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llustrated by BILL BOWMAN

THE SUN had gone dovn blood-red, and
Colonel John Devall slept poorly be-
cause of it. The atmosphere on Markin
was not normally conducive to blood-red
sunsets, though they did happen occasion-
ally on evenings when the blue of sunlight
was scattered particularly well. The Marks
connected red sunsets with approaching
trouble. Colonel Devall, who headed the
Terran cultural and military mission to
Markin, was more cultural than military
himself, and so was willing to accept the
Markin bclief that the sunsct was a pre-
monition of conflict.

TrRhe
- Overlerers
- Trhumals

By ROBERT SILVERBERG

His choice would govern a boy's fate—

and, incidentally, Earth’s entire future



He was tall, well-made and
erect in bearing, with the sharp
bright eyes and crisp manner of
the military man. He successfully
tried to project an appearance of
authoritative officerhood, and his
men respected and feared the
image he showed them.

His degree was in anthropology.
The military education was an aft-
erthought, but a shrewd one; it
had brought him command of the
Markin outpost. The Department
of Extraterrestrial Affairs insisted
that all missions to relatively prim-
ittve alien worlds be staffed and
headed by military men—and,
Devall reasoned, so long as I keep
up the outward show, who's to
know that I'm not the tough sol-
dicr they think I am? Markin was
a peaceful enough world. The na-
tives were intelligent, fairly high-
ly advanced culturally if not
technically, easily dealt with on a
rational being-to-being basis.

Which explains why Devall
slept badly the night of the red
sun. Despite his elegant posture
and comportment, he regarded
himself essentially as a bookish,
un-militaty man. He had some
doubts as to his own possible be-
navior in an unforesecen time of
crisis. The false front of his officer-
hood might well crumble away un-
der stress, and he knew it.

He dozed off, finally, toward

morning, having kicked the covers
to the floor and twisted the sheets
into crumpled confusion. It was a

é

warmish night—most of them
were, on Markin—but he felt
chilled.

He woke late, only a few min-
utes before officers’ mess, and
dressed hurriedly in order to get
there on time. As commanding
officer, of course, he had the priv-
llege of sleepmg as late as he
pleased—but getting up with the
others was part of the task Devall
imposed on himself. He donned
the light summer uniform, slap-
ped depilator hastily on his tanned
face, hcoked on his formal blaster
and belt, and signalled to his of-
derly that he was awake and ready.

The Terran enclave covered ten
acres, half an hour’s drive from
one of the largest Markin villages.
An idling jeep waited outside De-
vall’s small private dome, and he
climbed in, nodding curtly at the
orderly.

“Morning, Harris.”

“Good mortning, sir,
well?”

It was a ritual by now. “Very
well,” Devall responded auto-
matically, as the jeep’s turbos
thrummed once and sent the little
cat humming across the com-
pound to the mess hall. Clipped
to the seat next to Devall was his
daily morning program-sheet, pre-
pared for him by the staffman-of-
the-day while he slept. This
morning's sheet was signed by
Dudley, a major of formidable
efficiency—Space Setrvice through
and through, a Military Wing
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career man and nothing else. De-
vall scanned the assignments for
the morning, neatly written out in
Dudley’s crabbed hand.

Kelly, Dorfman, Mellors, Ste-
ber on Linguistic Detail, as usual.
Same assignment as yesterday, in
lown.

Haskell on medic duty. Blood
samples; urmnalysts.

Matsuoko to mantenance staff
(through W ednesday).

Jolli on zoo detail.

Leonards, Meyer, Rodriguez on
assigned botanical field trip, two
days. Extra feep assigned for
specimen collection.

Devall scanned the rest of the
list, but, as expected, Dudley had
done a perfect job of deploying
the men where they would be most
useful and most happy. Devall
thought btiefly about Leonards, on
the botanical field trip. A two-day
trip might take them through the
dangerous rain-forest to the south;
Devall felt a faint flicker of
worry. The boy was his nephew,
his sister’s son—a reasonably com-
petent journeyman botanist with
the gold bar still untarnished on
his shoulder. This was the boy's

first commission; he had been as-

signed to Devall’s unit at random,
as a new man. Devall had con-
cezzed his relationship to Leonards
from the other men, knowing it
might make things awkward for
the boy, but he still felt a protec-
tive urge.

Hell, the kid can take care of
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bimself, Devall thought, and
scribbled his initials at the bottom
of the sheet and clipped it back
in place; 1t would be posted while
the men were cleaning their quar-
ters and the officers ate, and by
0900 everyone would be out on
his day’s assignment. There was
so much to do, Devall thought,
and so little time to do it. There
were so many worlds—

He quitted the jeep and entered
the mess h.1l. Officers’ mess was
a small well-lit alcove to the left
of the main hall; as Devall entered
he saw seven men standing stiffly
at attention, waiting for him.

He knew they hadn’t been
standing that way all morning;
they had snapped to attention only
when their lookout—probably
Second Lieutenant Leonards, the
youngest—had warned them he
was coming.

Well, he thought, it docsn’t
matter much. As long as appeat-
ance 1s preserved. The form.

“Good morning, gentlemen,”
he said crisply, and took his place
at the head of the table.

FOrR A WHILE, 1t looked as if
it were going to turn out a pretty
good day. The sun rose in a cloud-
less sky, and the thermometer
tacked to the enclave flagstaft reg-
istered 93 degrees. When Markin
got hot, it got »ot. By noon, De-
vall knew by now, they could
expect something like 110 in the
shade—and then, a slow, steady
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decline into the low eighties by
midnight.

The botanical crew departed on
time, rumbling out of camp in its
two jeeps, and Devall stood for a
moment on the mess hall steps
watching them go, watching the
other men head for their assigned
posts.  Stubble-faced  Sergeant
Jolli saluted him as he trotted
across the compound to the zoo,
where he would tend the little
menagerie of Markin v:ildlife the
expedition would bring back to
Earth at termination. Wiry little
Matsuoko passed by, dragging a
carpenter’s kit. The linguistic
team climbed into its jeep and
drove off toward town, where
they would continue their studies
in the Markin tongue.

They were all busy. The expe-
dition had been on Markin just
four months; eight months was
left of theirr time. Unless an ex-
tension of stay came through,
they’d pack up and return to Earth
for six months of furlough-cum-
report-session, and then it would
be on to some other world for
another year of residence.

Devall was not looking for-
ward to leaving Markin. It was a
pleasant world, if a little on the hot
side, and there was no way of
knowing what the next world
would be like. A frigid ball of
frozen methane, perhaps, where
they would spend their year bun-
dled into Valdez breathing-suits
and trying to make contact with

some species of intelligent am-
monia-breathing molluscs. Better
the devil we know, Devall felt.

But he had to keep moving on.
This was his eleventh world, and
there would be more to come.
Earth had barely enough qualified
survey teams to cover ten thous-
and worlds half-adequately, and
life abounded on ten mullion. He
would retain whichever members
of the current team satisfied him
by their performance, replace
those who didn'’t fit in, and go off
to his next job eight months from
now,

He turned on the office fan and
took down the logbook; unfasten-
ing the binder, he slipped the first
blank sheet into the autotype. For
once he avoided his standard
blunder; he cleared his throat be-
fore switching on the autotype,
thereby spating the machine its
customary difficulties in finding a
vetbal equivalent for his Br-
ghhumph!

The guidelight glowed a soft
red. Devall said, “Fourth Aprii,
two-seven-zero-five. Colonel John
F. Devall recording. One hun-
dred nineteenth day of our stay on
Markin, World 7 of System 1106-
sub-a.

“Temperature, 93 at 0900;
wind gentle, southerly—"

He went on at considerable
length, as he did each morning,
Finishing off the required details,
he gathered up the sheaf of spe-
cialty-reports that had been left at
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his door the night before, and be-
gan to read abstracts into the log;
the autotype dattered merrily, and
a machine somewhere i the base-
ment of the towering E-T Affairs
Building in Rio de Janeiro was
reproducing his words as the sub-
radio hookup transmitted them.

It was dull work. Devall often
wondered whether he might have
been ultimately -happier doing
simple anthropological field work,
as he had once done, instead of
taking on the onerous burden of
routine that an administrative post
entailled. But someone bHas 1o
shoulder the burden, he thought.

Earthman's burden. We've the
most advanced rvace; we belp the
others. But no one twists our arms
to come ont to these worlds and
sharve wbat we bave. Call it an in-
ner compulsion.

He intended to work untidl
noon; in the aftermoon a Markin
high priest was coming to the en-
clave to see him, and the interview
would probably take almost till
sundown. But about 1100 he was
interrupted suddenly by the sound
of jeeps unexpectedly entering the
compound, and he heard the
clamor of voices—both Terran
voices and alien ones.

A fearful argument seemed to
be in progtess, but the group was
too far away and Devall’s knowl-
edge of Markin too uncertain for
him to be able to tell what was
causing the rumpus. In some an-
noyance he snapped off the auto-
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type, rose from his chair, and
peeted through the window into
the yatd.

Two jeeps had drawn up—the
botanical crew, gone less than two
hours. Four natives surrounded
the three Earthmen. Two of the
natives clutched barbed spears; a
third was a woman, the fourth an
old man. They were all protesting
hotly over something.

Devall scowled; from the pale,
tense, unhappy faces of the men
in the jeep, he could tell some-
thing was very wrong. That blood-
red sunset had foretold accurately,
he thought, as he dashed down the
steps from his study.

Seven paits of eyes focussed on
him as he strode toward the group:
eight glittering alien eyes, warmly
golden, and six shifting, uneasy
Terran eyes.

“What’s going on out here?”
Devall demanded.

The aliens set up an immediate
babble of noise, chattering away
like 2 quartet of squirrels. Devall
had never seen any of them be-
having this way before.

“Quret!” he roared.

In the silence that followed:. he
said very softly, “Lieutenant Leon-
ards, can you tell me exactly what
all this fuss is about?”

The boy looked very frightened;
his jaws were stiffly clenched, his
lips bloodless. “Y-yes, sir,” he
said stammeringly. “Begging your
pardon, sir. I seem to have killed
an alien.”



IN THE RELATIVE privacy of
his office, Devall faced them all
apain—Leonards, sitting very
quietly staring at his gleaming
boots; Meyer and Rodriguez, who
had accompanied him on the ill-
starred botanizing journey. The
aliens were outside; there would
be time to calm them down later.

“Okay,” Devall said. “Leon-
ards, I want you to repeat the
story, exactly as you just told it
to me, and I'll get it down on the
autotype. Start talking when I
point to you.”

He switched on the autotype
and said, “Testimony of Second
Licutenant Paul Leonards, Botan-
ist, delivered in presence of
commanding officer on 4 April
2705.” He jabbed a forefinger at
Leonards.

The boy’s face looked waxy,
beads of sweat dotted his pale
vein-traced forehead, and his blond
hair was tangled and twisted. He
clamped his lips together in an
agonized grimace, scratched the
back of one hand, and finally said,
“Well, we left the enclave about
0900 this morning, bound south
and westerly on a tour of the out-
lying regions. Our purpose was to
collect botanical specimens. I—
was 1n charge of the group, which
also included Sergeants Meyer and
Rodriguez.”

He paused. "We—we accom-
plished little 1n the first half-hour;
this immediate area had already
been thoroughly covered by us
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anyway. But about 0945 Meyet
noticed a heavily wooded area not
far to the left of the main road,
and called it to my attention. I
suggested we stop and *investigate.
It was impossible to penetrate the
wooded area in our jeeps, so we
proceeded on foot. I left Rodri-
guez to keep watch over our gear
while we were gone.,

“We made our way through a
close-packed stand of deciduous
anglosperm trees of a species we
had already studied, and found
ourselves 1 a secluded area of
natural growth, including several
species which we could see were
previously  uncatalogued. We
found one in particular—a shrub
consisting of a single thick succu-
lent green stalk perhaps four feet
high, topped by a huge gold and
green composite flower head. We
filmed it in detail, took scent sam-
ples, pollen prints, and removed
several leaves.”

Devall broke in suddenly. “You
didn’t pick the flower itself? De-
vall speaking.”

“Of course not. It was the only
specimen in the vicinity, and it’s
not our practice to destroy single
specimens for the sake of collect-
ing. But I did remove several
leaves from the stalk, And the
moment I did that, a native sprang
at me from behind a thick clump
of ferns.

"He was armed with one of
those notched spears. Meyer saw
him first and yelled, and I jump-
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ed back just as the alien came
charging forward with his spear.
I managed to deflect the spear with
the outside of my arm and was not
hurt. The alien fell back a few
feet and shouted something at me
1in his language, which I don’t un-
derstand too well as yet. Then he
raised his spear and menaced me
with it. I was carrying the stand-
ard-issue radial blaster, I drew it
and ordered him in his own lan-
guage to lower his spear, that we
meant no harm. He ignored me
and chatged a second time. I fired
in self-defense, trying to destroy
the spear or at worst wound his
arm, but he spun round to take
the full force of the charge, and
died instantly.” Leonards shrug-
ged. “That’s about 1it, sir. We
came back here instantly.”

“Umm. Devall speaking. Ser-
geant Meyer, would you say this
account is substantially true?”

Meyer was a thin-faced dark-
haired man who was usually smil-
ing, but he wasn't smiling new.
“This is Sergeant Meyer. I'd say
that Lieutenant Leonards told the
story substantially as it occurred.
Except that the alien didn’t seem
overly fierce despite his actions, in
my opinion. I myself thought he
was bluffing both times he charg-
ed, and I was a little surprised
when Lieutenant Leonards shot
him. That's all, sir.”

Frowning, the colonel said,
“Devall speaking. This has been
testimony in the matter of the alien
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killed today by Lieutenant Leon-
ards.” He snapped off the auto-
type, stood up, and leaned forward
across the desk, staring sternly at
the trto of young botanists facing
him. These next few days are go-
ing to be my test, he thought
tensely.

“Sergeant Rodriguez, since you
weten’t present at the actual inci-

dent I'll consider you relieved of

all responsibility in this matter,
and your testimony won't be re-
quired. Report to Major Dudley
for re-assignment for the remain-
der of the week.”

“Thank you, sir.” Rodriguez
saluted, grinned gratefully, and
was gone.

“As for you two, though,” De-
vall said heavily, “you’ll both have
to be confined to base pending the
outcome of the affair. I don't need
to tell you how sertous this can
be, whether the killing was in self-
defense or not. Plenty of peoples
don't understand the concept of
self-defense.” He moistened his
suddenly dry lips. “I don’t antici-
pate too many complications grow-
ing out of this. But these are alien
people on an alten world, and
their behavior 1s never certain.”

He glanced at Leonards. “Lieu-
tenant, I'll have to ask for your
own safety that you remain 1n your
quarters until further notice.”

“Yes, sir. Is this to be consid-
ered arrest?” |

“Not yet,” Devall said.
“Meyer, attach yourself to the
n



maintenance platoon for the re-
mainder of the day. We'll prob-
ably need your testimony again
before this business 1s finished.
Dismissed, both of you.”

When they were gone, Devall
sank back limply in his webfoam
chair and stared at his fingertips.
His hands were quivering as if
they had a life of their own.

Jobn E. Devall, Ph.D. Anthro-
pology Columbia ‘82, commis-
sioned Space Service Military
Wing ‘87, and now you're in trou-
ble for the first time.

How are you going to handle
7#t, Jack? he asked himself. Car
you prove that that silver eagle
really belongs on your shoulder?

He was sweating. He felt very
tired. He shut his eyes for a mo-
ment, opened them, and said into

the intercom, “Send in the
Marks.”

FIVE OF THEM entered, made
ceremonial bows, and ranged
themselves nervously along the
far wall as if they were firing-
squad candidates. Accompanying
them came Steber of the linguts-
tics team, hastily recalled from
town to serve as an interpreter for
Devall. The colonel’s knowledge
of Markin was adequate but
sketchy; he wanted Steber around
in case any fine points had to be
dealt with in detail.

The Marks were humanoid in

structure, simian in  ancestry,
which should have made them

close kin to the Terrans in gen-
eral physmloglcal structure. They
weren't. Their skin was a rough,
coarse, pebble-grained affair, dark-
toned, running to muddy browns
and occasional deep purples. Their
jaws had somehow acquired a rep-
tilian hinge in the course of evo-
lution, which left them practically
chinless but capable of swallowing
food in huge Iumps that would
strangle an Earthman. Their eyes,
liquid gold in color, were set wide
on their heads, allowing enormous
peripheral vision; their noses were
flat buttons, in some cases barely
perceptible.

Devall saw two younger men,
obviously warriors; they had left
their weapons outside, but their
jaws jutted belligerently and the
darker of the pair had virtually
dislocated his jaw in rage. The
woman Jooked like all the Mark
women, shapeless and weary be-
hind her shabby cloak of furs. The
remaining pair were priests, one
old, one very old. It was this an-
cent to whom Devall addressed
his first femarks.

“I'm sorry that our meeting this
afternoon has to be one of sorrow.
I had been looking forward to a
pleasant talk. But it's not always
possible to predict what lies
ahead.”

“Death ]ay ahead for him who
was killed,” the old priest said 1n
the dry, high-pitched tone of
voice that Devall knew implied
anger and scorn.
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The woman let out a sudden
wild ululation, half a dozen wail-
ing words jammed together so
rapidly Devall could not translate
‘them. “"What did she say?” he
asked Steber.

The interpreter flattened his
palms  together  thoughtfully.
“She's the woman of the man who
was killed. She was—demanding
revenge,” he said 1n English.

Apparently the two young war-
riors were friends of the dead
man. Devall’s eyes scanned the
five hostile alien faces. “This 1s a
highly regrettable incident,” he
said 1n Markin. "But 1 trust it
won't affect the warm relationship
between Earthman and Markin
that has prevailed so far. This mus-
understanding—"

“Blood must be atoned,” said
the smaller and less impressively
garbed of the two priests. He was
probably the local priest, Devall
thought, and he was probably
happy to have his superior on
hand to back him up.

The colonel flicked sweat from
his forehead. “The young man
who committed the act will cer-
tainly be disciplined. Of course
you realize that a killing in self-
defense cannot be regarded as
murder, but I admit the young
man did act unwisely and will suf-
fer the consequences.” It didn’t
sound too satisfying to Devall,
and, indeed, the aliens hardly
seemed impressed.

The high priest uttered two
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short, sharp syllables. They were
not words in Devall's vocabulary,
and he looked over at Steber in
appeal.

“He said Leonards was tres-
passing on sacred ground. He said
the crime they're angry about is
not murder but blasphemy.”

Despite the heat, Devall felt a
sudden chill. Noz . . . murder?
This is going to be complicated, he
realized gloomily.

To the priest he said, “Does
this change the essential nature of
the case? He'll still be punished by
us for his action, which can’t be
condoned.”

“You may punish him for mur-
der, if you so choose,” the high
priest said, speaking very slowly,
so Devall would understand each
word., The widow emitted some
highly terrestrial-sounding sobs;
the young men glowered stolidly.
“Murder 1s not our concetn,” the
high priest went on. “"He has
taken life; life belongs to Them,
and They withdraw it whenever
They see fit, by whatever means
They care to employ. But he has
also desecrated a sacred flower on
sacrted ground. These are setrious
crimes, to us. Added to this he
has shed the blood of a Guardian,
on sacred ground. We ask you to
turn him over to us for trial by a
priestly court on this double
charge of blasphemy. Afterward,
perhaps, you may try him by your
own laws, for whichever one of
them he has broken.”
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For an instant all Devall saw
was the old priest’s implacable
Jeathery face; then he turned and
caught the expression of white-
faced astonishment and dismay
Steber displayed.

It took several seconds for the
high priest’s words to sink in, and
several more before Devall came
to stunned realization of the im-
plications. They want to try an
Earthman, he thought numbly. By
therr own law. In their own court.
And mete out their own punish-
inent.

This had abruptly ceased being
a mere local incident, an affair to
clean up, note in the-log, and for-
get. It was no longer a matter of
simple reparations for the acci-
dental killing of an alien.

Now, thought Devall dully, it
was a matter of galactic impor-
tance. And he was the man who
had to make all the decisions.

HE VISITED Leonards that eve-
ning, after the meal. By that time
everyone in the camp knew what
had happened, though Devall had
ordered Steber to keep quiet about
the alien demand to try Leonards
themselves.

The boy looked up as Devall

entered his room, and managed a
soggy salute.

“At ease, Lieutenant.” Devall
sat on the edge of Leonards’ bed
and squinted up at him. “Son,

you're in very hot water now.”
“Sir, I—"
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"I know. You didn’t mean to
pluck leaves off the sacred bram-
ble-bush, and you couldnt help
shooting down the native who
attacked you. And if this business
were as simple as all that, I'd rep-
rimand you for hotheadedness and
let it go at that. But—"

“But what, sir?”

Devall scowled and forced
himself to face the boy squarely.
“But the aliens want to try you
themselves. They aren’t so much
concerned with the murder as they
are with your double act of
blasphemy. That withered old
high priest wants to take you be-
fore an ecclesiastical court.”

“You won’t allow /that, of
course, will you, Colonel?”” Leon-
ards seemed confident that such an
unthinkable thing could never
happen.

“I'm not so sure, Paul,” Devall
said quietly, deliberately using the
boy’s first name.

“What, sig?”

“This 1s evidently something
very serious you've committed.
That high prest is calling a
priestly convocation to deal with
you. They'll be back here to get
you tomortow at noon, he said.”

"But you wouldn’t turn me
over to them, sit! After all, T was
on duty; I had no knowledge of
the offense I was committing.
Why, it's none of their business!”

“Make them see that,” Devall
said flatly. “They're aliens. They
don’t understand Terran legal
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codes. They don't want to hear
about our laws; by theirs you've
blasphemed, and blasphemers
must be punished. This 1s a law-
abiding race on Markin. They're
an ethically advanced society, re-
gardless of the fact thit they're
not technologically  advanced.
Ethically they’'re on the same
plane we are.”

Leonards looked terribly pale.
“You'll turn me over to them?”

Devall shrugged. “I didn’t say
that. But look at it from my post-
tion. I'm leader of a cultural and
military mission. Our purpose 1
to live among these people, learn
their ways, guide them as much
as we can in our limited tume here.
We at least ¢ry to make a pretense
of respecting their rights as indi-
viduals and as a specics, you
know.

“Well, now it’s squarely on the
line. Are we friends living among
them and helping them, or are we
overlords grinding them wunder
our thumbs?”

“Sir, I'd say that was an over-
simplification,” Leonards remark-
ed hesitantly.

“Maybe so. But the issue’s clear
enough. If we turn them down,
it means we're setting up a gulf
of superiority between Earth and
these aliens, despite the big show
we made about being brothers.
And word will spread to other
planets. We try to sound like
friends, but our actions in the cele-
brated Leonards case reveal our
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true colors. We're arrogant, im-
perialistic,  patronizing, and—
well, do you see?”

“So you're going to turn me
over to them for trial, then,” the
boy said quietly.

Devall shook his head. He felt
old, very old, at fifty. "I don't
know, I haven't made up my mind
yet. If I turn you over, it'll cer-
tainly set a dangerous precedent.
And if I don't—I'm not sure
what will happen.” He shrugged.
“I'm going to refer the case back

to Earth. It isn’t my decision to
make."

Bur it was his decision to
make, he thought, as lhe left the
boy’s quarters and headed stiff-
legged toward the communica-
tions shack. He was on the spot,
and only he could judge the com-
plex of factors that controlled the
case. Earth would almost certainly
pass the buck back to him.

He was grateful for one thing,
though: at least Leonards hadn’t
made an appeal to him on family
grounds. That was cause for
pride, and some relief. The fact
that the boy was his nephew was
something he'd have to blot rig-
orously from his mind until all
this was over.

The signalman was busy in the
back of the shack, bent over a
crowded worktable. Devall waited
a2 moment, cleared his throat gent-
ly, and said, “Mr. Rory?”

Rory turned. “Yes, Colonel?”



“Put through a subradio solido
to Earth for me, immediately. To
Director Thornton at the E-T- De-
partment. And yell for me when
you've made contact.”

It took twenty minutes for the
subspace impulse to leag out across
the light-years and find a receiver
on Earth, ten minutes more for it
to pass through the relay point
and on to Rio. Devall returned to
the shack to find the lambent green
solido field in tune and waiting
for him. He stepped through and
discovered himself standing a few
feet before the desk of the E-T
Department’s head. Thernton’s
image was sharp, but the desk
seemed to waver at the edges.
Solid non-organic objects always
came through pootly.

Quickly Devall reviewed the
situation. Thornton sat patiently,
unmoving, till the end of 1it; hands
knotted rigidly, lean face set, he
might have been a statue. I'inally
he commented, “Unpleasant busi-
ness. .

“Quite.”

“The alien is returning tomor-
row, you say? I'm afraid that
doesn’t give us much time to hold
a staff meeting and explore the
problem, Colonel Devall.”

“I could probably delay him a
few days.”

Thornton’s thin lips formed a
tight bloodless line. After an in-
stant he said, "No. Take what-
ever action you deem necessary,
Colonel. If the psychological pat-
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tern of the race is such that un-
fortunate consequences would re-
sult 1f you refused to allow them
to try your man, then you must
certainly turn him over. If the step
can be avoided, of course, avoid
it. The man must be punished in
any case.”

The director smiled bleakly.
“You're one of our best men,
Colonel. I'm confident you’ll at-
rive at an ultimately satisfactory
resolution to this incident.”

“Thank you, sir,” Devall sa:d,
1n a dry, uncertain voice. He nod-
ded and stepped back out of ficld
range. Thornton’s image seemed
to flicker; Devall caught one last
dismissing sentence, “Report back
to me when the matter is settled,”

and then the field died.

He stood alone in the shabby
communications shack, blinking
out the sudden datkness that
rolled in over him after the
solidophone’s 1ntense light, and
after a moment began to pick his
way over the heaps of equipment
and out 1nto the compound.

It was as he had expected.
Thornton was a good man, but he
was a cavilian appointee, subject
to government control. He dis-
liked making tep-level decisions—
particularly when a colonel a few
hundred light-years away could be
pitchforked into making them for
him.

Well, he thought, at least I no-
tifred Earth. The rest of the affair
/s 11 my hands.
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Significantly, there was a red
sunset again that night.

HE CALLED a meeting of his
top staff men for 0915 the fol-
lowing morning. Work at the base
had all but suspended; the lin-
guistics team was confined to the
area, and Devall had ordered
guards posted at all exits. Violence
could rise unexpectedly among
even the most placid of alien peo-
ples; it was impossible to predict
the moment when a racial circuit-
breaker would cease to function
and fierce hatred burst forth.

They listened in silence to the
tapes of Leonards’ statements,
Meyer's comments, and the brief
interview Devall had had with the
five aliens. Devall punched the
cut-off stud and glanced rapidly
round the table at his men: two
majors, a captain, and a quartet
of lieutenants comprised his high
staff, .and one of the lieutenants
was confined to quarters.

“That’s the picture. The old
high priest 1s showing up here
about noon for my answer. I
thought I'd toss the thmg open for
staff discussion first.”

Major Dudley asked for the
Hoor.

He was a short, stocky man with
dark flashing eyes, and on several
occasions in the past had been
known to disagree violently with
Devall on matters of procedure.
Devall had picked him for four
successtve trips, despite this; the
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colonel believed in diversity of
opinton, and Dudley was a tre-
mendously efficient organizer as
well.

“Major?”

“Sir, it doesn’t seem to me that
there’s any question of what ac-
tion to take. It's impossible to
hand Leonards over to them for
trial. It's—un-Earthlike!”

Devall frowned. “"Would you
elaborate, Major?”

“Simple enough. We're the
race who developed the space-
drive—therefore, we're the gal-
axy's most advanced race. 1 think
that goes without saying.”

“It does not,” Devall com-
mented. “But go ahead.”

Scowling, Dudley said, "Re-
gatdless of your opinion, szr—the
aliens we’'ve encountered so far
have all regarded us as their ob-
vious superiors. I don’t think that
can be denied—and I think it can
only be attributed to the fact that
we are their superiors. Well, if we
give up Leonards for tnal it
cheapens our position. It makes us
look weak, spineless. We—"

“You're suggesting, then,” De-
vall broke in, “that we hold the
position of overlords in the galaxy
—and by yielding to our serfs, we
may lose all control over them. Is
this your belief, Major?” Devall
glared at him.

Dudley met the colonel’s angry
gaze calmly. “Basically, yes. Dam-
mit, sir, I've tried to make you see
this ever since the Hegath expedi-
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tion. We're not out here in the
stars to collect butterflies and
squirrels! We—"

“Out of otder,” Devall snap-
ped coldly. “This is a cultural
mission as well as a military, Ma-
jor—and so long as I'm 1n
command 1t remains primarily cul-
tural.” He felt on the verge of
losing his temper. He glanced
away from Dudley and said, “Ma-
jor Grey, could I hear from you?”

Grey was the ship’s astrogator;
on land his functions were to su-
pervise stockade-construction and
mapmaking. He was a wiry, un-
smiling little man with razor-like
cheekbones and ruddy skin. *I
feel we have to be cautious, sir.
Hanaing Leonards over would re-
sult in a tremendous loss of Ter-
fan prestige.”

“Loss?” Dudley burst in. “It
would cripple us! We'd never be
able to hold our heads up honest-
ly in the galaxy again if—"

Calmly Devall said, “Major
LCudley, you've been ruled out of
order. Leave this meeting, Major.
I'll discuss a downward revision
of your status with you later.”
Turning back to Grey without a
further glance at Dudley, he said,
“You- don’t believe, Major, that
such an action would have a cor-
responding favorable effect on our
prestige in the eyes of those
worlds 1nclined to regard Earth
uneasily?”

“That’s an extremely difficult
thing to determine, sir.”
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“Very well, then.” Devall rose.
“"Pursuant to regulations, I've
brought this matter to the atten-
tion of authorities on Earth, and
have also offered 1t for open dis-
cussion among my officers. Thanks
for your time, gentlemen.”

Captain Marechal said uncer-
tainly, “Sir, won't there be any
vote on our intended course of ac-
tion?” 1

Devall grinned coldly. “As
commanding officer of this base,
I'll take the sole responsibility
upon myself for the decision 1n
this particular matter. It may
make things easier for all of us in

the consequent event of a court-
martial inquiry.”

IT waAs the only way, he
thought, as he waited tensely in
his office for the high priest to ar-
rive. The officers seemed firmly set
against any conciliatory action, in
the name of Terra’s prestige. It
was hardly fair for him to make
them take responsibility for a de-
ciston that might be repugnant to
them.

Too bad abcut Dudley, Devall
mused. But insubordination of
that sort was insufterable; Dudley
would have to be dropped from
the unit on their next trip out. If
there 1s any next trip out for me,
he added.

The intercom glowed gently.
“Yes?”

“Alien delegation 1s here, sir,”
said the orderly.
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“Don’t send them in until I sig-
nal.”

He strode to the window and
looked out. The compound, at
first glance, seemed full of aliens.
Actually there were only a dozen,
he realized but they were clad in
full panoply, bright red and harsh
green robes, carrying spears and
ornamental swords. Half a dozen
enlisted men were watching them
nervously from a distance, their
hands ready to fly to blasters in-
stantly if necessary.

He weighed the choices one last
time.

It he handed Leonards over,
the temporary anger of the aliens
would be appeased—but perhaps
at a long-range cost to Earth’s pres-
tige. Devall had long regarded
himself as an essentially weak man
with a superb instinct for camou-
flage—but would his yielding to
the aliens imply to the universe
that all Earth was weak?

On the other hand, he thought,
suppose he refused to release
Leonards to the aliens. Then he
would be, 1n essence, bringing
down the overlord’s thumb, letting
the universe know that Earthmen
were responsible only to them-
selves and not to the peoples of
of the worlds they visited.

Either way, he realized, the
standing of Earth in the galaxy’s
estimation would suffer, One way,
they would look like appeasing
weaklings; the other, like tyrants.
He remembered a definition he
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had once read: melodrama is the
conflict of right and wrong,
tragedy the conflict of right and
r2ght. Both sides were right here.
Whichever way he turned, there
would be difficulties.

And there was an additional
factor: the boy. What if the exe-
cuted him? Famuly consider..ions
seemed absurdly picayune at this
moment, but still, to hand his own
nephew over for possible execu-
tion by an alien people—

He took a deep breath, straight-
ened his shoulders, sharpened the
hard gaze of his eyes. A glance at
the mirror over the bookcase told
him he looked every inch the com-
manding officer; not a hint of the
inner conflict showed through.

He depressed the intercom
stud. “Send in the high priest. Let
the rest of them wait outside.”

THE PRIEST looked impossibly
tiny and wrinkled, a gnome of a
man whose skin was fantastically
gullied and mazed by extreme age.
He wore a green turban over his
hairless head—a mark of deep
mourning, Devall knew.

The little alien bowed low, ex-
tending his pipestem arms behind
his back at a sharp angle, indicat-
ing respect. When he straightened,
his head craned back sharply, his
small round eyes peering directly
into Devall’s.

“The jury has been selected; the

trial 1s ready to begin. Where is
the boy?”
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Devall wished fleetingly he
could have had the services of an
interpreter for this last-interview.
But that was impossible; this was
something he had to face alone,
without help.

“The accused man is in his quar-
ters,” Devall said slowly. "First I
want to ask some questions, old
one.”

“Ask.”

“If 1 give you the boy to try,
will there be any chance of his
receiving the death penalty?”

“It is conceivable,”

Devall scowled. “Can’t you be
a little more definite than that?”

“How can we know the verdict
before the trial takes place?”

“Let that pass,” Devall said,
seeing he would get no concrete
reply. “Where would you try
him?”

“Not far from here.”

“Could I be present at the
trial?”

“No.”

Devall had learned enough of
Markin grammar by now to real-
ize that the form of the negative
the priest had employed meant
literally, I-say-no-and-mean-what-
I-say. Moistening his lips, he said,
“Suppose I should refuse to turn
Lieutenant Leonards over to you
for trial? How could I expect you
people to react?”

There was a long silence.
Finally the old priest said,
"Would you do such a thing?”

“I'm speaking hypothetically.”
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(Literally, the form was I-speak-
on-a-cloud. )

“It would be very bad. We
would be unable to purify the
sacrted garden for many months.
Also—" he added a sentence of
unfamiliar words. Devall puzzled
unsuccessfully over their meaning
for nearly a minute.

“What doés that mean?” he
asked at length. “Phrase it in dif-
ferent words.”

“It 1s the name of a ritual. I
would have to stand trial in the
Earthman’s place—and 1 would
die,” the priest said simply. *“Then
my successor would ask you ali to
go away.”

The office seemed very quiet;
the only sounds Devall heard were
the harsh breathing of the old
priest and the off-key chirruping
of the cricketlike insects that in-
fested the "grass-plot outside the
window.

Appessement, he wondered?
Or the overlord’s thumb?

Suddenly there seemed no
doubt at all in his mind of what
he should do, and he wondered
how he could have hesitated.

"I hear and respect your wishes,
old one,” he said, in a ritual for-
mula of renunciation Steber had
taught him. “The boy is yours.
But can I ask a favor?”

“Ask.”

“He didn't know he was of-
fending your laws. He meant well:
he’s sincerely sorry for what he
did. He's 1n your hands, now—
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but I want to ask mercy on his be-
half. He had no way of knowing
he was offending.”

“This will be seen at the trial,”
the old priest said coldly. “If there
is to be mercy, mercy will be
shown him, I make no promises.”

“Very well,” Devall said. He
reached for a pad and scrawled an
order remanding Lieutenant Paul
Leonards to the aliens for ‘trial,
and signed 1t with his full name
and title. “Here. Give this to the
Earthman who let you in. He'll
see to it that the boy is turned over
to you.”

“You are wise,” the priest said.
He bowed elaborately and made
for the door.

“Just one moment,” Devall said
desperately, as the alien opened
the door. “Another question.”

“Ask,” the priest said.

“You told me you'd take his
place if I refused to let you have
him. Well, how about another
substitute? Suppose—"

"“You are not acceptable to us,”
the priest said as if reading De-
vall’s mind, and left.

Five minutes later the colonel
glanced out his window and saw
the solemn procession of aliens
passing through the exit-posts and
out of the compound. In their
midst, unprotesting, was Leonards.
He didn’t look back, and Devall
was glad of it.

THE COLONEL stared at the
row of books a long time, the
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frayed spools that had followed
him around from world to world,
from gray Danelon to stormy Lut-
rin to bone-dry Korvel, and on to
Hegath and M'Qualt and the
others, and now to warm blue-
skied Markin. Shaking his head,
he turned away and dropped

heavily into the foam cradle be-
hind his desk.

FHe snapped on the autotype
with a savage gesture and dictated
a full account of his actions, from
the very start until his dimactic
deciston, and smiled bitterly.
There would be a certain time-lag,
but before long the autotype
facsimile machine in the E-T De-
partment’s basement would start
clacking, there 1n Rio, and Thorn-
ton would know what Devall had
done.

And Thornton would be stuck
with 1t as Department policy
henceforth. |

Devall switched on the inter-
com and said, “I'm not to be dis-
turbed under any circumstances. If
there’s anything urgent, have it
sent to Major Grey; he’s acting
head of the base until I counter-
mand. And if any messages come
from Earth let Giey have them
too.

He wondeted if they'd relieve

him of his command immediately,

or wait until he got back to Earth.
The latter, more likely; Thornton
had some subtlety, if not much.
But there was certain to be an in-
quiry, and a head would roll.
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Devall shrugged and stretched
back. I did what was right, he
told himself firmly. That's the one
thing 1 can be sure of.

But I hope 1 don’t ever have
to face myy sister again.

He dozed, after a while, eyes
half-open and slipping rapidly
closed. Sleep came to him, and he
welcomed it, for he was terribly
tired.

He was awakened suddenly, by
a loud outcry. A jubilant shout
from a dozen throats at once, split-
ting the afternoon calm. Devall
felt a moment’s disorientation;
then, awakening rapidly, he
sprang to the window and peered
out.

A figure—alone and on foot—
was coming through the open gate-
way. He wore regulation uniform,
but it was dripping wet, and torn
in several places. His blond hair
was plastered to his scalp as if he
had been swimming; he looked
fatigued.

Leonards.

The colonel was nearly halfway
out the front door before he real-
ized that his uniform was in im-
proper order. He forced himself
back, tidied his clothing, and with
steely dignity strode out the doot
a second time.

Leonards stood surrounded by
a smiling knot of men, enlisted
men and officers alike. The boy
was grinning wearily.

“Attention!” Devall barked,
and immediately the area fell si-
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lent. He stepped forward.

Leonards raised one arm in an
exhausted salute. There were
some ugly bruises on him.

“"I'm back, Colonel.”

“I'm aware of that. You under-
stand that I'll have to return you
to the Marks for trial anyway, de-
spite your no doubt daring
escape?”

The boy smiled and shook his
head. “No, sir. You don’t follow,
sir. The trial's over. I've been
tried and acquitted.”

“What’s that?”

“It was trial by ordeal, Colo-
nel. They prayed for half an hour
or so, and then they dumped me
in the lake down the road. The
dead man'’s two brothers came aft-
er me and tried to drown me, but
I outswam them and came up
safely on the other side.”

He shook his hair like a
drenched cat, scattering a spray of
water several feet 1n the air.
“They nearly bad me, once. But
as soon as I got across the lake
alive and undrowned, it proved to
them I couldn’t have meant any
harm. So they declared me inno-
cent, apologized, ana turned me
loose. They were still praying
when I left them.”

There seemed to be no bitter-
ness in Leonards’ attitude; appat-
ently, Devall thought, he had un-
derstood the reason for the deci-
sion to hand him over, and would
not hold it against him now. That
was gratifying.



“You'd better get to your quar-
ters and dry off, Lieutenant. And
then come to my office. I'd like to
talk to you there.”

“Yes, sir.”

Devall spun sharply and head-
ed back across the clearing to his
ofhce. He slammed the door be-
hind him and switched on the
autotype. The report to Earth
would have to be amended now.

A moment or two after he had
finished, the intercom glowed. He
turned it on and heard Steber’s
voice saying, “Sit, the old priest is
here. He wants to apologize to you
for everything. He’s wearing
clothing of celebration, and he
brought a peace-offering for us.”

“Tell him I'll be right out,”
Devall said. “And call all the merr
together. Including Dudley. Espe-
czally Dudley., I want him to sce
this.”

He slipped off his sweat-stained
jacket and took a new one out.
Surveying himself in the murror,
he nodded approvingly.

Well, well, he thought. So the
boy came through it safely. That's
good.

But he knew that the fate of
Paul Leonards had been irrelevant
all along, except on the sheerly
personal level. It was the larger
1ssue that counted.

For the first time, Earth had
made a concrete demonstration of
the equality-of-intelligent-life doc-

trine it had been preaching so
long. He had shown that he re-
spected the Markin laws in terms
of what they were to the Marks,
and he had won the affection of a
race as a result. Having the boy
return unharmed was a bonus.

But the precedent had been set.
And the next time, perhaps, on
some other world, the outcome
might not be so pleasant. Some
cultures had pretty nasty ways of-
putting criminals to death.

He realized that the burden the
Earth exploration teams carried
now had become many times
heavier—that now, Earthmen
would be subject to the laws of
the planets who hosted them, and
no- more unwitting botanical ex-
cursions into sacred gardens
could be tolerated. But it was for
the ultimate good, he thought.
We've shown them that we're not
overlords, and that most of wus
don’'t want to be overlords. And
now the thumb comes down on #s.

He opened the door and step-
ped out. The men had gathered,
and the old priest knelt abjectly
at the foot of the steps, bearing
some sort of enamelled box as his
offering. Devall smiled and re-
turned the bow, and lifted the old
alien gently to his feet.

We'll have to be on our best
bebavior from now on, he thought.
We'll really have to watch our
steps. But 1'll be worth i,

o0 60 oo
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Never Meet Again

By Algis Budrys

lllustrated by Bill Bowman

HE BREEZE soughed through
the linden trees. It was warm

and gentle as it drifted along the
boulevard. It tugged at the dresses

of the girls strolling with their -

young men and stirred their mod-
ishly cut hair. It set the banners
atop the government buildings to
flapping, and it brought with it
the sound of a jet aircraft—a
Heinkel or a Messerschmitt—ris-
ing into the sky from Tempelhof
Aerodrome. But when it touched
Professor Kempfer on his bench
it brought him only the scent of
the Parisian perfumes and the
sight of gaily colored frocks sway-
ing around the girls’ long, healthy
legs.

Doctor  Professor  Kempfer
straightened his exhausted shoul-
ders and raised his heavy head.
His deep, strained eyes struggled
to break through their now habit-
ual dull stare.

It was spring again, he realized
in faint surprise. The pretty girls
were cating their lunches hastily
once more, so that they and their
young men could stroll along
Unter Den Linden, and the
young men 1n the broad-shoulder-
ed jackets were clear-eyed and full

of their own awakening strength.

And of course Professor
Kempfer wore no overcoat to-
day. He was not quite the comic
pedant who wore his galoshes in
the sunshine. It was only that he
had forgotten, for the moment.
The strain of these last few days
had been very great.

All these months—these years
—he had been doing his govern-
ment-subsidized research and the
other thing, too. Four or five
hours for the government, and
then a full day on the much more
important thing no one kncw
about. Twelve, sixteen hours a
day. Home to his very nice gov-
ernment apartment, where Frau
Ritter, the housekeeper, had his
supper ready. The supper eaten, to
bed. And in the morning; cocoa,
a bit of pastry, and to work. At
noon he would leave his labora-
tory for a little while, to come
here and eat the slice of black
bread and cheese Frau Ritter had
wrapped 1n waxed paper and put
in his pocket before he left the
house.

But it was over, now. Not the
government sinecure—that was
just made work for the old savant
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He had spent fifteen patient years of

painstaking work, all to construct an

exit—which could be used only once!

who, after all, held the Knight's
Cross of the Iron Cross for his
work with the anti-submarine
radar detector. That, of course,
had been fifteen years ago. If
they could not quite pension him
off, still no one expected anything
of a feeble old man puttering
around the apparatus they had
given him to play with.

And they were night, of course.
Nothing would ever come of it.
But the other thing . .,

That was done, now. After this
Jast little rest he would go back
to his laboratory in the Hzmmler-
strasse and take the final step. So
now he could let himself relax and
feel the warmth of the sun.

PROFESSOR KEMPFER smiled
wearily at the sunshine. The good,
constant sun, he thought, that
gives of itself to all of us, no mat-
ter who or where we are. Spring
. . . April, 1958.

Had 1t really been fifteen years
—and sixteen years since the end
of the war? It didn’t seem pos-
sible. But then one day had been
exactly like another for him, with
only an electric light in the base-
ment where his real apparatus
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was, an electric light that never
told him whether it was morning,
noon, or night.

I have become a cave-dweller!
he thought with sudden realiza-
tion. I have forgotten to think in
terms of serial time. What an odd
little trick I have played on my-
self!

Had he really been coming
here, to this bench, every clear
day for fiffeen years? Impossible!
But . ..

He counted on his fingers. 1940
was the year England had surren-
dered, with its air force destroyed
and the Luftwaffe flying unchal-
lenged air cover for the swift
invasion. He had been sent to
England late that year, to super-
vise the shipment home of the
ultra-short  wave-length  radar
from the Royal Navy’s anti-sub-
marine warfare school. And 1941
was the year the U-boats took
firm control of the Atlantic. 1942
was the year the Russians lost at
Stalingrad, starved by the mil-
lions, and surrendered to a
Wehrmacht fed on shiploads of
Argentinian beef. 1942 was the

end of the war, yes.
So it had been that long.
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I have become an indrawn old
man, he thought to himself 1n be-
musement. So very busy with
myself . . . and the world has
gone by, even while I sat here
and might have watched 1it, if I'd
tzken the trouble. The wortld. ..

He took the sandwich from his
coat pocket, unwrapped it, and be-
gan to eat. But after the first few
bites he forgot it, and held it 1n
one hand while he stared sight-
lessly 1n front of him.

His pale, mobile lips fell into
a wry smile, The world—the vig-
orous young world, so full of
strength, so confident . . . while
I worked in my cellar like some
Bolshevik dreaming of a fantastic
bomb that would wipe out all my
enemies at 2 stroke,

But what I have is not a bomb,
and I have no enemies. I am an
honored citizen of the greatest
empire the world has ever known.
Hitler 1s thirteen years dead in his
auto accident, and the new chan-
ceilor 1s a different sort of man.
He has promised us no war with
the Americans. We have peace,
and triumph, and these create a
different sort of atmosphere than
do war and desperation. We have
relaxed, now. We have the fruit
of our victory—what do we not
have, 1n our empite of a thousand
years? Western civilization is
safe at last from the hordes of
the East. Our future 1s assured.
There 1s nothing, no one to fight,
and these young people walking

here have never known a mo-
ment’s doubt, an instant’s ques-
tion of their place in an endlessly
bright tomorrow. I will soon die,
and the rest of us who knew the
old days will die soon enough. It
will all belong to the young peo-
ple—all this eternal world. It be-
longs to them already. It is just
that some of us old ones have not
yet gotten altogether out of the
way.

He stared out at the strolling
crowds. How many years can I
possibly have left to me? Three?
Two? Four? I could die tomor-
row.

He sat absolutely still for a
moment, listening to the thick old
blood slutring through his veins,
to the thready flutter of his
heart. It hurt his eyes to see. It
hurt his throat to breathe. The
skin of his hands was like spotted
old paper.

Fifteen years of work. Fifteen
years in his cellar, building what
he had built—for what? Was his
apparatus going to change any-
thing? Would it detract even one
trifle from this empire? Would it
alter the life of even one citizen
in that golden tomorrow?

This world would go on exact-
ly as 1t was. Nothing would
change in the least. So, what had
he worked for? For himself? For
this outworn husk of one man?

Seen in that light, he looked
like a very stupid man. Stupid,
foolish—monomaniacal.
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Dear God, he thought with a
rush of terrible intensity, am I
now going to persuade myself not
to use what I have built?

For all these years he had
worked, worked—without stop-
ping, without thinking. Now, in
this first hour of rest, was he sud-
denly going to spit on it all?

A sTouT BULK settled on the
bench beside him. “Jochim,” the
complacent voice said.

Professor Kempfer looked up.
“Ah, Georg!” he said with an
embarrassed laugh, “You startled
me

Doctor Professor Georg Tanz-
ler guffawed heartily. “Oh, Jo-
chim, Jochim!” he chuckled,
shaking his head. "What a type
you are! A thousand times I've
found you here at noon, and each
time it seems as if it surprises you.
What do you think about, here
on your bench?”

Professor Kempfer let his eyes
stray. “Oh, I don’t know,” he
said gently. “I look at the young
people.”

“The girls—" Tanzler's elbow
dug roguishly into his side. “The
girls, eh, Jochim?”

A vell drew over Professor
Kempfer's eyes. "No,” he whis-
pered. “Not like that. No.”

“What, then?”

“Nothing,"” Professor Kempfer
said dully. "I look at nothing.”

Tanzler's mood changed in-
stantly. “So, he dedared with
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precision. "I thought as much.
Everyone knows you are working
night and day, even though there
is no need for it.” Tanzler resur-
rected a chuckle. “We are not in
any great hurry now. It's not as if
we were pressed by anyone. The
Australians and Canadians are
fenced off by our navy. The
Americans have their hands full
in Asia. And your project, what-
ever it may be, will help no one

tf you kill yourself with over-
work."”

“You know there is no project,”
Professor  Kempfer whispered.
“You know 1t is all just busy
work. No one reads my reports.
No one checks my results. They
give me the equipment I ask for,
and do not mind, as long as it is
not too much. You know that
quite well. Why pretend other-
wise?”

Tanzler sucked his lips. Then
he shrugged. “Well, if you real-
1ize, then you realize,” he said
cheerfully. Then he changed ex-
pression again, and laid his hand
on Professor Kempfer's arm in
comradely fashion. “Jochim. It
has been fifteen years. Must you
still try to bury yourself?”

Sixteen, Professor Kempfer
corrected, and then realized Tanz-
ler was not thinking of the end
of the war. Sixteen years since
then, yes, but fifteen since Marthe
died. Only fifteen?

I must learn to think in terms
of serial time again. He realized



Tanzler was waiting for a re-
sponse, and mustered a shrug.

" Jochim! Have you been listen-
ing to me?”

“Listening? Of course, Georg.”

“Of course!” Tanzler snorted,
his moustaches fluttering. “Jo-
chim,” he said positively, “it is not
as if we were young men, I ad-
mit. But life goes on, even for us
old crocks.” Tanzler was a good
five years Kempfer's junior. “We
must look ahead—we must live
for a future. We cannot let out-
selves sink into the past. I realize
you were very fond of Marthe.
Every man is fond of his wife—
that goes without saying. But fif-
teen years, Jochim! Surely, it i1s
proper to grieve. But to mourn,
like this—this is not healthy!”

One bright spark singed
through the quiet barriers Profes-
sor Kempfcr had thought perfect.

“Were you ever in a camp,

Georg?” he demanded, shaking
with pent- up wolence

“A camp " Tanzler was taken
aback. “I? Of course not, Jochum!
But—but you and Marthe were
not in a real Jager—it was just
a...a... Well you were un-
der the State’s protectlon' After
all, Jochim!”

Professor Kempfer said stub-
bornly: “But Marthe dzed. Under
the State’s protection.”

“These things happen, Jochim!
After all, you're a reasonable
man — Marthe — tuberculosis —
even sulfa has its limitations—that
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might have happened to anyone!”

“She did not have tuberculosis
in 1939, when we were placed
under the State’s protection. And
when I finally said yes, I would
go to work for them, and they
gave me the radar detector to
work on, they promised me it was
only a little congestion in her
bronchiae and that as soon as she
was well they would bring her
home. And the war ended, and
they did nof bring her home. 1
was given the Knight's Cross
from Hitler’s hands, personally,
but they did no¢ bring her home.
And the last time I went to the
sanitartum to see her, she was
dead. And they paid for it all, and
gave me my laboratory here, and
an apartment, and clothes, and
food, and a very good housekeep-
er, but Marthe was dead.”

“Fifteen years, Jochim! Have
you not forgiven us?”

“No. For a little while today
—ijust a Iittle while ago—I
thought I might. But—no.”

Tanzler pufied out his lips and
fluttered them with an exhaled
breath. “So,” he said. “What are
you going to do to us for it?”

Professor Kempfer shook his
head. “To you? What should I
do to you? The men who arranged
these things are all dead, or dy-
ing. If 1 had some means of
hurting the Reich—and I do not
—how could I revenge myself on
these children?” He looked to-
ward the passersby. “What am I
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to them, or they to me? No—no,
I am going to do nothing to you.”

Tanzler raised his eyebrows and

put his thick fingertips together.
“If you are going to do nothing
to us, then what are you going to
do to yourself?”

“I am going to go away.” Al-
ready, Professor Kempfer was
ashamed of his outburst. He felt
he had controverted his essential
character. A man of science, after
all—a thinking, redsoning man—
could not let himself descend to
emotional levels. Professor Kemp-
fer was embarrassed to think that
Tanzler might believe this sort of
lapse was typical of him.

“Who am 1.7 he tried to ex-
plain, “to be judge and jury over
a whole nation—an empire? Who
ts one man, to decide good and
evil? T look at these youngsters,
and 1 envy them with all my
heart. To be young; to find all the
world arranged in orderly fashion
for one’s special benefit; to have
been placed on a surfboard free
to ride the crest of the wave for-
ever, and never to have to swim
at all! Who am I, Georg? Who
am I?

“But I do not like it here. So
I am going away.”

Tanzler looked at him enig-
matically. “To Carlsbad. For the
radium waters. Very healthful.
We'll go together.” He began
pawing Professor Kempfer’s arm
with great heartiness. “A splendid
idea! I'll get the seats reserved on
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the morning train. We'll have a
holiday, eh, Jochim?”

“No!” He struggled to his
feet, pulling Tanzler's hand away
from his arm. “No!” He stag-
gered when Tanzler gave way. He
began to walk fast, faster than he
had walked in years. He looked
over his shoulder, and saw Tanz-
ler lumbering after him.

He began to run. He raised an
arm, “Taxi! Taxi!” He lurched
toward the curb, while the stroll-
ing young people looked at him
wide-eyed.

HE HURRIED through the
ground floor laboratory, his heart
pumping wildly. His eyes were
fixed on the plain gray door to the
fire stairs and he fumbled 1n his
trousers pocket for the key. He
stumbled against a bench and sent
apparatus crashing over. At the
door, he steadied himself and,
using both hands, slipped the key
into the lock. Once through-the
door, he slammed it shut and
locked it again, and listened to
the hoarse whistle of his breath 1n
his nostrils.

Then, down the fire stairs he
clattered, open-mouthed. Tanzler.
Tanzler would be at a telephone,
somewhere. Perhaps the State Po-
lice were out in the streets, in
their cars, coming here, already,

He wrenched open the base-
ment door, and locked it behind
him in the darkness before he
turned on the lights. With his



chest aching, he braced himself
on widespread feet and looked at
the dull sheen of yellow light on
the racks of gray metal cabinets.
They rose about him like the
blocks of a Mayan temple, with
dials for carvings and pilot lights
for jewels, and he moved down
the narrow aisle between them,
slowly and quietly now, like a last,
enfeebled acolyte. As he walked
he threw switches, and the cab-
inets began to resonate in chorus.

The aisle led him, irrevocably,
to the focal point. He read what
the dials on the master panel told
him, and watched the power de-
1ana meter inch into the green.

If they think to open the build-
ing ciraut breakers!

If they shoot threugh
door!

If I was wrong!

Now there were people ham-
mering on the door. Desperately
weary, he depressed the firing
switch.

There was a galvanic thrum,
half pain, half pleasure, as the vi-
bratory rate of his body’s atoms
was changed by an infinitesimal
degree. Then he stood 1n dank
darkness, breathing musty air,
while whatever parts of his
equipment had been included in
the field fell to the floor.

Behind him, he left nothing.
Vital resistors had, by design,
come with him. The overloaded
apparatus in the basement labora-
tory began to stench and burn ua-
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der the surge of full power, and
to sputter in Georg Tanzler's
face.

THE BASEMENT he was in was
not identical with the one he had
left. That could only mean that
in this Berlin, something serious
had happened to at least one
building on the Himmlerstrasse.
Professor  Kempfer  searched
through the darkness with weary

‘patience until he found a door,

and while he searched he consid-
ered the thought that some up-
heaval man-made or natural, had
filled in the ground for dozens of
meters above his head, leaving
only this one pocket of emptiness
into which his apparatus had
shunted him.

When he finally found the
door he leaned against it for some
time, and then he gently eased it
open. There was nothing but
blackness on the other side, and
at his first step he tmpped and
sprawled on a narrow flight of
stairs, bruising a hip badly. He
found his footing again. On
quivering legs he climbed slowly
and as silently as he could, cling-
ing to the harsh, newly-sawed
wood of the bannister. He could
not seem to catch his breath. He
had to gulp for air, and the dark-
ness was shot through with red
switlings. )

He reached the top of the
stairs, and another door. There
was harsh gray light seeping
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around it, and he listened intent-
ly, allowing for the quick suck and
thud of the pulse 1n his ears. When
he heard nothing for a long time,
he opened it. He was at the end
of a long corridor lined with
doors, and at the end there was
another door opening on the
street.

Eager to get out of the build-
ing, and yet reluctant to leave as
much as he knew of this world,
he moved down the corridor with
exaggerated caution.

It was a shoddy building. The
paint on the walls was cheap, and
the linoleam on the floor was
scuffed and warped. There were
cracks in the plastering. Every-
thing was rough—half finished,
with paint slapped over it, every-
thing drab. There were numbers
on the doors, and ditty rope mats
in front of them. It was an apart-
ment house, then—but from the
way the doors were jammed al-
most against each other, the
apartments had to be no more than
cubicles.

Dreary, he thought. Dreary,
dreary—who would live 1n such a
place? Who would put up an
apartment house for people of
mediocre means in this neighbor-
hood?

But when he teached the
street, he saw that it was humpy
and cobblestoned, the cobbling
badly patched, and that all the
buildings were like this one—
gray-faced, hulking, ugly. There
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was not a building he recognized
—not a stick or stone of the
Himmlerstrasse with its fresh ce-
ment roadway and its sapling
trees growing along the sidewalk.
And yet he knew he must be on
the exact spot whete the Himmler-
strasse had been—was—and he
could not quite understand.

He began to walk in the direc-
tion of Unter Den Linden. He
was far from sure he could reach
it on foot, 1n his condition, but he
would pass through the most fa-
miliar parts of the city, and could
pethaps get some inkling of what
had happened.

HE HAD SUSPECTED that the
probabiiity world his apparatus
could most easily adjust him for
would be one in which Germany
had lost the war. That was a large,
dramatic difference, and though
he had refined his wotk as well as
he could, any first model of any
equipment was bound to be rela-
tively insensitive.

But as he walked along, he

found himself chilled and re-
pelled by what he saw,

Nothing was the same. Noth-
ing. Even the layout of the streets
had changed a little. There were
new buildings everywhere—new
buildings of a style and workman-
ship that had made them old in
atmosphere the day they were
completed. It was the kind of to-
tal reconstruction that he had no
doubt the builders stubbornly pro-
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claimed was “Good as New,” be-
cause to say it was as good as the
old Berlin would have been to
invite bitter smiles.

The people in the streets were
grim, gray-faced, and shoddy.
They stared blankly at him and his
suit, and once a dumpy woman
carrying a string bag full of
lumpy packages turned to her
sunilar companion and muttered
as he passed that he looked like
an American with his extravagant
clothes.

The phrase frightened him.
What kind of war had it been,
that there would still be Amer:-
cans to be hated i1n Berlin in
19582 How long could it possibly
have lasted, to account for so
many old buildings gone? What
had pounded Germany so cruelly?
And yet even the “new” buildings
were genuinely some years old.
Why an American? Why not an
Englishman or Frenchman?

He walked the gray streets,
looking with a numb sense of set-
tling shock at this grim Berlin. He
saw men in shapeless uniform
caps, brown trousers, cheap boots
and sleazy blue shirts. They wore
armbands with Volkspolize: print-
ed on them. Some of them had
not bothered to shave this morn-
ing or to dress in fresh uniforms.
The civilians looked at them side-
long and then pretended not to
have seen them. For an undefin-

able but well-remembered reason,
Professor Kempfer slipped by
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them as inconspicuously as pos-
sible.

He grappled at what he saw
with the dulled resources of his
overtired intellect, but there was
no point of reference with which
to begin. He even wondered if
perhaps the war was somehow still
being fought, with unimaginable
alliances and unthinkable antag-
onists, with all resources thrown
into a brutal, dogged struggle
from which all hope of both de-
feat and victory were gone, and
only endless straining effort loom-
ed up from the future.

Then he turned the corner and
saw the stubby military car, and
soldiers 1n baggy uniforms with
red stars on their caps. They were
parked under a weatherbeaten
sign which read, in German above
a few lines 1n unreadable Cyrillic
chatacters: Attention! You Are
Leaving the U.S.S.R. Zone of Oc-
cupation. You Are Entering the
Amtertcan  Zone of QOccupation.
Show Your Papers.

God in heaven! he thought, re-
cotling. The Bolsheviks. And he
was on their side of the line. He
turned abruptly, but did not move
for an instant., The skin of his
face felt tight. Then he broke into
a stumbling walk, back the way
he had come.

He had not come into this
world blindly. He had not dared
bring any goods from his apart-
ment, of course. Not with Frau

Ritter to observe him. Nor had he
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expected that his Reichsmarks
would be of any use. He had pro-
vided for this by wearing two dia-
mond-set rings. He had expected
to have to walk down to the jew-
elry district before he could begin
to settle into this world, but he
had expected no further difficulty.

He had expected Germany to
have lost the war. Germany had
lost another war within his life-
time, and fifteen years later it
would have taken intense study for
a man in his present position to
detect 1it.

Professor Kempfer had thought
it out, slowly, systematically. He
had not thought that a Soviet
checkpoint might lie between him
and the jewelry district.

IT wAs growing cold, as the
afternoon settled down. It had not
been as warm a day to begin with,
he suspected, as 1t had been in his
Berlin. He wondered how it
might be, that Germany'’s losing a
war could change the weather, but
the important thing was that he
was shivering. He was beginning
to attract attention not only for
his suit but for his.lack of a coat.

He had now no place to go, no
place to stay the night no way of
getting food. He had no paperts,
and no knowledge of where to get
them or what sort of maneuver
would be required to keep him
safe from arrest. If anything could
save him from arrest. By Russians.

Professor Kempfer began to
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walk with dragging steps, his body
sagging and numb. More and
more of the passersby wete look-
ing at him sharply. They might
well have an instinct for a hunted
man. He did not dare look at the
occasional policeman.

He was an old man. He had
run today, and shaken with net-
vous anticipation, and finished fif-
teen years” work, and it had all
been a nightmarish error. He felt
his heart begin to beat unnatur-
ally in his ears, and he felt a leap-
ing flutter begin in his chest. He
stopped, and swayed, and then he
forced himself to cross the side-
walk so he could lean against a
building. He braced his back and
bent his knees a little, and let his
hands dangle at his sides.

The thought came to him that
there was an escape for him into
one more world. His shouldet-
blades scraped a few centimeters
downward against the wall.

Thete were people watching
him. They ringed him in at a dis-
tance of about two meters, looking
at him with almost childish
curiosity. But there was something
about them that made Professor
Kempfer wonder at the conditions
that could produce such children.
As he looked back at them, he
thought that perhaps they all
wanted to help him—that would
account for their not going on
about their business. But they did
not know what sort of complica-
tions their help might bring to



them—except that there would
certainly be complications. So
none of them approached him.
They gathered around him, watch-
ing in a crowd that would mo-
mentarily attract a volespolizier.

He looked at them dumbly,
breathing as well as he could, his
palms flat against the wall. There
were stocky old women, round-
shouldered men, younger men
with pinched faces, and young
girls with an 1ncalculable wisdom
in thetr eyes. And there was a
bird-like older woman, coming
quickly along the sidewalk, glanc-
ing at him curiously, then hurry-
ing by, skirting around the
crowd. . . .

There was one possibility of his
escape to this world that Professor
Kempfer had not allowed himself
to consider. He pushed himself
away from the wall, scattering the
crowd as though by physical force,
and lurched toward the passing
woman,

“Marthe!”

She whirled, her purse flying to
the ground. Her hand went to her
mouth. She whispered, through
her knuckles: "Jochim . . . Jo-
chim . . .” He clutched her, and
they supported each other. “Jo-
chim . . . the American bombers
killed you in Hamburg . . . yestet-
day I sent money to put flowers on
your grave . .. Jochim , . .”

“It was a mustake. It was all a

mistake. Marthe . . . we have
found each other . . .”
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FROM A DISTANCE, she had not
changed very much at all. Watch-
ing her move about the room as
he lay, warm and clean, terribly
tired, in her bed, he thought to
himself that she had not aged half
as much as he. But when she bent
over him with the cup of hot soup
in her hand, he saw the sharp lines
in her face, around her eyes and

mouth, and when she spoke he

heard the dry note in her voice.

How many years? he thought.
How many years of loneliness and
grief? When had the Americans
bombed Hamburg? How? What
kind of atrcraft could bomb Get-
many from bases in the Western
Hemisphere?

They had so much to explain to
each other. As she worked to make
him comfortable, the questions
flew between them.

“It was something I stumbled
on. The theory of probability
worlds—of alternate universes.
Assuming that the characteristic
would be a difference in atomic
vibration—minute, you under-
stand; almost infinitely minute—
assuming that somewhere in the
gross universe evetry possible var-
iation of every event mwust take
place—then if some means could
be found to alter the vibratory rate
within a field, then any object in
that field would automatically be-
come part of the universe cor-

responding to that wvibratory

rate. . . .
“Marthe, I can bore you later.
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Tell me about Hamburg. Tell me
how we lost the war. Tell me
about Berlin.”

He listened while she told him
how their enemies had ringed
them in—how the great white
wastes of Russia had swallowed
their men, and the Brtish fire
bombers had murdered children 1n
the night. How the Wehrmacht
fought, and fought, and smashed
their enemies back time after
time, until all the best soldiers
were dead. And how the Ameri-
cans, with their dollars, had
poured out countless tons of
equipment to make up for their
inability to fight. How, at the last,
the vulture fleets of bombers had
rumbled inexhaustibly across the
skv, killing, killing, killing, until
all the German homes and Ger-
man families had been destroyed.
And how now the Americans,
with their hellish bomb that had
killed 2 hundred thousand Jap-
anese civilians, now bestrode the
world and tried to bully it, with
their bombs and their dollars,
into final submisston.

How?  Professor  Kempfer
thought. How could such a thing
have happened?

Slowly, he pieced 1t together,
mortified to find himself annoyed
when Marthe interrupted with
constant questions about his Bet-
lin and especially about his equip-
ment.

And, pieced together, it still re-
fused to seem logical.
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How could anyone believe that
Goering, in the face of all good
sense, would turn the Luftwaffe
from destroying the R.A.F, bases
to a nidiculous attack on English
cties? How could anyone believe
that German electronics scientists
could persistently refuse to believe
ultra-shortwave radar was practi-
cal—refuse to believe it even
when the Allied hunter planes
were finding surfaced submarines
at night with terrible accuracy?

What kind of nightmare world
was this, with Germany divided
and the Russians in control of Eu-
rope, in control of Asia, reaching
for the Middle East that no Rus-
sian, not even the dreaming czars,
had seriously expected ever to at-
tain?

“Marthe—we must pet out of
this place. We must. I will have
to re}Build my machine.” It would
be incredibly difficult. Working
clandestinely as he must, scraping
components together—even now
that the work had been done once,
it would take several years.

Professor Kempfer looked in-
side himself to find the strength
he would need. And it was not
there. It simply was gone, used
up, burnt out, eaten out.

“Marthe, you will have to help
me. I must take some of your
strength. I will need so many
things—identity papers, some kind
of work so we can eat, money to
buy cquipment. . . .” His voice
tratled away. It was so much, and
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there was so little time left for
him. Yet, somehow, they must do
it.

A hopelessness, a feeling of 1n-
evitable defeat, came over him. It
was this world. It was poisoning
him.

Marthe’s hand touched his
brow. “Hush, Jochim. Go to sleep.
Don’t worry. Everything is all
right, now. My poor Jochim, how
terrible you look! But everything
will be all right. I must go back
to work, now. I am hours late al-
ready. I will come back as soon
as I can. Go to sleep, Jochim.”

He let his breath out in a long,
tited sigh. He reached up and
touched her hand. “Marthe . . .”

HE AWOKE to Marthe’s soft
urging. Before he opened his eyes
he had taken her hand from his
shoulder and clasped it tightly.
Marthe let the contact linger for
1 moment, then broke it gently.

“Jochim—my supertor at the
Ministry 1s here to see you.”

‘He opened his eyes and sat up.
“Who?”

“Colonel Lubintsev, from the
People's Government Minister-
um, where I work. He would
like to speak to you.” She touched
him reassuringly. “Don’t worry.
It’s all right. I spoke to him—I
cxplained. He's not here to arrest
vou. He's waiting in the other
room.”

He looked at Marthe dumbly.
“I—1 must get dressed,” he man-
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aged to say after a while.

“INo—no, he wants you to stay
in bed. He knows you’re exhaust-
ed. He asked me to assure you it
would be all right. Rest in bed.
I'll get him.”

Professor Kempfer sank back.
He looked unsceingly up at the
ceiling until he heard the sound
of a chair being drawn up beside
him, and then he slowly turned
his head.

Colonel Lubintsev was a stocky,
ruddy-faced man with gray bristles
on his scalp. He had an astonish-
ingly boyish smile. “Doctor Pro-
fessor Kempfer, I am honored to
meet you,” he said. “Lubinstev,
Colonel, assigned as advisor to the
People’s Government Minister-
wum.” He extended his hand
gravely, and Professor Kempfer
shock it with a conscious cffort.

“I am pleased to make your ac-
quaintance,” Professor Kempfer
mumbled.

“"Not at all, Doctor Professor.
Not at all. Do you mind if I
smoke?” )

“Please.” He watched the colo-
nel touch a lighter to a long
cigatette while Marthe quickly
found a saucer for an ashitray. The
colonel nodded his thanks to
Marthe, puffed on the cigarette,
and addressed himself to -Profes-
sor Kempfer while Marthe sat
down on a chair against the far
wall.

“I have inspected your dossier,”
Colonel Lubintsev said. “That
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is,” with a smile, “our dossier on
your late counterpart. I see you fit
the photographs as well as could
be expected. We will have to
make a further identification, of
course, but I rather think that will
be a formality.” He smiled again.
"I am fully prepared to accept
your story. It i1s too fantastic not
to be true. Of course, sometimes
foreign agents choose their cover
stories with that idea in mind, but
not in this case, I think. If what
has happened to you could happen
to any man, our dossier indicates
Jochim Kempfer might well be
that man.” Again, the smile. "In
any counterpart.”

“You have a dossier,” Professor
Kempfer said.

Colonel Lubintsev's eyebrows
went up in a pleased grin, “Oh,
yes. When we liberated your na-
tion, we knew exactly what scien-
tists were deserving of our
assistance in their work, and
where to find them. We had
laboratories,  project  agendas,
living quarters—everything!—all
ready for them. But I must ad-
mit, we did not think we would
evet be able to accommodate
you.
“But now you can.”

“Yes!” Once more, Colonel
Lubintsev smiled- like a little boy
with great fun in store. “The pos-
sibilities of your device are as in-
finite as the universe! Think of
the enormous help to the people
of your nation, for example, if
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they could draw on machine tools
and cquipment from such alter-
nate places ac the one you have
just left.” Colonel Lubintsev
waved his cigarette. “Or if, when
the Americans attack us, we can
transport bombs from a world
where the revolution is an accom-
plished fact, and have them ap-
pear in North America 1n this.”

Professor Kempfer sat up in
bed. “Marthe! Marthe, why have
you done this to me?”

“Hush, Jochim,” she said.
“Please. Don’t tire yourself. I
have done nothing to you. You
will have care, now. We will be
able to live together in a nice
villa, and you will be able to work,
and we will be together,”

“Marthe—"

She shook her head, her lips
pursed primly. “Please, Jochim.
Times have changed a great deal,
here. I explained to the Colonel
that your head was probably still
full of the old Nazi propaganda.
He understands. You will learn
to see it for what 1t was. And you
will help put the Americans back
in their place.” Her eyes filled
suddenly with tears. “All the years
I went to visit your grave as often
as I could. All the years I paid
for flowers, and all the nights I
cried for you.”

“But I am here, Marthe! I am
here! I am not dead.”

“Jochim, Jochum,” she said
gently. "Am I to have had all my
grief for nothing?”
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“I have brought a technical ex- find the strength to move it.
pert with me,” Colonel Lubintsev  “Goodbye.”
went on as though nothing had He heard the colonel walk out
happened. “If you will tell um with a few murmured words for
what facilities you will need, we Marthe. He was quite tired, and
can begin preliminary work imme- he heard only a sort of hum.
diately.” He rose to his feet. "I He turned his head when the
will send him in, I myself must technical expert came in. The man
be going.” He put out his ciga- was all eagerness, all enthusiasm:

rette, and extended his hand. "I “Jochim! This 1s amazing! Per-
have been honored, Doctor Pro- haps I should introduce myself—
fessor Kempfer.” I worked with your counterpart

“Yes,” Professor Kempfer during the war—we were quite
whispered. “Yes. Honored.” He good friends—I am Georg Tanz-
raised his hand, pushed it toward ler. Jochim! How are you!”
the colonel’s, but could not hold Professor Kempfer looked up.
it up long enough to reach. It fell His lips twisted. “I think I am
back to the coverlet, woodenly, going away again, Georg,” he
and Professor Kempfer could not whispered.
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TALES FOR TOMORROW

No shortage here.... The April issue of INFINITY will, in fact, relieve the
current shortage of two items that are much in demand: One: Clifford
D, Simak, never around as much as most of us would like, will be present
with a long novelet entitled “Leg. Forst.”—and what the title means
is one of the pleasant surprises. This is a light-hearted, easy-going tale
of a future hobbyist and the unexpected fruits of his avocation, with a
dash of bitters blended smoothly into the effervescence of high spirits to
make a heady draught.

Two: John Bernard Daley, who hasn’t appeared since his “The Man
Who Liked Lions” won immediate applause and enthusiastic devotees
well over a year ago, will be back with a shorter novelet, “Wings of the
Phoenix.” This i1s a genuine science-fiction horror story, carrying pessimis-
tically realistic extrapolation to a logical extreme and still managing to
remain highly entertaining throughout.

Plus, of course, top-notch short stories and features.
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THE

By ROBERT F. YOUNG

LEAF

Even his present desperate sifuation

couldn't spoil his memories of other

days in the woods: like the lovely,

lazy day he shot eleven squirrels. ...

lllustrated by RICHARD KLUGA

HE COULD REMEMBER the
2 afternoon as if it were yes-
terday, It wasn't, of course—
actually it had been several years
back. It had been around the
middle of autumn, about the
time when the last incarnadine
leaves were making their flutter-
ing journeys earthward. He had
taken his .22 and gone into the
woods where the hickory trees
were, and he had settled him-
sclf comfortably against the
shaggy trunk of one of the hick-
ories, the .22 balanced across his
sprawled knees. ‘Fhen he had
waited.

The first red squirrel had come
out on one of the high limbs and
posed there. That was the word
all right—posed. It had sat there
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on its haunches with utter immo-
bility almost as if it had been
painted on canvas against a back-
ground of leafless naked branches
and mulk-blue sky.

He had raised the .22 lazily
and sighted along the slender
barrel. There was no hurry.
There was all the time in the
world. He didn’t squeeze the
trigger until he had a perfect
right-between-the-eyes bead, then
he squeezed it ever so lightly.
There was the sharp sound of the
report, and then the small body
falling swiftly, bouncing and
glancing off limbs, tumbling
over and over, making a rustling
thump in the dry leaves at the
tree’s base.

He hadn't even bothered to go
4%



over and examine it. He knew
he'’d got it right where he'd
aimed. They didn’t die instantly
like that unless you got' them in
a vital spot. They thrashed and
kicked around after they hit the
ground and sometimes you had
to waste another shell on them if
the noise bothered you. Of course
if the noise didn't bother you,
you could save the shell for the
next one, but it was better in the
long run to get them right be-
tween the eyes because that way
the others wouldn’t be frightened
away by the thrashing sound, and
you didn’t have to get up.
That had been the first one.

The second one had been
coming down the trunk of the
same tree, spiraling the trunk,
the way squirrels do, stopping at
frequent intervals and studying
their surroundings with their
bright beebees of eyes, looking
right at you sometimes but never
seemng you unless you moved.
This one had stopped, head
down, and was looking off to one
side when he got it. The force
of the bullet, striking just below
the ear, where he’d aimed, tore
the small red body right oft the
trunk, spun 1t around several
times, and dropped 1t into a wild
blackberry thicket.

He hadn’t bothered to look at
that one either. He had lit a ciga-
rette and leaned back more com-
fortably against the hickory. It

was a pleasant afternoon, mild
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for November—a time for wan-
dering in woods, a time to take
it a little easy, a time to knock
off some of the scavengers and
pests you'd neglected during the
first days of pheasant and rabbit
season, a time to get your eyes
down to hair-line fineness for the
first ecstatic day of deer, Red
squirrels were easy, of course, a
little beneath the dignity of a true
hunter, but when you tried to
bore them in vital spots you got
some pretty good practice out of
it.

He yawned. Then, out of the
corner of his eye, he caught a
red wisp of movement high in
the tree to his right. He brought
the .22 over casually. He hardly
needed to turn his body at all.
The stock fitted his shoulder
snugly, lay cool against his cheek.
There was no recoil, only the
sharp ripping sound, and then
the dark red body falling, hitting
limbs, caroming, dropping, drop-
ping, making the familiar thrill-
ing rustling sound in the dead
leaves.

That had been the third.

The fourth and the fifth had
been about the same.

After the fifth, he had become
a little bored. He decided to vary
the game a little. He drew his
knees together and rested the
barrel of the .22 in the niche
between them, then sat there
quietly for a long time.

Presently the sixth squirrel left
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the security of the trees and made
a few quick jumps into the small
clearing. Then it stopped and
stood poised, a statuette except
for its alive bright eyes. It was a
petfect target, but he was in no
hurry. He was enjoying himself
immensely,

After about half a minute the
squirrel moved again——several
yards closer, almost in an exact
line with the dark little eye of the
.22, It sat up on its haunches
then, its tail an arched question
mark behind it. It put its tiny
forepaws together and sat there
not moving, almost as though it
wete praying. (That was the part
he remembered most vividly.)

He'd hardly needed to move
the .22 at all. The slightest shift
had aligned the sights with the
imaginary mark between the little
eyes. He had squeezed the trigger
nonchalantly, and the part of the
head just above the eyes had
come right off and the small red
body had completed a perfect
somersault before dropping into
the dead leaves of the clearing.

After that he hadn’t bothered
with the trees. It was so much
more fun in the clearing, waiting
for them to come right up to
you and pose. Of course it wasn’t
such good practice, but 1t was
fine entertainment—an ideal way
to spend a lazy afternoon in fall
when the wood was all cut for
winter, the crops in, the barn
roof repaired and Pa off to town
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where he couldn’t be finding an-
noying little things for you to do.

He had got eleven of them
altogether, he hadn’'t missed a
one, and he had felt pretty proud
taking them home to show to
Ma before feeding them to the
dogs.

HE SHIFTED his cramped legs
and peered down through the
interstices of the foliage at the
gray shape of the hunter. Some
of his initial terror had left him
when he'd finally realized that
they couldn’t see through leaves
any more than he could; that
They, as well as he, needed an
open target in order to make a

kill.

So he was relatively safe in the
tree—for a while, at least. Per-
haps he could find safety in trees
for the rest of his life. Trees
might be the answer.

He felt a little better. A por-
tion of the fear that had followed
the meteor shower was still with
him, however. The fear that had
detonated in his mind the morn-
ing after the shower when Pa
had come running to the barn,
shouting: “The cities! All the
cities have been blowed up! They
amn’'t no more cities in the whole
world. Radio just said so ’fore it
went dead. We'rte bein’ in-
vaded!”

Invaded? Invaded by whom?
He hadn’t been able to grasp it
at first. At first he’d thought
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Russia, and then he’d thought,
no, it couldn’t be Russia. Pa had
said «// the cities. All the cities
in the whole wide world.

And then he'd begun to see
the people on: the road. The
terrified people, the walking,
running, stumbling people head-
ing for the hills—the hills and
the forests, the hiding places that

ships couldn’t see, that bombs

couldn’t find. _

But that hunters could.

Hunters hunting with incred-
ible silver guns, skimming along
the roads to the hills and the
forests 1n fantastic vehicles,
alighting by roadsides and lum-
bering across fields to timber
stands; routing out the people
from elms and oaks and maples
and locusts and even sumac,
flushing them out like rabbits and
shooting them down in cold
blood with blinding shards of
bullets.

He had run when he’d seen the
first vehicle. He'd run wildly for
the woods. He'd forgotten Pa
and Ma. He'd even forgotten his
gun. He'd been scared. Crazy-
scared.

What did They want to kill
people for? What was wrong
with people?

He shivered on the limb, in
the chill morning wind that had
sprung up after the first frost of
the season. Martians, he’d bet.
Martians landing on Earth and

wanting everything for Them-
selves, afraid to let people live
for fear they'd get some. Greedy
Martians, trying to hog the whole
world!

The gray shape below him
moved slightly and his terror
broke out afresh. The hunter ap-
peared to be reclining against the
trunk of a nearby tree, its gleam-
ing weapon resting on its huge
tentacular legs. Waiting, For an
irrational moment he considered
climbing down and approaching
it, getting down on his knees and
begging 1t for mercy.

But he’d only be wasting his
time. He realized that right away.
He knew he’'d see no pity in those
cold inhuman eyes. He knew he'd
see nothing but death.

The trees were the only an-
swer. The trees with their friend-
ly screens of foliage, their lofty
leafy hiding places. By living in
the trees a shrewd man might be
able to elude the hunters forever.
If he was careful. If he never let
himself be seen.

He peered cautiously down at
the hunter again. He looked at
the gray patches of the gargan-
tuan body that showed through
the interstices of the foliage.

As he watched, the first frost-
nipped leaf fluttered down past
his face, hovering for a2 moment
before his eyes so that he could
not miss its new autumnal color-

1ng.
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Accept No
Substitutes

RALPH GARVEY’S private space
yacht was 1n the sling at
Boston  Spaceport, ready for
takcoff. He was on yellow stand-
by, waiting for the grcen, when
his radio crackled.

“Tower to G43221,” the ra-
dio buzzed. “Plcase await cus-
toms inspection.”’

"Righto,” said Garvey, with a
calmness he did not feel. Within
him, something rolled over and
died.

Customs inspection. Of all the
black, accursed, triple-distilled
bad luck! There was no regular
inspection of small private yachts.
The Department had its hands
full with the big interstellar liners
from Cassiopeia, Algol, Deneb,
and a thousand otler places. Pri-
vate ships just weren't worth the
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By ROBERT SHECKLEY

time and money. But to keep
them 1n line, Customs held occa-
stonal spot checks. No one knew
when the mobile customs team
would descend upon any particu-
lar  spaceport. But chances of
being inspected at any one time
were less than fifty to one.

Garvey had been counting on
that factor. And he had paid eight
hundred dollars to know for cet-
tain that the East coast team was
in Georgia. Otherwise, he would
never have risked a twenty-year
jail sentence for violation of the
Sexual Morality Act.

There was a loud rap on his

port. “Open for inspection,
please.”
“Righto,” Garvey called out.

He locked the door to the aftet-
cabin, If the inspector wanted to






look there, he was sunk. There
was no place in the ship where he
could successfully conceal a pack-
ing case ten feet high, and no way
he could dispose of its illegal con-
tents.

“I'm coming,” Garvey shouted.
Beads of perspiration stood out on
his high, pale forehead. He
thought wildly of blasting off any-
how, running for it, to Mars,
Venus. . . . But the patrol ships
would get him before he had cov-
ered a million miles. There was
nothing he could do but try to
bluft it.

He touched a button. The
hatch slid back and a tall, thin
uniformed man entered.

“Thought you'd get away with
it, eh, Garvey?” the 1nspector
barked. “Yocu rich guys never
learn!”

Somehow, they had fcund out!
Garvey thought of the packing
crate in the after cabin, and its
human-shaped, not-yet-living con-
tents. Damning, absolutely damn-
ing. What a fool he’'d been!

HE TURNED back to the con-
trol panel. Hanging from a corner
of it, in a cracked leather holster,
was his revolver. Rather than face
twenty years breaking pumice on
Lunar, he would shoot, then
try—

“The Sexual Morality Act isn’t
a blue law, Garvey,” the inspec-
tor continued, in a voice like steel
against flint. “Violations can have
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a catastrophic effect upon the in-
dividual, to say nothing of the
race. That's why we’re going to
make an example of you, Garvey.
Now let's see the evidence.”

“I don’t know what in hell
you're talking about,” Garvey
said. Surreptitiously his hand be-
gan to creep toward the revolver.

“Wake up, boy!” said the in-
spector. “You mean you st don’t
recognize me?"”

Garvey stared at the inspector’s
tanned, humorous face. He said,
“Eddie Starbuck?”

“About time! How long's it
been, Ralph? Ten years?”

CAb least ten,” Garvey said.
His knees were beginning to
shake from sheer relief. “Sit
down, sit down, Eddie! You still
drink bourbon?”

“I'll say.” Starbuck sat down
on one of Garvey’s acceleration
couches. He looked around, and
nodded.

“"Nice. Very nice. You must be
rich indeed, old buddy.”

“I get by,” Garvey said. He
handed Starbuck a drink, and
poured one for himself. They
talked for a while about old times
at Michigan State.

“And now you're a Customs
inspector,” Garvey said.

“Yeah,” said Starbuck, stretch-
ing his long legs. “Always had a
yen for the law. But it doesn’t pay
like transistors, eh?”

Garvey smiled modestly. “But

what’s all this about the Sexual
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Morality Act? A gag?”

“Not at all. Didn’t you hear the
news this morning? The FBI
found an underground sex fac-
tory. They hadn’t been in business
long, so it was possiole to recover
all the surrogates. All except one.”

“Oh?” said Garvey, dramning
his drink.

“Yeah. That's when they called
us in. We're covering all space-
ports, on the chance the receiver
will try to take the damned tlun
off Earth.” )

Garvey poured another drink
and said, very casually, “So you
figured I was the boy, eh?”

Statbuck stared at him a mo-
ment, then exploded into laugh-
ter. “You, Ralph? Hell, no! Saw
your name on the spaceport out-
list. T just dropped 1n for a drink,
boy, for old time’s sake. Listen,
Ralph, 1 remember you. Hell-on-
the-girls-Garvey. Biggest menace
to wvirginity in the history of
Michigan State. What would a
guy like you want a substitute
for?”

“My girls wouldn’t stand for
it,” Garvey said, and Starbuck
laughed again, and stood up.

“Look, I gotta run. Call me
when you get back?”

“I sure will!” A little light-
headed, he said, “Sure you don't
want to inspect anyhow, as long
as you're here?”

Starbuck stopped and consid-
ered. "I suppose I should, for the
record. But to hell with it, I won't
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hold you up.” He walked to the
port, then turned. “You know, I

feel sorry for the guy who's got
that surrogate.”

“Eh? Why?”"

“Man, those things are poison!
You know that, Ralph! Any-
thing’s  possible—insanity, de-
formation. . . . And this guy may
have even more of a problem.”

“Why?”

“Can'’t tell you, boy,” Starbuck
said. “Really can’t. It’s special in-
formation. The FBI isn’t certain
yet. Besides, they’'re waiting fot
the right moment to spring it.”

With an easy wave, Starbuck
left. Garvey stared after him,
thinking hard. He didn’t like the
way things were going. What had
started out as an illicit little vaca-
tion was turning into a full-scale
criminal affair. Why hadn’t he
thought of this earlier? He had
been apprehensive in the sexual
substitute factory, with jts low
lights, its furtive, white-aproned
men, its reek of raw flesh and
plastic. Why hadn't he given up
the idea then? The surrogates
couldn’t be as good as people
said. . . .

“Tower to G43221,” the radio
crackled. “Are you ready?”

Garvey hesitated, wishing he
knew what Starbuck had been
hinting at. Maybe he should stop
now, while there was still time.

Then he thought of the giant
crate in the after cabin, and its
contents, waiting for activation,
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waiting for him. His pulse began
to race. He knew that he was go-
ing through with it, no matter
what the risk.

He signalled to the tower, and
strapped himself into the control
chair.

An hour later he was in space.

TWELVE HOURS later, Garvey
cut his jets. He was a long way
from Earth, but nowhere near
Luna. His detectors, pushed to
their utmost limit, showed noth-
ing in his vicinity. No liners were
going by, no freighters, no police
ships, no yachts. He was alone.
Nothing and no one was going to
disturb him.

He went into the after cabin.
The packing case was just as he
had left it, securely fastened to the
deck. Even the sight of it was
vaguely exating. Garvey pressed
the activating stud on the outside
of the case, and sat down to wait
for the contents to awaken and
come to life.

THE SURROGATES had been de-
veloped earlier 1n the century.
They had come about from sheer
necessity. At that time, mankind
was beginning to push out into the
galaxy. Bases had been establish-
ed on Venus, Mars and Titan, and
the first interstellar ships were
arriving at Algol and Stagoe II.
Man was leaving Earth.

Man—>but not woman.

The first settlements were bare-

ly toeholds in alien environments.
The work was harsh and demand-
ing, and life expectancy was
short. Whole settlements were
sometimes wiped out before the
ships were fully unloaded. The
early pioneers were like soldiers on
the line of battle, and exposed to
risks no soldier had ever encoun-
tered.

Later there would be a place for
women. Later—but not now.

So here and there, light-years
from Earth, were little worlds
without women—and not happy
about it.

The men grew sullen, quartel-
some, violent., They grew careless,
and carelessness on an alien planet
was usually fatal.

‘They wanted women,.

Since real women could not go
to them, scientists on Earth de-
veloped substitutes. Android fe-
males wete developed, the surro-
gates, and shipped to the colonies.
It was a violation of Earth's mot-
als; but there were worse viola-
tions on the way if these weren't
accepted.

For a while, everything seemed
to be fine. It would probably have
gone on that way, had everyone
left well enough alone.

But the companies on Earth had
the usual destre to improve their
product. They called in sculptors
and artists to dress up the appear-
ance of the package. Engineers
tinkered with the surrogates, re-

wired them, buwlt i1n subtler
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stimulus-response mechanisms, did
strange things with- conditioned
reflexes. And the men of the
settlements wete vety happy with
the results.

So happy, in fact, that they re-
fused to return to human women,
even when they had the oppor-
tunity.

They came back to Earth after
their tours of duty, these pioneers,
and they brought their surrogates
with them. Leud and long they
praised the substitute women, and
pointed out their obvious su-
periority to neurotic, nervous,
frigid human women.

Naturally, other men wanted
to try out the surrogates. And
when they did, they were pleas-
antly surprised. And spread the
word, And—

The government stepped in,
quickly and firmly. For one thing,
over fifty petcent of the votes
were at stake. But more impor-
tant, social scientists predicted a
violent drop in the birth rate if
this went on. So the government
destroyed the surrogates, out-
lawed the factortes, and told
everyone to return to normal.

And reluctantly, everyone did.
But there were always some men
who remembered, and told other
men, And there were always some
men who weren't satisfied with
second-best. So . . .

GARVEY heard movements
within the crate. He smiled to
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himself, remembering stories he
had heard of the surrogates’
piquant habits. Suddenly there was
a high-pitched clanging. It was
the standby alarm from the con-
trol room. He hurried forward.

It was an emergency broadcast,
on all frequencies, directed to
Earth and all ships at space. Gar-
vey tuned it in.

“This 1s Edward Danzer,” the
radio announced crisply. "I am
Chief of the Washington branch
of the Federal Bureau of Investi-
gatton. You have all heard, on
your local newscasts, of the detec-
tion and closure of an illegal sex-
ual substitute factory. And you
know that all except one of the
surrogates have been found. This
message 1s for the man who has
that last surrogate, whetever he
may be.”

Garvey licked his lips nervous-
ly and hunched close to the radio.
Within the after cabin, the surro-
gate was still making waking-up
noises.

“That man is 1n danger!” Dan-
zer said. “Serious danger! Our
investigation of the molds and
forms used 1n the factory showed
us that something strange was go-
ing on. Just this morning, one of
the factory technicians finally con-
fessed.

“The missing surrogate is not
an Earth model!

“I repeat,” Danzer barked,
“the missing surrogate is not an
Earth model! The factory opera-
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tors had been filling orders for the
planet Algol IV. When they ran
short of Earth models for hu-
mans, they substituted an Algolian
model. Since the sale of a surfo-
gate 1s illegal anyhow, they fig-
ured the customer would have no
kickback,” |

Garvey sighed with relief. He
had been afraid he had a small
dinosaur in the packing case, at
the very least.

“Perhaps,” Danzer continued,
“the holder of the Algolian sur-
rogate does not appreciate his dan-
ger yet. It is true, of course, that
the Algolians are of the species
homo saprens. It has been estab-
lished that the two races share a
common ancestry in the primeval
past. But Algol is difierent [rom
our Earth.

“The planet Algol IV is con-
sidetably heavier than Earth, and
has a richer oxygen atmosphere.
The Algolians, raised in this
physical environment, have a
markedly superior musculature to
that of the typical Earthman.
Colloquially, they are strong as
rhinos.

“But the surrogate, of course,
does not know this. She has a
powetful and indiscriminate mat-
ing drive, That’s where the dan-
ger lies! So I say to the customer
—ygive yourself up now, while
there’s still time. And remember:
crime does not pay.”

The radio crackled static, then
hummed steadily. Garvey turned

it off. He had been taken, but
good! He really should have in-
spected his merchandise before
accepting it. But the crate had been
sealed.

He was out a very nice chunk
of money.

But, he reminded himself, he
had lots of money. It was for-
tunate he ‘had discovered the
error in time. Now he would jet-
tison the crate in space, and re-
turn to Earth. Perhaps real girls
were best, after all. . ..

He heard the sound of heavy
blows coming from the crate in
the after cabin.

“I guess I'd better take care of
you, honey,” Garvey said, and
walked quickly to the cabin.
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