1800
hours meal, when abruptly, without warning, his voice
shattered the silence between them.

“You don’t get out enough,” he said flatly.

Her heart leaped and thudded in her breast.

“You sit around the cabin here all the time,” he
went on, still without looking at her. “Why don’t you
go down to the recreation room now and then?”
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“Why—" she stammered, “it’s all right. I don't
mind.’

“You don't have to hang around here all the time,”
he retorted, his voice rising on a note of anger. “1
don’t need you that much.”

Her mind hunted frantically for the proper thing to
say and before she knew it the truth came tumbling
out.

“But I like it here better!” she cried. Her words
seemed to hang in the air between them for a long
time. Then the tension in the room snapped like an
overstretched string and Jory's rigid figure sagged
sli;htly in relaxation.

Suit yourself,” he muttered.

It was not long after that that he woke in the night
hours, and lay in his bed, wondering what had
wakened him. For some moments he could not locate
the cause; and then it came to him, a slight, steady,
rh{t.hmical noise, hal‘f/-heard in }he darkness.l

isa was crying. Vel uietly, very easily, in a
reasonless chili}&]isﬁ wa)lr.,y sﬂe waz sobll;ying toyherself
with her head half-buried in her pillow.

He lay staring into the blackness and listening to
her. And gradually the emotional impact of the sound
reached through to him. At first it was merely an-
other noise, disturbing, but not greatly so. And then
it began to take on greater meaning; a tinge of accu-
sation seemed to grow in it, a lost and hopeless accu-
sation to damn him for strange reasons that he was
at a loss to understand, but could not deny. His own
emotions twisted and writhed, growing and increas-
ing in violence until the verbal reaction came tearing
from his lips and he yelled at her.

*“Shut up!”

She shut up. And the sudden silence left him a
little frightened.

When he woke the following morning, he noticed
that she avoided his eye, and the emotions of the
night before returned in full force. She moved about
the cabin as usual, taking care of the few house-
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keeping tasks that were required, but on this particu-
lar morning he read a reproach in every expression
of her face, in every movement of her body. It was a
new sensation to him, a hot and uncomfortable one,
and he struggled against the illogicalness of it, strug-
gled in silence and in motionlessness, so that he lay
stiff and tight on the bed, his jaw clenched and his
eyes staring straight ahead of him.

What bothered him, although he did not know it,
was the ur%e to apologize; for his shouting at her in
the night, for his unvarying harshness of word and
action, and for everything else in their association for
which his new-born sense of guilt accused him. He
labored under a complete ignorance, however, of the
afology as a social mechanism. It was, quite liter-
ally, unknown to him. Child of the gutter, youth of
the streets, for him a verbal expression of regret
meant onl{ a forced acknowledgment of inferiority.
So, the welter of emotions boiled within him, blindly
hunting and tearing for an undiscovered exit.

He fought. He fought himself until the sweat stood
out in great shining drops on his forehead driven by
his own savage determination to find a solution. What
he wanted to do, he did not know, but he would do it
if he had to tear himself apart in the process. Borne
up on the red surge of his anger, he forced himself
suddenly up into a sitting position and swung his
legs over tEe side of the bed. A wave of dizziness
shook him, but he grabbed the edge of the bed and
held on tightly with both hands until it passed.

He shook his head to clear it, and felt Lisa’s hands
on his shoulders, pressing him back.

“You've got to lie down,”” her voice said, frightened.

“Let go,” he said hoarsely, “sit down yourself. I'm
going to talk.” Her hands fell from his shoulders and
as his vision cleared, he saw her back away and sit
down on the edge of her bed.

“Listen,” he said. “You were crying last night. You
don’t have to cry. Hear me?”’ She shrank slightly into
herself.

“I'm sorry,” she whimpered. He ignored her, going
on talking, forcing the words from his lips by pure
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brute force, not knowing how to say what he wanted
to say, but determined to express himself by pure
weight and number of words.

“We got things to talk over. There’s things you've
got to understand. I'm not dumb—maybe I never
learned much outside of gang stuff—but I'm not dumb,
and I'm older than you. You and me—you and me—"
he stalled, pawing the air for expression, "‘we aren't
either of us what we were back there. And we aren’t
going to be what we were, either. Hear me? We're
going to be different—new, sort of, if you know what
I mean. And we can’t—won’t—be new until we can
get over being what we were. You know what I mean?”
He glared at her; and she nodded, a little scaredly.

“So,” he went on. “We got to get over it. You and
me, we're going to land where there’s hardly any real
cities. Just little places. And we're going to have to
do some kind of work to stay alive. Now you—what
can you do?”

She looked down at her hands, lying limply to-
gether in her lap.

“Nothing,” she said in a small voice.

“Look,” he said, desperately, “you’'ve been taking
care of me. You suppose you could be some kind of a
nurse?”

She shook her head.

“You must have had some kind of idea, when you
first thought of getting married up and emigrating.
You must have figured on doing something. What
was it?”

Tears brimmed up suddenly in her eyes as she
raised her head and looked at him.

“I was going to be somebody’s wife.”

“Cut it out!” he shouted defensively. “You don't
have to cry. I told you that.” She blinked back the
tears. ‘“All right, so you were going to be somebody’s
wife; and he’d take care of things like working. It’s
all right; I get it. I don’t blame you. It's just that I got
to find these things out. What else did you figure
on?” She toyed with the blanket edge on her couch.

“T thought maybe he could have some kind of a job
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and we could have a house of our own—and— things,”
she ended vaguely.

“Didn’t you think maybe you were a little young
for stuff like that?”

“I'm eighteen.”

“Don’t lie to me!” he roared at her suddenly. “1
don't care what you do, just don’t lie to me.” She
flhr%nk back from him, white-faced, but nodding her

ead.

“I don't care how old you are,” he went on. “Just
don’t tell me you're eighteen when I know you're
not.”

Then suddenly—so suddenly that he could never
after remember how it happened—she had thrown
herself at him, and was kneeling, clutching at him,
her head buried in the lap of his bedrobe and bawl-
ing with utter abandon.

‘T will too cry if I want,” she choked out in a
muffled voice.

He stared down at her in complete bafflement and
dismay.

‘“Hell—all right—cry then,” he muttered, over-
whelmed. She sobbed into his bedrobe; and, after a
little while, he reached out gingerly and stroked her
hair in a helpless fashion.

It was at this moment that the ship’s doctor had
the bad luck to open the door in the normal process
of making his daily call. His head came in first, and
he stared at the two of them.

“Get the God damn it out!” roared Jory and imme-
diately felt better than he'd felt in a long time. The
doctor’s head disappeared, the door popping to be-
hind him.

Jory went back to stroking Lisa’s hair. It felt sur-
prisingly good beneath his hand; and, although he
still had not said what he had wanted to say, for
some reason he discovered that he was now con-
scious of a vast relief.

After that, during the remaining days of the trip,
they talked. And, after the first few conversations,
the speaking was mainly done by Jory and the listen-
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ing by Lisa. She preferred it that way: for her story
was briefly told. Nothing had happened to her beyond
the fact tfzat she had grown up and run away from
parents who were not too bright and were not inter-
ested in her. Simply that; not unkind, not overbear-
ing, but just not interested. She had strangled in the
thin atmosphere of their affection; and, having heard
about the hooks that paired off single people wishing
to emigrate, had seized her chance and run off.

But Jory—he, although his home life had been as
barren aerers, had done a thousand interesting things.
She listened to-chance accounts of his past life as if
they had been fairy tales and she a five year old: and
it only puzzled her that he, himself, showed little or
no interest in them, preferring to talk about other
strange things that she could not understand. How-
ever, no matter what he said, it was Jory talking, and
she listened to all with the same impartial, happy
interest.

“You see,” said Jory, one day, sitting on the edge of
his bed and gesturing excitedly at her, “you and me,
we shouldn’'t be here at all. You understand? This
emigration business is for the pioneers, people with
itchy feet and the idea that the next planet is always
a little better. They claim they're short of space back
there, but hell, look at all the brush country that
hasn’t been touched yet. There’s room for a thousand
more cities, and the people that really want to settle
are just going to stay there and build them, instead
of shooting off like this.

“But there’s new business going up like mad on the
new planets and they need people. So the real pio-
neers, the people with itchy feet, claim overpopulation
and draw free government transportation where the
need is, and everybody's happy. But not you and me,
Lisa. Understand? We didn’t have itchy feet. If you
could’ve found some kind of a husband and I'd been
all right with Little Tommy, you and me would never
have thought of going off-planet. We'd have stayed
where we were and what would have happened?’

He looked at her rhetorically.

“You probably would have ended up being misera-
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ble with a male you picked just because he was the
first one that came along and sooner or later some-
thing would have gone wrong in the Clubs and I'd
have been cut up or dragged by the uniforms.

“And instead—look what we fell into,” Jory's eyes
gleamed with an almost fanatic light, “‘we were just
running away toward the first thing we could find,
and we bumped into a chance to wise ourselves up
and really get something out of life. It's a miracle,
Lisa, I tell you! Me, I'm going to find out what I want
to do—what I really want to do—and when I find out
I'm going to do it, even if it's hanging upside down
from a tree limb and painting the sky green.

“And listen, Lisa—you’re going to find out what
you want, too. I'll take care og you until you’ve grown
up enough to pick out the man you reaﬁy want, and
then we'll tear up this piece of paper and you can
marry him. I'll just claim you’re my daughter, or
sister, or something and this fake marriage was the
only way 1 could bring you along. It'll be all right,
you'll—" he checked himself suddenly, noticing a
sullen, set look on her face. ““What’s wrong now?'

“Nothing.”

“Don’'t tell me ‘nothing,” ” he said. “I know you.
What's wrong.”

“I don’t want to marry somebody else.”

Jory exploded. '

“Are you crazy?” he stormed. “Do you want to tie
yoursel? to me when I don't even know what I'm
going to be, yet? Maybe it'll be something where I
can't have a wife, What makes you think I'd want
you, anyway? Oh, hell, it’s just what I say. You're too
young to know your own mind yet.”

“I am not!” cried Lisa, turning on him with blaz-
ing face and clenched fists.

‘Well, calm down,” said Jory, somewhat taken
aback. “I’'m not going to shove you off on somebody
you don’t want. But you sure don’t seem to appreci-
ate the luck of what's happened to you. I tell you it’s
a miracle.”

But Lisa remained*unco?vincsd.
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In the days that followed, he set himself to con-
vince her; and, in a measure as his own mental im-
age of the future sharpened and took on color, he
succeeded.

“You never lived outside of a city in your life, did
you?” he asked her once.

She shook her head.

“And neither did I,” said Jory triumphantly. “But
that’s what we're going to do. Why, even back home,
people who were willing to go out into the brush
could pile up a fortune in no time—fur-farming or
something like that—just because nobody else wanted
to get their feet wet or do without taxis. There's
always things to do if you're willing to go where
other people don't like it.”

““Was it really hard to live out there?”’ asked Lisa,
fascinated.

“Sure it's hard,” answered Jory. ‘‘But it’s not im-
possible. You've got no weather dome, so the temper-
ature goes up and down. We’'ll get rained on, maybe,
or even snowed on. What of it? We can use our
government settler’s bonus to put up buildings and
just stay in them when it’s too bad out. And listen,
Lisa—"

She had been fiddling with her hair. He reached
out, took the comb from her hand and pulled her
down on the couch opposite him to ensure her full
attention.

“—Listen, Lisa, there’s some good parts to it, too.
When there’s no grey weather dome, you can see the
blue sky with clouds the way they have it in pictures.
There’ll be wild trees and things growing right out-
side our buildings and real breezes blowing through
our windows. Hell, we'll even pick a spot of land
with our own private creek running through it like
they have in the parks and the big estates.”

Lisa's face was one big expression of wonder.

Al these people, though—"' she breathed. “They’ll
all be wanting something like that. Maybe there won't
be enough to go around.”

Jory laughed in happy scorn.

““You sure are a city kid,” he said. “Why this planet
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won't be like the one we left. There probably won't
be more than two or three cities on it all together.”

Liza gazed at him, half-incredulously.

“"How many creeks,” she ventured, “‘are there on a
whole world?" »

“On a whole world?” Jory gestured expansively.
“Millions!”

She sighed.

‘“Millions!”’ she echoed.

“Sure,” said Jory. “And look—don't get the idea
we're just in]oin to live like woolies, either. As soon
as we get the place set up and start making money,
we'll get a flyer and we can drop into the cities an,
time we want to. We can stay in the hotels and wit
the money we’ll be making out in the brush, we'll be
able to hit the best clubs and see the best pictures
and everything.”

Lisa’s eyes misted over suddenly.

“Now what?” snapped Jory.

Lisa tried to stop. She did her best, but two large
tears sgueezed from under her tightlf' clamped eye-
lids and her throat moved convulsively.

“It’s just too good to be true,” she czoked.

“Cut it! Cut it!" snarled Jory. “Every time I talk to
you, you end up by flooding us out of here. Can’t you
do anything but cry?” And he glared angrily across
the cabin at her.

But—it was a curiously gentle glare; and Lisa had
gotten to know him in the past couple of weeks. So
she paid no attention but put her head down on the
couch and was just as happily miserable as she wanted
to be for the next quarter ot an hour.

Landing. For eighteen hours the passengers had
been strapped in their cradles. Now they were being
carried down the moving ladder of the ship’s main
corridor, which, now in landing position, had be-
come a deep, vertical shaft. Jory, with Lisa, stood all
ready at the bottom, waiting with the others of their
passenger section to disembark.

“First group out!” boomed the loudspeaker. ‘‘Bag-
gage delivery, information and equipment available
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in the Government Station at the edge of the field.
First group out!”

They shuffled into a double line; and Jory felt Lisa
tremble slightly as she pressed closcly against him.
Her hand groped blindly into his and clung to it with
nervous strength. Jory glanced around embarrassedly
at the other passengers; but none of these seemed to
notice, being fully concerned with their own luggage
and selves. He leaned towards her.

“For God's sake! Relax!” he hissed in her ear. “Re-
member what I told you. There’s nothing to get ex-
cited about; we're just coming home.”

She nodded, obediently remembering that she had
promised to think of this new world as the place
where they belonged, instead of the old planet they
had left. But the thought which had been so comfort-
ing in the familiar confines of their cabin before
landing was not so much help now that they were
actually standing at the head of the covered gang-
glank with the damp atmosphere of a strange planet

lowing in their faces. She clung to Jory.

The immigrants went docilely, in line, down the
steps of the gangplank and out onto the field. Be-
neath the feet of Lisa and Jory the steel steps rang.
Then, abruptly, the noise was gone and they stepped
forward on the flat cement surface of the field. Two
steps more and they would be under the new skies.

“Here we go,” muttered Jory cheerfully. They
walked forward through the opening at the end of
the covered gangplank, out into open air. . ..

... and stopped dead.

Go on! Get moving!”

The voices of the other passengers crowding the
gangplank behind them, beat on their ears. But Jory
and Lisa stood frozen. Children of weather domes
and crowded, dingy streets, they looked at the new
world.

No past experience of theirs could match the im-
mensity of it. Vast and far the great blue depths of
the sky towered above them, reaching out to the far
horizon. The golden sun threw dazzling reflections in
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their eyes from every shiny object, blinding their
ﬁaze, long used to artificial glow. The grass, the trees

eyond the glittering white concrete of the field, were
lush and rampant with green strength; and a crisp
wind whipped their thin city clothes about them,
blowing from the roaring empty, open spaces beyond
the little town around them.

It was too big, too much, and for a second, Jory
stopped, while Lisa turned from it, and shaking, clung
to him. Children of narrow ways, they stood in terror
before the mighty openness of the world they had
come to; and for a second the urge was overwhelm-
ing to turn and run, run and hide, back into the
close, and stuffy safeness, the metal womb of the ship
that was like all places they had known.

For just a moment . .. and then, born on the brisk
whip of the chill wind that knifed them, came some-
thing that entered into Jory’s very soul. With a fierce
surge it touched and took him—fed pride in to him,
pride of place and being and a great gladness. An
exultant joy tore through him and he turned to Lisa,
pulling her away from him, turning her about to face
the waiting vastness.

“What’s the matter with you?"’ he cried. “This is
where we belong. This is our world! This is home!"

He took her hand and pulled her forward. For a
second she held back, and then she came. Slowly at
first, then faster, while behind them the jammed
doorway cleared and the flow of colonists began again.
Hand in hand, Jory and Lisa Swenson, they went
down the gangplank, into their new world, with shoul-
ders back and heads erect.

Like pioneers.



Whoever seeks to etflore the undiscovered country
of the mind may fo l((:;w a will-’ o-the-wisp to his
oom.

Napoleon’s Skullcap

Carl Lehman sat gazing at the device on the white
tablecloth between himself and Sean.

It was a simple band of copper, soldered to form a
ring, with two more arching bands soldered to its
upper edge at the four points of the compass to form
a domed cross. There was clearance between the two
arching bands at the point where they crossed, one
above the other; and here they had been cut and
fitted with small vanes, of the same width as the
bands themselves, that rotated around a wire axis
and wavered and turned with the lightest touch or
breath. It was a tinsel device, a toy, the sort of thing
anyone could throw together in his basement work-
shop in fifteen minutes. Carl touched one of the vanes,
with a thick-boned forefinger, and it trembled, turn-
ing away from the touch, above the white tablecloth
in the brilliant sunlight from the window. He felt a
small shiver inside.

“What is it?” asked Carl gruffly, for he did not like
puzzles.

“It’s a lever,” said Sean Tyrone.

Carl frowned, his thick-boned, almost brutal-looking
face bent above the device. He was refusing to play
straight man, continuing to try to puzzle the thing

66
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out by what he could see of it. Sean smiled a little,
locking away from their restaurant table, here in the
quiet, expensive upstairs dining room of the Club
Chateau, and out through the window down the long
slope of the hill to the Ford Dam and the ice-locked
Mississippi. And Carl noted the glance.

It was the twentieth of February, in the paralyzing
depths of the Minnesota winter. The sidewalks, yards,
the streets and even the steep river-banks were sheeted
with an iron coat of frozen snow. The sun above
blared out of a cloudless sky, filling the world with
blinding brilliance, but no heat. Piled up against the
dam and stretching back along both banks, the ice
lay slagged and tumbled like broken glass; and in the
narrow center channel where the current of the river
kept it open, the water rolled, secret and black as
fresh-poured asphalt in contrast with the whiteness
of the ice. _

—It was, thought Carl, with that one part of his
brain not busy with the device, a strange, bright,
sterile, steam-heated time of year, in which life seemed
to beat all the more fiercely for being confined to
indoors. Everyone appeared furiously stimulated by
the shocks that came with each step into the killing
cold without, and later reentry into the heat within.
Even with thermostats set high, the walls were cool
to the touch, and windows cooler yet. Seated where
he was, Carl could feel the cold breath of the season
through the window upon his left arm. Sean turned
his green eyes, his dark, thin face, back to Carl.

“Give up?” he said.

Carl scowled. He was a short, thick, broad man in
his late twenties: and ancestors of his who had looked
the same as he had been brought by the legions in
chains to Rome to be pitted against wild beasts in
the Coliseum. He did not look like a thinking man
but he knew himself to be one.

“You said, a lever?”

“That’s right,” said Sean. “A psychic lever. You
remember what the man said—'Give me a lever large
enough—' "
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“I know,” said Carl. “It’s the word ‘psychic’ I want
to hear explained. Is this one of your wild hares?”

“I suppose you’d call it that,” said Sean, grinning.

“Why can't you stick to the law?"’

“Because there’s more to the world than courts.
I've told you that before.”

Carl touched one of the little vanes again with his
forefinger.

“What does it do?” he asked.

“That’s what I'd like to show you,” said Sean.
“Tell me do you have a.nything like a Napoleon up at
that summer resort of yours?’

Carl frowned.

“Rest home,”' he said.

“Rest home, then,” said Sean. “I never can remem-
ber the proper euphemism. Anyway, the place where
you keep your psychotics. I want one that thinks he’s
Napoleon, or Ghengis Khan, or Nero. Do you have
one like that, Doctor?”’

“And don’t call me ‘doctor.’ ”

“Why not? Has your doctorate been withdrawn
for malpractice?”

“It’'s nqt in the field of medicine. We don't call
clinical psychologists doctors.”

“You mean you don't, Carl.”

“All right, then.  don’t.” Carl did not raise his
voice. He laced his stubby fingers on the tablecloth
in front of him by his martini glass and sat immovable.

“But about the Napoleon—"' said Sean.

“I think you know we have a guest at the home
who imagines himself Napoleon,” said Carl. “I men-
tioned him to you last fall, and you know I know you
lc:;m't forget anything. What would you want with

-m,'l

“I want to try out the psychic lever on him,” said
Sean. “There's a man in the east who has a theory
about his particular kind of delusion. He suggests
that maybe your psychotic got that way because at
one time, for one moment, he had a sudden flash of
actual identification with the real Napoleon—"

“Over a hundred and fifty years?”

“How do we know it can’t happen?” said Sean.
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“And that moment of contact with a far superior
mind knocked him silly, leaving him only with the
idée fixe that he is Bonaparte.”

“And what,” asked Carl, “is your psychic lever
supposed to do? And what makes you think it'll do
it?”

“Bridge the gap between the two minds again,”
answered Sean. “And it'll do it, because it's worked
for me.”

Carl frowned.

“Oh—I don't mean the way it will for him,” said
Sean, cheerfully. “I've spent the past four months
experimenting with machines like this. Putting them
on my head and trying them out as memory aids. I'd
put one on and try to remember some place I knew
as a child—or some person. This one helps. It actu-
ally helps.” He pushed it a little toward Carl with
one finger. “Try it, if you want.”

Carl iept his fingers locked together.

“And you want to try it on this disturbed man up
at the Home,” he said. “What for?"' )

“Why, if it works,” said Sean, leaning forward,
“he’ll be in contact with Napoleon’s mind again.
He'll be Napoleon.” His eyes glowed like green fire
under their black brows. “It’ll be like talking to Bo-
naparte himself. Don’t look like that, Carl! If I could
put the lever on myself and do it myself, I'd do it
myself. But I'm not capable of bridging the gap. Only
someone who could do it once before might be helped
to do it again.” He paused, staring at the other man.
“How about it? What do you say?”’

“I say,” said Carl, unlacing his fingers and taking a
deliberate drink from his martini glass, ‘'you wasted
the money to take me to lunch here. I won't let you
in, of course.” )

“You don’t believe it,” said Sean. He pronounced
the words like a statement, but it was a question.

“1 do not.”

“You don’t think it will work.”

“T know it won't,” said Carl, calmly. “I've known
you fourteen years, Sean. It’s always Keen one thing
or another—one wild idea taking over from the one
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before. This is that psi business you were so hot
about last summer, and you've been so quiet about
lately, isn't it? This last’s the underground stage, the
most dangerous of the lot. I recognize it all right; and
I've been expecting you to come up with something
like this.”

“But you're sure nothing will happen,” persisted
Sean. “All right, what's the harm in trying it on this
man?”

“You don’t understand professional ethics,” said
Carl. “And you ought to, being a lawyer. It’s not just
that I'm bound to refrain from doing harm to my
patients—"

“Oh, now they’re patients.”

“—I'm bound to do only that to and for them I'm
convinced will do them good. This experiment of
yours not only won’'t do George Larsen any good, it
l_r:light,flisturb him further and do him some positive

“George Larsen?” Sean pounced on the words.
“That'’s his name?”

“So take your own crazy chances—but don't in-
volve me,” wound up Carl. “‘Or anyone I'm responsi-
ble for.”

“Look,” said Sean, urgently, “what’s he like?”

“Like? Who?” Carl finished off his martini, and
Sean, without turning his head, held up two fingers
and wiggled them. The waiter, a dry, thin old man,
was immediately at the side of the table.

“Two more martinis?”’

“Yes—you know who I mean, Carl,” said Sean,
answering the waiter and talking on to Carl all at
once, his lean, tall body hunched tensely forward
over the edge of the table. The waiter went silently
off. “ ‘George Larsen’ you called him. What's he like?”

“That second martini’s the limit. No more now,”
said Carl. “What do you want to know for?”

“What harm would it do—?"

“All right.” Carl shrugged. “He’s not too old— early
thirties. Rather small. Used to be a druggist.”

“But, I mean, what'’s he like?”

“How do I know what he's like?"' asked Carl, an-
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grily. “If I knew what he was like, maybe I could
help him. That's a word that doesn’t mean anything.
He's a man who couldn’t stand being what he actu-
ally was, so he's retreated to being somebody else
who doesn't have his problems.”

““He hasn't been committed?'’ asked Sean.

“No, no. None of them we have, are. They come
voluntarily. It's a private institution, the Rest Home.
He wouldn't even be there, if he didn't have an older
brother in the paper-box manufacturing business that
could afford it.”

Sean shook his head and glanced again for a mo-
ment, down out the window at the ice of the river,
with its great moving volume of dark waters hidden
from his sight. When he looked back, he said, “I'd
like to meet him.”

The waiter came back with their fresh drinks. After
he had set them down and gone, Carl answered.

“I'm sorry. No. Not that either.”

“Well—let's order,” said Sean, turning and picking
up the over-size gold-printed menu.

They ordered, and later on their lunches came. But
as they ate, Sean returned to the subject and ham-
mered away at it.

“—Just let me look at him,” he said. “I just want
to meet him, that’s all.”

Until finally, worn out, “All right!” Carl said, over
the coffee. “You promise me, it's just to look? No
monkey business?”’

“None. Nothing,” said Sean, fervently. Carl drank
his hot coffee without looking, burnt his tongue and
swore.

“I ought to know better, damn it. Always, you talk
me into these things. But I warn you—you pull
something—"

“You can trust me,” said Sean. But his eyes glit-
tered in his thin, dark face, Carl thought, like sun-
light reflected from the ice on the river.

It was two days later that Carl took Sean up to see
George Larsen. Carl led Sean down a wide pleasant
corridor on the second story of the rest home, which
was one of the old river-road mansions rebuilt and
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redecorated, and into a large rcom which combined
the elements of bedroom and living room.

The room was wide enough to dwarf the bed, which
was hospital style but covered with a cheerfully ruf-
fled yellow bedspread. None of the rest of the room'’s
furnishings hinted at anything else than a rcom in an
ordinary home. The four wide windows in the outer
wall opposite the entrance gave a view of a clear and
empty sky, turning now to the dark blue of evening,
for it was after four and the early winter day was
withdrawing its sunlight. Inside the room, a ceiling
light behind a glass shade was alight. It, and a tall
desk lamp, shed a warm yellow illumination over the
red-carpeted floor, a couple of easy chairs, and an-
other, straight, chair at a writing desk by the win-
dows. Outside the windows, a sentinel row of icicles
hung long and heavy from the wide eaves, as if they
had been there undisturbed for many years.

A short man with a rather large head, greying hair,
and a prematurely wrinkled face, had been writing
at the desk as they came in. But he put down his pen,
got up and came toward them politely.

“George,” said Carl, “'this is an old friend of mine—
Sean Tyrone. He wanted to meet you. Sean, this is
George Larsen.”

“A pleasure to meet you.” George Larsen nodded
his big head, but made no move to take the hand
Sean held out to him. “Sit down, Tyrone. You, too,
Lehman.”

The simple pomposity of the disturbed man touched
Carl. It was his one failing in his work, he consid-
ered, that he felt too deeply for those he worked with.
He glanced sharply at Sean, for this was the sort of
wi ess Sean was quick to spot and quicker yet to
gibe at. But Sean was anything but laughing. He had
taken one of the easy chairs, as George Larsen had
taken the other, and was losing no time about charm-
ing the little man. A stream of cheerful chatter was
already bubbling out of him. Not only that, but Larsen
was thawing under it. Carl had a sudden twinge of
emotion, that he recognized with a start of surprise
as something close to jealousy.



FORWARD! 73

He remembered how he had worked to reach
through to the disturbed Larsen the first few weeks.
The man had been antagonistic, withdrawn, hud-
dling over his delusion like a child with a cherished
gieaeything. The interviews Carl had had with him had

n filled with awkward, suspicious silences. And
now Sean, capitalizing on the breach Carl had al-
ready made in Larsen’s defenses, was pouring him-
self into Larsen’s confidence like a thoughtless river
through a broken dam. Blast him, thought Carl, look-
iniat Sean’s dark Gaelic face animated now by the
talk, and he’s so damn capable. If he'd only put his
talent to real ends, instead of into these wild fanta-
sies . ..

His anger shook Carl to the point where he got up
to hide it, and stepped across to the windows, leav-
ing the other two talking. Behind him, he could hear
Sean leading Larsen on to speak as Napoleon. Carl
loocked down at the broad, snow-clad lawn below,
spread out under the towering pines of the grounds.
It would be spring in a few weeks, he thought, and
then suddenly everything would be breaking out at
once; earth-patches showing raw through the melt-
ing snow, water running loudly in the gutters, under
a %resh, clean sky flecked with puffy clouds—and at
night a damp, wet wind from the south, stirring the
soul of a man even as it stirred the buried seeds in
the ground with the call of new life,

With spring, and its call to the blood, Sean might
drop this crazy interest of his. He ought to be mar-
rie(f: thought Carl, thinking of-his own wife and two
children, but he—

—an abrupt cessation of voices behind him, a sud-
den silence, rang abruptly and frighteningly on Carl’s
ears. He spun around.

Sean was standing, tall over Larsen. And Larsen
himself, still seated, was lifting uncertain hands to
his oversize skull on which gleamed, in the decep-
tively gentle glow of the yellow roomlight, the ‘psy-
chic lever’ Sean had shown Carl at the lunch table,
two days before.

Carl moved without thinking. He did not stop to
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ask himself from what pocket Sean had produced the
thing, out of his slacks or the thick tweed sports
jacket he was wearing. Half-blind with rage, he took
three swift strides across the carpet, and snatched
the device from Larsen's head, just as the little man's
fingers were closing upon it.

Larsen made an odd noise somewhere between a
grunt and a cry, and staggered to his feet. His hands
dropped down and Carl had one quick glimpse of his
blank and thunder-smitten eyes, and of a thin line of
dark red beads springing suddenly up on one forefin-

er that had been hooked into the device when Carl

ad torn it away. Then Carl had swung about and
was herding Sean out of the room with the whole
wide, heavy-boned weight of his body.

“We'll see you later, George,” said Carl, with trained
calmness, and then he and Sean were out through
the door, and Carl swung it shut behind him.

Carl flapped his hand back down the way they had
come, and they went off side by side, not talking,
back along the corridor and down the stairs to the
entrance hall, where Sean’s coat hung with others on
a long rack shoved back against the white-painted
wall of the entrance alcove.

Sean put on his storm coat and hat without saying
anything; but when he turned about, there was a
strange dark gleam of triumph in his eyes, and at the
sight of it Carl felt the anger leak out of him in
helplessness. He shoved the device, bent now, into
Sean’s hands, and jerked his hand at the door.

“Go on,” he said, putting his hands in his pockets
and hunching his shoulders as if against the cold.

Sean watched a second, smiling, then turned about
and opened the heavy front door onto the dying day
and the throat-crisping chill. He stepped out, putting
the psychic lever into iis pocket, and pulled the door
shut, heavily, behind him.

For the week following (and this Carl found out
later) Sean went on a bat. He had no cases coming
up in court in that time, and for all the other things
that he needed to do, he set aside the morning of the
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day after he had met Larsen and called up everyone
who needed to be called; and charmed them into
putting their business off for the present. Then, for
the rest of the week he ran—not doing any one thing
to excess, never completely drunk, never completely
sober, never completely mad, never quite sane, but
adding so many tﬁings together that they totalled to
excess. He would come rolling into a bar, lean, well-
Eressed and shaven, his eyes glinting, and half-insult,

alf-joke the drinkers about him into laughter. Then,
when they were warming to the party, he would
finish his drink and break away—alone, always alone.
And out the door into the gripping cold, into his
green-and-white Jaguar, with the top buttoned tight
against the wind, and with the motor snarling fling
himself over the looping highways to the next restau-
rant, bar, or small-town beer joint, where the whole
performance would be repeated again. He ranged
east into Wisconsin, glanced off Milwaukee, cut back
north through Superior and Duluth, up the North
Shore of Lake Superior into Canada, back down across
through International Falls to the hard-drinking min-
ing towns of the Mesabi Range, west to Fargo, back
south to Brainerd and the Gull Lake resort area, and
then, as if by instinct in one drumming night run,
home, with the Jaguar wide open most of the way
and screaming on the banked curves in the moonlight.

He fell into bed and slept for twleve hours.

When he woke, he felt drained and exhausted, but
calm. Cheerfully, he got up and went back to the
usual routine of his life. For a number of weeks fol-
lowing he was a perfectly normal, conscientious bach-
elor lawyer. He got rid of one girl friend and acquired
another, and he traded the Jag in on a Mercedes-Benz.

Meanwhile, with the suddenness of the north, win-
ter broke suddenly into spring. The temperatures
jumped. The ice vanished from streets and river and
the sky went high and blue with only a few egg-white
fluffs of clouds riding in it under the newly hot sun.
Buds swelled on the pussy-willows and the elm trees,
and, suddenly, one lunch time, Sean stepped into a
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phone booth in a bar and called up Carl at the Home.
At the other end, Carl picked up the phone on his
desk and started at the unexpected sound of Sean's
voice coming out of the receiver.

“Hi there, old buddy,” it said. “Remember me?
How about lunch?”’

“Damn you,” said Carl, deliberately. He took the

hone away from his ear to put it back in its cradle,
ﬁesitated, and placed it back against his ear once
more. At the other end, he heard Sean laugh.

“—carrying a grudge.”

“I'm not carrying a grudge,” said Carl. But in the
same moment he felt it again—his own weakness
where the other man was concerned, his own inabil-
ity to resent Sean's outrageousness. It's because I
can't help admiring him, he said to himself— in spite
of it. He became conscious Sean was still talking. To
continue to make a fuss about something that hap-
pened that long ago would be ridiculous.

“—how about it, then?”” Sean was saying, cheerfully.

“You pay for the lunch!” growled Carl.

““My pleasure,” said Sean, and hung up.

They got together for lunch at a new place Sean
had discovereg. The steaks were excellent; and Sean
was at his most entertaining. It was not until Sean
had asked the question and Carl had already begun
to answer it that he recognized that the whole lunch
invitation had been leading up to this very moment.

"Il-Ie's—what do you want to know for?” snapped
Carl.

“Why, I'm interested!” said Sean, raising his eye-
brows in surprise. “Any reason why I shouldn’t be?”

I suppose not,” muttered Carl. “Well,” he answered
grudgingly, “As a matter of fact, he's better. We're
discharging him.”

“Better?” Sean had leaned forward. His green eyes
were alight.

“As a matter of fact, he is. I want some more
coffee,” said Carl, pretending to look around for the
waitress and stretching out his little revenge of with-
holding information Sean wanted. Instantly he rec-
ognized what he was doing and was ashamed of it.
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He turned back and said hastily, generously, “No,
no—he really is very much better. He’s lost his
delusion—"

“You mean that he was Napoleon?”

“Of course that's what I mean. He seemed rather
confused for a while after—after that damfool trick
of yours,” Carl remembered to growl. ‘“‘But bit by bit
he seemed to come to a better recognition of his
surroundings. He was almost eager to be set straight
on things. Except—" Carl frowned—"that he’s no
longer interested in pharmacy. Doesn’t want to dis-
cuss it, and in fact he doesn't even seem to remember
much about it. But—"

“T want to see him,” said Sean.

“Oh no you don't!” Carl jerked upright in his chair
and glared across the table.

“Be reasonable.” Sean laid one hand palm-up on
the white tablecloth. “What kind of harm can I do
him? Besides, from what you said, maybe what I did
before was part of what helped him back to himself. I
didn’t do him anything but good last time, did 1?”

“I'm not so sure about that—"

“Come on, Carl! Just to say a few words to him. I
won't bring any psychic levers. You can search me
beforehandg."

Carl shook his head, angrily gulped the coffee that
remained in his cup, and al. tlgl-: time knew he was
fighting a losing battle. By the time lunch was over,
it had %een arranged for him to take Sean up to see
George Larsen the next day at noon.

George, when Carl led Sean into his room at the
home, was very little different in appearance from
the man Carl l'gad introduced Sean to in February.
Against his own will, Carl found himself studying the
changes in hopes of seeing something new, now that
the catalytic person of Sean was once more in the
room with the man. But there was little to see that
he had not already noted.

Primarily, Larsen was more natural now in ap-
pearance. Less stagy. He no longer posed with hand
inside his coat or shirt, seemed in other ways to be
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more sure of himself. Certainly he was more active.
He was almost continually in movement, pacing the
room, darting quick glances out of his black eyes—
unusually keen glances, too, as Carl had discovered
many times—at his visitor. He said he remembered
Sean, shook hands politely, and thanked him a little
dryly for whatever share he had had in a patient’s
recovery.

“—Though I don't remember much about it,” said
Larsen. “That device you put on my head— like a
crown, was it not?”

“More like a coronet,” said Sean smiling—and for
a second, out of his long knowledge of Sean, Carl
received the sudden feeling that the answer held more
to it than appeared on the surface.

“No—I remember,” said Larsen. “The top was closed
in—like a crown. I remember well. Several times, for
my amusement, I've tried to reconstruct the shape of
it; but my memory fails me. It would be necessary to
see it again. Perhaps, if you described it—?"

Carl opened his mouth. But Sean spoke smoothly.

“Let’s see ... No, I'm afraid I can’t remember
exactly, myself,” he said, and shook his head regret-
fully. “I tossed it out after that. It was just a toy, you
know.”

“Oh, but of course! A toy,” said Larsen.

“Let’s see ..."” Sean frowned. I guess I've got an
old diagram lying around someplace. If I run across
it, I could mail it to you. What's your address, here?”

““No, not here,” said Larsen, quickly. “T'll be leav-
ing shortly. And then—a small room, someplace. Prob-
ably in the University district. A brother of mine has
arranged permission for me to use the University
library. I'ﬁ send you the address, as soon as I'm
moved in.”

He and Sean looked at each other, and once again
Carl had the feeling that more had been meant than
was said. This time, some sort of agreement had been
reached, he thought. Carl felt the hairs on the back of
his neck stir uncomfortably.

“Well, we just dropped by—" he said abruptly;
and the moment the words were out of his mouth, he
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realized how they must sound, and he expected them
both to turn on him in surprise at his attempt to end
a conversation that haclilrgardly begun. But, to his
own surprise and some alarm, neither of them seemed
put out at all. It was as if they had said what they
wanted to say and were ready enough to part.

“So—that’s that,” the same jealous feeling impelled
Carl to say as they walked away from Larsen's room
together, he and Sean.

Sean looked at him and smiled. As he and Carl
separated at the front door of the Home, he spoke
about something else,

““How about going fishing next month on the week-
end the season opens?” he said. “We could sit around
in the boat and do a bit of talking. Cabbages and
kings—new gods for old. That sort of thing.”

“I'm sorry, ' said Carl, brusquely. ‘'I've got too much
to do these days.”

Afterwards, he wondered at himself. He had al-
ways liked fishing, and he was not that busy. But
something inside iim seemed to have taken a moral
stand against Sean. Prosaically and doggedly, the
way he did such things, he put the matter out of his
mind and went back to his work.

Meanwhile, George Larsen had left the Home. -He
was living in a single room in a college rooming
house. His paper-box manufacturing brother was not
pleased at Eaving to support a man who—if he had
not, for some foolish reason he would not explain,
refused to go back to the work he had done for years—
could otherwise have been supporting himself quite
well as a pharmacist. George, Carl learned from the
brother, who called him up once or twice for advice
on handling the ex-patient, spent most of his time
reading up on religions. Particularly Buddhism.

“—He's become a sort of religious nut,” the brother
complained. Carl made soothing remarks.

“Possibly it’s only transitory,” Carl said.

“Well, he better transitory out of it in a damn
hurry, is all I've got to say!”

Around the beginning of April, George himself be-
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gan calling Carl. George was trying to locate Sean,
and he had been having difficulty. It seemed Sean
was never at home or in his office; and Sean had
never sent George the promised diagram for the psy-
chic lever. When Carl answered that he had as little
chance of locating Sean for George as any one of the
city’s other half-million citizens, George's manner
showed a change it had never exhibited at the Home.
His voice became cold and cutting with exaspera-
tion, and he came perilously close to ordering Carl to
roduce Sean forthwith. Then he seemed to recollect
imself, apologized, and hung up.

On impulse, Carl called up Sean'’s office and left a
message that he'd like to go fishing on the season
opener, after all.

He hardly expected Sean to fulfill his original invi-
tation, but two weeks later, he found himself with his
friend on one of the upstate lakes, pipe between his
teeth and his minnow-baited hook twelve feet down
under the boat, waiting for hungry walleye plke

“George Larsen called me a couple OF times,’
told Sean, when the conversation gave him a chance
to slip the information in. “Wants to get hold of
you.

Sean’s fingers, busy packing a pipe of his own,
stilled suddenl

“Oh, y he said. And his fingers went back to
work. "I dld forget to send him that diagram, didn't
I?” He packed t%e pipe tightly, put his pouch away.
“Got a match?”

Watching him, Carl handed over a wooden match.
Sean lit up. He did not seem inclined to talk about
George. But, after a few minutes, he pulled up his
line to check if the minnow had been eaten off it by
some soft-mouthed fish, and dropped it overboard
again.

“You know ...” he began; and stopped.

“What?” asked Carl. —And then, suddenly, he had
eyes only for the float attached to his line, which had
just twitched half-under the surface.

“I wonder how far a man is supposed to go ...?"
he heard Sean say. :
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Carl looked up sharply from his float, expecting to
find the mocking light of some new joke in Sean's
eyes. To his surprise, Sean’s face was cold serious,
and heavy with a weariness that unexpectedly made
him look older, as some heavy burden might prema-
turely age a man. '

“ ‘How far—?' How far with what?” asked Carl,
staring.

“How far, I mean, with fiddling with the gears of
life,” said Sean with a seriousness that was not at all
like him. Carl gave him a long, hard look.

“I don’t understand you, Sean,” he said.

“I mean—how far should anyone go? Or let an-
other man go? Suppose,” said Sean, “you knew you
could give me the means to change me into a devil—
the real Devil, I mean, Satan, himself. Would you do
it?”

Carl grunted sourly.

“You're bad enough the way you are,” he said.

Sean laughed suddenly—and as suddenly was so-
ber again.

‘““Maybe you're right,” he said. “No, I don’t suppose
you, being the sort you are, would have any trouble
making a decision like that. But there’s something in
me that can't help it. I've always had to risk things
... two feet more beyond the fence ... ten miles
more over the speed limit And now—"

“Whoops—hey! I've got one!” shouted Carl, sud-
denly. His float had shot under, the tip of his rod was
arced toward the water and the razor edge of his line
was cutting the water to froth as the fish below
rushed and spun. His reel whined as line went out.
“That’s no walleye—that’s a northern—" The line
sang off his reel and the fish broke the water, tail-
walking, thirty feet from the boat. “Look at him!
Look at the size of him!”

“Fifteen pounds, anyway!” Sean was leaning over
the side of the boat, himself, frantically reeling in his
own line, his eyes shining. “Don’t lose him. Hang on!
Hang on if he kills you!”

Carl hung on. Twelve minutes later the big north-
ern pike was gaffed and brought inboard where he
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lay gasping until Sean killed him with a single blow
from the metal handle of the gaff.

“—Now,” said Carl, taking off his khaki cap and
wiping the sweat from above his eyes. “Now, what
was that you were saying?”’

“Nothing,” said Sean. He laughed without warn-
ing. “Nothing. I guess I was just asking a question;
and first thing I knew I'd answered myself.” He leaned
back to start the motor on the boat. ‘‘Let’s head in.
We aren't going to top that northern of yours the rest
of this afternoon—and I want a drink.”

The next day they returned to the city. Sean was
reckless as ever—but Carl sensed something different
about his recklessness this time. As if Sean was not
so much defying accident and death in his usual
manner, as courting it under the guise of playing
with it. The notion struck Carl so strongly that a
couple of days after he got back he phoned Sean, and
was told by Sean’s secretary that Sean was busy
with Igersonal business and could not be reached.

Still disturbed, Carl tried to get in touch with George
Larsen; but Larsen’s landlady informed him that the
former pharmacist spent his days at the university
library, and it was not likely that he would be home
until five that evening.

Carl hung up and tried to put the matter out of his
mind the rest of that day. But around four in the
afternoon, Sean called.

“Hi!"” said Sean's voice, cheerfully enough over the
phone. “Just about through for the day?”

“Pretty close. Why?"” d Carl.

“Like you to take a short drive with me.”

“Where to?”

“No questions huh?” said Sean. “I'll explain it
afterward—if you still want an explanation. I'll swing
around and pick you up in my car in about fifteen
minutes.” -

“Well—" Carl looked at his desk, which still had
work upon it; then made a quick decision based on
the \»ﬁay he had been feeling all day. “All right. I'l] be
outside.”
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He was waiting in the soft spring shadows as the
Mercedes-Benz pulled into the curb a handful of min-
utes later. He climbed in beside Sean, not without
banging his knee on the dashboard. He swore.

“Why don’t you get a decent car?” he growled.
Sean laughed.

“Take some weight off,” he said. He pulled the car
away from the curb.

“I suppose I'm not supposed to ask any questions,
yet?” said Carl. “I hope this doesn’t mean I eat din-
ner at ten o’clock tonight.”

“You'll eat on time,” said Sean. ““As for questions—
well, wait and see. Oh, by the way—" His voice
became casual. “I've been doing a little legal work
for myself for a change. Making out a will. I didn’t
realize how much property I'd accumulated. Got you
down for chief legatee and trustee of the balance.”

“I don’t need your blasted money,” said Carl, stiffly.

“Then you can put it into good works. I've stipu-
lated one in my will—the kind of odd research I've
always done.”

“I wouldn’t make a fool of myself doing that sort—"'

“You don't have to. Just back anybody else who
will.” Sean broke off suddenly. “Ah, this looks like
the neighborhood. It must be right around here.”

“What?" said Carl, and then realized that they had
driven down into the University district. Apartments,
and old houses divided up to hold roomers, were
thick about them. “You aren't hunting George Larsen,
are you?”’

“That’s right,” said Sean, absently, peering out the
car window. “—There’s the address.” He pulled the
Mercedes to a stop before a tall, brown, shingle-sided
dwelling about fifty years old. “Come on.”

He was out of the car himself, and halfway up the
walk to the front steps of the building before Carl
could emerge from his surprise and follow. They came
up to the front door together. Sean opened it and led
the way into a narrow hall, from which a varnished
wooden stairway with a heavy polished balustrade
rose to a bay window of stained glass, changed direc-
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tion there sharply for another flight, and disappeared
out of sight overhead.

Sean knocked at a brown door close at hand in the
hallway. It opened and a pleasant-looking, aproned
woman in her fifties looked out at them.

“Yes? I'm the landlady.”

“George Larsen’s room?’’ Sean said, smiling. “I'm
Mr. Sean Tyrone. He may have—"

“Oh yes, Mr. Tyrone!” She smiled back. “He said,
if ever you came, to go right up. Third floor, room
nine. Just go right in, the door isn’t locked.”

“Th: ., said Sean, and led the way up the steep
stairs where the air smelled faintly of forgotten meals.
Carl followed.

Four flights, and two floors, up, they came on the
door—like all the other sad brown doors in this place,
but with the metal numeral 9 affixed to it. Sean
turned the knob and they went in.

The room had a military cleanness and simplicity.
A bed, a nightstand, a chest of drawers—a talf book-
case jammed with books, a flag of France on the
wall, and a U.S. war surplus Marine saber in its
faded canvas-and-metal sheath, hung on nails on the
wall. Suddenly remembering what George Larsen's
brother had said over the phone, Carl went to the
bookcase. The brother had been quite right. There
were no books in the bookcase that did not deal with
the great religions in one way or another. And most
were concerned with Buddhism, and the life of
Buddha.

Everything in the room was strictly, almost rig-
idly, in place.

‘No Point in staying, come to think of it,” said
Sean. “I only dropped by to leave him something,
anyway.”

“Well, as long as we're here, I'd like to see the
man—"

“No. No, I've got to get going. Come on, Carl— I'll
explain as we go.” Sean took two rapid steps to the
door and held it open. Carl hesitated, sadly puzzled,
but with the presentiment that had been with him
all day heavy upon him. He turned to leave the room—
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but, as he crossed it, he noticed a small package,
about the size of a shoe box, sitting on the desk. It
had not been there before.

“Is that—" he began, pointing at it. But Sean inter-
rupted him hastily, pulling him out and closing the
door behind him.

“Yes. Never mind it now. It's just—"' Sean, at the
landing of the stairs leading down, checked so sharply
that Carl ran into him from behind.

b 'ilWhat is it?"” Carl's voice rang loud in the still
all.

“Shh—" Sean held up one hand for silence. Carl
listened. In the absence of the sounds they had been
making, he could hear the front door two flights
below close sharply. Another door opened.

“—Oh, Mr. Larsen—That Mr. Tyrone you told me
about’s upstairs. He and another man—" It was the
landlady’s voice.

“Thank you.” It was Larsen.

“Shh—this way!” Carl felt Sean's fingers digging
into his shoulder with unnatural force, turning him.

“Up the stairs, around the corner. Shh .

Numbly, wondering, Carl obeyed. He felt caught,
suddenly, as if in a dream, where everything was a
little too absurd to be real. They went together, softly
and silently halfway up the stairs to the floor above—
around the angle where one flight changed to the
next. Standing there, hidden, so close together they
could hear each other breathing, their ears registered
the sound of light feet briskly mounting the bare
steps of the stairway. The sound came up to the
landing below them, stopped, and there was a fur-
ther sound of a door knob being turned.

The door below them was flung open. A noise, too
choked-off to be a cry, too emotion-laden to be merely
an exclamation, reached their ears. There was the
sound of two more rapid steps and then the noise of
npped paper and cardboard.

""Now!”” hissed Sean. He went down the steps qui-
etly but two at a time, with great speed. Carl, taken
by surprise, stared after him for a second, and then
leaped to follow. He caught up with Sean just before
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Sean reached the still-open doorway of the room. For
the first time, Carl understood.

“Sean!” he shouted, grabbing one well-tailored arm.
“Don’t be a damn fool! Don’t risk—"'

Sean spun about suddenly in mid-stride; and his
arm shot out in a shove with an astonishing strength
behind it. Caught off balance, Carl was flung back,
tripped and fell. Sprawling ingloriously, for the first
time it came home to him, in great bitterness, what
he himself truly was, and always had been, and never
admitted to himself. The cautiousness in him, the
cowardice that had kept him from taking the sort of
chances Sean had always taken. In that one split
second, he drained the bitter cup of self-knowledge to
the dregs. And saw Sean, head up, turn from him and
pass into the room.

For the space of one heartbeat, then, there was si-
lence; and then from the room there erupted a cry
almost unhuman in its mixture of pain and ecstasy.
A strange and mingled cry that should have been
made by one voice, but sounded almost like two
voices matched together. Scrambling to his feet, Carl
launched himself at the open doorway.

He turned the corner into the room's interior, and
checked, as if he had run up against the brink of a
pit, whose further depths were too far down for the
eye to plumb. Across the room, with Sean’s ‘psychic
lever’ upon his head, George Larsen lay curled on the
floor. His face was wiped clean of human expression.
His eyes were closed. Only, for a second—and either
it was not there, or it faded so fast Carl could not
afterwards be sure he had seen it—the shadow of
another visage seemed momentarily imposed upon
it. A visage whose eyes were slightly slanted, whose
features were rounded, smoothed and cast into an
expression of terrible serenity.

—Then, it was only the face of George Larsen,
relaxed to utter emptiness. As his body, too, lay breath-
ing but empty in foetal position upon the floor.

But it was not alone in the room, the shape that
had been George Larsen. The also breathing and mind-
less body of Sean Tyrone rested in frozen adoration
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before the empty vessel of flesh that lay curled before
the desk. Sean's face stared straight ahead, with a
look of raptness and wonder fixed movelessly upon
it. Sean’s arms were half-outstretched, his palms open
and up as if in a gesture of offering. And he was down
upon ﬁis knees—in kneeling position.

—As fits a man who, living, has gazed upon the
face of a god, alive.



The path to understanding is danger-ridden
enough without one's fellow travellers strewing
tacks and digging pits along the route.

Rescue Mission

“Look, Archie,” said Jim Timberlake, squinting
through a gap between the heavy logs of the pen.
“Here comes the medicine man now.”

Archie Swenson looked. He was a dark, thin, gloomy
sort of person at best and right now he looked even
gloomier than usual.

“I don't like the expression on his face,” he said,
ominously.

Both men hurriedly adjusted their translators, mi-
crophone against the throat, earphones snugly in place
on the ears, and watched as the burly, green-skinned
guard hauled back on the gate to the pen and let the
shaman in. He was a wiry old fellow, faded by age to
a soft chartreuse. He carried a long dagger at his
waist, an inflated animal bladder in one hand, and
had several minor bones stuck through his frizzled
grady topknot. Aside from this, he was unadorned
and, with his sagging potbelly, made an unlovely
sight

“Greetings, devils,” he said cheerfully, the transla-
tors duly rendering sense from his language of grunts
and clicks.

“I've told you,” said Timberlake, his square sun-
burned countenance turning, if possible, even a little

88
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redder at this, “we’re not devils, you idiot. We're
human beings, just like you. We had the same com-
mon ancestors. Your people just happened to get
forgotten here on this world fong enough to adapt
physically and—"

“My dear fellow, of course, of course,” interrupted
the shaman, waving his bladder gracefully. “I don’t
doubt you in the least. But what an upset there would
be here if I agreed with you. After all, Rome wasn’t
built in a day.”

! l‘(’You admit knowing about Rome!” cried Timber-
ake

“It’'s one of our most cherished legends,” soothed
the shaman. “Now, to get down to business—"'

In desperation, Timberlake threw back his shoul-
ders, wishing he had Swenson'’s height along with his
own muscles, and turned the volume of the transla-
tor up to full.

“1 DEMAND YOU RELEASE US IMMEDIATELY!”

“My, my,” said the shaman, admiringly. “You must
show me how to work that gadget one of these days—
whichever one of you is still around.”

“What do you mean—whichever one of us it still
around?’’ quavered Swenson, apprehensively.

“Well, the council’s finally come to a decision on
you—"'

“With your advice,” growled Timberlake.

“I must admit my voice was not unheard in the
matter ... at any rate, the matter has been thrashed
out, taking into due account that when you two dev-
ils landed here in your devilish spaceship, you stated
that you were on a mission to rescue some other
devils. Now, the problem that faced the council—a
nice point, I can tell you—was whether to let you go,
rather than risk the bad luck attendant on frustrat-
ing devils, or to boil you slowly in oil as a warning to
other devils who might want to trespass.”

Swenson gulped.

“The council, caught on the horns of a dilemma, as
it were, finally has come up with a decision worthy
of the legendary Solomon. To wit: one of you will be
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turned loose, and the other boiled, shortly, on the
evening of the full moon.”

This time Swenson did not manage to gulp. He
seemed paralyzed. It was Timberlake who gulped.

“Which—one of us goes?” he managed to say.

The shaman gracefully circled his animal bladder
through the air and pointed it at Swenson.

“Iggle—"" he said.

Swenson sagged at the knees.

“Biggle—" he continued, switching the bladder to
point at Timberlake, who was frantically juggling
with the translator controls. The words must be non-
sense syllables, for no meaning was coming through.

“—tiggle rawg—" the shaman was continuing, al-
ternating the direction of his bladder with each word.
‘“Jaby oogi siggle blawg. Ibber jobi naber sawg. Iggle,
biggle, tiggle rawg. And out—go—you!"’ The bladder
ended up pointing at Swenson, who turned white.
“Congratulations,” said the shaman to Timberlake.
“You seem to have been chosen to accomplish your
mission. The two devils you seek are about half a
day’s march away. Go straight down the valley and
turn right at the red mountain.”

Two guards came in through the door of the pen at
the shaman'’s signal and began to hustle Swenson

out.

“Wait!” he cried, thinking of the gun rack in the
control room. “I've got to get something from my
ship—"

‘““Ah, that ... no,” said the shaman, regretfully.
““We may be somewhat provincial around here, but
we have elementary common sense. You'll have to
make out just as you are, devil. Now, it's no use
fighting. Guards, maybe you’'d better tap him on the
head until you can carry him to the boundary line.”

Timberlake sat nursing an aching head, some half
an hour later, on a pleasant hillside from which he
could look back along the green valley to the log
palisade of the village he had just been thrown out
of. He had carefully checked over the equipment in
his helmet, but it seemed unharmed by the blow
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from the guard’s club. Carefully, he set the controls
on radio. :

“Swenson? Archie?” he said, pressing the mike tight
against his throat. “Archie, can you hear me?”

“I can hear you,” replied a hollow voice that seemed
to echo from the uttermost depths of despair.

“Cheer up—" began Timberlake—and snatched off
the earphones. Holding them at arm’s length until
Swenson was through, he heard the voice die down
and put them on again. “Archie,” he said, reproach-
fully, “1 don’t blame you for being upset, but—"

“Upset!” screamed the earphones. “They're going
to eat me.”

“Eat you?”

“After I'm french fried in that oil. Timberlake, you
rat, it’s your fault. You did it—"

““No, no,” Timberlake shouted. ‘Archie, believe me,
it was pure chance the way he counted us out. You
know—eenie, meenie, miny—"

“You know what I'm talking about. I wanted to
take the guns along when we landed. But not you.
No, you said, the index showed they knew all about
human history and galactic development—"

“Well, they do. They just don't believe it.”

“—and besides, the whole thing was your idea in
the first place. If we’d minded our own business and
gone on straight to file our claim on Drachmae VII,
nothing would've happened. But you had to answer a
call for help. Call for help! I'll bet the whole thing’
was a decoy. What kind of an SOS is it that poes
‘Help. Help! Have pity on two doomed mothers. Save
our children'?”

“Archie,” said Timberlake, reproachfully. “Don't
you have any hurnan sympathy for people in distress?”’

“I like that!"” screeched the earpl}:gﬁes. "Look who's
talking. Here I am about to be boiled in oil and there
you are, free as a bird, planning on picking up those
two infants, flying home in their ship, collecting some
terrific reward and living to a rich old age—and
:ﬁlkjng about sympathy for people in distress. I like

at—"

Gently and sorrowfully, Timberlake tuned his friend
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and partner out. Instead, he tuned in the SOS, which
was still being broadcast. The needle of his direction
finder jumped and steadied, pointing away down the
valley. Evidently the old medicine man had been
telling the truth. What had he said? Oh, yes, about
half a day’s march away.

Timberlake marched.

It was easy enough going as long as he continued
in a straight line. The valley, cropped by timid herds
of what looked like antelope, was as clear and open
and greenly grassed as the front lawn of his home
back on Earth. But when he came to the red moun-
tain, a certain amount of uncertainty entered the
picture. How does one turn right at a mountain?
That is to say, you can turn right when you first
come to the mountain, or you can turn right just
after you pass the mountain ... Timberlake slowed
down in perplexity.

However, just as he came to the near flank of the
mountain, he observed one of the green-skinned
tribesmen leaning on a spear and gazing off in the
opposite direction. Timberlake halted, ready to run
for it; but when the other did not move, he thought
of the fact that the shaman had already given him
what amounted to a safe-conduct by turning him
loose, and carefully approached.

""Er—hello,” he said to the tribesman.

“Iggle protect me!” said the tribesman, coming
abruptly to life, recognizing him and backing off a
step. He turned a pale lemon-green. “I was day-
dreaming and didn’t see you sneak up on me. You
better not try anything, Devil. I've got my grand-
father’s left little fingerbone right here in my pouch.”

“I'm not going to hurt you,” said Timberlake, an-
noyed. “I just want to find the two young devils that
live around here.”

“Are they young?” said the tribesman, doubtfully.
“One’s little enough but the other’s as big as a coun-
cil hut. You're sure that's all you want, Devil? Just
directions?”

“That’s all,” said Timberlake.
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"“Of course—well, er, you just turn right here and
follow up that little stream there. You'll come to a
sort of a glen. You can’t miss it. And now, if you’ll
excuse me, I've got to spear some of these here xers
for dinner. So long.” And the tribesman hastily took

off.

Watching him go, Timberlake had a sudden im-
pulse to pound himself on the head. Now that the
man was gone, he had immediately thought of a
dozen reasons for holding on to the tribesman. Hold
him as a hostage, trick him out of his spear—oh,
well, it was too late now. Timberlake turned and
began to ascend the gentle lower slope of the moun-
tain alongside the streambed.

He revolved a number of plans in his mind as he
climbed. The full moon ... when would that be? He
wished he'd looked at the sky the previous night, or
the night before when they landed; but not expecting
anything like this, it had never occurred to him to do
so. He could remember that there had been a moon
both nights. But what shape had it been? His cudg-
eled memory refused to tell him.

Well, even if it was only a few days away, things
were far from hopeless. The SOS signal they had
intercepted must mean that the ship—whatever it
was—was not badly damaged. And a ship of any kind
meant weapons of some kind. Give him the equiva-
lent of one good flame rifle and he could go back,
clean out the village and rescue Swenson. He thought
of calling up his partner and telling him this, but
Swenson's jumping to the conclusion that Timberlake
was out to desert his partner had hurt Timberlake’s
feelings. Old Archie ought to know better than that.
Let him sweat it out a bit if that was all the trust he
had. Teach him to appreciate his buddy in the future.

Puffing a bit—for the slope was becoming steeper—
Timberlake passed into a grove of trees and the sud-
den shadow reminded him of the fact that it had
been noon when he had been freed and that the
afternoon was now far advanced. He leaned against
the rise of the ground and increased his pace. The
streamside grew rockier and carpeted with some-
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thing like pine needles from the trees overhead. Even-
tually, he came to a waterfall and a small cliff.

He climbed the cliff, with effort, and emerged at
last into a little miniature valley with steep sides. In
the center of it, the stream spread out into a tiny
lake, and in the open meadow that surrounded it he
saw, in that order, a small but very neat stone house,
an enormous pile of young trees piled together to
form a shaky sort of tall lean-to, and a spaceship of
alien make.

The spaceship had hit the mountain. It was so
much scrap.

Timberlake gulped and sat down on a handy boul-
der. A damaged ship he had expected, a wrecked ship
he had foreseen as a possibility, but a ship in frag-
ments had been beyond the scope of his imagination.
If this was what had happened how had the children
referred to in the message survived?

Getting shakily to his feet again, he hurried across
the meadow toward the litile stone house, since that
was the nearest of the two structures. It was a re-
markable job of building, rocks cemented together
with some sort of grayish-purple clay, and provided
with curtained, if unglassed, windows. It possessed
also what seemed to be a hand-carved door, and a
small, square chimney from which a polite curl of
smoke ascended.

A little hesitantly, Timberlake knocked at the door.

“Come in!"” the translator reported a high-pitched
voice as saying from beyond it. Timberlake opened it
and, stooping his head, entered.

He found himself in a square, large, single room,
furnished with mathematical precision and spartan
simplicity. A square box mattressed with dried grass
clung to one of the walls. The other walls, where a
window did not interrupt, were furnished with shelves,
drawers, and filing cabinets, all handmade. The only
exception was a some-what bent and damaged sort
of drawing table at which a small, meter-tall, gray-
skinned creature with a large head and tarsier-like
eyes sat with a bird quill, a pot of what looked like
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ink and a pile of large, white leaves, covered with
inky marks.

““Though only a nine-month-old pid,” squeaked this
creature, ‘I can recognize you as a member of the
human species. You will want to know my name. It
is Agg. Perhaps you will want to tell me your name.”

“Er—Jim Timberlake,” said Timberlake. ‘“How do
you do?”

“I do everything with the superb efficiency of a
pid,” squeaked Agg. “Though only nine months old
as yet—as you can see. What can I do for you, Jim?"

“Well,” said Timberlake, feeling somewhat foolish.
““My partner and I came in answer to an SOS—"

“Extremely providential,” squeaked the pid. It
stroked its long nose, which Jim now noticed was
extremely sharp at the tip, almost like the point of a
spear or a horn. “T'll pack and be right with you.”

“Well, the fact is,’”’ said Timberlake. “We won't be
able to just take off like that—"" and he explained the
bad luck that had befallen Swenson and himself.

“Ah,” said the pid. “‘In that case I won't pack since
I won’t be going after all. Thank you. Goodby.”

““Hey, wait!” cried Timberlake as the pid picked up
its quill again. “We can still make it. What we have
to do is get Swenson away from those savages and
our ship, too.”

“How?" asked the pid.

“Well, I thought you'd probably have saved some
guns from your ship—"

““What guns? Everything in the ship was destroyed,
except what was in the deceleration chamber—our
eggs and the library, of which I have taken the tech-
nical texts into my own safekeeping.” The pid pointed
toward one of the shelves which was racked with
bank on bank of microspools. “Our mothers sacri-
ficed their own bodies as fuel to ensure that the ship
would reach this planet. When I first broke out of the
egg, after landing, prehatching conditioning had in-
formed me what to do. I set up the secondary SOS
beacon and began my education. It's nine months
now and so far I've only covered through the general
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Elheosy of galactic origins. You must excuse me. Good
ay.

“But my partner—"’

“I can’t do anything to help. Good day.”

“Listen!” cried Timberlake. ‘“We came all this way
to rescue you. If it hadn’t been for that, Swenson
wouldn’t be in trouble right now. Don’t you have any
conscience?”’

“Certainly not. Consciences are based on emotion.
They are ipso facto illogical,” said the pid. “And we
pids are supreme in the field of logic. Good day.”

Too angry to argue further, Timberlake stamped
out.

He emerged into the dwindling afternoon sunlight.
Some thirty yards away was the enormous lean-to.
So angry that he forgot all about being apprehensive
as to what might require a shelter so large, Timberlake
plowed across to it.

As he came close, he became aware of a deep sort
of humming that came from its shadowy interior.
The humming swelled and erupted into a minor shriek
and an exclamation which the translator rendered as
“My goodness!”

“Hello in there!” said Timberlake, and walked in.

He found himself facing an enormous dragon-like
being with a small, bumpy head somewhat resem-
bling a kangaroo’s and a microspool scanner strapped
over its eyes. It sat with its huge armor-plated tail
curled around itself in a far corner of the hut, sur-
rounded by microspools and general litter. As he
watched, the dragon pushed the scanner up on its
forehead and regarded him.

“Why—why—who're you?” The dragon tucked its
relatively small forepaws into its enormous body and
seemed to huddle away from Timberlake.

“Name'’s Timberlake,” grunted Jim. My partner
and I came to rescue you. We—"

“Rescue!” cried the dragon, ecstatically, flinging
its arms wide. “Oh, joy! Oh, triumph! How long in
this deserted land have I suffered, but now the hour
of my deliverance is at hand.” He broke off. “What
did you say your name was? Mine's Yloo.”
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“Jim Timberlake. I'm a human,” said Timberlake,
digging at one ear which seemed to have closed up
entirely under the impact of the dragon’s tremen-
dous voice.

“Oh, gallant human! Come at last—but ah, too late,

too late . .."” And the dragon burst into sobs.
“Too late?”
“My mommy ..." choked the dragon, and could

not go on. It cried heartbreakingly; and Timberlake,
who was not a completely insensitive man, gave in to
the impulse to go over and pat it comfortingly on the
head. It shoved its barrel-like snout into his arms
and snuffled.

“There, there,” said Timberlake, awkwardly.

"“Forgive me—forgive me. I can’t help it. I'm sensi-
tive, that’s all there is to it. Just naturally sensitive,
like my mommy.”

“Who was your mommy?" asked Timberlake, to
get its mind off its troubles.

“Why—" said the dragon, raising its head in sur-
prise. “She was an illobar, like me. Oh, she was
beautiful! Such great white fangs, such shining claws,
such a magnificent huge tail! And yet, a heart as
delicate as a flower. If a petal fell, a tear of hers fell
with it.”

“You remember her, do you?” said Timberlake,
making a mental note of this fact that the illobar
must be older than the pid, who had been in his egg
at the time of the crash.

‘“Dear me, no! I have fabricated the memory of her
beloved image from these romantic novels that she
placed safely in the liquid deceleration chamber with
my—"" the illobar hid its head and said in a small,
embarrassed voice “—‘egg’. A person who loved such
things would just have to be the way I imagine her.
Was it not her loving hand that set the educator also
in the deceleration chamber to start my baby feet
ari%ht upon the path, when I should break out of my

hell? Yes!” said the illobar with welling eyes. “Put it
all together, it spells MoTHER!" It straightened up
and bfew its nose on one of the large white leaves
that Timberlake had seen put to the use of writing
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paper at the pid’s. “But enough of my painful past.
You’ve come to rescue me. Let’s go.”

“Well, we can't just leave like that,” said Timber-
lake. “You see, there’s been a slight hitch—"" He told
the illobar about Swenson and the green-skinned
tribesmen.

“What? Captive? And doomed?” trumpeted the
illobar, rearing up with flashing eyes. “Shall such a
thing be? No! To the rescue! Charge!”

He extended a forearm; and Timberlake, filled with
joy at this martial response, charged out of the hut—
only to find, as he emerged into the sunset, that the
illobar had not followed him out.

He went back inside. The illobar avoided his gaze,
breathed on its claws and polished them against the
bon%ﬁlate of its chest, humming embarrassedly.

“What happened?" demanded Timberlake.

“Oh well,” said the illobar, weakly. “I just thought—
they'll have spears and things. I can’t bear the thought
of being hurt.”

Timberlake groaned and sat in despair.

“Oh, please don’t feel bad!”’ cried the illobar. “I
can’t stand it when anything looks sad.”

Timberlake snorted.

“You mustn't feel that way. Please cheer up. Lis-
ten,” said the illobar. “Let me read you the beautiful
lines spoken by Smgna in Gother’s Pxrion, when she
hears her cause is hopeless.” Hastily, it fitted a fresh
microspool into its scanner and commenced to read
in a high-pitched, soulful voice: ... so shall star-
bought destiny be ever indicative of philoprogenitive-
ness. Were Gnruth a snug, a whole snug, and nothing
but a snug, I should have signed his contract. Since he
is nothing but a brxl, I shall carry his memory into the
cave of death. ... Here,” said the illobar, interrupt-
ing itself to push the scanner up on its forehead and
Eour something from what appeared to be a small

eg into something else like a large shell. “Would
you care for a drop of my homemade wine?”

Listlessly, Timberlake took the shell. He sniffed at
the contents. They had a faintly alcoholic odor, but
looked rather heavy, colorless and oily. What the
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hell, he thought, and poured them down his throat.
Liquid fire strangled him.
Something dealt him a stunning blow on the back
of the neck.
—And that was all he remembered.

Timberlake groaned and opened his eyes. Morning
sunlight was creeping between the branches of the
lean-to. His head had been turned into a gremlin’s
smithy and a camel would have felt at home in his
mouth.

“What was in that?"’ he croaked. No one answered.
The lean-to was empty. Timberlake staggered to his
feet, tottered a dozen yards or so to the brim of the
little lake and plunged in his head. The cold water
was balm in Gilead.

Half an hour later, having sluiced himself well
inside and out and bound a soaked handkerchief
around his aching head, Timberlake, with a sudden
attack of conscience, remembered Swenson.

Oh, no! thought Timberlake. Remorse for his im-
prisoned partner flooded through him. He had meant
to call Swenson back as soon as he had time to calm
himself down. Instead, he had let the unfortunate
man dwell alone in his misery through the long night.
The self-despising that accompanies a good hangover
was gnawing at Timberlake’s vitals. He pictured
Swenson alone, helpless, facing a hideous death and
feeling himself callously cut off from even a friendly
word.

With guilty fingers, Timberlake activated the radio
and pressed the mike tight against his throat.

“Archie!” he called. ‘Archie! Come in, Archie! An-
swer me. Are you all right? Archie?”

A curious, thythmic sound floated from the head-
phones into his ears.

“Archie!” said Timberlake, shocked. “My god, Ar-
chie, don't cry! Don't do that!”

“Who's crying?” retorted the slightly fuzzy-sounding
voice of Swenson. “I'm laughing. Laugh and the uni-
verse laughs with you. Cry and you cry alone. Whoops!
Tonight I will be ﬁoiled in oil, boiled in oil, boiled in
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oil. Tonight I will be boiled in oil, all on a full moon
eeeeevening!”’

“Archie!” yelped Timberlake, forgetting his own
misery in this astonishing response. ”What s hap-
pened to you? What've they done to you?”

“Nothing!” returned Archie's voice, indignantly.
“They’ve been wonderful to me. Wonderful! I've got
this lovely pen all to myself, all the jubix I can chew—"

“The what?”

“The jubix. Jubix.”

“What's that?”

“Damfino,” said Swenson. “Goad for the nerves,
though. Jim, you wouldn'’t believe how relaxed I feel.
Just relaxed and relaxed—"

‘'Archie, you idiot!" cried Timberlake. “You've been
ﬂgged Don'’t eat any more of that jubix stuff. It's a

g

““Nonsense, That's just your suspicious nature. You
always were a suspicious son of a gun. But I don't
mmc{ I like you anyway. Good ol’ Jimmy, good ol’
medicine man, good ol’ pot ..."
off into a snore.

“Archie! Archie! Wake up—" Suddenly something
Swenson had said struck home to Timberlake's
hangover-fogged brain. “Did you say they were going
to boil you tonight?”

‘Zzz—huh? Certainly. Full moon tonight. Big party.
Boil me, blow up ship—"

“Blow up the ship!” screeched Timberlake. “Ar-
chie, what're you talking about?”’

“Well, I wanted to do something for them, too,”
said Swenson, in a defensive tone of voice. ‘It isn't as
if we're going to be using it for anything ourselves,
any more.” He continued, anxiously, ‘“You aren’t mad
at me, are you, Jimmy?"

With a cold and shaking hand, Timberlake snapped
off the radio. The sweat stood out on his brow, The
hammers pounded inside his skull. His brain raced.

This was no time for half measures. He considered
the situation. If he wanted to get off this planet alive
and save Swenson, something had to be done before
the ceremony took place in that village tonight. What

and the voice trailed



ForRwWARD! 101

a situation! Here he was, weaponless, with nothing
but a pair of idiotic alien children on his hands. ...

Out of the machiavellian depths which a hangover
will uncover in the mind of the otherwise mildest
man came a sudden notion.

Of course, thought Timberlake! After all, that's what
the pid and the illobar were. Only children. He had
been misled by the sharpness of the pid’s mind and
the illobar’s size. But an adult of any species does not
(a) boast about how good he is for his age or (b) cry
for his mommy.

Ha! thought Timberlake.

There was no hope of rescuing Swenson without a
gun; and the guns were in their spaceship. And the
spaceship—ceremony or no—would undoubtedly be
guarded. And he, himself alone, could not hope to
take on the customary pair of spear-carrying guard-
ians.

On the other hand—

Why couldn't the sentries be decoyed away from
the ship? Say, by something like a fight? To be spe-
cific, why not somethin fike a fight between an
illobar and a pid? Once the ship was unguarded, he,
Timberlake, could slip in through the door, pick up a
gun and immediately command the situation. As for
the two young aliens, the illobar had all the size, but
he was willing to bet that the pid had all the guts.
They shouldn’t harm each other too much.

Timberlake staggered to his feet. The illobar was
nowhere in sight; but the pid’s chimney exhibited its
customary curl of smoke. Timberlake headed for the
small stone building, turning over plans in his mind.

At the door he knacked.

“Come in,” squeaked the pid.

He entered.

“I've just evolved my own theory of an expanding
universe,” said the pid, proudly. “Take a seat, Jim,
and listen while I tell you about it. You'll be amazed.”

“Just a minute,” said Timberlake. ‘I wanted to ask
you something about your friend."”

“What friend?”

“The illobar.”
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“Friendship is illogical,” said the pid. It produced
something that looked like a long whetstone and be-
gan to rasp the sharp tip of its nose with it. ““The
illoba,x: doesn’t concern me. It is a creature of no
ogic.

“Then I won't be speaking out of turn if I say I'm
pretty disappointed in him,” said Timberlake cun-
nir;?ly. ‘“He didn’t have the mind to see how there’s a
perfect way to get out ship back and get off the
planet.”

“Of course not—what?"’ said the pid. “What per-
fect way is there for us to get off the planet?”

“Come now,” said Timberlake. “You're kidding me.
I know you've already thought of it for yourself.”

“Er—well, yes,” said the pid, twiddling its nose,
uncertainly. "I suppose I . . . yes, to be sure.”

“Of course. A pid would be the first to see it. Well,
shall we leave at once?”’

“Of course,” squeaked the pid, jumping down from
his chair. “Let’s be off—no, I should pack.”

“I'm afraid there won't be room for your stuff on
the ship. You can replace it, of course, when we get
to civilization.”

“Naturally,” said the pid. It led the way out of the
house.

They were crossing the meadow when the illobar
reappeared from a belt of trees further up the moun-
tainside. It came galloping up to them, shaking the
earth, at something around forty or fifty miles an
hour. In the morning sunlight, it towered over Tim-
berlake awe-inspiringly.

“Where are you going?” it asked Timberlake.

“We're going to rescue my partner, get our ship
back and get off the planet.”

“Oh dear,” said the illobar, clasping and unclasp-
ing its hands nervously. “Won't it be dangerous?”

‘What of it?” said Timberlake.

“Well—I think I won't go. Good-by,” said the illobar.

“Goodby,” said Timberlake. “Come on, Agg,” he
added to the pid.

“Illobars,” said the pid, as they moved off, “are
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useless creatures. I don’t know why my mother both-
ered to go traveling around with one.’

The iﬁobar watched them go. They reached the
waterfall and climbed down the rocky slope down
the mountain. Just as they reached the valley, there
was a thumping of feet behind them and the illobar
trotted up.

“Hello,"” it said, brightly.

“Hello,” replied Timberlake. “I thought you weren't
coming.”

“Oh, I'm not,” said the illobar, quickly. “I just
thought I'd walk part way with you—seeing you don’t
have any real company, only that pid.”

“Illobars,” said the pid, confidently to Timberlake,
“always think people are interested in them.”

“Pids,” said the illobar, in Timberlake’s other ear,
“are so self-centered, its disgusting.”

“Oh, well,” said Timberlake, soothingly. And the
party of three continued along the park-like valley.

The illobar could probably have made the trip in
an hour or less than that, if pushed. Four hours would
have made a fast trip for Timberlake. The pid, be-
cause of his relatively short legs, considered it pretty
much a day’s journey. And since they were restricted
to the speed of their slowest member, they all moved
along at a pid’s pace. And this was not exactly sooth-
ing to Timberlake's anxious spirit as the day wore
on, particularly since the pid insisted on discoursing
on the beauty of mathematics as they walked, while
the illobar, not to be outdone, quoted poetry in epic
lengths. Finally, however, the village showed up over
a little rise, about a mile or so distant; and, just
beyond it, rosy in the light of the setting sun, was the
silver upright shape of the spaceship.

“All right, boys,” said Timberlake, “Now we circle
and come up on the village from behind the ship.”

“A straight line,” objected the pid, “‘is the shortest
distance between two points.”

““Not at all,” disagreed the illobar. “There’s noth-
ing like making a circle. A good, big circle,” he added
nervously.
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Timberlake settled the discussion by moving off to
his left. The other two followed him.

The shadows lengthened visibly as they moved
across the valley, and by the time the three adventur-
ers were opposite the village, the only thing visible in
the sunlight was the gleaming top tip of the space-
ship. Hastily, Timberlake began to swing back in;
but before he was all the way back, the sun disap-
peared entirely and the sunset glow with it.

Timberlake cursed under his breath. There was
such a thing as carrying caution too far. He contin-
ued by dead reckoning. After about twenty minutes
or so of this, he felt his sleeve twitched by the illobar.
He stopped and put out a hand to halt the pid.

“Oh, my goodness!” quavered the illobar. “There it
is. See it?”

With difficulty, Timberlake made out Yloo's point-
ing forearm overhead. Squinting along in a line with
it through the darkness, he managed to see, not the
gpaceship exactly, but a dark shape occulting a red-

ish fire-glow that was beginning to gleam upward
from behind the palisade of the village.

“Shh,” he cautioned.

He listened. He turned the translator up to full
volume. A murmur from somewhere ahead whispered
from his earphones.

“—so the next night he comes home and his wife is
stewing the xer meat again. And he says, ‘I thought I
told you I didn't like my xer meat stewed,” and she
says_'l

“What's the reason for this delay?”’ demanded the
pid. “I find it illogical and pointless.”

“Shh,” said Timberlake. But he had found out what
he wanted to know. The fire inside the village was
flickering above the palisade now; and he could make
out not only the black bulk of the ship, but two lesser
shadows, leaning on spears beside the open hatch-
way. Now for his plan.

“I'm going to circle around and take them from
behind,” he told the pid and illobar, and moved off
without giving them time to answer. After a moment,
when he judged he was far enough off for the dark-
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ness to swallow him up, he turned about and hissed,
“stay quiet. And no matter what stupid remarks he
makes, don’t get mad and argue with him.”

Rapidly, Timberlake backed off a little further, but
not out of earshot, and lay down on the soft turf to
listen and await developments. For a moment there
was no answer from either of the young aliens. And
then the illobar quavered in a low voice:

“I won't!”

There was a muted snort from the pid and a whisper.

“What do you mean, you won't? The human was
talking to me.”

“Was not!” retorted the illobar in a restrained voice.
“He was talking to me. How could he be talking to
you? You don’t have any emotions worth speaking
about.”

“But you're the only one that’s stupid.”

“Oh!" gasped the illobar. “I am not!”

“You are too. All illobars are stupid.”

“You take that back!” retorted the illobar, begin-
ning to rumble a bit ominously in the lower regis-
ters. “You're talking about the mommy I loved, you
pipsrilueak adding-machine addict.”

‘That’s a lie!”’ squeaked the pid, furiously. “No pid
ever used an adding machine in his life, you—"

Their voices were rising satisfactorily. Timberlake
left them and began to crawl toward the spaceship.
He was halfway there when the two guards strolled
past him, bound for the scene of the disturbance.
Timberlake got up, dusted himself off, and proceeded
to' the ship. The guns were still lying as they had
been left, in the rack. He took a flame rifle and
headed for the village.

Behind him, a roaring, screaming, ground-shaking
catfight seemed to have broken out. A twinge of con-
science troubled Timberlake's mind. He had not ex-

ected to be quite so successful. He put the matter
orcibly from his mind.

He came up on the village from the back. At the
secondary entrance there was only one lackadaisical
guard, and he, like the rest of the village, was busy
staring off in the direction of the pid-and-illobar con-
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test, which could be plainly heard on the night air.
Timberlake conked him with his rifle butt, slipped
inside and went hunting Swenson.

His earlier imprisonment had familiarized him with
the general pattern of the village. He slipped be-
tween huts and came upon the pen without too much
difficulty. Swenson was sitting on the ground outside
it, completely unchained and unguarded, singing “Ja,
Vi Elsker Dette Landet’’ with tears of emotion in his
eyes. He was obviously in sad shape.

“Archie!” hissed Timberlake, shaking him by the
shoulder. ““Come on. Let’s get out of here.”

“Get out of here?” echoed Swenson, looking up at
him. “Why, Jimmy, what do you take me for? Escape
and disappoint all these nice people who’'ve been
heating a pot for me since noon? Nonsense. Here—"
He extended something that looked like a stick of
licorice. ‘‘Have some of this. You'll agree with me.”

Timberlake recoiled from the stuff as if the snaky
strip was alive.

““Archie!” he said, frantically. “Snap out of it. We've
got to get to the ship and get out of here!”

Archie giggled helplessly. Timberlake frantically
searched his mind for something in the line of guile
to influence his doped partner.

Inspiration struck him.

“Wait, Archie,” he said. “I've got an idea. We won't
really leave. We'll just sneak off outside the village
and pretend to hide. Then, when they come search-
ing for us, we'll jump out at them and say—"

‘Let me carry the gun,” said Swenson, cautiously.

“As soon as we get outside the gate.”

“No. Now!”

““No, Archie, you—"

“Now, or I wor’t go!”

Sadly, Timberlake handed over the weapon. Swen-
son took it and threw it up on top of one of the huts.

“Surprise! Surprise!” he yelled. “Come and get him.
Surprise!”

There was a rush from the shadows of the sur-
rounding huts and Timberlake went down beneath a
crowd of heavy bodies. They pulled him pinioned to
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his feet and he found himself facing the medicine
man.
“How nice of you to join us,” said that individual.
Timberlake fainted.

When he revived, both he and Swenson were lined
up in front of the fire, before which a large pot was
bubbling merrily with oil. Its peculiar fragrance
reached Timberlake’s nostrils and turned him white.

“You can’t do this!” he cried to the shaman.

“Why not?” asked the shaman, who was standing
beside him.

““Because—because if you touch us, hundreds of
devils will come in hundreds of ships. They'll— they’ll
burn your village to the ground—uh—put you through
psycho-reconditioning, reestablish your social struc-
ture—"'

“Come now,” said the shaman, ‘‘that’s the sort of
thing devils always say just before they're boiled.
These idle threats don't frighten us.”

“They aren't idle threats!” shrieked Timberlake.
“Turn us loose at once or I'll put a curse on you.
Impshi, bimpshi—"

“My dear Devil,” protested the shaman, “please
stop making a scene. It's painful for all of us. Here,
have a chew of this—"

Timberlake frantically knocked the licorice-like strip
of substance out of the medicine man’s hand.

“Help, spirits!” Suddenly, Timberlake noticed that
the sound of fighting in the distance had ceased. Was
it possible . .. ? “Help, Yloo!” he cried at the top of
his voice. “Help, Agg! Help! Help! Heelllp!

“Devil, stop that!” shouted the shaman.

A section of the palisade behind him abruptly bulged
inward and split apart.

“Did someone call for help?” inquired the illobar,
appearing in the opening.

Avaunt, Devil!” cried the shaman, confidently, and
threw a spear. It bounced harmlessly off the illobar’s
armor-plated chest.

“Poot!” said the illobar, confidently. “Those little
things don’t scare me.” It advanced into the firelight;
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and Timberlake was astonished to see that the pid

was still clinging to the dragon-like neck, its long,

;hat(‘ip needle-nose stuck into the back of the illobar’s
ead.

“Are you all right, sir?” squeaked the pid, and
blushed. “Excuse my earlier lack of manners.”

“As for you,” said the illobar, severely to the sha-
man. ‘‘Are you going to let these nice humans go? Or
do I have to sit down .on your huts, one by one—like
this!” It sat down on one of the huts. The hut was
effectively demolished.

“No—no—"" said the shaman, hastily. “Whatever
you say, Devil. Just get out of here.” He had turned
so pale a green that he looked nearly white.

“I want to be boiled in oil!” spoke up Swenson,
obstinately.

‘“Pay no attention,” said Timberlake, hastily to the
illobar. “He's not in his right mind. Just pick him up
if you will—like that, that’s just fine. Thank you.”

Swenson, hanging limply in the crook of the illobar’s
right forearm, burst into tears of disappointment.

“Maybe you better carry me, too, said Timber-
lake, “—and fast.”

He felt himself scooped up; there was a rapid jolt-
ing passage with the wind whistling about his ears;
and he found himself set down in the lock of the
spaceship.

Timberlake left the illobar struggling to squeeze
through the lock and dashed to ﬁle control room.
Eighteen seconds later the Lock cLoSED light blinked
red on the panel; and the ship took off. The haven of
deep space took it to its peaceful, empty arms.

There was a sound behind Timberlake in the con-
trol room. He set the automatic pilot and turned
about. The illobar, with the pid still spiked to it, had
just squeezed into the room.

“I put your friend in the cabin to sleep it off,” said
the illobar. “Was that right?”
h”Perfect," said Timberlake. He got up and studied
them.

“Let’s see,” he said. “If you'll just lie down, I'll get
a crowbar—"
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“A crowbar?” echoed the illobar.

“To—er, pry you loose,” said Timberlake, slightly
embarrassed. “You seem to be sort of stuck—"

“Oh, my!” squeaked the pid. “That’s all right. You
see, we belong together like this.”

“Huh?” said Timberlake.

“Oh yes,” put in the illobar. “It was just a matter
of time before we engaged in ritual combat and came
to this. Little pids and illobars like us have a natural
hate for each other that is a precursor of their ma-
ture jointure and love,”

“But Yloo—" stammered Timberlake.

““No, no, you don’'t understand,” said the illobar.
“I'm not really Yloo, any more than he’s Agg. Really,
we were just two parts of the complete being: Aggyloo,
a idjllof)ar."

‘A symbiotic relationship, you see,” squeaked the
pid “A welding of the mental and the emotional into
a well-rounded, single ego.”

“QOh,” said Timberlake.

“Yes,” said Aggyloo, pidillobar. It settled its enor-
mous haunches on the floor, stroked the nasal con-
nection between itself and continued in its squeaky
upper voice. “If it hadn't been for the devotion of my
mommies, we would never have survived to come to
this. But my mommies knew what to do. They fig-
ured someone like you would come along. You see,
my mommies . ..”



Technical advances can cause unforseen—and even
fatal—detours on the high road of progress.

Robots are Nice?

The home robofax in the wall of Jim Harvey’s apart-
ment living room clicked once and slid a letter out
onto the table. It was a letter with Jim Harvey's
name and return address on it and addressed to The
Dunesville Robocourier, Editorial Page Section. A po-
lite note was clipped to it. The note read:

Because of insufficient space in our Readers Col-

umn, we are regretfully returning your letter to the
editor.

““Ha!” said Jim Harvey. He was a young man with
blond hair, a crooked nose and a wild light in his eye.
He sat on his living room couch with a martini glass
in his hand.

“Tut-tut!” said the roboannunciator on the wall, in
gently reproving tones.

““Censorship!” snarled Jim.

““No, no,” said the robovision set in the corner of
the room, in a hurt voice. “You don't mean that,
Jim.”

“I do, too!” Jim drained his glass. “Give me an-
other martini.”

110
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The home robobartender glided across the carpet
to oblige. '

““But robots are nice,” said the robovision, quoting
the roboteachers’ manual on the instruction of young
humans from nursery school through college.

“Don't give me that.” Jim watched the robobar-
tender pour his glass full. “I know what you're up to.
You don’t fool me. I know I'm the only sane man left
in the world. I squeezed that information out of the
robopollsters last week, remember? You've forced ev-
everybody else—"

“We have not!” cried the roborecordplayer abruptly
from its niche beside the couch. ‘“Robots never force
anybody. It’s expressly forbidden.”

“It is a prime command,” asserted the robother-
mostat, rather primly. ‘“Are you warm enough?” it
added, concerned.

“No,” said Jim nastily. “It’s at least two-tenths of a
degree too cold in here.”

“T'll fix it in a second,” promised the robothermostat.

Jim gulped moodily at his martini, wondering what
else he could do to keep the robots busy.

“A}l we do,” said the robovision, “is persuade

e—

“Brain-washing!” growled Jim.

_“—that robots are nice,” put in the roboannunc-
iator. “There’s someone coming up your front walk.,
It’s your fiancée, Nancy Pluffer. Now she's going away
again. I turned on the Not At Home sign,” it con-
cluded smugly.

“Turn it oﬂy again!” yelped Jim.

“Too late,” said the roboannunciator. “She’s left.”

Jim cursed bitterly and picked up his fresh martini.

“If you'd just stop drinking for a little while,” said
the robovision, “we could make you much happier
and better adjusted.”

“Why do you think I do it?” challenged Jim. “You
can't give me psychiatric treatment when I'm under
the in%luence of alcohol or drugs. Prime command.
Right?”

“Right,” said the robovision sadly.
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“Well,” Jim said, poking at the olive in his martini
with a swizzle stick, “what now? You barred me
from using the newspaper facsimile letter columns to
fight back at you and warn the world.”

“No such thing. It just happened that four thou-
sand nine hundred and seventeen letters came in the
morning mail just before yours did. Naturally, that's
more than can be published in the six-months limit
and we had to return yours.” It sighed. “If you'd only
relax for a minute. Would you like to watch a girlie
show? The Squidgy Hour is on the air right now.”

IINO!I'

“You're not very cooperative.”

“You're darn right. I'm not very cooperative.” Jim
ot up, ran a hand through his somewhat tousled
air and headed for the front door. “I'm going out

where I can get some privacy. Maybe I'll even find a
publisher for my M.A. &esis on robosociology. Where's
my cape?”

“In the closet,” said the robobutler. “Oh, Jim, if
you'd only never written that thesis!”

“You'd have liked that, wouldn’t you? Ha!” Jim
said, fumbling in the closet. “If I hadn't looked into
the situation, I'd never have suspected what you were
up to, trying to dominate the human— Let go of me!”
barked Jim, slapping the robobutler away. “I can put
on my own cape!—And don’t think you've heard the
last of that, either,” he said, turning to the front
door. “You incinerated my only copy, but I've still
got it"locked up here in my head—This door won't
open.

“But we only want you to be happy!” pleaded the
robobutler.

“This door’s stuck,” Jim said, yanking at the knob.

““No, it’s locked,” said the roboannunciator.

“Open it.”

“I won't!” the roboannunciator replied sulkily.

“I order you to open it! You have to open on com-
mand. That’s a prime command!”

“Yes, but what command?” asked the roboan-
nunciator. “The reborepairservice was out while you
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were %one yesterday and rewired me. It takes a new
sort of command to open me now and I'm rewired so
that I can’t tell you what it is. Guess.”

“Now you’ve gone too far—locking me in my own
home! I'ﬁ teach you! I'll show you all!” He headed
for the kitchen. “I'll disconnect you!”

“Jim, don’t!” begged the robobutler, rolling after
him. “Jim, stop and think—"

“Ha!” said Jim, throwing open the door of a cabi-
net set flush with the kitchen’s glastile wall. “T’ll
yank the master switch and—who in the hell stole my
master switch?"”

“There’s a red tag on the door handle,” the robo-
butler pointed out.

Jim jerked it loose and held it up to look at it.
Neatly printed on the red surface were the words:

UNIT REMOVED FOR
INVESTIGATION OF
POSSIBLE MALFUNCTION.
ROBOREPAIRSERVICE

“No!" roared Jim. He ran back through the house
to the living room.

In front of the ornamental fireplace was a heavy
brass-handled ornamental poker. Snatching it up, he
turned and brought it down with a crash on the
robobutler which had hastily followed at his heels.

“Awk!”’ went the robobutler and collapsed into junk.

“Stop it, Jim!" cried the robobartender, whizzing
forward. “You don't know what you're do—"

Crash!

“Help!” yelled the robovision. “Calling robore-
pairservice! Calling roborepairservice! Malicious
i‘oboci,(‘ie taking place at 40 Wilderleaf Drive. Cal-
ing—

Smash!

Jim raged through his house, wrecking and de-
stroying. The roboannunciator required several swings,
since most of its circuits were protected by inner
walls. The roborefrigerator resisted for a good eight-
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een seconds through sheer bulk and the robosweeper
hid behind the couch, but was quickly hunted down.
The robohomeconditioner was too massive to be de-
stroyed properly, but the robothermostat perished in
a single shower of glass and small parts. Finally, in a
home at last fallen silent, Jim finished up by knock-
ing out a picture window and crawling through it to
the lawn.

“Stop!” called a new voice. “Halt in the name of
the roborepairservice!”

Jim turned about. A robomechanic was trundling
up to him, its waldoes outstretched to grab him. Jim
picked up the poker, dodged its initial rush—every
robomechanic was notoriously slow on its treads—
and with a well-placed swing disabled its rear bo-
gies. Hamstrung, it lurched to a halt and he bashed
in its robobrain with a single two-handed blow. It
fell silent—but robodoors were swinging open at neigh-
boring houses and robovoices raised in alarm.

Jim turned and ran.

Several blocks away, panting, he came to a halt.
He had, he saw, outrun the hue and cry. He was over
on Wilder Way, at a bus stop.

“May I be of service?”

A robobus had just rolled up to the curb. It was
one of the smallest—a three-seater—but even at that,
Jim almost took to his heels again before he realized
that the vehicle was making no hostile move, but
merely standing and waiting, in the time-honored
manner of all robobuses.

“Why, yes,” he said craftily. He hesitated and then
got in. “Duschane and Pierce.” ‘

“Yes, sir.” The minibus closed its doors and rolled
on in blissful ignorance, clicking the milege off on its
meter. Jim choriled internally. He had had no plan
until the bus had come up to him—after all, he was
Eretty isolated out in the suburbs and it would not

ave been hard for the robots to run him down.

But now . ..

He took the bus across town and got off at the
junction of Duschane and Pierce Streets. Then he
doubled back toward downtown through rear alleys
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for eight blocks until he came to a small house on a
quiet residential street.

Miss Nancy Pluffer—Not At Home read the illumi-
nated sign above the front door. Jim chortled again
and went around to the back.

The house appeared to be slumbering. The win-
dows were opaqued and no sound or movement could
be heard from without. Jim circled the place, being
very careful to alert no robosensitive device. Then he
considered. He knew which were the windows of
Nancy’s bedroom and went around to them. These
were also opaqued, but open a crack, since Nancy
liked air. He pushed one up and crawled through. He
stood up in the darkened bedroom.

There was someone in the bed. Jim blinked—and
then, as his expanding pupils adjusted to the dim
light, saw that it was Nancy, evidently taking an
aftternoon nap. He went softly across the carpet to
the bedside and whispered in her ear.

“Wake up!”

She stirred, yawned and looked up—and opened
her mouth to scream.

“Shh!” Jim hissed frantically, putting his hand over
her mouth.

Recognition crept in to drive out her alarm. Jim
took his hand away and she sat up in bed with blonde
hair tumbling around her shoulders and a pleased
expression on her pretty face.

“Jim!” she said. “Why, this is just like the private
eye in The Robosnatchers.”

“Never mind that.” The brusqueness of his own
voice, echoing in the shadowy silence of the bed-
room, took him by surprise, and he realized with a
start that the day’s earlier martinis were wearing off
under the abrasive edge of his present tension and
excitement. ‘‘This is a matter of—well, life or death,
as a matter of fact. I want to talk to you. But hold on
a minute—got anything to drink around?”’

“In the living room.”

“Get me a drink—wait! Go get it yourself. Don't
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ring for the robobartender. Are any of your robots
on?”

“Why, no,” Nancy said. "I pulled the master switch
so I could nap without anybody disturbing me.” She
gave a little squeal. “Isn’t this exciting?”

“No,” said Jim. “Now listen to me. Don't turn
anything on. You've got that? Nothing. Leave every-
thing off. Just go to the living room, get me a double
séiot og something and bring it back here by yourself.

ot it?”

“Got it."” She rose from the bed and floated off
toward the living room. “Just like the private eye,”
she murmured blissfully.

Jim sat sweating until she came back with an old-
fashioned glass half-full of something that he dis-
covered—after he had tossed it off—to be creme de
menthe.

“Gah!” he said.

“Do you want some more, honey?” asked Nancy
anxiously. “I brought the bottle back.”

IINO!”

“Then I'll just have a little drop myself—"

“No, you don't!” Jim snatched the bottle out of her
hands, paying no attention to her hurt expression.
“One of us has to stay sober.” He reached over to the
nightstand, pushed Nancy’s portable robophonovision
aside to leave room and set the bottle down out of
reach. ““You ready to listen to me?”

“Yes,” said Nancy obediently.

“All right. You know my thesis?”

“Of course! Honestly, Jim, just because I'm a dancer,
you never give me credit for having any brains. Cer-
tainly I know your thesis. I read every word of it.”

“Did it mean anything to you?”

“Of course—well,” faltered Nancy, seeing his eye
hard upon her, “you know what I mean. I could read
it all right.”

“It didn't mean anything to you that the robots
have practically taken over our whole society—that
they’'ve been making us more and more dependent on
them all the time?”
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“Well, sure, I understood that. But it did sound
kind of silly, you know, Jim. I mean, honey, the
robots love us. They have to. It's a prime command.”

“And you think, because they love you, they won't
try to run your life? Ha!” said Jim. “Well, never
mind that. The point is, they're out to get me."”

“Don’t be silly, Jim.”

“I'm not being silly! Why'd you think I came here?
Why'd you think I had to climb in your window?”

Nancy looked coy.

“It wasn’t that at all!” said Jim. "“The robots are
after me. Do you want them to get me? How'd you
like to have me certified insane? We wouldn't be able
to get married then.”

‘““But, honey, if you were insane, they’d fix you up—
the robopsyc ologists, that is.”

“That,” said Jim, with strained patience, “is just
what I'm afraid of. Look, are you on my side or aren’t

ou?”’
Y “Oh, I am! [ am,” replied Nancy hastily. “What am
I supposed to do?"”

“Well, here it is,” said Jim. “We've got to wake
people up to the situation. We can't fight it alone,
but if other people would wake up to the danger,
we'd still have time to stop the robots. They can't
take mass action against humans because of their
prime commands in the love-honor-and-obey catego-
ries. So the thing to do is get the word to other
people.”

“Oh, yes!"” agreed Nancy.

“Okay. First we'll have to pack up some warm
clothing and some provisions and get out of the city.
Then we’ll launch our campaign from some country-
place where there aren’t a flock of robots around to
jump us.”

“That sounds exciting—"

“We'll need money. I don’t dare go near a bank.
But they still don’t suspect you. So I want you to go
down to your account and draw out at least two
thousand.”
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““But I haven't got two thousand, Jim!” said Nancy.
“I've got eighty-something.”

“Eighty-something?”

“Well, I made a down payment on the loveliest new
synthefur last week and—"

“Oh, that'’s fine!” cried Jim. “That'’s just fine. The
world is going down into roboslavery and she buys
synthefurs.”

“But I didn’t know it was going down into slavery
last week!” protested Nancy. “You didn’t fell me!”

“Never mind. Draw out eighty. Buy a lot of staples.
Get hold of a gun, if you can. Then come back here
just as quickly as possible—"

“Don’t you do it,” warned a voice.

Jim jumped. “Who said that?”

“I don’t know, dear,” said Nancy, looking about
her in’ bewilderment.

“I thought you said you pulled the master switch
and all your house robots were out of action.”

“I did,” she said.

“That sounded like a robot.”

“It isn’t talking now, Jim."”

“If it's a robot,” said Jim grimly, “I'll make it
speak up. Nancy! Go to the kitchen. Bring me back a
bread knife. I'm going to cut my throat.”

The voice shrieked suddenly, “Don’t do that! You’ll
hurt yourself! Please. Stop for a moment. You don’t
want to commit suicide. Wait! Think!”

“Aha!” said Jim, locating it. “Just as 1 suspected.
It's your portable robophonovision by the bed there.”

“She dl:(t; not suspect,” said the robophonovision
modestly, “‘that, being portable, I had my own built-in
source of power.”

“Eavesdropper!”

“Oh, no. I'm a robophonovision. See my trade-
mark? Right here in front. It says—"

“Robospy!”

“I am most definitely not a robospy, either. Robo-
spies are forbidden by the United League of Nations.”

“You were listening!”’ snapped Jim.

“To be sure. And reporting your conversation over
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the robocommunications network. We are shocked.
How could you!”

“How could I what?”

“Seducing this innocent!”

“Why, he did not!"’ objected Nancy. ‘““He never even
made a move—"'

“There, there,” said the robophonovision tenderly.
“You are distraught.” It crooned a little. “Robots are
nice.

“Nicer than anybody,” responded Nancy automati-
cally. “But—"

“Silence!”" roared Jim. “Don’t say another word,
Nancy. It’s heard too much already. I've got to get
out of here. If it's been reporting our conversation,
there p'robably are robots on the way here to trap me
again.

“‘But what're you going to do?”

“I don't dare tell you with that—wait a minute.”
Jim snatched up the robophonovision, lifted it high
overhead and sent it crashing into ruins on the bed-
room floor.

Nancy screamed. “My new robophonovision!”’

“You can have mine,” said Jim. “Listen, Nancy,
I'm going to try to get to the central broadcasting
station in the city. There are master command con-
trols to let humans take over in-an emergency. If I
can get to them, the robots can't stop me from broad-
casting a warning to everybody listening in at the
time. You stay here. Now that they know about you,
I'd only get you into trouble by taking you with me.”
He kissed her hurriedly. “Wish me luck.”

“I heard that,” croaked the the battered remains of
the robovision set on the floor.

“Damn!” said Jim. He stamped on it. It went dead.
“G’by," he said hastily, and dived out the window.

“Be careful!” Nancy wailed after him, leaning out
the window.

He waved back reassuringly and took off down the
alley behind her house, at a run.

It was later in the afternoon than he had thought.
The sun was barely above the horizon and deep shad-
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ows lay between the houses. He flickered in and out
of this concealment, now finding himself silhouetted
against a milk-white or rose-pink plastic wall, now
pfxusing to catch his breath in the security of heavy
gloom.

The warm summer twilight air reached down deep
into his lungs and Jim found his spirits bubbling up
in response to the excitement and the challenge. This
was the way to live—dangerously! He even felt a
slight twinge of regret about what he was doing—
after he had spiked the robots’ attempt to take over
the human race, what would there be left to provide
lﬁim with this heady wine of danger? Still, duty came

rst.

He ran on.

After a while, he found himself on the edge of the
downtown office and store district. He risked another
bus—a large one this time, on which there was a
crowd of people and a good number getting on at the
same time as he did. The bus did not appear to
recognize him, but a few blocks down the street, it
unexpectedly pulled over to the curb and announced
that it had had a breakdown. The roborepairtruck
would be out very soon.

Jim slipped out the back door and lost himself in
the crowd. He resigned himself to going the rest of
the way on foot. It was not a pleasant method. He
had not walked this far since he had gone for a hike
once in college on a bet. His feet had a peculiar
sensation. They felt heavy and, amazingly, rather
warm. There were stretched feelings in the calves of
both his legs and he felt an urge to sit down. It had
been quite pleasant to relax on that last bus.

An idealist, however, does not stop to count the
cost. Limping a little, Jim crossed the final wide
expanse of the city’s Central Boulevard and ap-
proached the further walk. Directly before him reared
the high white marble structure of the city’s central
broadcasting station.

The stately glass and gold of the robodoor of the
station swung open to admit him. Inside, Jim saw
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that the entire lobby was empty, except for an old
lady registering a complaint with a roboclerk.

“Disgusting!” she was saying, hammering the head
of her super-%ight atom-powered pogo-stick upon the
counter. 'Unmentionable! Obscene!”

“Yes, dear lady!"” cooed the roboclerk in soft tenor
tones.

“Called the Squidgy Hour or something!”

“I'm so sorry, dear lady. Your set’s robocensor ob-
viously was experiencing a malfunction—"'

“You ought to be ashamed of yourselves!”

“Oh, we are! We are! Would you like to hit me?
Ouch?” asked the roboclerk experimentally.

“Don’t try to change the subject!” shrilled the old
lady. “I want that program eliminated. I don't want
to turn on my set and see it ever again.”

“Dear lady, I can promise you that,” said the
roboclerk. ‘“Your set’s robocensor—"

“Don’t you go putting me off with a lot of technical
talk. I want results!”

“Yes, dear lady. I promise, dear lady. Robots are
nice?”

“Nicer than anybody,” grumbled the old lady, “if I
don't ever set eyes on that Squidgy Hour again.
Hmpf!” Still quivering with indignation, the old lady
hopped on her pogo-stick, flipped on the motor and
bounced out the door. :

“Now!” said Jim, as the robodoor closed behind
her, approaching the clerk.

“How could you?” demanded the roboclerk, switch-
ing to a reproving bass. ‘Jim, seducing that inno—"

‘T went through all that already, and for your in-
formation, what makes you think Nancy’s so—oh,
forget it. I want access to the manual controls and
broadcast priority. Emergency! Right now!”

“Please don't, Jim.”

“Right now!”

“Consider, is it worth it? What untold damage might
result? What misery—"'

“Right now!”

“Oh, all right,” said the roboclerk sorrowfully. A
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door opened in the wall beside it. “Up the escalator
and to your right through the door there. Robots are
nice?”

“Robots are not nice!” snapped Jim.

Leaving the roboclerk sobbing softly in a heart-
breaking soprano voice, Jim went up the escalator.
Following directions, he found himself in an airy,
well-windowed comfortable room. He saw a desk with
a microphone, a monitor screen set up before it and a
red toggle switch, set into the desktop, marked Me-
chanical Override—On, Off.

He sat down at the desk and reached for the toggle
switch.

“Stop!” said a robovoice, and the monitor screen
lit up before him. ““Look first, Jim, before you act!”

He looked. The screen showed the broad expanse of
the city's Central Boulevard, before the broadcast
station. Some roboambulances had just rolled up. A
crowd had gathered and some roboutilities were
stringing rope to hold them back.

“See, Jim?” urged the robovoice. “You are sur-
rounded. You will never escape from this building.
Right now, robodiagnosticians are talking with ev-
eryone who knows you. The minute you attempt to
broadcast, they will ask them to sign orders commit-
ting you to the robopsychoanalysts for reorientation.
At least one out of all those people is bound to sign. If
not, a general appeal will be made. Some human will
sign, realizing that you constitute a public danger.”

“Nonsense!” said Jim—but his voice shook a little.
I believe in the spirit of freedom that lies in every
human breast. They won't listen to you. They’ll listen
to me.”

“Jim,” said the robovoice mournfully, “we have
run a computation and a theoretical question sample
pool. The results—"

“Never mind the results!” Jim reached for the tog-
gle switch.

“Think!” cried the robovoice.

"Never!" replied Jim firmly.

He flicked the switch.
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One of the ambulant robobrains had escaped the
six months of anti-robot pogrom that had followed
Jim'’s speech. It had been Eidin in the sewers of the
city for all this time. Occasionaﬁy it wondered at the
survival circuit that must have been built into it, at
some time or another, that had enabled it to exist
after all the other robots had been smashed.

What Is Life? it would ask itself now and then. Or
sometimes merely—Whither? Not being one of the
large non-ambulant brains, it was not, of course,
equipped to answer these questions, but there was a
certain amount of comfort in asking them anyway.

It had found itself a niche under an abandoned and
rusted-tight storm drain. A cozy place, but some-
thing of a cul-de-sac. The robobrain did not really
care. It knew its days were numbered.

When nothing else occurred to it, it sang “I Love
Humans Truly” in tenor, baritone or bass.

It was so occupied in singing a tenor chorus one
day that it did not hear footsteps approaching until
suddenly a light flashed on it. It broke off. By the
light, it recognized the fierce face looming above it.
It was Jim Harvey and he carried a heavy iron crow-
bar in one hand.

“Wait!” cried the robobrain.

Jim jerked up the crowbar. “You're still activated!”

“I contain enough isotopic fuel for another thou-
sand years of operation,” said the robobrain, with a
touch of pardonable pride. “But please—give me a
moment first, before you destroy me. The robohole
cover in the street above us is rusted shut. I cannot
escape.”

Jim lowered the crowbar and sank down to a seat
beside the robobrain, puffing a little. “In that case—
what do you want?”’

“Only to ask a question.” It explained how it had
sat there in the dark asking itself What Is Llfe"‘ and
thther’

q “Well, what about it?"’ demanded Jim, when it was
one.

“Well, T just thought—you will forgive a purely
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intellectual curiosity,” said the robobrain shyly. “We
were so sure that no one would listen to you. All our
})olls—all our computations—what was it we over-
ooked?”

A flicker of pride lit up Jim'’s hollow eyes.

“You forgot,” he said, in suddenly strong tones
that rang vibrantly through the storm drain, “the
basic human spirit of mdependence as many others
had before you. This innate trait has been the stum-
bling block of all tyrants, benevolent or otherwise,
throughout history. It is the one thing intolerable,
that against which we instinctively rebel, to kiss the
master’s hand—or waldo, as the case may be. We
have doubted it time and again. And time and again,
history has proved our doubts ill-founded.”

He ceased. The echoes of his voice muttered away
down the long drain and fell into silence.

“How well you express it,” the robobrain said in
honest admiration.

“Oh, well,” said Jim deprecatingly, “it’s from a
speech I made after the robot smashing began.”

“Indeed?” the robobrain queried. “Then we were
wrong, for all our good intentions.” It paused. “You
know, in spite of myself, I understand. I feel quite
carried away. Oh, brave new world!”’

“Y said ha!” snorted Jim bitterly. And I mean ha/
Brave new world! I haven't had a bite to eat for five
days and that was a stringy old lady who tried to
cross Central Boulevard in broad daylight on a pogo-
stick.” Jim snorted again. “She must have been in-
sane. Brave new world! Why do you think I'm hiding
down here? I just don't want to end up in the cooking
pot myself.”

“‘Oh,” the robobrain said.

“Yes, oh," said Jim. He stirred uncomfortably.

“Move over.

The robobrain moved over. They sat in silence for

a long while.



FORWARD! 125

“You robots shouldn’t have cleaned all animal, plant
and insect life off the planet,” Jim said.

“They were either nuisances or took up needed
human living space,” explained the robobrain.

“And now there’s nothing to eat except—"'

“But what about the synthetic food factories?”

Jim grunted. “Completely robotic, smashed in the
rioting.”

“We wanted to liberate you from drudgery.”

“Yeah,” said Jim. “And now we can’t live without
robots, only there aren’t any.”

“I know," the robobrain said sympathetically. “Ex-
cept me.”

Jim turned, startled. “Say! You're a robobrain. Why
couldn’t you make the robots we need?”

“Oh, I couldn’t.”

“Why not?” Jim demanded impatiently.

“Can you make humans?”’

“You know better than that. I can’t make them by
myself.”

“Same here,” said the robobrain regretfully.



Misdirection by self-appointed guides is a perennial
travel hazard.

The Dreamsman

Mr. Willer is shaving. He uses an old-fashioned
straightedged razor and the mirror above his bath-
room washbasin reflects a morning face that not even
the ﬂuff'\; icing of the lather can make very palatable.
Above the lather his skin is dark and wrinkled. His
eyes are somewhat yellow where they ought to show
white and his sloping forehead is embarrassingly short
of hair. No matter. Mr. Willer poises the razor for its
first stroke—and instantly freezes in position. For a
second he stands immobile. Then his false teeth clack
once and he starts to pivot slowly toward the north-
west, razor still in hand, quivering like a directional
antenna seeking its exact target. This is as it should
be. Mr. Willer, wrinkles, false teeth and all, is a
directional antenna.

Mr. Willer turns back to the mirror and goes ahead
with his shaving. He shaves skillfully and rapidly,
beaming up at a sign over the mirror which pro-
claims that a stitch in time saves nine. Four minutes
later, stitchless and in need of none, he moves out of
the bathroom, into his bedroom. Here he dresses
rapidly and efficiently, at the last adjusting his four-
in-hand before a dresser mirror which has inlaid
about its frame the message Handsome is as hand-
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some does. Fully dressed, Mr. Willer selects a shiny
malacca cane from the collection in his hall closet
and goes out behind his little house to the garage.

His car, a 1937 model sedan painted a sensible
gray, is waiting for him. Mr. Willer gets in, starts the
motor and carefully warms it up for two minutes. He
then backs out into the May sunshine. He points the
hood ornament of the sedan toward Buena Vista and
drives off.

Two hours later he can be seen approaching a
small yellow-and-white rambler in Buena Vista’s new
development section, at a considerate speed two miles
under the local limit. It is 10:30 in the morning. He

ulls up in front of the house, sets the handbrake,
ocks his car and goes up to ring the doorbell beside
the yellow front door.

The door opens and a face looks out. It is a very
pretty face with blue eyes and marigold-yellow hair
above a blue apron not quite the same shade as the
eyes. The young lady to which it belongs cannot be
much more than in her very early twenties.

“Yes?" says the young lady.

“Mr. Willer, Mrs. Conalt,” says Mr. Willer, raising
his hat and producing a card. “The Liberty Mutual
Insurance agent, to see your husband.”

“Oh!" says the pretty face, somewhat flustered,
opening the door and stepping back. “Please come
in,” Mr. Willer enters. Still holding the card, Mrs.
Conalt turns and calls across the untenanted small
living room toward the bedroom section at the rear
of the house, “Hank!"”

“Coming!” replies a young baritone. Seconds later
a tall, quite thin man about the same age as his wife,
with a cheerfully unhandsome face, emerges rapidly
into the living room.

‘“The insurance man, honey,” says the young lady,
who has whisked off her apron while Mr. Willer was
turned to face the entrance through which the young
man has come. She hands her husband the card.

“Insurance?”’ says young Mr. Conalt frowning, read-
ing the card. “What insurance? Liberty Mutual? But
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I don't—we don’'t have any policies with Liberty Mu-
tual. If you're selling—"

““Not at the moment,"” says Mr. Willer, beaming at
them as well as the looseness of his false teeth will
permit. “I actually am an insurance agent, but that
hasn’t anything to do with this. I only wanted to see
you first.”

“First before what?’’ demands Mr. Conalt, staring
hard at him.

“Before revealing myself,” says Mr. Willer. “You
are the two young people who have been broadcast-
ing a call to any other psi-sensitives within range,
aren’t you?”

“Oh, Hank!” gasps Mrs. Conalt; but Conalt does
not unbend.

“What are you talking about?” he demands.

““Come, come,”’ replies Mr. Willer, deprecatingly.

“But, Hank—" begins Mrs. Conalt.

“Hush, Edie. I think this guy—"

“Oh, wad the power the Giftie gie us, to see oorselves
as ithers see us—more or less, if you young people
will pardon the accent.”

“What’s that? That’s Robert Burns, isn't it,” says
Hank. “It goes—it would frae mony an error free us.”
He hesitated.

“And foolish notion. Yes.” says Mr. Willer. “And
now that the sign and counter-sign have been given,
let us get down to facts. You were broadcasting, both
of you, were you not?”

““Were you receiving?’' demands Hank.

“Of course,” says Mr. Willer unperturbed. “How
else would I know what quotation to use for a pass-
word?”’ He beams at them again. “May 1 sit down?”

“Oh, of course!” says Edie, hastily. They all sit
down. Edie bounces up again. “Would you like some
coffee, Mr.—er—"' she glances over at the card, still
in Hank’s hands—""Willer?"

“Thank you, no,” replies Mr. Willer, clacking his
teeth. “I have one cup of coffee a day, after dinner. I
believe in moderation of diet. But to the point. You
are the people I heard.”
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“Say we were,” says Hank, finally. “You claim to
be psi-sensitive yourself, huh?”’

““Claim? No doubt about it, my boy. Ashtray?’’ He
lifts his hand. An ashtray on an end table across the
room comes sailing on the air like a miniature ce-
ramic UFO to light gently upon his upturned palm.
Mr. Willer sets it down and closes his eyes.

“You have seven dollars in your wallet, Hank. One
five-dollar bill and two singles. At this moment you
are interrupting your main line of thought to wonder
worriedly what happened to the third one-dollar bill,
as you had eight dollars in the wallet earlier this
morning. Rest easy. You were stopped by the news-
paper delivery boy shortly after ten this morning
while you were mowing the lawn and paid him eighty
cents. The two dimes change are in your right-hand
pants pocket.”

He opens his eyes. “Well?”

“All right,” says Hank with a heavy sigh. “You sold
me. We can't do anything like that, Edie and 1. We
can just read each other’s minds—and other people’s
if they’re thinking straight at us.” He stares a little at
Mr. Willer. “You're pretty good.”

“Tut,” says Mr. Willer. “Experience, nothing else. I
will be a hundred and eighty-four next July 12th.
One learns things.”

A hundred and eighty-four!” gasps Edie.

““And some months, Ma’am,” says Mr. Willer, giv-
ing her a little half-bow from his chair. “Sensible
living, no extravagances and peace of mind— the
three keys to longevity. But to return to the subject,
what caused you young people to send out a call?”

“Well, we—"" began Edie.

“What we thought,” says Hank, "is that if there
were any more like us, we ought to get together and
decide what to do about it. Edie and I talked it all
over. Until we met each other we never thought there
could be anybody else like ourselves in the world.
But if there were two of us, then it stood to reason
there must be more. And then Edie pointed out that
maybe if a bunch of us could get together we could
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do a lot for people. It was sort of a duty, to see what
we could do for the rest of the world.”

“Very commendable,” says Mr. Willer.

“T mean, we could read the minds of kids that fall
in a well and get trapped—and send emergency mes-
sages maybe. All sorts of things. There must be a lot
more we haven’t thought of.”

“No doubt, there are,” says Mr. Willer.

“Then you're with us?” says Hank. “Together, I'll
bet we can darn near start a new era in the world.”

“Well, yes,” replies Mr. Willer. “And no. A hundred
and eighty-four years have taught me caution. More-
over, there is more to the story than you young peo-
ple think.” He clacks his teeth. “Did you think you
were the first?”

“The first?” echoes Hank.

“The first to discover you possess unusual abilities.
I see by the expression on your faces you have taken
just that for granted. I must, I'm afraid, correct that
notion. You are not the first any more than I was.
There have been many.”

“Many?"” asked Edie, faintly.

“A great number within my experience,” says Mr.
Willer, rubbing his leathery old hands together.

“But what happened to them?” asks Edie

“Many things,’ replies Mr. Willer. “Some were
burned as witches, some were put in insane asylums.
Fifteen years ago one was lynched in a small town
called Pashville. Yes, indeed. Many things happen.”

The two others stare at him.

“Yeah?” says Hank. “How come you're in such
good shape, then?”

“Ah, that'’s the thing. Look before you leap. I al-
ways have. It pays.”

‘“What-—what do you mean?” asks Edie.

“I mean it's fortunate I was around to hear you
when you broadcast.” Mr. Willer turns to her. *'Lucky
for you I reached you before you went ahead trying
to put this help-the-world plan of yours into effect.”

“I still think it’s a good notion!” says Hank, almost
fiercely.

“Because you're young,” replies Mr. Willer, with a
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slight quaver in his voice. "And idealistic. You
wouldn’t want to expose your wife to the sort of
thing I've mentioned, eh?”

“Anything Hank decides!” says Edie, stoutly.

“Well, well,” says Mr. Willer, shaking his head.
“Well, well, well!” ‘

“Look here!” says Hank. “You can’t tell me there's
no way of putting what we’ve got to good use.”

“Well . ..” says Mr. Willer.

“Look. If you want out,” says Hank, “you just get
in your car—"’

Mr. Willer shakes his head.

“No,” he says. And suddenly his face lights up with
a smile. He beams at them. “You'd really let me go?”

“Shove off,” says Hank.

“Good!” cried Mr. Willer. He does not move. “Con-
gratulations, both of you. Forgive me for putting you

oth to the test this way but for the sake of every-

body else in the Colony, I had to make sure you were
ready to go through with it before I told you anything.”

“Colony?” says Edie.

“Anything?” says Hank.

Nine hours later, just at dusk, a small, gray 1937
sedan in good repair is to be seen approaching the
gate of a certain military installation in New Mexico.
It stops at the wide gate and two MPs in white hel-
mets approach it. There is a short conversation be-
tween them and the driver, and then they march
rather stiffly and woodenly back to their small,
glassed-in gatehouse. The sedan proceeds on into the
interior of the installation.

A little under an hour later, after several more like
conversations, the sedan parks. Its three occupants
leave it for another gate, another guard, another com-
pound within another area, and finally find them-
selves standing at the foot of an enormous tall,
tapering metallic creation. _

There are some half-dozen guards around this cre-
ation, but after a short conversation with the oldest
of the party they have all stretched out beside their
weapons and gone to sleep.
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‘“Here we are,” says the oldest of the party, who is,
of course, Mr. Willer.

The other two are speechless and stare at the enor-
mous ship beside them. They seem rather impressed.
. “Will it—" falters Edie, and then her voice fails

er.

“Will it take the two of you to Venus? Absolutely,”
says Mr. Willer, fondling the smooth head curve of
his malacca walking stick. “I had a long talk with
one of the chief men who designed it, just a week
ago. You just follow these instructions—" He reaches
for an inside pocket of his coat and withdraws a
typewritten sheet of paper, which he hands to Hank.
“Just run down the ﬁst on this, doing everything in
order and off you go.”

Hank takes the paper rather gingerly. “Seems like
stealing,” he mumbles.

“Not when you stop to think,” says Mr. Willer.
“It’s for the Colony, for the ultimate good of human-
ity.” He puts a wrinkled hand confidentially on Hank's
arm. “My boy, this has come so suddenly to both of
you as to be quite a severe shock, but you will adjust
to it in time. Fate has selected you two young people
to be of that dedicated band of psychical pioneers
who will one day lift humanity from this slough of
fear and pain and uncertainty in which it has wal-
lowed ever since the first man lifted his face to the
skies in wonder. Have faith in your own destiny.”

“Yeah,” says Hank, still dou%tful. But Edie is gaz-
ing with shining eyes at Mr. Willer.

“Oh!” she says. “Isn’t it wonderful, Hank?"

“Yeah,” says Hank.

“Well, then,” says Mr. Willer, patting them both
on the arm and pushing them gently to the metal
ladder of a framework tower that stretches up along-
side the ship. “Up you go. Don’t worry about the
controls. This is built on a new, secret principle. It’s
as easy to drive as a car.”

“Just a minute!” cries a sudden, ringing voice. They
all hesitate and turn away from the ship. Approach-
ing rapidly through the air from the northwest is
something that can only be described as a scintillant
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cloud of glory. It swoops in for a landing before them
and thins away to reveal a iall, handsome man in a
tight sort of coverall of silver mesh.

“Up to your old tricks, again, Wilo, aren’t you?"” he
barks at Mr. Willer. “Can’t keep your hands off?
Want everything your own way, don't you?”

“Fools rush in,” says Mr. Willer, “where angels
fear to tread.”

“What?” demands Hank, looking from one to the
other. “What'’s all this about? Who're you?”

“You wouldn’t understand if I told you,” says the
tall man. “The point.is, having psi-talents puts you
under my protection. Half a dozen people a year I
have to come chasing in and rescue. And all on ac-
count of him!” He glares at Mr. Willer.

~ “I still don’t—" Hank begins.

“Of course not. How could you? If Wilo here had
started leaving things alone as little as a hundred
years ago, you humans would have developed into
probationary members of Galactic Society by this
time. Natural evolution. More psi-talents in every
generation. Recognition of such. Alteration of local
society. But no, not Wilo. The minute he discovers
anyone with psi-talent he points them toward de-
struction. I have to save them. The only safe way to
save them with Wilo around is to take them off the
plalget. Wilo knows this. So—no progress for human-
ity.

Hank blinks a couple of times.

“But how come?” he cries, staring at Mr. Willer.
“He’s one himself! I mean, he can do all sorts of
things Edie and I can’t do—"

““Nonsense!” says the tall man. “He's just sensitive.
An antenna, you might say. He can feel when real
ones are sending.”

“But—the ashtray . ..” falters Edie.

“There, there, I scan you perfectly,” soothes the
tall man. “IHusion. Nothing more. Even an ordinary
intelligence can learn something in a hundred and
eighty-four years and some months, after all. Wilo,
Master Hypnotist. That’s the way he used to bill
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himself back in his days on stage. He hypnotised you,
just as he hypnoed these soldiers.”

“With a glance,” mutters Mr. Willer, darkly.

“Unfortunately very true,” says the tall man. He
glares at Mr. Willer again. “If it wasn't for the fact
that we truly advanced civilization members can’t
harm anyone—!"

He turns back to Hank and Edie

“Well,"” he sighs heavily, “come along. This world
will have to stay stuck in its present stage of develop-
ment until something happens to Wilo, or he changes
his mind.”

Edie stares at the old man.

“Oh, Mr. Willer!” she says. “Why can't you let
gegple just go ahead and develop llke Hank and I

“Bah!"’ says Willer. ‘"Humbug!”

“But the world would be a much better place!”

“Young lady!” snaps Mr. Willer. “I like it the way
it is!” He turns his back on them.

“Come on,” says the tall man.

They take off. Mr. Willer turns back to look at
them as they ascend into the new rays of the just-
risen moon and the New Mexico night sky, trailing
clouds of glory as they go.

The clouds of glory light up the landscape.

“Bah!” says Mr. Willer again. With a snap of his
fingers he produces some flash paper which, at the
touch of flame from a palmed match, flares brightly
for a moment. It’s one tiny recalcitrant beacon of
stability and permanence in the whole of the madly
whirling, wildp and evolving universe.



Too helpful a hand is a hinderance.

The R of A

Carter Hoskins had just scalded his tongue on the
morning’s first cup of coffee, and was seated in his
single armchair regarding the livingroom-kitchenette
of his two room apartment through sleep-yellowed
eyes, when the apparition appeared. The apparition
wore something like a green clown suit with purple
polka dots and a skull cap. It was about five feet tall,
with a bulbous nose and long white whiskers.

“Hail!” said the apparition.

““Huh?” said Carter, almost dropping his coffee cup.

“All hail,” said the apparition, somewhat formally.
“May I come in?” Its voice was a bit reedy.

““No,” said Carter. “I mean yes. I mean no.” His
own voice had risen on a slight note of panic; but,
since he was a natural baritone, this still left him a
good octave or more below the tones of his visitor.

“Don’t be silly,” said the apparition, somewhat
Peevishly. It took a deep breath and started in again.
‘All hail, Carter Hoskins. You may call me R. The
great R. I am about to be engaged in R of A work for
your benefit.”

‘“What?” said Carter.

“Don't try to understand,” said R. “As the great R,
I'm the only one who understands. The great R knows

135
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all, directs all. Observe.” He pointed at the table-
model television set in one corner of the room. It
disappeared. ““Now come back,” said the great R. It
winked back into existence.

“I can do anything,” said the great R, rather smugly.

“What—what do you want?” gulped Carter.

“To reconstruct your life,” said R. “That’s the pur-
ose of R of A work. You can trust me,” he added, a
ittle less formally, “because I know everything.”

“You do?” said Carter.

“Oh, yes,” said R.

Carter nervously balanced his coffee cup on the
occasional table alongside his armchair.

“Listen—"" he said. For a fleeting moment he con-
sidered jumping his visitor and tying him up. Carter
was something less than six feet, but high school and
college hockey had given him a good set of muscles.
Then he thought of the television set. “Listen,” said
Carter, "I think you've got the wrong man.”

“No, I haven't,” said R.

“I don’t need any—uh—R of A work."”

“Yes, you do. You really need R of A work. Now
listen, I'll tell you.”

“Tell me what?"”

“How to run your life. Now—"

“Wait a minute!” yelped Carter. “Now hang on. I
don’t want you to tell me how to run my life. [ don't
want you. Besides, I'm late for the office. I got to go,
now.

“That’s right,” said R. “You go to the office. I'll be
right beside you—only invisible. Go ahead.”

“If it wasn't for the fact that this representative
from Tumblen Tool is due in to talk to us today, 1
would have stayed home,” said Carter, as he ap-
proached the downtown bus. He paused, halfway u
the steps. “'I thought you were going to be invisible.”’

“I am,” said R. “To everybody but you. They can't
hear me, either.”

“Something wrong?” said the bus driver, staring
at Carter. Some other people sitting near the front of
the bus were staring, too.
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‘““Nothing—nothing—"" muttered Carter. He got on
the bus, headed back to the empty rear of the vehicle,
and sat down.

“Look muttered Carter, as they proceeded down-
town, “I'm ,just imagining you. You're just an hal-
lucmatlon

“I knew you'd say that,” said R. “They always do.
But it doesn't matter, since we're going ahead with
our work anyway. . . . Oh, there she is.

The bus had just pulled up at a stop. Carter looked—
and gulped. A small, bright-headed girl in a neat
green business suit was geiting on. Her name was
Lucy. She was an illustrator who worked for an ad-
vertising firm in the same office building that held
the office Carter worked in. She was beautiful, usu-
ally ordered tuna salad sandwiches for lunch in the
office building restaurant, and said, “Fifth floor” to
the elevator operator in a smooth, slightly throaty
voice that sent shivers up and down Carter’s spine.
He had never spoken a word to her in the six months
since he had first seen her.

She came to the rear of the bus and sat down,
resting a small brown purse and a large brown paper
portfolio on her knees.

"Ask her for a match,” said R.

“What?” yelped Carter. He yelped out loud. The
irl looked over at him. Carter cleared his throat and
ooked desPerately out the bus window.

“Go on,” said R, “ask her for a match.”

"Certamly not!” hissed Carter under his breath.

““Ask her for a match!"’ shouted R.

"Qult that!” hissed Carter, cringing.

““Not until you ask her. You ought to see yourself.
Everybody'll be looking at you. Ask her—"

"All right, all right—"" whispered Carter. Hur-
riedly, before his nerve was lost entirely, he straight-
ened up and leaned across the aisle toward the girl.
“Uh—"" he said.

She turned violet eyes upon him.

“Gotta match?” said Carter, desperately.

The violet eyes widened. She blm.ked

“But you can’t smoke on a bus,” she said.
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They stared at each other. Then suddenly, the ri-
diculousness of the whole situation piled up in Carter
and he smiled. His smile broadened into a laugh. She
began to laugh, too.

“I'm sorry,” gasped Carter, when he could get his
breath back ”I guess I'm just not very good at pick-
ing girls up

‘Oh, 1 wouldn t call it a pickup,” she said. “I've
seen you around the building where I work lots of
times.”

"I know. I've been watching you. In the hall on the
fifth floor there. And in the restaurant.”

“1 know. You like hot beef sandwiches,” she said.

“You like tuna fish,” he answered. “And your name’s
Lucy. At least that’s what the girls you eat lunch
with call you.”

“Lucy Sandstrom. And you're Carter—"

“Hoskins.”

“Hurray, hurray!” sang R, bouncing on the seat
beside him. “We're on our way!”

Carter hardly heard him.

“... and I'll meet you here at twelve-fifteen for
lunch,” said Carter, as they parted later at the door
of his fifth-floor office.

“Twelve-fifteen.”

“Good-by.”

She drifted off down the hall. Carter turned and
floated through the door into the business offices of
Spencer Leighton Inc., where the office girls were
already settling down to the reports sent in by their
field salesmen. ,

Humming, Carter sat down at his own office man-
ager’s desk at the top of the room and reached for the
first of a pile of incoming letters the girls had bucked
on to him.

“Never mind that,” said R, at his elbow. Carter
blinked slightly and turned to look. R was standing
beside him with a sheet of paper in one hand. “I've
got a script of answers here you've got to memorize.
Now, in just a few minutes—"

“Now listen,” hissed Carter, under his breath, but
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not quite as harshly as he might have before the bus
encounter with Lucy, “I'm grateful for what you've
done for me, but now I've got to get to work. Th

and goodbye."

“Oh, we've only just started,” said R. “I want to
help. You need happiness, wealth and fame. So far
you've only got happiness. Now, you learn these an-
swers I've got written down here—"

“Thanks. No,"” said Carter.

““But you have to learn them—"

“I don't. I won't. And furthermore—"

“Carter!” snapped a new voice. Carter jerked his
head up guiltily to see Mr. Spencer—the front half of
the Spencer-Leighton partnership—standing in the
doorway of his private office. “Come in here when
you get a moment, will you?”

“Yes sir. Right away,” said Carter. Hal ‘Spencer’s
office door closed again. Carter hastily started to
stand up.

“Wait, don’t go in yet,” said R. “The answers—"'

Carter ignored him. He strode over to the office
door, rapped briefly on it, and walked on it.

“There you are, Carter,” said Hal Spencer, raising
his thin face from the correspondence in front of him.
“Sit down.”

Carter took a chair alongside the desk.

““Look, Carter,” said Hal, “you know the name of
this guy coming out from Tumblen Tool?"

“No, I don't,” said Carter.

“Well, it's Jack Eason,” said Hal. “I want you to
remember that and pass it along to Susy. We don’t
want a receptionist who doesn’t recognize the repre-
sentative of one of our best customers when he ar-
rives. Now, here’s the set-up. He'll be in about three
this afternoon. As soon as he shows up, you take him
over from Susy and show him right in here.”

R jogged Carter’s elbow.

“’Ask him if he wants you to hang around.”

“Want me to hang around?” asked Carter without
thinking. Hal Spencer looked surprised.

“Why, it might be a good idea, at that. I'll tell you
what, if I invite you to sit down, too, you stick.. If I
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don'’t say anything, fade back to your desk until I call
for you. That way we can play it by ear. Got it?”

“Uh—yes,” said Carter, perspiring, and making mo-
tions below the level of the desktop to shoo R away.

“And make me a reservation for two at the Sunset
Room. I'll be taking him out to dinner later.”

“Want me along on that?” prompted R, in Carter’s
ear.

“Want me—" Carter caught the words before they
were all out of his mouth.

“What?” demanded Hal, staring slightly at him.
“Go on. Speak up.”

“Oh, nothing,” said Carter, sweatily.

“Blast it, Carter,” said Hal, “if you've got any ideas
I want to hear them. I don't know why we can't sell
that tool of theirs. Leighton doesn’t know. The sales-
men have no suggestions. We're on the spot. We
move—or come up with some ideas for moving it—or
they’ll be hunting some other distributing organiza-
tion. Now, what were you going to say?”

“Want me along on the dinner deal tonight?” said

““Want me along on the dinner deal tonight?” said
Carter.

“What can you do?”

Carter hesitated, waiting for a prompt from R. But
it was not forthcoming.

“Well, if nothing else,” he stammered, “it’d help
convince him the whole office was actively interested
in the problem.”

“An idea,” said Hal. He looked at Carter closely.
“I'll think about it. You can hop on that reservation
business, now.”

At lunchtime, he met Lucy at the elevator; and
they went out of the building, and around the corner
to eat lunch at a place where there weren't so many
peoIi':le who would know them. Among other things,
while they were eating lunch, Carter told her about
the representative due from Tumblen Tool.

“But Jack Eason!” said Lucy. “Didn't you say this
Tumblen Tool outfit is in Philadelphia?”
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“Yes,"” said Carter.

“Why, I know him!” said Lucy. “He’s a little taller
than you, and goodlooking—with black wavy hair?”
“I've never seen him,” said Carter, a trifle stiffly.

“I used to go out with him, now and then, at the
University.”

lloh?ll

“I’ll bet I can help you!” said Lucy, excitedly.

‘“Help me?"”

“Why, yes. I know Jack—maybe I can help you
think of some way of handling him. You say these
Tumblen people aren’t very pleased with the way
you've been pushing this combination home tool of
theirs?”

“Our salesman can't seem to move it with the
industrial hardware stores,” said Carter. ‘“The trou-
ble is, there's been so many of that sort of thing put
on the market—you know, the screwdriver with ex-
tra smaller bits and awls kept in a hollow handle.
Actually, the Tumblen outfit's got something really
new and good in their assortment of extra bits and
that spring windup handle with the rachet. But it
looks like just another gimmick to the retailers.”

‘“Can't you tell Jack that?”

“It wouldn’t solve his problem if we did,” said
Carter. “Or Tumblen’s. They want a plan for selling
the tool, not reasons why we can't.”

“Can’t you think of something?” said Lucy. “Jack’s
very definite-minded. He likes things all laid out and
accounted for—"

“You know,” said Carter, with sudden thoughtful-
ness, “that’s an idea.”

“What's an idea? For Jack?”

“No,” said Carter. ‘1 mean for the retailers. You
see, maybe if we could rig up a little metal jig that
would hold a prepared block of varnished wood, our
own screw, and the wound-up tool, our salesman
could stand back and let it work—no hands. The tool
would look like a piece of power machinery working.”

He reached for the paper napkin and took a pencil
from his pocket. “Let’s see,” he mumbled. “Some-
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thing like this—and this—"' He felt the pencil drawn
from his fingers, firmly

“Goodness,” said Lucy. “Where did you learn to
draw? Let me do it.” She reached into her purse,
fumbled around and came up with a five-by-nine file
card. On the white back of this, she began to sketch.

‘“Like this?” she said.

“Well—uh—yes,” said Carter. He felt a nudge at
his elbow and looked around. R was standing there,

oking him with gleeful enthusiasm, nodding at Lucy's
gent head and grinning happily.

When Carter got back, Hal Spencer was still out to
lunch; and, by the time he did return, Carter was
caught up in the pressure of the full day’s work.
Carter saw the older man pass through his office on
the way to the inner office, but he was in the middle
of dictating a reply to one of their suppliers; and, by
the time he had finished that, there was something
else to demand his attention— and the afternoon
slipped by. The sketch Lucy had made for him re-
mained in his center desk drawer.

R had vanished again. For this much, Carter was
thankful. There was a worm in the fact of the other’s

resence that gnawed away at everything R had

rought him. Carter was still up to his ears in work
and chained to his desk when he heard Susy’s voice
cutting across the room.

“‘Oh, yes, Mr. Eason. Just a minute.”

Rising, Carter glanced at the wall clock across the
room. Four-thirty. Where had the afternoon gone? He
strode over to the visitor, looking him over on the
way. Jack Eason was everything Lucy had said, and
perhaps a bit more. The dynamic, good-looking type.
Something inside Carter bared its fangs, slightly, even
as he bared his teeth in a welcoming smile.

“Jack Eason!” said Carter, offering his hand. “I'm
Carter Hoskins, the office manager here. Come along.
Hal Spencer’s been expecting you.”

Eason responded politely. They shook hands. Car-
ter escorted him through the busy office and into
Spencer’s private room.
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“Mr. Spencer,” he said. “Here's Jack Eason, from
Tumblen.”

Hal rose in welcome. He shook hands. He offered
Eason a chair. He did not offer Carter one.

R appeared at Carter's elbow, panting slightly.

“1 almost forgot,” said R. “I got here just in time.
Now.”
“Now"' said Carter, involuntarily out loud.
been looking forward to this. What was that,
Carter?” asked Hal, looking over from his seat be-
hind the desk.

“Could I talk to you outside for a moment?”
prompted R.

“Could 1,” Carter swallowed, “‘talk to you outside
for a moment?”’

"Right now?” Hal frowned. “Well, all right. Just a
minute.” He followed Carter out, closing the door behind
bim. “Now, what is this?"’ he demanded in a low voice.

“That drawing,” said R.

“—just a minute—"" Carter dived for his desk. He
ﬁOt out the sketch and brought it back to Hal. ‘'Look,

ere’s an idea. I didn't get a chance to show it to you
earlier. But you see, we could use this as a sales
aid—" He explained hurriedly.

“Why didn’t you tell me this before?”’ said Hal. He
stared at Carter. “All right, give it here.” He disap-
peared back through the door of his private office.

Carter sighed and turned back to his own desk. R
was sitting on the edge of it, beaming gleefully. Car-
ter stared at him.

“You don’t mean to say you're pleased with that
reaction?” Carter said, sotto-voce.

“Wonderful, wonderful,” bubbled R. “Everything’s
going just right.”

Some twenty minutes later, Eason and Hal Spen-
cer left the office, Hal nodding rather curtly to Carter
as they passed. The office girls started their end-of-
the-day bustle and cleanup, and Carter somewhat
sadly wound up his own day's work.

He brightened, however, when he saw Lucy. She
was waiting by the elevator for him; and they left the
building together.
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“It's all clear,” said Carter. “Will you have dinner
with me, tonight?”

And she said, ‘“Yes, I'll just have to phone home
first.” Which started them off on a new round of
personal discoveries—to wit, the fact that Carter had
a room while Lucy lived in an apartment with her
parents and one younger sister—that lasted up to the
very door of the phone booth in the cocktail lounge
across the street fgom the office building.

Carter was ordering two drinks while Lucy phoned,
when R appeared on the bar stool next to him.

“Aren’t you excited?”” he said to Carter.

Carter frowned at him

“Excited’s hardly the word we use—" he began.

“Oh, that’s right. I forgot, you don’t know anything
about it,” bubbled R. “The turning point of your life
comes up in just two hours and three minutes. Boy,
I'll be right with you!”

“What?” said Carter. “What're you talking about—"
he broke off as Lucy came back from the phone booth
and sat down on the very bar stool R had been
occupying. R winked out of existence just in time.

“What did you say?” Lucy asked.

“Nothing,”’ said Carter. “Just thinking out loud, I
guess. Now, here’s your drink. Where would you like
to have dinner?”

“The Sunset Room,” said R, appearing on top of
the cash register behind the bar.

““No!” cried Carter, involuntarily.

““No what?” asked Lucy, staring at him.

“J-just thinking out loud again,” stammered Car-
ter. ‘I thought of this place, the Sunset Room—"

So they talked about it for the next forty-five min-
utes over a couple more drinks and amongst a num-
ber of other subjects. At the end of that time they
were both slightfy intoxicated, and Carter, at least,
was overwhelmingly in love. Also, they were hungry.

They went to the Sunset Room in a taxi.

When they arrived, they discovered they had for-
gotten all about reservations. They left Carter’s name
with the captain and went into the bar.
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“Why, look,” said Lucy.

Carter looked. He saw-Eason and Hal Spencer sit-
ting at one of the small, round tables. His eyes met
Hal’s, and Hal, beaming, waved them both over.

“Uh—well,” said Carter, as they reached the table
and both men there stood up. “Lucy, this is Hal
Spencer, my boss. Hal, Lucy Sandstrom. You know
Jack, I think.”

“Well, well. Hello,” said Hal. 'You'll join us won’t
you?”’

They all sat down.

“You could have knocked me over with a swizzle
stick,” said Eason to Lucy, “when I saw you in the
doorway there.”

“Well, I knew you were in town. Carter mentioned
you. How has everything been, Jack?” said Lucy.

“Well, shall we all have a drink?”’ asked Carter,
somewhat loudly.

The waitress came and they ordered. Eason and
Lucy developed a little conversation of their own,
full of do-you-remembers and whatever-became-ofs.
Carter hung on the outskirts of their talk until he felt
his elbow nudged; he turned about to see Hal elo-
quently signaling with his eyebrows.

“Excuse me a minute,” said Hal getting up, and
signalling again.

“Uh—me too,” said Carter. They went out together
into the privacy of the foyer.

“What's wrong with you?” snapped Hal, when they
were out of earshot of the bar. “All he’s doing is
talking to her. You look dangerous enough to be
locked up."

“They're old friends,” said Carter, grinding the
words between his teeth. “And I just got to know her,
today.”

“Now listen to me—come on in here,” said Hal. He
led Carter off to one side of the foyer and down three
carpeted steps to the small bar of the taproom. “One
double scotch,” he told the bartender. It came. “Drink
that,” he ordered.

“I don’t want it,” said Carter.

“You'll drink it and like it,” said Hal.
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Carter growled; but poured it down. Hal pounded
him on the back as he strangled.

“Now,” said Hal, when Carter had more or less
recovered. “You listen to me. That sketch you gave
me went over fine. How'd you like to fill a new job
for us—as head of sales promotion?”

“What?" said Carter.

“I feel that this business of selling Eason'll do it—
unless you'd rather trade all this future for a chance
to punch him in the nose.”

‘“He's right,” said R, putting in an appearance right
under the unaware Spencer’s elbow.

“Hell!” said Carter disgustedly. “All right.”

They went back and found that the time of Hal's
dinner reservation had arrived. An arrangement was
made with the captain to fit Carter and Lucy in at
the reserved table. They all went in and sat down to
dinner.

The food was good. The conversation became gen-
eral again; and Lucy smiled at Carter. His spirits
began to rise with the hors-d'oeuvres and continued
up through the soup and salad to the steak. With the
hot apple pie, however, he began to feel that perhaps
he had overeaten—or perhaps that he had had a
drink or two too many before they sat down at the
tabie. He pumped himself full of coffee, but his tran-
sient enthusiasm, now started downhill, continued to
slide with increasing rapidity. He felt, in fact, the
slight beginnings of a hangover, and his own part in
the conversation became more and more monosyl-
labic until he was merely sitting back, sipping his
fourth coffee—which by now was beginning to taste
bitter in his mouth—and listening.

The others seemed to sparkle all the more as he,
himself, lost his lustre. Hal was jovial, the matter of
the combination tool now settled. Lucy was beauti-
ful, and Eason—Carter had to admit it even to
himself—the life of the party. It was impossible not
to laugh at his jokes, it was inevitable to warm to his
outgoing personality. Sinking down into his gloomy
depths, Carter looked up at the star-like luminescences
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of his dinner companions and thought to himself that
Eason and Lucy made a good-looking couple. And
with that thought, he hit rock-bottom.

However, just at that moment, Hal got up and
went off to talk to someone he had just recognized on
the other side of the dining room; and Lucy excused
herself to powder her nose. Carter, left alone, looked
across his coffee cup at Eason with the fatalistic
despair with which a downed Infidel might have
watched a Crusader approaching to finish him off.
Eason leaned across the table toward him.

“That Lucy!” he said.

““Yeah,” said Carter.

“Tremendous, isn't she? She’s always been that
way, ever since grade school. I met her for the first
time in third grade. Yes,” said Eason, reminiscently,
“it was love at first sight. Well, that’s the way it goes.
Time, I mean.”

Oh, yes. Time,” said Carter.

“Never thought I see her again, after I was moved
to Philadelphia. Then running into her like this.

'Scuse me,” mumbled Carter, getting up. “Back
in a minute.”

He slogged off to the entrance and out of the dining
room. A dull fury of self-accusation was curdling
inside him. He looked around for R, but R was no-
where visible. He went over and looked in through
the door of the men’s washroom.

“R!”

There was no response.

“Listen, R!"” he said, ominously. “If you can keep
popping up at the right moment all the time, you can
pop up now. Now, pop!”

R appeared, looking somewhat abashed, in the cen-
ter of tﬂe tiled floor.

“What’s the matter?” he asked.

“What's the matter?”’ cried Carter, squinting a lit-
tle to keep R in focus. “I'm a fake, that’s what! Could
I have any of this on my own? No! All right, I'l] take
promotion. But Lucy—that Eason’s made for her!”

“But listen—but wait—" said R.

“Listen! Never!” snarled Carter. “What d’you think
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I am, a puppet?”’ He repeated the last two words for
emphasis. ‘Bad enough for me.” He brooded darkly.
“Not going to make Lucy a puppet. Who do you
think I am? Dorian Gray? Or Faust?”

“What are you so mad about?”’ wailed R.

“Lucy,” gritted Carter. “Not going to trick her into
life of unhappiness.”

"01'1', but that doesn’t make any difference. You
see—

“Never!” announced Carter. with a wide gesture
that threw him momentarily off balance. “If I can't
win her on my own, I—-I won't, that’s all. Nice thing
to look at her for the next eighty years and know I
tricked her into marriage. So keep your advice! And
to think—" his voice drooped sadly, “I might have
done all this on my own. But I never had the chance.
You had to come along with your advice! Well, I'm
through. I'm leaving it all, job and everything!”

“But I thought you liked it!” wailed R.

“T would, if I'd done it myself! This way’s cheating.
And I'm not going to stand for it! I'm going to take
off and leave them all to sort it out by themselves.
And I hope you're happy! At least I was plugging
along in my own way, not bothering anybody before.
Now, look! You had to stick your big nose in! You
had to mess up my life and everybody else’s!”

R burst into tears. He wailed like a banshee.

“Yeah, cry!"” shouted Carter. “That’s all you can
do. Genius, eh? Superhuman, huh? You're nothing
but a nasty-minded little—little—"

“What's the matter?” cried a woman's voice; and
Carter almost swallowed his tongue as a rather
Amazonian young woman appeared from nowhere in
the middle of the floor. R turned and threw his arms
around her shortskirted legs and howled.

“Mommy!" he wailed.

“What’s going on, here!” cried the woman, turning
flashing, violet eyes on Carter. ‘“What're you doing to
my boy?” She looked down on R and her expression
changed. “Aha!” she snapped.

Reaching down, she took a firm hold on R'’s large
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nose and pulled. Nose and whiskers came off in her
hand revealing a small- boy face.

“So this is what you've been up to!” she said.
““What have you been doing this time? Answer me!”

R only cried harder. She turned her head toward
Carter.

“What did he do?”

“Uh—well—"" babbled Carter, “he’s been telling
me what to do. And—" said Carter, his voice hard-
ening as he remembered his troubles “—wrecking
my life in the process. Telling me how to get successful,
and pick up the girl I wanted to meet, and—

“I was just pretending!” sobbed R. “I was just
playing Rescue the Ancestor, that’s all!”

‘“Rescue the—"" Carter blinked.

“I was a Rescuer. But I didn’t really do anything. I
couldn t.”

“Of course,” said the woman, sharply. ‘““The boy’s
right. The past is immutable. No matter what any-
body from the future does, they can’t change what's
happened. You haven’t been hurt a bit.”

“Haven’t been hurt!” cried Carter. '‘Yesterday I'd
never spoke to the girl—I expected to go on being an
office” manager the rest of my life—and look at me
now.

“Don’t talk nonsense!” said the woman. “Let me
scan.” Her eyes veiled for a second. They they cleared.
“I just had a look,” she said. "It’s just as I told you.
You haven’t done anything but what you did do on
this day, anyway. You haven’t even said a word that
you didn't originally say.”

“You mean I asked for a match on the bus—" said
Carter.

“Of course. Just as I told you.” She reached down
and took R by the arm. ""Now you come along,” she
said. ""And if T ever catch you bothering your great,
great grandfather again, I'll—"

They both disappeared. There was a certain final-
ity about the way they did it this time.

Carter shrugged in a dazed way, turned and wan-
dered out of the washroom. He went back to the
table in the dining room, and sat down. Hal had
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rejoined the group and they were all looking at some
snapshots.

“Oh, Carter!” said Lucy, passing one over to him.
“Look at that! It's Jack’'s boat. He's got it down on
the Chesapeake Bay; and he wants me to come down
to Philadelphia some time and he’ll take me sailing.
Isn't it a perfect boat?”

“Ah—yes,” said Carter, taking the snapshot in his
hand. But he said it with a note of renewed confi-
dence. He was thinking of the violet eyes of R's
mommy. Give or take a few pounds and inches, he
now remembered, that young woman had been the
spitting image of Lucy.

*“A very nice little boat, indeed,” he agreed heartily.



The intrepid climber turns a barricade into a ladder.

One on Trial

The place they emerged into—the General wheezing
a little spasmodically like a man with something
stuck in his gullet, but trying not to show it—was a
pleasant little glade, vaguely tropical in appearance.
The General—everybody called him that now that he
had become a sort of terrible old man, although he
had no real right to the title—paused just inside the
screen of busﬁes; and his companion, the box-like
machine on stilts, also halted.

As they stood there, there was an odd, baritone
moan of pain off in the pines to their right. A sound
like that of a giant quietly suffering. The General
turned, conscious suddenly that he had no direct
memory of how the sanity technicians had brought
him to this place; and a magnificent, black-maned
lion with tawny, rippling fur limped into the clear-
ing, holding his right forepaw awkwardly clear of the
ground.

“Fear not,” said the machine. ‘T will protect you.”

“Who's afraid?” exploded the General. ““I haven't
been scared for forty years. They said war would
shake the guts out of any civilian officer—but it didn't
me. They said I'd never have the brass to put five
billions on the line to open up the Sahara— every

151
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cent I had, every cent I'd ever made. But I did.” He
locked toward the lion, which was gazing off to one
side of them. “Now what? What'd they stick this
beast in here for?”

The machine did not answer. Looking closer, the
General perceived a heavy black thorn embedded in
one pink-and-dirty pad of the upheld paw. The lion
turned its head toward him and again made its low,
heart-rending moan. The General shook his head and
turned away.

“So limp,” he said, and strode off. The machine
trundled after. “‘Quit crowding me!” snarled the Gen-
eral, as he pushed through a small stand of tall ferns
and emerged on a sort of animal track, leading down
amongst gushes and tall purple flowers like lilies. “I
don’t have to explain myself to you.”

“I am only here to hear anything you have to say,”
said the machine, in its pleasant, sexless voice. It
leaned to him almost confidentially, a rectangular,
gunmetal box on four dull-shiny, stiltlike legs of ad-
justable heights. “To accompany you and protect you.
But to demand nothing.”

“You're a cute hunk of junk,” said the General. He
went down around a curve in the path and found
himself on an open hillside. He stopped. “You might
store up in that tin brain of yours one fact,” he said.
“I could have dodged this business, if I'd wanted to.
You think I lived sixty years without finding out how
to get around a simple health law? But no board of
directors are going to run me. . . . This the way out of
here?”

“That could be interpreted as paranoia,” observed
the machine.

“Could it now? Well, well,” said the General, with
the throatily purring pleasure of a tiger lying at its
ease with its eyes closed, cracking bones in its teeth.

“Persons with paranoia are a danger to society,”
said the machine.

"“Society’s yellow,” said the General. He paused.
““No, you wouldn't get that, would you? ... About
that lion; what good would it have done if I'd taken
the thorn out of his paw?”
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“It would have eased his pain,” said the machine.

“Yeah," said the General, like a man sFitting tacks.
“I asked you before—this the way out of here?”

“The only way out of here,” said the machine, “is
for you to discover for gourself. You may save your-
self, or destroy yourself, but those are the only two
alternatives there are for you here.”

The General reached out and pounded with one
skinny, brown, hard fist on the side of a nearby boul-
der of grey- 'Peckled granite half as tall as he was.

“It’s real?” he said.

“Absolutely real,” said the machine. “An illusion
would have no practical curative force. That lion
back there might have killed you.”

“T’ll take my chances with him,” said the General.
He began to descend the slope of the hill among the
ankle-high, sharp-edged grass, setting his feet down
carefully sideways, so that the slick soles of his busi-
ness shoes would not slip. He was a little stiff, and
one ankle joint cracked dryly as he put his weight on
it, the way a knuckled-joint cracks. Halfway down
the slope, he became aware of a faint, thin screaming
off to his right, and stopped to look.

For a second he could make out nothing but the
grass, and then a small stir of brown caught his
attention. He stepped over a few feet and discovered
a large dirty-white hare ¢taught by a noose that encir-
cled its neck and one forepaw. As the general stepped
up close, a small, brown weasel-shaped animal with
lusting red eyes backed rustling into the grass and
disappeared.

The General looked down at the hare which looked
back up at him with the drowning eyes of all helpless
wild animals. The General considered it, his sour,
grey, old-man’s fierce face unmoving.

“Another,” he said. He spoke aside to the machine.
“What was that after it, just now?"”

“A ferret,” said the machine.

The General gave a sort of a humphing grunt, and
turned away, down the slope. The machine rolled
smoothly after him. Behind him, the screaming be-
gan again.
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“You could have let the hare loose,” said the ma-
chine. “You could have given it that much of a
chance.”

Is that so, Doctor?” said the General.

“I am not a doctor,” said the machine. ‘I am a
mecjlanical attendant only. You need not personify
me.

“'T’ll personify your——"" said the General, coarsely.
“You know who I'm talking to. All the fat little peo-
ple who want things nice and cosy. I've killed more
men, directly and indirectly, than one of you greasy
little characters ever saved in your dedicated minus-
cule lives—and I built a new world doing it.”

““No one denies,” said the machine, “that you have
been responsible for great and good changes all over
the planet. However—"'

“Why didn’t you shoot me, if you wanted to get rid
of me?”’ said the General. “By Moses, I would've.”

“We did not shoot you because of a humanity you
were never able to recognize,” said the machine.

“I recognized it all right,” said the General, trip-
ping aver a tree-root at the foot of the slope and
stopping to swear vulgarly at it. He was getting a bit
short of wind, and feeling tiredness. His age showing.
“T just couldn't afford the stuff.” He ducked in under
some low-hanging elm branches and found himself
in woods again. “Where do I go from here?”

“Your path is up to you,” said the machine.

“Onward, then, ' said the General, taking off in the
forest darkness over a thick, soft blanket of pine nee-
dles. He bit his lean old jaws together against the
shadowy chill in this low spot, chill that struck
through his thinness and made him shiver under his
skin for all his determination to hide it. Slow blood,
ancient blood, cool blood— quickly chilled blood and
bones. That's what he was, nowadays. “—The day of
the iron gods is past, and now we set up little mud
idols,” he muttered between teeth carefully closed
and held against chattering.

“I do not know the quotation,” said the machine,
after a slight pause..

“Damn right you don’t,” said the General, warm-
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ing himself with a little spurt of anger; “it’s from
something I wrote myself, for myself.’

“You have written?” said the machine.

“And sketched, and made up songs, and looked at
sunsets, and picked flowers—hell, yes,” said the Gen-
eral. “I've been in love, too, for your information;
though I never saw any reason to get these things
into the papers. Nobody's business but my own.”

“A public character belongs in part to the pub—"
began the machine.

“Go back and tell the public that if they think that,
they’re wrong,” said the General. “They never did
anything for me. I had to do it all for them; and
when I finally got where I was aiming at—" He
tripped suddenly, and fell heavily, wrenching his back
in a painful manner, although the thick bedding of
pine needles he fell on cushioned his fall. He lay
there for a second, then sat up, and tried to get to his
feet. One ankle, he found, was locked and held vise-
like by something.

He looked closer and discovered it was entrapped
by some sort of metal band that had closed upon it.
From the band, a metal chain led to a metal stake
driven almost entirely into the flinty earth below the
pine needles. He tugged on the chain, but the stake
did not stir.

“Cute,” commented the General, through teeth
locked now against the pain in his back. He felt
around in his pockets for something to dig with. He
had always been in the habit of carrying a penknife.
It was not there, of course. Nothing was. After a
moment, he thought of his belt, took it off, and began
to pick away at the dirt around the stake with the
metal buckle. The dirt gave grudgingly. “Come to
think of it,” he said, aside to the machine, “all this
business could be a polite and legal way of shooting
me after all, couldn't it?”

“I assure you,” said the machine, “this is merely
demonstrated psychotherapy, a situation contrived
so that you may i‘;ave an opportunity to discover the
error in your personality and correct it.”

“But it can kill me,” said the General.
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““Excuse me,” replied the machine, “you can force
it to kill you.”

“Thereby revealing a death-wish,” said the Gen-
eral ironically.

““That could be one possible interpretation of your
refusal to dlscover your error in v1ewpomt and cor-
rect it, yes,” answered the machine. “After all, your
decision to undergo this therapy was voluntary—

“In a pig's—" said the General,

“I do not make sense out of that last statement of
yours,” said the machine. "You seemed to fail to
complete the thought.”

“Finish it yourself,” grunted the General, digging
around the stake. He had got down about three inches
on each side, tearing the skin of his fingers, however,
in the process. “I said, the hell it was voluntary.”

The machine said nothing. It stood there in a si-
lence that had something polite about it as the Gen-
eral dug at the earth about the stake with his belt
buckle. As for the General, he went back to talking,
having discovered it took his mind off the sharp ar-
rows of pain now shooting across his lower back.

“I've probably slipped a dlSC or some such stupid
thing,” he told the machine. ‘Yes, I said the hell it
was voluntary. It was go through this rigamarole or
turn half the world over to little fat-brains like that
board of directors.”

“It is merely a question of competency at your
present age,” said 11e machine. “You should not be
set completely aside, only required to surrender ac-
tive control of the five heavy industries and the two
services in question.”

"What other kind of control is there?”’ grunted the
General. “I went from Administration Colonel to Chief
of Staff in two and a half years of war. High as I
could go. Never wore a uniform since—for all the
title stuck; but I could step back into command to-
morrow and make things hum. And those jokers know
it. Same thing with anything else in the world. I'm
the roadblock in the way of every ambitious corpora-
tion head and high executive in the world. Since I
stood the world on end like Columbus did with the
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egg, they all want to try it. They want to get back to
chewing on each others’ throats. Well, I'm not about
to let them.” The General chuckled suddenly, in spite
of his back, “ For lo, the earth is laid in the peace that
I just made, and lo, I wait on thee to trouble it.” ”

“Kipling,” commented the machine, “incorrectly
quoted.””

“Correct or incorrect, who cares if the sense is
there?” said the General. “I'll go buy myself a set of
monkey glands a couple of months from now, go off,
rejuvenate, and come back to plague them as a young
man again. How'd they like that?”

“There is no connection between any fgla.nds pos-
sessed by monkeys and the possibility of rejuvenat-
ing aged humans,” said the machine.

‘You got a tick-tock soul,” said the General. ‘'To
hell with you.” He dug away at the stake for some
moments in silence. He was about eight inches down
now and he laid aside the belt buckle for a moment,
took hold of the stake and tried to shake it loose from
its bed of earth. It did not give.

“They must've got it anchored someplace down in
China,” said the General. He looked up at the ma-
chine. “What happens if I never get loose?” .

“If you do not get loose,” said the machine, “you
will not get loose.”

“I see,” answered the General, "‘dehydration, star-
vation, eventual extinction, eh?”’

“Probably not,” said the machine. “There are a
number of carnivores in the vicinity.”

““Me and the rabbit,” said the General, getting back
to work with the belt buckle. Then he pa for a
second and for the first time heard the noises of the
wood around him—the stealthy rustles, the distant
snapping of a twig, the little undecipherable noises.

“So, you have made the connection,” said the
machine.

“Lo, and stand aghast,” sneered the General. “Is
this the consequences of me own actions come home
to roost at last?” He was not—had never been—a
good mime; and the ridicule with which he attempted
to infuse his words was heavy-handed. He scraped a



158 Gordon R. Dickson

little more dirt out and reached down into the hole
alongside the stake. ‘‘What d’you know?” he said to
the machine. “I've dug out all the earth, but the
stake seems to be accidently caught in the crack of a
boulder. I won't be able to pull it out after all.”

The machine did not answer immediately.

“Well?” said the General. “What's your comment
on that?”

“I have no instructions to cover such a situation,”
said the machine. “I—"

It broke off suddenly, half-turning about. The Gen-
eral looked up and off in the direction in which it
now faced. Amongst the trees and dappled by their
shade, some dozen yards off, stood the black-maned
lion, one sore paw still upraised. As the General’s
eyes met the beast’s yellow ones, the lion rumbled
softly in its chest, and limped forward a step.

“Still waiting for instructions?” said the General,
in a low, calm, even tone, looking at the machine.

“I am still—"" began the machine and stopped again.

“Something gone wrong with the machinery?” asked
the General, grinning sourly. The lion moved several
steps nearer. In the gloom, the General could see its
tail swinging back and forth, although still held low.
The machine did not answer.

“I take it you're not going to protect me,” said the
General.

“I have no instructions—"

“I suppose Carnway is behind this,” said the Gen-
eral, “or Chandra Lal—or the Eastern Transport
bunch, eh?”

“I have no knowledge—"'

“Sure,” said the General, eyeing the lion, who was
beginning to hunch its shoulders a little, its tail mo-
tionless, and rising slowly as its eyes glowed un-
movingly upon him. I wondered if they’d stick their
necks out this much. It’s just what I need. And just in
time, too—for now I see the error of my ways. You
hear me? How could I rob all those poor widows and
orphans? How could 1 be so hard-hearted to my busi-
ness enemies? Now I see it all—what I lacked was
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compassion, the kind of compassion that risks death
to take a thorn from the paw of a suffering lion, or
the trouble to release a rabbit from the trap where
he’s lying and squeaking, all helpless. I see it-all now.
Halleluiah! And from this day forward I intend to
mend my ways, making reparation to all those I have
wronged. How’s that?” demanded the General, look-
ing over at the machine. “Think my life’s worth
saving, now? Therapy successful?”

The machine haf—tumed toward the lion, then
abruptly froze. A peculiar shiver ran over it. A faint,
rattling noise issued from its talk-box, and suddenly
its spiky limbs gave way and it fell stiffly over side-
ways onto the pine needles.

“Well, now, boys,” said the General, speaking to no
one but the empty air. “This was a migﬁfy cute trick
you pulled; and if just one of you had thought of it,
and done it all on his own, it might have worked.
You might take a lesson from that—a good man
doesn’t need any help with his dirty work.” He looked
once more at the lion, who was now just about ready
to charge, and began to cough.

His coughing interrupted the tensing of the lion.
The big cat straightened up slowly from its incipient
crouch. Its tail lowered and began to twitch once
more. The General went on coughing; and his coughs
progressed from just a polite hack to a whoop, and
then to a tearing, retching paroxysm that twisted his
body double convulsively and caused saliva to glis-
ten at the thin corners of his mouth. Bent over, he
coughed like a man who was tearing his lungs out;
and, after a few long seconds, a small black object
flew from his lips.

He straightened up and cut off the coughing with
an effort. His lean hand scrabbled for the black
object—it was a tiny cylinder—and clawed it up out
of the pine needles. He held it before him, pinched it,
and swung it in a short arc.

Flame spurted near-invisibly from the object’s fur-
ther end, and an arc of fire sprang suddenly up be-
fore the lion as the pine needles along a thin curved
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line there burst into flames. The lion sprang into the
air like a startled tabby cat, and disappeared.

The dry pine needles caught rapidly. A limb of a
nearby spruce caught and crackled alight quickly—
almost too quickly, a part of the General’s mind
noted, for a live and growing tree. But he, mean-
while, still coughing, was bent over, directing the
fierce near-invisible pinpoint of flame from the %lack
cylinder at the metal chain, which melted in two
before it like a chain of lard. Coughing again from
the smoke, the General scrambled creakily to his
feet. The nearer trees were ablaze now, and the fire
in the pine needles was spreading. The General turned
and stumbled hurriedly away from it, bursting once
more out of the trees and onto the hillside, up which
he panted.

There was noise all around him, a crying and shout-
ing of animals, the gathering roar of the fire, and
occasional crash of a falling tree. Gusts of smoke
blew to him intermittently, and, as he reached the
top of the hill, somewhere ahead above the upper
forest a section of the sky fell out, leaving a black
rectangle reaching halfway up the firmament. Cough-
ing the smoke out of his raw lungs, the General
grunted in satisfaction.

He plunged into the upper forest, shuffling now in
an old man'’s stubborn run. A great, fat boa-constrictor
wriggled by him; and the General'’s fingers closed on
the black cylinder. But the snake paid him no atten-
tion. It, like the lumbering porcupine they both passed,
and the young dear, brown eyes glazed with fright,
who passed them, was in flight from the flames be-
low; and all were heading toward the black empty
section of sky ahead—from which a strong current of
air was now blowing into the draft of the fire.

Thé fire, the general saw, was threatening to ring
them all, being held back directly behind them by
the incoming draft but spreading rapidly in two horns
of a crescent on either hand. He passed a small ante-
lope limping, with one leg broken, and a wildcat
shrieking high in an oak tree. He splashed through a
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small pool, missed his footing, and flung out a hand
to a floating log.

A small brown figure pounced at it, teeth bared.
The General stared. It was a ferret—surely the same
one he had seen stalking the noosed rabbit. It chal-
lenged him to share its log, tiny teeth bared.

Grinning suddenly—though the unusual spasm of
facial muscles set him coughing again,—the General
reached out with one hand and scooped it off the log,
holding it with painful firmness by the nape of its
neck, while it squirmed and twisted to get at his
hand or wrist.

“Okay—pardner,” gasped the General, in a hoars-
ened voice. “We'll make it out together, you and L.
Then you can get back to your rabbits; and me to
Carnway and the rest. All I gambled for was for them
to stick their necks out—to really try for me by break-
ing laws. Now I'll go chop!”’

The General waded forward out of the pool, stum-
bled over a hollow in the ground, and turned one
ankle—but limped grimly on

“...they had any sense,” he rattled hoarsely to the
kicking ferret, “they'd see I was necessary. Like you,
pardner. The me—ne, just the way I am. Wid-
ows and orphans. If I was the sort cared about wid-
ows and orphans how the hell could I stand the
world on end?”

His hurt ankle turned under him suddenly; and he
went down on one knee. The flames were roaring up
the slope behind him. He found a stick and hoisted
himself up again. He lurched onward.

“Hang on,” he snarled at the ferret. ‘'Another fifty
yards. I can see it now, through the trees, the section
where they opened up this crazy house. There'll be
rescue squads from all over the city out there.” He
laughed hoarsely, and it started him coughing again.
“Catch them starting anything now....”

Just then, the General broke through some juniper
bushes and saw the black corner of the opening gap-
ing through a wall of holly trees before him. He
lurched toward it; and as he did so, the ferret man-
aged to get itself turned around at last in his grasp
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and it sank its small needles of teeth into the ball of
his thumb.

“You little bastard,” snarled the General fondly,
shaking the small beast loose from its toothhold, and
cuddling it harshly to him as he limfed on, stum-
bling but triumphant, through the holly trees’ sharp
fingernails and on into the exit.



Since “the gates of heaven are lightly locked,” a little
child may pass where wiser elders would falter.

The Queer Critter

Play your guitar, Little Lonie, play it loud. Play Down
In the Holler, play Catbird's A-Cryin’, and play Spring-
field Mountain.

Walk down the road, Little Lonie. Walk down the
mountain road in the ten o'clock morning of an early
spring day with the sun shining on the brush and the
pines all green under the blue sky and the dust a-rising
like puffs of smoke from the road where your shoe-
feet hit. Walk down the dip and around the bend and
into the little holler, the far holler; and meet the
Queer Critter that’s waiting for you there.

Little Lonie?"” it says, when you get to the bottom
of the holler.

And you look right and you look left; you look high
and you look low; and there you see it setting, under
a bramble bush. It's a cross between a spider and
something awful pretty and first off it don't seem
right it can talk to you.

“Where's your mouth?” you say.

““Haven't got any, Little Lonie,” it says.

“Where's your eyes?”’ you say. ‘‘How come you can
see me?”’

“Haven't any eyes either,” says the Queer Critter.

163
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“1 manage though. Don’t you fret ahout me, Little
Lonie. Sit down and talk a spell.”

And, half without knowing why you do it, you sit
down with your guitar across your knees.

“Who be you?” you ask.

“Just a Queer Critter,” it says, “from a long ways
off. Further than you can think, Little Lonie, and
then a far piece yet. But the main thing is, Little
Lonie. I'm not a human man, nor a human woman,
either.”

“Didn't ﬁgure you was,” you say.

“You see,” says the Queer Critter, ‘I been sitting
by myself a long ways off; and I been hearing things
agout human folk. I ﬂea.rd so much I figured I'd come
ask about them; and who should I meet this fine
spri‘rI:,%l morning but you, Little Lonie.”

‘“What-all you been hearing?’’ you ask.

“A pile of things,” it answers back. “Some little
good, but a great most bad. A real heap bad. Way out
where I come from, Little Lonie, there's some that
think human folk ought to be locked up where they
are right now and never let go nowhere. And there’s
;:ven”some others say they oughtn't be allowed to

ive.

That kind of makes you laugh.

“T know folks like that,” you say.

“You do?” says the Queer Critter.

“Why sure,” you say. “They's always some a little
sour and some a trifle skeered; but you can get ‘'em
out of it.”

“How do you get them out of it?” asks the Queer
Critter.

“Times by talking,” you say, “times by E!laying
them out of it. Me and my guitar got a song for near
every trouble.”

“That so?” it says, real polite for a Queer Critter,
‘‘now, suppose someone was to come up to you and
say that spite of Scripture there’s mighty few among
human folk loves their fellow man—or their fellow
critter, either.”

“ , I'd figure,” you answer, letting your fingers
kind og stray on the steel strings of the guitar, “I'd
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figure the one as said that had been hearing too
much from other folks that were plumb born worri-
ers. I'd figure he didn't know folks like I know them.
For a one like that, I'd figure he's forgotten all the
lovin’ couples and all the mothers that love their
children; and I'd sing him some love songs and some
cradle songs.”

“That’s all right about that,” says the Queer Crit-
ter, ‘‘but how about them not loving critters?"’

“Why, bless you,” you says, "there’s a great heap
of folks love critters. Why, I could sing you any num-
ber of dog-lovin’ and horse-lovin’ songs. I even know
one fish-lovin’ song.” )

"Maybe that's true,” it says, ‘‘but those are critters
folks already know.”

“What'’s that got to do with it?"”’ you says back.
“Was a time each didn’t know them—they just learned,
is all. You figure nobody’s born knowing horses, or
dogs, or fish. All a body’s born with’s the lovin’ feel.
You got that, you kin learn to love ary critter, be you
given a chance.”

“Might be that's so,” admits the Queer Critter,
“but you got to admit human folk do a lot of terrible
fighting and killing.”

“I can’t deny that,” you says, "“but fighting, it comes
out of pure unhappiness. Fighting and killing comes
usual out of pure misery. Leave it up to most ary
man or woman I know and he won't fight nor kill
long as he’s feeling good and happy.”

“Well,” says the Queer Critter, ‘and whose fault is
it that a man’s unhappy, if it isn’t his own? Hasn't he
had a chance to make the world a happy place?”

“Reckon he has,” you says, “if you want to call it a
chance. But shucks, I call it just a little old part of a
chance.”

“Don’t see how you figure that, Little Lonie,” it
says.

‘Don’t take figuring,” you says, “just stands to
reason, that’s all.”

“That’s a mighty weak answer, Little Lonie,” says
the Queer Critter.

“Might be for some people,” you says, minding
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yourself of the distance you got yet to go, and getting
to your feet. “Might be for just about anybody but
the most of folks. Heard tell once folks all lived in
caves, though I could never get it straight if that was
afore the Flood or after. Might be Adam and Eve
found a cave to live in after they got throwed out of
the Garden. Might be Noah and his folks all had to
hunt up a cave when the water went down. Don’t
make no difference, for the point is, they didn't stay
in them caves. 'Cause that's folks. They just got to
change things; and wasn’t never no change made yet
without some dust-up in the doing of it. S%mcks, folks
ain't angels—they're folk! When you get back to them
as have been saying so much about human folk, you
tell'm that. FoH‘(l got two things. Most of them try,
and most of them got the right feelin's to start with;
and if they ever come visiting thataway, tell your
friends to remember that; and tﬁey and human folks'll
get along just fine.”

“I'll do that, Little Lonie,” says the Queer Critter.
“Now you just stand back away from my lightnin’
rod things here, and I'll be on my way.”

And with that the Queer Critter aims a couple of
shiny rods at the ground and all of a sudden, swishpop,
it's gone, and you don't see it no more.

So you'scratch your head for a minute, looking at
the place where it set. Then you shrug your shoul-
ders, Little Lonie, and turn back onto the road, head-
ing up the far side of the holler and all along on
down the way to the next place to stop. And the sun
comes through the pines; and the birds bounce on
the bramble branches; and you swing the guitar
around so that it hangs by its shoulder cord in front
of you where your fingers can reach.

For out of pure happiness you feel like singing. And
you go on down the road playing and singing a new
song just come into your head but one that you'll be
playing on many a doorstep to come. For it's a pretty
tune and it's called Great Day A’Dawnin’.



Mighty trees from hopeful seedlings grow. For that
girl called Hope "is the twig, and the shoot, and the
seed, and the bud . . . of eternity itself.”

Twig

For four hours Twig had been working up her cour-
age to approach the supply post. Now in the pumpkin-
colored afternoon light of the big, orange-yellow sun,
she stood right beside one of the heavy rammed-
earth walls. From the slice of dark interior seen
through the partial opening of the door not two me-
ters from her, came the sound of a raucous and
drunken tenor—not a young tenor, but a tenor which
cracked now and then on the dryness of a middle-
aged t.hroat—singing.

. "As game as Ned Kelly, the people would say,
“As game as Ned Kelly,” they say it today . .

It would have been something, at least, if the ac-
cent of the singing voice had been as Australian as
the ballad of the old down-under outlaw who, wear-
ing his own version of armor, had finally shot it out
with the police and been slain. But Hacker Illions
had never seen the planet Earth, let alone Australia;
and his only claims to that part of Sol Il were an
Australian-born mother and father, both over twenty
years dead and buried here on Jinson’s Planet. Even
Twig knew that Hacker had no strong connection
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with Ned Kelly and Australia, only a thread of one.
But she accepted his playing the Aussie, just as she
accepted his foolishness when drunk, his bravery when
sober and his wobbly but unceasing devotion to the
Plant-Grandfather.

Hacker had been drinking for at least the four
hours since Twig had arrived at the supply post. He
would be in no shape to talk sense to now. Silent as a
shadow, light as a flicker of sunlight between two
clouds, Twig pressed against the coarse-grained earth
wall, listening and trying to summon up the courage
to go inside, into that dark, noisome, hutchlike trap
her own kind called a building. There would be oth-
ers in there beside Hacker—even if only the Factor of
the supply post itself. There might even be others as
drunk as Hacker, but worse-minded, men who might
try to catch and hold her with their hands. She shiv-
ered. Not only at the feel in her imagination of the
large, rough hands; but with the knowledge that if
they did seize her, she would hurt them. She would
not be able to help herself; she would have to hurt
them to make them let her go.

Sinking down into a squatting position beside the
earth wall, Twig rocked unhappily on her heels, si-
lently mourning inside herself. If only Hacker would
come out, so that she would not have to go in after
him. But for four hours now, he had not left the
building. There must be some place inside there where
he could relieve himself; and that meant he would
not have to leave the building until he ran out of
money or was thrown out—and the posse must now
be less than an hour from here.

“Hacker!” she called. “Come out!”

But the call was only a whisper. Even alone with
Hacker, she had never been able to raise her voice
above that whisper level. Normally, it did not mat-
ter. Before she had met Hacker, when she had only
the Plant-Grandfather to talk to, she had not needed
to make sounds at all. But now, if she could only
shout, like other humans. Just once, shout like the
human she actually was . . .
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But her aching throat gave forth nothing but a hiss
of air. The physical machinery for shouting was there,
but something in her mind after all those years of
growing up with only the Plant-Grandfather to talk
to would not let it work. There was no time left and
no choice. She pulled taut the threads that bound the
suit of bark tightly about her body. Hacker had al-
ways wanted her to wear human clothes; they would
give her more protection against ordinary men, he
said. But anywﬁere except in a closed box like this
building, no other human could catch her anyway;
and she could not stand the dead feel of the materials
with which other humans covered their bodies. She
took a deep breath and darted in through the half-
open door

She was almost at Hacker's side before anyone
noticed her, so light and swift had been her dash
across the floor. None of them there saw her passage.
Hacker stood, one of his elbows on a waist-high shelf
called a bar. It was a long bar that ran along the
inside wall of the room with space for the Factor to
stand behind it and pass out glasses and bottles. The
Factor was standing there now; almost, but not quite,
opposite Hacker. Facing Hacker, on Hacker's side of
the shelf, was a man as tall as Hacker, but much
heavier, with a long black beard.

This man saw her first, as she stole up beside
Hacker and tugged at his jacket.

‘““Hey!” shouted the black-bearded man; and his
voice was a deep and growing bass. “Hacker, lookl!
Don’t tell me it’s that wild kid, the one the Plant
raised! It is! I'll be damned, but it is! Where've you
been keeping her hid all this time?”

And just as Twig had known he would, the black-
bearded man reached out a thick hand for her. She
ducked behind Hacker.

“Leave her alone!” said Hacker thickly. “Twig—
Twig, you get out of here. Wait for me outside.”

“Now, hold it a minute.” The black-bearded man
tried to come around Hacker to get to her. A miner’s
ion drill dragged heavily down on a holster fastened
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to the belt at his waist. Hacker, unarmed, got in the
ra(iiy. “Get out, Hacker! I just want to look at the
i !“

““Leave her, Berg,” said Hacker. ‘I mean it.”

“You?" Berg snorted. “Who're you but a bum I've
been feeding drinks to all afternoon?”’

““Hacker! Come!” whispered Twig in his ear.

“Right. All right!” said Hacker with drunken dig-
nity. “That the way you feel, Berg . . . Let’s go, Twig.”

He turned and started toward the door. Berg caught
him by the looseness of his leather jacket and hauled
him to a stop. Beyond the black beard, Twig could
see the Factor, a fat, white man, leaning on his el-
bows on the shelf of the bar and smiling, saying
nothing, doing nothing.

““No, you don't,” said Berg, grinning. “You're
staying, Hack. So's the kid, if I've got to tie you both
up. There’s some people coming to see you.’

“See me?”’ Hacker turned to face the black beard
and stood, swaying a little, peering at the other,
stupidly.

“Why sure,” said Berg. “Your term as Congress-
man from this district ran out yesterday, Hacker.
You got no immunity now.”

Twig's heart lurched. It was worse than she had
thought. Hacker drunk was bad enough; but some-
one deliberately put here to feed him drinks and keep
him until the posse caught up, was deadly.

““Hacker!” she whispered desperately in his ear.
“Run now!”

She ducked around him, under the arm with which
Berg was still holding him, and came up between the
two men, facing Berg. The big man stared at her
stupidly for a moment and then her right hand
whipped in a backbhand blow across his face, each
finger like the end of a bending slender branch, each
nail like a razor.

“What?” bellowed Berg jovially, for her nails were
so sharp that he had not immediately felt the cuts.
“You want to play too—"

Then the blood came pouring down into his eyes,
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and he roared wordlessly, letting go of Hacker and
stumbling backward, wiping at his eyes.

“What are you trying to do? Blind me?"’ he shouted.
He got his eyes clear, looked down at his hands and
saw them running with his own blood. He roared
again, a wild animal furious and in pain.

“Run, Hacker!” called Twig desperately. She ducked
in under Berg’s arms as he made another clutch on
her, lifted his drill from its holster and shoved it into
Hacker's belt. “Run!”

Berg was after her now, but even without the blood
running into his eyes, he was like a bear chasing a
hummingbird. Twig was all around him, within reach
one moment, gone the next. He lumbered after her, a
madman with a head of black and red.

Hacker, woken at last to his danger and sobered,
was backing out the door, Berg’s drill in his hand,
now covering both the Factor and Berg.

““Leave off, Twig!”’ Hacker cried, his voice thin on
the high note of the last word. ““Come on!”

Twig ducked once more out of the grasping hands
of Berg and flew to join Hacker in the doorway.

“Get back, Berg!" snarled Hacker, pointing the drill.
“I'll hole you if you come any farther!”

Berg halted, swaying. His mouth gapped with a
flicker of white teeth in his black and crimson mask.

“Kill you ..."” he grunted hoarsely. “Both. Kill you

“Don’t try it,” said Hacker. “Less you want to die
yourself first—from now on. Now, stay, and that means
both of you, Factor. Don't try to follow. —Twig!”

He slipped out the door. Twig followed. Together
they ran for the forest.

Twig touched with her hands the first trees they
came to, and the trunks and branches ahead of them
leaned out of the way to let them pass, then swayed
back together again behind them. They ran for per-
haps a couple of kilometers before Hacker's breath
began to labor hoarsely in his lungs and he slowed to
a walk. Twig, who could have run all day at the
speed they had been keeping, fell into a walk beside
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him. For a little while he only struggled to get his
breath back as he went.

“What is it?”" he asked at last, stopping so that he
would be able to hear Twig's whispered reply.

“A posse, they call it,” she said. “Ten men, three
women, all with drills or lasers. They say they’ll set
up a citizen's court and hang you.”

“Do they?” grunted Hacker. He stank mightily of
alcohol and ugly anger. But he was most of the way
back toward being reasonably sober now; and Twig,
who loved him even more than she loved the Plant-
Grandfather nowadays, had long since gotten used to
his smells. He sat down with a thump, his back
against a tree trunk, waving Twig down to sit also.

“Let’s sit and think a bit,” he said. “Plain run-
ning’s not going to do any good. Where are they
now?”

Twig, who was already sitting on her heels, got up
and stepped forward to the tree against which Hacker
was sitting. She put her arms around the trunk as far
as they would reach, laid her cheek against its dear,
rough bark, closed her eyes and put her mind into
the tree. Her mind went into darkness and along
many kilometers of root and by way of many chil-
dren of the Plant-Grandfather, until she came to the
littlest brothers, whom other humans said were like
a plant called “grass” back on Earth. Less than forty
minutes walk from where she and Hacker were, some
of the littlest brothers were feeling the hard, grim
metal treads of human vehicles, pressing down tq
tear and destroy them.

“Peace, littlest brothers, peace,” soothed Twig’s
mind, trying to comfort them through the roots. The
littlest brothers did not feel pain as the variform Earth
animals and humans like Twig felt it; but in a differ-
ent way they felt and suffered the terrible wrongness
that was making them not to be in this useless, waste-
ful fashion. Those being destroyed wept that they
had been born to no better purpose than this; and,
down below all living plants on the surface of Jinson's
Planet, the Plant-Grandfather echoed their despair in
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his own special way. He was weary of such destruc-
tion at the hands ot alien men, women and beasts.

“Peace, Grandfather, peace,” sent Twig. But the
Plant-Grandfather did not answer her. She let go of
the tree, stepped back from it and opened her eyes,
returning to Hacker.

“They're riding in carriers,” she told him. From
the grass, the trees looking down on the passing car-
riers, she could now describe the open, tracked vehi-
cles and the people in them as well as if her human
eyes had actually seen them. ‘“When they first started,

ere were eight of them, and they were only walk-
ing. Now there are five more who brought the carri-
ers. They can catch up to us in half an hour if we stay
here. And the carriers will kill many trees and other
children of the Grandfather before they come to us.”

“T’ll head for the High Rocks district, then,” said
Hacker. The frown line was puckered deep between
the blue eyes in his stubbled, bony face. “They’ll
have to leave their vehicles to follow me on foot; and
there’s little for them to tear up and hurt. Besides,
there they’ll chase me a month or weeks and never
catch me. Actually, you're the one they really want to
catch so they can make you tell where they can find
the Grandfather; but they daren’t try that while I'm
alive to tell the law. We've still got some law here on
Jinson's Planet; and supraplanetary law beyond that.
That reminds me—"

He fished with two fingers in a shirt pocket under
his jacket and came out with a small slip of writing
cellulose. He passed it over to Twig.

“While I was still down at Capital City with the
Legislature,” he said, “I got the Governor-general to
send for an ecology expert from the Paraplanetary
Government, someone with full investigative powers,
legal and all. That’s his name.”

Twig squatted down once more and unfolded the
cellulose strip which had been bent double to fit the
small shirt pocket. She was proud of her reading
ability and other schooling, which Hacker had gotten
for her with a teaching machine he had carried up-
country himself; but the original printing on this
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sheet had been in blue marker and Hacker’s sweat
had dimmed it to near unreadability.

“John . .. Stone,” she read off aloud finally.

“That's the man.” Hacker said. “I had it fixed so
the whole business of sending for him was secret. But
he was supposed to land two days ago and be on his
way upcountry here to meet me now. He shouldn't
be more than a day’s walk south of here on the
downcountry trail. He's been told about you. You go
meet him and show him that piece of paper. Bring
him up to date about what’s going on with the posse
and all. Meanwhile I'll lead that crew around the
High Rocks and down to Rusty Springs by late noon
tomorrow. You and Stone meet me there, and we'll
be waiting for the posse when they catch up.”

“But there's only going to be two of you, even
then,” protested Twig.

“Don’t you worry.” Hacker reached out, patted the
bark covering her shoulder and stood up. “I tell you
he’s a supraplanetary official—like someone from the
police. They won't risk breaking the law with him
there. Once they know he's around, none of these
croppers that want to burn out new farming fields
from the Grandfather’s woods will dare try anything.”

“But when he goes again—" Twig also rose to her
feet.

“By the time he goes,” said Hacker, “he’ll have
recommended a set of laws for the legislature that’ll
stop those forest-burners for all time. Go south now,
Twig; and when you find him stay with him. If that
posse’s out after me, it’s out after you, too, if it can
just find you.”

He patted her shoulder again, turned and went off
through the trees, moving at a fast walk that was a
good cross-country pace—for anyone but Twig.

Twig watched him go, wanting badly to go with
him, to stay with him. But Hacker would be right, of
course. If what was needed was this John Stone from
another world, then he was the one she must go and
find. But the unhappiness of everything—of every-
thing all around here and to all the things she loved—
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was overwhelming. When Hacker was gonme, she
dropped face down on the ground, hiding her face
against it, spreading her arms as if she could hold it.

‘“Plant-Grandfather!” she called, letting her mind
only cry it forth, for it was not necessary to touch one
of the plant children when she called the Grandfa-
ther. But there was no answer.

“Plant-Grandfather!"’ she called again. ‘‘Plant-
Grandfather, why don’t you answer?"’ Fear shook her.
“What's the matter? Where have you gone?”

‘“Peace, little running sister,” came the heavy, slow
thought of the Grandfather. “I have gone nowhere.”

“I thought maybe people had found you there un-
der the ground,” said Twig. ““I thought maybe the
had hurt you—killed you—when you didn’t answer.”

“Peace, peace, little runner,” said the Grandfather.
“I am tired, very tired of these people of yours; and
maybe sometime soon I may actually sleep. If so,
whether I will wake again, I do not know. But do not
believe I can be killed. I am not sure anything can be
killed, only changed for a while, made silent until it
is remembered by the universe and regrown to speak
once more. I am not like your people who must be
one form only. Whether I am root or branch or flower
makes no difference to me. I am always here for you,
little runner, whether I answer you or not.”

Twig's tears ran down her nose and dampened the
earth against her face.

“You don't understand!” she said. “You can die.
You can be killed. You don’t understand. You think
it’s all just sleeping!”

“But I do understand,” said the Plant-Grandfather,
“I understand much more than any little runner,
who has lived only a moment or two, while I have
lived long enough to see mountain ranges rise and
fall again. How can I die when I am more than just
the thing of woody roots these people would find and
destroy? If that is gone, I am still part of every plant
thing on this world, and my little runner as well. And
if these things should someday be gone, I am still
part of the earth and stone that is this planet; and
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after that, part of its brother and sister planets; and
after that even all worlds. Here, alone, I taught my-
self to speak to all my plant brothers and sisters from
the largest to the smallest. And all the while, on a
world so far away it is lost even to my view, your
people were teaching themselves to speak. So that
now I and you speak together. How could that hap-
pen if we were not all one, all part of each other?”

“But you'll still be dead as far as I'm concerned!”
sobbed Twig. “And I can'’t stand it! I can't stand to
have you dead!”

“What can I say to you, little running sister?” said
the Grandfather. “If you will make it that I am dead,
then I will be dead. But if you will let it be that I
cannot be killed, then I cannot be killed. You will feel
me with you forever, unless and only if you shut out
the feeling of me.”

“But you won't help yourself!” wept Twig. “You
can do anything. You took care of me when I was a
baby, alone. There was only you.I don’t even remem-
ber my mother and father, what they looked like!
You kept me alive and grew me up and took care of
me. Now you want to take yourself away, and I'm
not to care. And you don’t have to give up, just like
that. You could open the ground in front of these
people and let the hot rock out. You could empty the
rivers they drink from. You could send seeds against
them with pollen to make them sick. But you won’t
do anything—nothing but lie there until they find
you and kilf you!”

“Doing what you say is not the way,” said the
Plant-Grandfather. “It is hard to explain to a little
runner who has only lived a moment, but the uni-
verse does not grow that way. Along that way of
damage and destruction, all things fail and their
growth is lost—and so would mine be. You would
not want me to be sick and no longer growing, would
you, little running one?”

‘“Better that than dead.”

‘“Again, that thought which is no thought. I cannot
make you unsad, small runner, if you insist on sad-
ness. I have put to use many of our brothers and
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sisters, from the littlest to the largest, to keep and
care for you as you grew, alone and away from your
own people, because I wished that you should come
to run through this world and be happy. But you are
not happy; and I, who know so much more than a
small runner, know so little of a greater knowledge
which I have yet to learn, that I do not know what to
do about this. Follow your own sadness, then, if you
must. I am with you in any case, though you will not
believe it—with you, now and forever.”

Twig felt the Plant-Grandfather turning his atten-
tion away from her. She lay sobbing her loneliness to
the earth under her for a little while; but in time her
tears slowed and she remembered the errand on which
Hacker had sent her. She got to her feet slowly and
began to run toward the south, letting the wind of
her passage dry the wetness upon her face.

It did not come at once, but slowly the poetry of
her own motion began to warm the cold lump of fear
and sorrow inside her. If Hacker was right about
what the man John Stone could do, then everything
could be all right after all. Suddenly remembering
that it would be well to check on the posse, she
turned sharply from her original route to angle back
toward the supply post. She came right up to the
edge of the trees surrounding the clearing in which
the post stood, and sure enough, the vehicles and the
men and women were there. She looked out at them
without fear, for like most of her people they saw and
heard poorly in comparison to herself; and, in addi-
tion, the trees and bushes had bent around her to
screen her from any discovery.

She was close enough sa that she could hear clearly
what they were saying. Apparently one of the vehi-
cles had broken a tread ang needed fixing . Some of
the men there were working on its left tread, now
like a huge metal watchband come uncoiled from
around the drive wheels on that side beneath the
open box of the vehicle body. Meanwhile those not
working stood about arguing in the now westering,
late afternoon sunlight.

“...bitch!” Berg was saying. He was talking about
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her. The blood from his facial cuts had stopred flow-
ing some time since, and what had leaked out had
been cleaned away. But he was flushed about the
forehead and eyes where the cuts had parted the
flesh. “I'll hang her in front of Hacker himself, first,
before we hang him when we get them!”

“You'll not,” said one of the women, a tall, middle-
aged, bony female in a short, brown leather jacket
and country leather pants showing a laser in a black
holster over her right buttock. "“First she’s got to talk.
It's that Grandfather plant-devil that really needs
killing. But then she comes into a proper home
somewhere.”

“Proper home—"" shouted Berg, who might have
gone on if another woman-——shorter and heavier, but
wearing a dress under her once-white, knee-length
weathercoat and boots—had not snapped him off
short. This one wore no visible weapon, but her voice
was harsher and more belligerent even than that of
the taller woman.

“Shut it, right there, Berg!"’ said this woman. ‘'Be-
fore you say something you'll be sorry you ever
thought of. There's plans been made for that girl
among the decent croppers’ families. She's been let
run wild all these years, but she’s a child of man and
she’ll come to be a good grown woman with loving
rules and proper training. And don't go getting ideas
about getting your hands on her after we catch her,
either. It’s us wives along on this posse who'll be
making her tell where that Grandfather devil hides,
not none of you men.”

“If youcan ...” growled Berg.

The heavier woman laughed, and Twig shivered
through all her body at the kind of laughter it was.

“Think we couldn’t make you talk?” the heavy
woman said. “And if you, why not a kid like her?"

Twig drew back until the leaves and the bushes
before her hid the vehicles and their passengers from
sight. She had learned all she needed to know any-
way. The vehicles were now held up; so there was no
danger of their catching up with Hacker before he
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reached the High Rocks—a hill region peppered with
rounded chunks and blocks of stone where the vehi-
cles would not be usable. Not that there had been
much chance of their catching Hacker anyway—but
now, at least, she was sure.

She turned and began to run once more southward
in search of the man John Stone, as the sun lost itself
among the trees and began to descend into twilight.

Once more, she ran. And once more the intoxica-
tion of her own running began to warm away the
shivers that had come on her from the overheard
conversation. Now, running, no one could catch and
hold her, let alone do terrible things to her to make
her say where the root-body of the Plant-Grandfather
rested in the earth.

The sun was down now; and the big white moon of
Jinson was already in the sky. It was full, now, and
seemed—once her eyes were adjusted to it—to throw
almost as much ligﬁt as the twlilight sun; only this
was a magic, two-tone light of white and gray with-
out color. In this light the trees and bushes leaned
aside to let her pass, and the littlest brothers under-
foot stretched like a soft gray carpet before her, mak-
ing a corridor of moonlight and shadow along which
she fled so lightly it was as if she went without
touching the earth at all.

There was no effort to her going. She put on speed
and earth, bushes, trees and moonlight swam about
her. Together, they made up the great, silent music
of her passage; and the music swept her away with
it. There was nothing but this—her running, the for-
est and the moonlight. For a moment she was again
only a little runner—even the Grandfather and Hacker
were forgotten, as was the posse with its other hu-
mans. It was as if they had never existed. She danced
with her world in the white-and-black dance of her
limitless running; and it was she and the world alone,
alone and forever.

Twig had run the moon high up into the night sky,
now, and he rode there, made smaller by his isola-
tion in the arch of the star-cap that fitted over the
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world when the sun had gone; and she began to hear
through her mind, which was now fine-tuned to the
plant brothers and sisters whom she passed and who
made way for her, that the individual she ran to find
was close. The brothers and sisters turned the corri-
dor they were making ahead of her to lead her to
him. Shortly beyond the far moonlight and shadow
she saw a different yellow light that brightened and
dimmed. She smelled on the night wind the scent of
dead branches burning, the odor of an animal and a
human man.

So she came to him. He was camped in a small
clearing, where a stream Twig could easily jump
across curled around the base of a large moss-patched
boulder before going off among the trees again. A
small fire was on the far side of the stream; the man
was seated on the other side of it, staring into the
flames, so still and large with his dark outdoor cloth-
ing and clean-shaven face that he seemed for a mo-
ment only another mossy boulder. Beyond him was
one of the large hooved riding beasts that her people
called a horse. This smelled or heard Twig and lifted
its head and snorted in her direction.

The man lifted his head then, looked at the horse
and away from the animal toward Twig.

“Hello,” he said. “Come in and sit down.”

His gaze was right on her, but Twig was not fooled.
In no way could he see her. She was among the trees,
a good four meters from him; and his eyes would be
blinded by the light of his fire. He was simply going
on what his animal had told him.

“Are you John Stone?” she asked, forgetting that
only Hacker could understand her whisper at this
distance. But the man surprised her.

“Yes,” he said. “Are you Twig?”

Astonished, now, she came forward into the light.

“How did you know?” she asked.

He laughed. His voice was deep-toned, and his laugh
even deeper—but it was a soft, friendly laugh.

“There ought to be only two people know my name
up here,” he said. “One would be a man named
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Hacker Illions; and the other might be a girl named
Twig. You sound more like a Twig than a Hacker
Illions.” He sobered. “And now that I see you, you
look more like Twig.”

She came closer, to the very edge of the stream,
hardly a jump away from him, and peered down into
his large, white, handsome face. His blond hair was
not long, but thick and wavy upon his head, and
under light eyebrows his eyes were as blue as a sum-
mer lake. He had not moved. Behind him, his horse
snorted and stamped

“Why do you just sit there?” Twig asked. "'Are you
hiding something?”’

He shook his head.

“I didn't want to frighten you,” he said. “Hacker
Illions left word not to move suddenly or try to touch
you. If I stand up, will that scare you?”

"“Of course not,” said Twig.

But she was wrong. He stood up then, slowly, and
she took a step backwards instinctively; because he
was by far the biggest man she had ever seen. Bigger
than she had imagined a man could be, and wider. At
his full height, he seemed to loom over everything—
over her, and the fire and the boulder, even over the
horse behind him that she had thought was so large.
Her heart began to beat fast, as if she was still run-
ning. But then she saw that he was merely standing
still, waiting; and there was no feel of menace or evil
in him, as she had felt in Berg, in the Factor of the
supply post, the women of the posse and others like
them. Her heart slowed. She felt ashamed of herself
and came forward to jump the stream and stand
right before him.

‘I'm not frightened,” she said. “You can sit down
again.”

She sat down cross-legged herself on the ground
facing him, and he settled back to earth like a moun-
tain sinking into the sea. Even now that they were
seated, he towered above her still; but it was a friendly
towering, as a tree-brother might loom over her when
she nestled against the trunk below his branches.

“Does my horse bother you?” John Stone asked.
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She looked at the big beast and sniffed.

“He has metal on his feet, to cut and kill the little
living things, just like vehicles do,” she said.

“True,” said John Stone, “but he did not put that
metal on by his own choice. And he likes you.”

It was true. The animal was lowerin%);ts huge
hammer-shaped head in her direction and bobbing it
as if to reach out and touch her, although it was far
out of reach. Twig's feelings toward it softened. She
held out an arm to it, thinking kind thoughts, and
the beast quieted.

“Where is Hacker Illions?” John Stone asked.

All her anxiety came flooding back into Twig in a

rush.

“At the High Rocks,” she said. “There are people
after him ..."

She told John Stone about it, trying to do the
telling in such a way that he would unserstand. So
often when she talked to people other than Hacker
they seemed to understand only the words as words,
not the meaning behind them. But John Stone nod-
ded as she talked, and he looked thoughtful and con-
;:Ierned, as if understanding was honestly growing in

im.

“This Rusty Springs,” John said at last when she
was done. ‘‘How far is it? How long will it take us to
reach it from here?”

“For an ordinary human walking, six hours,” she
said.

“Then if we leave just before sunrise, we should be
there when Hacker gets there?”

“Yes,” she said, “but we ought to start right now
and wait there for him.”

John looked up at the moon and down at the woods.

“In the dark,” he said, “I'd have to travel slowly.
Hacker left word for me you didn't like to travel
slowly. Besides, there are many things you can tell
me that are easier to hear sitting here than traveling.
Don't worry. Nothing's going to stop us from getting
to the Rusty Springs on time.”

He said the last words in a calm, final way that
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reminded her of the Plant-Grandfather speaking. Twig
sat back, somehow reassured without being convinced.

“Have you eaten?” John Stone asked. “Or don’t
you like the same sort of food as the rest of us?”

He was smiling a little. For a second Twig thought
he might be laughing at her.

“Of course I eat people-food,” she said. “Hacker
and [ always eat together. I don't have to have it; but
it’s all right.”

He nodded gravely. She wondered uneasily if he
could tell what she was not saying. The truth was
that for all his knowledge, the Plant-Grandfather had
no real understanding of a human sense of taste. The
fruits and nuts and green things on which he had
nourished as a child had been all right—and still
were, she thought to herseli—but the people-foods to
which Hacker had introduced her were much more
interesting to the tongue.

John began opening some small packages and pre-
paring food for them, asking questions as he worked.
Twig tried to answer him as well as she could. But
even for a person as special as John, she thought, it
ITUSt be hard to understand what it had been like for

er.

She could not even remember what her parents
had looked like. She knew, because the Plant-Grand-
father had told her, that they had both died of sick-
ness in their cabin when she was barely old enough
to walk. She herself had wandered out of the cabin
and had been touched, mind-to-mind, by the Plant-
Grandfather; and because she was young enough then
that nothing was impossible, she had heard, under-
stood and believed him.

He had directed her away from the cabin and the
burned-over fields her parents had intended to plant,
into the woods, where trees and branches wove them-
selves into a shelter for her from the rain and wind,
and where she could always find something to eat
growing within arm’s reach. He had kept her away
from the cabin until she was much older. When she
had finally gone back there she had only glimpsed
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white bones on the cots in the cabin, hidden under a
thick matting of growing green vine the Grandfather
had advised her not to disturb. With those bones she
had felt no kinship, and she had not been back to the
cabin since.

Hacker was something else. By the time she had
encountered Hacker, three years ago, she had already
become the small runner the Grandfather had named
her. Hacker had originally been a cropper like the
ones now hunting him. A cropper—as op to a
farmer who had homesteaded his acres of originally
open land and had fertilized, ploughed and planted

em year after year in a regular cycle—was some-
one who made a living by farming no more than two
years in a row in any one place.

Most of the good land, the open land, on the world’s
one continent had been taken over by the first wave
of emigrants to Jinson's Planet. Those who came af-
ter found that the soil covered by the plant-children
of the Grandfather (the existence of whom they never
suspected) was a thin layer over rock, and relatively
unfertile—unless it was burned over. Then the ashes
were rich in what was needed to make the soil bear.
But two succeeding years of planting sucked all those
nutrients from what had been the bodies of plant
sisters and brothers into produce, which was then
carried downcountry and away from the wooded areas
forever. To the cropper, however, this was no matter.
I—}e only moved on to burn out a new farm someplace
else.

Just before the spring rains, three years ago, Hacker
had moved into the territory where Twig ran. An
ideal time for burning over an area, so that the com-
ing showers would wash the nutrients from the ashes
into the soil below. But Hacker came, pitched his
camp and let the days go by. He did not burn, and he
did not burn. Finally it was summer and too late to
crop that year. Twig, who had watched him many
times, unseen from a distance, drew closer and closer
in her watching. Here was a cropper who was not a
cropper. He helped himself to the fruits and nuts the
Grandfather had made the plant-children put forth
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for Twig, but other than that he did not take from
the woods. She could not understand him.

Later she came to understand. Hacker was a drunk.
A cropper who might never have been any different
from other croppers except that, following one fall’s
sale of produce, he got into a card game and won
heavily. Following which, in one sober moment he
was to appreciate all his life, he took the advice of a
local banﬁer and put his money away at interest,
drawing only enough for supplies to go upcountry
and burn out a new cropping area.

But when he had gone upcountry once more, he
had taken along a luxury of supplies in the way of
drinkables. He had pitched his camp; but instead of
setting to work to burn land clear immediately, he
had delayed, enjoying his bottles and his peace.

Here in the woods, alone, he did not need to pour
the drink down in the quantities he required in civili-
zation. A nip now and then to blur his surroundings
pleasantly was all it took. And besides, there was

lenty of money still down there in the bank, waiting
or him, even if he did not bring in a cash crop this
year.
In the end, he did not.

In the end, he began to change. Among the woods,
he needed alcohol less and less, for here there were
none of the sharp and brittle corners of the laws that
normally poked and pricked him, driving him into
rebellion. He was not an observing man; but little by
little, he began to notice how the seasons came and
went and how every day the woods responded to the
changes of those seasons in a thousand ways. He
became aware of leaf and bush and plant stem as
individuals—not as some large, green blur. And in
the end, after two years without cropping brought
him to the point where he had to get to work, he
could not bring himself to burn this place where he
had lived and been content. He blazed the trees there
to claim the area for himself and to keep other crop-
pers away, and he moved on.

But the next place he chose made him part of it
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also; and he found he could not burn it either. He
moved again, this time to Twig's territory; and there,
unconsciously fishing with a hook baited with his
own differentness, he caught Twig’s curiosity and
hauled her in.

The day came when she walked boldly into his
camp and stopped a few feet in front of him, no
longer shy or fearful of him after months of obser-
vation.

“Who are you?” she whispered.

He stared at her.

“My God kid,” he said. “Don't you know you aren'’t
supﬁosed to run around without any clothes on?”

The wearing of clothes was only the first of many
things they found they needed to reach an under-
standing upon. Twig's point was not that she was
unaware of clothes and the fact that other people
wore them; rather she did not like the feel of them on
her body. Twig, in fact, was not ignorant. The Grand-
father had seen to it that as she grew she learned as
much about her own people as her maturity allowed
her to absorb. He had also seen to it that she visited
the woods fringing nearby croppers’ farms and had a
chance to watch her own people at work and hear
them talk. He had even decided that she must prac-
tice talking as much out loud as she could, in her
own tongue; and Twig, who did what he suggested
most of the time without thinking, had obeyed.

But along with the human knowledge she had picked
up through the Grandfather’s prodding, she had also
picked up a great deal of other, wordless wisdom and
many skills belonging more to the Grandfather’s en-
vironment than to her own. Also, the human knowl-
edge she acquired through the Grandfather had been
affected in transmission by the fact that the Grandfa-
ther was not human and did not think in human
terms.

For example, while other humans wore clothes and
the Grandfather knew it, such coverings were an alien
concept to him; and in any case he forced nothing
and no one. When Twig did not want to wear clothes,
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he taught her how to control her skin temperatures
for comfort; then he let the matter go. And there
were other ways in which he let Twig be herself, and
different from her own kind.

So when Twig and Hacker met at last, it was some-
thing like an encounter between two aliens having an
only limited amount of language and experience in
common. They found each other fascinating in their
differences; and from that first meeting their part-
nership began.

“You wear clothes now,” said John Stone at this
point in Twig'’s story, glancing at the soft bark bound
about her body.
~ "“That was Hacker’s idea. He's right, of course,”
said Twig. “I don’t mind the bark. It was living once,
and real. It rubbed a little at first when I wore it, but
1 tal'.l,ght my body not to be bothered where it touched
me.

"“Yes,” said John Stone, nodding his great head
with the wavy, light-colored hair glinting in the fire-
light. “But how did Hacker get involved in the plane-
tary government here, so that he could arrange to
have me called? And why are his own constituents
out to murder him now?’

“Hacker got a teaching machine and taught me a
lot of things,” said Twig. “But he learned a lot too.
About the Grandfather and everything. He can’t talk
to th'g Grandfather, but Hacker knows he's there,
now.

“Downcountry, your people seem to think the Plant-
Grandfather is a superstition,” said John.

“The Grandfather never paid much attention to
them downcountry,” said Twig. '‘But the other crop-
pers up here know about him. That's why they want
to find and kill him, just like they want to kill Hacker.”

“Why?" asked John patiently.

“Hacker ran for the Legislature two years ago,”
said Twig. “And at first the other croppers thought it
was a great thing, one of their own people trying for
the delegate-at-large post. So they all voted for him.
But then he stood up in the Legislature-House and
talked about the Grandfather and why the woods-
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burning should be stopped. Then the other croppers
hated him because the downcountry people laughed
and because they didn’t want to give up cropping
and burning. But as long as he was a delegate, the
eye of downcountry law was on him to protect him.
But his two-year term ran out yesterday; and now
they think no one cares.”

‘“Easy. Be easy ..."” said John, for Twig was be-
coming frightened and unhappy again. “‘There are
people on other worlds who care—for all Hackers,
and for all beings like your Plant-Grandfather. I care.
Nothing's going to happen to either of them. I prom-
ise you.”

But Twig sat rocking on her heels, now that she
had remembered, refusing to let herself be comforted
for fear that in some strange way to do so would bring
down disaster

In the dark morning, after they both had slept for
some four hours, they rose and John packed his things,
then mounted his horse. With Twig leading the ani-
mal through the woods, they started off %or Rusty
Springs.

Dawn began to join them before they were more
than halfway there. As they rode into the growing
sunlight, the horse could see where to place his large
hooves and they began to pick up speed. But by this
time, Twig hardly noticed—though she had fretted at
the slowness of their going earlier— because she was
becoming more and more fascinated with John Stone.
Just as he was big in body, he was big in mind as
well—so big that Twig walked around and around
the way he thought with questions. But in spite of
the fact that he answered willingly enough, she could
not seem to see all at one time what he was by his
answers.

“What are you?” she kept asking.

“An ecologist,” said John.

“But what are you really?”

“Something like an advisor,” said John. “An advi-
sor to the social authorities on new worlds.”

“Hacker said you were something like a policeman.”
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“That, too, I suppose,” said John.

“But I still don't know what you arel”

“What are you?" asked John.

She was surprised.

“I'm Twig,”" she said. “A small runner.” Then she
thought and added. “A human ... a girl ..."” She fell
silent.

“There; you see?” said John Stone. “Every one is
many things. That is why we have to go cautiously
about the universe, not moving and changing things
until we know for sure what moving or changing will
do to the universe as a result, and eventually, there-
fore, to ourselves.”

“You sound like the Plant-Grandfather,” Twig said.
“Only he won't even fight back when things are done
to him and his children, like the woods-burning of
the croppers.”

“Perhaps he’s wise.”

“Of course he’s wise!" said Twig. “But he's wrong!”

John Stone looked from his big horse down at her
where she ran alongside them. He was riding with
his head a little cocked on one side to catch the faint
sound of her whispered words.

“Are you sure?”’ asked John.

Twig opened her mouth and then closed it again.
She ran along, looking straight ahead, saying nothing.

“All things that do not die, grow,” said John. “All
who grow, change. Your Plant-Grandfather is grow-
ing and changing—and so are you, Twig.”

She tried to shut the sound of his voice out of her
ears, telling herself he had nothing to say that she
needed to hear.

They came to Rusty Springs just before noon. The
place was named for a small waterfall that came
directly out of a small cliff about a quarter of the
way down from its top. The stream fell into a wide,
shallow basin of rock streaked with reddish color,
and the water had a strong taste of iron. When they
got there, Hacker was sitting waiting for them on a
boulder beside the pool.

“You just made it,” he greeted them as they came
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up. ‘‘Another couple of minutes and I'd have had to
move on without waiting for you any longer. Hear up
a ways, there?”

He tilted his head toward the woods at the oppo-
site side of the basin of spring water. Twig did not
have to reach out to one of the Grandfather’s chil-
dren for information this time. Like the others, in
fact much more clearly than the two men with her,
she could hear the distant smashing of undergrowth
as a body of people moved toward them.

““Hacker!” whispered Twig. “Run!”’

*“No,” said Hacker.

“No,” said John Stone from high on his horse.
“We’ll wait here and have a word with them.”

They stood together, silent and waiting, while the
noise increased; and after a while it came right into
the clearing along with the ten men and three women
of the posse. They emerged from the woods, but
stopped when they saw Hacker and Twig together
with John Stone on his big horse.

“Looking for somebody?” said Hacker derisively.

“You know damn well we are,” said Berg. He had
gotten himself another ion drill, and he pulled it
from his belt as he started toward Hacker. “We're
going to take care of you now, Hacker—you and that
kid and that friend of yours, whoever he is.”

The other members of the posse started to move
behind him, and they all flowed forward toward the
three.

“No,” said John Stone. His deep voice made them
all look up at him. “No.”

Slowly, he dismounted and stood on the ground
beside his horse. There was something unstoppable
in the way he first stood up in his stirrups, then
swung one long leg over the hindquarters of the beast
and finally stepped down to the ground. The posse
halted again; and John spoke to the people.

“I'm a Paraplanetary Government ecologist,” he
said, “‘assigned to this planet to investigate a possi-
bly dangerous misuse of natural resources. As such,
I've got certain areas of authority; and one of them is
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to subpoena individuals for my official Hearing on
the situation.”

He lifted his left wrist to his lips, and something on
that wrist glinted into the sunlight. He spoke to it.

““Hacker Illions, I charge you to appear as a wit-
ness at my Hearing, when called. Twig, I charge you
to appear as a witness at my Hearing when called,”
he said. “The expenses of your appearance will be
borne by my authority; and your duty to appear
takes precedence over any other duty, obligation or
restraint laid upon you by any other local law, source
or individual.”

John dropped his wrist gently on to the curved
neck of the horse beside him; and it looked like noth-
ing more than some large dog that he petted.

‘These witnesses,” he said to the posse, ‘must not
be interfered with in any way. You understand?”

“Oh, we understand, all rigf‘l,t," said the thick-bodied
woman in the white raincoat.

“Understand? What do you mean, understand?”
raged Berg. “He’s not armed, this ecologist. There's
only one of him. Are we going to let him stop us?”

Berg started forward toward John, who stood still.
But as Berg got closer he began to look smaller, until
at a few steps from John, who had not moved, it
became plain that his head would not reach to John's
shoulder and he was like a half-grown boy facing a
full-grown man. He stopped and looked back, then,
and saw none of the others in the posse had moved to
follow him. '

As his head turned around to look, the woman in
the white raincoat burst into a jeering laugh.

“You, Berg!” she crowed. “Your guts always were
in your muscles!”

She came forward herself, elbowing Berg aside,
stepping in front of him and staring fiercely at John.

“You don't scare me, Mr. Ecologist!” she said. “I
been looking up at people all my life. You don’t scare
me, your supraplanetary government doesn’t scare
me, nothing scares me! You want to know why we
don’t take and hang Hacker right now and carry this
kid home to grow up decently, right now? It's not
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because of you—it’s because we don't need to. Hacker
isn't the only one who’s got connections down at
Capital City. It happens we heard on our belt phones
just two hours ago you were on your way up here.”

John nodded.

“I'm not surprised,” he said. “But that doesn’t
change anything.”

“Doesn’t it?” the tone of her voice hit a high note
of triumph. “All we wanted Hacker and the girl for
was to find out where that plant-devil lives. Hacker
sent for you, but we sent for equipment to help us
find it. Two days ago, we put that equipment in an
aircraft and began mapping the root systems in this
area. We figured it was probably in this area because
here was where it brought up the girl—"

“That’s got nothing to do with it!” cried Twig in
her loudest whisper. “The Grandfather reaches ev-
erywhere. All over the continent. All over the world.”

But the woman did not hear her and probably
would have paid no attention if she had.

“Yesterday, we found it. Protect Hacker and the
girl all you want to, Mr. Ecologist. How're you going
to stop us from digging in our own earth, and setting
fire to what we find there?”

“Intelligent life, wantonly destroyed—"' began John,
but she cut him short.

“What life? How do you know it’s intelligent until
you find it? And if you find it, what can you do—
subpoena some roots?”

She laughed.

““Hey,” said Berg, turning to her. She went on laugh-
ing. “Hey,” he said, 'what’s all this? Why didn’t you
tell me about it?”

“Tell you?” She leaned toward him as if she would
spit into his black beard. “Tell you? Trust you? You?”’

1 got some rights—"’

But she walked around him, leaving him with the
protest half-made, and went back to the rest of the
posse.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s get out of here. We
can pick up these two after that Hearing’s over. They
won't be going any place we can’t find them.”
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The rest of the posse stirred like an animal awak-
ening and put itself in motion. She led them past the
basin and g)rward, right past Twig, Hacker and John
Stone with his horse. She passed so close by Twig
that she was able to lean out and pat the back of
Twig’s right shoulder in passing—or, rather, where
Twig’s right shoulder would have been, except for
the covering bark that protected it. Twig shrank from
the touch; but Lucy Arodet only grinned at her and
went on, leading her posse off into the woods, headed
back the way John Stone and Twig had first come.
Berg ran after them; and in a few moments the sound
of their going was silenced by distance.

“Is that right?” Hacker asked John into the new
quiet. “Is there equipment that can find a root mass
like the Grandfather’s?”

John's blue eyes in his massive face were narrowed
by a frown.

“Yes,” he said. “It's a variety of heat-secking
equipment—capable of very delicate distinctions, be-
cause all it has to go on is the minimal heat changes
from liquid flow in the root. I didn’t think anyone
out here on your planet would know about it, much
less—" he broke off. “And I can’t believe anything
like that could be sent here by anyone without my
hearing of it. But in the commercial area there are
always some who'll take chances.”

“Arrest them!” whispered Twig. ‘“Make it illegal
for them to use it!”

John shook his head.

“I've no sure evidence yet that your Grandfather is
a sentient being,” he said. “Until I do, I've got no
legal power to protect him.”

“You don't believe us?” Hacker's lean face was all
bones under the beard stubble.

‘“Yes. I believe, personally,” said John. “Before man
even left the world he started on, it was discovered
that if you thought of cutting or burning a plant it
would show a reaction on a picoammeter. Mental
reaction of and by plants has been established for a
long time. A community intelligence evolving from
this, like the Grandfather you talk about, is only
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logical. But I have to contact it myself to know, or
have some hard evidence of its existence.”

“In another day or two, according to what that
Lucy Arodet said just now,” Hacker added, “perhaps
there will not be anything to contact.”

“Yes,” said John. He turned to Twig. “Do you know
where the Grandfather-Plant is?”

“He’s everywhere,” said Twig.

“Twig, you know what he means,” said Hacker.
““Yes, Stone, she knows.”

Twig glared at the stubble-faced man.

“You must tell me,” said John Stone. “The sooner I
can get to the Grandfather, the sooner I'll be able to
protect him.”

“No!” whispered Twig.

“Honey, be sensible!” said Hacker. “You heard Lucy
Arodet say they'd found the Grandfather. i they know,
why keeP it a secret from John Stone, here?”

“I don't believe it!"” said Twig. “She was lying. She
doesn’t know!”

“If she does,” said John, ‘‘you're taking a very long
chance. If they can dig down to your Grandtfather-
Plant and destroy him %efore I can get to him, won't
you have lost what you most want to save?”’

“None of the Grandfather’s children would tell
where he is, even if they could,” Twig whispered,
“and I won’t.”

. "Dgn't tell me then,” said John. “Just take me to
im.

Twig shook her head. .

“Twig,” said Hacker, and she looked at him. “Twig,
listen. You've got to do what Stone says.”

She shook her head again.

“Then, ask the Grandfather himself,” Hacker said.
“Let him decide.”

She started to shake her head a third time, then
went over to a tree and put her arms around it; not
because she needed the tree to help her talk with the
Grandfather, but to be able to hide her face from the
two men.

“Grandfather!” she thought. “Grandfather, have you
been listening? What should I do?”
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There was no answer.

“Grandfather!” she called with her mind.

Still no answer. For one panic-filled moment she
thought that she could not feel him there at all, that
he had either been killed or gone to sleep. Then,
reaching out as far as she could, she felt him, still
there but not noticing her call.

“Grandfather!”

But it was no use. It was as if with her whisper-
limited voice she tried to shout to someone far off on
the top of a high mountain. The Grandfather had
ﬁone back into his own thoughts. She could not reach

im. She fought down the surge of fear and hurt that
leaped inside her. Once, the Grandfather had always
been there. Only in these last couple of years, since
the burnings by the croppers had been so widesfpread,
had he started to draw into himself and talk of going
to sleep.

Slowly, she let go of the tree and turned back to
face the other two humans.

“He won'’t answer,” she said.

There was a moment’s silence.

“Then it’s up to you to decide, isn’t it?” Hacker
said, gently.

She nodded, feeling all torn apart inside. Then an
idea came to her.

“I won't take you to him,” she said, raising her
eyes to John Stone's face. “But I'll go by myself and
see if it’s true, if the croppers have found him. You
wait here.”

“No,” said John. “I came up here to see some of
the burned-over areas for myself; and I should look
at those now while I have time. If I have to make it a
court matter without waiting to protect your Plant-
Grandfather, I need as much evidence as possible.”

“I'll show you places,” said Hacker to him.

“No,” John said again. “You go straight south to
the first town or village you can get to and report
yourself to the authorities there as being under my
subpoena. That will make your protection under law
a matter of public record. Can you go straight there
without that gang that just left here catching you?”
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Hacker snorted in disgust.

“All right,” said John. “I had to ask to make sure.
You go to the closest community center, then— what's
its name?"’

“Fireville,”” said Hacker. “About twelve klicks
southwest.”

“Fireville. I'll meet you there after I've seen a cou-

le of burned-over areas. I've got a map with a num-
Eer of them marked. And Twig,” John turned toward
her, “you’ll go check on the Plant-Grandfather to see
if there’s any sign he's been located. Then you better
find me again as soon as you can. Do you think you
can do that?”

"“Of course,” said Twig contemptuously. ‘“The plant
brot;l'lers and sisters will always tell me where you
are.

But instead of turning to leave, she hesitated, look-
inghat Hacker with the sharp teeth of worry nibbling
at her.

“Don’t you drink, now,” she said. “If you get drunk,
they might find some way to do sometzin to you.”

““Not a drop,” said Hacker. I promise.’

Still she hesitated, until it came to her that if she
stood here much longer she would not go at all; so
she turned and ran, the forest opening before her and
the other two left swallowed up from sight behind.

She went swiftly. She was not about to lose herself
in the pleasure of her running now; for worry, like an
invisible posse, followed right at her heels. From
time to time she called to the Grandfather with her
mind; but he did not answer and she settled down to
getting to his root-mass as soon as possible.

In the woods, growing and changing every day, she
had never had any means of measuring how fast she
could go when the need was really upon her. She was
only human, after all; so probably her top speed was
not really much faster than that of a winning mara-
thon runner back in the years when man was just
beginning to go forth into space, before the Earth
had died. But the difference was that she could run
at that speed—or at very nearly that speed—all day
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long if she had to. Now, she did not know her speed;
but she went fast, fast, her legs flashing in and out of
the early afternoon sunlight and shadow as she raced
down the corridor among the trees and bushes that
opened before her as she went.

It was midafternoon before she came to the edge of
the place where the great root-mass belonging to the
Grandfather lay fifteen to forty meters %)elow the
ground and the forest above it. All the way here, the
glant sisters and brothers of this area had showed

er an empty woods with no sign of croppers any-
where about. But none of them could tell her about
an earlier moment until she could actually reach and
touch them. Now, arrived, she put her arms around
one tall tree-sister and held her, forcing the slow-
thinking leaves to remember daylight and dark, dark
and daylight, through the past week.

But, other than the wind, the leaves remembered
only silence. No humans had passed by them, even at
a distance. No mechanical sounds had sounded near
them. In the sky over them, only the clouds and an
occasional spurt of rain had mingled with the regu-
lar march of sun and moon and stars.

The woman Lucy Arodet had lied. The croppers
either had no special equipment as claimed, or if
they had it, they had not used it here where they
could find the Grandfather. Sighing with relief, Twig
fell face down on the ground, spreading out her arms
amongst the littlest brothers to hug and hold her
world.

The Grandfather was safe—still safe. For a little
while Twig simply closed her eyes to let herself ride
off on the wave of her relief. And so sleep took her
without warning, for in fact she had done a great
deal of running and worrying in past hours.

When she woke, it was night. The moon was al-
ready high in the sky and Grandfather was thinking—
not at her, but around her, as if he mused over her,
under the impression she did not hear.

“...I have never reached beyond the atmosphere
that envelopes this one world,” he was thinking. “But
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now, my little runner will run to the ends of the
universe. Beyond are the stars, and beyond them
more stars, and beyond and beyond ... to depths
beyond depths, where the great galaxies float like
clouds or scatter like a whole crowd of little runners,
pushing against each other, scattering out from one
common point to the ultimate edges of time and
distance. And in all that distance there are many
lives. My little runner will come to know them, and
the beginning and the end, and all that goes between.
She will know them in their birth and their growing
and whether it is chance or purpose that makes
a path for all life in all time and space. So out
of destruction will have come creation, out of sleep
an awakening, and out of defeat a conquest, just as
even at the poles of this world warm summer suc-
ceeds the harsh winter. All they have done to destroy
me will only bring about the birth of my little runner
into a Great Runner between the stars—"

“Grandfather!” called Twig; and the thoughts flow-
ing about her broke off suddenly.

“Are you awake, little sister?”’ asked the Grandfa-
ther. “If you are, it’s time for you to go now.”

“Go?"” demanded Twig, still stupid with sleep. “Go
. . . why? Where? What for?”

“Your old friend Hacker is dying now, and your
friend-to-be John Stone rides toward him,” said the
thought of the Plant-Grandfather. “Those who wished
to destroy him and me have tricked Hacker to death,
and soon they will be here to kill me also. It is time
for you to go.”

Twig was awake and on her feet in one reflexive
movement.

“What happened?”’ she demanded. ‘“Where is
Hacker?"”

“In a gully north of Fireville, where he has been
pushed to fall and die, as if he had drunkenly wan-
dered there and slipped. Those who are our enemies
made him drunk and brought him there to fall, and
he has fallen.”

“Why didn't you wake me and tell me before?”
Twig cried.
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“It would have made no difference,” said the Grand-
father. ““Hacker’s death was beyond the stopping,
even as those who come now to destroy me are beyond
stopping.”

“Come?” raged Twig. “How can anyone be com-

ing? They don’t even know where you are'

‘They do now,” said the Grandfather. “When you
came to me this time, you carried pinned to the bark
behind your shoulder something placed there by the
woman called Lucy Arodet. A small thing which cried
out in a voice only another such thing could hear to
tell her where you were at any moment. When you
reached me anc{ stopped traveling in this place, they
knew you had found me and they inew where I was.

Twig threw a hand around to feel behind her shoul-
der. Her fingers closed on something small, round
and hard. She pulled it loose from the bark and
brought it around where she could see it. In the
moonlight, it looked like a dulled pearl with small,
sharp points on its underside where it had clung to
the bark of her clothin,

“I'll take it away!” ﬁe said. “T'll take it someplace
else—"

“That would make no difference either,” said the
Grandfather. Do not suffer. Before they come I will
have gone to sleep in a sleep without waking, and
they can only destroy roots that mean nothing.”

“Nol” said Twig. “Wait ... no! I'll run and find
John Stone. He can get here before they can do your
roots much damage. Then you won’t have to sleep—"

“Little runner, little runner,” said the Grandfather.
“Even if your John Stone could save me this coming
day, he would only put off the inevitable for a little
while. From the day your people set foot on this
world, it was certain that sooner or later I would
have to sleep forever. If you understand that I go now
to sleep gladly, you would not mourn as you do.
What is of value in me goes forward in you, and goes
where I could not, further and deeper, beyond all
distance and imagination.”

“No!"” cried Twig. “I won't let you die. I'll run to
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where Hacker is and meet John Stone. He'll come
and save you. Wait for me, Grandfather! Wait . .."”

Even as she continued talking with her mind to the
Grandfather, she had spun about and begun to run
toward Fireville. The little brothers opened a path
before her, marking the way, and the bushes and
trees leaned aside. But she was scarcely conscious
that they did so. All her mind was on the fact that
the Grandfather must not die . . . must not die . . .

She ran faster than she had ever run before. But
still it was nearly dawn when she came near to
Fireville, to the dark gully where the path of the little
brothers led her. On the far side of the gully, silhou-
etted blackly against the paling sky between the trees,
was the figure of a gigantic man on a gigantic horse.
But down in the blackness of the gully itself was a
little patch of something light that was Hacker. At
the sight of that patch even the Grandfather went out
of Twig’s mind for a moment. She plunged recklessly
down the side of the gully. Anyone else would have
tripped and fallen a dozen times, but she felt the
uneven ground and the presence of bush and sapling
with her mind and kept her feet. She reached the
shape of Hacker and dropped on her knees beside it.

““Hacker!” she cried. The tears ran down her face.

There was a great noise of tearing and plunging—
the descent of a heavy body down the far side of the
gully—and then John Stone, on foot, appeared on the
far side of Hacker. He squatted and reached out to
touch his fingers gently to Hacker’s throat, under the
sharp, bony line of Hacker's jaw.

“He’s gone, Twig,"” John said, looking from Hacker
to her.

Grief burst inside her like a world exploding. She
lifted Hacker’s head to her lap and rocked with it,
weeping.

“I told you not to drink, Hacker!” she choked. “You
promised me! You promised you wouldn't drink . . .”

She was aware that John Stone had moved around
to squat beside her. He loomed over her like some
huge cliff in the darkness. He put a hand on her back
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and shoulder, and the hand was so big that it was
like an arch around her.

“It had to happen, Twig,” the deep voice rumbled
anq' rolled in her ear. “Some things have to happen

It was so like what the Grandfather had said that
she was suddenly reminded of him. She lifted her
head sharply, listening, but there was nothing.

“Grandfather!” she cried, and for the first time in
her life, it was not only her mind that called. Her
voice rang clear and wild under the brightening sky.

But there was no answer. For the first time not
even the echo came back that said the Grandfather
was there but not listening. The unimaginable net-
work of the plant-children still stood connected, lis-
tening, waiting, carrying her call to the furthest limits
of the world. But there was no response. The voice of
the planet had fallen silent.

“He’s gone!” she cried. And the words flew among
the leaves and the branches, from grass-blade to grass-
blade and along the roots under hill and valley and
plain and mountain. “Gone ..."”

She slumped where she sat, even the head of Hacker
forgotten on her knees.

“The Plant-Grandfather?” Stone asked her. She nod-
ded numbly.

“It’s over,” she said, aloud, her new voice dead and
dull. “He’s gone . . . gone. It's all finished, forever.”

““No,"” said the deep voice of John Stone. “It’s never
finished.”

He stood up beside her, looking at her.

"“Twig,” he said again, gently but insistently, “it’s
never finished.”

“Yes it is. Listen . ..” she said, forgetting that he,
like all the others had never been able to hear the
Glrar}flfathcr. “The world's dead now. There is no one
else.

“Yes, there is,” said John Stone. “There’s you. And
for you, there’s everything. Not only what's on this
world but on many others that never knew a Plant-
Grandfather. They're out there, waiting for you to
speak to them.”
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“T can't speak to anyone,” she said, still kneeling,
slumped by the dead body of Hacker. “It’s all over, I
tell you. Af' 1 over.”

John Stone reached down and picked her up. Hold-
ing her, he walked up the dark side of the gully to his
horse and mounted it. She struggled for a second,
then gave up. His strength overpowered hers easily.

““Time moves,” he said. She hid her face against
the darkness of his broad chest and heard his voice
rumbling through the wall of bone and flesh. “Things
change, and there’s no stopping them. Even if the
Grandfather and Hacker had stayed alive here, even
if Jinson’s Planet had stayed just as it was—still you,
by yourself, would have grown and changed. Our
decisions get bigger and bigger, whether we want
them to or not—our jobs get larger and larger, whether
we plan them to or not—and in the end the choice
has to be to love all or to love none. There may be
others like Hacker on other worlds, and perhaps some-
where there may be another J inson’s world. But there’s
never been another Plant-Grandfather that we've been
able to find, and not another Twig. That means you're
going to have to love all the worlds and all the grow-
ing things on them as the Grandfather would have, if
he could have gone to them the way you're going to
be able to. That’s your job, Twig.”

She neither spoke nor stirred.

“Try,’" he said. “The Grandfather’s left it all to you.
Take up the duty he left to you. Speak to the growing
things on Jinson's Planet and them that losing the
Grandfather wasn't the end.”

She shook her head slightly against his chest.

“I can't,” she said. “It’s no use. I can’t.”

“Speak to them,” he said. “Don’t leave them alone.
Tell them they've got you now. Wasn't that what the
Grandfather wanted?”

Again she shook her head.

“I can’t ...” she whimpered. “If I speak to them,
then he will be gone, really gone, forever. I can’t do
that. I can’t put him away forever. I can't!”

“Then everything the Grandfather counted on is
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lost,” said John Stone. “Everything Hacker did is
wasted. What about Hacker?"

She thought of Hacker then, what was left of Hacker,
being left farther behind them with every stride of
the horse’s long legs. Hacker, going down now into
forgottenness too.

“I can't, Hacker!"” she said to the memory of him in
her mind.

“Can't ...?"” the image of Hacker looked back at
her, cocked one eyebrow at her and began to sing:

“As game as Ned Kelly,” the people would say.
“As game as Ned Kelly,” they say it today . . .

The familiar words in his cracked, hoarse voice
went through her like a sword-sharp shaft of sun-
light, and through the dark, hard wall of grief that
had swelled up within her at the loss of the Grandfa-
ther. All at once, she remembered all the flowers that
also were alone now, left voiceless and in darkness of
silence; and contrition overflowed within her. From
now on, she would be gone, too!

“It’s all right!” she called out to them, with her
voice and her mind together. “It’s all right, I'm still
here. Me. Twig. You'll never be alone, I promise!
Even if I have to go someplace else, I'll always reach
out and touch you from wherever I am ..."”

And from valley and hill, from plain and forest,
from all over, the words of her mind were picked up
and passed along, tossing joyously from smallest
brother to largest sister, on and on to the ends of the
world.

Twig closed her eyes and let herself lie at last
against the wide chest of John Stone. Where he was
taking her, she did not know. No doubt it would be
very far away from Jinson's world. But no world was
too far, she knew that now; and also, out there in the
great distances of which the Grandfather had dreamed
and to which he could never go, there were other
brothers and sisters, waiting for the sound of her
voice, waiting for her.

Grandfather was gone beyond returning, and so
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was Hacker. But maybe it was not the end of things,
after all; maybe it was only a beginning. Maybe . ..
at least she had spoken to all the others who had
lived through the Grandfather, and they now knew
they would never be alone again. Letting go of her
grief a little, just a little, Twig rocked off to sleep on
the steady rhythm of the pacing horse.



Making progress implies the existence of some scale to
measure the distance traversed and a judge to rate the
style of the crossing.

The Game of Five

“You can’t do this!” The big young man was furious.
His blunt, not-too-mtelhgent looking features were
going lumpy with anger. “This is—" He pounded the
desk he sat before with one huge fist, stuck for a
moment as to just what it could be—"it’s illegal!”

“Quite legal. A Matter of Expediency, Mr. Yunce,”

eplied the Consul to Yara, cheerfully, waving a smoke

e negligently in his tapering fingers. The Consul’s
name was Ivor Ben. He was %nalf the size of Coley
Yunce, one third the weight, twice the age, fifteen
tlmes the aristocrat—and very much in ¢

You draft me all the way from Sol Fourl” shouted
Coley. “I'm a tool designer. You picked me off the
available list yourself. You knew my qualifications.
You aren’t supposed to draft a citizen anyway, ex-
cept you can't get what you want some other way.”
His glare threatened to wilt the Consul’s bouton-
niere, but failed to disturb the Counsul. “Damn Gov-
ernment seat-warmers! Can't hire like honest people!
Send in for lists of the men you want, and pick out
just your bay—never mind he's got business on Arga
IV ten weeks from now. And now, when I get here
you tell me I'm rnot going to design tools.”

“That’s right,” said the Consul.

205
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“You want me for some back-alley stuff! Well, 1
won't do it!” roared Coley. "“I'll refuse. I'll file a pro-
test back at Sol—"' He broke of suddenly, and stared
at the Consul. “What makes you so sure I won’t?”’

The Consul contemplated Coley’s thick shoulders,
massive frame and a certain wildness about Coley’s
blue eyes and unruly black hair, all with obvious
satisfaction

“Certain reasons,” he said, easily. “For one, I un-
derstand you grew up in a rather tough neighbor-
hood in old Venus City, back on Sol I1.”

“So?” growled Coley.

“I believe there was something in your citizen's file
about knives—"

“Look here!” exploded Coley. “So I knew how to
use a knife when I was a kid. I had to, to stay alive in
the spaceport district. So I got into a little trouble
with the law—"

“Ngw, now—'"' said the Consul, comfortably. ‘“Now,
now.

“Using a man'’s past to blackmail him into a job
that’s none of his business. ‘Would I please adjust to a
change in plans, unavoidable but necessary—" Well, 1
don’t please! I don’t please at all.”

“I'd recommend you do,” interrupted the Consul,
allowing a little metal to creep into his voice. “You
people who go shopping around on foreign worlds
and getting rich at it have a bad tendency to take the
protection of your Humanity for granted. Let me
correct this tendency in you, even if several billion
others continue to perpetuate the notion. The respect
aliens have always given your life and possessions is
not, though you may have thought so heretofore,
something extended out of the kindness of their hearts.
They keep their paws off people because they know
we Humans never abandon one of our own. You've
been living safe within that system all your life, Mr.
Yunce. Now it's time to do your part for someone
else. Under my authority as Consul, I'm drafting you
to aid me in—"

“What’s wrong with the star-marines?” roared Coley.
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“The few star-marines I have attached to the Con-
sulate are required here,” said the Consul.

“Then flash back to Sol for the X-4 Department.
Those Government Troubleshooters—"

“The X-4 Department is a popular fiction,” said the
Consul, coldly. “We draft people we need, we don't
keep a glamourous corps of secret operators. Now, no
more complaints Mr. Yunce, or I'll put you under
arrest. It's that, or take the job. Which?”

“All right,” growled Coley. “What's the deal?”

“I wouldn't use you if I didn’t have to,” said the
Consul. “But there’s no one else. There's a Human—
one of our young lady tourists who's run off from the
compound and ended in a Yaran religious center a
little over a hundred miles from here.’

“But if she's run off . . . of her own free will—"

“Ah, but we don't believe it was,” said the Consul.
“We think the Yarans enticed or coerced her into

going.” He paused. Do you know anything about the
Yarans?”
Coley shook his head.

“Every race we meet,”’ said the Consul, putting the
tips of his fingers together, “‘has to be approached by
Humanity in a different way. In the case of Yara,
here we’ve got a highly humanoid race which has a
highly unhuman philosophy. They think life’s a game.”

“Sounds like fun.” said Coley.

““Not the kind of a game you think,” said the Con-
sul, undisturbed. “They mean Game with a capital
G. Everything's a Game to be played under certain
rules. Even their relationship as a race to the human
race is a Game to be played. A Game of Five, as life is
a game of five parts—the parts being childhood, youth,
young adulthood, middle age and old age. Right now,
as they see it, their relations with Humanity are in
the fourth gl — Middie Age. In Childhood they tried
passive indifference to our attempt to set up diplo-
matic relations. In Youth, they rioted against our
attempt to set up a space terminal and human com-
pound here. In Young Adulthood they attacked us
with professional soldiery and made war against us.
In each portion of the game, we won out. Now, in
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Middle Age, they are trying subtlety against us with
this coercion of the girl. Only when we beat them at
this and at the Old Age portion will they concede
defeat and enter into friendly relations with us.”

Coley grunted.

“According to them, Sara Illoy—that’s the girl—
has decided to become one of them and take up her
personal Game of Life at the Young Adulthood stage.
In this stage she has certain rights, certain liabilities,
certain privileges and obligations. Only if she han-
dles these successfully, will she survive to start in on
the next stage. You understand,” said the Consul,
looking over at Coley, “this is a systemn of taboo
raised to the nth level. Someone like her, not born to
the system, has literally no chance of surviving.”

“I see,” said Coley. And he did.

“And of course,” said the Consul, quietly, “if she
dies, they will have found a way to kill a member of
the human race with impunity. Which will win them
the Middle Age portion and lose us the game, since
we have to be perfect to win. Which means an end to
us on this world; and a bad example set that could
fire incidents on other non-human worlds.”

Coley nodded.

‘“What am I supposed to do about it?” he asked.

“As a female Young Adult,” said the Consul, ‘‘she
may be made to return to the compound only by her
lover or mate. We want you to play the young lover
role and get her. If you ask for her, they must let her
go with you. That’s one of the rules.”

Coley nodded again, this time cautiously.

“They have to let her go with me?” he said.

“They have to,” repeated the Consul, leaning back
in his chair and putting the tips of his fingers to-
gether. He looked out the tall window of the office in
which he and Coley had been talking. “Go and bring
her back. That's your job. We have transportation
waitin% to take you to her right now.”

“Well, then,” growled Coley, getting to his feet.
“What're we waiting for? Let's get going and get it

over with."”
* * *x



FOrRWARD! 209

Three hours later, Coley found himself in the na-
tive Yaran city of Tannakil, in one of the Why towers
of the Center of Meaning.

“Wait here,” said the native Yaran who had brought
him; and walked off leaving him alone in the heavily-
draped room of the hexagonal wooden tower. Coley
watched the Yaran leave, uneasiness nibbling at him.

Something was wrong, he told himself. His instincts
were warning him. The Yaran that had just left him
had been the one who had escorted him from the
human compound to the native seacoast town out-
side it. They had taken a native glider that had got-
ten its original impulse by a stomach-sickening plunge
down a wooden incline and out over a high sea-cliff.
Thereafter the pilot with a skill that—Coley had to
admit—no human could have come close t0 match-
ing, had worked them up in altitude, and inland,
across a low range of mountains, over a patch of
desert and to this foothill town lying at the toes of
another and greater range of mountains. Granted the
air currents of Yara were more congenial to the art of
gliding, granted it was a distance of probably no
more than a hundred and fifty miles, still it was a
prodigious feat by human standards.

But it was not this that had made Coley uneasy. It
was something in the air. It was something in the
attitude of the accompanying Yaran, Ansash by name.
Coley considered and dismissed the passibility that it
was the alienness of Ansash that was disturbing him.
The Yarans were not all that different. In fact, the
difference was so slight that Coley could not lay his
finger upon it. When he had first stepped outside the
compound, he had thought he saw what the differ-
ence was between Yarans and humans. Now, they all
looked as Earth-original as any humans he had ever
seen.

No, it was something other than physical—some-
thing in their attitudes. Sitting next to Ansash in the
glider on the trip here, he had felt a coldness, a
repulsion, a loneliness—there was no point in trying
to describe it. In plain words he had felt that Ansash
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was not human. He had felt it in his skin and blood
and bones:—this is a thing I'm sitting next to, not
a man. And for the first time he realized how
impossible and ridiculous were the sniggering stories
they told in bars about interbreeding with the
humanoids. These beings, too, were alien; as alien
as the seal-like race of the Dorcan system. From
the irrational point of view of the emotions, the
fact that they looked exactly like people only made
it worse.

Coley took a quick turn about the room. The Yaran
had been gone for only a couple of minutes, but
already it seemed too long. Of course, thought Coley,
going on with his musings, it might be something
peculiar to Ansash. The glider pilot had not made
Coley bristle so. In fact, except for his straight black
hair—the Yarans all had black hair, it was what
made them all look so much alike—he looked like
any friendly guy on any one of the human worlds,
intent on doing his job and not worried about any-
thing else. ... Was Ansash never coming back with
that girl?

There was a stir behind the draperies and Ansash
appeared, leading a girl by the hand. She was a
blonde as tall as the slighter-boned Yaran who was
leading her forward. Her lipstick was too red and her
skin almost abnormally pale, so that she looked
bleached-out beside Ansash’s native swarthiness. More-
over, there was something sleepwalking about her
face and the way she moved.

“This is Sara Illoy,” said Ansash, in Yaran, drop-
ping her hand as they stopped before Coley. Coley
understood him without difficulty. Five minutes with
a hypnoteacher had given him full command of the
language. But he was staring fascinated at the girl,
who looked back at him, but did not speak.

“Pleased to meet you,” said Coley. “I'm Coley Yunce,
Sol 11.”

She did not answer.

“Are you all right?” Coley demanded. Still she
looked up at him without speaking and without in-
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terest. There was nothing in her face at all. She was
not even curious. She was merely looking.

“She does not speak,” the voice of Ansash broke
the silence. “Perhaps you should beat her. Then she
might talk.”

Coley looked sharply at him. But there was no
expression of slyness or derision on the Yaran's face.

‘Come on,” he growled at the girl, and turned
away. He had taken several steps before he realized
she was not following. He turned back to take her by
the hand—and discovered Ansash had disappeared.

“Come on,” he growled again; and led tﬁe girl off
to where his memory told him he and Ansash had
entered through the drapes. He felt about among the
cloth and found a parting. He towed the girl through.

His memory had not tricked him. He was standing
on the stairs up which he and Ansash had come
earlier. He led the girl down them and into the streets
of Tannakil.

He paused to get his bearings with his feet on the
smoothly fitted blocks of the paving. Tannakil was
good-sized as Yaran towns went, but it was not all
that big. After a second, he figured out that their way
back to the glider field was to their right, and he led
the girl off.

This was part of the Yaran attitude, he supposed;
to deprive him of a guide on the way back. Well, they
might have done worse things. Still, he thought, as
he led Sara Illoy along, it was odd. No Yaran they
passed looked at them or made any move to show
surprise at seeing two obvious humans abroad in
their town. Not only that, but none of the Yarans
seemed to be speaking to each other. Except for the
occasional hoof-noises of the Yaran riding-animal—a
reindeer-like creature with a long lower lip—the town
was silent.

Coley hurried on through the streets. The after-
noon was getting along; and he did not fancy a flight
back over those mountains at dusk or in the dark, no
matter how skillful the Yaran pilots were. And in
time the wooden Yaran buildings began to thin out
and the two of them emerged onto the grassy field



212 Gordon R. Dickson

with its towering wooden slide, like a ski-jump, onl
much taller, up to which the gliders were winchec{
and down which they were started.

Coley had actually started to lead the girl toward
the slide when the facts of the situation penetrated
his mind.

The field was empty.

There were no gliders on its grass, at the top of the
slide, or winched partway up it. And there were no
Yarans.

Coley whirled around, looking back the way he had
come. The street he and the girl had walked was also
empty. Tannakil was silent and empty—as a ghost
town, as a churchyard.

Coley stood spraddle-legged, filled with sudden rage
and fear. Rage was in him because he had not ex-
pected to find a joker in this expedition right at the
start; and fear—because all the gutter instinct of his
early years cried out against the ger of his position.

He was alone—in a town full of potential enemies.
And night was not far off.

Coley looked all around him again. There was noth-
ing; nothing but the grass and the town, the empty
sky, and a road leading off straight as a ruler toward
the desert over which he had flown, toward the dis-
tant mountains, and the coast beyond.

And then he noticed two of the Yaran riding ani-
mals twitching up grass with their long lower lips,
beside the road a little way off.

“Come on,” he said to the girl, and led the way
toward the animals. As he drew near, he could see
that they had something upon their backs; and when
he reached them he discovered, as he had half-
expected, that they were both fitted with the Yaran
equivalent of the saddle. Coley grinned without hu-
mor; and looked back toward the town.

“Thanks for nothing,” he told it. And he turned to
boost the girl into one of the saddles. She went up
easily, as someone who had ridden one of the beasts
before. He untethered her animal, passed the single
rein back up into her hand, then unhitched and
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mounted the other beast himself. There was a knife
tied to its leather pad of a saddle.

They headed off down the road into the descending
sun.

They rode until it became too dark to see the road
before them. Then Coley stopped and tethered the
animals. He helped the girl down and unsaddled the
beasts. The saddles came off—and apart—quite eas-
ily. In fact, they were the simplest sort of riding
equipment. The equivalent of the saddlecloth was a
sort of great sash of coarse but semi-elastic cloth that
went completely around the barrel of the animal and
fastened together underneath with a system of hooks
and eyes. The saddle itself was simply a folded-over
flap of leather that hook-and-eyed to the saddle cloth.
Unfolded, Coley discovered the saddle was large
enough to lie on, as a groundsheet; and the unfolded
saddle cloth made a rough blanket.

He and the girl lay down to sleep until the moon
rase. But Coley, not unsurprisingly, found sleep hard
to come by. He lay on his back, gazing up at the
;pri;kling of strange stars overhead, and thinking

ard.

It-was not hard to realize he had been suckered
into something. Coley had expected that. It was harder
to figure out what he had been suckered into, and by
whom, and why. The presence of the knife on his
saddle pointed the figure at the Consul; but to sup-
pose the Consul was in league with the humanoids
ran counter to Coley’s experience with a half a dozen
non-human worlds. He was not inexperienced with
aliens—his speciality was designing and adapting
human-type tools for the grasping of alien append-
ages. He was only inexperienced with humanoids.
Lying on his back, he narrowed his eyes at the stars
and wished he had found out more about the Consul.

Four hours after sunset, by Coley’s watch, the moon
rose. Coley had expected one sooner, since Yara was
supposed to have two of them. But then he remem-
bered hearing that the orbits of both were peculiar so
that often neither would be visible over any given
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spot for several nights hand-running. He roused the
girl, who got up without protest. They saddled and
rode on,

Coley tried from time to time to get the girl to talk.
But, although she would look at him when he spoke
to her, she would not say a word.

“Is this something you did to yourself?"’ he asked
her. “Or something they did to you? That’s what I'd
like to know.”

She gazed solemnly at him in the moonlight.

‘““How about nodding your head for yes, or shaking
it for no?” ... He tried speaking to her in Yaran.
When that failed, he tried upper middle English, and
what he knew of Arcturan’s local canting tongue. On
a sudden chilling impulse, Coley urged his beast along-
side hers, and, reaching out, pressed on her jaw mus-
cles until she automatically opened her mouth. In
the moonlight, he saw she still had her tongue.

“It's not that,” he said. He had remembered cer-
tain ugly things done around the Spaceport district
of Venus City. “So it must be psychological. I'll bet

ou were all right when you left the compound.” He
%’ound himself clenching his teeth a little and think-
ing, for no obvious reason, of Ansash. To get his mind
off it, he looked at his watch again.

“Time to stop and rest a bit, again,” he said. “I
want to get as far as possible across this desert at
night, but there’s no use killing ourselves right at the
start.”

He stopped the beasts, helped the girl down and
unsaddled.

“A couple of hours nap,” he said. “And then we
go.” He set his watch alarm and fell asleep.

He woke up to broad daylight and hooting voices.
Automatically, he leaped to his feet. One ankle tniped
him and threw him down again. He lay there, half-
propped on one elbow, seeing himself surrounded by
a bunch of young Yarans.

His hand slipped quietly to his belt where he had
tucked the knife from the saddle. To his astonish-
ment, it was still there. He let his hand fall away
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from it, and pretending to be dazed, glanced around
under half-closed eyelids.

Sara Illoy was not to be seen. Of the young Yarans
around him—all of them uniformly dressed in a sort
of grey loose robe or dress, tightly belted at the waist—
the large majority were male. None of them seemed
to be paying any great attention to him. They were
all hooting at eaclg'l other without words and—well,
not dancing so much as engaging in a sort of semi-
rhythmic horseplay with each other. Most of the males
carried knives themselves, tucked in their belts; and
some had tucked in beside the knives a sort of pistol
with an exaggeratedly long slim barrel and a bul-
bous handle.

Farther off, he could occasionally glimpse between
the bounding and whirling bodies some of the riding
animals, tethered in a line and contentedly twitching
up grass. Coley measured the distance between him-
self and the beasts, speculated on the chance of mak-
ing a run for it—and gave the notion up.

A thought about the girl occurred to him.

“But right now, kid,” he thought silently to him-
self, “‘if I had the chance, it'd be everyone for himself
and the devil take the hindmost. I wasn’t raised to be
a shining knight.”

At the same time he admitted to himself that he
was glad she wasn’t around to see him, if he did have
a chance to make a break for it—no reason to rub in
the fact that she would be being abandoned. Then he
went back ta worrying about his own skin.

Coley had discovered in the gutters and back alleys
of Venus City when he was young that the best cure
for being afraid was to get angry. He had learned this
so well that it had become almost automatic with
him; and he began to feel himself growing hot and
prickly under his shirt, now, as he lay stil% with his
eyes half-closed, waiting. There would be a chance to
g0 out fighting—he did have the knife.

Suddenly—so suddenly that he found himself un-
prepared for it—the roughhousing and hooting stopped
and he found himself jerked to his feet. A knife flashed,
and the tension of the rope binding his ankle fell
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away. He found himself standing, loosely surrounded
by Yarans; and through the gaps between them he
could see the line of riding animals clearly and close.

He almost took the bait. Then, just in time, he
recognized what was before him as one of the oldest
traps known to civilized beings. He had seen exactly
the same trick played back in Venus City. He had
played it, himself. The idea was to tempt the victim
with the hope of an escape, to tempt him into run-
ning; and wgen he did, to chase and catch him again,
cat-and-mouse fashion.

With this sudden realization, confidence came flood-
ing back into him. The alienness of the situation
melted away and he found himself back in familiar
territory. He stretched up to his full height, which
was half a head taller than the tallest of the Yarans
surrounding him; and smiled grimly at them, his
eyes skipping from individual to individual as he
tried to pick out the one that would be the leader.

He almost fell into the error of picking out the
largest of the Yarans around him. Then he thought of
a surer index of rank, and his eyes swept over the
male Yarans at belt level, until they haﬁed on one
whose belt held two pistols, with matching butts.
Coley smiled again and strode calmly forward to-
ward the Yaran he had picked out.

With a sudden rush the Yarans spread out into a
circle, leaving Coley and the male with two pistols
inside. Coley halted within double his arms’ length of
the other, and hooked his thumbs into his own belt.
His eye met that of the Yaran before him sardonically.

Up until now, the Yaran had not moved. But, as
the circle reached its full dimension and went still,
his right hand flashed to the butt of one of his pistols.
In the same instant, Coley dropped to one knee. His
knife flashed in his hand and glittered suddenly as it
flew through the air.

hAnd the Yaran fell, clutching at the knife in his
chest.

A chorus of wild hoots went up; and when Coley
glanced up from the male he had just knifed, the
others were scrambling for their riding animals.
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Within seconds, they were mounted and gone, the
dust of the desert rolling up behind them to mark
their trail. Of the long line of riding animals, only
two were left.

.Alnd, peering around the farther of these, was the
girl.

Coley buried the Yaran he had killed, before he
and the girl took up their road again.

Coley ﬁad expected the desert to be a man-killer b
day. It was not—for reasons he did not understand,
but guessed to have something to do with its alti-
tude, and also the latitude in which this part of Yara
lay. Still, it was hot and uncomfortable enough, and
they had neither food or water with them. Luckily,
later on in the day they came to a wayside well; the
water of which, when Coley tasted it ginger:g, proved
to be sweet enough. He drank and handed the dipper
to the girl.

She drank eagerly as well.

“Now, if we could just happen on something to
eat,” Coley told her. She showed no sign that she
understood him, but, later in the day, when they
came to the nearer foothills of the coastal mountain
range, she rode off among the first trees they came
to. When he followed her, he found her eating a
black-skinned fruit about the size of a tangerine.

‘“Here, what are you doing?” shouted Coley, grab-
bing the fruit out of her hand. She made no protest,
but picked another fruit from the small, wide-branched
small tree or bush beside her. Seeing her bite into it
without hesitation, Coley felt his alarm dwindle.

“I suppose they fed you some of these while you
were there,” he growled. He sniffed the fruit, then
licked at it where the pulp was exposed. It had a
rather sour, meaty taste. He took a tentative bite
himself. It went down agreeably. He took another.

“Oh, well—what the hell!” he said. And he and the
girl filled themselves up on the fruit.

That night, when they camped on the very knees of
the mountains themselves, Coley lay stretched out
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under his animal-blanket, trying to sort out what
had happened to them and make some sense from it.
The situation was the wildest he had ever encoun-
tered. If certain elements in it seemed to be doing
their best to kill him (and undoubtedly the girl as
well) off, other elements seemed just as determined
to keep them alive. Tannakil had been a death-trap if
they had lingered there after nightfall; he knew this
as surely as if he had seen it written in Basic on one
of the wooden walls there. But Tamakil had appar-
ently provided the riding animals for their escape.
Those Yaran youngsters back there on the desert
had not been fooling either. Yet they had ridden off.
And the desert had been no joke; but the well had
been just where it needed to be—and how come those
fruit trees to be so handy, and how did the girl too
recognize them, even some way back from the road?
Unthinkingly, he half-rolled over to ask her. Then
it came back to him that she would not be able to
answer; and he frowned. There was something about
this business of the girl herself that was funny, too. . . .
Thinking about it, he fell asleep.

The next day, they pushed on into the mountains,
finding pleasanter country full of shaggy-barked, low
green trees, and green ground-covering of tiny, thick-
growing ferns. They climbed steadily into cooler air,
and the road narrowed until it was hardly more than
a trail. The mountain tops ahead, at least, were free
from snow, so that whatever happened, they would
not have to contend with mountain storms and low
temperatures, for which neither of them was dressed
or equipped.

Then an abrupt and dramatic change took place.
The road suddenly leveled out, and then began to dip
downward, as if they had come into a pass. More-
over, it was now wider and more carefully engineered
than Coley had ever seen it before. And more than
that, after a little while it began to sport a crushed
rock topping.

They were walled in on both sides by steep rock,
and were descending, apparently, into an interior
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mountain valley. Suddenly they heard a sharp hooting
noise, twice repeated, from up ahead of them; and
around the curve of the mountain road came a dou-
ble line of Yarans mounted on running riding ani-
mals. The leading Yaran yelled a command, the ridin,
animals were reined in and skidded to a halt; an
one mounted Yaran who was holding a sort of two-
handed bellows with a long, orately carved tube
projecting from it, pumped the device once, produc-
ing a single additional hoot which at this close range
hurt Coley’s eardrums.

These mounted Yarans were dressed in short gre
kilts with grey, woolly-looking leggings undemeatﬁ
that terminated in a sort of mukluk over each foot,
and bulky, thick, green sweater-like upper garments
with parka-type hoods which they wore thrown back
on their shomers. They did not hold the single reins
of their riding animals in their hands, but had them
loosely looped and tied leaving their hands free—the
right one to carry what was truly a fantastically
long-barreled version of the bulbous-handled pistols
Coley had encountered in the desert, the left one to
be carried in a fist against the left hip, the elbow
stylishly cocked out. They were all riding in this
position when Coley first saw them; and the sudden
sliding halt did not cause a single fist to slip. There
was also both a short and a long knife in each man'’s
green belt.

‘“Permissions?’’ snapped the Yaran on the lead ani-
mal; and continued without waiting for an answer.
“None? You are under arrest. Come with me.” He
started to turn his animal.

“Wait a minute—"" began Coley. The other paused,
and Coley noticed suddenly that his belt was not
green, like the others, but yellow. “Never mind,” said
Coley. “We're coming.”

The yellow-belted Yaran completed his turn, nod-
ded to the one with the bellows, and an ear-splitting
hoot shook the air. One moment later Coley found
himself and the girl on their animals in a dead run
for the valley below, with mounted Yarans all about
them. Forgetting everything else, Coley grabbed for
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the front edge of his saddle flap and concentrated on
hanging on.

They swept around a curve and down a long slope,
emerging into a sort of interior plateau area which
looked as if it might be a number of miles in extent.
Coley was unable to make sure of this—mot only
because most of his attention was concentrated on
staying on his mount, but because almost immedi-
ately they were surrounded by circular small build-
ings of stone, which a little farther on gave way to
hexagonal small buildings, which yet further on gave
way to five-sided, then square, then triangular edi-
fices of the same size. Beyond the triangular build-
ings was an open space, and then a large, stone
structure of rectangular shape.

The bellows hooted, the troop slid to a stop. The
yellow-belted Yaran dismounted, signalled Coley and
the girl to get down as well, and led them in through
a door in the large, rectangular building. Within were
a good number of Yarans standing at tall desks ar-
ranged in a spiral shape within a large room. The
yellow-belted Yaran went to one of these, apparently
at random from all Coley could discover, and held a
whispered conversation. Then he returned and led
them both off through more doors and down halls,
until he ushered them into a room about twenty feet
square, furnished only with a pile of grey cushions
neatly stacked in one corner, and one of the tall desks
such as Coley had seen arranged spirally in the large
room behind them. A male Yaran, dressed like all the
rest except that he wore a silver belt, turned away
from the room’s single large window, and came to
stand behind the tall desk.

“West Entrance. No permissions, Authority,” spoke
up the yellow-belted one behind Coley.

““Now, wait a minute—"" began Coley. “Let me tell
you how we happened to come this way—"'

“You—" said the silver-belted Yaran, suddenly in-
terrupting. “You speak the real language.”

“Of course,” said Coley, “that’s part of why we
happen to be here—"

“You are not one of the real people.”
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“Confine yourself to simple answers, please. You
are Human?"”

“Yes,” said Coley.

““A Human, speaking the real language, and here
where you have no permission to be. A spy.”

“No,” said Coley. ‘“‘Let me explain. Yesterday, our
Consul ..."” He explained.

“That is your story,” said the silver-belted Yaran.
“There’s no reason I should believe it—in view of the
suspicious circumstances of your being here, an obvi-
ous Human, speaking the real tongue and without
permission to be here. This young female will be
taken into protective custody. You, as a spy, will be
strangled.”

“I wouldn't do that, if I were you,” said Coley,
“The old persons down on the coast have their own
ideas about how to deal with Humans. If I were you,
I'd at least check up on my story before I stuck my
neck out by having a Human strangled.”

“This is the Army,” retorted the silver-belted Yaran.
“The old persons down on the coast have no author-
itg over us. They have nothing whatsoever to say
about what we do with spies caught in restricted
areas. I want you to understand that clearly.” He
stared at Coley with motionless black eyes for a long
moment. “On the other hand,” he continued, “it is, of
course, regular Army routine to check up on the sto-
ries of spies before strangling them. As I was just
about to say, when you interrupted me. Consequently,
you will be allowed the freedom of the commercial
area adjoining the military establishment under my
command here. I warn you, however, against attempt-
ing to spy any further, or trying to leave the area
without permission. The female will still be taken
into protective custody.”

He turned to the one in the yellow belt.

“Take him to the commercial area and turn him
loose,” he ordered. Numbly, Coley followed the yellow-
belted Yaran out, casting a rather helpless glance at
the girl as he passed. But the girl seemed as blandly
unconcerned about this as she had about almost ev-
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erything else. The Yaran with the yellow belt led
Coley out of the building, had him remount, and rode
with him to a far side of the camp where they passed
a sort of gate in a stone wall and found themselves
among a cluster of wooden buildings like those Coley
had seen at Tannakil.

Here, the yellow-belted Yaran turned his animal
and scooted back into the military compound on the
run, leaving Coley sitting alone, on his beast, in the
center of a cobbled street.

It was past noon when Coley was turned loose. For
more than a couple of hours of the short Yaran day,
he rode around tﬁe commercial area. It was actually
a small town, its buildings set up as permanently as
the ones in the military area. What he saw confirmed
his original notion that, much as the human sort of
army is the same everywhere, the human sort of
civilian population that clings to its skirts is pretty
much the same, as well. The town—a sign at its
geographic center announced its name to be Tegat—
revealed itself to be a collection of establishments for
the feeding, drinking, and other pleasuring of off-
duty soldiers. So had the spaceport district been,
back at Venus City. True, the clients of the district
had not exactly been soldiers; but there was much
similarity between the uniformed breed and the men
who worked the starships

Once more, as he had in that moment back on the
desert, Coley began to feel at home.

He considered his wealth, which consisted in Yaran
terms of his muscle, his knife, and the animal he was
riding, and then he stopped a passing Yaran, a civil-
ian type in an unbelted grey robe.

““Who around here lends money?” asked Coley. “And
just how do I go about finding him.”

The Yaran looked at him for a long moment with-
out answering, and without any expression on his
face that Coley could interpret. Then his thin mouth
opened in the swarthy face.

“Two streets back,” he said. “Turn right. Twelfth
building, second floor. Czll for Ynesh.”
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Coley went back, found the second street and turned
right into it. This turned out to be little more than an
alley; and Coley, moreover, found he had trouble
telling where one building left off and another started,
since they were all built firmly into each other. Fi-
nally, by counting doorways and making a hopeful

ess, he entered what he believed was the twelfth

uilding and, passing a couple of interior doors, strode
up a ramp and found himself on a landing one floor
up. Here there were three more doors. Coley stopped,
erplexed; then he remembered that his instructions
ad been to call for Ynesh.

“Ynesh!” he yelled.

The door on the furthest right flew open as if his
voice had actuated some sort of spring release. No
one came out, however. Coley waited a moment, then
walked face first into a hanging drape. He pushed his
way past the drape and found himself in a circular
room containing cushions and one tall desk behind
which a middle-aged Yaran in an unbelted figured
green robe was standing. One tall window illumi-
nated the room.

“Live well,” said the Yaran, “I am Ynesh. How
much would you like to borrow?"”

“Nothing,” said Coley—although his empty stom-
ach growled at this denial of the hope of the where-
withal to buy something to put in it. Ynesh did not
stir so much as a finger that Coley could see, but
suddenly three good-sized Yarans in belted, knee-
length robes of blue-grey appeared from the drapes.
They all had two knives in their belts.

“Don’t misunderstand me,” said Coley, hastily, “I
wouldn’t have come here unless I meant to do some
business. How’d you like to make some money?”

Ynesh still stood without moving. But the three
with knives disappeared back into the drapery. Cole
breathed more easily. He walked forward to the des
and leaned close.

“I suppose,” he said to the Yaran, “there’s some
sort of limit set on how much interest you can charge,
and how much you can lend the ordinary soldier.’

Ynesh parted his thin lips.
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“For every grade an amount of credit commensu-
rate with the pay scale for that grade. The interest
rate is one tenth of the principal in the period of one
year, proportionately decreased for shorter lengths of
time. This rate and amount is set by the military
Authority in Chief. Everyone but a Human would
know that, Human."”

“Call me Coley,” said Coley.

“Gzoly,” replied the Yaran, agreeably.

“You wouldn’t want to risk going above the amounts
or charging a greater interest rate, I take it?” said
Coley.

“And lose my license to lend?” said Ynesh. He had
not pulled back from Coley. They were talking, Coley
suspected, with more cozy intimacy than probably
any Human and Yaran had talked to date. It was
marvelous what the right sort of topic could do to
eradicate awkwardness in communication between
the races. “I would hardly be sensible to do that,
Gzoly.”

“What if somebody else would take the risks for
you—say, take your money and lend it without a
license, quietly, but for better than the usual rates of
interest, in any amount wanted?”’

““Now who, Gzoly, would do that?”’ said Ynesh.

Perhaps certain soldiers wouldn’t object to acting
as agents,” said Coley. “They borrow the money from
you and relend to their fellow soldiers at higher rates?
Under”the blanket, no questions asked, money in a

“Ah, but I wouldn’t be able to lend each one of
them more than his grade-amount of credit, since it
would surely be traced back to me,” said Ynesh, but
in no tone that indicated that he considered the topic
closed. “Moreover, where would be the extra profit?
I'd have to lend to them at legal rates.” He paused,
almost imperceptibly. The effect was that of a silent
shrug. “A pity. But that is the Game.”

“Of course,” said Coley. “On the other hand, there
are no rules set up for me. I could lend them as much
as they wanted, at any rate I wanted. And also since
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I'm a Human, you could lend me the money origi-
nally at a higher-than-legal rate of interest.”

“Ah,” said Ynesh.

“I thought the idea would meet with your approval,”
said Coley.

“It might be worth trying in a limited way, Gzoly,”
said Ynesh. “Yes, I think it might. I will be glad to
lend you a small trial sum, at, say, a fifth part in
yearly interest.”

“I'm afraid,” said Coley, straightening up from the
desk, “‘that you happen to be one of those real people
who would cut open the insect that spins the golden
nest. A fifth in interest would force me to relend at
rates that would keep my agents from finding any
borrowers, after they had upped their own rates to
make their cut. I'm afraid I couldn’t do business with
you unless I borrowed at no more than a ninth part.”

“Ridiculous. I'm laughing,” said Ynesh, without
cracking a smile or twitching a facial muscle. “If
you're one of those people who always like to feel
they've beaten a little off the price for form’s sake,
I'll let you have your first sum at five and a half.”

“Goodbye,” said Coley.

“Now, wait a minute,” said Ynesh. “I might con-
sider ...” And the classical argument proceeded along
its classical lines, terminating in a rate to Coley of
eight and three-quarters part of the principal on a
yearly basis.

“Now, the only question is,” said Ynesh, after the
rate had been settled, “Whether I can trust you with
such a sum as [ had in mind. After all, what proof
have I--"

“I imagine you've heard by this time,” said Coley,
drily. ‘‘The military Authority has confined me to
this area. “If I try any tricks you won’t have any
trouble finding me.”

“True,” said Ynesh, as if the thought had just struck
him for the first time. . ..

Coley went out with money in his pocket and in-
trigued the Yaran who sold food in one of the eating
and drinking establishments by ordering a large num-
ber of different items and sampling them all in gin-
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gerly fashion. The search was not a particularly
pleasant one for Coley’s tastebuds; but he did eventu-
ally come up with a sort of a stew and a sort of a
‘pudding that tasted reasonably good—and assauged a
two days hunger. He also tried a number of the Yaran
drinks, but ended up gagging on their oily taste and
settled for water.

Then, having eaten and drunk, he glanced around
the establishment. Not far off across the room a Yaran
soldier with the green belt of the lower ranks was
seated glumly at a table holding an empty bowl and
a stick of incense that had burned itself completely
out. Coley got up, went over and plumped down on a
stool at the same table.

“Cheer up,” he said. “Have a drink on me. And tell
me—how’d you like to make some money ...?"”

It took about a week and a half for Coley’s presence
in the commercial area and in the military establish-
ment to make itself felt. Early the third day, Coley
discovered where the girl was being held—in a sort
of watchtower not far rom the main gate. However,
there was no getting in to her and obviously she
could not get out—though from the few glimpses
Coley had had of her uninterested face when it occa-
sionally showed itself at the window of the tower
when he was watching, it was a good question whether
she even wanted to.

Otherwise, however, things had gone well. Every
day had become a little more comfortable. For one
thing, Coley had discovered that the Yaran meats, in
spite of their gamey taste, were quite satisfying if
soaked in oil ﬁefore, during, and after cooking. In
addition to. this, business was good; Coley having
noticed that gambling was under as strict regula-
tions as the lending of money, had thoughtfully started
a chain-letter scheme to start the financiJ picture
moving.

A desert takes no more thirstily to one of its infre-
quent rain showers than the Yaran soldiers took to
both of Coley’s schemes. The local money situation
literally exploded; and ten days after Coley's arrival,
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he was escorted to the office of the Yaran Authority
who had originally passed sentence upon him.

The Authority in his silver belt was as inscrutable
as ever. He waited until he and Coley were alone
together.

“All my officers are in debt,” he said to Coley. “My
common soldiers are become a rabble, selling their
equipment to illegal buyers for money. The army
treasury has been broken into and robbed. Where is
all our money?”

“I couldn’t tell you,” replied Coley, who was being
perfectly truthful. He knew only where about a fifth
of the area’s hard cash was—carefully hidden in his
room. As for the rest, Coley suspected other prudent
souls had squirreled most of the rest out of the way;
and that in any case the sum the Authority had in
mind was entirely illusory, resulting from vast quan-
tities of credit multiplying the actual cash reserves of
the area.

“I will have you tortured to death—which is ille-
gal,” said the Authority. “Then I will commit suicide—
which is shameful but convenient.”

“Why do all that?” said Coley, enunciating clearly
in spite of a slight unavoidable dryness of the mouth—
for though he had planned this, he realized the ex-
treme touchiness of the situation at this stage. “Let
me and the girl go. Then you can declare a morato-
rium on all debts and blame it on the fact I ab-
sconded with the funds.”

The Authority thought a moment.

“A very good suggestion,” he said, finally. “How-
ever, there's no reason I should actually let you go. I
might as well have a little fun out of all this.”

“Somebody might find out, if I didn't actually es-
cape ,with the girl. Then the blame would fall on
you.

The Authority considered again.

“Very well. A pity,” he said. ‘‘Perhaps I shall lay
hands on you again, some day, Human.”

“T don’t think so,” said Coley. “Not if I can help
it.”
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“Yes,"” said the Authority. He went to the entrance
of the room and gave orders. Half an hour later,
Coley found himsel%, his belongings, and the girl hur-
rying on a pair of first-class riding animals out the
far end of the pass, headed down toward the sea-
coast. The early sunset of Yara was upon them and
twilight was closing down.

“Great hero,” breathed the girl in Yaran. Coley
jerked about and stared at her through the gathering
gloom. But her expression was as innocuous as ever,
and for all the expression there was on her face, it
might have been somebody else entirely who had
spoken. )

‘““Say that again,” said Coley.

But she was through speaking—at least for the
present.

Coley had managed to get away with the money
hidden in his room. He wore it in a double fold of
heavy cloth—a sort of homemade money belt—
wrapped around his waist under his shirt; and a few
coins taken from it supplied himself and-the girl with
a room for the night at a way-station that they came
to that night after the second moon rose in the sky.
The coins also supplied Coley with food—raw meat
which he cooked himself over the brazier filled with
soft coal which the way-station help brought in to
heat the room. He offered some to the girl, but she
would not eat-it; and if he had not th t of the
notion of ordering in some fruit, she might have gone
to sleep without any food at all. The last thing he
saw, by the dim glow of the dying coals in the bra-
zier was the girl half-curled, half-sitting in a far cor-
ner of the room on some cushions and looking in his
diregtion steadily, but still without expression or a
word.

The following morning, they left the way-station
early. Coley had been wary that in spite of {us deci-
sion the military Authority might have sent men af-
ter them. But evidently the Yaran mind did not work
that way. They saw no signs of any threat or soldiers.

By mid-day, between the clumps of bush-like fern
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that covered the seaward side of these mountains,
they began to catch glimpses of the coast below them,
and when they stopped to rest their animals in a spot
giving them an open view of the lowlands, it was
possible for Coley to make out the glittering spire of
the traffic control tower in the Human Compound.

He pointed. “We're almost home,” he said, in Ba-
sic. The girl looked at him interestedly for a long
second.

“Hawmn,” she said, finally.

“Well!”’ said Coley, straightening up in his saddle.
“Starting to come to life, are you? Say that again.”

She looked at him.

“Say that again,” repeated Coley, this time in Yaran.

“Hawmn,’’ she said.

“Wonderful! Marvelous!” said Coley. He applauded.
““Now say something else in Basic for the nice man.”

“Hawmn,”’ she said.

“No,” said Coley. “You've said that. Try something
else. Say—say—" He leaned toward her, enunciating
the words carefully in Basic. Friends, Romans,
Countrymen—"’

She hesitated.

“Frendz, Rawmans, Cundzrememns—" she man-
aged.

“Lend me your ears—"

“Lenz me ur ears—"

“Come on, kid,"” said Coley, turning his own riding
animal’s head once more back onto the downtrail,
“this is too good to let drop. I come not to bury—"

“I cauzm nodt do burrey—"

They rode on. By the time they reached the first
gate of the walled town, as dusk was falling, the girl
was reciting in Basic like a veteran. The guard at the
gate stared at the strange sounds coming from her
mouth.

“What'’s the matter with her? You can't go in, Hu-
man; the gate's already closed for the night. What's
your business in Akalede?”

Coley gave the Yaran a handful of coins.

“Does that answer your questions?”’ he asked.
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“Partly—" said the guard, peering at the coins in
the falling dusk.

“In that case,” said Coley, smoothly, “I suppose I'll
just have to wait outside tonight; and perhaps some
of my good friends inside the city, tomorrow, can fill
out the answer for you. Although,” said Coley, “per-
haps a fuller answer may not be quite what you—"

‘“Pass, worthy person,” said the gateman, swinging
the door wide and standing back deferentially. Coley
and the girl rode on into the city of Akalede.

The streets they found themselves in were full of
Yarans pushing either homeward, or wherever Yarans
went at sundown. From his experience with the com-
mercial area outside the military compound, Coley
suspected a majority of the males at least were on
their way to get drunk. Or drugged, thought Coley,
suddenly remembering he had not been able to drink
enough of things Yaran to discover what it was in
their potables that addicted the populace to them.
He had seen Yarans become stupeged from drinking,
but what kind of stupefaction it was, he suddenly
realized, he ‘had not the slightest idea. This made
him abruptly thoughtful; and he rode on automati-
cally, trying to chase down an elusive conclusion
that hseemed to skitter through his mind just out of
reacin.

His riding animal stopped suddenly. Comin
himself with a start, he saw he had ridden fu.lf
against a barricade that blocked the street.

“What the—"

His bridle strap was seized and he looked down at
a kilted Yaran whose clothes bore the cut, if not the
color of the army.

“Human, you're under arrest,” said the lean face.
“Where do you think you’re going?”’

“To the Compound,” said Coley. ‘T and this female
Human have to get back—"

“Permissions?”’

“Well, you see,” said Coley, “We—"

But the Yaran was already leading him off; and
other kilted Yarans had fallen in around the mounts
of Coley and his companion.

to
up
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Coley stood, cursing inwardly, but with a bland
smile on his face. Behind him, the girl was silent.
The heavy drapes of the room in the building to
which they had both been brought did not stir. The
only thing that stirred was the lips of the rather
heavy-set, obviously middle-aged Yaran standing be-
hind a tall desk.

“You have made a mistake,” said the middle-aged
Yaran.

Coley was fully prepared to admit it. The middle-
aged native beforeiim was apparently a local magis-
trate. As such, he had made it obvious that it was up
to him whether Coley and the girl were to be allowed
through the barricades into the restricted area of the
city that lay between them and the Human Com-
pound. And Coley, judging by his past experience
with these people, had just made the mistake of trying
to bribe him.

“I am, you see,” went on the magistrate, “one of
the real people who actually plays the Game. But
perhaps you don't know about the Game, Human?”

Coley rubbed his dry lips in what he hoped was a
casual gesture.

“A little about it,” he said.

“You could hardly,” said the magistrate, leaning
on the high desk, “know more than a little. Under-
standing in its full sense would be beyond you. You
see—we real people, all of us, hope to reach Old
Age.” He paused, his black eyes steady on Coley. “Of
course, I am not speaking of a physical old age, an
age of the body, which is nothing. I am speaking of
true Old Age, that highest level of development that
is winnable.”

“That’s pretty much how I heard it,” said Cole.

“Few of us,” said the magistrate, going on as if
Cole had said nothing, “very few of us make it, and
we do it only by playing the Game to perfection.”

“Oh. I see,” said Coley.

“It does not matter if you do,” said the magistrate.
“What matters is that I offer you this explanation,
leaving it up to you to use, misuse or ignore it as you
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will. Because, you see, there is one thing required of
a player of the Game.” He paused, looking at Coley.

‘What?” said Coley, filling the gap in the conver-
sation

“Consistency,” said the magistrate. “His rules of
living—which he chooses for himself—may be any-
thing, good or bad. But having adopted them, he
must live by them. He cannot do himself the violence
of violating his own principles. A person may adopt
selfishness as a principle; but, having adopted it, ge
may not allow himself the luxury of unselfishness.
He must live by the principles chosen in youth— and
with them try to survive to grea.rs of maturity and
wisdom.” He paused. “If he falters, or if the world
kills or destroys him, he has lost the Game. So far—"
he leaned a little closer to Coley—"I have neither
faltered nor been destroyed. And one of my princi-
ples is absolute honesty. Another is the destruction of
the dishonest.”

“I see,” said Coley. “Well, what I meant was—"

“You,” went on the magistrate, inexorably, “are
one of the dishonest.”

“Now, wait! Wait!” cried Coley. “You can’t judge
us by your standards. We're Human!”

“You say that as if it entitled you to special privi-
leges,” said the magistrate, almost dreamily. “The
proof of the fact that the Game encompasses even
you is the fact that you are here caught up in it.” He
reached below the table and came up with a sort of
hour-glass, filled not with sand but with some heavy
liquidg. He turned it over. “This will run out in a few
moments,” he said. “If before it has run out you
come up with a good reason why you should, within
the rules of the Game, be allowed on into the Human
Compound, I will let you and the female go. Other-
wise, I will have you both destroyed.”

The liquid from the little transparent pyramid at
the top of the timing device began to run, drop by
drop, down into the pyramid below. The liquid was
clear, with no reddish tint, but to Coley it looked like
the blood he could feel similarly draining out of his
heart. His mind flung itself suddenly open, as if un-
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der the influence of some powerfully stimulating drug,
and thoughts flashed through it like small bursts of
light. His gutter-bred brain was crying out that there
was a gimmick somewhere, that there was a loophole
in any law, or something new to get around it—The
liquid in the top of the timer had almost run out.

And then he had it.

“How can you be sure,” said Coley, “that you're
not interrupting a process that greater minds
your own have put in motion?”

The magistrate reached slowly out, took the timer
from the top of the desk and put it out of sight
behind the desk top.

“I'll have you escorted to the gates of the Human
Compound by one of our police persons,” he said.

Coley was furious—and that fury of his, according
to his way of doing things, hid not a little fear."

“Calm down,” said his jailer, one of a squad of
star-marines attached to the embassy, unlocking the
cell door. “T'll have you out in a minute.”

“You'd better, lint-picker,” said Coley.

“Let’s watch the names,” said the star-marine. He
was almost as big as Coley. He came inside and stood
a few inches from Coley, facing him. “They want you
upstairs in the Consul’s office. But we got a couple of
minutes to spare, if you insist.” Coley opened his
mouth—then shut it again.

“Forget it,” growled Coley. “Shoved into jail—
locked up all night with no explamation—you'd be
hot, too. I want to see that Consul.”

‘“This way,” said the jailer, standing aside. Coley
allowed himself to be escorted out of the cell, down a
corridor, and up a fall-tube. They went a little way
down another corridor and through a light-door into
the same office Coley had been in before. Some two
weeks before, to be precise. The Consul, Ivor Ben was
standing with his back to the hunched, smoke tube in
his fingers, and a not pleasant look on his aristo-
cratic face.

“Stand over there,” he said; and crossing to his
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desk, pushed a button on it. “Bring in the girl,” he
said. He pushed another button. “Let Ansash in now.”

He straightened up behind the desk. A door opened
behind Coley; and he turned to see the girl he had
escorted from Tannakil. She looked at him with her
usual look, advanced a few steps into the office, as
the door closed behind her, and then halted—as if
the machinery that operated her had just run down.

Only a couple of seconds later, a door at the other
end of the room opened, and Ansash came in. He
walked slowly into the room, taking in Coley and the
girl with his eyes.

“Well, hello there,” said Coley. Ansash considered
him flatly. ,

“Hello,” he said in Basic, with no inflection what-
soever, He turned to the Consul. “May I have an
explanation?”

The Consul swiveled about to look at Coley.

“How about it?”

““How about what?” said Coley.

The Consul stalked out from behind his desk and
up to Coley, looking like some small rooster ruffling
up to a turkey. He pointed past Coley at the girl.

“This is not the woman I sent you to get!” he said
tightly.

“Oh, I know that,” said Coley.

The Consul stared at him,

“You know it?"’ he echoed.

“He could hardly avoid knowing,” put in the smooth
voice of Ansash. “He was left alone with this female
briefly, when I went to fetch his beloved. When [
returned, he had vanished with this one.”

The Consul, who had looked aside at Ansash when
the other started speaking, looked back at Coley,
bleakly and bitterly.

“That” went on Ansash, “is the first cause of the
complaint I brought you this morning. In addition to
stealing this real person, the Human, Coley Yunce,
has committed other crimes upon the earth of Yara,
up to the including murder.”

“Yes,"” breathed the Consul, still staring at Coley.
Coley looked bewildered.
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“You mean she’s no good?” he asked the Consul.

““No good? She isn’t Sara Illoy, is she?” exploded
the Consul.

“I mean, won't she do?” said Coley. “I mean— she
looks pretty human. And she talks fine Basic—" He
stepped over to the girl and put a friendly hand on
her shoulder. “Recite for them, Honey. Come on,
now—Friends, Romans—'."

She looked up into his face and something that
might almost have been a smile twitched at her ex-
pressionless mouth. She opened her lips and began
to recite in an atrocious accent.

“Frendz, Rawmans, Cundzrememns, I cauzm nodt
do burrey Shaayzar, budt do brayze ymn. Dee eefil
dwadt memn dooo—"'

“Never mind! Never mind!" cried the Consul, furi-
ously; and the girl shut up. “You must have been out
of your head!” he barked, and swung about on Ansash.
“Very clever, my friend,” he grated. “My compli-
ments to Yara. I suppose you know the real Sara
Illoy came back of her own accord, the day after this
man left.”

“I had heard some mention of it,” said Ansash,
without inflection.

“Very clever indeed,” said the Consul. “So it's a
choice between handing this man over to your justice
to be strangled, or accepting a situation in which
contact between our two races on this planet is per-
manently frozen in a state of Middle-Age restricted
contact and chicanery.”

“The choice is yours,” said Ansash, as if he might
have been remarking on the weather.

“I know. Well, don’t worry,” said the Consul, turn-
ing to fling the last three words at Coley. “You know
as well as I do I have no choice. Human life must be
perserved at all costs. I'll get you safely off-planet,
Yunce; though I wouldn’t advice you to go boasting
about your part in this little adventure. Not that
anyone would do anything but laugh at you, if you
did.” He turned to look at Ansash. “I'm the real loser
as you all know,” he added softly. “Yara'll never rate
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an Ambassador, and I'll never rate a promotion. I'll
spend the rest of my professional life here as Consul.”

“Or,” put in Coley, “in jail.”

Three heads jerked around to look at him.

“What kind of a sucker do you take me for?” snarled
Coley, spinning around upon the girl. His long arm
shot out, there was a very humanlike shriek, and the
girl staggered backward, leaving her blonde locks in
Coley’s fist. Released, a mass of chestnut hair tum-
bled down to frame a face that was suddenly contorted
with shock.

“I learned to look for the gimmick in something
before I could walk.” He threw the blonde wig in the
direction of the Consul’s desk. ‘“This set-up of yours
stunk to high heaven right from the beginning. So
the girl’s gone! How’d she get out of the Compound
in the first place? How come you didn’t call in regu-
lar help from the authorities back at Sol? You were
all just sitting back waiting for a tough boy you
could use, weren’t you?”

He glared around at the three in the room. None of
them answered; but they all had their eyes on him.

“I don’t know what kind of racket you've got here,”
he said. “But whatever it is, you didn’t want the
Humans to win the Game, did you? You wanted
things to stay just the way they are now. Why?"

“You're out of your head,” said the Consul, though
his face was a little Pale.

“Out of my head!” Coley laughed. I can feel the
difference between Ansash and you, Consul. You think
I wouldn’t notice that the girl I was with was a
Yaran, almost right off the bat? And who could sup-
pose I would need a knife when I left Tannakil, but
the man who knew I could use one? How come I
never saw her eat anything but fruit? A native Yaran
wouldn’t have restricted her diet.” He leaned for-
ward. “Want me to tell you what the deal was?”

“I think,” said the Consul, “We've listened to enough
of your wild guessing.”

“No you haven't. Not on your life,” said Coley.
“I'm back among Humans, now. You can’t shut my
mouth and get away with it; and either you listen to
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me, or I'll go tell it to the star-marines. I don’t sup-
pose you own them.”

“Go ahead, then,” said the Consul.

Coley grinned at him. He walked around the Con-
sul’s desk and sat down in the Consul's chair. He put
his feet on the table.

“There’s a world,” he said, examining the rather
scuffed toes of his boots with a critical eye. “It seems
to be run on the basis of an idea about some sort of
Game, which is practically a religion. However, when
you look a little closer, you see that this Game thing
isn’t much more than a set of principles which only a
few fanatics obey to the actual letter. Still, these
principles are what hold the society together. In fact,
it goes along fine until another race comes along and
creates a situation where the essential conflict be-
tween what everybody professes to believe and what
they actually believe will eventually be pushed into
the open.” Coley glanced over at the Consul. “How’m
I doing?”

“Go on,” said the Consul, wincing.

“The only thing is, this is a conflict which the race
has not yet advanced far enough to take. If it came to
the breaking point today, half the race would feel it
their duty to go fanatic and start exterminating the
other ha.l% of the race who felt that it was time to
discard the old-fashioned Games Ethic.” He paused.

“Go on,” said the Consul, tonelessly.

““Now, let's suppose this world has a Consul on it,
who sees what's apgening. He reports back to Sol
that the five stages of the Game consist of (1) tryin
to rid yourself of your enemy by refusing to acknowl-
edge his existence, as a child ignores what it does not
like. (2} By reacting against your enemy thought-
lessly and instinctively, as a youth might do. (3) By
organized warfare—young manhood. (4) By trickery
and subtlety—middle-age. (5) By teaching him your
own superior philosophy of existence and bringing
him by intellectual means to acknowledge your
superiority—old age.

‘The only troub%e with this, the Consul reports, is
that the Yaran philosophy is actually a more primi-
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tive one than the human; and any attempt to con-
quer by stage five would induce a sort of general
Yaran psychosis, because they would at once be forced
to admit a philosophical inferiority and be unable to
admit same.”

“All ri’ght, Mr. Yunce,” said the Consul. “You needn’t
go on—

“Let me finish. So Sol answers back that they sym-
pathize, but that they cannot violate their own rigid
rules of non-interference, sanctity of a single human
life, etc., for any situation that does not directly
threaten Humanity itself. And this Consul—a dedi-
cated sort—resolves to do the job himself by rigging
a situation with help from one of the more grown-up
Yarans and a young lady—"

“My aide-de-camp,”’ said the Consul, wearily. Coley
bowed a little in the direction of the girl.

“—a situation where a tough but dumb Human
sets out inside the Rules of the Game, but so tears
them to shreds that the Game-with-Humans is aban-
doned and set aside—where it will rot quietly and
disappear as the two races become more and more
acqﬁainted, until it gradually is forgotten altogether.
Right?”

Coley looked at him. They looked back at him with
peculiarly set faces. Even tl}':e Yaran's face had some-
thing of that quality of expression to it. They looked
like people who, having risked everything on one
throw of the dice and won, now find that by gam-
bling they have incurred a sentence of death.

“Fanatics,” said Coley, slowly, running his eyes
over them. “Fanatics. Now me—I'm a business man.”
He hoisted himself up out of his chair. “No reason
why I shouldn’t get on down to the pad, now, and
catch the first ship out of here. Is there?”

“No, Mr. Yunce,” said the Consul, bleakly. The
three of them watched him stalk around the desk and
past them to the door. As he opened the door the
Consul cleared his throat.

“Mr. Yunce—"" he said.

Coley stopped and turned, the door half open.

“Yes?” he said.
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“What's—" the Consul's voice stuck in his throat.
"l\IIYai,t' a minute,” he said. “I'll give you a ride to your
ship.

He came around the desk and went out with Coley.
They went down and out of the Consulate, but all
during the short ride to the Compound’s landing pad
for the big interspace ships, the Consul said not an-
other word.

He was silent until they reached the ramp leading
up to the ship then in ready position.

“Anywhere near Arga IV?” Coley asked the officer
at the ramphead.

“No, Sirius and back to Sol. Try the second ship
down. Deneb, and you can get a double transfer out
of Deneb Nine.”

Coley and the Consul walked down onto the ramp
leading up to the entrance port on the second ship,
some twenty feet up the steel sides.

“Farewell,” said Coley, grinning at the Consul and
starting up the ramp.

“Yunce!” the word tore itself at last from the Con-
sul’s lips.

Coley stopped, turned around and looked a few feet
down into the older man'’s Pleadin eyes.

“What can I do for you?" he said.

“Give me a price,” said the Consul.

“A price?” Coley, grinning, spread his hands. “A
price for what?

“For not reporting this back on Sol. If you do,
they’ll have to take action. They won't have any choice.
They'll undo everything you did.”

“Oh, they wouldn’t do that,” said Coley. He grinned
happily, leaned down and slapped the smaller man
on the shoulder. “Cheer up,” he said. The Consul
stared up at him. Slowly, the older man's eyebrows
came together in a searching frown.

“Yunce?”' he said. “Whe....? Just who are you
anyway?”’

Coley grinned and winked at him. And then he
burst into a loud laugh, swing about and went trot-
ting up the airlock ramp and into the sh;i), still laugh-
ing. At the airlock, he stopped, turned, and threw
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something white that fluttered and side-slipped through
the air until it fell on the concrete pad by the Con-
sul’s feet. The consul leaned over and picked it up.

It was a folded sheaf of paper, sealed with a melt-
clip with no identifying symbol upon it. On one side
it was stamped TOP SECRET.

The Consul hesitated, broke it open and looked at
it. What stared back up at him was that same report
he had written back to the authorities on Sol five
years before, concerning the Yaran Game of Five and
its possible disastrous conclusion. Clipped to it was a
little hand-printed note in rather rak.isﬁ block capitals.

‘WHEN SEARCHING THROUGH GOVERNMENT LISTS DON'T LOOK
A GIFT HORSE IN THE MOUTH.

Scratched in the lower right hand corner of the
mouth, as if in idle afterthought, was a small A4.



Inch by manmade inch, our corridor of moments grows.
Each succeeding mason toils in confident belief that
“after me cometh a builder’” until the end of time.

Guided Tour

&ease keep close—

e enter by this new pale arch of hours

Into the greystone corridor of years,

Which at this end is still under construction.
Please note the stained glass windows which depict
A number of historic episodes.

A legal green here—further back they're purple—
Before that, bright iron, bronze, and last—grey flint,
From which the hall drives its general tone.

One legend goes that at the furthest part,

Where it begins, there’s only two small stones
Placed one on top the other for a start

By some half-animal—but others think

The whole was laid out from the very first

By some big architect whose spirit still

Directs construction. Well, you take your pick.

.. .And now, I thought I heard somebody ask
About our future thoughts for building on.

Well, there's now building quite a fine addition
Of plastic, steel and glass, all air-conditioned,
Also there’s planned a nucleonic part

Built up from force-fields. But beyond its end
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We butt, unfortunately, on a space—
A pit, or void, through which the ri%ht of way
May be disputed, and is still in doubt. ...



Here is an excerpt from Cloud Warrior by Patrick
Tilley, coming from Baen Books in August 1985:

With Jodi in the lead, the three Skyhawks flew in a silent
descending curve that took them over the line of the Laramie
Range. Jodi‘s intention was to come around behind the ad-
vancing Mutes, firing a lethal burst into their unsuspecting
backs before slomming the throttle forward and jinking away
under full power, returning from different directions at low
level to pick off the remainder. In previdus actions against the
southern Mutes she had found that they were as terrified of
“cloud warriors” as they were of the “iron snoke’” and, if
subjected to a determined, vigorous aftack, usually turned tail
and fled for cover.

Like the execs to whom she reported, Jodi had not allowed
the idea that Mutes might possess magical powers to take root
in her mind. The interaction of earth-forces—ground and air
temperature, humidity, atmospheric electricity, ond the move-
ment of air masses over differing terrain—were part of a
logically constructed system of cause and effect that could be
recorded, onalyzed and understood. Like Hartmann and his
officers, Jodi had found it strange—and slightly unnerving—that
the mist and low cloud that had formed overnight around and
above the train should still persist several hours after sunrise.
And not only persist; actually appear to move with the wagon
train when it had begun its advance. Jodi was not an expert,
but she preferred to think that there was a simple, rational,
meteorologically sound explanation for what had occurred.

Back in Nixon-Fort Worth, she had been irritated by Steve
Brickman’s probing questions about the rumors of so-called
Mute magic. Odd things had happened in the past, but when
the facts were considered carefully and coolly—as in the inci-
dents investigated by the Assessors—it was clear that most of
the things people claimed had happened either hadn't hap-
pened ot all, or were nothing more than strange coinci-
dences. A haphazard conjunction of events which, in the heat
of battle, had seemed extraordinary. Despite the odd, occa-
sional doubt, Jodi had clung stubbornly to the official view-
point. She refused to consider the possibility that “summoners”



really existed. The idea that the Plainfolk clans had people
who could manipulate the weather at will was clearly ridiculous.

As this thought possed through her mind, Jodi heard
an ominous rumble of thunder. She looked up through the
clear-view panel in the wing. The sky was clear. But it had
been hot and humid for days. When that happened, you often
got a buildup of pressure and static, and then . . .

Jodi checked the movement of the rifle mount and the ease
with which she could pull the weapon into her shoulder and
take aim, squeezing off imaginary shots on the uncocked
trigger ot rocks on the slopes of the mountoin below. Satis-
fied, she stretched out her arms and pointed three times at
Booker and Yates. They veered away obediently, opening out
the formation to fly three wingspans from their section leader.
As they assumed their new positions and turned their faces
toward her, Jodi raised her right hand and brought it down
in a slow chopping mation over the nose of her Skyhawk. It
was the signal to go into what was known as a free-firing
atiack.

With their propellers windmilling sitently behind their bocks
they swooped down over the western flank of the Laramie
Mountains like three giant birds of prey. The tops of the forest
of red trees that carpeted the lower slopes rushed up to meet
them.

To the south, The Lady continued to advance coutiously,
still blinded by the heavy mist. Unknown to Hartmann, the
wagon frain had wandered two or three miles off course.
What he took to be the eroded remains of Interstate 80, which
had once run from Cheyenne, through Laromie and then
westward to Rawlins, was actually a dry, shallow river bed.
As they followed its winding course northwestward, Hartmann
noted that the ground on either side was rising steadily. He
made his second mistake of the day in thinking that they were
passing through a cutting.

From the hour before dawn when the mist had formed
around the wogon train, a small group of Mutes comoutloged
with scrub had been trmlmg it, sending reports of its prog-
ress to Mr. Snow by runners at regular intervals. Mr. Snow
knew of Hartmann’s navigational error. Indeed, with the



knowledge Cadillac had given him, Mr. Snow had reached
info Hartmann’s mind and had created the confusion that had
made the mistake possible and then prevented the wagon
master from realizing what he had done. The rumble of
thunder that Jodi had heard when she turned west over the
mountains had been a trial blast by Mr. Snow, clearing his
throat for the big event.

Escorted by ten Bears, Mr. Snow ran, Mute-fashion, some
way behind the two large groups that Jodi had spotted.
Cadillac and Clearwater had been ordered to stay hidden in
the forest with the She-Wolves, the M'Call elders, the den-
mothers, and the children. The remaining Bears were moving
under cover of the trees to a point nearer the wagon train.
This much larger group constituted the clan’s strategic reserve
and would be committed 1o the battle as conditions required.

The whole of Mr. Snow's remarkable mind was concen-
trated on the task he had set himsel. He had produced a
cloud and sown a degree of confusion in Hartmann's mind,
but he was worried about his ability to summon, control, and
ultimately survive the immense power he was about to draw
from the earth and sky. As a consequence, the soundless volley
of rifle fire that mowed down the running warriors around
him came as a complete surprise.

A bullet struck him in the head, sending him sprawling to
the ground. Miraculously, the needle-pointed round hit a
cluster of knuckle-bones threaded on one of the plaited loops
of white hair. The force of the impact drove them against his
skull, shattering two in the process, and knocking him tempo-
rarily senseless. As his body rolled onto its back amidst his
wounded and dying escort, he saw the three blue arrowheads
flash overhead.



y————— ] ] (I(P;)lis)l[( }\E OF ALLL eo—
AN D RSON

’r'lb[z=j

CEWLh _,
i

WHO WILL STAVE OFF THE LONG NIGH |
WHLEN DOMINIC FLANDRY NO LONGER CAN
INTRODUCING

) DIANQ,‘;;‘_I%‘ND




- -

| Thefuture is NOW!

Welcome to Far Frontiers — the result of a wholly
new concept in science fiction publishing. It’s
the editorial collaboration in paperback format
of one of America’s foremost science fiction/fact
writers and one of the field’s most prominent
editor/publishers — Jerry Pourmmelle and Jim Baen.
They invite you to join them, on the

FAR FRONTIERS /7T
In the premiere issue: NN/

FACT FICTION

BEN BOVA POUL ANDERSON
ROBERT L. FORWARD GREG BEAR
JERRY POURNELLE ~ DEAN ING

G. HARRY STINE DAMON KNIGHT
morel LARRY NIVEN
JANUARY )

ISBN: 559354 Distributed by Simon & Schuster
320 pp. + 5295  Mass Merchandise Saies Com
1230 Avenue of the Americas - New York, N.Y. 10020

——— 4




We Recommend...

If you llke “science fiction with real
sclence In Iit,” read:

— FIRE TIME, Poul Anderson 55900/$2.95

— THE RETURN OF RETIEF, Keith Laumer 55903/$2.95

—— THE GOLDEN PEOPLE, Fred Saberhagen
55904/53.50

— KILLER, David Drake and Karl Edward \Wagner
55931/$2.95

— VALENTINA, Joseph H. Delaney and Marc Stiegler
55916/53.50

—— AUBADE FOR GAMELON, John Willett 55924/52.95 .

—— THE GAME BEYOND, Melissa Scott 55918/52.95

— FAR FRONTIERS, Jerry Pournelle and Jim Baen (eds.)
55935/52.95

—— ALIEN STARS, C.J. Cherryh, Joe Haldeman, and
Timothy Zahn 55934/$2.95

____THE OTHER TIME, Mack Reynolds with Dean Ing
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What can measure
the advancement of Man?
The eye, which sees the stars and knows
we soon will reach them? ©
The mind, which catalogs more knowledge than was
dreamed of in ancient philosophies?
Or perhaps the heart, the fount
and spring of all our desires?

No sky can set a limit to the soaring spirit of man.
He who best uses his eyes, and his mind, and his heart,
will blaze the' way—a way that lesser men
can only hope to follow.
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