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THE ONE-EYED LOGICIAN

Finstein’s remarkable work was
so cnormously fruitful of practical
results that it is exceedingly easy to
forget what his work actually—Dby
his orizinal definition—was. Rela-
tivity 1s not, was not, and was not
intended to be a descriptive discus-
sion ‘'of what the Universe really is;
it was specifically defined as a de-
scription of what an observer, with
the specified characteristics, would
sce in the Universe-of-reality.

It “was intended to be, and was,
a highly cogent and accurate de-
scription of how the Universe-of-
reality would appear to an observer
having  the characteristics of the
[leal Logical Observer.

The difference between what the
I {eal Logical Observer would appear
to see, and what is there to be seen,
(s enormous, and unfortunately easy
to overlook. It happens that the
Ileal Logical Observer could be de-
sceibed as  “a one-eyed logician
suffering from extreme tunnel vi-
sion.” Also, he’s dependent entirely
on electromagnetic sensory devices,
and all his senses alike sufter from
extreme tunnel vision. Einstein’s

4

[deal Observer can detect the coin-
cidence of a pointer and a mark—
but nothing else.

That is, off -course, the inherent
characteristic of logic; it s a process
of going from one point to another
along a line of argument. It's strict-
ly, absolutely and exclusively a
linear process.

“Logic”” as T am using the term
[ -

here refers to the rigid, strict scien-

tiic-mathematical  logic; ' not  the

decidedly sloppy and loose term we

usc to apply to that which we, as

individuals, consider rational think-

ing. In formal logic, you can have
only onec pomt at a time; two at
once would be labeled 7nconsistency
and be rejected.

From that characteristic of formal
logic, it immediately follows that
the Ideal Logical Observer can’t de-
tect simultaneity; if he did detect
it, he would be forced to reject it
because that would constitute hold-
ing two non-identical and non-

cquivalent points to be valid simul-
t;mcously—--which IS 1nconsistent 1in
I.,ogic.

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION



The logical observer, therefore,
can’t possibly detect or admit the
validity of simultaneity; even if it
existed as a fact in the Universe,
the One-Eyed Logician cannot admit
that fact.

The One-Eyed Logician cannot
detect patterns, either, unless they
can be expressed entirely- in linear-
sequence form. Result: the modcrn
television system 1s a perfect Onec-
Lyed Logician. It never presents a
picture; it presents a complexly
folded line of argument, along
which a point of varying 1ntensity
moves, If the announcer smiles and
waves his hand simultancously, the
TV system cannot possibly present
that; your human eye and brain
integrate the report of the One-
liyed Logician in a non-logical man-
ner, and recognize the fact of a pic-
ture in which several things are
happening simultancously.

The One-Eyed Logician effect is
ecnormously encouraged by the na-
ture of the metering devices that we
have available.
meter presents a radius line—the
needle—which intersects with an
arc—the scale. The result can be
read by a one-eyed logician; the in-
tersection of two lines 1s a point.

In some aircraft landing instru-
- ments, two-meter movements are so
mounted that their indicating
‘needles intersect—visually—to pre-
sent a point of data.

But repeatedly, the data—yielding
systems are made to yield points
that can be used in a line of argu-
ment.

THE ONE-EYED LOGICIAN

The typical volt-

Einstein did not say that inertia
and gravity were the same; he
pointed out that a tunnel-blind
logician couldn’t observe any dif-
ference,  The ‘latter statement s
provably valid; Einstein didn’t even
suggest that the former was valid.

That Einstein’s work was a tre-
mendously valuable achievement no
one needs to defend today. The
aanger is that, to an enormous ex-
tent, the exact, defined nature of
that work, which Einstein himself
very specifically stated, can be so
torgotten as to lead to the accept-
ance of the invalid proposition
“This 1s a description of the Uni-
verse-of-reality,” instead of the ac-
curate proposition Einstein stated.

Notice the situation arising 1n a
comparable case: I can make. an
accurate description of precisely
wiat will be observed by a box
camera, fitted with a fixed simple
meniscus lens of 6-inch focal length,
with an F 11 aperature, and a fixed
exposure setting of 1/25th of a sec-
ond, loaded with a Slmplf: silver-
halide emulsion film. |

The definition of the lens is so
poor that the circle of confusion
of star-images will give a very low
image-intensity. It the film has a
speced rating of 20, very few stars
will record. Since the simple silver-
halide emulsion 1s blue-sensitive
only, an intense red and an intense
yellow will both record as black.
The low film speed, and the small
aperture means that, at 5 PM, on

(Continued on page 160)
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First of Two Paris. The nature of a world inevitably :
shapes -the character of its people—and a world of small i 8

islands in vast seas makes an insular dissident people. ...

BY JAMES BLISH

lllustrated by van Dongen
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It was like a kind of dance, with
the sighs and shouts and drumming
feel of the crowd for music. The

little figure on the platform, far

away at the center of 1lhe huge
pavilion, moved from one edge of
the boards 1o another with despera-
tion, his legs moving loosely, his
arms flapping, the white blur of his
face turned appealingly to the tented
sky and then 1o the swaymg andience.

T'he young couple at the back
could hear his voice, but not what
be was saying. Only the wavering
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sound of someone shouting pene-
trated this far through the sea-roar
of the crowd. They looked at eacls
other apprehensively. They bad de-
bated whether or not to come 1o this
meeting, and others like it, for a
long time. They loved the man on
the platform, and they had not, at
first, wanted to see him domg what
he was doing now—dancing and
pleading before a packed mass of
overwronght bumanity, saying things
that nobody but those in the front
row could hear with any accuracy,

(|



yet which somehow moved the en-
fire mass.

In the end a morbid curiosity had
won, and here they were, listening—
but to what? [ust a moment ago, the
man had fallen on his knees at one
border of the stage and held out bhis
arms; a great groan of orgiastic
sorrow was spreading from the peo-
ple closest to that side of the plat-
form, beating its way owntward
through the pavilion in a wave of
contagion. It was still coming like
a foaming comber toward the young
couple when the man on the plat-
form was on his feet again, striding
toward the great central pole which
held the tent's pyramidal wvault in
place. He shook his fist at it, and
then at the sky. After a moment s
hesitation—uwhich compelled instant
stlence in the center of the audience,

a silence which was itself audible

out here at the roaring periphery
(like, the young man thought in-
congruously, the hole in a doughnut)
—he rushed on to seize the ridge-

pole itself, in what was apparently
an insane effort to wrestle the im-
mense duralumin mast bodily out of
the ground.

T'he whole crowd was on its feet
m an insiant, screaming. Fists were
being shaken aloft everywbhere. A
chanling began near the center of
the tent and was rocking the entire
enclosure within five seconds.

Get out of our sky! Get out of
our sky! Get out of our sky!

I'he young couple were standing
and shouting with the rest, though

8 .
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the words filled them with terror.
T'he whole world of Home tipped
and reeled to the rhythm of that
massive chant. There was no ques-
troning it. It was the reason wihy
the universe existed. It was the purest
of transports, a wvast exultation of
halred.

Get out of our sky! Get out—

On the stage, the little figure
clutched at the mast and turned
slowly, looking out at the roaring
mass of wvoices and fists. His face
was blank, éxcept for a small black
O where bhis mouth should bave
been. The words of the chant seemed
to drive him back like blows, until
he was standing only with the great-
est effort. The mast that he had been
attacking only a moment ago was
now his sole support, and it seemed
that in a moment even that would
faizl him. Not that he would lose
h1s grip and fall—no; but that the
mast itself would break before bhe
wounld, and as he stood clinging to
the stub, the whole wvast pavilion
would come down in smothering
square miles of stiff brocade, bring-
ing the heavens with it. It was not
holding him up. He was holding il
up.
The chant began to falter. The
man’s head was resting against the
ridgepole, rocking a little as though
every shout was a slap, His whole
body was doing a dance of torture,
and yet at the same time it did not
seem to be moving. A bhorrified

Ahhhhh! rose into the middle of
the chant and broke its rhythm; it

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION



died away rapidly. In the silence,
someone began to weep.

I'he  young couple sat down,
clinging to each other. They had not
yet heard one intelligible word from
the man on the platform, but he had
already wrung them dry—a man
that each of them had known in-
timately since childhood, yet now
a man that neither of them bhad
ever seen before. He straightened
himself against the ridgepole with
great effort, and the pole seemed to
stiffen with bhim. He came forward
with slow pamful steps, lifted bis
faraway face—and looked directly
mlo their eyes.

In the intent hush, his familiar
voice came Ssoaring to them, as
though it had been meant for no
one else.

“Children,” he said. “Children of
the cities who have come to the tent,
children of the fields and jungles
who have come to the tent; children
of the seas and nations who have
come 1o the tent; children of the
world, children of Home who have
come to .this tent; listen! There 1is
sl time.” i

The young man and bis bride
tightened therr  grips upon each
other’'s bands; they were frozen fo
their seats. Though the man on the
platform had once been as close to
them as blood can tie, he was now
something else—and more than a
nian.

“There is still time,” be said.
“"Here is where we and the grass
grow up like music.”

The congregation listened.

GET OUT OF Mi SKY

I

The sea at red noon glared and
¢lided from the hull of the recon
cruiser to the horizon on every side.
The red sun looked directly down
on the deck from the zenith, color-
ing everything but each man’s 1m-
mediate shadow, the one of the
three that the ancients had called
the Soul. It made it seem as though
the cruiser were forging through a
foe of blood. S

The second shadow, the Mind,
stretched out along the deck, very
blurred along the edges. It was being
cast by the glittering mass of star-
fire at the northern horizon—the
great cluster of stars of which this
whole system was a marginal mem-
ber. The third shadow, the Breath,
was as usual sharper but dimmer
than the Mind, for the white sun
which cast 1it, now thirty degrees
above the horizon in the west, was
less brilliant than the star cluster.
Both, like the soul and everything
celse, were tinged by the red sun. -

And in a moment, the Breath
would die. The white sun was about.
to go out. |

The recon boat continued to skim
over the sea, the jet engine mounted
over 1its stern howling despite its
ring-mounted silencer. The weather
was clear, although a black line
along the western horizon indicated
that it might rot stay clear for long.
There was, of course, no land in
sight. The sea on this side of the
world, the side that faced towaid
the twin planet of Rathe, was emp-

9



ty except for a few insignificant
atolls—a whoie hemisphere of de-
sert, rolling water.

On Rathe, the emissary Margent
had said, they had been looking
down on that vast unbroken sea with
dry throats for millennia. Rathe was
mostly sand.

Aidregh looked up into the flam-
Iing sky again, but there was no sign
of Rathe now. The air seemed as
empty of the twin planet as it was
in tact on the other side of Aidregh’s
world. But it was up there, all right
—a planet seven thousand miles in
diameter, almost exactly the same
size as this one, and only two hun-
dred fifty thousand miles away. The
two planets revolved around a com-
mon center, which in turn trailed
behind the red sun in the same orbit
at a distance of sixty degrees, all
three traveling around the white sun
—the Trojan relationship so com-
mon (o planetary systems, though it
had only recently been understood.

Rathe was there, all right. It was
invisible now only because it was
approaching one of its semiannual
total eclipses of the white sun, the
eclipse that the recon craft had trav-
cled so far from home to watch.

Aidregh had seen Rathe earlier
in the trip; the first time he had
seen it directly, and the memory was
still capable of provoking the most
powerful, the most bafflingly com-
plex and ambiguous emotions. It
did not matter, really, that he could
not sec the planet now. There was
nothing he had to do but watch the
tcam from his home continent of

10

Thrennen setting up their instru-
ments for the eclipse. As first minis-
ter of Thrennen, the largest of all
the land-masses and, he hoped, the
most powerful, almost his every
waking thought these days dealt with
Rathe in one way or another. But
now, while he was actually under
the brow of that far-too-close planet,
he was largely useless.

How had the sight of Rathe im-
pressed the very first mariners to
cross the meridian between the oc-
cupied hemisphere and this one? Of
course in a sense every explorer to
cross’ that 1maginary boundary line
had been the “first” up to a century
ago, since none of them up to then
had come back; each new expedition
had started with better equipment
than the last, but in essentially the
same 1gnorance. They all had ex-
pected to find some landfall on the
other side of the world; it took a
long time to discover that there was
nothing there but nearly unbroken
water. |

The uniform disappearance of all
the sailors had given the antipodes
an evil name. The invention of the
turbine had finally made a Great
Circle crossing of the sea possible,
but for a while no one had volun-
teered to try it. No one until Clian.

That had been an epic voyage.
Clian had gone out from the harbor
of Drash, Thrennen’s major port,
with a fleet of four crude turbo-
powered hulks and some equally
crude orders: to bring back pearls,
capture a demon or two, and estab-

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION
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lish the latitude and longitude of the
isle fof  the TDead. It had  been a
venture typical of its era in its mix-
ture of daring, engineering, and
sheer superstition; a great age, on
the whole, and one that Aidregh
sometimes  wished he had lived
1.

Chan had coeme back with nothing.
Nothing but decimated, half-starved
crews, a tale of an ocean without
onc island to break its storm-rolling
surface—

... And a stone to rest upon the
neck of the world, forever after.

Every school child knew that part
of his log verbatim. It ran:

Wherefor the further wee weiil
onne—our victual descreasing, and
the mnggie wvapors breed g grale
faintinesse—mior bourlie rose ther on!
of the sea a Licht such as nonne
hadde seen ever befor; till—for wee
were now in one hundred thirty-five
degrees—ither stood reveal’d above
the rimme of the water a marvelle
as large as the white sonne, thongh
not so bricht, ne mor brilliante than
the red. And now were wee al
becalm’'d, so that wee did drift 1o
and fro, and 1 order'd the turbine-
wheels be fir'd; but even ere this
was done, wee saw with grale won-
der that you crescented globe moved
not in the skye sithen wee moved,
remain’g  otherways  hung  silent
above the waters. And as wee moved
again, mor violentlie than befor be-
canse of our need, so arose 1his
marvelle mor quicklie in the skye, as
tha’ it were pois’d eternallie o'er

GET OUT OF MY SKY

B

some spotte magickal wupon the
waiers.,

Now wee bhadde most need of
crafte and art, didde both silip wior
slylie from wus; for that the schippes

of captain Dro and captain Fieze

hadde spent alle theyre provisionnes,
so as wee wer brought into despaire
and discomfortte, hadde wee nol
bleaded with alle the compagnie it
was butt one dayes werke mor 1o
touch some strande, wher alle our
wants and woes would be reliev'd;
yet 1f wee return'd to Drash, then
should wee be greeted wiith conti-
milie, didde wee not siarve bie 1he
waye; thus wee hadde grate fortune
in maintain'g our Iravelles.

Yet alway as wee cross’d that sea
didde the crescented globe rise o'cr
onr heddes, chang'g i'ts aspeckics
fourteen dayes longe, and vanish'y
an other fourteen, but alle wayces
o'er that same spolte magickal whei-
¢’er wee might descrie it. And of alle
/15 appearancies, was its colour mosie
gloumie, in that it chaung’d fron:
redde to argent continnallie, and was
alle of blud-colour ere it didde

UAIzEsh. 5 o

The howling of the jet droppcd
abruptly and died, breaking into
Aidregh's - reverie. The recon: craft
lost speed, falling away from its
nose-high planing on its hull-step,
back 1nto cruising position. They
were appreaching the path of total-
ity. The sea looked the same as ever,
but the astronomers were settling
almost grimly to thetr instruments,
with an occasional apprehensive side-

11




glance at the developing storm in
the west.

Almost as if in mimicry of the
recon craft, a squid almost a foot
long broke through the oily surface
of the water, its two webbed tentacles
stretched tautly into glistening air-
foils, discharging its jet. Seconds
later, a dolphin leaped furiously
after it, but rell short. A second
leap. was closer, but the squid, its
jet exhausted now, banked to the
right sharply and continued to glide;
the dolphin’s next leap was far off
course. The squid continued to glide
for nearly a hundred yards before it
fell back into the water—and even
that might not prove to be far
enough, for dolphins travel in
schools.

“Useless, isn’t it?”

Aidregh started and turned, and
then had to fight down an impulse
to bare his teeth. There was nothing
in Signath’s appearance, he reminded
himself, to inspire any revulsion.
The Opposition party’s tribune had
a jaw which jutted no more and
no less than that of most Thrennen
men, or those of the other continent
of Noone, for that matter; he had
six fingers on each hand like every-
body else, including the usual two
thumbs; if one took his sandals off,
he would be found to have neither
more nor less vestigial webbing be-
tween his toes than Aidregh or his
son Aidresne—or Corlant, his pro-
spective daughter-in-law. Compared
to the men of Rathe, whose foggy
images Aidregh had been looking at
for nearly a year now via television,

12

Signath would have to be accounted
a beauty.

Unfortunately, he was also mad,
in Aidregh’s considered opinion.

“No, don’t think it's useless,”
Aidregh said carefully. ““The more
we know about the geography of
Rathe, the better. And we've never
had a chance to photograph it be-
fore in the special lighting of an
eclipse.”

“Photographs!"” Signath said. “In
my opinion, we ought to stop photo-
graphing and start acting. We know
there’s going to be war between them
and us sooner or later. You can
appease them just so long, Aidregh.
Why give them the chance to strike
the first blow?”

“They don’t seem disposed to
strike any blows at all,” Aidregh
said. “And 1t would be just as well
not to start shaking our fists at them
while your party 1s cutting the guts
out of our military budget.”

“You're soft on them, that’'s all.
They don’t understand any language
but force. It was you that got us
into this alliance with Noone in the
first place, and now you've been
talking to those Rathemen so long
that you've begun to think like they
do. We'll put a stop to it when
we get control, you can be sure of
that.”

“Well, we couldn’t very well
treat with Rathe if the Noonemen
were pulling against us,” Aidregh
began. But he no longer expected
it to penetrate, ‘The patt of  the
populace that Signath’s party repre-
sented had no use for that kind of

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION



reasoning; it would be impolitic for
nignath to pay any attention to i,
whatever umpression it made on him
oersonally. “Look,” Aidregh said in-
stead. “We really know very little
about Rathe yet. Isn’t it sensible to
reserve judgment until we have more
tacts? And to do our best in the
meantime to get the facts?”

No, that wasn't going to work
cither. Why was 1t that reservation
of judement, the strongest of all
arguments, always sounded like the
weakest? And how did you make it
nrevail against hotheads like Sig-
nath ?

But Signath was already looking
up. He had forgotten Aidregh com-
pletely. His tecth were slightly bared,
and the shadows on his face were
shifting very gradually, turning it
prominence by prominence into the
phantom of a skull, as though the
darkness were penctrating his  taut
flesh and transforming it into a
vapor. On the deck, his Breath-
shadow blurred beside Aidregh’s.

The eclipse was beginning. It
would last more than an hour.

The solid black edge of Rathe cut
its way steadily into the white glare
of the primary sun. The now-resting
recon craft sidled this way and that
in the quiet waves, its deck held in
the horizontal plane by the thin and
distant hum of its gyroscopes. The
instruments snouted skyward with
inhumanly still watchtulness.

Steadily, Rathe spread its darkness
over the sea. Aidregh found that
despite himself he was gulping for
a1r.
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Was

At totality, the white sun was gone
cxcept for its far-flung atmosphere,
and Rathe was illuminated brilliant-
ly on one side by the glare of the
star cluster, more faintly on the other
by the red sun. Between the two
layers of light was a thin, spindle-
shaped band of absolute blackness.
The nstruments began 'to click,
nibbling with invisible mandibles at
the world in the sky.

Aidregh shaded and strained his
eyes, but somehow the suddenly re-
veaied planet looked less real to him
than it had seemed on the photo-
graphs. The parti-colored pattern
was partly responsible; it destroyed
the illusion of roundness. In addi-
tion, the brightness of the sky, and
of the white sun’s peatly, shimmer-
ing corona, made it impossible to
pick out fine details on Rathe itself.

There was nothing to see on the
planet by the naked eye but the
usual white, leprous patches of des-
ert. “khere " wete 4 few' owses and
isthmuses of green in the quarter-
sphere lit by the star cluster. In the
area lit by the red sun there was a
bright pinpoint of light—could that
be a city? No; it was the reflection
of the red sun from Rathe’s one
known small body of water, that is,
the only body of water on #his side
of Rathe.

The whole planet was surrounded
by still another bright ring which
Rathe’s shallow atmosphere,
transmitting the light of the white
sun so fiercely as to make Rathe’s

~actual perimeter impossible to see,.

Aidregh wondered how the instru-
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ments could possibly mask out that
glare, but the astronomers presuma-
bly had already anticipated it. Just
-after the moment of totality, the
whole of Rathe was consumed in
the bright glare, as if in the attempt
to devour the white sun it had itself
been devoured instead.

Is that a prophecy? Aidregh
thought. And, if it 1s, does it apply
to Rathe—or to us?

A low rumble rolled over the craft
from the west. The storm was get-
t;ng closer.

IT

The recon craft volplaned back
toward the line as though pursued
by the demons Clian had been sent
out to capture. The scientists had all
disappeared into their respective
darkrooms and cubbies. Most of the
diplomatic observers and tribunes
were making small talk in the gang-
ways, trying to evade each other’s
watchfulness long enough to sneak
below for some first crumb of new
information. The one man who had
succeeded in ducking below decks
thus far had been almost literally
blown "back up the ladder, on the
updraft of an indignant roar about
fogged plates.

Aidregh, who had been dealing
with scientists almost daily since he
had been given his minister’s port-
folio, knew well enough that noth-
ing coherent was likely to emerge
from the new data for at least sev-
eral days. Even thereafter it would
be a breach of security to discuss
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the new findings. Thrennen and
Noone were still not abeove trying
to jockey for position among thc
smaller 1sland nations and the
Archipelago, even with Rathe hang-
ing above both their heads, even
after centuries of inter-island war-
fare. |

As for Aidregh, he had made up
his mind not to look at a single
film or figure until he was back in
his office. There were too many
Thrennen tribunes like Signath who
were waiting to catch him in some
small act which might be for the
good of the whole planet, instead
of good for Thrennen and to the
Isle with foreigners.

And if Signath were given enough
rope, he might himself be caught
breaching security—and good rid-
dance. It had been his party, after
all, that had attached the gyves of
those same security regulations to
cvery possible diplomatic contact
with Rathe.

Instead, Aidregh went aft to the
cabin of Dr. Ni, the physician at-
tached to the expedition, an old
friend—and  soon-to-be  relative,
through the marriage of their chil-
dren. The man was a paradox whose
mysteries had always provided a
welcome relief from the constant
orinding of Aidregh’s official cares:
crudite far beyond the boundaries
of his specialty, especially in history,
yet curiously detached toward the
momentous age in which he was
actually living; hardly past middle
age, yet obviously a man of wide
experience 1n all of human living,
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seemingly already to the point of
boredom: a naval officer, but one
who regarded all the armed services
with the attitude he might have
shown toward an especially elaborate
game.

Thus Aidregh was not much sur-
prised to find him out of uniform,
swinging comftortably in his ham-
mock reading a book. He could not
possibly have been on deck during
the eclipse, as had every other able-
bodicd man off duty.

“Hello, Aidregh. Come 1n; have
a drink.”

“Thanks. Obviously you've been
here quite a while, What kept you
away from the eclipse?”

Dr. Ni grinned and held up the
book. Aidregh could just make out
the title: it was the "Medani Bal-
lads,” a volume the physician must
have read twenty times over; he
could quote from it verbatim, and
often did.

“I don't understand you,” Aidregh
said. "I should think that you of all
pecople would have at least a little
curiosity about it—as a scientific
man as well as an amateur of
history.”

“I've seen it once before,” Dr.
Ni said, performing at the same
time the difthcult trick of shrugging
gracefully in a hammock. “As a
nonspecialist, I could hardly expect

to learn anything new from a second

look. Besides, Aidregh, sciences
difter. There’s no more reason why
I should be interested in an eclipse

than that the astronomical boys
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should be fascinated by agglutino-
gens.

“Surely there’s more to it than
that. Rathe isn’t just a light in the
sky, it's a whole inhabited world—
and one that may hold your life in
its hand.”

“"When a man mixes his meta-
phors: ‘that 'freely,”” 4dg. N1 said,
grinning again, I'm inclined to
doubt that he's thinking very
straight. And for that matter, Aid-

- regh, you hold my life in your hand

too, don’t you? Which menaces me
more—a planet a quarter of a mil-
lton miles away, or a First Minister
of Thiennen with his head in a
muddle?”

“All right, Ni, suppose you tell
me what I ought to be thinking. I
don’t pretend that I've got more
than a marginal understanding of
how to deal with Rathe, or what
all the implications are—and how
the Opposition howls for my head
when I don't snap up their easy an-
swers! All I know 1s that we’ll die
if the matter isn’t handled absolutely
flawlessly. Margent isn’t giving away
any figures, but he’s made no secret
of the fact that his people have a
large supply of fission bombs all
ready to dump on us if it ever comes
to war. I'll listen to advice from
anybody—Iliterally anybody.”

"My compliments to you, too,
Ni said wryly. “I suppose I had
that coming. Frankly, Aidregh, 1
think it 75 going to come to war, and
I don’t think you can do any more
to prevent it than I can. Maybe you
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can postpone 1t a little, where |
couldn’t even do that much. Even
so, I wouldn't give you a fish for
the life-span of the next generation.”
“That's Corlant you're talking
about, you know.”

“I'm talking about my daughter,”
Ni said, unruffled, “and your son,
and the whole population of this
planet. The discovery of Rathe came
either too soon or too late for us,
Aidregh. For survival's sake, we
should either have discovered it
back in prehistory somewhere, so
we'd be used to its presence by now,
or several centuries in the future,
when—I say this doubtfully—we’'d
be more rational.”

“You sound rational enough to
me,” Aidregh said gloomily.

“That doesn’'t mean a  thing.
There are large numbers of rational
men i1n Thrennen, and Noone too,
otherwise we couldn’t have made
the alliance, shaky though it seems
to be. But it's the popular feeling
that’s going to decide the matter in
the end—and you know what that
%

The old, old depression began to
flood back upon Aidregh full force.
He knew. He had himself felt a
faint thread of that superstitious
horror back there on deck, while he
had watched the Breath-shadow de-
stroyed by the thing in the sky.

“They think that Rathe has no
business being up there 1n 7their
sky,” he said. “And it means noth-
ing to them that less than one per
cent of them will ever see Rathe at
all. Or that all this expanse of ocean
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-~ might just as well not be here at all,
for all the difference it makes in
their lives.”

“Since 1it's no good to them,
they’'re determined that it shall do
them evil,”” Ni said. ““That’s about
the way it goes. We're 1n a scien-
tific age, more or less, Aidregh, but
it takes a situation like this to re-
veal how few people actually are
living 1n 1t, with their minds as
well as their bodies. Do you know
that in Clian’s time, the percentage
of pcople who believed in astrology
was smaller than it 1s now? Nine
out of every ten patients I have
won't step out on the street when
Rathe is occulting their birth con-
stellation, or lining up with some
of the outer planets in some stupid
configuration or other. And most of
the time, the astrologer they consult
is giving them just any old figures
at all—»Abe knows that they won’t be
able to check on the actual position
of Rathe at that time. He knows
that they wouldn’t check it if the
planet were right over their heads,
let alone being on the other side of
the world all the time!”

Aidregh said nothing. Nine out
of ten! And most of Ni's patients
were high brass, and/or civilian
government officials. Of course the
figure was probably somewhat exag-
gerated, but still . . .

“I'll tell you a dilly,” Ni added
conversationally. “You know the
new planet that was discovered last
year—the fifth one, counting our
pair as one—that colossal gas giant,
I've forgotten its name. Well, the
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astrologers have decided that it con-
trols the monorail lines! And it does
no good to ask what it was control-
ling before there were any monorail
lines; it hadn’t been discovered then,
so it didn’t exist. And yet the thing’s
one hundred ten thousand miles in
diameter, and one of its moons is
as big as the whole planet of Nesmet
—the so-called War Planet! Wait’ll
the boys get to work on that satellite,
then we'll see some champion ra-
tionalizations. It may turn out to
have been influencing popular danc-
ing all this time!”

The planet Ni was talking about
was Herak, of course. It was eight
billion five hundred million miles
from the white sun, had fourteen
satellites at last reports, had an
orbital period of two hundred sixty-
five years . . . The figures fell into
place automatically. To : be First
Minister these days required an ex-
tensive knowledge of descriptive
astronomy—a knowledge that had
to be kept concealed from the public,
because it might lead people to
think that spaceflight to the other
planets was nearer than they had
been led to believe, and that might
make them wonder which planet was
being visited, and that might lead
them to conclude that naturally it
would be the nearest one except
Rathe, and that might lead them to
think that there was an expedition
on Nesmet right now, and the word
might get back to Rathe, some-
how .« . ‘

And right at the moment, the
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Nesmet expedition was overdue,
which meant that it would be eighty-
one days before Nesmet would again
be in a position which would allow
a take-off for home.

Officially, the first manned space-
flight was yet to be made. The public
krew only that an orbital satellite
had been successfully put into posi-
tion six years ago, for the ostensible
purpose of serving as a television
relay station. Informed amateurs had
immediately concluded that no such
station was needed for the short
distances over which television had
to operate on the island continents,
and correctly assumed that the sat-
ellite was there to communicate with
Rathe. There had been an Isle of a
stink about that; it had been quieted
only by the government’s assurance
that the station was also watching
Rathe, a never-sleeping sentinel and
scout.

Since that series of guesses had hit
home, no further word had been said
about spaceflight except that Progress
was Being Made. The succeeding
events had been even more frighten-
ing in their possibilities for sensa-
tton. There had been, for instance,
the unmanned missile which had

been supposed to circle Rathe, take
pictures, and come home again.
Margent had reported, quite politely,
that the Rathemen had shot it down.
Furthermore, Margent had added in
moderate tones, anything that ap-
proached Rathe henceforth would
have to give advance warning, and
would not be allowed to return home
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before landing at a designated spot
on Rathe for inspection.

In short—although Margent did
not say so—the Rathemen knew that
the terrain on the other side of Rathe
had always been invisible to the sister
planet, and they meant to protect
that invisibility for a while. Shortly
thereafter, Aidregh’s own world had
had a similar visitor, and had sent
a similar message back. Attempts by
both sides to send missiles outside
the range of detection, or at least of
feasible anti-missile action, apparent-
ly had come to identical bad ends;
at least Aidrégh knew that there was
still no picture of the far side of
Rathe in Az files. What pictures
were in Margent's files could only

be guessed, but Aidregh was reason-

ably sure that if any existed, they
were all pretty bad. The weather on
his own wet world wasn’t as coopera-
tive to cameras as was the clear desert
air of Rathe.

If only the Nesmet expedition
hadn’t been forced to keep radio
silence—

He looked up with a start of em-
barrassment. Dr. Ni had resumed
reading his book, but he put it down
again at Aidregh’s movement.

“I expect,” he said, “something
brilliant in response, after all that
cogitation.”

“I'm sorry, Ni. I got sidetracked.
I don’t even remember what you
said last. I'm not very good company
these days, I'm afraid.”

“I don’t mind being quiet while
a man thinks. But you neced practice
at thinking about something else.
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You're worrying yourself into hys-
teria. Don’t deny it—I'm a doctor,
I can see the signs. Got any hobbies,
Aidregh?”

“Hobbies? Oh, I guess Aidresne
is about the only hobby I—"

“No, no,” Dr. Ni said, frowning.
“You're not the man to be relaxed
by your family. Aidresne’s a fine
boy, but I mean some interest you
don’t worry about. Do you like
music?”’

“I'm tune-deaf, I'm afraid.”

“I wish our schools recognized
that as a serious physical handicap,
as serious as being minus a leg, and
gave compensating training; but they
don’t, so that's that. How about
reading? Like this?” He waved the
“Medani “Ballads.”

“l haven’'t much time for rcading.
Of course 1n school I—"

“Oh, school. Poetry is for adults,
not children. Here, try this.”

He riffled through the volume for
a brief moment, and then read:

“Hopeful of poetry, the near-
sighted heart

Puts to the moment's pain a
burning-glass;

The soft bruise
mourns fatality,

Weeping, This shall not pass.

and

bleeds,

“Weeping is bitter, but tragedy
in tears

Lies taut and salty on the drying
cheek.

The past is sand. Beside the clock

Even the heart 1s weak.
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“Quietly the ducts of pain are
emptied,

Irayed in converse with the smil-
ing shears.

There 1s no rain but rain, nor

better

Aegis than the umbrella of the
years.”

i interesting,” Aidregh

said hesitantly. “I'm not sure I un-
derstood it all. He says that

that This too shall pass away, isn’t
that 1t?” '

“Yes, but there’s more to it than
that. He says that to lose even the
immediate 1mpact of a sorrow is to
lose something valuable—as serious
a loss as forgetting the sharpness of
a joy. They were wise people, the
Medani. It was Thrennen that wiped
them out, wasn't 1t?”’

“I think it was.” A brief ghost
moved across Aidregh’'s forebrain:
the shadow of his wife, dead before
she had heard Aidresne’s first cry.
Dr. Ni, who had been the attending
physician, had said that death 1n
childbirth was not always prevent-
able, even now. The marriage, late
for Aidregh, had been a political
one, but he had learned to love the
quict Noone girl. In the instant of
the passage of the shadow, Rathe
scemed of no importance whatso-
ever.

Then 1t was gone.

He shook himself. "I don’t think
it’s for me, Ni. It's . . . depressing.
I've got enough to depress me as it

is.
“But it's none of it yours, my
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friend. You need something to re-
mind you of yourself once in a while
—of the things that are important
to you as a person. You're killing
yourself in the name of a set of
abstractions.”

“Well,” Aidregh said, rising,
“that’s what I'm being paid to do.”

I11

The ship made its first stop in the
Archipelago, to drop oftf the scien-
tists who had come from there; the
Archipelago was highly important
politically, for it represented the
balance of power between Thrennen
and Noone. Aidregh left the ship,
and caught a plane out of Bros Air-
port for Drash.

Dy N1 tefused to join him; he
said. he was enjoying the cruise.
Aidregh did not press him, though
he could not help wondering what
was so novel about a cruise to a
naval officer.

The plane’s pilot succeeded 1nad-
vertently in deepening Aidregh’s
gloom by approaching Drash from
the side of Thrennen looking toward
the empty ocean on the other side
of the world, thus passing directly
over an Irregular patch of concrete
set into the ground near the coast.
The patch, several square miles 1n
area, was studded with shallow con-
crete boxes, next to each of which
was a small spot of shadow.

There were very few people in
the world who knew what the patch
was, but Aidregh knew well enough.
The spots of shadow were the re-
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movable roofs of long concrete-lined
tubes, each a hundred feet in diam-
cter and leading deep into the earth.
Steel guide-rails ran along the walls
of the tubes, and at the bottom of
cach tube, on the rails, there rested
an enormous guided missile, many
of them already armed with their
thermonuclear warheads. The con-
crete stubs visible from the plane
were the tops of cubical control
chambers set into the ground.
Rather complete intelligence re-
ports indicated that there was an-
other such battery on Noone, even
larger than Thrennen’s. Aidregh did
not know how Noone's missiles
were armed, and the Noonemen
weren’t talking, but there had been
several test fusion explosions in
Noone a few years ago. There didn’t
scem to be much doubt. |
Nor could there be any doubt
that there were such firing plazas on
Rathe. That the Rathemen’s weapons
were nuclear rather than thermonuc-
lear made no practical difference,
considering the relative smallness of
the targets on Aidregh’'s world;

atomic bombs would be more than

sufficient.

The two planets were circling each
other like duellists with their knives
at each other’s throats.

Then the concrete patch had van-
ished behind the plane, and they
were coming in over Drash—once
a hide-hut village situated at the
mouth of the biggest river which
emptied into the sea on the western
side of Thrennen, but nearly a thou-
sand years of alluvial deposits had
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done their work; now the necarest
water was a mile away along a broad
shelving beach. As scen trom the air,
the buildings of the city looked like
so many parallelograms, ranging
from thirty to a hundred and hfty
fect square; their concrete roofs were
only very slightly pitched, to allow
for drainage of the frequent rains.
The buildings were set wide apart,
and Thrennen’s lush vegetation hid
the concrete paving that connected
them, as the roofs themselves hid
the massive concrete pillars that sup-
ported them, and the walls of lignin-
impregnated  plywood  with  thetr
large oblong windows.

Noonemen commonly sncered at
Thrennen architecture, which they
said looked as if it had never left
the - blueprint stage, but Aidregh
found it soothing; after all, it was
home. He was obscurely glad to be
back; the eclipse had unsettled him
much more than he liked to admuit,
even to himself.

- He went directly to his ofhce and
rang for Aidresne, who according
to custom served as his aide. While
he waited, he shuffled through the
carefully-screened stack of papers
lett on his lectern as requiring hus
immediate attention. It was for once
not a very big stack; the eclipse had
conveniently scheduled itself while
the Tribunal was not in session, so
there were no bills to read. The
political summary, prepared by the
secretary-general of Aidregh’s party,
showed the situation getting worse
at about its usual speed: too fast.
The Opposition was gaining ground;
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even in Signath’s absence, the popu-
lace was getting steadily more war-
minded, and something similar was
going on in Noone. It was perfectly
possible, though not yet predictable,
that a war with Rathe would have
to be undertaken, as the only means
of preventing the two islands from
destroying each other—a “cure”
precisely comparable to shooting the
paticnt, but that appeared-to be what
was at the back of Signath’s mind
all the same. The Cluster only knew
what inflammatory speeches he was
cooking up right now, out of what-
ever he thought he had seen from
the recon cruiser.,

With a sigh, Aidregh opened the
small cooking machine to sce what
the statt had sent him as a welcome-
home meal, though he was, in fact,
not very hungry. It proved to be
roast tapir, a favorite of his, with
three cultivated vegetables and two
wild ones, all on the three “"mechani-
cal” plates which were the traditional
service of the First Minister: one
showing a sea-going vessel- like
Clian’s, onc a primitive aircraft with
a stern-mounted jet, and one a rocket
as thin as a stylus. That last had been
Aidregh’s own addition; each new
Minister was cxpected to add one
plate and retire one, as a symbol of
the progress achieved under his min-
istry. The borders of the plates were
formalized wreaths of triolets, the
flower of Thrennen, arranged in re-
current groups of four.

Our architecture may not be very
imaginative, Aidregh thought, but
in ceramics nobody beats Thrennen
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for grace of-design, or fine work-
manship either. Feeling obscurely
better, he fell to.

“Welcome back, father.”

Aidregh turned from his meal
with a smile. Aidresne’s close-
cropped stubble of hair was black,
which put him in a minority among
the generally fair men of Thrennen;
he had of course inherited 1t from
his mother. He was a stocky young-
ster, somewhat shorter than Aidregh,
and his father had never considered
him handsome. (Luckily, Corlant
disagreed.) But he was thoughtful
ar.d quick, which meant a good deal
more.

“Glad to see you, Aidresne. I want
you to take charge of the eclipse
reports as soon as they come in—
they’ll be here in only a day or so—
and prepare a summary for me. Un-
less they're overwhelmingly impot-
tant, I don’t want details; give me
a weighted summary, together with
any opinions the military may sece
fit to offer. But I want that muilitary
assessment boiled; you know how
long-winded these generals can be.”

CAlleslght Y Ardresne said. .l
hope it'll be worth the work. Did
much come of it, do you think?”

“Hard to say. I can’t believe that
the Rathemen would put up any key
installations where we could sce
them. Any important structures that
are on our side of Rathe would be
likely to be obsolete—put up while
the Rathemen still thought our
planet uninhabited.”

“That would be pretty obsolete,
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all right,” Aidresne said judiciously.
"By about five hundred years, I'd
guess.’’

“You're exaggerating. They may
have decided the planet was habii-
able as far back as all that, but they
didn’'t know for sure that we were
here until we discovered radio. Any-
how a century 1s as good as a mil-
lennium when it's military obsoles-
cence you're talking about. How’s
Corlant?”

“She’s just the. same,’” the 'hoy
satd, smiling faintly. “"Wonderful.”

“Good. I must say your prospec-
tive father-in-law takes a very dim
view of your future, and everybody
clse’s for that matter.”

"So do I, Aidresne said slowly.
“But I can still hope. I think Dr.
Ni has forgotten how to do that,
or at least he’s out of practice.”

“Well, I'm still hoping, too. I've
got to. Any word from Nesmet?”

“"Nothing at all. The planet’s on
its way back into opposition with
us, though, and the astronomers at
the satellite are watching for any
signs of activity. What they expect
to see is beyond me. I can’t believe
myself that Captain Arpen will at-
tempt any take-oft until the moment
of closest approach; sixty million
miles 1s plenty far enough to travel.”

“It's more than that,”” Aidregh
reminded him. ““That’s only the dif-
ference between our distance from
the primary and Nesmet's. Don't
forget that Nesmet's orbit is tilted
eighty-seven degrees to ours. That
lengthens the trip by more than a
third again.” He leaned one elbow
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on .the lectern and put his chin
somberly into his hand. “As a mat-
ter of fact, we weren't ready to un-
dertake anything so grandiose, not
by many years. We only pushed
ourselves into it because of Rathe.
I'll be quite stunned if that expedi-
§ion| gets ‘back at all, -Aidresne,
though don’t tell @izyone 1 said so.”
Both men were silent for a long
moment. Then Aidregh sighed.
“Everything depends on Rathe, as
usual,” he said. “I suppose we'd
better try to talk to Margent again.”
Aidresne shrugged and opcened
the door. They went out together,
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arm in arm, father and son. There
was still that in a shaky world.

The communications center, like
everything else dealing with Rathe,
was secret; even the small under-
ground monorail line which led to
it from the capitol was known to
comparatively few people. Of course,
communicating with Rathe, wvia the
orbital station, was only a small part
of 1its function. It also received
planet-wide weather reports, astro-
nomical, physical, and medical re-
search data, and navigation informa-
tion from the station, and funneled
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them out all over the planet. Since
the treaty with Noone, the orbital
station was no longer strictly a
Thrennen enterprise, and the size
ot the center duly reflected that.

Most ot the center's complement
affected not to recognize their First
Minister and his son at all; this was
protocol, although most of the men
were 50 busy that it was possible they
never saw Aidregh and Aidresne any-
how. A staffer took them directly to
the small air-conditioned chamber
used by the high brass to receive
important communications direct, as
they came in. It was sparsely fur-
nished: a few couches, a few lec-
erns, 2 small cubby for retreshments
—and three television screens.

Aidresne sat down and waited
matter-of-factly, but Aidregh picked
out"a lectern; he was too tense to
sit, and in any event had always
prefmﬁrcd to work standing. This was
going to be work. After several mo-
ﬁmts the central screen lit, swirled
and steadied.

Marcrent was looking at them.

[t was as difficult as usual to see
exactly what Margent looked like,
EU{‘IIG was swathed and hooded as
always, with the many robes and
capes’ which the Rathemen wore
against the savage extremes of heat
and cold through which thin-aired
Rathe passed daily. The face that
looked out of the screen was rough-
ly like Aidregh’s own; that is, it
possessed the same organs in the
same number and in about the same
relationship to each other; but there
were 2 good many small differences.
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The Ratheman’s eyebrows, for
example, although they were dark
and herce, were not mounted on 2
bony prominence as Aidregh’s were.
His nose was not flat. and the nos-
trils, so small as to be almost in-
visible, pointed straigght down; on
either side of his nose were two
small pits whose sensory function
was unknown. His mouth was per-
haps halt the length of Aidregh’s,
and his chin did not jut forward at
all, but was small and sharply
pointed. All these, taken together
with a forchead that was just as
broad and even higher than Aid-
regh’s, made the face inside the hood
scem almost triangular.

The rest was conjecture, put to-
gether by scientists working  partly
from hints that Margent had let
drop, partly from occasional glimpses
caught under the folds of the robes,
partly from the obvious terrain and
meteorology of Rathe itself. The
Rathemen'’s hands were six-fingered
like their own—and so they, too,
had worked out a duodecimal num-
bering system—Dbut longer and more
slender. Their bodies were slight,
lean and tough, with skins like fine
leather, but they were almost uni-
formly taller than Ardregh’s race.

They were without doubt mam-
mals, with two sexes, like Aidregh's
people, but nowadays Aidregh found
himself thinking of neither race in
those terms. Obscurely, Margent made
him feel as though Aidregh repre-
sented a species which had evolved
directly from frogs, while the Rathe-
men seemed like a race of supremely
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intelligent lizards. It was absurd, but
it symbolized the sum of the dif-
ferences Aidregh sensed between
Margent and himself.

“We trust you had good seeing,”
Margent said in his dry, whispery
voice. He spoke excellent Thrennen;
Aidregh  understood  Rathe—the
planet had only one language—but
comparatively imperfectly.

“Very good,” Aidregh said non-
committally. In the 1.344 seconds it
would take the microwaves carrying
his voice and image to cross the gulf
to Rathe, and the identical lapse that
would be imposed on whatever
Margent said next, he found time to
wonder whether the opening gambit
had been meant as irony. Margent
was referring to the eclipse, of
course; but surely he also knew that
the seeing all over Aidregh’s world
was infernally poor at best.

Margent, however, dropped the
matter. ""We believe that it i1s time
we treated with each other directly,”
he said. '"There are high matters

coming to a head among my people

which will not allow of long post-
ponement

“By all means,” Aidregh said sin-
cerely, but feeling the invisible hand
of caution always on his shoulder.
“Negotiation is obviously the only
way out of the situation in which
we find ourselves. Properly, our two
worlds should be as bound together
- by trade and open intercourse as they
are by gravity; it is the only civilized
way.”’
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long maintained,”
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Margent said gravely. “But my
thoughts cannot be my own here;
they are composite thoughts, repre-
senting, in some part, attitudes to
which Margent as a person cannot
subscribe. Your situation is the same,
I believe.”

"It 1s indeed,” Aidregh said feel-
ingly. “But if you and I can come
to any sort of reasonable agreenient,
I think I can control the dissident
elements among my people—or, at
least, nullify any hostile a(,tmn they
may advocate.”

The time lag seemed intermin-
able. Margent had almost completely
taken him aback. Usually the Rathe-
man was involved, subtle and indi-
rect in everything he said.

“That is also true with me,” 'Mar-
gent said. “But I cannot do it with-
out direct contact; it is the 'pricc the
religious among my people demand.
When may I expect you, then?"

Behind him, Aidregh heard his
son gasp. Evidently Aidresne, too,
had not gotten the point until now;
in their startlement at Margent’s new
directness, they had not spotted the
still-present thread of indirection.

And the question was dynamite.
A personal visit to Rathe now, how-
ever greatly the notion tempted Aid-
regh, would puzzle and disturb half
the population, and—without more
than a few prods in the right direc-
tion by Signath and the Opposition
—it would absolutely inflame the
other half. Altogether, it would do
not a particle of good, for any agree-
ments he might make with Margent
as a result of it would be without
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force; Aidregh’s government would
not outlast the initial journey.

“I misunderstood you,” Aidregh
said at last. “Is this present contact
not direct enough? The beam be-
tween us is reasonably tight, I am
told.”

“The matters of which I speak
cannot be discussed in this fashion,”
Margent said. “"They are religious.
I would not be permitted to broad-
cast them in any form. Personal con-
tact is essential.”

Religious? But it would do no

cood to ask Margent what he meant
by that; he had, after all, just given
his only answer to such a question:
he could not discuss it.
- I see,” Aidregh said. “Neverthe-
less, Margent, you find me reluctant
for good reasons. There are State
matters which demand my presence
here: were I to leave now, I would
lose control over my dissident peo-
ple, and that control is essential to
the survival of both planets. I speak
‘bluntly; surely you can see the force
of the argument?”

“I see it,” Margent said. “But let
me remind you that I, too, am in
that same sense helpless. You must
come. I assure you solemnly that
nothing else will prevent war be-
tween our worlds in the long run.”

The air hung heavily in the room.
Perhaps—even  probably—Margent
had not meant that to be taken as
a threat; to him it seemed a simple
statement of fact. But a threat was
what it was—the ultimate threat.
With a dolorous heart, Aidregh
looked to Aidresne.

26

His son said quietly, “We had
better go.”

“Very well,” Aidregh said, turn-
ing back to the invisible cameras and
the screens. "It will be a great ad-
venture for me, if nothing else. But
you, too, must yield in some measure
to the situation here, Margent. It
will be utterly impossible for me to
come at once. I cannot even name
a date now. How long can you
postpone your crisis, whatever it is?”

“How soon can you come?” Mat-
gent said.

Aidregh drew a deep breath. “No
sooner than a year from now.”

Margent seemed to think about it
a long tume, but the tension had so
distorted Aidregh’s sense of duration
that it might have been only the
1.344-second lag. At last he said:

"I can undertake that postpone-
ment, In the meantime I will be un-
able to talk to you. It is known here
that we now have nothing else to

-talk about, except this one matter.

Farewell.” |
Upon the word, the screen went
dark.

1V

Floating a bill through the Tribu-
nal providing the necessary funds,
enough to provide for three ships
capable of getting to Rathe and back,
did not prove as difficult as Aidregh
had anticipated. Publicly, of course,
the appropriations bill was labeled
only as “needed for the national de-
fense’’; those few tribunes who had
to be told why the extra money was
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needed—including, for reassurance’s
sake, the President of Noone and the
Premier of the Archipelago—were
told in strict secrecy that it was for
a second attempt on Nesmet.

That did the trick, and the bill
went through. After that, Aidregh
was able to stop thinking about a
journey to Rathe for a while. Most
of the time.

The days were certainly full
ecnough; they flew by as stealthily
and swiftly as mice. First of all, the
results of the eclipse came in, and
~ they turned out to be far better than
Aidregh had hoped. Of course the
observations that had been made
from the surface of the sea did not
amount to much, but nobody had
really expected that they would.
Those that came from the satellite
station, however, were full of detail.
They added up to an almost com-
plete map of the visible surface of
Rathe, as it might have been photo-
graphed from a ship cruising only
fifty miles above the planet. Every
major and minor city was visible;
the extent and nature of the deserts
accurately charted; bodies of water,
all the way down to small lakes,
identified; roads mapped— It
amounted to a real gold mine of
information, much better than any-
thing that had ever been available
before.

. "This 1s very good,” he told Aid-
resne at last, after reading his son’s
report with prolonged and intense
concentration. "Now we have tar-
gets—not only the major cities we
already knew about, but smaller com-
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‘munications hubs, water supplies,

and so on. And the generals say that
this thing that looks like a spider
web, here on this p‘hofo, 1s a key
supply dump of some kind; the road-
patterns leading to it are supposed
to make that inarguable.” He sighed.
“Ift it comes to war, now, we’'ll be
able to leave nothing on the visible
face of Rathe but puddles of slag.
What a horrible thing to be certain
of.”

“That’s all very well,”” Aidresne
said. "But what bothers me 1s that
we still don’'t have any data on
Rathe’s offensive power. Nothing of
that kind shows in this material.”

“I know. We didn’t expect them
to be fools enough to put such things
where we could see them. I think we
know this much, Aidresne: whatever
their striking ftorce is, it's sufhcient.”

“But how do we know?” the boy
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