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Readers write—and wrong!

Dear Mr. Jakobsson:

Michael Glyer states in the Octo-
ber, 1971, issue of If, in so many
words, that science fiction is not
art. This is a point I have often
discussed with friends, who have
mostly taken the same attitude.
My answer to this is that art in
writing shows itself rarely anyway
(let’s assume for the moment that
we know what we mean by art)
and that if you single out any
special category of writing, e.g. sf
or detective stories or westerns,
the proportion that we recognize
as artistic will always be rather
small—simply because the propor-
tion of art in all writing is small.
I believe that sf has produced quite
a bit of art—such stuff as Miller’s
“Canticle for Leibowitz’’ and the
best of Sturgeon’s work come
immediately to my mind—and it’s
not realistic to expect all sf to mea-
sure up to these standards. This
argument applies to all artistic
endeavours, incidentally—for the
same reasons it is not fair to de-
clare, say, modern music, jazz,

pop-music, modern painting, elc
etc, as non-art.

While I'm at it, some comments
on If and Galaxy. I find your
serials uniformly boring lately—
the authors all seem to run out of
steam shortly after (mostly) prom-
ising beginnings. Examples: 1 Will
Fear No Evil, the Dune series
and that Laumer story about a
year back, whose name I've for-
gotten. I think Laumer should drop
Retief—he’s played out and will
never again rise to such heights as
in the beautiful ‘“‘Retief’s War.”
While I'm an enthusiastic Austra-
lian (with reservations in the field
of politics), I consider Chandler’s
stories also uniformly boring—a
pity. Otherwise, I'm happy with
your editing.

Dieter Britz
Germany

Dear Mr. Jakobsson:

Science fiction people have al-
ways prided themselves in their
belief that their genre alone is con-
cerned with future extrapolation
and possibilities. Yet who has
written the most significant and
important book of many, many
years concerning the future? Future
Shock is by Alvin Toffler, a soci-
ologist—and blessed be his insight.
Why weren’t all the probabilities

(Please turn to page 175)



That is the prediction of the cele-
" brated writer Colin Wilson, who
bases his revolutionary ideas on an
] intensive study of all aspects of
M a Ic spiritualism and its important
figures. In his brilliant new book,
The Occult: A History, he dis-

|s THE cusses them all—the lives and

mysterious powers of Nostra-

s
damus, Dr. John Dee, Cagliostro
I Anton Mesmer, Aleister Crowley,
y Gurdjieff, Ouspensky, Rasputin,

OF THE ' and Edgar Cayce, as well as the

occult theories and experiences
' of Yeats, Wordsworth, Freud, Jung,
u ure. T. S. Eliot, George Bernard Shaw,
? Bertrand. Russell, Robert Graves,
¥ and Bishop Pike. Also covered are
telepathy; prophecy; the / Ching;
the Tarot pack; the Kaballah;
astrology; mysticism; satanism;

witchcraft; ghosts, vampires, and
werewolves; and reincarnation.
The Occult is a fascinating work
—an exciting journey into the
strangest and most powerful
regions of man’s mind and soul.

Illustrated; $10, now at your bookstore, or
mail this coupon with remittance for
10-day examination. (Please include appli-
cable sales tax.)

10-DAY EXAMINATION OFFER

To your bookstore, or
Random House Mail Service, Inc., Dept.I34
P.O. Box 686, Lynbrook, N. Y. 11563

Please send me a copy of THE
OCCULT for 10-day examination.
| enclose check or money order for
$10 (plus applicable sales tax). |
may, if | wish, return the book
within 10 days for full refund.
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SYNOPSIS OF PART I
(Galaxy, March, 1972)

Plutonium-186, an ‘‘impossible”
isotope, is nevertheless discovered on
Earth. It develops that alien intelli-
gence in a parallel Universe is ex-
changing the substance for our ordinary
tungsten. Here the unstable P-186
breaks down to tungsten while there
the tungsten breaks down to P-186.
This releases atomic particles that soon
Sfurnish limitless pollution-free energy,
at no cost, to both Universes—con-
tributing immensely to human welfare
and presumably that of the aliens. But
one Earth scientist warns that contin-
ually “pumping”’ electrons out, of our
Universe into the ‘‘para-Universe” will
alter both with ultimately disastrous
consequences. He finds his career
blasted by «a scientific establishment
committed to material posterity. . .

(Part II of The Gods Themselves,
is set entirely in the alternate or para-
Universe devoid of humankind. Be-
longing in The Magazine of Alterna-
tives on several counts, it can be read
and enjoyed for its own sake. For
fullest appreciation of this wise and
significant novel, of course, you may
wish to take advantage of the offer on
page 71 and read the entire work upon
its first publication anywhere.)

la

UA did not have much trou-

ble leaving the others. She
always expected trouble, but
- somehow it never came. Never
& " real trouble.

e, . But then, why should it?




Odeen ‘objected in his lofty way.

“Stay put,” he would say. “You.

know you annoy Tritt.” He never
spoke of his own annoyance—
Rationals did not become annoyed
over trifles. Still, Odeen hovered
over Tritt almost as persistently
as Tritt hovered over the children.

But Odeen always let Dua have
her way if she were persistent
enough. He would even intercede
in her favor with Tritt., Some-
times he went so far as to admit
he was proud of her ability, of her
independence. He was-not a bad
Left-ling, she thought with absent
-affection.

Tritt was harder to handle and
had a sour way of looking at her
when she was—well, when she was
as she wished to be. But Right-
lings were like that. He was a
Right-ling to her, but a Parental to
the children” and the latter took
precedence always. Which was
good because she could always
count on one child or another
taking him away when things be-
came uncomfortable.

Still, Dua did not mind Tritt
very much. Except for melting, she
tended to ignore him. Odeen was
something else. He had been excit-
ing at first—his presence alone had
made her. outlines shimmer and
fade. And the fact that he was a
Rational made him somehow all
the more exciting. She didn’t under-
stand her reaction to what he was—
it was part of her queerness. She
had grown used to her queerness—
almost.

Dua sighed.

. As a child, when she still had
thought of herself as an individual

8

—a single being and not a part of
a triad—she had .been much more"
aware of the strangeness. As little a
thing as the surface at evening.
She had loved the surface at even-
ing. The other Emotionals had-
called it cold and gloomy and had
guivered and coalesced when she
escribed it for them. They were
ready enough to emerge in the
warmth of midday and stretch and .

feed—but they were exactly what -

made the midday dull. Dua did
not like'to be around the twitter-
ing lot of them. ‘ ;

She had to eat, of course, but
she liked it'much better in the eve-
ning when there was very little:
food but everything was a dim,
deep red and she was alone. Of
course, she had described it as
colder and more wistful than it was
when she had talked to the others.
She had liked to watch them grow
hard-edged as they imagined -the
chill—or as hard-edged-as young
Emotionals could. And after a
while they had begun to whisper
about her and laugh at her—and
leave her alone. —~

The small Sun was. at the hori-
zon now, with the secret ruddiness .
that she alone was there to see..She
sgread herself out laterally and
thickened dorso-ventrally, absorb-
ing the traces of thin warmth. She
munched at it idly, savoring the
slightly sour, substanceless taste
of the long wavelengths. (She had
never met another Emotional who
would admit to liking it. But she
could never explain that she as--
sociated it with freedom—freedom
from the others, a time she could
spend alone.)
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Even now the loneliness, the chill
and the deep, deep red, brought
back those old days before the
triad—and even more, quite
sharply, the memory of her own
Parental who would come lumber-
ing after her, forever fearful that
she would hurt herself.

He had been carefully devoted
to her, as Parentals always were
to their Little-mids. His devotion
had annoyed her and she had
dreamed of the day when he would
leave her—Parentals always did
eventually. But how she _had
m;ssed him when oné day he finally
left
« He had come to tell her just as
carefully as he could, despite
the difficulty Parentals had in
putting_their feelings into words.
She had run-from him that day—
not in malice and not because she
suspected what he had to tell her
—only out of joy. She had man-
aged to find a special place at mid-
day and had gorged herself in
unexpected isolation and had been
filled with a queer, itching sensa-
tion that demanded motion and
activity. She had slithered over the
rocks and had let her edges overlap
theirs. She had known it was a
grossly improper action for anyone
but a baby and yet it had been
something at once exciting and
soothing.

And her Parental had caught her

at last and had stood before her,.

silent for a long time, making his
eyes small and dense as though to

stop every bit of light reflected -

from her—to see as much as he
could of her and for as long as
possible. So vividly did that earlier
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time return that suddenly she
could see it as if it were now . . .

T FIRST- she just stared

back at her Parental with

the confused thought that he had

seen her rub through the rocks and

was ashamed of her. But she caught

no shame aura and finally asked
subduedly, “What is it, Daddy?”

“Why, Dua, it’s the time. I've
been expecting it. Surely you
have.”

“What time?” Now that the
moment was here, Dua stubbornly
would not let herself know. If she
refused to know, there would be
nothing to know. (She never quite
got out of that habit. Odeen said all
Emotionals were like that, speak-
ing in the lofty voice he used some-
times when he was particularly
overcome with the importance of
being a Rational.)

Her Parental said, ‘I must pass
on. I will not be with you any
more.” Then he just stood and
looked at her and she could say

nothing.
He said, “You will tell the
others.”
“Why?” Dua turned away

rebelliously, her outlines vague
and growing vaguer—she tried to
dissipate. She wanted to dissipate
altogether and of course she

couldn’t. After a while the effort

hurt- and cramped and she hard-
ened again. Her Parental didn’t
even bother to scold her and tell
her that it would be shanreful if

_anyone saw her stretched out so.

She said, “They won't care—"
and 1mmed|ately felt sorrowful that
her Parental would be hurt by the
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words. He still called her brothers
“Little-left” and “Little-right,”
but Little-left was all involved with
his studies- and Little-right kept
talking about forming a triad. Dua
was the only one of the three who
stil felt . . . Well, she was the
youngest.  Emotionals’  always
were and with them everything was
different.

Her Parental merely said, “You
will tell them anyway.” And he
and she again stood-looking at each
other. .

-She didn’t want to tell her
brothers. They weren’t close any
more. It had been different when
they were all little. They could
hardly tell themselves apart in
those days—Left-brother from
Right-brother from Mid-sister.
They were all wispy and would
tangle with each” other and roll
through each other and hide in the
walls. '

No one ever minded their games
when they were little-—none of the
grownups. But then the brothers
grew thick and sober and drew
away. And when she complained to
her Parental he would only say
gently, “You are too old to thin,
Dua.”

She tried not to listen, but Left-
brother kept drawing away and
would: say, ‘“Don’t snuggle—I
have no time for you.” And Right-
brother began to stay quite hard
all the time and became glum and
silent. She did not understand it
yet and Daddy had not been able
to make it clear. He would say
every once in a while as though
giving her "a lesson he had once
learned, ‘‘Lefts are Rationals, Dua.
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Rights are Parentals. They grow up
their own way.” .

She didn’t like their way. They
were no longer children and she
still was, so she flocked with the
other Emotionals. They all had the
same complaints about their

_brothers. They all talked of com-

ing triads. They all spread in the
Sun and fed. They all grew more
and more the same and every day
the same things were said.

And she began to detest them and
went off by herself whenever she
could, so that they took to calling
her *“Left-Em.” (It had been a long
time now since she had heard that
call, but she never thought of the
phrase without remembering per-
fectly the thin. ragged voices that
had sent it after her with a kind of
half-wit persistence because the
owners of the voices knew it hurt.)

But her Parental had retained his
interest in her even when it _must
have seemed to him that everyone
else laughed at her. He had tried in .
his' clumsy way to shield her from
the others. He had followed her to
the surface - sometimes—even
though he hated it himself—in
order to make sure she was safe.

She had come upon him once
when he was talking to a Hard One.
It was hard for a Parental to talk
to a Hard One—even though she
was quite young, she knew that
much. Hard Ones talked only to
Rationals.

She had been quite frightened.
and had wisped away, but not
before she had heard her Parental

say, “I take good care of her,

Hard-Sir.”
Could the Hard One have in-

IF



quired about her? About her queer-
ness, perhaps? But her Parental
had not been apologetic. Even to
the Hard One he had spoken of his
concern for her. Dua had felt an
obscure pride.

But now he was leaving and sud-
denly all the independence that
Dua had been looking forward to
lost its fine shape and hardened
into the .pointed crag of loneliness.

She asked, ‘“‘But why must you
pass on?”’

“I must, little Mid-dear.”

He must. She knew that. Every-
one, sooner or later, must. The day
would come when she would have
to sigh and say, I must.

*But what makes you know when
you have to-pass on? If you can
choose your time why don’t you
choose a different time and.stay
longer?” .

He said, “Your Left-father has
dec1ded The tnad must do as he
says.’

“Why must you do as he says?”
She hardly ever saw her Left-father
or her Mid-mother. They did not
count any more. Only her Right-
father, her Parental, her daddy,

who stood there squat and flat--

surfaced. He was not all smoothly
curved like a Rational-or shuddery
uneven like an Emotional and she
could always tell what he was going
to say. Almost always.

She was sure he would say, /
can’t explain to a little Emotional.

He said it.

Dua said in a burst of woe, “I'll
miss you, I know you think I pay
you no attention and that I don’t
like you because you always tell
me not to do things. But I would
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rather not like you for telling me
not to do things than not have you
around to tell me not to do things.”

And Daddy just stood there.
There was no way he could handle
an outburst like thdt except to
come closer and pinch out a hand.
That action cost him a visible ef-
fort, but he held his hand out
trembling and its outlines were
ever so slightly soft.

Dua said, “Oh, Daddy—"" and
let her own hand flow about his
so that it looked misjy and shim-
mery through her substance, but
she was careful not to touch it for
that would have-embarrassed him

50,

Then he withdrew his hand and
left hers enclosing nothing.

He said, “Remember the Hard
Ones, Dua. They will help you.
I—I will go now.”

He went and she never saw him
again,.

Now she sat remembering in the
Sunset, rebelliously aware that
pretty soon Tritt would grow pet-
ulant over her absence and nag
Odeen.

And then Odeen might lecture
her on her duties.

She didn’t care.

1b

DEEN was moderately aware

that Dua was off on the sur-
face. Without really thinking about
it he could judge her direction and
even something of her distance. If
he had stopped to think of it he
might have felt displeasure, for
this inter-awareness sense had been
steadily deadening for a long time
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now and, without really being
certain why, he had a sense of
gathering fulfillment about it. It
was the way things were supposed
to be—the sign of the continuing
development of the body with age.

Tritt’s inter-awareness sense did
not decrease, but it shifted more
and more toward the children. That
was clearly the line of useful devel-
opment. But the role of the Parental
was a simple one, in a manner of
speaking, however important. The
Rational was far more complex and
Odeen took a bleak satisfaction in
that thought.-

Of course, Dua was the real
puzzle. She was so unlike all the
other Emotionals. Her oddness
perplexed arfd frustrated Tritt and
reduced him to even more pro-
nounced inarticulateness. Dua
baffled” and frustrated Odeen at
times, too, but he was also aware
of her infinite capacity to induce
satisfaction with life and it did not
seem likely that one quality was
independent of the other. The occa-
sional exasperation she caused was
a small price to pay for intense
happiness.

And maybe Dua’s strange way of
life was part of what ought to. be,
too. The Hard Ones seemed inter-
ested in her and ordinarily they
paid attention only to Rationals.
He felt pride in that—so much the
better for the triad that even the
Emotional was worth attention.

Odeen was pleased.

Things were as they were sup-~

posed to be. That was bedrock and
what he wanted most to feel—even
to the end. Some day he would even
know when it was time to pass on
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and he would want to. The Hard
Ones assured him of that, as they
assured all Rationals, but they also
told him that it was his own inner’
consciousness that would mark the
time unmistakably and without
any advice from outside.

“When you tell yourself,” Losten
had told him in the clear, careful
way in which a Hard One always
talked to a Soft One, as though the
Hard One were laboring to make
himself understood, “that you
know why you must pass on—then
you will pass on, and your triad
will pass on with you.”

And Odeen had said, “I cannot
say I wish to pass on now, Hard-
Sir. There is so much to learn.”

“Of course, Left-dear. You feel
this because you are not yet ready.”

Odeen thought, How can I ever
feel ready when I will never feel
there isn’t much to learn.

But he did not say so. He was
quite certain the time would come
and he would then understand.

He looked down at himself,
almost forgetting and thrusting
out an eye to do so—always some
childish impulses remained in the
most adult of the most Rational.
He did not have to use an eye, of
course. He could sense quite well
with his eye solidly in place, and he
found himself satisfactorily solid—
in nice, sharp outline, smooth, and
curved into gracefully conjoined
ovoids.

His body lacked the strangely
attractive shimmer of Dua’s and
the comforting stockiness of Tritt’s.
He loved them both, but he would
not change his own body for
either’s. Or, of course, his mind.
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He would never say so, for he
would not want to hurt their
feelings, but he never ceased being
thankful that he did not have Tritt’s
limited understanding or (even
more) Dira’s erratic one. He sup-
posed they did not mind—for they
knew nothing else.

E GREW distantly aware of
Dua again and deliberately
dulled the sense. At the moment
he felt no need for her. It was not
that he wanted her less, merely

that he had increasing drives else--

where. It was part of the growing
maturity of a Rational to find more
and more satisfaction in the exer-
cise of a mind that could be exerted
to capacity only alone—and with
the Hard Ones.

He grew constantly more accus-
tomed to the Hard Ones, constantly
more attached to them. He felt
that this, too, was right and proper,
for he was a Rational, and in a way
the Hard Ones were super-Ration-
als. (He had once said that to
Losten, the friendliest of the Hard
Ones and, it seemed to Odeen in
some vague way, the youngest.
Losten had radiated amusement
but had said nothing. He had not
denied it, however.)

Odeen’s earliest memories were
filled with Hard Ones. His Parental
more and more concentrated his
attention on the last child, the
baby-Emotional. That was only
natural. (Tritt would do the same
when the last child came, if it ever
did. Odeen had picked up that last
qualification from Tritt, who used
it constantly as a reproach to Dua.)

But with his Parental busy so
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.much of the time Odeen had begun

his education early. He was losing
his baby ways and he had learned
a great deal even before he met
Tritt.

That meeting, though, was surely
something he would never forget.
It might as well have been yester-
day as more than half a lifetime
ago. He had seen Parentals of his
own generation, of course—young
ones who, long before they incu-
bated the children that made true
Parentals of them, showed few
signs of the stolidity to come. As a
child he had played with his own
right-brother and was scarcely
aware of any intellectual difference
between them (though, looking
back on those days, he recognized
that the difference was there, even
then.)

He knew also vaguely the role of
a Parental in a triad. Even as a
child he had heard whispered tales
of melting.

When Tritt first appeared—when
Odeen saw him first—everything
changed. For the first time in his
life Odeen felt an inner warmth
and began to think that there was
something he wanted that was
utterly divorced from thought.
Even now he could remember the
sense of embarrassment that had
accompanied this discovery.

Tritt was not embarrassed, of
course. Parentals were never em-
barrassed about the activities of
the triad, and Emotionals were
almost: never embarrassed. Only
Rationals had that problem.

“Too much thinking,” a Hard
One had sdid when Odeen had
discussed the problem with him
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and that left Odeen dissatisfied. T WAS Tritt who made the
In what way would thinking be first move, driven by his special .
“too much?” needs. Odeen was chattering about

Tritt was young when they first what he had learned that day after
met. He was still so childish as to the brief midday meal. (Their
be uncertain in his blockishness so thicker substance absorbed food
that his reaction to the meeting was so rapidly that they were satisfied

_émbarrassingly clear. He grew. with a simple walk in the Sun,
almost translucent along his edges. while Emotionals basked for hours

Odeen said hesitantly, ““I haven’t ‘at a time, curling and thinning as
seen you before, have I, Right- though deliberately to lengthen
fellow?” the task.)

Tritt said, ‘I have never been Odeen, who always ignored the
here. I have been brought here.” Emotlonals was quite happy to
_ They both knew exactly what had be talking. Tritt, who stared word-
happened to them. The meeting lessly at them day after day, was
had been arranged because some- now visibly restless.
one (some Parental, Odeen had - Abruptly he came closeto Odeen,
thought at the time, but later he formed an appendage so hastily as
knew it was some Hard One) to clash most disagreeably with
thought they would suit each other Odeen’s form-sense. He placed the
and the thought was correct. outcropping upon a portion of

‘There was no intellectual rapport Odeen’s upper ovoid where a slight
between the two. How could there” shimmer was allowing for a wel--
be when Odeen wanted to learn come draft of warm air as dessert.
with an intensity that superseded Tritt’s appendage thinned with a
anything but the existence of the visible effort and sank into the
triad itself and Tritt lacked the superficies of Odeen’s skin before
very concept of learning? What the latter darted away, horribly
Tritt had to know he already embarrassed.
knew beyond either learning or He had done such things as a
unlearning. baby, of course, but never since

Odeen, out of the excitement of his adolescence. “Don’t do that,
finding out about the world and its = Tritt,” he said sharply.
Sun—about the history and mech-  Tritt’s appendage remained out,
anism of life, about all the abouts groping a little. *‘I want to.”
in the Universe—sometimes (in  Odeen held himself as compactly
those early days together) found as he could, striving to harden the
himself spilling 'his enthusiasm surface to bar entry. “I don’t want
over to Tritt. to.”

Tritt listened placidly, clearly  “Why not?” asked Tntt urgently.
understanding nothing, but content “There’s nothing wrong.’
to be listening while Odeen, trans-  Odeen said the first thing that
mitting nothing, was ‘as ¢learly came into his mind. “It hurt.” (It
content to be lecturing. didn’t really: Not physically. But
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the Hard Ones always avoided the
touch of the Soft Ones. A careless
interpenetration did hurt Hard
Ones, but they were constructed
differently from Soft Ones—com-
pletely differently.)

Tritt was not fooled. His instinct
could not possibly mislead him in
this respect. He said, “It didn’t
hurt.”

“Well, it isn’t right this.way. We
need an Emotional.”

And Tritt could only say stub-
bornly, “I want to, anyway.”

It was bound to continue
happening and Odeen was bound
to give in. It always came about
so—even with the most self-con-
scious Rational. As the old saying
had it—Everyone either admitted
doing it or lied about it.

Tritt was at him at each meeting
after that—if not with an appen-
dage, then rim to rim. And finally
Odeen, seduced by the pleasure of
it, began to help and tried to thin.
He was better at that than Tritt.
Poor Tritt, infinitely ‘more eager,
huffed and strained and could
achieve only the barest shimmer

here and there, patchily and
raggedly.
Odeen, however, could turn

translucent all over his surface and
fought down his embarrassment in
order to let himself flow against
Tritt. There was skin-deep pene-
tration and Odeen could feel the
pulsing of Tritt’s hard surface
under the skin. There was enjoy-
ment, riddled with guilt.

Tritt, as often as not, was tired
and vaguely angry when it was
over.

Odeen said, ‘“Now, Tritt, I've
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told you we need an Emotional to
do this properly. You cant be.
angry at something that Jusg is.’

And Tritt said, “Let’s get an
Emotional.”

Let’s get an Emotional! Tritt’s
simple drives never led him to any-
thing but direct action. Odeen was
not sure he could explain the com-
plexities of life to the other. i

“It’s not that easy, Right-ling—"
he began gently.

Tritt said abruptly. “The Hard
Ones can get us one. You're
friendly with them. Ask them.”

‘Odeen -was horrified. “I can’t
ask. The time,” he continued,
unconsciously falling into his lec-
turing voice, ‘*has not yet come—or
I would certainly know it. Until—"

Tritt was not listening. He said,
“I'll ask.”

“No,” said Odeen, horrified.
“You stay out of it. I tell you it’s

‘not time. I have an education to

worry about. It’s very easy to be a
Parental and not to have to know
anything but—"

He was sorry the instant he had
spoken, and it was a lie anyway.
He just didn’t want to do anything
at all that might offend the Hard
Ones and impede his useful rela-
tionship with them. Tritt, however,
showedp no signs of minding,” and
Odeen began to think that the other
saw no point or merit in knowing

-anything he did not already know

and would not consider the state-
ment of the fact an insult.

The problent of the Emotional
kept coming up, though. Occasion-
ally they tried interpenetration. In
fact, the impulse grew stronger
with time. It was never truly satis-
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fying though it had its pleasure and
each time Tritt would demand an
Emotional. Each time Odeen threw
himself deeper into his studies,
almost as a defense against the
problem.

Yet at times he was tempted to
speak to Losten about the problem.

OSTEN was the Hard ©One
Odeen knew best, the one who
took the greatest personal interest
in him. There was a deadly same-
ness about the Hard Ones, because
they did not change. They never
changed—their form was fixed.
Where their eyes were they always
were—and always in the same
place for all of them. Their skin
was not exactly hard, but it was
always opaque. It never shimmered,
was never vague, never penetrable
by another skin of its own type.
Hard Ones were not larger in
size, particularly, than the Soft
Ones, but they were heayier. Their
substance was much denser and
they had to be careful about the
yielding tissues of the Soft Ones.
Ornce when he had been little—
really little—and his body had
flowed almost as freely as his
sister’s, Odeen had been ' ap-
proached by a Hard One. He had
never known which one it was, but
he learned in later life that all of
them were curious about baby-
Rationals. Odeen had reached up
for the Hard One out of nothing
but curiosity. The Hard One had
sprung backward, and  later
Odeen’s Parental had scolded him
for offering to touch a Hard One.
" The scolding had been harsh
enough for Odeen never to forget.
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When he was older he learned that
the close-packed atoms of the
Hard One’s tissues felt pain on the
forcible penetration of others.
Odeen wondered if the Soft One
felt pain, too. Another young Ra-
tional once told him that he had
stumbled against a Hard One and
the Hard One had doubled up but
that he himself had felt nothing—
but Odeen wasn't sure this was not
just a melodramatic boast.

There were other things he was
not supposed to do. He liked
rubbing against the walls of the
cavern. There was a pleasant, warm
feeling when he allowed himself to
penetrate rock. Babies always did
it, but it became harder to do as he
grew older. Still, he could do.it
skin-deep and he liked the feeling,
but his Parental found him doing
it and scolded him. Odeen objected
that his sister did it all the time—
he had seen her.

" “That’s different,”” said the
Parental. *‘She’s an Emotional.”

At another time when Odeen was’
absorbing a recording—he was
older then—he had idly formed a
couple of projections and made
the tips so thin that he could pass
one through the other. He began to
do it regularly when he listened.
There was a pleasant tickling sen-
sation that made it easier to listen
and made him nicely sleepy
afterward.

His Parental caught him at that,
too, and what he had said still made
Odeen uncomfortable.

No one really told him about
melting in_those days. They fed
him knowledge and educated him
about everything except about what
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the triad was. Tritt had never been
told either, but he was a Parental
and knew without being told. Of
course, when Dua came at last all

was clear, even though she seemed

to know less than Odeen.

But she did not come to them
because of anything Odeen did. It
was Tritt who broached the matter
—Tritt, who ordinarily feared the
Hard Ones and avoided them
mutely—Tritt, who lacked Odeen’s
self-assurance in all but this re-
spect—Tritt, who on this one sub-
ject was driven—Tritt—Tritt—
Tritt—

Odeen sighed. Tritt was invading
his thoughts because Tritt was
coming. He could.feel him, harsh,
demanding, always demanding.
Odeen had so little time to himself
these days, just when he felt that he
needed to think more than ever.

“Yes, Tritt,” he said.

Ic

RITT was conscious of his
blockiness. He did not think it
ugly. He did not think about it at
all.’If he had given it a thought, he
would have considered it beautiful.
His body was designed for a pur-
pose and designed well.
He asked, *“Odeen,
Dua?”

“Outside somewhere,” mumbled
Odeen, almost as though he didn’t
care. It annoyed Tritt to have the
triad made so little of. Dua was so
difficult and Odeen didn’t care.

“Why do you let her go?”

“How can I stop her, Tritt? And
what harm if she goes outside?”

“You know the harm. We have

where is
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two babies. We need a third. It is
so hard to make a little-mid these
days. Dua must be properly fed for
it to be made. Now she is wander-
ing about at Sunset again. How can
she feed fully at Sunset?”

*She’s just not a great feeder.”

“And we just don’t have a little-
mid. Odeen.” Tritt’s voice was
caressing. “How can I love you
properly without Dua?”

“Now, then,” mumbled Odeen
and Tritt felt himself once more
puzzled by the other’s clear embar-
rassment at the simplest statement
of fact.

Tritt said, ‘‘Remember, I was the
one who first got Dua.” Did Odeen
remember that? Did Odeen ever
think of the triad and what- it
meant? Sometimes  Tritt felt so
frustrated he could—he could—
Actually, he did not know what he
could do, but he knew he felt frus-
trated. As in those old days when
he wanted an Emotional and Odeen
would do nothing.

Tritt knew he didn’t have the
trick of talking- in big, elaborate
sentences. But if Parentals didn’t
talk, they thought. They thought
about important things. Odeen
always talked about atoms and
energy. Who cared about atoms
and energy? Tritt thought about
the triad and the babies.

Odeen had once told him that the
numbers of Soft Ones were grad-
ually growing fewer. Didn’t he
care? Didn’t the Hard Ones care?
Did anyone care but the Parentals?

Only two forms of life on all the
world, the Soft Ones and .the Hard

_Ones. And food shining down on

them.
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Odeen had once told him the Sun
was cooling off. There was less
food, he said, so there were fewer
people. Tritt didn’t believe it. The
Sun felt no cooler than it had when
he was a baby. People were just
not worrying about the triads any
more. Too many absorbed Ration-
als—too many silly Emotionals.

What the Soft Ones must do was
concentrate on the important things
of life. Tritt did. He tended to the
business of the triad. The baby-left
came, then the baby-right. They
were growing and flourishing. They
had to have a baby-mid, though.
That was the hardest to get started
and without a baby-mid there
would be no new triad.

What made Dua as she was? She
had always been difficult, but she
was growing worse.

Tritt felt an obscure anger
against Odeen. Odeen always
talked with all those hard words.
And Dua listened. Odeen would
talk to Dua endlessly till they were
almost two Rationals. That was
bad for the triad.

Odeen should know better.

It was always Tritt who had to
care. It was always Tritt who had
to do what had to be done. Odeen
was the-friend of the Hard Ores
and yet he said nothing. They had
needed an Emotional and Odeen
had done nothing. He talked to
the Hard Ones about energy and
not of the needs of the triad.

It had been Tritt, who had turned
the scale. Tritt remembered that
proudly. He had seen Odeen talk-
ing to a Hard One, and he had
approached. Without a shake in his
voice, he had interrupted and said,
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“We need an Emotional.” _

The Hard One had turned to look
at him. Tritt had never been so
close to a-Hard One. He was all of
a piece. Every part of him had to
turn when one part did. He had
some projections that could move
by themselves, but they never
changed in shape. They never
flowed and they were irregular and
unlovely. Hard Ones did not like
to be touched.

The Hard One asked, “Is this
so, Odeen?’ He did not speak to
Tritt.

Odeen flattened. He flattened
close to the ground, became more
thtcned than Tritt had ever seen

im.

Odeen said, “My Right-ling is
overzealous. My Right-ling is—
is—"" He stuttered and puffed and
could not speak.

Tritt could speak. He said, “We
cannot melt without one.”

Tritt knew that Odeen was em-
barrassed into speechlessness but

‘he didn’t care. It was time.

“Well, Left-dear,” said the Hard
One to Odeen, “do you feel the
same way about it?”” Hard Ones.
spoke as the Soft Ones did, but
more harshly and with fewer over-
tones. The Hard Ones were difficult
to listen to. Tritt found them so
anyway, though Odeen seemed
used to them.

“Yes,” said Odeen finally.

The Hard One turned at last to:
Tritt. “Remind me, Young-right
How long have you and Odeen been
together?”

*Long enough,” said Tritt, “to

-deserve an Emotional.” He kept

his shape firmly at angles. He did
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not allow himself to be frightened.

The matter was too important. He

added: “And my name is Tritt.”
The Hard One seemed amused.

“Yes, the ‘choice was good. You

and Odeen go welltogether, but it
makes the choice of an Emotional
difficult. We have almost made up
our minds. Or at least I have long
since made up my mind, but the
others must be convinced. Be pa-
tient, Tritt.”

“l am tired of patience.”

“I know, but be patient anyway.”
He was amused again.__

HEN the Hard One was

quite gone Odeen uplifted
himself-and thinned out angrily. He
asked, “How could you do that,
Tritt? Do you know who he is?”’

“A Hard One.”

“He 1is Losten. My special
teacher.‘l don’t want him angry
with. me.’

“Why should he be angry? | was
polite.”

“Well, never mmd Odeen was
settling into normal shape. That
meant he was not angry any more.
(Tritt was relieved, though he tried
not to show it.) “It’s very embar-
rassing for my dumb-right to come
up and speak out to my Hard One.”

“Why didn’t you speak out,
then?”

“There’s such a thing as the
right time.”

“But never’s the right time for
you.’

But then they rubbed surfaces
and stopped arguing and Dua came
not long after that.

Losten brought her. Tritt did
not realize—he did not 1ock at the
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Hard One. Only at Dua. But
Odeen told him afterward that
Losten had brought her.

“You see?” said Tritt. “I talked
to him. That is why he brought
her.”

“No,” said Odeen. “It was time.
He would have brought her even if
neither of us had talked to him.”

Tritt didn’t believe him. He was
quite sure that it was entirely
because of his actions that Dua was
with them.

Surely there had " never been
anyone like Dua in the world.

“Tritt had seen many Emotionals.

They were all attractive. He would
have accepted any of them for
proper mélting. Orice he saw Dua
he realized that none of the others
would have suited. Only Dua. Only
Dua.

And Dua knew exactly what to
do. Exactly. No one had ever shown
her how, she told them afterward.
No one had ever talked to her
about it. Even other Emotionals
had not, for she had avoided them.

Yet when all three were together;
each knew what to do.

Dua thinned. She thinned more
than Tritt had ever seen anyone
thin. She thinned more than Tritt
would ever have thought possibie.
She became a kind of colored
smoke that filled the room and
dazzled him. He moved without
knowing he was moving. He
immersed himself in the air that
was Dua.

There was no sensation of pene-
tration, none at all. Tritt felt no
resistance, no friction. There was
just a floating inward and a rapid
palpitation. He felt - himself
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beginning to thin in sympathy and
without the tremendous effort that
had always accompanied ~ his
thinning. With Dua filling him he
could thin without effort into a
thick smoke of his own. Thinning
became like flowing—he became
an enormous smooth flow.

Dimly he -could see Odeen
approaching from the other side,
froh Dua’s left. And he, too, was
thinning.

Then, like all the shocks of con-
tact in all the world, he reached
Odeen. But it was not a shock at
all. Tritt felt without feeling, knew
without knowing. He slid into
Odeen and Odeen slid into him. He
could not tell whether he was
surrounding Odeen or ‘being
surrounded by him or both or
neither.

He knew only—pleasure.

The senses dimmed with the
intensity-of that pleasure, and at the
point where he thought he could
stand no more the senses failed
altogether.

VENTUALLY they separated
and stared at each other. They
had melted for days. Meliting al-
ways took time. The better it was
the longer it took. When the melt-
ing was over, all that time -seemed
as though it had been an instant and
they did not remember it. In-later
life it rarely took longer than that
first time. -
Odeen
wonderful.”
Tritt only gazed at Dua, who
had made it possible.
She was coalescing, swirling,
moving tremulously. She seemed

said, *“That was
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most affected of the three.

“We'll do it again,” she said,
humedly ““‘But later, later. Let me
go now.’

She ran away. They did not stop
her. They were too overcome to
stop her. But that was always the
way afterward. She was always
gone after melting. No matter how
successful it was, she would go.
Something in her needed to be
alone.

It bothered Tritt. In point after

oint she was different from other

motionals. She should not be.

"Odeen felt otherwise. He would
say on many occasions, ‘“Why
don’t you leave her alone, Tritt?
Shé’s not like the others and that
means she’s better than the others.
Melting wouldn’t be as good if she
were like the others.. Do you want
the ‘benefits without paying the
price?”’

Tritt did not understand that
clearly. He knew only that she
ought to do what ought to be done.

He said, “I want her to do what
is right.”

*“I know, Tritt, I know. But leave
her alone anyway.”

Odeen himself often scolded Dua
for her queer ways but he was al-
ways unwilling to let Tritt do so.

“You laek tact, Tritt,” he would
say. .
Tritt didn’t know what tact was
exactly.

And now— It had been so long
since the first melting and still the
baby-Emotional was not born.
How much longer? It was already
much too long. And Dua, if any-
thing, stayed by herself more and

‘more as time went on.
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Tritt said,
enough.”

“When it’s time—"" began Odeen.

“You always talk about it’s being
time or it’s not being time. You
never found it time to get Dua in
the first place. Now you never find
it time to have a baby-Emotional.
Dua should—"

But Odeen turned away. He said,
“She’s out there, Tritt. If you want
to-go.out and get her, as though
you were her Parental instead of
her Right-ling, do so. But I say,
leave her alone.”

Tritt backed away. He had a
great deal to say, but he didn’t
know how to say it.

2a

UA was aware of the left-right

agitation concerning her in a
dim and faraway manner and her
rebelliousness grew. .

If one or the other—or both
came to get her, the scene would
end in a melting and she raged
against the thought. Melting was
all Tritt knew and, except for the
children, all Tritt wanted—eXcept
for the third and last child. Every-
thing was involved with the children
and the still missing child. And
when -Tritt wanted a melting he
got it.

Tritt dominated the triad when
he grew stubborn. He would hold
on to some simple idea and never
let go, and in the end Odeen and
Dua would have to give in. Yet now
she wouldn’t give in—she wouldn’t!

She did not feel disloyal at the
thought. She never expected to
feel for either Odeen or Tritt the

**She doesn’t eat
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sheer intensity of longing they felt
for each other. She could melt
alone—they could melt only
through her mediation—so why
didn’t that ‘make her the more
regarded? She felt intense pleasure
at the three-way melting, of
course—she would be stupid to
deny it. The pleasure was akin to
what she felt when she passed
through a rock wall, as she some-
times secretly did. To Tritt and
Odeen the pleasure was like nothing
else they had ever experienced or
could ever experience. )

- No, wait. Odeen had the
pleasure of learning, of what he
called intellectual development.

Dua felt some of that at times,
enough to know what it might
mean—and though it was different
from melting it might serve as a
substitute at least to the point
where Odeen could do without—
sometimes.

But not.so Tritt. For him there
was only melting and the children.
Only. And™ when his small mind
bent entirely upon that Odeen
would give in and then Dua would
have to.

Once she had rebelled. *‘But what
happens when we melt? It’s hours,
days sometimes, before we come
out of it. What happens in all that
time?” - '

Tritt' had looked outraged at
that. *It’s always that way. It’s got
to be.” .

“I don’t like anything that’s got
to.be. I want to know why.”

Odeen had looked embarrassed.
He spent half his life being
embarrassed. He said, ‘“Now, Dua,
it does have to be. On account of —
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children.” He seemed to pulse as
he spoke the word.

“Well, don’t pulse,” said. Dua
sharply. “We're grown now and
we've melted I don’t know how
many times and we all know it’s
so we can have children. You
might as well say so. Why does it
take so long? That’s all.” _

“Because it’s a complicated
process,” said Odeen, still
pulsing. “‘Because it takes energy.
Dua, it takes a long time to get a
child started and even when we
take a long time a child doesn’t
always get started. And it’s getting
worse. Not just with us,” he added
hastily.

“Worse?” Tritt asked anxiously,
but Odeen would say no more.

They had a child eventually, a
baby-Rational, a Left-ling, that
flitted and thinned so that all three
were in raptures and even Odeen
would hold it and let it change

shape in his hands for as long as .

Tritt would allow him. For it was
Tritt, of course, who had actually
incubated it through the long pre-
forming. Tritt who had separated
from it when it assumed indepen-
dent existence and Tritt who cared
for it at all times.

After that Tritt was often not
with them and Dua was oddly
pleased. Tritt’s obsession annoyed
her, but” Odeen’s—oddly—pleased
her. She became increasingly
aware of his—importance. There
was something to being a Rational
that made it possible to answer
questions—and 'somehow Dua had
questions for him constantly. He
was readier to answer when Tritt
was not present.
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“Why does it take so long,
Odeen? I don’t like to melt and
then not know what’s happening
for days at a time.”

“We're perfectly safe, Dua,”
said Odeen earnestly. *Come,
nothing has ever happened to us,
has it? You’ve never heard of
anything ever happening to any
other triad, have you? Besides,
you shouldn’t ask questions.”

“Because I'm an Emotional?
Because other Emotionals don’t
ask questions? I can’t stand other
.Emotionals—if you want to know
—and I do want to ask questions.”

She was perfectly aware that
Odeen was looking at her as though
he had never seen anyone as
attractive and that if Tritt had been
present, melting would have taken
place at once. She even let herseif
thin out—not much, but percept-
ibly—in deliberate coquettishness.

Odeen said, *“‘But you might not
understand the implications, Dua.
It takes a great deal of energy to
initiate a new spark of life.”

““You’'ve often mentioned energy.
What is it? Exactly?”

“Why, what we eat.”

“Well, then, why don’t you say
 food?”

“Because food and energy aren’t
quite the same thing. Our food
comes from the Sun and that’s a
kind of energy, but there ate other
kinds of energy that are not food.
When we eat we’ve got to spread
out and absorb the light. It’s
hardest for Emotionals because
they’re much more transparent—
that is, the light tends to pass
through  instead of  being
absorbed—"
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How wonderful to have it
explained, Dua thought. What she
was told she really knew—but she
didn’t know the proper words, the
long science-words that Odeen
knew. And they made sharper and
more meaningful everything that
happened.

CCASIONALLY now—in

adult life when she no longer
feared that childish teasing, when
she shared in the prestige of being
part of the Odeen-triad—she tried
to swarm with other Emotionals
and to withstand the chatter and the
crowding. After all, she did
occasionally feel like having a more
substantial meal than she usually
got and it did make for better
melting. There was a joy—some-
times she caught the pleasure the
others got out of it—in slithering
and maneuvering for exposure to
Sunlight, in the luxurious contrac-
tion and condensation to absorb the
warmth through greater thickness
with greater efficiency.

Yet for Dua a little of that went
quite a way and the others never
seemed to have enough. There was
a kind of gluttonous wiggle about
them that Dua could not duplicate
and that, at length, she could not
endure.

That was why Rationals and
Parentals were so rarely on the
surface. Their thickness made it
possible for them to eat quickly and
leave. Emotionals writhed 'in the
Sun for hours, for though they ate
more slowly they actually needed
more energy than the others—at
least for melting.

The Emotional

supplied the
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energy, Odeen had explained
(pulsing so that his signals were
barely comprehensible), the Ra-
tional the seed, the Parental the
incubator.

Once Dua understood, a certain
amusement began to blend with her
disapproval when she watched the
other Emotionals virtually slurp up
the ruddy Sunlight. Since they
never asked questions she was sure
they didn’t know why they did so
and couldn’t understand that there
was an obscene side to their
quivering condensations and to the
way they went tittering down below
eventually—on their way to a good
melt, of course, with lots of energy
to spare.

She could also stand Tritt’s
annoyance when she would come
down without that swirling opacity
that meant a good gorging. Yet
why should Tritt and Odeen com-
plain? The thinness she retained
meant a defter melting. Not as
sloppy and glutinous as the other
triads managed, perhaps, but it
was ethereality that counted, she
felt sure. And the little-left and
little-right came eventually didn’t
they? _

Of course, it was the baby-
Emotional, the little-mid, that
was the crux. That took more
energy than the other two, and Dua
never had enough.

Even Odeen was beginning to
mention it. “You're not getting
enough Sunlight, Dua.”

“Yes, I am,” said Dua hastily.

“Genia’s triad,” said Odeen,
*“has just initiated an Emotional.”

Dua did not like Genia. Genia
was empty-headed even by
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Emotional standards. Dua said
loftily, ‘I suppose she’s boasting
about it. She has no delicacy. I
suppose she’s saying, ‘I shouldn’t
mention it, my dear, but you'll
never guess what my Left-ling and
Right-ling have gone and went and
done—'" Dua imitated Genia’s
tremulous signaling with deadly
accuracy and Odeen was amused.

But then he said, ““Genia may be
a dunder but she has initiated an
Emotional, and Tritt is upset about
it. We've been at it for much
longer than the others have—"

Dua turned away. ‘I get all the
Sun I can stand. I feed till I'm too
full to move. I don’t knaw what
you want of me.”

Odeen said, “Don’t be angry. |
promised Tritt I would talk to you.
He thinks you listen to me—""

“Oh, Tritt just thinks it’s odd
that you explain science to me. He
doesn’t understand. Do you want
a Mid-ling like the others?”

“No,” said Odeen, _seriously.
“You're not like the others and
I’'m glad of it. And if you’re inter-
ested in Rational talk let me
explain something. The Sun doesn’t
supply the food it used to in ancient
times. The light-energy is less and
requires longer exposures. The
.birth rate has been dropping for
ages and the world’s population is
only a fraction of-what it once
was.”

“l can’t help it,
rebelliously.

““The Hard Ones may be able to.
Their numbers have been decreas-
ing, too—"

”»

said Dua

“Do they pass on?’ Dua was.

suddenly interested. She had
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always thought the Hard Ones
were immortal—that they weren’t
born and didn’t die. Who had ever
seen a baby Hard One, for
instance? They didn’t have babies.
They didn’t melt. They didn’t eat.

Ogdeen ~ said thoughfully, “I
imagine they pass on. They never
talk about themselves to me. I'm
not even sure how they eat, but of
course they must. And they have
to be born. There’s a new one, for
instance—I haven’t seen him yet—
But never mind that. The point is
that they’'ve been developing an
artificial food—" _

“I know,” said Dua. “I've tasted
it.”

“You have? I didn’t know that.”

“A bunch of the Emotionals
talked about it. They said a Hard
One was asking for volunteers to
taste it and the sillies were all
afraid. They said it would probably
turn them permanently hard and
they would never be able to melt
again.”

“That’s foolish,” said Odeen
vehemently.

“I know. So I volunteered. That
shut them up. They are so difficult
to endure, Odeen.”

“How was it?”’ .

“Horrible,” said Dua firmly.
“Harsh and bitter. Of course 1|
didn’t tell the other Emotionals
that.”

Odeen said, “I tasted it. It
wasn’t that bad.”

“Rationals and Parentals don’t
care what food tastes like.”

But Odeen said, “It’s still only
experimental. They’re working
hard on improvements, the Hard
Ones are. Especially Estwald—
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that’s the one | mentioned before,
the new one I haven’t seen—he’s
working on it. Losten speaks of
him now and then as though he
were something special — a great
scientist.”

“How 1is it you've never seen
him?”* d

“I’'m just a Soft One. You don’t
suppose they show me and tell me
everything, do you? Some day I’ll
see him, I suppose. He’s developed
a new source of energy that may
yet save us all—"

“] don’t want artificial food.”
said Dua, and left Odeen abruptly.

That conversation had taken
place not so long ago and Odeen
had not mentioned the new food
again. But she knew he would and
she brooded about it up here in the
Sunset.

She had seen the artificial food
that one time—a glowing sphere of
light like a tiny Sun in a special
cavern set up by the Hard Ones.
She could taste its bitterness yet.

Would they improve it? Would
they make it taste better? Even
delicious? And would she have to
eat it then and fill herself with it
till the full sensation gave her an
uncontrollable desire to melt?

She feared that self-generating
desire. It was different when the
desire came through the hectic
combined stimulation of Left-ling
and Right-ling. It was the self-
generation that meant she would be
ripe to bring about the initiation of
a little-mid. And—and she didn’t
want to start one!

A long time passed before she
would admit the truth to herself.
She did not want to initiate an
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- displeasure had

Emotional. It was after all three
children. were born that the time
would inevitably come to pass on,
something she did not want to do.
She remembered the day her
Parental had left her forever and
it was never going to be like that
for. her. Of that she was fiercely
determined.

The other Emotionals did not
care because they were too empty
to think about it, but she was
different. She was queer Dua, the
Left-Em. That was what they had
called her and she would be
different. As long as she didn’t
have that third child she would not
pass on—she would continue to
live.

So she was not going to have
that third child. Never. Never!

But how was she-going to stave
it off? And how would she keep
Odeen from finding out? What if
Odeen found out?

2b

DEEN waited for Tritt to do
something. He was reason-
ably sure that Tritt would not
actually go up to the surface after
Dua. It would mean leaving the
children and that was always hard
for Tritt to ~do. Tritt waited
without -speaking for a while and
when he left it was in the direction
of the children’s alcove.

Odeen was rather glad to see
Tritt go. Not quite, of course, for
Tritt had been angry and with-
drawn so that interpersonal contact
had weakened and the barrier of
arisen. Odeen
could not help but be melancholy
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at that. It was like the slowing of
the life-pulse.

He sometimes wondered if Tritt
felt it, too. No, the thought was
unfair. Tritt had the special
relationship with the children.

As for Dua—who could tell what
Dua felt? Who could tell what any
Emotional felt? They were so
different they made left and right
seem alike in everything but mind.
But even allowing for the erratic
way of Emotionals, who could tell
what Dua—especially Dua—felt?

Dua was the problem. The delay
in initiating the third child was
indeed becoming too long, and Dua
was growing less amenable to
persuasion, not more. A restless-
ness was growing in Odeen himself,
one he could not quite identify,
something he would have to discuss
with Losten.

He made his- way down to the
Hard Caverns, hastening his
movements into a continuous flow
that was not nearly as undignified
as the oddly exciting mixture of
wavering and rushing that marked
the Emotional curve-along or as
amusing as the stolid weight-shift
of the Parental—

(He had the keen thought-image
of Tritt clumping in pursuit of the
baby-Rational who, of course, was
almost as slippery at his age as
an Emotional and of Dua having to
block the baby and bring him back
and of Tritt cluckingly undecided
whether to shake the small life-
object or enfold him with his
substance. From the start, Tritt
could thin himself more effectively
for the babies than for Odeen and
when Odeen railed at him about
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that Tritt answered gravely, for he
had no humor about such things,
“Ah, but the children need it
more.”")

Odeen was selfishly pleased with
his own flow and thought it grace-
ful and impressive. He had men-
tioned that once to Losten, to
whom as his Hard-teacher, he
confessed everything. Losten had

said, “But don’t you think
Emotionals or Parentals feel the
same about their own flow-

patterns? If each -of you thinks
differently and acts differently,
ought you not to be pleased
differently? A triad doesn’t pre-
clude individuality, you know.”

Odeen was not sure he under-

stood about individuality. Did that
mean being alone? A Hard One was
alone, of course. There were no
triads among them. How did they
stand it?
, Odeen had been quite young
when the matter had come up and
his relationship with the Hard
Ones had only been beginning. The
thought had suddenly struck him
that he wasn’t sure there were no
triads among them. The fact that
none existed was common legend
among the Soft Ones—but how
correct was the legend? Odeen had
thought about that and decided one
must ask and not accept matters on
faith.

Odeen had asked, ‘‘Are you a
Left or a Right, sir?”’ (Inlater times,
Odeén pulsed at the memory of
that question. How incredibly
naive of him to have asked it. It
was very little comfort that every
Rational asked the question of a
Hard One in some fashion sooner
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or later—usually sooner.)

Losten had answered quite
calmly, “Neither, Little-left. There
are no Lefts or Rights among
the Hard Ones.”

“Or Mid-1—Emotionals?”

“Or Mid-lings?”” And the Hard
One changed the shape of his
permanent sensory region in a
fashion that Odeen eventually
associated with amusement or
pleasure. “No. No Mid-lings
either. Just Hard Ones of one
kind.”

Odeen had to ask. It came out
involuntarily, quite against his
desire.

“But how do you stand it?”

“It is different with us, Little-
left. We are used to it.”

Could Odeen become used to
such a concept? There was the
Parental triad that had filled his
life so far and the sure knowledge
that he would at some not-too-
distant time form a triad of his

own. What was life without that?"

He thought about it hard now and
then. He thought about everything
hard, as it came up. Sometimes he
managed to catch a glimpse of
what it might mean. That Hard
Ones had only themselves—not
left-brother or right-brother -or
mid-sister or melting or children
or Parentals. They had only the
mind, only the inquiry into the
Universe.

Perhaps that was enough for
them. As Odeen grew older he
caught bits of understanding as to
the joys of inquiry. They were
almost enough—almost enough—
and then he would think of Tritt
and of Dua and decide that all the
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Universe besides was not quite
enough. ‘

Unless— It was odd, but every
once in a while it seemed to him
that there might come a time, a
situation, a condition, when—
Then he would lose the momentary
glimpse—or, rather, glimpse of a
glimpse—and miss it all. Yet in
time it would return, and lately he
thought the concept grew stronger
and would remain almost long
enough to be caught.

UT none of that was what

should involve him now. He
had to see about Dua. He made his
way along the familiar route, along
which he had first been taken by
his Parental (as Tritt would soon
take their own young Rational,
their own baby-left.)

And he was instantly lost in
memory again.

The occasion had been fnghtcn-
ing. There had been other young
Rationals, all pulsing and shimmer-
ing and changing shape despite the

“Parental signals on every side to

stay firm and smooth and not
disgrace the triad. One small Left, a
playmate of Odeen’s, had, in fact
flattened out baby fashion and
would not unflatten, despite all the
efforts of his horribly embarrassed
Parental. The youngster had since
become a perfectly normal student
—Though no Odeen, as Odeen
himself could not help realizing
with considerable complacency.)
They met a number of Hard
Ones on that first day of school.
They paused with each so that each
young-Rational vibration pattern
might be recorded in several
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specialized ways and for a decision
to be reached as to whether to
accept any new Rational for
instruction immediately or to wait
another interval—and if immed-
iately, for what kind of instruction.

Odeen, in a desperate effort, had
drawn himself smooth and held
himself unwavering as a Hard
One approached.

The Hard One said—and the first
sound of the odd tones of his voice
almost undid Odeen’s determinat-
ion to be grownup— “This is quite
a firm-held Rational. How do you
represent yourself, Left?”

It was the first time Odeen had
ever been called “left” without
some form of diminutive. He felt
firmer than ever as he managed to

-say, “Odeen, Hard-Sir,” using the
polite address his Parental had
carefully taught him.

Dimly Odeen remembered being
taken through the Hard Caverns,
past their equipment, their
machinery, their ‘libraries, their
meaningless, crowding sights and
sounds. More than his actual
perceptions he remembered his
inner feeling of despair. What
would they do with him?

-His Parental had told him that he
would learn, but he did not know
what was really meant by ‘“learn™
and when he asked his Parental it
turned out that the older one did
not know either.

It took Odeen a while to find out
and the experience was pleasur-
able, so pleasurable—and yet not
-without its worrisome aspects.

The Hard One who had first
called him “left” was his first
teacher. The Hard One taught him
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to interpret the wave recordings so
that after a while what seemed an
incomprehensible code became
words—words just as clear as those
he -could form with his own
vibrations.

But then that first mentor failed
to appear and another Hard One
took over. It was a time before
Odeen noticed. It was difficult for
him in those early days to tell one
Hard One from another, to dif-
ferentiate among their voices. But
then he gréw certain. Little by
little he grew certain and he trem-
bled at the change. He did not un-
derstand its significance.

He gathered courage and finally
asked, “Where is my teacher,
Hard-Sir?”

*Gamaldan? He  will no longer
be with you, Left.”

Odeen was speechless for a mo-
ment. Then he asked, *“But Hard
Ones don’t pass on—" He did not
quite finish the phrase. )

The new Hard One said nothing,
volunteered nothing.

It was always to be like that,
Odeen found out. They never talked
about themselves. On every other

-subject they discoursed freely. Con-

cerning themselves—nothing.

From dozens of pieces of evi-
dence Odeen could not help but
decide that Hard Ones passed on,
that they were not immortal (somc-
thing so many Soft Ones took for
granted). Yet no Hard One ever
confirmed his conclusion in words.
Odeen and the other student Ra-
tionals sometimes discussed it hes-
itantly, uneasily. Each brought in
some sinall item that pointed inex-
orably to the mortality of the Hard
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Ones and wondered and did not like
to conclude the obvious and let it

o.

& The Hard Ones did not seem to
mind that hints of mortality existed.
They did nothing to mask them.
But they never mentioned them
either. And if the question was
asked directly (sometimes it inev-
itably was) they never answered —
neither denying nor affirming.

If they passed on they had to be
born also—yet they said nothing
of that and Odeen never saw a
young Hard One.

DEEN believed the Hard

Ones received their energy
from rocks instead of from the
Sun—at least that they incorpo-
rated a powdered black rock into
their bodies. Some of the other
students thought so, too. Others,
rather vehemently, refused to ac-
cept the theory. But no one could
come to a conclusion, for no one
ever saw a Hard One feeding in
any manner and the Hard Ones
never spoke of that either.

In the end Odeen took their
reticence for granted—as part of
them. Perhaps, he thought, it was
their individuality, the fact that
they formed no triads. It built a
shell about them.

And then, too, Odeen learned
things of such grave import that
questions concerning the private
lives of the Hard Ones turned to
trivia. He learned, for instance,
that the whole world was shrivel-
ing—dwindling.

Losten, his new teacher,
him that.

Odeen has asked about the un-

told
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occupied caverns that stretched so
endlessly into the bowels of the
world and Losten had seemed
pleased.

“Are you afraid to ask about
them, Odeen?”

(He was Odeen now—not merely
identified by some reference to his
lefthood. It was always a source. of
pride to him to hear a Hard One
address him by name. Many did so.
Odeen. was a prodigy of under-
standing and the use of his name
seemed a recognition of the fact.
More than once Losten had ex-
pressed satisfaction at having him
as a pupil.)

Odeen was indeed afraid and,
after some hesitation, said so. It
was always easier to confess short-
comings to the Hard Ones than to
fellow Rationals—much easier than
to confess them to Tritt, unthink-
able to confess them to Tritt.

“Then why do you ask?”

Odeen hesitated again. Then he
said slowly, “I'm afraid of the un-
occupied caverns because when I
was young I was told they had all
sorts of monstrous things in them.
But I know nothing of that directly
—1I only know what I have been
told by other young ones who
couldn’t have known directly either.
I want to find out the truth about
them and the wanting has grown
until there is more curiosity in me

“than fear.”

Losten looked pleased. *“‘Good.
The curiosity is useful, the fear
useless. Your -inner development is
excellent, Odeen, and remember it
is only your inner development
that counts in the important things.
Our help to you is marginal. Since
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you want to know it is easy to tell
you that the unoccupied caverns are
truly unoccupied. They are empty.
There is nothing in them but the
unimportant ‘things left behind
from times past.”

“‘Left behind by whom, Hard-
Sir?” Odeen felt uneasily com-
pelled to use the honorific when-
ever he was too obviously in the
presence of knowledge he lacked
that the other had.

“By those who occupied them in
times past. There was a time thou-
sands of cycles ago when there were
many thousands of Hard Ones and
millions of Soft Ones. There are
fewer of us now than there were in
the past, Odeen. Nowadays there
are not quite three hundred Hard
Ones and fewer than ten thousand
Soft Ones.”

“Why?” asked Odeen, shocked.
(Only three hundred Hard Ones
left—surely an open admission that
Hard Ones passed on, but this was
not the time to think of that.)

“Because energy is diminishing.
The Sun is cooling. It becomes
harder in every cycle to give birth
and tolive.”

(Well, then, did not the words
mean the Hard Ones gave birth,
too? And did it mean that the Hard

-Ones depended on the Sun for food,

too, and not on rocks? Odeen filed
the thought for later reference and
dismissed it for now.)
“Will this continue?”’
asked.
“*“The Sun must dwindle to an
end, Odeen, and some day give no
food.”
“Does that mean that all of us,
the Hard Ones and the Soft Ones,

Odeen
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too, ultimately will pass on?”

“What else can it mean?”

“We can’t all pass on. If we need
energy and the Sun is coming to an
end we must find other sources.
Other stars.”

“But, Odeen, all the stars are
coming to an end. The Universe is
coming to an end.”

“If the stars come to an end, is
there no food elsewhere? No other
source of €nergy?”’

“No, all the sources of energy in
the Universe are coming to an end.”

Odeen considered that rebel-
liously, then said, “Then other
Universes. We can’t give'up just
because the Universe does.” He
was palpitating as he said it. He had
expanded with quite unforgivable
discourtesy until he had swelled
translucently into a size distinctly
larger than the Hard One.

But Losten merely expressed
extreme pleasure. He said, “Won-
derful, my Left-dear. The others
must hear of this.”

Odeen had collapsed to normal
size in mingled embarrassment and
pleasure at hearing himself ad-
dressed as ‘‘Left-dear.”

Not very long after that conver-
sation Losten himself had brought
them Dua. Odeen had wondered
idly if there had been any connec-
tion, but after a while his wonder
burned itself out. Tritt had repeated
so often that it was his own ap-
proach to Losten that had brought
them Dua that Odeen had given up
thinking about it.

But now he was coming to Losten
again. A long time had passed since
those earlier days when he first
learned that the Universe was com-
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ing to an end and that (as it turned
out) the Hard Ones were resolutely
laboring to live on anyway. He had
become an adept in many fields and
Losten himself confessed that in
physics there was little he could any
longer teach Odeen that a Soft One
could profitably learn. And there
were other young Rationals to take

in hand, so he did not see Losten as

frequently as he once did.

DEEN found Losten with two
half-grown Rationals in the
Radiation Chamber. Losten saw
him at once through the glass and
came out, closing the door carefully
about him.

“My Left-dear,” he said, holding
out his limbs in a gesture of friend-
ship (so that Odeen, as so often in
the past, experienced a perverse
desire to touch, but controlled it.)
“How are you?”

“l did not mean to interrupt,
Losten-Sir.” '

“Interrupt? Those two will get
along perfectly well by themselves
for a time. They are probably glad
to see me go, for I am sure I weary
them with too much talk.”

““Nonsense,” said Odeen. “You
always fascinated me and I'm sure
you fascinate them.”

“Well, well. It is good of you to

say so. I see you frequently in the

library and I hear from others that
you do well in your advanced
courses—and I miss my best stu-
dent. How is Tritt? Is he as Paren-
tally stubborn in his ways as ever?”

“More stubborn every day. He
gives strength to the triad.”

“And Dua?”
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“Dua? I have come— She is very
unusual, you know.”

Losten nodded, “Yes, I know
that.” His expression was one that
Odeen had grown to associate with
melancholy.

Odeen waited a moment, then
decided to tackle the matter di-
rectly. He asked, ‘‘Losten-Sir, was
she brought to us, to Tritt and my-
self, just because she was unusual?”

Losten said, ‘““Would you be sur-
prised? You are quite unusual
yourself, Odeen, and you have told
me on a number of occasions that
Tritt is.”

“Yes,” said Odeen with con-
viftion. “He is.”

‘Then ought not your triad in-
clude an unusual Emotional?” |

“There are many ways of being
unusual,” said Odeen thoughtfully.
*“In some ways Dua’s oddness dis-
pleases Tritt and worries me. May I
consult you?”

“Always.”

**She is not fond of—of melting.”

Losten listened gravely, to all
appearances unembarrassed.

Odeen went on: *“‘She is fond of
melting when we melt, that is, but it
is not always easy to persuade her
todo so.” -

Losten said, ‘“‘How does Tritt feel
about melting? I mean, aside from
the immediate pleasure of the act?
What does it mean to him besides
pleasure?”’

*“Children, of course,” said
Odeen. “‘I like them and Dua likes
them, too, but Tritt is the Parental.
Do you understand that?” (It sud-
denly seemed to Odeen that Losten
could not possibly understand all
the subtleties of the triad.)

31



*I try to understand,” said Los-
ten. “It seems to me, then, that
Tritt gets more out of melting than
melting alone. And how about you?
What do you get out of it besides
the pleasure?”

Odeen considered. “I think
you know. A kind of mental
stimulation.”

“Yes, 1 know—but I want to
make sure you know. I want to
make sure you haven’t forgotten.
You_have told me often that when
you came out of a period of melting
and its odd loss of time—during
which.I admit I sometimes didn’t
see you for rather long periods—
you suddenly found yourself under-
standing many things that had
seemed obscure before.”

“It was as though my mind re:-
mained active in the interval,” said
Odeen. “It was as though the time
spent—even though I was unaware
of its passing and unconscious of
my existence—were necessary to
me. During melting I could ap-
parently think more deeply and
intensely—without the distraction
of the less intellectual side of life.”

“Yes,” agreed Losten, ‘“and
you’d.come back with a quantum-
jump in ‘understanding. It is a
common thing among you Ration-
als, though I must admit no one
improved in such great leaps as
you. I honestly think that no Ra-
tional in history has done so.”

“Really?” Odeen tried not to
seem unduly elated.

“On the other hand, I 'may be
wrong.” Losten seemed slightly
amused at Odeen’s sudden loss of
shimmer. “But never mind that.
The point is that you, like Tritt, get
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something out of the melt beside
the melt itself.”

“Yes. Most certainly.”

“And what does Dua get out of
the melt besides the melt?”’

There was a long pause.

“I don’t know,” said Odeen.

““Have you never asked her?”

*“Never.”

“But then,” said Losten, “if all
she gets out of a melt is the melt
and if you and Tritt get out of it the
melt plus something else—why
should she be as eager for it as you
two are?”

“Other Emotionals don’t seem
to require—" began Odeen
defensively.

“Other Emotionals are not like
Dua. You've ' told me that
often enough and, I think, with
satisfaction.”

DEEN felt ashamed:. *“I had
thought it might be something
else.”

““What might that be?”

“It’s hard to explain. We know
each other in the triad—we sense
each other. In some ways all three
of us are part of a single individual.
A misty individual that comes and
goes. Mostly the feeling is sub-
conscious. If we think about it with
too great a concentration we lose
it, so we can never get real detail.
We—"" Odeen stopped rather hope-
lessly. “It’s hard to explain the
triad to someone—"

“I am trying to understand. You
think you have caught a portion of
Dua’s inner mind, something she
has tried to keep secret—is that it?”

“I’'m not sure. It is the vaguest.
impression, sensed with a corner of
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my mind just now and then.”

“Well?”

“] sometimes think Dua doesn’t
want to start a baby-Emotional.”

Losten looked at him gravely.
“You only have two children so
far, I think. A little-left and a little-
right.”

‘““Yes, only two. The Emotional is
difficult to initiate, you know.”

“I know.”

“And Dua will not trouble to
absorb the necessary energy. Or
even try to. She has any number of
reasons but I can’t believe any “of
them. It seems to me that for some
reason she just doesn’t want an
Emotional. For myself—if Dua

really didn’t want one for a while— -

well, I would let her have her way.
But Tritt is a Parental and he wants
one. He must have one and some-
how I can’t disappoint Tritt, not
even for Dua.”

“If Dua had some rational cause
for not wanting to initiate an
Emotional, would that make a
difference with you?”

“With me, certainly, but not with
Tritt. He doesn’t understand such
things.”

“But would you labor to keep
him patient?”

“Yes, I would—for as long as |
could.” :

Losten said, *‘Has it occurred to
you that hardly any Soft Ones—"

he hesitated as though searching for.

a word and then used the customary
Soft-One phrase—*‘ever pass on
before the children are born—all
three, with the baby-Emotional
last?”

“Yes, I Know.” Odeen wondered
how Losten could possibly think
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him ignorant of so elementary a bit
of knowledge.

“Then the birth of a baby-
Emotional is equivalent to the
coming of time to pass on.”

“Usually not till the Emotional
is old enough—""

“‘But the time for passing on will
be coming. Might it not be that
Dua does not want to pass on?”’

“How can that be, Losten?”
When the time comes to pass on, it
is as when the time comes to melt.
How can you not want to?”’ (Hard
Ones did not melt—perhaps they
did not understand.)

“Suppose Dua simply wants
never to pass on? What would you
then say?”
© “Why, that we must pass on
eventually. If Dua merely wants to
delay the last baby I might humor
her and even persuade Tritt to—
perhaps. If she wants never to have
it—that simply cannot be allowed.”

“Why s0?”

Odeen paused to think it out. *I
can’t say, Losten-Sir, but I know
we must pass on. I know it more
and feel it more with each cycle,
and sometimes I almost think I
understand why.”

“You are a philosopher I some-
times think, Odeen,” said Losten
dryly. “Let’s consider. By the time
the third baby comes and grows,
Tritt will have had all his children
and can look forward to passing on
after a fulfilled life. You yourself
will have had the satisfaction of
much learning and you, too, can
pass on -after a fulfilled life. But

Dua?”
“I don’t know,” said Odeen
wretchedly.- “Other Emotionals
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cling together and seem to get
some pleasure out of chattering
with each other. Dua, however, will
not do so.”

“Well, she is unusual. Is there
nothing she likes?”

*She likes to listen to me talk
about my work,” mumbled Odeen.

Losten said, *“Well, don’t be
ashamed of that, Odeen. Every
Rational -talks about his work to
his right and his mid. You all pre-
tend you don’t but you all do.”

Odeen said, ‘“‘But Dua listens,
Losten-Sir.”

“I’'m quite sure she does. Not like
other Emotionals. And does it ever
seem to you that she understands
rather better after a melt?”

“Yes, 1 have noticed that at
times. I didn’t pay any particular
attention, though—"

“Because you are sure Emotion-
als can’t really understand these
things. But thére seems to be much
of the Rational in Dua.”

(Odeen looked up at Losten with
sudden consternation. Once Dug
had told him of her childhood un-
happiness—only  once—of the
shrill calls of the other Emotionals
and of the filthy name they had
called her—Left-Em. Had Losten
heard of that, somehow? But he wyas
merely looking calmly at Odeen.)

Odeen said, “I have sometimes
thought that, too.” Then he burst
out with: “I am proud of her for
that.” v

“Nothing wrong with that,” said
Losten. “Why not tell her so? And
if she likes to pamper the Rational-
ness in herself —why not let her?
Teach her what you know more
intensively. Answer her questions.
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Will it disgrace your triad to do
that?”
*“I don’t care if it does. And why

‘should it? Tritt will think it a waste

of time, but I'll handle him.”

“Explain to him that if Dua gets
more out of life and a truer sense of
fulfillment she might not have the
fear of passing on that she now has
and might be more ready to have a
baby-Emotional.”

It was as though an enormous
feeling of impending disaster had
been lifted from Odeen. He said
hurriedly, ‘“You're right. 1 feel
you’re right. Losten-Sir, you under-
stand so much. With you -leading
the Hard Ones, how can we fail to
continue succeeding in the other-
Universe project?”

“With me?” Losten was amused.
“You forget it is Estwald who is
guiding us now. He is the real hero:
of the project. It would be nowhere
without him.” -

“Oh, yes,” said Odeen, momen-
tarily discomfited. He had never yet
seen Estwald. In fact, he had not
yet met a Soft One who had actu-
ally met him, though some re-
ported having seen him in the
distance now and then. Estwald
was a new Hard One—new, at
least, in the sense that when Odeen
had been young he had never heard
Estwald mentioned. Did that mean
that Estwald was a young Hard
One, had been a child Hard One
when Odeen had been a child Soft
One?

But never mind that. Right now,
Odeen wanted to get back home.
He could not touch Losten in grat-
itude, but he ¢ould thank him again
and then hasten away joyfully.
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His joy had a selfish component.
It was not put there merely by the
distant prospect of thé baby-
Emotional and the thought of
Tritt’s pleasure. It was not even
caused by the thought of Dua’s
fulfillment. What counted with him
at this very moment was the imme-
diate gleeful prospect ahead. He
was going to be able to teach. No
other Rational could feel the
pleasure of so doing, he was sure,
for no other Rational could possi-
bly have an Emotional like Dua as
part of the triad.

It would be wonderful, if only
Tritt could be made to understand
the necessity. He would have to
talk to Tritt, somehow persuade
him to be patient.

2c

TR[TT had never felt less pa-
tient. He did not pretend to
understand why Dua acted as she
did. He did not want to try. He did
not care. He never knew why
Emotionals did what they did. And
Dua did not even act like the other
Emotionals.

She never thought about the
important thing. She would look at
the Sun. But then she would thin
out'so that the light and food would
simply pass through her. Then she
woulcf say it was beautiful. That
was not the important thing. The
important thing was to eat. What
was beautiful about eating? What
was_beautiful?

he always wanted to melt dif-
ferently. Once she said, “‘Let’s talk
first. We never talk about it.. We
never think about it.”
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Odeen would always say, ‘“‘Let
her have her way, Tritt. It makes
the melting better.”

Odeen was always patient. He

always thought things would be

better after a wait. Or else he would
want to think matters out.

Tritt was not sure he knew what
Odeen meant by “thinking out.” It
seemed to him it just meant that
Odeen did nothing.

Like getting Dua in the first
place. Odeen would stll be thinking
it out. Tritt had gone right up to a
Hard One and asked. That was the
way to act.

Now -Odeen would do nothing
about Dua. What about the baby-
Emotional? " Well, Tritt would do
something about it, if Odeen didn’t.

In fact, he was doing something.
He was edging down the long cor-
ridor even as all this was going
through his mind. He was hardly
aware he had- come this far. Was,
this “thinking out?’ Well—he
would not let himself be frightened.
He would not back away.

He looked about him stolidly.
This was the way to the Hard
Caverns. He knew he would be
going that way with his little-left
before very long. He had been
shown the way by Odeen once.

He did not know what he would
do when he got there this time.
Still, he felt no fright at all. He
wanted a baby-Emotional. It was
his right to have a baby-Emotional.
Nothing was more important than
that. The Hard Ones would see he
got one. Had they not brought Dua
when he had asked?

But whom would he ask? Could
he speak to any Hard One? Dimly
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he had made up his mind not to ask
just any Hard One. There was the
-name of one he would ask for.

He remembered the name. He
even remembered when he had first
heard the name. It was the time
when the little-left -had grown old
enough to begin changing shape
voluntarily. (What -a great day!
“Come, Odeen, quickly! Annis is
all oval and hard. All .by himself,
too. Dua, look!” And they had
rushed in. Annis had been the only
child then. They had had to wait so
long for the second. So they rushed
in and he was just plastered in the
corner. He was curling at himself
and flowing over his resting place
like wet clay. Odeen had left be-
cause he was busy. But Dua had
said, *“Oh, he’ll do it again, Tritt.”
They had watched for hours and he
didn’t.)

Tritt was hurt that Odeen hadn’t
waited. He would have scolded but
Odeen had looked so weary. There
had been definite wrinkles in his
ovoid. And. he had made no effort
to smooth ‘them out.

Tritt had asked anxiously, “Is
anything wrong, Odeen?”

“A hard day and I'm not sure
I’m going to get differential equa-
tions before the next melting.”
(Tritt did not remempber the exact
hard words. Odeen always used
hard words.)

“Do you want to melt now?”

“Oh, no. I just saw Dua heading
topside and you know how she is if
we try to interrupt that. There’s no
rush, really. There’s a new Hard
One, too.”

“A new Hard One?” Tritt had
known a distinct lack of interest.
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Odeen found sharp interest in as-
sociating with Hard Ones, but
Tritt wished the interest did not
exist. Odeen was more intent on
what he called his-education than
any other Rational in_the area.
That was. unfair. Odeen was too
wrapped up in that. Dua was too
wrapped up in roaming the surface
alone. No one was properly inter-
ested in the triad but Tritt.

““He’s called Estwald.”

“Estwald?” Tritt had begun to
feel a twinge of interest, perhaps
because he was anxiously sensing
Odeen’s feelings.

“I’ve never seen him, but they
all talk about him.” Odeen’s eyes
had flattened out as they usually
did when he turned introspective.
*“He’s responsible for that new
thing they’ve got.”

“What new thing?”’

““The positron Pu— You wouldn’t
understand, Tritt. It’s a new thing
they have. It’s going to revolution-
ize the whole world.”

“What'’s revolutionize?”

‘“‘Make everything different.”

Tritt had been at once alarmed.
“They mustn’t make. everything
different.”

“They’ll make everything better.
Different isn’t always worse. Any-
way, Estwald is responsible.. He’s
very bright, I get the feeling.”

“Then why don’t you like him?”

“f didn’t say I didn’t like him.”

“You feel as though you don’t
like him.”

*Oh, nothing of the sort, Tritt.
It’s just that somehow—some-
how—" Odeen had laughed. “I’'m

jealous. Hard Ones are so intelli-

gent that a Soft One is nothing in
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comparison—but I got used to that
because Losten was always telling
me how bright I was—for a Soft
One, | suppose. But now this
Estwald comes along and even
Losten seems lost in admiration.
And I'm really nothing.” Tritt had
bellied out his foreplane until it had
made contact with Odeen, who had
looked up and smiled. *““But that’s
just stupidity on my part. Who
cares how smart a Hard One is?
Not one of them has a Tritt.”

Then they both had gone looking
for Dua, after all. For a wonder she”
had finished wandering about—
they had met her as she was head-
ing down again. It had been a very
good melting, though the time-
lapse had been only a day or so.
Tritt had worried about meltings
then. With Annis so small even a
short absence had been risky,
though there were always other
Parentals who would take over if
necessary. .

After that Odeen had mentioned
Estwald now and then. He always
called him ‘“the New One” even
after considerable time had passed.-
He still had never seen him. “I
think I'm avoiding him,” he had
said once when Dua was with them,
“because he knows so much about
the new device. I don’t want to find
out too soon. It's too much fun to
learn.”

“The Positron Pump?”’ Dua had
asked.

That was another funny thing
about Dua, Tritt thought. It an-
noyed him. She could say the hard
words almost as well as Odeen
could. Strange behavior for an
Emotional!
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O TRITT made up his mind to

ask Estwald because Odeen

had said he was smart. Besides,

Odeen had never seen him. Estwald

could not say, “I've talked to

Odeen about it, Tritt, and you
mustn’t worry.”

Everyone thought that if you
talked to the Rational you were
talking to the triad. Nobody paid
attention to the Parentals. But
they would have to this time.

He was in the Hard Caverns and
everything  seemed  different.
Nothing here looked like anything
Tritt could understand. It was all
wrong and frightening. Still, he was
too anxious to see Estwald to let
himself really be frightened. He
said to himself, ““I want my little-
mid.” That made him feel firm
enough to walk forward.

He saw a Hard One finally.
There was just this one, doing
something, bending over some-
thing. Odeen had once told Tritt
that Hard Ones were always
working at their—whatever-it-was.
Tritt did not remember and did
not care. )

He moved smoothly up and
stopped. ““Hard-Sir,” he said.

The Hard One looked up at-him
and the air vibrated about him, the
way Odeen said it did when two
Hard Ones talked to each other
sometimes. Then the Hard One
seemed really to see Tritt and said,
“Why, it’s a Right. What is your
business here? Do you have your
little-left with you? Is today the
start of a-semester?”

Tritt ignored it all. He said,
“Where can I find Estwald, Hard-
Sir?”
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“Find whom?”

“Estwald.”

The Hard One was silent for a
long moment. Then he said, “What
is your business with Estwald,
Right?”

Tritt felt stubborn. *It is im-
portant | speak to him. Are you
Estwald, Hard-Sir?” _

“No, I am not. What is your
name, Right?”

*“Tritt, Hard-Sir.”

“l see. You're the Right of
Odeen’s triad, aren’t you?”

G‘Yes.?‘

The Hard One’s voice seemed to
soften. “I'm afraid "you can’t see
Estwald at the moment. He’s not
here. If anyone else can help you—"

Tritt didn’t know what to say.
He simply stood there.

The Hard One said, “You go

home now. Talk to Odeen. He’ll.

help you. Yes? Go home, Right.”
The Hard One turned away. He
seemed vefy concerned in matters

other than Tritt and Tritt still stood,

there, -uncertain. Then he moved
into another section quietly,
flowing noiselessly. The Hard One
did -not look up.

Tritt was not certain why he had
moved in that particular direction.
At first he felt only that it was good
to do so. Then the reason became
clear. There was a thin warmth of
food about him and he was nibbling
at it.

He had not been conscious of
hunger, yet now he was eating
and enjoying.

The Sun was nowhere. Instinc-
tively he looked up, but of course
he was in a cavern. Yet the food
. .was better than he had ever found
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it to be on the surface. He looked
about, wondering. He wondered
most of all that he should be
wondering.

He had sometimes been impa-
tient with Odeen because Odeen
wondered about so many things
that did not matter. Now he him-
self —Tritt—was wondering. But
what he was wondering about did
matter. Suddenly, with an almost
blinding flash, he realized that he
would not wonder unless something
in him told him the subject did
matter. ] ’

He acted quickly, marveling at
his own bravery. After a while he
retraced his steps. He moved past
the Hard One again, the one to
whom he had earlier spoken. He
said, *‘I am going home, Hard-Sir.”

The Hard One merely said some-
thing incoherent. He was still doing
something, bending over something,
doing silly things and. not seeing
the important thing.

If Hard Ones were so great and
powerful and smart, Tritt thought,
how could they be so stupid?

" 3a

UA found herself drifting
toward the Hard Caverns.
Partly she wanted something to do
now that the Sun had set, some-
thing to keep her from returning
home for an additional period of
time, something to delay her having
to listen to: the importunities of
Tritt and the half-embarrassed,

" half-resigned suggestions of Odeen.

Partly, too, the Hard Caverns held
an attraction for her.
She had felt the last for a long

IF



time, ever since she was little in
fact and had given up trying to
pretend it wasn’t so. Emotionals
were not supposed to feel such
temptations. Sometimes little Emo-
tionals did—Dua was old enough
and experienced enough to know
that—but such young whims
quickly faded or were discouraged.

She herself, though, had con-
tinued stubbornly curious about
the world and the Sun and the
caverns—anything at all—till her
Parental had said, “You’re a queer
one, Dua, dear. You're a funny
little-midling. What will become
of you?”

She hadn’t the vaguest notion at
first of what was so queer and so
funny about wanting to know. She
had found out quickly enough that
her Parental could not answer her
questions. -Once she had tried her
Left-father, but he had shown none
of her Parental’s soft puzzlement.
He had snapped, “Why do you
ask, Dua?’ his look harshly
inquiring.

She had run away frightened, and
had not asked him again.

One day another Emotional of
her own age had shrieked ‘‘Left-
Em™ at her after she had said—she
no longer remembered what—
something that had seemed natural
to her at the tinmfe. Dua had been
abashed without knowing why and
had asked her considerably older
Left-brother, what a Left-Em was.
He had withdrawn, embarrassed
and. mumbling, “I don’t know—""
when it was obvious he did.

After some thought she had gone
to her Parental and asked, “Am 1
a Left-Em, daddy?”
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And he had said, “Who called
you that, Dua? You must not
repeat such words.”

She flowed herself about his near
corner, thought about it a while
and asked, “Is it bad?”

He said, “You’ll grow out of
it—"" and let himself bulge a bit to
make her swing outward and
vibrate in the game she had always
loved. She did not love it now, for
it was quite clear that he hadn’t
answered her, really. She moved
away thoughtfully. He had said,
you'll grow out of it, so she was in
it now, but in whar?

Even then, she had had few real
friends among the other Emo-
tionals. They liked to whisper. and
giggle together, but she preferred
flowing over the crumbled rocks,
and enjoying the sensation of their
roughness. Some mids, however,
were more friendly than others and
less provoking. There was Doral,
as silly as the rest, really, but who
would sometimes chatter amus-
ingly. (Doral had grown up to join a
triad with Dua’s Right-brother and
a young Left from another cavern
complex, a Left whom Dua did not
particularly like.. Doral had then
gone on to initiate a baby-left and
baby-right in rapid succession and
a baby-mid not too long after that.
She had also grown so- dense that
the triad looked as though it had
two Parentals and Dua wondered
if they could still melt.” Tritt was.
always telling her pointedly what a
good triad Doral helped make up.)

She and Doral had sat alone one
day and Dua had whispered,
“Doral, do you know what a Left-
Em is?”
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Doral had tittered and com-
pressed herself, as though to avoid
being seen. She had said, *‘It’s an
Emotional that acts like a Rational
—you know, like a Left. Get it?
Left-Emotional—Left-Em. Get it?”

Of course Dua understood. It was
obvious once explained. She would
have seen it for herself at once if
she had been able to bring herself
to imagine such a state of affairs.

Dua asked, “‘How do you know?”

“*The older girls told me.”
Doral’s substance swirled and Dua
found the motion unpleasant. “It’s
dirty,” Doral said.

“Why?* asked Dua. :

“Because it’s dirty. Emotionals
shouldn’t act like Rationals.”

Dua had never thought about the
possibility, but now she did. She
said, “Why shouldn’t they?”

“Because. You want to know
something else that’s dirty?”

Dua couldn’t help being in-
trigued. “What?”

Doral didn’t say anything, but a
portion of herself expanded sud-
denly and brushed against the
unsuspecting Dua before the latter
could form a concavity to elude the
touch. Dua didn’t like it.

She shrank away and said,
“Don’t do that.”

“You know what else is dirty?
You can go into a rock.”

“*No, you can’t,” said Dua. It
had been a silly thing to say for Dua
had often moved through the outer
surface of the rock and liked it. But
now in the context of Doral’s
snickering she felt revolted and
denied the whole thing even to
‘herself.

“Yes, you can. It’s called rock-
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rubbing. Emotionals can do it
easy. Lefts and Rights can only do
it as babies. When they grow up,
they do it with each other.”

“I don’t believe you. You're
making it up.”

“They do, I tell you. Do you
know Dimit?”

GGNO‘Q,

*‘Sure you do. She’s the one with
the thick corner from Cavern C.”

*“Is she the one who flows funny?”

“Yes. On account of the thick
corner. That’s the one. She got into
a rock all the way once—except for
the thick corner. She let her Left-
brother watch her do it and he told
their Parental and what she got for
that!, She never did it again.”

Dua left then, quite upset. She
didn’t talk to Doral again for a
long time and never really grew
friendly with Doral again. Yet her
curiosity had been aroused.

Her curiosity? Why not say her
Left-Emishness?

NE day when she was quite

sure her Parental was not in
the vicinity she let herself melt into
a rock, slowly. It had been the first
time she had tried it since she was
quite young. There was a warmness
about the sensation, but when she
emerged she felt as though every-
one could tell, as though the rock

‘had left a stain on her.

She tried it again now and then,
more boldly, and let herself enjoy
it more. She never sank in really
deeply, of course.

Eventually she was caught by her
Parental who clucked in displeasure
and she was more careful after that.
She was older now and knew for
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certain fact that, despite Doral’s
snickering, the practice was not
uncommon. Practically every Emo-
tional indulged in it now and then
and some quite openly admitted
the fact.

Such practices happened less
frequently as Emotionals grew
older and Dua did not think that
any Emotional she knew ever in-
dulged after joining a triad and
beginning the proper meltings. It
was one of her secrets (she never
told anybody) that she had kept it
up and that once or twice she had
tried it even aftér triad-formation.
(Those few times she had thought:
‘What if Tritt finds out? Somehow

the prospect seemed to present:

formidable  consequences and
rather spoiled the fun.)

She found excuses for herself in
her ordeals with the others. The cry
of “Left-Em” drove her into an
almost hermitlike isolation at one
point and, being alone, she found
consolation in the rocks. Rock-
rubbing, whether it was dirty or
not, was a solitary act and they
were forcing her to be solitary.

Or s6-she told herself.

She had tried to strike back once.
She had cried out, “You’re a bunch
of Right-Ems, a bunch of dirty
Right-Ems,” at the taunting mids.

They had only laughed and Dua
had run away in confusion and
frustration. But she had been right.
Almost every Emotional, when she
reached the age of triad-formation,
became interested in _babies,
fluttermg about them in Parental
imitation Dua had found repulsive.
She herself had never felt such
interest. Babies were only babies—

THE GODS. THEMSELVES

they were for right-brothers to
worry about.

The name-calling died as Dua
grew older. It helped that she re-
tained a girlishly rarefied structure
and could flow with a smoky curl
no others could duplicate. And
when, increasingly, Lefts and Rights
showed interest in her, the other
Emotionals found it difficult to
sneer.

And yet—and yet—now that no
one ever dared speak disrespect-
fully to Dua (for it was well known
through all the caverns that Odeen
was the most prominent Rational
of the generation and Dua was his
Mid-ling), she herself knew that
she was a Left-Em past all
redemption.

She did not think that being one
was dirty—not really—but occa-
sionally she caught herself wishing
she were a Rational and then she
was abashed. She wondered if—

‘partly—she didn’t want a baby-

Emotional because she was not a
real Emotional herself and did not
fill her triad role properly.

Odeen had not minded her being
a Left-Em. He never called her
one—but he liked her interest in
his life, liked her questions and the
way she could understand. He even
defended her when Tritt grew
jealous—well, not jealous, really —
but overwhelmed with a feeling
that the situation did not fit his
stubborn and limited outlook.

DEEN had taken her to the
Hard Caverns occasionally,
eager to posture before Dua and
openly pleased that Dua was im-
pressed. And she was impressed,
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not so much with the clear fact of
his knowledge and intelligence, but
with the fact that he did not resent
sharing it. (She remembered her
left-father’s harsh response that
one time she had questioned him.)
She never loved Odeen as much as
when he let her share his life—yet
even that was part of her Left-
Emishness.

Perhaps (this had occurred to her
over and over) by-being Left-Emish,
she moved closer to Odeen and
farther from Tritt and this was
another reason Tritt’s impor-
tunities repelled her.

Her first time in a Hard Cavern
she heard two Hard Ones talking.
‘She did not know they were talk-
ing, of course. There was air vi-
bration, rapid and changing, that
made an unpleasant buzz deep
inside her. She had to rarefy and
let it through.

Odeen said, “They’re talkmg
Then, hastlly, anticipating her
objection: “Their kind of talk.
They understand each other.”

Dua managed to. grasp the con-
cept. It was all the more detightful
to understand quickly because that
pleased Odeen so. (He once said,
“None of the other Rationals I've
ever met have anything but an
empty-head for an Emotional. I'm
lucky.” She had said, *“But the
other Rationals seem to like empty-
heads. Why are you different from
them, Odeen?”’ Odeen did not deny
that the other Rationals liked
empty-heads. He simply said, “I've
never figured it out and I don’t
think it’s important that I do. I'm
pleased with you and I'm pleased
that I'm pleased.”)
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She said, “Can you understand
Hard-One talk?” -

“Not really,” said Odeen. “I
can’t sense the changes fast enough.
Sometimes I can get a feel for
what they're saying, even without
understanding, especially after
we've melted. Just sometimes,
though. Getting feels like that is
really an Emotional trick, except
even if an Emotional does it, she
can never make real sense out of
what she’s feeling. You might,
though.”

Dua demurred. “I’d be afraid to.
They might not like it.”

“Oh, go on. I'm curious. See if
you can tell what they're talking
about.”

“Shall 1? Really?”

*‘Go ahead. If they catch you.and
are annoyed, I'll say I made you
do it.”

“Promise?”’

“I promise.”

Feeling rather fluttery, Dua let
herself reach out to the Hard Ones
and adopted the total passivity that
allowed the influx of feelings.

She said, “Excitement. They’'re
excited. Someone new.”

_Odeen said, ‘“Maybe
Estwald.”

It was the first time Dua had
heard the name. She said, ‘“That’s
funny.”

“What'’s funny?”

“I have the feeling of a big Sun.
A really big Sun.”

Odeen looked thoughtful. “They
might be talking about that.”

“But how can that be?”

JUST then the Hard Ones spied
them, approached and greeted

that’s
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them in Soft-One fashion of speech.
Dua’was horribly embarrassed and
wondered if they knew she had been
sensing them. If they did, though,
they said nothing.

(Odeen told her afterward that it
was quite rare to come upon Hard
Ones talking among themselves in
their own fashion. They always
deferred to the Soft Ones and
seemed always to suspend their
own talk when Soft Ones were
there. ““They like us so much,” said
Odeen. “They are very kind.”)

Once in a while he would take her
deep into the Hard Caverns—
usually when Tritt was entirely
wrapped up in the children. Odeen
did not -go out of his way to tell
Tritt that he had taken Dua down—
to do so would have been sure to
evoke some response to the effect
that Odeen’s coddling simply en-
couraged Dua’s reluctance to Sun
herself and just made the melting
that much more ineffective. It was
hard to talk to Tritt for more than
five minutes without melting
coming into the conversation.

She had even gone down alone
once or twice. Doing so had always
frightened her a little, though the
Hard Ones she met were always
friendly, always “very kind” as
Odeen said. But they did not seem
to take her seriously. They were
pleased, but somehow amused—she
could feel that definitely—when she
asked questions. And when they
answered it was in some Simple
way that carried no information.
*“Just a machine, Dua,” they would
say. “‘Odeen might be able to tell
you.”

She wondered if she had met
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‘Estwald. She never quite dared to

try to discover the names of the
Hard Ones she met (except
Losten’s, to whom Odeen had
introduced her and of whom she
heard a great deal.) Sometimes it
seemed to her that this Hard One or
that might be Estwald. Odeen
talked about him with great awe
and with some resentment.

She gathered that Estwald was
too deeply engaged in work of the
profoundest importance: to be in
the caverns readily accessible to.
the Soft Ones.

She pieced together what Odeen
told her and, little by little, dis-

‘covered.that the world needed food

badly. Odeen hardly ever called it
“food.” He said *“‘energy” instead
and said it was the Hard-One word
for it.

The Sun was fading and dying
but Estwald had discovered how to
find energy far away, far beyond
the Sum, far beyord the seven stars
that shone in the dark night sky.
(Odeen said the seven stars were
seven Suns that were very distant
and that there were many other
stars that were even more distant
and were too dim to be seen. Tritt
had heard him say that and had
asked what use it was for stars to
exist if they could not be seen and
had said he didn’t believe a word of
what Odeen was saying.)

It looked now as though there
would be plenty of energy forever—
at least as soon as Estwald and the
other Hard Ones learned to make
the new energy taste right.

Only a few days ago she had
asked Odeen, “Do you remember,
long ago, when you took me to the
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Hard Caverns and I sensed the
Hard Ones and said I caught the
feeling of a big Sun?”

Odeen had looked puzzled for a
moment. “I'm not sure. But go
ahead, Dua. What about it?”’

“I've been thinking. Is the big
Sun the source of the new energy?”’

Odeen had said happily, “That’s
good, Dua. It’s not quite right, but
that’s such good intuition for an
Emotional.”

DUA had been moving slowly,
rather moodily, during her
reveries. ~ Without particularly
noting the passage of either time
or space she found herself in the
Hard Caverns and was just begin-
ning to wonder if she had not really
delayed as long as she safely could
and whether she had not best turn
home and face the inevitable
annoyance of Tritt when—almost
as though the thought of Tritt had
brought it about—she sensed Tritt.

The sensation.was so strong that
she knew only one confused
moment of thinking that somehow
she was picking up his feelings far
away in the home cavern. No—he
was here, down here in the Hard
Caverns with her. _

But what could he be doing here?
Was he pursuing her? Was he going
. to quarrel with her here? Was he
foolishly going to appeal to the
Hard Ones? Dua did not think she
could endure that.

And then the feeling of cold
horror left her and was replaced by
astonishment. Tritt was not
thinking of her at all. He had to be
unaware of her presence. All she
could sense about him was an over-

44

whelming feeling of some sort of
determination, mixed with fear and
apprehension at something he
would do.

Dua might have penetrated
farther and found out something,
at least, about why he was here—
but ‘nothing was further from her
thoughts. Since Tritt did not know
she was in the vicinity she wanted
to make sure of only one thing—
that he continued not to know.

She did, then almost in pure re-
flex, something that a moment
before she would not have dreamed-
of doing under any circumstances.

Perhaps it was (she later thought)
because of her idle reminiscences
of that little-girl talk with Doral
or because of her memories of her
own experiments with rock-
rubbing. (There was a complicated
adult word for it but she found
that word infinitely more embar-
rassing than the one all the chil-
dren had used.)

In any case, without quite
knowing what she was doing or, for
a short while afterward, what she
had done, she simply flowed hastily
into the nearest wall.

Into it! Every bit of her!

The horrar of what she had done
was mitigated by the perfect
manner in which it accomplished
its purpose. Tritt passed by within
touching distance and remained
completely unaware that at one
point he might have reached out
and felt his Mid-ling.

By that time Dua had no room to
wonder what Tritt might be doing
in the Hard Caverns if he had not
come in pursuit of her.

She forgot Tritt completely.



What filled her instead was pure
astonishment at her position. Even
in childhood she had never melted
completely into rock or met anyone
who admitted doing so (though
there were invariably tales of some-
one else who had). Certainly no
adult Emotional ever had or could
have acted as Dua had. She was
unusually rarefied " even for an
Emotional (Odeen was fond of
telling her that) and her avoidance
of .food accentuated this (as Tritt
often said).

What she had just done indicated
the extent of her rarefaction more
than any amount of Right-ling
scolding could have managed and
for a moment she was ashamed and
sorry for Tritt.

ND then she was swept by a
deeper shame. What if she

were caught? What if a Hard One
passed and lingered? She could
not possibly bring herself to
emerge if anyone were watching—

but how long could she stay in the

rock?

She sensed the Hard Ones and
realized they were far away. She
paused, strove to calm herself. The
rock, permeating and surrounding
her, lent a grayness to her percep-
tions but did not dim them. In-
deed, she sensed more sharply.
She could still feel Tritt’s steady
motion downward as keenly as
though he were by her side and she
was aware of the Hard Ones,
though they were in a cavern com-
plex far away. She saw the Hard
Ones, every single one of them,
each in his place, and caught their
vibratory speech to the fullest de-
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tail. She even absorbed bits of what
they were saying.

She was sensing as never before.

So, though she could now leave
the rock, secure in the knowledge
she was both alone and unobserved,
she did not—partly out of amaze-_
ment, partly because of the curious
exultation she felt at a new under-
standing. She desired to experience
it further.

Her sensitivity was such that she
even knew why she was sensitive.
Odeen had frequently remarked
how well he understood something
after a period of melting, even
though he had not understood it
at all before. Something about the
melted state increased sensitivity:
incredibly—more was absorbed,
more used. The reason was the
greater atomic density during
melting, Odeen had said.

Even though Dua was not sure
what ‘‘greater atomic density”
meant, it came with melting and
wasn’t this present situation rather
like melting? Hadn’t Dua melted
with rock?

When the triad melted, all the
sensitivity went to Odeen’s benefit.
The Rational absorbed it, gained
understanding and retained that
understanding after separation.
But now Dua was the only con-
sciousness in the melt, which con-
sisted of herself and. the rock.
There was ‘‘greater atomic den-
sity”’ (surely?) with only herself to
benefit.

(Was this ‘why rock-rubbing was
considered a perversion? Was this
why Emotionals were warned off?
Or was her experience unique be-
cause she was so rarefied? Or be-
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cause she was a Left-Em?)

And then Dua stopped all spec-
ulation and simply sensed—in
fascination. She was only mechan-
ically aware of Tritt returning,
moving past her, passing in the
direction from which he had come.
She was only mechanically aware
—scarcely feeling the vaguest
surpriss—that Odeen, too, was
coming up from the Hard Caverns.
She concentrated on the Hard
Ones, trying to make the most of
her perceptions.

It was a long time before she
flowed out of the rock. And when
that time came she was not con-
cerned overmuch about whether
she would be observed. She was
confident enough of her sensing
ability to know she would not be.

She went home deep in thought.

3b

DEEN had returned to find
Tritt waiting for him. Dua
still had not come back. Tritt did
not seem disturbed at that, though
he was upset about something else.
His emotions were strong enough
for Odeen to sense them clearly,
but he let them be without probing.
Dua’s absence made him restless.
He found himself annoyed at Tritt’s
-presence simply because Tritt was
not Dua.

In this he surprised himself. He
could not deny to himself that it
was Tritt who, of the two, was the
dearer to him. Ideally all members
of the triad were one and each
member should treat the other two
exactly on a par. Just the same,
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Odeen had never known a triad in
which this was so. One of the three
was always a bit on the outside and
generally knew it, too.

It was rarely the Emotional,
though. Emotionals supported each
other cross-triad to an extent that
Rationals and Parentals never did.
The Rational had his teacher, the
saying went, and the Parental his
children—but the Emotional had
all the other Emotionals.

Emotionals compared notes and
if one claimed .neglect or could be
made to claim it she was sent back
with a thin patter of instructions to
stand firm, to demand! And be-
cause melting depended so much
on the Emotional and her attitude
she was usually pampered by both
left and right.

But Dua was so non-Emotional
an Emotional. She did not seem to
care that Odeen and Tritt were so
close and she had no close friend-
ships among the Emotionals to
make her care.

Odeen loved having her so in-
terested in his work, loved having
her so concerned and so amazingly
ready of comprehension—but that
was an intellectual love. The
deeper feeling went to steady,
stupid Tritt who knew his place so
well and who could offer so little
other than exactly what counted
—the security of assured routine.

But now Odeen felt petulant. He
asked, ‘““Have you heard from Dua,
Tritt?”

Tritt did not answer directly. He
said, “I am busy. I will see you
later. I have been doing things.”

“Where are the children? Have
you been gone, too? There is a
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definite been-gone feel to you.”

A note of annoyance made it-
self plain in Tritt’s voice. *“The
children are well trained. They
know enough to place themselves
in community care. Really, Odeen,
they are not babies.” But he did not
deny the “‘been-gone” aura that he
faintly exuded.

“I’'m sorry. I’'m just anxious to
see Dua.”

“You should feel so more
often,” Tritt said. “You always tell
me to leave her alone. You look for,

-her.” And he went on into the
deeper recesses of the home cavern.

Odeen looked after his Right-
ling. with some surprise. On almost
any other occasion he would have
followed in an attempt to probe
the unusual uneasiness that was
making itself quite evident
through the ingrained stolidity of
a Parental. What had Tritt done?

But Odeen was waiting for Dua
and growing more anxious by the
moment. He let Tritt go.

Anxiety keened Odeen’s sen-
sitivity. Rationals knew a perverse
pride in their relative poverty of
perception. Such perception was
not a thing of the mind—it was
most characteristic of Emotionals.
Odeen was a Rational of Rationals,
proud of reasoning rather than
feeling, yet now he flung out the
imperfect net of his emotional
perception as far as he could and
wished, for just a moment, that he
were an Emotional and could
send it out farther and better.

Yet it eventually served his pur-
pose. He could detect Dua’s ap-
proach finally at an unusual dis-
tance—for him—and hastened out
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to meet her. And because he made
her out at such a distance, he was
more aware of her rarefaction
than he ordinarily was. She was a
delicate mist, no more.

Tritt was right, Odeen thought
with sudden, sharp concern. Dua
must be made to eat and to melt.
Her interest in life must be in-
creased.

E WAS so intent on the ne-

cessity of this that when she
flung herself flowingly toward him
and virtually engulfed him—in
utter disregard of the fact that they
were not i private and might be
observed—and said, *“Odeen, |
must know—I must know so much
—" he accepted it as the comple-
tion of his own thought and did not
even consider it strange.

Carefully he slipped away, trying
to adopt a more seemly union with-
out'making it seem he was repuls-
ing her.

“Come,” he said. “I’'ve been
waiting for you. Tell me what you
want to krfow. I will explain all |
can.”

They were moving quickly
homeward now, with Odeen adapt-
ing himself eagerly to the charac-
teristic waver of the Emotional
flow.

Dua said, “Tell me about the
other-Universe. Why is it dif-
ferent? How is it different? Tell
me all about it.” ’

It did not occur to Dua that she
was asking too much. It did occur
to Odeen. She felt to him rich with
an astonishing quantity of knowl-
edge and he was on the point of
asking, How do you come to know

47



enough about the other-Universe
to be so curious about it?

He repressed the question. Dua
was coming from the direction of
the Hard Caverns. Perhaps Losten
had been talking to her, suspecting
that despite everything Odeen
would be tgo proud of his status
to help his Mid-ling.

Not so, thought Odeen gravely.
And he would not ask. He would
simply explain.

Tritt bustied about them when
they returned home. “If you two
are going to talk go into Dua’s
chamber. I will be busy out here.
I must see to it that the children
are cleaned and exercised. No
time for melting now. No melt-
ing.”

Neither Odeen nor Dua had any
thought of disobeying the com-
mand. The Parental’s home was
his castle. The Rational had his
Hard Caverns below and the Emo-
tional her meeting places above.
The Parental had only his home.

Odeen therefore said, ‘“Yes,
Tritt. We'll be out of your way.”

-And Dua extended a briefly lov-
ing part of herself and said, “It’s
good to see you, Right-dear.”
(Odeen wondered if her gesture
were relief over the fact that there
was no pressure to melt. Tritt did
tend to overdo that a bit—even
more than Parentals generally.)

In her chamber Dua stared at
her private feeding. place. Ordi-
narily she ignored it.

It had been Odeen’s idea. He
knew that such things did exist and,
as he explained to Tritt, if Dua did
not like to swarm with the other
Emotionals it was perfectly possible
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to lead Solar energy down into the
cavern so that Dua might feed
there.

Tritt had been horrified. It
wasn't done. The others would
laugh. The triad would be dis-
graced. Why didn’t Dua behave as
she should?

“Yes, Tritt,” Odeen had said,
“but she doesn’t behave as she
should, so why not accommodate
her? Is it so terrible? She will eat
privately, gain substance, make us
happier, become happier herself
and maybe learn to swarm in the
end.”

Tritt allowed it and even Dua
allowed it—after some argument
—but insisted that it be a simple
design. So the arrangement con-
sisted of the two rods that served
as electrodes powered by Solar
energy, with room for Dua in be-
tween. Bare essentials.

Dua rarely used the accommoda-
tion, but this time she stared at it
and said, “Tritt has decorated it.
Unless you did, Odeen.”

*“I? Of course not.”

A pattern of colored clay de-
signs was at the base of each
electrode. ““I suppose it’s his way
of saying he wishes I would use it,”
Dua said, ““and I am hungry. Be-
sides, if I'm eating, Tritt wouldn’t
gream of interrupting us, would

e?!' -

“No,” said Odeen, gravely.
“Tritt would stop the world if he
thought its motion might disturb
you while you were eating.”

Dua said, “Well—I am hungry.”

Odeen caught a trace of guilt
in her. Guilt over Tritt? Over being
hungry? Why should Dua feel
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guilty about being hungry? Or had
she done something that had con-
sumed energy? .

He wrenched his mind away from
that course impatiently. There were
times when a Rational could be too
Rational and chase down the track
of every stray thought to the de-
triment of what was important.
Right now it was important for him
to talk to Dua.

HE seated herself between

electrodes and when she com-
pressed herself to do so, her small
size became only too painfully
evident. Odeen was hungry him-
self—he could tell because the
electrodes seemed brighter than
they ordinarily did and he could
taste the food even at the distance
and the savor was delicious. But
he would eat later.

Dua said, ““Don’t just sit silent,
Left-dear. Tell me. I want to know.”
She had adopted (unconsciously?)
the ovoid character of a Rational,
as though to make it clearer that
she wanted to be accepted-as one.

Odeen said, *“I can’t explain it
all—alt the science, I mean—be-
cause you haven’t had the back-
ground. I will try to make it simple
and you just listen. You tell me
later what you don’t  understand
and I'll try to explain further. You
do know by now that everything is
made up of tiny particles called
atoms and that these are made up
of still tinier subatomic particles.”

“Yes, yes,” said Dua. “That’s
why we can melt.”

“Exactly. Because actually we
are mostly empty space. All the
particles are far apart and your

THE GODS THEMSELVES

particles and mine and Tritt’s can
all melt together because each set
fits into the empty spaces around
the other set. The reason matter
doesn’t fly apart altogether is that
the tiny particles do manage to
cling together across the space
that separates them. There are at-
tractive forces holding them to- -
gether, the strongest being one we
call the nuclear force. It holds the
chief subatomic particles tightly
together in bunches that are spread
widely apart and that are held to-
gether by weaker forces. Do you
understand that?”

“Only a little bit,” said Dua.

“Well, never mind—we can go
back later. Matter can exist in
different states. It can be especially
spread out, as in Emotionals—as
in you, Dua. It can be a little less
spread out, as in Rationals and
in Parentals. Or still less so, as in
rock. It can be very compressed or
thick, as in the Hard Ones. That’s
why they’re hard. They are filled
with particles.”

“You mean there’s no empty
space in them?”

“No, that’s not quite what I
mean,” said Odeen, puzzled as to
how to make matter clearer. “They
still have a great deal of empty
space, but-not as much as we do.
Particles need a. certain amount
of empty space and if all they have
is that much—just as much as they
must have—then other particles
can't squeeze in. If particles are
forced in pain occurs. That’s why
the Hard Ones don’t like to be
touched by us. We Soft Ones have
more space between the particles
than is actually needed, so other
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particles can fit in without hurting.”

Dua did not look at all con-
vinced.

Odeen hastened on. *““In the other-
Universe the rules are different.
The nuclear force isn’t as strong as
in ours. That means the particles
need more room.”

lehy?i? .

Odeen shook his head. ““Because
—because—the particles spread ’
out their wave forms more. I can’t
explain better than that. With a
weaker nuclear force, the particles
need more room and two pieces of
matter can’t melt together as
easily as they can in our Universe.”

““Can we see the other-Universe?”’

*‘Oh, no. That isn’t possible. We
can deduce its nature from its
basic laws. The Hard Ones can do
a great many things, though. We
can send material across and get
material from the other-Universe
creatures. We can study their
material, you see. And we can set
up the Positron Pump. You know
about that, don’t you?”

“Well, you’ve told me we get
energy out of it. I didn’'t know
there was a different Universe in-
volved. What is the other-Universe
like? Does it have stars and
worlds?”

“That’s an excellent question,
Dua.” Odeen was enjoying his role
as teacher much more intensely
than usual now that he had official
encouragement to speak. (Earlier
he had always felt a kind of sneak-
ing perversion in trying to explain
things to an Emotional.)

E SAID, “We can’t see the
other-Universe, but we can
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calculate what it must be like from
its laws. You see, what makes the
stars shine is the gradual combina-
tion of simple particle combina-
tions into more complicated ones.
We call it nuclear fusion.”

“Do they have that in the other-
Universe?”’

“Yes, but because the nuclear
force is weaker, fusion is much
slower. This means that the stars
must be much, much bigger in the
other-Universe—or not enough
fusion would take place to make
them shine. Stars of the other-
Universe that were no bigger than
our Sun would be cold and dead.
On the other hand, if stars in our
Universe were bigger than they
are the amount of fusion would be
so great it would blow them up.
That means that in our Universe
there must be thousands of times
as many small stars as there are
large stars in theirs—"

“We only have seven—"" began
Dua. Then she added, ‘Oh, I forgot

something—""’

Odeen smiled indulgently. It was
so easy to forget the uncounted
stars that could not be seen except
by special instruments. “That’s all
right. You don’t mind my boring
you with all this?”

“You're not boring me,” said
Dua. “I love it. It even makes food
taste good.” And she wavered
between the electrodes with a kind
of luxurious tremor.

"Odeen, who had never before
heard Dua say anything compli-
mentary about food, was greatly
heartened. He said, “Of course,
our Universe doesn’t last as long as
theirs. Fusion goes so fast that.all

'
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the particles are combined after a
million lifetimes.”

“But there.are many other stars.”

“Ah, but you see, they're all
going at once. The whole Universe
is dying. In the other-Universe,
with so many fewer and larger
stars, the fusion goes so slowly that
the stars last thousands and mil-
lions of times as long as ours. It’s
hard to compare because it may be
that time moves at different rates
in the two Universes.” He added
with some reluctance. *“I don’t
understand that part myself. That’s
part of the Estwald Theory and I
?aven’t got to that very much so
ar.”

“Did Estwald work out all of
this?”

*A great deal of it.”

Dua said, “It’s wonderful that
we're getting the food .from the
other-Universe. I mean, it doesn’t
matter if our Sun-dies out, then.
We can get all the food we want
from there.”

“That’s right.”

“But does nothing bad happen?
I have the—the feeling that some-
thing bad happens.”

“Well,” said Odeen. “We trans-
fer matter back and forth to work
the Positron Pump and that means
the two Universes mix together a
little. Our nuclear force gets a tiny
bit weaker, so fusion in our Sun
slows up a little and.the Sun cools
down a little faster. But just a little,
and we don’t need it any more
anyway:’"

“That’s not the something-bad
feeling I have. If the nuclear force
gets a tiny bit weaker the atoms
take up more room—is that right?
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Then what happens to melting?”

“That gets more difficult but
it would take many millions of life-
times before it would get difficult
enough to notice. Even if some day
melting became impossible and
Soft Ones died out—that would
happen long, long after we would
all-have died for lack of food if we
weren’t using the other-Universe.”

“That’s still not the something-
bad—feeling—'" Dua’s words were
beginning to slur. She wriggled
between her electrodes and to
Odeen’s gratified eyes she seemed
noticeably larger and compacter.
It was as though his words as well
as the food were nourishing her.

Losten was right. Education
made her more nearly satisfied with
life. Odeen could sense a kind of
sensual joy in Dua that he had.
scarcely ever felt before.

She said, “It is so kind of you to
explain, Odeen. You are a good
Left-ling.”

*“Do you want me to go on?”’
asked Odeen, flattered and more
pleased than he could easily say.
“Is there anything else you want to
ask?”

*“A great deal, Odeen, but—but
not now. Not now, Odeen. Oh,
Odeen, do you know what I want
to do?”

Odeen guessed at once, but was
too cautious to say it openly. Dua’s
moments of erotic advance were
too few to treat with anything but
care. He hoped desperately . that
Tritt had not involved himself with
the children to the point where they
could not take advantage of this.:

But Tritt was already in the
chamber. Had he been outside the
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door, waiting? Odeen did not care.
There was no time to think.

Dua had flowed out from be-
tween the electrodes and Odeen’s
senses were filled with her beauty.
She was between them now and
through her Tritt shimmered, his
outlines flaming in incredible color.

It had never been like this. Never.

Odeen held himself back desper-
ately, letting his own substance flow
through Dua and into Tritt an
atom at a time, holding away from
the overpowering penetrance of
Dua with every bit of strength, not
giving himself up to the ecstasy,
but letting it be wrenched from him
—hanging on to his consciousness
to the last possible moment and
then blanking out in one final
transport so intense it felt like an
explosion echoing and reverbera-
ting endlessly within him.

Never in the lifetime of the triad
had the period of melting uncon-
sciousness lasted so long.

3c

RITT was pleased. The meit-

ing had been satisfactory. All
previous occasions seemed skimpy
and hollow in comparison. He was
utterly delighted with what had
happened. Yet he kept quiet. He
felt it better not to speak.

Odeen and Dua were happy, too.
Tritt could tell. Even the children
seemed to be glowing.

But Tritt was happiest of all—
naturally.

He listened to Odeen and Dua
talk. That he understood none of it
did not matter. He didn’t mind that
they seemed so pleased with each
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other. He had his own pleasure and
was content to listen.

Dua said on one occasion. “And
do they really try to communicate
with us?”

(Tritt never got it quite clear who
“they”” might be. He gathered that
‘‘communicate” was a fancy word
for “talk.” So why didn’t they say
“talk?”’ Sometimes he wondered if
he should interrupt. But if he asked
questions Odeen would only say,
“Now,- Tritt—" and Dua would
swirl impatiently.) .

“Oh, yes,” said Odeen. “The
Hard Ones are quite sure of that.
The other-beings have put mark-
ings on the material that is sent us
sometimes and the Hard Ones say
that it is perfectly possible to
communicate by such markings.
Long ago, in fact, they used mark-
ings, in reverse, when it was neces-
sary to explain to the other-beings
how to set up their part of the
Positron Pump—in their Universe
it is an Electron Pump.”

“I wonder what the other-beings
look like. What do you suppose?”’

“From the laws we can work out
the nature of the stars because that
is simple. But how can we work out
the nature of the beings? We can
never know.” '

“Couldn’t they
what they look like?”

“If we understood ' what they
communicated, perhaps we could
make out something. But we don’t
understand.”

Dua seemed aggrieved. “Don’t
the .Hard Ones understand?” .

“1 don’t know. If they do they
haven’t told me. Losten once said it
didn’t matter what they were like as

communicate
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long as the Pump worked and was
enlarged.”

“Maybe he just didn’t want you
bothering him.”

Odeen said huffily. “I don’t
bother him.”

“Oh, you know what I mean. He
just didn’t want to get into those
details.”

By that time Tritt could no longer

listen. They went on arguing for
quite a while over whether the Hard
Ones should let Dua look at the
markings or not. Dua said that she
might sense what they said, perhaps.

Her remark made Tritt a little
angry. After all, Dua was only a
Soft One and not even a Rational.
He began to wonder if Odeen were
right to tell her all he did. It gave
Dua funny ideas.

Dua could see Odeen was angry,
too. First he laughed. Then he said
that an Emotional could not handle
such complicated ideas. Then he
refused to talk at all. Dua had to be
very pleasant to him till he came
around.

N ONE occasion~it was Dua
who was angry—absolutely
furious. The moment began quietly.
In fact, it was on one of the times
when the two children were with
them. Odeen was letting them play
with him. He didn’t even mind
when Little-right Torun pulled at
him. In fact, he let himself go in
most undignified fashion. He didn’t
seem to mind that he was all out of
shape. It was a sure sign he was
pleased. Tritt remained in a corner,
resting, he was so satisfied with
what was happening.
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Dua laughed at Odeen’s mis-
shapenness. She let her own sub-
stance touch Odeen’s knobbishness
flirtatiously. She knew very well
that the leftish surface was sensitive
when out of ovoid.

Dua said, “I’ve been thinking,
Odeen. If the other-Universe gets
its laws into ours just a bit through
the Pump, doesn’t our own Uni-
verse get its laws into theirs the
same little bit?”

Odeen howled at Dua’s touch and
tried to avoid her without upsetting
the little ones. He gasped, *I can’t
answer unless you stop, you Mid-
ling wretch.”

She stopped and he said, “That’s
a good thought, Dua. You're an
amazing creature. It’s true, of
course. The mixture goes both
ways. Tritt, take out the little ones,
will you?”

But they scurried off by them-
selves. They were not such little
ones. They were quite grown. Annis
would soon be starting his educa-
tion and Torun was already quite
Parentally blockish.

Tritt stayed and thought Dua
looked very beautiful when Odeen
talked to her in this way.

Dua said, “If the other laws slow
down our Suns and cool them down
—don’t our laws speed up theirs
and heat them up?”

“Exactly right, Dua. A Rational
couldn’t do better.”

“How hot do their Suns get?”

“Just slightly hotter, very
slightly.”

Dua said, “But that’s where I
keep getting the something-bad
feeling.”

“Oh, well, the trouble is that their
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Suns are so huge. If our little Suns
get a littler cooler it doesn’t matter.
Even if they turned -off altogether
it wouldn’t matter as long as we
have the Positron Pump. With
great, huge stars, though—getting
them even a little hotter is trouble-
some. There so much material in
one of those stars that turning up
the nuclear fusion even a little way
will make it explode.”

“Explode? But then what hap-
pens to the beings?”

“What beings?”

“The beings
Universe.”

For a moment Odeen looked
blank. Then he said, ‘I don't
know.”

" “Well, what would happen if our
own Sun exploded?”

“It couldn’t explode.”

(Tritt wondered what all the ex-
citement was about. How could a
Sun explode? Dua seemed angrier
and Odeen looked confused.)

Dua said, ““But if it did? Would
it get very hot?”

*“I suppose so0.”

“Wouldn't it kill us all?”

Odeen hesitated and then said in
clear annoyance. *“What difference
does it make, Dua? Our Sunisn’t ex-
ploding. Don’t ask silly questions.”

“You told me to ask questions,
Odeen, and it does make a differ-
ence, because the Pump works both
ways. We need their end as much as
they need ours.”

Odeen stared at her. I never told
you that.”

“I feel it.”

Odeen said, ““You feel a great
many things. Dua—"

But Dua was shouting now. She

in the. other-
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was quite beside herself. Tritt had
never seen her like that. She said,
“Don’t change the subject, Odeen.
And don’t withdraw and try to
make me out a complete fool—just
another Emotional. You said I was

~almost like a Rational and I'm
enough like one to see that our
Positron Pump won’t work without
the other-beings. If the beings in the
other-Universe are destroyed, their
end of the Pump will stop and our
Sun will be colder than -ever and
we’ll all starve. Don’t you think
that’s important?”

Odeen, too, was shouting now.
“That shows what you know. We
need their help because the energy
supply is in low concentration and
we have to switch matter. If the Sun
in the other-Universe explodes
there’l be an enormous flood of
energy—a huge flood that will last
for a million lifetimes. There will be
so much energy, we could tap it
directly without any matter-shift
either way—so we don’t need them.
And it doesn’t matter what
happens—"

They were almost touching now.
Tritt was horrified. He had better
say something, make them get
apart, talk to them. He couldn’t
think of anything to say. Then it
turned out he didn’t have to. ~

There was a Hard One just out-
side the cavern. No, three of them.
They had been trying to talk and
hadn’t made themselves heard.

Tritt shrieked, “Odeen! Dua!”

Then he remained quiet, trem-
bling. He had a frightened notion of
what the Hard Ones had come to
talk about. He decided to leave.

But a Hard One put out one of
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his permanent, opaque appendages
and said, “Don’t go.’
The words sounded harsh, un-
friendly. Tritt. was more frightened
than ever.

da

UA was filled with anger, so

filled she could scarcely sense
the Hard Ones. She seemed stifled
under the components of the anger,
each one filling her to the brim,
separately. She knew a sense of
wrongness that Odeen should try to
lie to her. Anothgr sense of wrong-
ness that a whole warld of beings
should die. A third sense of wrong-
ness that it was so easy for her to
learn and that she had never been
allowed to. _

. Since that time in the rock she
had gone twice more to the Hard
Caverns. Twice more, unnoticed,
she had buried herself in rock, and
each time she sensed and knew—so
that when Odeen would explain
matters to her she knew in advance
what he would explain.

Why couldn’t they teach her,
then, as they had taught Odeen?
Why only the Rationals? Did she
possess the capacity to learn only
because she was a Left-Em, a per-
verted Mid-ling? Then let them
teach her, perversion and all. It was
wrong to leave her ignorant.

Finally the words of the Hard
One were breaking through to her.
Losten was there, but he was not
speaking. A strange Hard One
spoke. She did not know him.

The Hard One asked, *“Which of
"you has been in the lower caverns
recently—the Hard Caverns?”
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Dua was defiant. They had found
her rock-rubbing and she didn’t
care. Let them tell everybody. She
would do so herself.

She said, *‘I have. Many times.”

“Alone?” asked the Hard One
calmly.

“Alone. Many times,”
Dua. -

* Odeen muttered, ‘I have, of
course, been to the lower caverns
on occasion.”

The Hard One ignored Odeen.
He turned to Tritt instead and
asked sharply. “And you, Right?”

Tritt quavered, “Yes, Hard-Sir.”

“Alone?”

“Yes, Hard-Sir.”

“How often?”

*“Once.” .

Dua was annoyed. Poor Tritt was
in such a panic over nothing. She
was ready for a confrontation.’

“Leave him alone,” she said.
“I’m the one you want.”

The Hard One turned slowly
toward her. “‘For what?” he asked.

“For—whatever it is.” And
faced with the prospect directly, she
could not bring herself to describe
what she had done after all. Not in
front of Odeen.

“Well, we’ll get to you. First, the
Right. Your name is Tritt, isn’t it?
Why did you go to the lower cav-
erns alone?”

““To speak to Hard One Estwald,
Hard-sir.”

Dua interrupted eagerly: ‘‘Are
you Estwald?”

The Hard One said briefly, *“No.”

Odeen looked annoyed, as though
it embarrassed him that Dua did
not recognize the Hard One.

The -Hard One asked Tritt,

snapped
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““What did you take from the lower
caverns?”’

Tritt was, silent.

The Hard One said without
emotion. “We know you took
something. We want to know if you
know what it was. It could be very
dangerous.”

Tritt was still silent and Losten
interposed, saying more kindly,
“Please tell us, Tritt. We know now
it was you and we don’t want to
‘have to be harsh.”

Tritt mumbled. I
food-ball.”

“Ah.” It was the first Hard One
speaking. “What did you do with
it?”

And Tritt burst out. “It was for
Dua. She wouldn’t eat. It was for
Dua.”

Dua jumped and coalesced in
astonishment.

The Hard One turned on her at
once. “You did not know about
it?”

t‘No'ii

*“Nor you?” To Odeen.

Odeen, so motionless as to seem
frozen, said, “No, Hard-Sir.”

For a moment the air was full of
unpleasant vibration as the Hard
Ones spoke to each other, ignoring
the triad.

Whether her sessions at rock-
rubbing had made her more sensi-
tive or whether her recent storm of
emotions had increased her aware-
ness Dua could not tell, but she was
catching hints—not of words—but
of meanings.

The Hard Ones had detected the
loss some time ago. They had been
searching quietly. They had turned
to the Soft Ones as possible cul-

took a
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prits with reluctance. They had
investigated and finally focused on
Odeen’s triad with even greater
reluctance. (Why? Dua missed
that.) They had not seen how Odeen
could have had the foolishness to
take the thing—or Dua the incli-
nation. They had not thought of
Tritt at all.

Then the Hard One who had so
far not said a word to the Soft Ones
had recalled seeing Tritt in the
Hard Caverns. (QOf course, thought
Dua—Tritt had been there on the
day she had first entered the rock.
She had sensed him then. She had
forgotten.)

All this Dua sensed and now she
turned toward Tritt, feeling min-
gled wonder and outrage.

Losten was anxiously vibrating
that no harm had been done, that
Dua looked well, that what had
happened was actually a useful
experiment. The Hard One to
whom Tritt had spoken was agree-
ing—the other still exuded contern.

Dua was looking at Tritt.

The first Hard One said, “Where
is the food-ball now, Tritt?”

Tritt showed them.

It was hidden effectively and the
connections were clumsy but
serviceable. }

The Hard One said, ““Did you do
this yourself, Tritt?”
*Yes, Hard-Sir.”

“How did you
method?” .

*“I looked at how it was done in
the Hard Caverns. I did it exactly
the way I saw it done there.”

“Didn’t you know you might
have harmed your Mid-ling?”

“l didn’t—I wouldn’t—I—""

know the
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Tritt seemed unable to say more
for a moment. Then he managed:
«“Jt was not to hurt her. It was to
feed her. I let it pour into her feeder
and I decorated her feeder. I wanted
her to try it and she did. She ate!
For the first time in a long while
she ate well. We melted.” He
paused, then said in a huge, tumul-
tuous cry, *‘She had enough energy
at last to initiate a baby-Emotional.
She took Odeen’s seed and passed
it to me. I have it growing inside
me.”

Dua could not speak. She with-
drew and then rushed for the exit
in so pell-metl a fashion that the
Hard Ones could not get out of the
way in time. She struck the appen-
dage of the one in front, passing
deep into it, then pulled free with a
harsh sound.

The Hard One’s appendage fell
limp and he seemed contorted with
pain. Odeen tried to dodge around
him to follow Dua; but the Hard
One said with apparent difficulty,
“Let her go for now. There is
enough harm done. We will take
care.”

4b

DEEN found himself living
through a nightmare. Dua was
gone. The Hard Ones were gone.
Only Tritt was still here—silent.
How could it have happened?
How could Tritt have found his way
alone to' the Hard Caverns? How
could he have taken a storage cell
charged at the Pump and designed
to yield radiation in much more

concentrated form than Sunlight
and dared—
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Odeen would not have had the
courage to chance it. How could
Tritt, stumbling, ignorant Tritt
have found it? Was he unusual,
too? Odeen, the clever Rational—
Dua, the curious Emotional—and
Tritt, the daring Parental?

He said, “How could you do it,
Tritt?”

Tritt retorted hotly, “What did I
do? I fed her. I fed her better than
she had_ever been fed before. Now
we have a baby-Emotional initiated
at last. Haven’t we waited long
enough? We would have waited-
forever if we had waited for Dua.”

“But don’t you understand,
Tritt? You might have hurt her. It
wasn’t ordinary Sunlight. It was an
experimental radiation formula
that could have been too concen-
trated to be safe.”

“I don’t understand what you're
saying, Odeen. How could it do
harm? I tasted the kind of food the
Hard Ones made before. It tasted
bad. You've tasted it, too. It tasted
just awful and it never hurt us. It
tasted so bad, Dua wouldn’t touch
it. Then I came on the food-ball. It
tasted good. I ate some and it was
delicious. How can anything de-
licious hurt? Dua ate it. She liked
it. And it started the baby-Emo-
tional. How can I have done
wrong?”’

Odeen despaired of explaining.
He said, ““Dua is going to be very
angry.” )

“She’ll get over it.”

“I wonder. Tritt, she’s not like
ordinary Emotionals. That’s what
makes her so hard to live with, but
so wonderful when we can live with
her. She may never want to melt
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with us again. And then what?”

Tritt’s outline was sturdily plane-
surfaced. He asked, “Well, what of
it?”

““What of it? Do you want to give
up melting?”

*“No, but if she won’t she won't.
I have my third baby and I don’t
care any more. [ know all about
the Soft Ones in the old days. They
used to have two triad-births some-
times. But I don’t care. One is
plenty.”

*But, Tritt, bables aren’t all there
is to melting.”

““What else? I heard you say once
you learned faster after you melted.
Then learn slower. I don’t care. |
have my third baby.”

Odeen turned away trembling
and flowed jerkily out of the cham-
ber. What was the use of scolding
Tritt? Tritt wouldn’t understand.
He wasn’t sure he himself
understoad.

Once the third baby was born
and grown a little, the time would
come to pass on. He, Odeen, would
have to give the signal, would have
to say when—and it would have to
be done without fear. Anything
else would be a disgrace—or worse
—yet he would not be able to face
the event without melting even
when all three children had been
formed.

Melting would eliminate the
fear—maybe because melting was
like passing on. There was a period
of time when you were not con-
scious, yet it did not hurt. It was
like not existing and yet it was
desirable. With.enough melting he
could gain the courage to pass on
without fear and without. . .
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Oh, Sun and all the stars, it
wasn't *“‘passing on.” Why use that
phrase so solemnly? He knew the
other word that was never used
except by children who wanted to
shock their elders. The word was
dying. He had to get ready to die
without fear and to have Dua and
Tritt die with him.

‘And he did not know how. Not
without melting.

4c

RITT remained alone in .the
room, frightened, but sturdily
resolved to remain unmoved. He
had his third baby. He could feel
it within him.
That was what counted.
That was all that counted.
Why, then, deep inside, did he
have a stubborn, faint feeling that
it was not all that counted?

Sa

UA was ashamed almost be-
yond endurance. "It took a
long time for her to battle down
that shame—battle it down enough
to give herself room to think. She
had hastened—moving blindly—
away from the horror of the home
cavern, scarcely caring that she did
not know where she was going or
even where she was.

It was night, a time when no
decent Soft One would be on the
surface, not even the most frivolous
Emotional. Tt would be quite a
while before the Sun rose. Dua was
glad. The Sun was food and at the
moment she hated .food and what
had been done to her.
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It was cold, too, but Dua was
only distantly aware of it. Why
should she care about cold, she
wondered, when she had been fat-
tened in order that she might do her
duty—fattened, mind and body?
After that, cold and starvation had
become her friends.

She saw through Tritt. Poor
thing—his actions were motivated
by pure instinct and he was to be
praised that he had followed
through so bravely. He had come
back so daringly from the Hard
Caverns with the food-ball (and she
had sensed him and would have
known what was happening if Tritt
had not been so paralyzed at what
he was doing that he had not dared
to think of it—and if she had not
been so paralyzed at what she was
doing that she had been unable to
sense what she most needed to
know.)

Tritt had brought the food-ball
back undetected and had arranged
the pitiful booby-trap, decorating
her feeder to entice her. And she
had come back, flushed with aware-
ness of her rock-probing thinness,
filled with the shame of it and with
pity for Tritt. With all that shame
and pity she had eaten and had
helped to intiate conception.

Clever Odeen, she thought, must
have seen through Tritt’s plan,
must have spied the new connec-
tions to the electrodes, must have
understood Tritt’s purpose. Prob-
ably he had said nothing to Tritt.
To do so would have embarrassed
and frightened the poor Right-ling
and Odeen always watched over
Tritt with loving care.

Odeen had needed to say nothing.
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He needed only to fill in the gaps in
Tritt’s clumsy plan to make it
work.

Dua was under no illusions now.
She would have detected the taste
of the food-ball, noticed its extra-
ordinary tang, caught the rapidity
with which it had begun to satisfy
her while giving her no sensations
of fullness—had it not been for
Odeen’s occupying her with talk.

It had been a conspiracy between
the two of them, whether Tritt had
been consciously part of it or not.
How could she have believed that
Odeen was suddenly a careful,
painstaking teacher? How could
she have failed to see the ulterior
motive? Their concern for her was
their concern for the completion
of the new triad—and that in itself
was an indication of how little they
thought of her.

HE paused long enough to feel

her own weariness and worked
herself into a crevice in the rock
that would shield her from the thin,
cold wind. Two of the seven stars
were in her field of vision and she
watched them absently, occupying.
her outer senses with trivia so that
she might concentrate the more in
internal thought.

“Betrayed,” she whispered to
herself. **Betrayed!”

Could Odeen and Tritt not see
beyond themselves?

That Tritt would be willing to
see all destroyed if he were but
secure in his babies was compre-
hensible. He was a creature of
instinct. But what of Odeen?

Odeen reasoned. Did his talent
mean that for the purpose of exer-
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cising his reason he would sacrifice
all else? Was its own excuse for
being—at any cost—the sole prod-
uct of reason? Because Estwald had
devised that so-called Positron
Pump, did it have to be used in
order that the beings of a whole
world, Hard and Soft alike,’ be
placed at its mercy—and at that of
the beings of the other-Universe?
What if the other-beings stopped
and the world was left without
the Pump and with a dangerously
cooled Sun?

No, they wouldn’t stop, those
other-beings. They had been per-
suaded to start and they would be
persuaded to keep going until they
were destroyed—and then they
would be needed no longer by the
Rationals, Hard or Soft—just as
she, Dua, would have to pass on (be
destroyed) now that she was needed
no longer. _

She and the other-beings were
both being betrayed.

Almost without being aware of
doing so, she was cushioning deeper
and deeper into the rock. She bur-
ied herself out of sight of the stars,

out of touch with the wind, un- -

aware of the world. She was pure
thought.

Estwald was the one she hated.
He was the personification of -all
that was selfish and hard. He had
devised the Pump and would de-
stroy a whole world of perhaps tens
of thousands without conscience.
He was so withdrawn that he never
made his appearance and so power-
ful that even the other Hard Ones
seemed afraid of him.

Well, then, she would fight him.
She would stop him.
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“The beings of the other-Universe
had assisted in setting up the Posi-
tron Pump through communi-
cations of some sort. Odeen had
mentioned those. Where would
such communications be kept?
What would they be_ like? How
could they be used for ‘further
communication?

It was remarkable how clearly
she could think. Remarkable.
There was fierce enjoyment in
this, that she would use reason to
overcome the cruel reasoners.

They would not be able to stop
her for she could go where no Hard
One could go, where no Rational
or Parental could—and where no
other Emotional would.

She might be caught eventually,
but at the moment she didn’t care.
She was going to fight to have her
way—at any price—though to do
so meant she would have to go
through rock, live in rock, skirt the
Hard Caverns, steal food from their
stored energy cells when she had to,
flock with the other .Emotionals
and feed on Sunlight when she
could.

But in the end she would teach
them all a lesson and after that
they could do as they wished. She
would even be ready to pass on
then—but only then.
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DEEN was present when the

new baby-Emotional was

born, perfect in every way, but he

had not been able to feel enthusi-

asm over it. Even Tritt, who cared

for it perfectly, as a Parental must,
seemed subdued in his ecstasies.
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A long time had passed and it
was as though Dua had vanished.
She had not passed on. A Soft One
could not pass on except when thé
whole triad did—but she was not
with the tfiad either. It was as
though she had passed on without
passing on.

Odeen had seen her once, only
once, not very long after her wild
flight on the news that she had
initiated the new baby.

He had passcd a cluster of Emo-
tionals Sunning themselves when
he had been moving over the sur-
face with some foolish notion that
he might find her. They had tit-
tered at the rare sight of a Rational
moving in the vicinity ‘of an Emo-
tional cluster and had thinned in
mass provocation, with no thought
among the foolish lot of them but
to advertise the fact that they were
Emotionals.

Odeen felt only contempt for
them and there was no answering
stir along his own smooth curves
at all. He thought of Dua instead
and of how different she was from
all of them. Dua never thinned for
any reason other than her own
inner needs. She had never tried to
attract anyone and was the more
attractive for that. If she could have
brought herself to join the flock of
empty-heads she would be easily
recognized (he felt sure) by the fact
that she alone would not thin—but
would probably thicken precisely
because the others thinned.

As the thought struck him Odeen
scanned the Sunning Emotionals
and noted that one indeed had not
thinned.

He stopped,

then hastened
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toward her, oblivious to the Emo-
tionals in his way, disregarding
their wild screeching as they flicked

smokily out of his path and chat-

tered desperately in their attempts
to avoid coalescing one with the
other right .out in the open and
with a Rational watching.

It was Dua. She did not try to
leave. She kept her ground and
said nothing.

“Dua,” he said humbly,
you coming home?”

*“l have no. home, Odeen,” she
said. Not angrily, not in hate—and
all the more dreadfully for that
reason.

*“How can you blame Tritt for
what he did, Dua? You know the
poor fellow can’t reason.”

“But you can, Odeen, And you
occupied my mind while he ar-
ranged to feed my body, didn’t
you? Your reason told you that I
was much more likely to be trapped
by you.than by him.”

“Dua, no!”

“No, what? Didn’t you make a
big show of teaching me, of educa-
ting me?”’

“I did, but it wasn’t a show—it
was real. And it was not because
of what Tritt had done. I didn’t
know what Tritt had done.”

“I can’t believe that.” She flowed
away without haste. He followed
her. They were alone now, the Sun
shining redly down upon them.

She turned to him. “‘Let me ask
you one question, Odeen? Why
did you want to teach me?” -

Odeen said, “Because I wanted
to. Because I enjoy teaching and
because 1 would rather teach than
do anything else—but learn.”

aren’t
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“And melt, of course. Never
mind,” she added to ward him off.
“Don’t explain that you are talking
of reason and not of instinct. If you
really mean what you say about
enjoying teaching—if [ can really
believe what you say—then per-
haps you can understand something
I'm going to tell you. I've been
learning a great deal since I left
you, Odeen. Never mind how. I
have. There's no Emotional left in
me at all, except physiologically.
Inside, where it counts, I'm all
Rational, except that I hope I have
more feeling for others than Ra-
tionals have. And one thing I've
learned is what "we really are,
Odeen—you and I and Tritt and
all the other triads on this planet—
what we really are and always
were.”

“What is that?”” asked Odeen.

E WAS prepared to listen for

as long as might be necessary
—and as quietly—if only she would
come back with him when she had
said her say. He would perform any
penance, do anything that might be
required. Only she must come back
‘—and something dim and dark
inside him knew that she had to
come back voluntarily.

“What we are? Why, nothing,
really, Odeen,” she said lightly,
almost laughing. “Isn’t that
strange? The Hard Ones are the
only living species on the face of the
world. Haven’t they taught you
that? There is only one species be-
cause you and I, the Soft Ones, are
not really alive. We’re machines,
Odeen. We must be because only
the Hard Ones are alive. Haven't
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they taught you that, Odeen?”

“‘But, Dua, that's nonsense,”
said Odeen, nonplused.

Dua’s voice grew harsher. “Ma-
chines, Odeen! Made by the Hard
Ones! Destroyed by the Hard Ones!
They are alive, the Hard Ones.
Only they. They don’t talk about
it much. They don’t have to. They
all know it. But I've learned to
think, Odeen, and I've worked it
out from the small clues I've found.
They live tremendously long lives,
but die eventually. They no longer
give birth—the Sun yields too little
energy for that. And since they die
very infrequently, but don’t give
birth at all, their numbers are very
slowly declining. And there are no
young ones to provide new blood
and new thoughts so the old, long-
lived Hard Ones get terribly bored.
So what do you suppose they do,
Odeen?”

“What?” There was a kind- of
fascination about this. A repulsive
fascination.

“They manufacture mechanical
children whom they can teach. You
said it yourself, Odeen. You would
rather teach than do anything else
but learn. And melt, of course. The
Rationals are made in the mental
image of the Hard Ones. The Hard
Ones don’t melt and learning is
terribly complex for them since
they already know so much. What
is left for them but the fun of
teaching? Rationals were created
for no purpose but to be taught.
Emotionals and Parentals were
created because they were neces-
sary for the self-perpetuating
machinery that made new Ration-
als. And new Rationals were needed
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constantly because the old ones
were used up, were taught all they
could be taught. And when old
Rationals had absorbed what they
could they were destroyed and were
taught, in advance, to call the de-
struction process ‘‘passing on’ to
spare their feelings. And of course,
Emotionals and Parentals passed
on with them. As long as they had
helped form a new triad there was
no further use for them.”

“But that’s all wrong, Dua,”
Odeen managed to say. He had no
arguments to pose against her
nightmare scheme, but he knew
with a certainty past argument
that she was wrong. (Or did a little
pang of doubt deep inside him sug-
gest that the certainty might have
been implanted in him to begin
with? No, surely no—for then,
would not Dua be implanted with a
certainty, too, that this was wrong?
Or was she an imperfect Emotional
without the proper implantations
and without— Oh, what was he

thinking? He was as crazy as she.).

Dua said, *“You look upset,
Odeen. Are you sure I’'m all wrong?
Of course, now the Hard Ones have
the Pump and all the energy they
need. Soon they will be giving birth
again.” Maybe they are doing so
already. And they won’t need any
Soft-One machines at all and we
will all be destroyed—I beg pardon,
we will all pass on.”

“No, Dua,” said Odeen strenu-
ous(ljy as much to himself as to her.
“I don’t know how you got those
notions, but the Hard Ones aren’t
like that. We are not destroyed.”

“Don’t lie to yourself, Odeen.
They are like that. They are pre-
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pared to destroy a whole world of
other-beings for their benefit, a
whole Universe if they have to.

-Would they stop at destroying a few

Soft Ones for their comfort? But
they made one mistake. Somehow
the machinery went wrong and a
Rational mind got into an Emo-
tional body. I'm a Left-Em, do you
know that? They called me that
when I was a child and they were
right. I can reason like a Rational
and I can feel like an Emotional.
And I will fight the Hard Ones with
that combination.”

Odeen felt wild. Dua must surely
be mad, yet he dared not say so.
He had to cajole her somehow and
bring her back. He said with sin-
cerity, “‘Dua, we’re not destroyed
when we pass on.”

“No? What does happen then?”’

“I—I don’t know. I think we
enter another world, a better and
happier world and become like—
like—well, much better than we
are.” ’

Dua laughed. “Where did you
hear that? Did the Hard Ones tell
you that?”’ _

“No, Dua. I'm sure that this
must be so out of my own thoughts.
I’'ve been thinking a great deal

-since you left.”

Dua said, “Then think less and
you’ll be less foolish. Poor Odeen!
Goodbye.” She flowed away once
more, thinly. There was an air of
weariness about her.

Odeen called out, *“‘But wait,
Dua. Surely you want to see your
new baby-mid.”

She did not answer.

He cried out, “When will you
come home?”’
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She did not answer.

And he followed no more, but
looked after her in deepest misery
as she dwindled.

E DID not tell Tritt he had

seen Dua. What was the use?
Nor did he see her again. He began
haunting the favored Sunning sites
of the Emotionals of the region,
doing so even though occasional
Parentals emerged to watch him in
stupid suspicion (Tritt was a mental
giant compared to most Parentals).

The lack of her hurt more with
each passing day. And with each
passing day he realized that there
was a gathering fright inside him-
self over her absence. He didn’t
know why.

He came back to the home cav-
ern one day to find Losten waiting
-for him. Losten was standing, grave
and polite, while Tritt was showing
him the new baby and striving to
keep the handful of mist from
touching the Hard One.

Losten said, “It is indeed a
beauty, Tritt. Derala is its name?”’

“Derola,” Tritt corrected. I
don’t know when Odeen will be
back. He wanders about a lot.”

_*“Here I am, Losten,” said Odeen
hastily. “Tritt, take the baby away,
there’s a good fellow.”

Tritt did so and'Losten turned to
Odeen with quite obvious relief,
saying, ‘““You must be very happy
to have completed the triad.”

Odeen tried to answer with some
polite inconsequence, but could
maintain only a miserable silence.
He had recently been developing a
kind of comradeship, a vague sense
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of equality with the Hard Ones

that enabled them to talk together

on a level. Somehow Dua’s mad-
ness had spoiled it. Odeen knew
she was wrong and yet he ap-
proached Losten once more as
stiffly as in the long-gone days
when he had thought of himself as
a creature far inferior to them—
as a machine?

Losten asked, ‘“Have you seen
Dua?’ The question.was real, not
mere politeness, Odeen could tell.

“Only once, H—" (He almost
said ‘““Hard-Sir”” as though he were
a child again or 4 Parental). ““Only
once, Losten. She won’t come
home.”

*She must come home,” said
Losten softly.”

“l1 don’t know how to arrange
that.”

Losten regarded him somberly.
“Do you know what she is doing?”’

Odeen did not dare to look at the
Hard One. Had Losten discovered
Dua’s wild theories? What would
be done about that?

He made a negative sign without
speaking.

Losten said, *““She is a most un-
usual Emotional, Odeen. We have
spoken of that.”

-*“Yes.” Odeen sighed.

“As unusual as you are in your
way and Tritt in his. 1 doubt that
any other Parental in the world
would have had either the courage
or the initiative to steal an energy
storage cell or the perverse ingenu--
ity to put it to use as he did. The
three of you make up the most
unique triad of which we have any
record.”

“Thank you.”



“But there . are uncomfortable
aspects to the triad, too, things we
didn’t count on. We wanted you to
teach her by way of cajoling her
into performing her function in
the triad. We did not count on
Tritt’s quixotic action at just that
moment. Nor, to tell you the truth,
did we count on her wild reaction
to the fact that the world in the
other-Universe must be destroyed.”

“] ought to have been careful
how I answered her questions,”
said Odeen miserably.

**Caution would not have helped.
She was finding out for herself. We
didn’t count on that either. Odeen,
I am sorry, but I must tell you
this—Dua has become a deadly
danger. She is trying to stop the
Positron Pump.”

“But how can she? She can’t
reach it—and even if she could she
lacks the knowledge to do anything
about it.”

*Oh, but she can reach it.” Los-
ten hesitated, then said, *“‘She re-
mains infused in the rock of the
world where she is safe from us.”

It took a while for Odeen to grasp
the clear meaning of the words. He
said, “No grown Emotional would
—Dua would never—"

“She would. She does. Don’t
waste time arguing the point. She
can penetrate anywhere in the cav-
erns. Nothing is hidden from her.
She has studied those communica-
tions we have received from the
other-Universe. There is no other
way of explaining what is
happening.”

*“Oh, oh, oh.” Odeen rocked back
and forth, his surface opaque with
shame and grief. “Does Estwald

THE GODS TH EMSELVES

know anything of all this?”

Losten said, grimly, “Not yet,
though he must know some day.”

“But what will she do with those
communications?”

-**She is using them to work out a
method for sending some of her
own in the other direction.”

+*‘But she cannot know how to
translate or transmit.”

*‘She is learning both. She knows
more about those communications
than Estwald himself. She is a
frightening phenomenon, an Emo-
tional who can reason and who is
out of control.”

Odeen shivered. Out of control?
How machinelike a reference?

He said, “It can’t be that bad.” *

*“It can. She has communicated
already and I fear she is advising
the other-Universe creatures to
stop their half of the Pump. If they
do so before their Sun explodes we
will be helpless at this end.”

“But then—""

*She must be stopped, Odeen.”

“But, how? Are you going to
blast—" His voice failed. Dimly
he knew that the Hard One had
devices for digging caverns out of
the world’s rock, devices scarcely
used since the world’s population
had begun declining ages ‘ago.
Would they locate Dua in the rock
and blast it and her?

“No,” said Losten forcefully.
“We cannot harm Dua.”

“Estwald might—"

“Estwald cannot
either.”

“Then what’s to be done?”

“It’s you, Odeen. Only you.
We're helpless, so we must depend
on you.” )

harm her

—
rd
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*“On me? But what can I do?”

“Think about it,”” said Losten
urgently. “Think about it.”

“Think about what?”

“l can’t say more than that,”
said Losten in apparent agony.
“Think! There is so little time.”

He turned and left, moving rap-
idly for a Hard One, moving as
though he did not trust himself to
stay and perhaps say too much.

And Odeen could only look after
him, dismayed, confused—lost.

5c

HERE was a great deal for

Tritt to do. Babies required
much care, but two young lefts and
two young rights together did not
make up the sum of a single baby-
mid—particularly not a mid as
perfect-as Derola. She had to be
exercised and soothed, protected
from percolating into whatever
she touched, cajoled into condens-
ing and resting.

It was a long time before he saw
Odeen again and actually he didn’t
care. Derola took up all his time.
But then he came across Odeen in
the corner of his own alcove, iri-
descent with thought.

Tritt remembered suddenly. He
asked, ““Was Losten angry about
Dua?”

Odeen came to himself with a
start. “‘Losten? Yes, he was angry.
Dua is doing great harm.”

*She should come
shouldn’t she?”

Odeen was staring at Tritt. He
said, “We're going to have to per-
suade Dua to come home. We must
find her first. You can do it. With

home,

66

a new baby your Parental sensitiv-
ity is very high. You can use it to
find Dua.”

“No,” said Tritt, shocked. “It’s
used for Derola. It would be wrong
to use it for Dua. Besides, if she
wants to stay away so long when
a baby-mid is longing for her—and
she once a baby-mid herself—
maybe we might just learn to do
without her.”

“But, Tritt, don’t you ever want
to melt again?”

“Well, the triad is now complete.”

“That’s not all there is to
melting.”

Tritt said, *“‘But where do we have
to go to find her? Little Derola
needs me. She's a tiny baby. I
don’t want to leave her.”

*The Hard Ones will arrange to
have Derola taken care of. You and
I will go to the Hard Caverns and
find Dua.”

Tritt thought about that. He

-didn’t care about Dua. He didn’t

even care about Odeen, somehow.

‘Only Derola mattered. He said,

“Some day when Derola is older.
Not till then.” ‘ ,

“Tritt,” Odeen pressed urgently,
“we must find Dua. Otherwise—
otherwise the babies will be taken
away from us.”

“By whom?”

“By the Hard Ones.”

Tritt was silent. He could find
nothing to say. He had never heard
of such a thing. He ¢ould not con-
ceive of such a thing.

Odeen said, *“Tritt, we must pass
on. I know why at last. I've been
thinking about it ever since-Losten
—but never mind that. Dua and
you must pass on, too. Now that |
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know why, you will feel you must
and 1 hope—I think—Dua will feel
she must, too. And we must pass on
soon, for Dua is destroying ‘the
world.”

Tritt was backing away. “Don’t
look at me like that, Odeen. You’re
forcing me. You're making me—"’

“I'm not forcing you, Tritt,”
said Odeen sadly. *“It’s just that |
know now and so you must. But
we must find Dua.”

“No, no.” Tritt was in agony,
trying to resist. There was some-
thing terribly new about Odeen and
existence was approaching an end
inexorably. There would be no
Tritt and no baby-mid. Where
every other Parental had his baby-
mid for a long time, Tritt would
have lost his almost at once.

It wasn’t fair. Oh, it wasn’t fair.

Tritt panted. ““It’s Dua’s fault.
Let her pass on first.”

Odeen said, with deadening
calm. “There’s no other way but for
all of us—"

And Tritt knew that was so—
that was so—that was so—

6a

UA felt thin and cold. Her

attempts to rest in the open
and absorb Sunlight had ended
after Odeen had found her that
time. Her feeding at the Hard
Ones’ energy cells was erratic. She
dared not remain too long outside
the safety of rock, so she ate
quickly and never got enough.

She was continuously conscious
of hunger. To remain in the rock
seemed to tire her. It was as though
she were being punished for all

THE GODS THEMSELVES

that long time when she had
haunted the Sunset and eaten so
skimpily.

If it were not for the work she
was doing she could not have borne
the weariness and hunger. Some-
times she hoped that the Hard Ones
would destroy her—but only after
she had finished.

The Hard Ones were helpless as
long as she was in the rock. Some-
times she sensed them in the open
outside the rock. They were afraid.
Sometimes she thought their fear
was for her, but that couldn’t be.
How could they be afraid for her?
Were they afraid that she would
pass on out of sheer lack of food,
out of sheer exhaustion? It had to
be that they were afraid of her—
afraid of a machine that did not
work as they had designed it to
work, appalled at so great a prod-
igy, struck helpless with terror of

1t.

She avoided them carefully. She
always knew where they were, so
they could not catch her or stop
her.

They could not watch all places
always. She thought she could even
blank what little perception they
had.

She swirled out of the rock and

studied the recorded duplicates of

the communications they had re-
ceived from the other-Universe.
They did not know what she was
after. If they hid them, she would
find them in whatever new place.
If they destroyed them, it didn’t
matter. Dua could remember them.

She did not understand them at
first, but her senses grew steadily
sharper—more and more she
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I'd
seemed to understand without
understanding. Without knowing
what the symbols meant, they in-
spired feelings within her.

She picked out markings and
placed them where they would be
sent to the other-Universe. The
markings were F-E-E-R. What that
could possibly mean she had no
idea, but its shape inspired her with
a feeling of fear and she did her best
to impress that feeling upon the
markings. Perhaps the other-
creatures, studying the markings,
would also feel feat. )

When the answers came Dua
could sense excitement in them.
She did not always get the answers
that were sent. Sometimés the
‘Hard Ones found them first.
Surely, they must be finding out
what she was doing. Still, they
could not read the messages, could
not even sense the emotions that
went along with them.

Sg she didn’t care. She would not
be stopped before she finished, no
matter what the Hard Ones found
out.

She waited for a message that
would carry the feeling she wanted
It came: P-U-M-P B-A-D.

It carried the fear and hatred she
wanted. She sent it back in ex-
tended form—more fear—more
hatred. Now the other-beings
would understand. Now they would
stop the Pump. The Hard Ones
would have to find some other
way, some other source of energy
—they must not obtain it through
the death of all those thousands
of other-Universe creatures.

She was resting too much, de-
clining into a kind ef stupor within
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the rock. She craved food desper-
ately and waited for a chance to
crawl out. Even more desperately
than she wanted the food in a stor-
age cell she wanted that storage
cell to be dead. She wanted to suck
the last bit of energy out of it and
know that no more would come and.
that her task was done.

She emerged at last and remained
recklessly long, sucking in the con-
tents of one of the cells. She wanted
to empty it, see that no more was
entering—but it was an endless
source—endless—endless. - -

She stirred and drew away in,
disgust. The Pump action in the
other-Universe was still going,
then. Had her messages not per-
suaded the other-beings to stop the:
Pump? Had they not received her
signals? Had they not sensed their
meaning?

She had to try agdin. She had to
make matters plain beyond plain.
She would include every combina-
tion of symbols that to her seemed
to carry the feeling of danger; every
combination that would put across
the plea to stop.

Desperately she began to fuse the
symbols into metal; drawing with-
out reserve on the energy she had
just absorbed—drawing on it till it
was all gone and she was more
weary than ever:. PUMP NOT
STOP NOT STOP WE NOT
STOP PUMP WE NOT HEAR
DANGER NOT HEAR NOT
HEAR YOU STOP PLEASE
STOP YOU STOP SO WE STOP
PLEASE YOU STOP DANGER
DANGER DANGER DANGER
STOP STOP YOU STOP PUMP.

It was all she could do. There was
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nothing left in her but a racking
pain. She placed the message
where it could be transferred and
she did not wait for Hard Ones to
send the message
Thlirough an agonizing haze she
manipulated the controls as she
had seen them do, finding the
energy for it somehow.

The message disappeared and so
did the cavern in a purple shimmer
of vertigo. She was—passing on—
out of sheer—exhaustion.

Odeen—Tri—

6bc

DEEN came. He had been

flowing faster than he had
ever flowed before. He had been
following Tritt’s new-baby sharp-
ened sense perception, but pow he
was close enough for his own
blunter senses to detect her near-
ness. He could on his own account
feel the flickering and fading
consciousness of Dua and he raced
forward while Tritt did his best to
clump along, gasping and calling,
“Faster—faster—""

Odeen found her in a state of
collapse, scarcely alive, smaller
than he had ever seen an adult
Emotional.

“Tritt,” he said, “Bring the food-
ball hére. No, don’t try to carry her.
She’s too thin to carry. Hurry. If
she sinks into the floor—"’

The Hard Ones began to gather.
They were late, of course, with
their inability to sense other life
forms at a distance. If saving Dua
had depended only on them she
would have perished. She would
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unwittingly.-

not have passed on—she would
truly have been destroyed and more
than she knew would have been
destroyed with her.
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