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You‘ve thought about owming your owm eigh-
teen-wiheeler, but wihat would you be up against if
you owmed a Starship. Sure, business was busi-
ness, and if they could teleport materials from
here to infinity in exactly no time now, fine. But
that didn’t give them the right to make cracks
about Captain Josh Ames’ @lid Starship. . .

The Last Spaceman
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Captain Josh Ames stopped at the
bleak and pitted entrance to Mars-
port entrance ground. His eyes
noted the old scars of the starships,
and the dust that had blown over the
marks, his bushy grey brows came
down, almest hiding the pain that
was in these eyes. Then he dropped
his glanee te the saek in his fingers,
feund a eerner aut of the thin wind,
and began relling a eigaretie.

The crumbled, greenish tobacco
had dried out too much in the arid
atmosphere of Mars, and even the
eddies of wind made it hard to roll.
But he was used to the home grown
product of his ship’s hydroponic
tanks, his fingers completed shaping
the smoke almost automatically,
twisting the ends, and lighting it.
The first draw brought a dry dust
with the smoke, setting him cough-
ifg, but he was used {6 that.

There'd been a time when he'd
been able to find factory made
smokes on the outplanets, but the
teleports had ended that, spreading
the habit of the smoke tubes from
Aldebaran to Betelguese, and re-
placing the honest smell of tobacco
with the perfumed stench of their
drugs.

Damn the teleports! Josh looked
back at the opulent tower of Tele-
port, Inc. Even at the distance from
the main part of Marsport, he could
see the trucks moving at a steady
stream into the huge building.

But he jerked his eyes back to the
field. After forty years of driving
through the starways, it wasn’t good

to look at the nemesis that had
killed the old stellar traffic. Sure,
business was business, if they could
teleport materials from here to in-
finity in exactly no time, and at a
tenth of the rate it took by ship, it
was natural for people to use thein
service. Even he'd been awed when
they first explained to him how the
teleports eperated by mefely con-
verting the matter inte waves ol
efergy and then transmitting
through spaee te the telepert en the
desired pert-efwalll where the
energy was transfermed Back inte
the eriginal matter. But the Tele-
pert men, A their feelish mMareen
HRiferms didn‘t have te g8 swagger-
ing areund, making cracks aBeut
fhe men whe had epened 4p the
plangts and the werlds beyshd:

There’d always be a need for men
who could drive out into space in
the big ships. Nobody’d ever built a
teleport yet that could handle more
than a ton at a transmittal, and
nobody would accordiing to what
he’d heard. They didn‘t have to get
Jaws passed making it mandatory to
build heavy equipment in units
small enough for the teleports.

Out on the field, a planetary
ferry-boat came roaring in, its big
stacks spitting down flame, for a
sloppy landing. They still used them
for short-run loads where it was
cheaper to ship full assemblies,
pilings, logs and similar materials as
they were, rather than cutting to fit
the teleports.

And by Harry, the same held true



for interstellar shipping - or would
be true if Teleport didnt take a loss
in disassembling and reassembling,
just to make sure it had no competi-
tien. Josh could still take a load ot
green “flikka” timber out past
Deneb fof less than Teleport could
handle i, if they’d be honest about
it. He had dene it before, and he'd
de it again - if he eeuld find a ship-
per with guis ensugh 8 fisk it
MIRUS MSranee.

But now that Teleport had man-
aged to get control of the old inter-

stellar insurance agencies and
refused to insure the starships
agaimst loss. . .

The dust sent up little whorls as
his feet went out across the field
toward the Titwillow. The big ship
drew nearer, and Josh let his glance
go over her again. Eight hundred
feet up she thrust her nose against
the sky, a bit squat and wide for
beauty, scarfed by the ion streams
of space, but the best darn ship that
ever grew space legs. Twenty years
he worked, traded and fought his
way until she was his. And new
twenty years she’d been home, wife
and methef te him. She lay there
walting, her nese pelnted fe the
stars; her helds empty.

Pete Mcintosh came out firom
her, a wizened, gnarled little Scots-
man sucking at a pipe that had been
unfilled for as long as Josh could
remember. The engineer stopped,
studying Josh. “How’s it?* he
asked. Josh shrugged tiredly. “No
cargo in Marsport - unless we want

to ferry ‘mikkla’ roots back to
Eaatth! How about overhaul? Did
you see the Gannet oitinersd?”

“Saw 'em,” Mcintosh nodded.
“Tihey re loaded up with work for
Teleport, making housings. Josh,
there ain't a machine shop on Mars
that can handle the retubing for the
‘Titwillow.” Gannet’s told me so,
and they oeught te knew. What we
gonna de mew”?"

*Shiip back the ‘mikkla’ momttsd!*

Mcintosh stared dumbly at him,
and he nodded. They'd lose money
on the deal - they weren’t equipped
for the quick Joading and unloading
that made planetary ferry-work pay
off slightly. “Gatta, Pete. Only way
we can get clearance to Dock City
on Earth is with a lead - and we
gotta retube the ‘Tltwilllow .
Besides, once we get earthside,
there's baund te be cargs!?”

Pete nodded again, doubtfully,
but Josh chose not to see it. There
had to be cargo. Earth was the
center of the Solar trade. And at
Dock City, the finest shops in the
system would be available.

“©et set to take on ‘mikkla’. We
blast off as soon as it's alvaand

But it was a week later before the
final clearance was through and the
‘Titwillow' rose upwards on a
shakey pair of legs. The tubes were
misfiring, as they had done for the
past year and the huge roots had
been stowed away sloppily, leaving
a list to the starboard that Josh
could barely overcome with the side
rockets. He fought her, as he’d been



fighting her since the tube trouble
began, but she went up. And Mars
dropped behind. Finally, Josh
reached out for the lever and cut
overdrive in.

The automatic threw it out at
once, seemingly, but now Earth lay a
bare four thousand miles below.
The few million miles of planetary
distance meant nothing to a ship on
overdrive, capable of cutting
through all the space between the
suns like a train passing telegraph
poles. From below, the speaker sent
up Pete’s whistle, but Josh ignored
it. Se everdrive wash’t meant e be
sed between planets; he was in a
Rurry.

He sent down inquiring signals,
and the automatic radar on Earth
gave a routine answer directing him
in. It was a formality now, though
there had been a time when the star-
ships had to wait outside the orbits
until there was room to land. He
threw on the tubes, muttering as the
growl came thru the hull from mis-
firing; the ‘Titwillow’ couldn't take
much more in her condition, with
the badly loaded ‘mikklke™ roots
adding to the strain,

Josh reached for the vernier on
his timer breathing on it gently, and
hit the overdrive again. From
below, a savage groan and stream of
curses came up and he could hear
Pete’s feet hit the corridor. Then
Dock City slapped onto the screens,
less than half a mile below, and the
‘Titwillow’ was coming down on her
tail, sliding over toward the edge of

the field.

For a second, Josh let his eyes
turn to the engineer, frozen in the
door to the control room, perspira-
tion oozing from his fforehead.
“YWow run the engines, Pete. TI'll
pilot, . .””

Pete stared incredously at the
screen, watching as the ground
came up, biting at the broken stem
of his pipe. Outside, the whine of
the stacks rose to a roar as they
touched the surface, and then the
‘Titwillow® was down and the
rockets were off.

Josh’s legs might have been a bit
unsteady as he sank back into his
chair, but he grinned. “QOwerdrive
can be used that way, Pete. . .when
it has to be. It beats burning out a
tube.” He pointed to the iimdiicator
that was flashing crimson on the
board. “Numiber two passed critical
limits on the takeoff. Until we get
new tubing, we're girowmdtat”

The Scotsmam wiped off the
sweat, stared out through the port
as the ground lay below, and
nodded, “If we get mettuthivgy "

“We21ll get it - we have to. This is
Earth."

it was Earth all right. The trucks
had hardly started pulling out the
‘mikkla’ before the jeep drew up
and a thin sallow man came up the
ramp, glanced at Josh’s cap, and
pointed to the ship.

“©mn her? Good. I'll give you
fifty-five thousand, move her
mysellff.”

Josh shook his head and cocked



his eyebrows, trying to make sense
of it. “Yaw're trying to buy the “Tit-
willbow) 7

“Wiat elka??”

“Not for sale. And she's worth
twenty times tiett ™

“Not for scrap she ismt™ The
man’s eyes were apppraising, hard
and a little amused. “lLowk, 1 get
'em all; sooner or later, they all
come back here, if they can make it.
Once we used parts for some to fix
others and they were worth more,
Now. . .well, as far as 1 know
you've got the last one out. And
brother, dees she need scrapping?
You ean’t tell me you made that last
jump on everdrive to show off - 1
eould smell tube fusings as 1 eame
within a mile ef her. Tep priee, take
it 8r leave it. She's ne geed for
planetary féirp werks*

Yeah, it was Earth, Josh thought;
out on the worlds beyond Sol, they
still felt some awe of the big ships
that had made the starships pos-
sible. But here, business was
business.

“You got any tubes that are in A-
1 conditiem?” he asked quietly but
some of the urgency in his mind
must have come thru, the other
Jooked at him and amusement
increased.

“Sure - for a price. I've got a
whole set in original packing out in
the scrap pile. You can have 'em for
fifty bucks apiece. . .if you want,
you can have a dozen of them at the
same price. But if you want them in-
stalled, well. . .that’s something

else. Oh, we can do it. Acme Scrap
used to be Acme Refitting. But we'd
have to reassemble the shops and do
half of it by hand labor by now.
Fifty thousand to reline her, or I'll
pay fifty thousand for her scrap
value. Better sell now before the
price diropss’”

Josh considered his knuckles, and
decided the guy would still be
amused if he did take a good swing
at his jaw, besides it might be only
more wasted time. He forced a grin
onto his face. “I'l give you thirty-
thousand for the jotb.””

Surprisingly, that wiped out the
amusement.

“Woou kidding?. . .You’re not.
You really want her retubed.” He
was suddenly businesslike. Cash in
advance. And it will cost you forty-
thousamdl.™

““Miity-two, and that's tiopss ™

“Wmmm. If this weren't the slack
season. . .okay, you've got a deal,
old timer. Stop by the office this
afternoon and we'll draw up the
papers. Better yet, how about now
and split a drink over itt’*

Without the condescending
amusement, some of the hardness
left, leaving Josh with a little less re-
sentment. But he shook his head,
nodding down to the unloading that
still had to be overseen.

The other nodded. “This
afternoon then, Captain Ames. And
my name's Acme, John Acme; and
it's not a phoney. Maybe because we
have the same initials, I'm being
soft about the price - I won’t make



much on the deal. But hang it, I'd
never thought 1'd have such a job
again, and it will make a good story
to tell the kids. Where'd you get the
money amytHoom??"

“Gamibling,” Josh told him
truthfully, neglecting to ' mention
that it had been thirty years before
when he gambled on being able to
get close enough to a sun to rescue a
millignaire party. And it was the last
of the money - once it was gone he'd
be flat broke - without eneugh even
to pay for fuel. “lHow come you get
the ships fer serap when there are
still fubes arowme?”

Ames stared at him doubtfully.
“WHett good are starships with or
without tubes when there is no work
for them?. . .We'lll see yo1!”

He went down the ramp again,
leaving Josh rolling  another
cigarette. But the old captain's
hands were trembling.

“fiihere’s got to be cargo,” he

said slowly. “There always was
cargo.”
Behind him, Pete Mcintosh

sucked at another dry pipe. “‘Sure
Josh, Surme"

Across the field the big pile of
scrap that had once been starships
looked back at them, Josh tossed
aside his ruined cigarette and began
another. ‘“Tiere’s cargo,” he
repeated. “There has to "

But two weeks later, Josh Ames
sat on a plastileather seat in a room
that glistened with chrome and plas-
tic trim, staring at a blank panel.
His fingers fumbled for a cigareite

before he knew what he was doing;
then he reached for the makings,
considered the lack of ashtrays and
gave it up.

The space office had chunued
while he was out in the deeps, and
was now only a corner of the Planet
Ferry-Commamd - and located in a
small part of Teleport, Inc. at that
to make it worse. Once it had been a
building of its own, reserved for
deep spacemen. And in those days
there had been a bulletin board list-
ing eargers while a group of busy
elerks ook dewn lacatiens, alle-
cated jobs, Relped make reuting and
arranged for leading.

Now three old men sat in other
seats taking advantage of the honor-
ary right to use it as a sort of club-
room. There was dust on the closed
window where someone should have
answered about cargoes. The only
life was a sweeper who came
through, making a desultory effort
te find enough work to keep him
out of the way of some superviser
whe might give him a real job. But
from eutside, the busy seunds of the
nermal reutine of Telepert seeped
in.

John stirred, wondering when the
girl would let him see someone in
authority. Finally, he gave up and
reached for tobacco.

Doubtful feet sounded beside
him, and he glanced up to see a
stooped man with a grizzled beard
staring at him. For a second, the
deep-space tan on the other face
held his eyes then he began to pierce



iliru tlne thuaid,

“lid Boyles!™ Josh came te his
feet, his hand out. They'd gradatsd
from the same space academy, same
class. Ed had come from a family
with money and had managed to get
himself a starship of his own right
after  graduation, while Josh
sweated out his own luck, but that
hRadn’t mattered then, just as the
patches on Boyle's jacket mattered
nNew.

“thli Josh. Thought it was you.
Figured L might find somebody I
knew. Hey tobacco! Where’d you
get iwt?"

“Gimoaw it on the “Tittemiloow: ™

“Waw mean. . ." = Puzzlement
came onto the other’s face. “That's
right, 1 did see them retubing a star-
ship. Meamt to g® over there to see
what one, but - well, Ldunno. Still
runmnimg?"

Josih nodded, holding out a liight,
while Ed finished rolling. “$tiil
running. Good for forty more years
now with the new tubes. All I
need. . .What are you dioimgf?"

“@iiler on a planet ferry. Just go
sacked. Too olit”

“@h." There wasn’t much else to
say. Josh had seen the name of Ed's
‘Mary Jane’ on a piece of scrap in
Acme’s pile and knew there was no
use in asking after Ed’s ship. Acme
had apparently told the truth - all
the other ships had apparently been
scrapped or lost. “Wvamt a job?
Potluck, as a second on the °Tit-
willkow 2"

For a second, Ed seemed to hesi-

tate. Then his face split into a grin.
“Tledll you the truth Josh, that’s why
) came here, hoping to find you;
your engineer said I'd find you here.
1 went out there to see the ship - 1
lied to you a little, maybe - and then
I figured. . .”

They let it rest at that while they
smoked. Then Ed stirred. “How’d
you do it Josh? | spent three solid
years here, waiting for cargo while
the field rent ate up every cent 1 had
before | let the ‘Mary Jame’ go—and
her tubes were getting old. You
must be better connestieadl ™"

“ll had enough business to keep
going,” Josh answered slowly.
There was no use telling the other
about the long lean hops between
stars the last few years, out on the
periphery. “II’m waiting for cargo
now.”

Boyles nodded, still puzzied, but
Josh let it go. He had to get cargo
and since there was no other ships
he could ask what he would practi-
cally. Maybe there wasn't much
work, but there had to be some.
Telepoit woeuldn™ bothet wnder-
eutting just to keep one starship off
the lanes.

Them the girl came in, picking her
way past the sleeping older men.
“Wow cam come in now, Mr.
Ames.”

It wasn’t even ‘Captaim Ames'
now, it seemed. But Josh shrugged
and got up to follow her, motioning
Ed Boyles to follow. Well, it had
taken two weeks of waiting but it
had finally paid off. Now, even if it



was a light cargo, he'd have enough
to refuel and get off the planet—and
they’d know here where the picking
was best; so he could go next where
they had work waiting for him.

He followed out of the little
room, down the halls into the main
shipping center of Teleport. The giri
Jed him past the main offices,
through main corridors and finally
into a little office where a lean
young man with troubled eyes and a
Jook that would have made a star-
ship man of him once, nodded awk-
wardly.

“Caytizin
‘Titwillow’ ™

Josh flipped over his identity
cards, and the young man ran
through them, not seeming to
bother reading them.

Finally he cleared his throat. “As
you know, Captain Ames, Teleport
has taken over the former space
office. Normally we don’t operate it
as a functioming thing, but. . .well,
I've been able to do some imvestigat-
ing for you. We like to observe the
courtesies. Afteralll your ship and
Teleport are the only ones, left in the
business, and we might as well be
friendly rivglks®”

He tried a small laugh, but it
didn’t come off well. Josh frowned.
“Amdl besides, your charter in
taking over space Office says you're
responsible for clearing cargo for
starships and your Teleport charter
on the periphery depends on having
a space Office. 1 looked it wypn’”

“Yeah."” The man laughed again,

Ames, Starship

more heartily this time. “Okay
Captain Ames, you're might—we’re
compelled to route you if we can
find cargo, and confidentially we’d
be happier if we could keep a star-
ship operatiing at least until the right
bills can be put through World Pat-
liament to get arouwnd the eld
menepely elaim. If we feund a
§hipser,,’ yeu'd get his business,
Uf: N ."‘

Josh waited. “Well??"

“Tere’s no business to be had.
No shipper will take the risk without
insurance, particularly when it takes
weeks to deliver, and we can
teleport there in no time—Iliterally.
Even if Teleport were to subsidize
you, we couldn’t get the business for
you. Toward the last, too many
ships cracked wp.””

“But 1've got
instillked! >

“Amd you were observed making
a planet landing practically in over-
drive. It made a nice story for the
papers—but it isn’t the sort of thing
that would make shippers want you
carrying for them. There’s just no
work to be had for yow ™’

Josh looked at the man slowly,
trying to read duplicity into his fface,
but it wouldn’t wash. The boy was
sincere enough—and on his desk
was a group of memos with enough
of the contents showing to prove
that he’d been working at it.

“Mhat’s allP?”

“That’s all Captain Ames. Tele-
port can’t help you. I'm afraid.
However, if you'd like to sell the

new tubes



‘Titwillow', we might get you a
better than normal price offered for
scrap. No?. . .No, ] suppose not.
Well you might call me in a week.
I'll keep trying. Just ask for Mr,
Dilkakar.”

Boyles started to cut off as they
came near the field, but Josh pulled
him back. “Theire’s still food in the
galley, Ed. And if Teleport won't
get me cargo, I'll get my owm.”

But he couldn’t even make him-
self believe it now. The boy had
been the wrong sort to stall him off.
If it had been one of the usual office
flunkies, he might have called it
cheap politics, but Dikter hadn't
been fooling.

He kept most of the thoughts
from his mind as he crossed the
field, roundiing past the squat tubs
that were loaded with cargo for
Venus and lo, carrying fertilizer
that was too odorous for Teleport to
handle, without first processing it to
kill the smell. He watched the
sloppy uniforms around the tubs
and shoek his head, the men mann-
ing the ferries weuldn't have been
allewed aboard a fuel tender, In the
old days. New this was all that was
left. Then they hit teward the epen
end of the field and tewards the
sheds where Aeme serap had finally
finished with the retubing ef the
‘Titwillew*. She steed  there,
shewing up against the dull red of
sunse. THe fast ef the aeRines
Aeme had used were pulling away,
and the elean palish of tube brazings
stosd eyt shatply against Rer pitted

hull. Acme might have beem high-
handled at first, but he'd done a
good job; Josh had no complaimt on
that score. The ‘Titwillow® was
vood for decades now—or would
be, with her holds filled and star-
landings te be made.

Boyles sighed beside him, accept-
ing the makings of another cigarette
silently. Then they reached for the
ramp and stopped by commaon con-
sent Jooking out over the big desert-
ed field.

“U hear they're planning on mov-
ing the ferry service out further,
gonna turn this into a big pank
Boyles said finally.

Josh nodded and turmed back
toward the entrance, just as a shout
came from below. John Acme was
down there, inspecting the job on
the tubes.

“Satisfied? But 1 don‘t have to
ask that. Never did a prettier job,
even when Dad was running this as a
repair center. When you moving her
out, Ames??”"

“Petty soom,” Josh answered.
““Yeeih, as soon as. . .

But he couldn’t even say it, Acme
waited, then shrugged. “iit1ll have to
be soon, Ames. Accordiing to the
old contract form we used, you've
got the right to stay here three days
from corpletion. ., .and 1 guess I
can stretch it a little. But next week [
have a buneh of heavy trucks
corming in to delliver serap, and I'll
need every bit of this for the ¢ranes.
If you find eargo by then, I'll even
let you load, but by next week—



that’s itt*

“Yeah". Josh tried to think of
somethiing to say and failed. Finally,
he gave up. “"Qkay Mr. Acme".

Acme hesitated a momemt llonger,
then he shrugged and went back to
his office. Boyles was standing back
by the ramp, acting as if he had
heard nothing, and Pete Mc¢intosh
was talking to him. From Pete's

face, it was obvious he had lesrned,

of the news from Boyles.

“Sugpper’s on Josh,” Mclintosh
broke the silence. “Mhere’s enough
for Ed tam.””

They went up together none of
them looking too carefullly about as
they headed into the living quarters.
It had been ten years since Ed
Boyles had come aboard the ‘Tit-
willow', out around Rigel, when his
‘Mary Jane’ had docked along side.
Then there had been a reguiar crew,
and a cook even. The decks had
been clean and the brightwork
sparkled. She was still a clean ship
and always would be with Jesh run-
ning Rer. But the last five year,
while Jesh and Pete had learned {6
fUn her alene, Rad taken their tell in
appearance.

“How much does it cost at the
official Dock?”” Josh asked Ed at
last. “Tey got space enough now,
and with no business, not attendents
it ought to be clieqn’”

“Ciity ‘ordinance still stands.
When you dock, they have to dig up
some bum to dummy as an attend-
ent. Rates are still a thousand a
week, just tqQ lie to. By the way, did I

ever tell you what happened in New
Irkusk.

Josin listened dutifully, but his
mind went on clicking along in the
same rut in spite of Ed’s attemmyt to
chamge the subject. He had exactly
one hundred and seventy-three
dollars left —=not enowugh to deck for
a single day. Thiee was barely
enough fuel in the tanks te lIfy the
‘Titwillow" inte new spaee even if it
st Mething:

But it would lift her once she got
up, the overdrive could operate.
There was still fuel enougih for that.
They might not be able to land
again, but the old ' Titwillow’ could
head out into deep space. foxd was
enough, or there should be. They
stocked up om that whem trie shipper
out aroumd Antares had gone broke
and was unable to pay the drayage.

He comsidered it slowly letting the
decision sink in. Amd finally he
knew there was no other way. He'd
never question the traditioms of
Space Office; and he didn’t intend
to change now; a man didn’t junk a
good ship no matter what the others
had done.

But first he'd have to get Ed and
Pete out on some pretext. It would
be tough, taking off without some
one in the engine room, but it could
be done, he guessed.

Then as he relaxed, he heard the
call from outside. Pete had heard it
too and was already throwing the

ramp down for Johm Acme to
board.
“iDiikter of Teleport om the



phone,’” he announced. “iHe says he
has a job for you.

Life came back into Josh’s legs,
and he was down the ramp before
Pete’s sudden yell could be echoed
by Ed Boyles across the little strip of
field. He spotted the phone in the
office and grabbed it staring at the
panel where Dikter’s grinning face
was looking out.

“Wom want me?”"

“I sure did, Captain Ames.” The
boy was beaming now. I've got
it — the obvious — so blamed
obvious, 1 never even thought of it
though 1 knew vaguely there was
supposed to be another starship
operating. How’d you like te have a
lifetime charter—and at good rates
with just one catch?””

Josh sat back slowly, as Acme
came back into the office, and be-
gan reaching for the makings.
“©kay son, let's have it. Where's
the catain??

“That you take me along. I'm
sick of office work—amd Dad was a
starship captain ones: ™

He waited for Josh’s nod and be-
gan giving details. Acme listened in,
for a moment and held out a con-
gratulatory hand, the man’s smile
was still amused, but sincere
enough now.

They began loading in the morn-
ing, first the bright trucks with fuel
running their hoses up and shooting
a stream into the empty belly of the
waiting ‘Titwillow’. Then Dikter
came, a boy in working clothes,
somehow gangling and awkward in

Kamnedy Spaxe Centar, Flerida - The
Apille 1§ Saturn V space vehidle
uitrsaks skyword paist Flaidda land-
wope at five start of NKSA’s elghth
veyaga to the meen. (Lifteff recsoded
af 12134 P.M. ESTSH/A8/T3)

his new job he'd elbowed his way
into.
“Alll right kid, tell us what the
devil we're carrying; "
That was the one thing the bey
tentinued’ on page 66)
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1 HAD PUT on my pressure suit, and
was walking through the roundhouse at
Eastport, the Martian rail center, when
I saw the stocky, big-chested guv with
the purplish, mahogany-colored face
come toward me. | knew at a glance that
he was an Indian of some kind.
"Senor!” he said.

I stopped, politely, and faced him.

“Senor, | am your new engineer-
relief.”

That hit me. On Mars, I had run into
every creed and race at one time or an-
other. But white men operated the big
steam-atomics across the endless plains,
and through the mountains, and along



the frozen canals. The reason was very
simple. White supremacy was taken for
granted.

1 tried to hide my surprise. “Glad to
have you along,” 1 said. “Better get
into your pressure suit. We go out in
thirty minutes. What's your name?
Mine's Hecton. Bill Hectom."

‘Jose Incuhana. 1 don't wear a pres-
sure suit."

"Sounds like South America,” 1 be-
gan—and stopped. "'Look, Joe,” 1 said
finally, “be a good fellow and go over
to the equipment room and ask for an
HA-2. Make it snappy, pal. It takes a
Jittle while to get into those things. Be
seeing you in about twenty mmimutes.”

I turned away awkwardly in my own
bulky HA-2. 1 never did tare for pres-
sure suits, but on Mars, with its thin,
thin atmosphere, they're essential to
ordinaey human beings who leave the
shelters.

1 had walked about five feet when
1 grew aware that Jose was still with
me. He sard, "You can see me right
now, Senor Hecton." He sounded
puzzled.

1 turned and faced him, holding in
my impatience. “Joe, when did you get
to Mars?"

He looked at me soberly with his
soft brown eyes. “Two days, semor.”
He held up two fimgers.

“Have you been out there yett?" 1
pointed at the desolation visible through
the asbesglas window.

He nodded. “Yesterday."

His eyes were bright and intelligent
looking, and they stared at me as if he
was still waiting for the punch line,
Baffled, 1 glanced around, and saw
Roundhouse Superintendent Manet.
"Heey, Charles!' T called.

Manet, a big Frenchman with a
twinkle in his black eyes, came over.
He said, "Glad to see you two have
been getting acguimtiesd.”

“Charles,” 1 said, “tell Joe about
Mars. That the oxygen content of the
air is about what we have five miles up
back home. Tell him about high alti-
tude suits."

Manet shook his-head. "Bill, Senor
Incuhna :s from the Andes Mountains.
He was born in a town 18,000 feet
above sea level. Mars is just another
mountain top to him."

He broke off. “Oh, there's Erank.
Hey, Frank, come over here!™

Frank Gray was rod-man on the en-
gine's atomic-heated boiler unit. He
strode over, a lean, tense man looking
huge in his suit. He was inroduced to
Senor Incuhna. started to put out his
hand, and then drew back with a frown.

"What's going on here?" he said.
"“I’m near the head of the list to become
engineer. Who is bringing in out-
sidiers?"

He didn't wait for a reply, but went
on angrily, "I remember now. I've
heard of this Indian idea. 1t's an insult
to a good technician. Wihat are they
trying to do? Make us think we're just
a bunch of day |ifurers?"

Manet said placatingly, “fFamk, you
are a good enough scientist to feﬂllze
that if we can get people who can ac-
tually llivee—"

He stopped. Frank had turned away.
We stood silent, watching him walk
off. I glanced at Jose, but his face was
impassive. Manet took out his watch.

'Better get aboard,” he said. “"There
will be a few gadgets to show Jose,
and you check out in exactly sixteen
minutes.”



On the dot, the steam-atomic loco-
motive, Di=eert Ratr, was eased by an
electric mule into the huge chamber
which served as an airlock between the
roundhouse and the Martian outdoors.
A few moments later, I edged open her
throttle. Sliding forward under her own
thunderous power, she moved onto the
frozen tracks of "outside™.

In the east, the sun was just tipping
the horizon.

* * *

1 pointed, and called to Jose through
the walkie-talkie in my head globe. He
came over from his seat, and followed
my finger with his eyes.

"lce, senor?" he said.

"Ice," I agreed,

Frozen rivulets streaked the metal
outer walls. I ran my gaze backward
from the bulging front-cab. The door
of the decompression chamber was just
closing behind us, yet everywhere 1
looked the long, streamlined locomo-
tive already glistened where moisture
had condensed and instantly solidified.

Seventy below. A typical winter dawn
in the temperate zone of Mars. Ahead
of us, bleak and glittery on the flat
plain, was the small Earth settlement
of Eastport, center of a great mining
area. We glided past the interconnected
domes, inside which people lived in
apartment units. Lines of railway tracks
led into the principle domes, but the
cars that were going with ws—includ-
ing a pressure-type passenger car—had
already been coupled to the head of a
long train of ore dumps.

I backed till we connected, then I
slid open the door, and climbed down
to the ground. The sun shone directly
into my eyes from a sky that was a
deep blue-black. Above, the stars were

still visible. They'd be with us all day.

I looked back. Jose was at the deor.
I called up: “Better shut the diar!

I heaved myself into the passemger
car, went through the airlock inside,
and into the comfortable interior. 1 took
a quick glance at the men who were
sitting in the bar, and realized 1 was
piloting an important train. There were
four' top rail executives whom I knew,
and one man who was introduced as
Philip Barron, just arrived from Earth.
He was a heavily built man with curly
brown hair and blue-gtey eyes that
looked as hatd as agates.

Vice-president ‘Henry Wade began:
"Billl, our head offices back home have
gotten hold of this Andean Indian no-
tion, see it as a cheap way of doing
business; and so they're going to popu-
late Mars with them. It's a blind man's
deal. In a few years, there'll be tens of
thousands of them; they'll stage a revo-
lution and claim Mars as their private
precinct, including expropriation of all
:]he priceless equipment we've brought

ere."”

Another man broke in: “How did he
strike you, Bill »*

"Joe seems to be all right.” I spoke
carefully.

"“Think he can live in this clinmate?"

I hesitated. “Seems to be able to
breathe the air,"” I said finally.

A third executive laughed ironically.
"One of the new men,” he said. “The
true Martian human. Hundreds more
being technically trained. Womnwen, too.
Soon people like you and me, Bill, will
just be memories in the Martial rail
history."

"IlLike hell we will,” said Vice-presi-
dent Wade.

But the other man's words made me



uneasy. There were times when I cursed
this route and this life, but more often
1 couldn't imagine anything 1'd rather
do. Besides, the pay was terrific.

Wade looked at me soberly. “You're
going to be asked to give your estimate
of him. Our idea is that he should be
made to stack up to a high stamdardi”

I said with a shrug, “I can't see this
deal depending on my »

Wade replied earnestly, “It'll de-
pend on many things. Superficially, the
notion appears to have merit. It's only
when you examine it as a whole that
you perceive the damger."

Barron, the only Earthside executive
present, stood up and offered me his
hand. He said, "[t's not so bad as they
make it sound. We're starting off with
eighteen Indians in different types of
work. 1 admit in the long run it's going
to save money. Fewer dome shelters, an
easing of compression costs, perhaps
even a little profit for the shareholders.
Is that bad? 1 don't think se."

As I climbed into the cab a few min-
utes later, I saw Frank Gray disappear
into his section. I looked questioningly
at Jose, but his face told me nothing.
I hesitated, but Frank was a friend of
mine and Jose wasn't; 1 decided to ask
no questions, “Start her off' I said
curtly.

The train began to move, and I
looked at my watch. We were eight
minutes late. We had about five hun-
dred miles to go before dark, not a
great distance unless something went
wrong. On Marts in winter, trains didn't
run on night schedules. Extreme low
temperatures made the rails danger-
ously brittle.

"Keep her down to twenty miles per
hour,” I said presently.

Jose nodded, but looked puzzled.
Seeing him sitting there, warmlﬁ clothed
but not in a pressure suit, I began to
feel something of the tension that had
been in the other men. “Joe,” I said
suddenly, “what kind of lungs have
you gott?"

He was no dumb Indian. He had
been told about himself, and he gave.
Andean man has lungs bigger than
normal with more blood vessels in
them, His heart can do at least an
eighth more work than the heart of sea
level man. His blood vessels carry a
geeater volume of blood, and his nerve
cells are less sensitive to oxygen star-
vation.

When the Spaniards first came to
places like Peru and Bolivia, they dis-
covered that neither pigs nor birds,
cattle nor Spaniards could breed above
ten thousand feet. It was only,after a
generation had lived at about eight
thousand feet that the descendants
were able to reproduce at fourteen thou-
sand. The Indians had been there be-
fore them from time iimmemorial,

The facts and figures gave me a sink-
ing sensation. I looked at Jose's pur-
plish-red complexion, and realized that
he cosit{ be a Martian. But it was ob-
vious that I couldn’t.

I saw the pile beside the tracks far
ahead before Jose did, I expected it, of
course; and so I waited, wondering
how long it would take him to spot the
object. Twenty seconds went by, and
then he pointed.

I sighed. No sign of oxygen starva-
tion with that kind of vision.

“Stact braking her!" I ordered.

He looked at me with some surprise,
and I know he was thinking it was too
soon. He was not making due allow-



ance for the fact that it took a lot longer
to stop a train on Mars. Same mass as
on Earth, but less weight, less friction.
We came to a halt, the wheels grinding
on the rails, the engine panting and
shuddering.

There was no one in sight, only the
huge bag lying beside the tracks. I
guessed there was about two tons of
rock inside the bag. “I'll go outside," I
told Joe. “Tihen you drive forward till
I wave for you to stop.”

He nodded his acceptance of my in-
structions. As I slid the door open, he
pulled his big collar up over his ears:
and, when 1 had climbed to the ground,
he came over and shut the dogr.

It was not quite so cold as it had
been. 1 guessed the temperature had
come up to fifty below. The long train
started as I motioned Jose—and stopped
when I waved. I used the "claw”, a
small crane which we carried for the
purpose of lifting such bundles into an
ore car. And presently 1 was back in-
side the engine cab.

I said, "You can speed up now.™

The speedometer climbed. At sev-
enty, Jose leveled her off. He ex-
plained: "I don't know enough about
this terrain, senor, to go any faster."

I nodded, and took control. The
speedometer needle edged higher. Jose
said, "That bag of stuff, Bill—" He
almost said it "Beel"—"Wwho put it be-
side the tradk?"

I'd been wondering if he would show
any curiosity. “A race of small, furry
creatures,” I answered. "They're veey
shy. They live underground, and dig
ore for us.” I grinned at his puzzled
expression. "We don't want the ore,
because it's usually only rock. We're
interested in the material of the bags.

It's as thin as paper, compietely trans-
parent, and yet it can withstand the
weight of tons of rock. They manufac-
ture it from their own bodies, much the
way spiders produce webs. We can't
seem to make them understand that we
want only the bags."

We did the next fifty miles at an
average of 84 miles per hour. It was a
straight ‘run, and it was like gliding
along on.ice. On every side was a filat
waste of sand that had not changed in
all the years since I had first seen it.
The sun was climbing in a sky that was
bluer now, the stats faint but still vis-
ible. We plunged through that barren
world to the hiss of the high speed
steam turbines, and the hum of the
gears that transmitted their pewer to
the wheels. 1 felt more than human. I
Wias the master of a juggernaut that
vielated the ancient silences of a planet
millions of miles remete from the
planet Earth.

As I saw the hills in the distance rear-
ing up like low mounds, 1 began to
slow. On the panel a red light blinked.
"8 miles”, the indicator said. I applied
the brakes.

Jose pointed questioningly at the
winking light.

'Sand on the tracks,” I said.

Dune country. Sand so fine that even
the thin winds of Mars could lift it. In
motion, it looked like trailing smoke.
As far as the eye could see there were
gusts of it blowing, and here and there
the rails had completely disappeared
under the diifting stuff.

We moved in fits and starts, swiftly
when the track looked clear, and very
slow, with our blowers whining and
hissing, where there was sand. Alto-
gether, about an hour and a half went



by before, once again, the roadbed be-
jonged to us.

Halfway. And only a few minutes
after ten o'clock. YWe were first. Jose
slid open the door.

'"Go out ?" he asked.

“Sure."

We were on a rocky plain that was
as crinkled as an old man's face, and
aimost the same grayish color. | watched
Jose scramble over the rocks and head
for a prominence a hundred yards
away It took stiff climbing in places,
but he made it with apparent ease.

I grew aware that Frank had come
into the cab. I glanced at him; and he
said with a sneer, "Showing off to the
big shots.”

I hadn't thought of that. 1t could be
true. Jose knew that he was being tested,
and that there was hostility towards
him, not only from Frank Gray.

There was a faint rumble in the dis-
tance, and then a shrill whistle. The
Prai¢e Dagg rounded the bend and bore
down on us. Glittering in the sun, the
long engine roared past, its thunder
somewhat muffled by the thin air, as
was the trailing clatter of its empty ore
cars. Wien the train had passed, 1 saw
that Frank was going back into the
rod room, and Jose was climbing into
the engine,

I looked him over sharply. He was
breathing heavily, and his cheeks were
mottled. 1 wondered if it was entirely
from- exertion. Our eyes met; and he
must have guessed why 1 was watching
him, for he said quickly, "lt's all right,
senor. ] feel fiire™

I thought 1 detected a note of irony
in his voice. 1 walked to the door,
opened it, and then turned to him.
“Jose,” 1 said, “you'll get an honest

deal from me, I'm going back to the
passenger car. You're on your own from
now on im."

Jose looked startled. Then his strong
jaw set and he said gravely, "Thank
you, semor.”

Wade and the other executives were
astonished when 1 explained what I
had done. But Barron, Earthside execu-
tive, nodded approval. "Afiter all,” he
said, "it's a fair test. Can he run a trait.
on his own, or can't he?” He fimished,
"We can always phone him to stop,
and then send Bill back up to the
engine.”

His words were received in silence,
and from the sullen expressions of the
others 1 guessed that my action was
unpopular. The silence continued while
the train accelerated. I must have dozed
in my chair, because 1 wakened with
a start to realize that the car was shud-
dering and swaying. I took a look out
of the window, and felt alarm as 1 saw
how swiftly the desert was speeding by.

I glanced around quickly. Three of
the men were talking together in low
tones; Wade was dozing, and Barron
sat placidly smoking a cigar. He looked
preoccupied.

I climbed casually to my feet, walked
to the phone and called the engine cab.
After it had rung five times, I got an
uneasy feeling in the pit of my stomach.
I returned to my chair; and it seemed to
me, as | glanced again out of the win-
dow, that the train had actually gained
speed. I groaned inwardly, and, glanc-
ing up, saw that Wade's shrewd brown
eyes were studying me.

“Isn't your man going a little fastt?"
he said.

His assistant snapped angrily, “lrre-
sponsible, if you ask me!"



Barron sighed, and looked at me
gloomily. “Ask him to slow dowm

I went to the phone, and he called
Frank Gray. The phone rang three
times, and then Frank's voice said lazi-
ly, “Hello.”

"Frank," I said in a low tone, “will
you go up to the cab and ask Jose to
slow down ?"

"I can't hear youw,” he said. “'What
do you wamtt?*

I repeated my request, emphasizing
the words but still trying to keep my
voice down.

Frank said irritably, "Stop mum-
bling. I can't hear aword you're saginyg

I had been feeling both sorry for,
and angry with, Jose. But there's only
so much you can do to help a man who's
got himself into a difficult situation.
Clearly, and without worrying about
being overheard, I told Frank what I
wanted. There was silence when I had
fisished. Then:

"“Go to hell' said Frank. "It's not
up to me.”

He stuck to that, despite my argu-
ments. I said finally, "Just a mimted™
And whent back to the group. They lis-
tened in silence, and then Wade whirled
on Barron.

"Look what you've done to us with
that Indian of yours!™

Barron chewed his cigar savagely,
turned and stared out at the spinning
landscape, and then said, “Better order
that rod man to do what Bill said!™

Wade came back presently from the
phone. "I had to give him permission
to use force if necessery.™

A few minutes later, we began to
glow down. By that time Barron was
climbing into a pressure suit, and Wade
had sent his executive assistant to get

a suit for him. They exchanged caustic
comments until the train finally came
to a halt, Barron stubbornly clinging to
the attitude that the defection of one
Andean Indian didn't condemn all
others. I led the way to the engine, and
all T could think about was: What
gowlkld have got into Jose?

Frank opened the cab door for us.
There was no sign of Jose as we climbed
in. Frank explained, "I found him lying
on the floor here gaﬂ)ing for breath, so
1 put him into the rod room and built up
a little pressure” He added compla-
cenitly, “"Nothing wrong with him that
a little oxygen won't cure.”

I Jooked at him for a long moment,
fighting the suspicion in my mind, |
said nothing, however, but made the
necessary adjustments in pressure, and
went into the rod room. I found Jose
sitting on a chair. He looked at me
miserably, but shrugged at my question.

I said earnestly, “Jose, 1 want you to
forget that pride of yours, and tell me
exactly what happemsdi ™

He said unhappily, "I became dizzy,
and I had a feeling like bursting. Then
I do not know what happemedi*

"Wihy did you speed up the traim?"

He blinked at me, his dark eyes wide
and uncomprehending. *Senor," he said
at last, ¥I do not rememlinen.”

"My guess,"” said Frank from behind
me, “is that we ran into a low pressure
area, and as far as he was concerned
it was the last straw.™

I shook my head. 1 was remember-
ing how Jose had matched my vision
early that morning, and remembering
also the way he had climbed the hill at
Halfway. The stamina he had displayed
in those two incidents wouldn't have
yielded to a slight change in atmos-



pheric pressure. Also, the cab deors
were closed. Since they were nearly air-
tight, the pressure inside the cab would
hardly be that sensitive to temporary
changes outside.

I turned and looked at Erank. He
stared back at me defiantly. Twice, I
started to speak, but each time I remem-
bered how long we'd been friends, and
remained silent. Over his shoulder, I saw
that Barron was examining the air pres-
sure gauges and conttols for the inside
of the engine. He walked over to Wade
and spoke in a low voice that sounded
grim-. The viee-president kept shaking

is head, and ended the conversation
by geing ever to Frank. He held out
hils hand.

“Mr. Gray," he said in a too-loud
voice, "I want to thank you for saving
us from being wrecked. Just remember,
I'm behind you all the way.”

Barron was tugging at my arm. |
went with him out into the cab. He said
quietly, “Is it possible to control the
air pressure in the cab from the rod
room?*

Since he could have obtained that in-
formation from other sources, I didn't
hesitate. "Yes,"” I said.

Barron went on, "Did the Indian
show any signs of oyxgen starvation in
your presemue?"

AL One‘.'

“Have you any idea whether your rod
man is hostile to this notion of bring-
ing in the Indizus?"

*[ have no idea," I said. I looked at
my watch. “But I think we'd better get
going. We're 43 iftinutes late.”

Under way again, I left Jose at the
throttle, and stepped into the rod room.
Frank was adjusting temperatures, and
I waited patiently till the gauge read-

ings balanced. Then, he looked at me.
I said, " st

He didn't deny it. “it's now or nev-
er,” he said.

"“Tihen you admit you reduced the air
pressure on Jose?™

His tanned face grinned at me
through the transparent visor of his
suit. "I admit nothing,"” he said, “but
I'm going to wreck that little buzzard's
plans if it's the last thing I ever do. And
I have an idea I'll get all the backing
I fieed™

I tried to make him see that if there
were any human beings at all who could
live on Mars without artifice, then no
one could fairly deny them the right
to do so.

“Call hiim a human beimg?"’ Frank
sneered.

I stared at him, and in that moment
my feeling of friendship disappeared.
I said very slowly, “If you bother him
again on duty, I'll take it out-of your
hide.”

Frank looked at me sullenly. “I've
been wondering just where you stood,"
he said. "“Thenks for telling me."

For an hour we roiled along through
a rock-strewn wasteland, and then we
came to an area of low hills and green
sheets of canal ice. I was telling Jose
that the toughest part of the run was
over when the red light-began to blink.

He looked at me. *'Samdi?"

I shook my head, frowning. "Not
here. Something must be on the tracks,
or crossing them."

It was a sand lizard, eighteen feet of
senseless scarlet and yellow monstros-
ity. It had caught its leg under the track
between the two ties. All the beast had
to do to free itself was to cease pulling
forward, but it was too moronic for that.



Wade phoned me; but lost interest
as soon as I explained why we'd
stopped, “You know how to handle
them," he said. And rang off.

I knew the technique all right, but I
wasn't happy about it. I explained to
Jose that men who hunted the creature
wore an over-suit of the super-resistant
material we'd picked up at the begin-
ning of our trip. It provided protection
against a casual slash, though even it
was not muech help in a direct attack.
In an emetgency, safety lay behind the
creature. Out of sight with jt was eut
of mind.

Frank Gray sauntered out into the
cab. He shook his head when I sug-
gested that he and I help the lizard to
free itself. He said, "That thing lives
off a particulacly tough cactus. It's got
teeth you could cut rock with.” He fin-
ished satirically, “Joe’s the man to do
the job. If his suit gets torn, it won't
do him any harm.”

Jose picked up a crowbar. "Where is
this over-suit, seman?"*

"We carry extras,” I said reluctantly.
"I'll go with vou.™

The over-suits covered us completely
up to the neck. Above that, my own
rigid vitrolite helmet offered me further
protection. Jose had only his thickly in-
sulated cap. If his people became per-
manent fixtures hereabouts, they'd have
to make provision for such encounters
as this,

I took a long oil gun from the tool
box, and we climbed out of the cab.
As it saw us’ approaching, the lizard
turned its fiery head, and watched us.
But it kept straining steadily forward.

I squirted oil into its fathomless blue
eyes. Then the two of us prodded it
from its left side, its right side and from

behind. In response, the'llizard hissed
with its tongue, and made a rattling
sound with its throat. But it continued
to tug forward in that idiotic fashion.

The sun sagged towards mid-after-
noon. Patiently, Jose and I kept pok-
ing at the beast until, finally, some
mental circuit seemed to close inside its
brain. It ceased its forward movement.
Hissing, it turned as if to come after us.

Its leg slipped easily and naturally
from under the track. And it was free,

“Jose!” 1 yelled. “Get behind it."

The footing wasn't too good in the
shifting sand, and Jose moved a little
awkwardly. Four inch talons whipped
the air so close to his cheek that I held
my breath. Then he was behind the
creature, which stopped turning, evi-
dently having forgotten his existence.

The last we saw of it, it was labori-
ously climbing over a rock—iimstead of
around jt—and heading away from the
tracks.

As we turned back toward the en-
gine, there was a swish and a clank,
and the long train moved towards us. I
caught sight of Frank Gray high in the
cab sitting at the controls. He waved
mockingly as the powerful locometive
glided past us, gathering speed with
every yard.

I grabbed at the handrail as it swept
by, caught hold, and hung on with
everything I had. Grimly, I reached for
the npext rung— just as the cab deor
above me slid open. Frank bent dewn
and with a long wrench banged me on'
the fingers. Despite the protection of
my heavy gloves, the instant paln and
numbness broke held. Willdly, |
grabbed at the rung belew with iy
other hand.

Frank knelt, and swung his wrench



again. This time he missed, but he drew
sparks from the metal. I'd had enough,
however. 1 couldn't let him cripgle my
other hand. It might send me under the
wheels. Before he could strike again, I
lowered my feet to the ground, started
funning, and let go.

I pitched headlong into the gravel
of the roadbed. The cushion of air in
my pressure suit saved me from serious
injury. But I was gasping as I scrambled
shakily to my feet. My plan was to
swing aboard the ore car, but as I fell
in beside the train, running as swiftly
in my bulky elothing as I could, I re-
ealized the train was going tee fast. I
was abeut t6 glve up when a hand llke
iren grabbed the seruff of my neek

"Senor, rur\”

I ran till the salt of exhaustion was
in my mouth, until I could hardly see
because of the tears in my eyes. I
fumbled blindly for a rung of the ore
car ladder to which Jose was clinging.

With his clutch supporting most of
my weight, 1 caught that rung; and
presently we lay on top of the car gasp-
ing for breath.

I stood up, still shaky. "I don't know
what that buzzard is up to,” I said,
when I could speak again, “but we're
going into the passenger car, and sit it
out.”

Our sudden appearance caused a mi*
nor sensation. I explained briefly what
had happened, then picked up the
phone and called the engine. It rang
three times, and the line went dead.
Since all power on the train was sup-
plied by the locomotive, it seemed evi-
dent that Frank had cut the telephone
system. His purpose was obvious — to
prevent us from calling Marsopolis, out
destination.

Silently, I cursed my stupidity for
not having called there first. Frank
might not have thought of it in time to
stop me.

An official was shrugging. "He's be-
having very foolishly. He can hardly
wreck the train without danger to him-
self. All we have to do is sit tight.”

A sudden thought struck me. I went
to the gauge panel. The pressure was a
full pound low, and the temperature
was down slightly. I turned to the oth-
ers, frowning.

"I hate to say this, but I'm afraid he's
cut the power for our air condiitiomimg;."

Philip Barron looked pale, but his
eyes were steady. "How lomg?"

“Not more than an hour,"” I said.
"We coulld stand the cold, but we'll all
pass out if the pressure drops much
more than half — all except Jose, that
is.”

There was a grim silence. Then Bar-
ron glanced at Jose musingly, and said
“Yes, there is you. I suppose Gray fig-
ures it'll be his word against that of an
Indian. The arrogant fool! Of cotirse
we could all sign a statement as to what
actually happened, and leave it with
you—"

“To hell with that!" said another
official. "“Tihat ‘might help Jose, and it
might help justice, but what about us?"

I broke in at that point. “You're
overlooking one thing. Jose can stand
low pressure, but he can't breathe poi-
soned air, and he Woulddn't last long out-
side after dark. We have only one
chance.” I turned. "Come on, Jose, let's
get aboard that engine.”

There was a fire axe in each of two
emergency cases at opposite ends of the
car. We armed ourselves with' them,
and a minute later climbed up to the



top of the train and started forward. I
could see the glistening blue and red
locomotive with its bulging cab, and
the figure of Frank Gray sitting in it.

Wihat worried me was that there was
a high-powered rifle in the cab—and
at the moment Jose and I were as ex-

osed as two sitting ducks. I doubted
if Frank would fire unless he had te—
bodies with bullets in them would be
hard to explain away—but the pessi-
bility put a tensien In me.

The shallow Martian sky was already
darkening in the East, and Earth as an
evening star shone brightly above the
declining sun. There was still about an
hour of daylight left, but since we were
well over a hundred miles out, the fact
gave me no comfort. We were in semi-
mountainous countty, and the track was
too winding for high-speed travel,

I pulled my collar more tightly
around my ears, and bent into the
freezing wind. I noticed that Jose
paused often to clap his hands together
as we started forward along the top of
the tank-tender, which carried the en-
gine's water-reserve,

I saw, at this closer range, that Frank
was watching us through the glass. The
rifle lay on the window-ledge beside
him, but hs made no move to pick it up.
Apparently, he was waiting to see what
we were going to do.

I wasn't sure, myself. Get the cab
doors open somehow, and hope to get
in without being shot down.

We climbed to the top of the cab,
and lay prone just above the doors, Jose
on one side, and I on the other. Simul-
taneously, we swung out fire axes down
against the heavy panes of the doors.
Though shatterproof, they were hardly
built to withstand such blows. On my

side, a sizable section of glass broke
loose, and fell inside.

That much was easy. Now, we had
the ticklish problem of getting down
there and reaching inside to unlock the
doors.

1 slid over the edge, and started
down the steel ladder alongside the
door. Jose's face was just disappearing
over the other side. And still we were
all right, being protected by the metal
walls of the cab. To get at us, Frank
weuld have to {:oke his rifle through
the hele in the glass on either side. But
he weuldn't do that. He'd sit there
amidships, and try te pot the first hand
that reaehed in. After all, time was in
his faver.

The long train glided along into a
gathering twilight. The wheels ground
and squealed with a steely sound. The
engine groaned and shuddered, swaying
as it curved past a steep embankment.
1 was nerving myself for that first, dan-
gerous thrust—wien a shot rang out
inside the cab. It could only mean one
thing. Jose had grabbed first.

Galvanized, 1 reached through the
hole in the glass. And my hope was
that Frank's gun might still be turned
the other way.

Eamiliarity counted. I knew that lock,
and I opened it with one quick twist of
my fingers. And jerked my arm back.

A hole appeared in an unbroken part
of the glass just above where my hand
had been. And another shot sounded.

Hastily, I gave the door a strong push
from the outside. It rolled back with
a bang. And then, there was Frank
standing in the opening, leveling his
rifle at me,

1 pressed flat against the cab, but
realized the futility of that, and struck



at him with the axe. The blow fell short,
as he drew back slightly. I could see
his face through the transparent visor
of his head globe, his lips twisted, his
eyes glittering. In pulling away from
me, he had let the muzzle of the rifle
drop. Now, deliberately, he raised the
gun once more.

As his finger tightened on the trig-
ger, I threw my axe at him. He ducked.
The handle of it brushed his shoulder.

For a third time, the muzzle of the
gun came up; this time it pointed at
my helmet. 1 thought despairingly:
“"We're proving our weakness, Frank
and 1" This whole incident, the very
arrival of Jose on Mars, had happened
because our air supply was so vulnerable.

In some way, 1 had hoped to drive
that fact home to him.

Even as | had the vague thought, |
was stooping low, and trying to swing
through the door into the cab. The rifle
went off practically in my face. And
Frank staggered drunkenly.

At least, that was the way things
seemed to happen.

Wihat amazed me was that the bullet
intended for me went off into the
gathering darkness.

And then a fire axe clattered to the
fioor of the cab out of mowhere—and

the truth dawned on me. Jose had
thrown it from the other door with
enough luck or precision to smash
Frank's head globe.

Frank was reeling. He would have
plunged through the open door if I
hadn't grabbed hiin instinctively. As I
pushed him back inside and followed
him, closing the door behind me, 1 saw
Jose leaning against the opposite wall.
His left arm was dangling, and dripped
blood.

The grayness of shock was in his
face. But he grinned at me as | dragged
the limp body of Frank Gray toward
the rod room, where I could apply pres-
sure and save his life—so that a crimin-
al court could decide what to do with it.

These days, the story of Jose is the
part of my Martian life my kids most
want to hear about. Wihich makes me
feel hopeful. Living here in retirement
in Colorado at 8500 feet, I've managed
to work up a community enthusiasm
for a long-run scheme of mine.

We're building a town at 17,000
feet; and our children are already
spending time up there. We'we got it
all figured out.

Thieéér kids are going to be Martians.

CLASSIOSINN
SCNCERICTIOMN



SEED

by RAYMOND F. JOMES

CHAPTER 1 — THE COLONY

THE SANDS of Mars hate the men
of Earth. That's what the spacemen
say, and they have fought the crimson
deserts long enough to know.

But Nathan Ord looked down from
the window of the ancient jet transport
and wondered if they knew the reason.

He watched the turmoil of the sands,
whipped by the ceaseless winds. He was
seeing it for the first time, yet he felt
instinctive understanding of the hate
this planet held for men.

Mars had been clean before men
came. Clean like a bone drying under
desert skies.

Now it was a garbage dump.
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He looked ahead of him in the cabin
of the ship. There was Joey, the one
legged. joey had never had any more
than one. There was Alice, the twin-
head, one an idiot, the other blessed
with incredible genius.

There wass—

But he knew them so well he could
close his eyes and see them all. They
were the mutants.

They were garbage — and Mars is
Earth's garbage dump.

Lassiter, the heavy faced guard,
moved down the narrow aisle from the
pilot's compartment. He looked over
his charges carefully in preparation for
imminent landing. His shifting weight

was felt in the motion of the decrepit
plane that was bringing them from the
spaceport of Heliopoliis to the Mutant

olony. He sat down with a grunt in
the seat beside Nathan.

“I guess it's about time for me and
you to say goodbye, Doc. It's been nice
knowing somebody like you this trip.
Gets monotonous going back and forth
between here and Earth. Once every
month. It's always the same. Nothing
but these walking nightmares to talk
to. Sometimes 1 feel sorry for them,
but gees it gets you after a while. When
I start dreaming about them, though,
I'm quitting. 1 promised myself that.

I wish 1 could figure out your angle
for sure, Doc. It doesn't make sense.

There wass Alixe the twiinkbed (blesyed iromictiily wiith race gem-
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Any of these would give their right
arms—the ones that have right amms—
to get back to Earth, but they'll never
get there again as long as they live. But
here you could turn around on the next
ship and be there in a couple of weeks.
So what do you do? You come out here
like some noble missionary volunteer-
ing to spend the rest of your life in this
hell. It just doesn't make sermseel!”

Nathan stared at the lolling, idiot
head of Alice. “It's three generations
since the last radiant bomb exploded
on Earth, and still the mutants come.
Somebody’s got to find out how to stop
it. They won't let me have enough mu-
tants to work with on Earth, so the
obvious thing is to go where the mutants
are. That's here."

“It's there!” The guard pointed ab-
ruptly through the window of the plane.
Nathan glanced ahead at a sharp angle.
Rising out of the desert was a chunk of
rock, utterly alone amid the red sands.

Its flat face was turned away from
the flow of constant, surging winds, and
at its base huddled the outcast colony.

Some of the mutants stated ahead,
too, at the desolate cluster of structures.
Nathan caught his breath at the lifeless
masks that settled upon those faces he
could glimpse in shallow profile.

Up to this moment their exile had
been only a promised nightmare] Now
it was upon them in att the tefror of
reality.

“it doesnt have to be that bad,” he
murmured to Lassiter. “They don't de-
serve anything like tnett—"

"What do you expect? The Law says
they have to go to Mars and live there.
There is never even half enough money
to support the colony. Congressmen are
under no pressure to provide funds for

garbage dumps this far away."

Nathan understood such problems
well enough. Mast of his own work had
been done by necessity in government
laboratories.

Lassiter moved away as the ship
slanted down for a landing. It rocked
even more violently as it whipped
through the air stream pouring past the
cliff edge. Then it was in the quiet zone
and skimming toward the runway.
Witem it touched, the sand was like a
sudden clutching hand, but the pilot
was used to such landings. He jockeyed
to a skillful stop.

Nathan saw the attendants coming
out of the administratiom building. The
mutants. were rising now as Lassiter
loosened their fastenings and prodded
them into action. .

Nathan remained where he sat. In
a moment the line of disembarking mu-
tants appeared on the ramp under the
wing: of the ship. Nathan could not
hear the words of the guards, but their
manner spoke for them. Boredom, dis-
gust and rudeness was commeon display
toward their new charges.

Getting out of the plane. Joey lost
control of the crutch that took the place
of the leg he'd never had. He slid to
the sand, bruising and scraping his arm
and hands. An attendant snickered.
Onlly his fellow mutants moved to help
him.

I sttoonldJ Bee i Unee w v Wisem?, Niattheam
thought. ¥ Veree no rigipt to be seppauate
v rihem.

But only by being separate could
there be any dream of helping them —
or himself.

He shook himself wearily and gath-
ered up the small leather case that held
the important elements of his research



and clumped slowly down the aisle.

He came out of the plane, a rumpled,
undistinguished man of forty-five with
a touch of gray at the tips of his black
hair. His face held the look of one lis-
tening quietly to other sounds that no
one else could hear.

The attendants regarded him with
uncertainty for a moment, hesitating to
class him with the mutants, then re-
membering that there was a Dr. Nathan
Ord who was coming to take over the
research Jaboratory.

One of them stepped forward, a brash
youngster obviously aware that Nathan
might someday be in a position to rec-
ommend advancement.

"Dr. Ord?'

Nathan nodded, glancing at the dis-
mal stone and adobe building. "Please
show me the way to the office of the
Chief Administratior.™

The attendant offeréd to carry the
leather case, but Nathan shook his head
and followed along.

The halls of the administration build-
ing showed their age and long neglect.
The colony had been in existence for
eighty years, and the building was old.
The stone floor was worn concave, and
the walls bore no trace of theypaint they
might once have had.

Nathan came to the door marked:
Chief Administeator, H. K. Davidson.
He entered behind the attendant.

Davidson did not bother to rise as
they were introduced and left alone. He
motioned carelessly to a worn chair be-
side the desk and Nathan pulled it up.

For a long time he said nothing. He
eyed Nathan while he munched grapes
from a bowl on the desk, grapes that
must have come from the hydro gar-
dens in Heliopolis, Nathan thought.

Davidson was big and languid, ac-
cumulating fat needlessly. His round
face had an oily hue, its expanse bro-
ken by a ragged black mustache. He
wiped his fingers at last on the broad
thigh of his rumpled white suit and
spoke.

"lit's always hard to know what to say
to a new man when he comes into this
little hell over which I have the honor
to preside,” he said. “Ondlimarily. I
don't say anything. A man comes here
because he wants a job, and if he hasn't
got the guts to turn down an offer like
this, he's not much better than the mu-
tant trash out in the compound.’

Nathan made no remark, but weighed
the bitterness of Davidson. In it was
danger, the danger of a sheer, stupid
animal. All his life he had been fiiglhting
men like Davidson and he was utterly
weary of it. But one more wouldn't
matter now.

"You're different,” Davidson con-
tinued abruptly. "I know about youw—
4ll about you. A first rate man doesn't
give up Earth and come here for noth-
ing so I looked up your record. You
could have had this job five years ago
when Monrison died. Did you know
thatt?"

"Yes," said Nathan. "1 knew."

"You were too wild then in your
preaching that the mutants could be
left on Earth, that they could be cured
and left there like human beings. Some
very influential Congressmen didn't like
it one Ibitt."

'I've said nothing — " interrupted
Nathan.

"Oth, no! You learned your lesson.
You kept your nose clean and went on
to become the top man in mutant biol-
ogy in the whole damn’ System. They



could hardly turn you down then. So
you finally arrive here—I wonder why
—" Davidson's voice was mocking.

"I had to go where mutant research
was possible. That's here. That's why
the lab was originally established here
—iin case you've forgotten—to find a
way to eliminate the production of
mutants completely. That’s my basic re-
search. I have no intention of offending
sensitive Congressimen.”

“You see that you don't, and we'll
get along all right. Publish all the cute
little papers you like on what genes are
lacking in a mutant who hasn't got a
head, and get your name spattered all
through the little journals that go for
that sort of thing.

“But just you open your mouth one
time about leaving mutants on Earth
and emptying the colony of them, and
you'll think that forty thousand tons of
Mars desert has been dumped on you.
I've got a good record here. The budget
department likes the way 1 handle their
money, and in another year, I'll be due
for transfer. Do you

"I understand very well, Mr. David-
son. I am sure that we shall get zllomg ™

"Good. You'll find the lab buildings
over on the north end of the area, next
to the compound. Doc Collins will
show you aroumd.™

It was worse than he had supposed,
Nathan thought. Davidson was a dead-
ender, on his way down, not up. Nathan
had seen his kind before, shuttled into
some obscure office from which he
would never rise, eating his heart out
anticipating the promotion that would
never come. In the years to come he

could make the colony a place of su-
preme misery for Nathan,

CHAPTER II
DEATH IS THE PENALTY

THE LABORATORY was housed in
an equally run down building. He found
the door marked Chief of Research, and
entered. Inside, a young man in a lab
smock was sitting at the desk scribbling
a hurried memorandum. He looked up
to Nathan and his eyes lighted with
excited recognition.

"Dr. Ordi"™

He hurried forward and grasped
Nathan’s hand. “It's wonderful to see
you, sir! You'll never know how much
I had hoped it would be you to fill
this posittiom.™

Nathan smiled. “Tiamks. I'm glad
to know someone besides myself held
that same hope. You must be Dr. Don
Collins.”

"Yes. Excuse me for not introducing
myself. The prospect of being able to
work under you is somewhat over-
whelming."

Nathan-enjoyed the kind enthusiasm
of Don Collins. It would be pleasant
working with this youngster, he
thought. He had seen some papers of
Collins', and they were very good.

The office was dismally furnished
with ancient chairs and desks and filing
cabinets. Don caught Nathan's distaste-
ful glance.

"It's not very nice, but it's only pre-
liminary to the lab equipment. We
don't get much money out here, you

“So 1 understand. Let's have a pic-



ture of the whole background. I've met
Davidson. Wiat more do I need to
know?"

“If you've seen Davidson you can
visualize the colony. The poor devils
out there live like animals. After a few
weeks their spirits are as twisted as their
bodies. I hope you're right about the
possibility of stopping mutation and re-
turning the mutants to soadiety.”

Nathan glanced up sharply. “Who
told you about tinatt?"

"You did—why? I was just a kid in
school when I read your early papers
on the subject. They inspired me to
turn to genetics in the first place. I was
pretty idealistic then, and I've never
forgotten itt."

"It seems to be a pretty,dangerous
ideal to have around here."

"Davidson? Yes, of course. I never
mention it. Not even in the lab. But
I haven't forgotten it. We can find ways
to work around the barriers. That's
what you came for, isn't iitt?"

'It's the only reason I came, but I'm
five years late because I talked too loud
before."

“Can you tell me anything about the
procedure?”

“My work shows that destructive mu-
tations have taken place on a molecular
level. The original radiation of the
bomb attacked the genes of the mutants’
ancestors and caused a twisting of the
gene molecules, like a pattern of asym-
metrical beads distorted by twisting
some of them.

"Tiiis distortion had been handed on
to subsequent generations. Sometimes
it passes for generations as a dormant,
then breaks out as you see it doing in
the colony.

"My discovery consists of a means

to restore the proper alignment of gene
molecules by a counteracting figdth™

"You have developed such a fitibth?"

Nathan nodded. i .have more than
a thousand case histories of test runs
on animals. There were no failures.
Now I need to prove its applicability
with respect to human beings. I expect
a freight ship to bring my equipment
within a day or twe."

"How do you proceed with the
work 2"

“Parents are treated with the fiield
before conception of offspring. The
latter can then be tested in every known
way and shown to be perfectly nomsll."

Don’s eyes lost some of their light,
and he sagged visibly. "THhem I'm afraid
there will be no opportunity here for
testing your field on human mutmts,”
he said slowly.

"Why—witiny do you say tinatt?"

‘Didn’t you know? Tihere are no
births here in the colony. None at alll."

Nathan’s face whitened. "No! No
one ever-told me that. Why?"

"“Tihe colony is subject to general ad-
ministration by Davidson’s office, and
the mutants are subject to examination
and observation by us for research pur-
poses, as you know. But the internal
organization of the colony is entirely
a matter of self government by the
mutants themselves."

"What has that to do with the ab-
sence of births 7"

"It is forbidden by their own laws.
Death is the penalty."

Nathan turned his head slowly until
he could see the distant compound
through the window of the office. He
could see the dismal huts of stone and
mud and glimpse ant-like figures mov-
ing about in dejection that was suggest-



ed even at this distance.

He could understand. He could un-
derstand their determination to let their
horror die with them.

It was the thing he would do in
their place.

"We will have to persuade them to
cooperate with us, then,” he said at
last. *And we'll have to do it without
exciting Davidisom.

Don shook his head. "You don't
know what you're saying when you sug-
gest such a thing. They're bitter and
full of hate towards all mankind. Noth-
ing would persuade them to cooperate.
They don't wamy to return to humanity
or to have descendants. They want to
die.”

VNiewvertheless,” said Nathan.
must have their help."

“We

He put off any contact wiih the mu-
tants during the remainder of the day.
There was plenty to do at the Jabora-
tory, getting acquainted with the mea-
ger personnel, surveying the equipment
with which he would have to work, and
trying to fit the scope of his- research
into the limited means available.

But through it all he knew he was
dodging. Dodging the true problem of
the mutants' refusal to reproduce them-
selves. The Law permitted him wide
latitude in demanding the mutants for
tests and examination that did not in-
volve “cruel or inhuman practices."
But he could not force them to procre-
ate, That was outside the bounds of the
widest interpretation of his rights over
them.

He delayed until midmorning of the
next day and then asked Don Collins to
show him around.

The compound was actually not a

definite enclosure. The administrative
buildings, rather, were the ones en-
closed. Lumpy adobe walls protected
them from the invasion of sand and
wind, and a crude stone wall separated
the administeative area from the mu-
tants’ territory. The latter was thus
bounded by the rock eminence on the
nerth, and the fenced-off administra-
tlen area en the south. On the other
twe sides there was only the desert and
the wind.

Mutants occasionally walked into the
desert. They were not missed. No
search was ever made for them. It was
eighteen hundred miles to the nearest
point of civilization.

A guard was stationed at the gate of
the compound. He opened it ponder-
ously as Nathan and Don approached.
Wihat purpose the guard served, Na-
than could only guess. Certainly there
was no danger from the poor charges
who were locked forever beyond that

ate.

Ahead of them stretched a dozen al-
leys of stone and adobe houses, as
hopeless appearing as the human be-
ings who inhabited them. A few mu-
tants sprawled dismally before the
walls, trying to catch the few, precious
hours of warming sun. Others moved
about the streets in futile tasks. In
nearly all, the product of crazed genes
was visible even at a distance.

“How many are there?”
Nathan.

"Albout twenty thousand at the last
count. Davidson doesn't worry too
much about a census except when the
housing gets so bad he has to spend
money."

Nathan was appalled at the thought
of that number of sick and weary hu-

asked



man beings here. Yet he wondered that
the number was not greater with all of
earth to draw upon. He asked Don
about that.

“Tihe turnover is fast,” said Don.
“A few long-timers have been here for
twenty-five or thirty years. But even
taking them into consideration the av-
erage life of a mutant here is only four
years.

“After they've been here a little
while they just don't seem to want to
live any more."

Nathan looked at him. "Would
you ?" he said.
* * *

John Rodin was the internal leader
of the colony. No one could remember
his coming, for the rest had been chil-
dren then or were younger in exile than
he.

He was a man who gave an air of
stupidity at first glance, and that was
the way that Nathan saw him.

He was sitting by the narrow win-
dow of his hovel when Don led Nathan
in. Rodin nodded sullenly at the intro-
duction and continued staring at the
distant hill of rock.

Nathan watched the emaciated fig-
ure in silence. It was more like a bundle
of sticks and burlap than a human be-
ing sitting there. And then he saw what
the natirre of Rodin's mutation wies—
or had been. The man's head was bent
forward and to one side at a grotesque
angle, and on his shoulder, pointing
back, was a ragged, scarred stump.

Rodin had been a twin-head. As with
so many, one head had died. But, as
with so few, one had been mercifully
amputated.

'l know youw,” Rodin said, fiimally,
without turning. “I know you and I

want nothing that you have to give. I
want you to leave us zllome.”

Nathan stepped farther into the
room. "“How do you know me?"

Rodin turned then from the window
and was shaking with rage. "We are
not the stupid savages we ought to be
in this hell. We still find out things
that go on back home, and we know all
about "

The words, “back home", from Ro-
din sent a chill through Nathan. This
withered man, forty years a Martian
exile, still spoke of Earth as "back
home.”

"Telll me what you know of me*
said Nathan quietly. "Perhaps there are
things 1 wo:ld like you to know that
you haven't already found outt™

“ILet me tell you this: We don't need
your help. We know what we have to
do, and we can do it zllome.”

‘What must you dw?"

"Die. That is our contribution to
humanity!"”

“"Wiet would you give,” said Na-
than, “to be like other men, knowing
that your seed might reach to the end
of time?"

Rodin’s eyes seemed to take the chal-



lenge. He stood suddenly erect by the
window and pointed ' furiously at some-
thing beyond Nathan's sight.

“lLike other mem—? Look!" he com-
manded. “There is my child!"

Nathan stepped to the window. He
stared in the direction of Rodin's point-
ing fimger.

Turning a pathway that led to the
house was a woman dressed in heavy
shirt and trousers. Protection against
the incessant spurs of windborne sand,
and the chill of Mass' thin air.

The rough clothes did twt hide the
tender grace of her stride. Her face
was marked by firm maturity that gave
Nathan a momentary sense of peace
that was strange to him. He searched
for a word to describe her. Alive.

For a brief moment Nathan thought
that she must be no mutant—and then
she turned and faced the house, follow-
ing the pathway to the door. Her right
arm was a diminutive and useless thing.

"I should have had the strength to
kill her the day she was born, but in
those days we still had a faith that
somehow things would work out for
us-“

Nathan continued to watch her,
baffled by the serenity on her face. Then
he understood.

*She has never seen Earth, of
course,” he'said.

"She- was born here, a native of
hell," Rodin grunted. "“There were lots
of children born during our first years.
My wife, Della, and I had hope and
we believed that life could go on for
us. Then we learned better. Most of
the others have died by now. Joanna
is almost the last of those born on
Mars."”

She was thirty-five or a little more,

Nathan thought. There was maturity
on her face, but not yet the signs of
aging.

She entered the house abruptly and
started at the sight of the stranger.

"“Tihis is Dr. Ord,"” Rodin said. "'You
have heard of him."

He took the firm left hand she of-
fered.

"My first greeting to everyone who
comes to the laboratory is the same,"
she said, laughing. “"Diid you bring any
books with yow?"

"“At least a million feet of tape, but
it's not very exciting stuff for a long,
cool evening. The word 'gene’ is on
every other page.”

"I don't care. I want to read any-
thing and everything. They give us no
books at all, you know. Only the lab
men let me read theirs. You'd be sur-
prised what I know about controlled
mutation and heredity cycles — and
model spaceships. One of the techni-
cians had a hobby of those a long time
ago.

"But it's a geography I'd like mostt—
of Earth, of course. I've seen a few pic-
tures, but I want so much to know all
about it. I never expect to see it, but
everyone who comes here speaks of
their coming as exile from heaven. I
want to know what they meam."

"“The exiles remember only the good
things of Earth," said Nathan, “and
see only the bad of Mars."

"And you will let me see your
books?" she insisted.

“Joanna!” Her father shifted nerv-
ously.

"I don't mind at all,” said Nathan.
"Amny of you are welcome to read any-
thing in my library. I'll try to get some
you'd like. I should think the Admini-



strarion would have seen to it that you
had books."

"They do not consider them mecessi-
ties for dead men,"” said Rodin. Then
he added, "Amd neither do 1! They tor-
ment us with things better left for-
gotten.”

“I'm not dead,” said Joanna. "[I'll
come over to your library if 1 may.'

1 forbid itt"” Rodin exclaimed. “We
want nothing of your gifts or your fa-
vors. You can't change out Jaws that
way. You can force us to be your guinea
pigs to a degree. but not for the pur-
E@se that breught yoeu here. Davidsen

imself will pot—="

"I have not come here to break your
laws,” said Nathan. "1 came because I
am a man and you are a man, and |
think 1 can help you in the trouble you
are im."

“Where is no help for us. 1 forbid
Joanna to come to your library! 1 for
bid her any reading of your books!™

Nathan stared at him coldly for a
moment. “"And | request her presence
to assist with a new program of fe-
search which is beginning at once.”

He turned to Joanna Rodin. "You
will please report to the laboratony in
the moming."

CHAPTER 111
MUTANTS ALSO DREAM

THERE WAS reorganization and sur-
vey of the laboratory to fill the after-
noon, but Nathan could not get the
thought of Rodin off his mind.

He could understand easily how a
man could long so much for a child of

his own that the whole world became
bitter when the child was irrevocably
harmed.

He thought of the years of his own
longing for his child that could never
be born — because he was like John
Rodin and Joanna, and Alice, and

Joey—

But he had known of his damaging
hurt from the very beginning. His ewn
father had showed him, and hidden
him well in the great genetic labora-
tories of the world, where no one
might suspect him, and where he could
pursue his life-long search to help him-
self---and others like him,

His thoughts went back to Joanna
Rodin. His mind had been so intent on
the biological aspects of the mutants’
problem that he had ignored the per-
sonal side of the question up to new.

Of those whom he might make ca-
pable of having normal children, hew
many would want to? How many
would find their defects mutually re-
pulsive so that they would have no de-
sire for mating? Among them all was
there any whom joanna would be will-
ing to accept?

But making sure of methods in re-
gard to human beings was the first con-
sideration. Gene maps, by themselves,
could prove that, geneticaily. He had
to lay the other worries aside for the
time.

Wihen Joanna appeared he was seme-
what startled by her conventional dress
which had replaced the rough clothing
of the day before. He sensed that it
must be the only thing of its kind that
she owned, and he felt pleased that she
should have worn it.

But she was subdued from her pre-
vious buoyancy, as if she had come re-



luctantly and only at his command.

"I'm ready,” she announced solemn-
ly as stte entered his office.

He rose and offered hir a chair. *I'm
terribly sorry about yesterday,” he said.
“I owe you both an apology for my
rudeness.”

"You were perfectly within your
rights. In fact, your order was a needed
reminder of our proper place.”

"And what is your proper plame?"

"Exilkes, outcasts — so I am told —
have no claim upon mankind for just
and equal tresmemt

"So you are told—but do you believe
it?"

“Of course not! But I find myself
pretty much alone in the things that I
do believe. It's hard to persist under
such condittioms"

“Wawild it help to know that I share
your belief?"

"You—? No, I couldn't believe that
You bellmgg — we are outcast. You
could never share anything with ws”

Her eyes opened wider as she turned
then to face him more fully, and she
scanned his face with neevous intensity.
Gradually, it seemed to him that some
dark tension released within her.

¥ you could,” she said at last,
“just a little. I don't think we've ever
had anyone in Administration quite
like you before. Wiy did you comme?"

"I told your father the truth. I came
to help you"

"You aren't telling me all of it,” she
said, "but I believe you are my friend.
Tell me what it is that you want of
me."

He opened his mouth to speak and
stopped. New doubts about the thing
he planned flooded into his mind. He
let his eyes take in the whole picture

of Joanna sitting there in the sumlight
—the firm, sweet lines of her body, the
spark of life in her eyes that were surely
the brightest on all this drab planet.

She was the ultimate that the colony
had to offer. In any human society she
would have been marked for beauty
and intelligence. Her deformity was a
minor thing; it could be ignored by
anyone who looked into her face.

It would be better to work with
Alice or Joey, or John Rodin until he
was more certain of what he could do,
until he had evolved the technique for
human application of his discoveries.

Yet—it was for the best of them,
like Joanna, that the work was being
done. And he had no real doubts of
its SuooEss—

So he told her then how he had been
able to right the genes of animals that
had been exposed to the cruel force of
the radiant bomb. He told her of his
hopes for the multitudes of Earth who
still bore such ruinous gifts for future
generations. He neglected to tell her
only his hopes that the present genera-
tion of mutants could somehow be sal-
vaged back into the human race—and
his own personal need.

Wihen he was through she smiled
wistfully. "It sounds very good, but I
can scarcely understand the things you
say of Earth. The only world I know
is Mars. The only people I know are
mutants. Everything else is of some
imaginary world which I can never
hope to know.

"I am told how mutants are cap-
tured, robbed, torn from loved ones
sometimes—and sent here. I wonder if
it is a proud thing to be a part of this
mankind of which you spesk.”

"I wonder, too,” said Nathan slow-



ly. "But whether we can be proud of
it or not we are part of it, and the only
possible goal is trying to make it just
a little better than it is. That is what
I am trying to dm."

“Men I think I should like to help
you," she said.

* * *

In the laboratory, he secured speci-
men ova from Joanna, and the assist-
ants prepared them for examination.

Joanna watched with patient inter-
est as Nathan peered intently through
the eyepiece of the electron micro-
scope, matching her gene pattern
against ‘standard maps.

Nathan was accustomed to seeing
such things in his research, but some-
how the sight of Joanna's gene pat-
tern turned him a little sick.

Damaged genes composed a map of
horror. It seemed as if every conceiv-
able mutation had lodged in her
chromosomes. He looked up, appalled.

Joanna turned her head quizzically
at his strained expression. "Wihat is
it?" she said.

At first he hesitated, and then he re-
membered that she could easily un-
derstand from her wide and varied
reading the significance of what he
saw.
"Wowld you like to laxak?”*

She came forward and bent over the
eyepiece. A gasp escaped her as she
recognized the ruin.

“I'm glad father was so fanatic
about my remaining unmarried,” she
murmured. “Now I can wunderstand
how he and mother must have felt
about me. They should have killed
me!"

“All of that would not come out in
any one individual or generattiom."

"But some of it would —and the
rest would go om."

“YCS."

"A twin-head, or a no-legs—or a
baby arm like mine. Thank God my
seed will end with me.”

“But now that you have seen this,
you will be able to understand the
magnitude of our success if we repair
the damage"

"Repair it? To what purpose? It
still has no meamimg."

“Is there no one—no one at ali—
you would be willing to marry, if there
were no gene diefiommetomss?”

"Tiere was—once. But that was so
very long ago. He was a sweet lay—
he had no arms at all. But we vowed
that we would break the law and go
away into the rock cliffs and live by
ourselves. It was a very young and
very foolish dream. He did not live
long afterwardis’

"Bat you willl help in the experi-
ment—willimgly 2"

"“Wiilimgly. Perhaps I can help you
set a pattern to be used on those for
whom it will be more produtive.”

She took some tapes that he offered
from his large library, and he prom
ised he wduld get her more of the kind
she wanted.

Wihen she was gone that afternoon
he felt a depression that he could not
explain until he recalled how pleasant
it had been with her there.

He smiled to himself. It was just a
little late for him to have such inter-
ests. He had avoided feminine society
for much too long.

He went to the window and stood
there, hands clenched behind his back,
watching the compound. He thought
he could see Joannma walking slowly



towards her father't hut.

Why should it be too late?

He shook his head savagely and
moved from the window. They were
worlds apart. The world accepted his
disguise as a normal. It would never
accept her or her kind. Not in their
lifetimes, anyway. It would take a gen-
eration of proof before the revulsion
towards the mutants would die even
with the cure he had devised.

He put the thought of Joanna Ro-
din out of his mind and turned to the
task before him.

CHAPTER 1V
MOWNTAINS OF EARTH

DURING THE following weeks, Jo-
anna was required to come every day
for treatment. It was slow and pains-
taking work to determine empirically
the optimum field and exposure. Each
time she had to wait through long in-
tervals while testing and computation
went en te establish rules for use of
the Held en human beings.

In these intervals Nathan managed
to spend much of the time with her
while the assistants performed the rou-
tine computations.

He guided her through the bewil-
dering vastness of his technical library.

She knew virtually nothing of the
history of Earth. Her own life had al-
most no links to the past, yet she could
discuss—in technical detail—the ways
in which her deficiencies. prevented her
from beceming any link with the fu-
ture. She was a human island in time.

The history and geography books
which Nathan ordered for her arrived
in time for her thirty-eighth birthday.

He had the package wrapped and
on his desk when she entered that day.
As he busied himself she glanced at
the unfamiliar object curiously. Then
she read the white card which bore her
name and birthday greetings.

She looked at him, her face flushed
with embarrassment as always when
he made some reference she did not
understand.

"Wihat does this mezm?"

"Happy bintiindizy/!™

She laughed, and it seemed like the
ugliest sound he had ever heard, for
she was laughing at him.

Then, just as abruptly, she stopped
and her glowing face paled with grief.
At the cotners of her eyes he saw the
start of tears.

He rose swiftly and rounded the
desk. He put an arm about her and
tried to stiﬁrthe quiet sobibimg.

"I didn't mean to hurt you. What
did 1 do?"

“"Don't you see? To a mutant, the
day he is born is the day he dies”

He let his arms drop away from



Joanna. He glanced down at the pack-
age, the white card, and the bright rib-
bon.

He had made so little effort to find
out the little things she thought and
believed. He tried to carry on as if this
little world of the laboratory were an
utterly normal part of Earth, but now
he realized it was no more than a
bridge—a shaky bridge between two
impossible worlds. He tried to accept
Joanna as a normal and treat her as a
part of the world from which he came.
To her, it was only mockery.

He tore the wrappings off the pack-
age and turned the spools slowly in his
hands.

"It's just the books 1 promised
you,” he said. “"Maybe you'd rather
look at them some other day."

She recovered quickly with apology
in her eyes. “Oh, no! I'm sorry I let
it bother me. I know you meant to bs
kind. Let me see them now. 1 can take
them to the reading room where I
won't be in your way."

"Let's look at them right here to-
gether."

He led her to the reading machine
on the other side of the room and she
sat on the broad couch before the
screen. He slid a spool into the slot
and turned the switch.

"Wihat kind of a voice do you
like?"

"Make it your's"

"You'll find it borimg,."

He adjusted the controls, duplicat-
ing his own voice, then sat beside Jo-
anna on the couch.

The screen burst suddenly into three
dimensional color revealing a great
mountain peak of Earth, capped with
snow, and burdened with the cloud-

laden sky it seemed to uphold.

Nathan watched the woman. Her
breath came quickly at this revelation-
of Earth. The words of the reader were
lost on her.

There were shown visions of roar-
ing, white waters, and broad plains,
and harsh, deadly wastes. Only the
sight of the latter, so much like her
own surroundings, quieted her.

"It would terrify me,” she whis-
pered, “to see such a world as thate—
but 1 want to!"

"You will — someday,” Nathan
promised, and then regretted it. Jo-
anna was of Mars. She was born on
Mars, and she would die on Mars, Eor
her there was no escape.

For her—and for him—there was
no hope.

* * x

Progress was being made. The slow
biological processes of repair were re-
storing the cells of Joanna's body to
normal patterns. From the first suc-
cess was evident. Nathan's ghostliest
doubts vanished. If the proeess could
be spread there weuld be ne need for
mutants &6 be bern anywhere as a re-
sult of the anelent madness that had
led 6 the radiant bemb.

And, suddenly, his accomplishment
seemed empty. He had made Joanna
potentially fruitful, but to what pur-
pose?

Standing by the window, watching
her cross the sandy stretch beyond thit
gate, he wondered why it bothered
him. He had accomplished the thing
he had set out to do. Joanna as an
individual didn't matter. There would
be ways ef intredueing his proeess en
Earth, and tens ef theusands of ?@
tential mutants weuld never realize the



danger with which dead generations
had once threatened them.

He wondered why this was not
enough. And the answer to that was
so easy that he smiled bitterly as it
came to him.

The answer was that Joanna did
matter.

He had belléeewd, he had hoped, and
he had somehow known that there
would be a time like this and a woman
like Joanna. His only fear was that now
it was too late—much too late.

She came into the office and took off
the rough jacket that covered the dress
she wore each day to the laboratory.
She regarded his lack of preparation.

""Aren't you ready for me, Natham?"

He took her arm and led her to the
seat by the window. In his hands he
carried her latest gene map and its
standard comparison. He handed them
to her.

"We're all through,” he said. “Case
number one is successfully completied!™

She glanced down at the charts with
a quick movement of shock. Then she
passed them back with scarecly a mo-
ment's examination. For the first time
there seemed nothing between them to
talk about any longer. There was no
reason for her to come to the labora-
tory agaim—ever.

She seemed embarrassed as if they
had suddenly become strangers. “I'm
glad,” she said finally. "I'm glad that
it was not a failure. What will you do
now? Try to get it used on Earth to
detect and cure potential muitzmtss?"

"That — eventually. But something
more is needed. I need the final evi-
dence that mutancy can be cured.”

Her eyes went wide amid the pale-
ness of her face. "I can't give you that,

Nathan. You can never get that evi-
dence from me. If I'd known that you
would demand that—"

“Joanna—" He touched her arm.
"Joanna—wiitth me, could you give the
world that evidemoe—-7"

She darted from his touch as if
stung, and backed against the desk,
her breath heaving the contours of her
breast. Tiem slowly it quieted and the
flush subsided in her face.

“Don’t say any more, Nathan. Please
don't say any more. Just let me go out
of here, and don't ask to see me again.
Please, Nattem—"

"I'm the clumsiest fool in all space.
Wihat I'm trying to say, Joamna, is—
that I love you. It's hard to say because
I've never said it before, and I'm so
far past the age of learning how."

Her eyes moved swiftly, searching
his face for some tell-tale betrayal. 1
could forgive you any clumsiness ex-
cept the one 1 thought you meant.
I'm still human, and there has to be a
point at which the experiment stops.”

"“That point was passed long age,"
he said. He stood close, daring to put
his hands upon her. “I want you to
marry me. There will be children to
show the world it needn't be afraid
any more, but it's not for them that
I want you. It's for mysdff"

She moved aside, out of his reach,
then looked up, and her eyes were
glistening. “Thanks—ithanks so much,
Natban. That's the most wonderful
thing that has ever been said to me.

"You know, of course, what the
answer is. You couldn’t live in my
world, and I could never come to
fours.”

“You still don't understand. You
see—I'm one of youw.™



“You—a mutamt?" Joanna faltered.

"Yes. A carrier. 1 was fortunate to
find it out before I let myself love
anyone. The research of my whole life
has been to cure myself. Now, | cam.”

He led her to the window seat again.
“For a long time I believed that it
would come much too late for me. But
now 1 wonder. Can you answer my
question 2"

"I don't know what to say. You are
stirring up everything 1 thought was
dead and buried in me long ago. Surely
you know what these weeks of coming
here have meant to me. Or have |
hidden it so well you couldn't telll?"

"I'm afraid I've forgotten the signs
if I ever knew them," he said. But the
things you have tried to kill never die.

"“In the laboratory I used to hear the
girls talking. They would go along at
a steady, dull pace, then suddenly
come alive. 1 always knew what had
happened. Some boy had appeared on
the scene. I- lost a couple of dozen
good assistants that way.

"And the men, they would talk, too.
I'd hear when their babies were born,
and I'd hear of the first steps they
took. I'd hear of them growing up and
going away. It was like standing still
and watching all of life fiowing by—
and being unable to get in the stream
of it.

"Weanting to be in the stream never
dies until you're dead yourszlff."

Almost unnoticed, she had relaxed
and leaned back against him. He
pressed his arm about her waist and
touched his face to her hair.

Her hand crept to her breast as if
it swelled with some deep ache. "Chil-
dren—it's like carrying some pleasant
dream all your life, knowing it could

never come true. But its coming true

is frightening. I'm afraid of it. It's

something that can't happen to me.
"It cam.”

CHAPTER V
ESCAPE

AFTER A TIME, she turned her head
and looked up into his face.

“What are we going to do, Nathan?
This is a crazy, foolish dream. How
will we live? Witkeee will we live?"

“I'm taking you to Earth," he said.

"Tihey'd only take me away from
you and bring me back here!"

“Tihere are a thousand cities and
towns where we can lose ourselves.
We'll disappear so compistely that
they'll never find us

"How could I hide with this arm?
They'd know 1 was a mutant any-
where. And what of your work? You
can't give that up, just for me.*

“I won't be giving it up. It's done.
I've finished all that I set out to do.
Don can take over from here,

"We can easily build you an artifi-
cial arm to hide your mutation before
you go. We'll never be found out, and
out children can go into the world free
and cleam’

"Oh—I don't know what to say/™
She pressed her cupped hand against
her face. "It will be hiding, hiding
for the rest of our lives, fearing that
at any moment we'll be trapped and
separated. | couldn't bear that. I'd
rather not see you again, ever.

"Weouldn't you like to see Eantin?*

"Oh, yes!| Mountains and clouds



and white water—to see the home of
my people—"

"It will be worth it, darling. I'll
take care of you so that you'll never
be afraid again. I promise you that."

He told Don the next morning of
the plans he'd made. The assistant
was caught between his instinct to of-
fer congratulations, and the sudden
shock of this bizarre contract.

Finally, he blurted out. "How can
you make it, Nathan? Joanna Rodin
is a wonderful woman, but it's an im-
possible situation. She's a mutiaemd.”

"You didn't know that I was one,
too, did yow?"

Don sagged into the chair beside
the desk, disbelief flattening his face.
Nathan gave him the full story.

Wihen he finished, Don was smiling
faintly. "Wll, I can offer congratu-
lations, and I sincerely hope you find
what you're looking for. Nlo one ever
took on more of a joad than you'll be
carrying. I'll help all I can.

"How do you plan to get away
from Mars with Joanna? And what
will Rodin say if you tell him? You
can't even get married, if you want
tO."

“I've figured out the last one, any-
way," said Nathan. "Rodin has civil
authority as the leader of the colony,
He can marry us."

"He's likely to be overjoyed at that
opportunity!”

“As for getting away, I think you
can help there, too. A Genetic Con-
gress is due to meet in New York in
two weeks. You and 1 will plan to at-
tend. That is a perfectly legitimate
excuse for getting away.”

"Me!l'

“Yes, we'll apply to Davidson for
permission to leave. We would go, of
course, on one of the planes that
brings mutants from the spaceport.
But you won't be on it with me. Jo-
anna will."

Don's face paled. “It won't work,
Migtnan. We'd never get away with a
crazy scheme like that. There are a
thousand ways to slip up.”

"“Welll see that none of them occur.
The plane invariably leaves in the eve-
ning because none of the pilots like
to spend the night here. Boarding it
will be an inconspicuous procedure.
There are seldom any passengers, and
the pilots don't know us, personally.
Joanna can wear your clothes; she's
almost your height and weight. We'll
make it all right™

He tapped his fingers on the desk.
"I have not completed my own treat-
ments for mutancy. That will have to
be done with equipment I can assemble
on Earth. The data we've got on Jo-
anna's case will make it much easier
than hers was."

"Wheit's going to happen to me if
I don't go with you? Where am |
supposed to diszppear?”

“Hide out in the compound with
the mutants until time enough has
passed so that we could be expected
back. Then you can report to David-
son as if you've come in on freight
ship. He'll never know the difference.
You can carry my letter of resigna-
tion with you.”

“It's crazy — but 1 hope it works
for youw!

Wihen he was alone, Nathan gath-
ered up the records of Joanna's case
and left the office. He strode across
the yard to the compound gate.



The most critical factor in his plan
was Rodin. The mutant leader had to
be told, and he had to be persuaded
to cooperate. Wiithout this, there was
little hope of getting away. Joanna
couldn't simply disappear, and Don
couldn't be left without a hiding place.

The bitter night-cold was still in
the ground bémesth his feet. Sand haze
curtained the sky and desert beyond
the cliffs, enclosing the mutant area in
crimson drapecies. In this fierce world
the mutants were surviving only by a
shoddy miracle, he thought. It made
him feel sick to think of Joanna's store
of wasted years in this place.

Nathan came to Rodin's door and
knocked on the thick insulating panel
still battened against the cold of night.

Rodin himself opened it. His face
darkened at the sight of Nathan. “'Jo-
anna's not here,” he muttered.

The geneticist held out the packet
in his hand. "I have something to
show youw.™

"Wy can't you leave us alome?
But even as he spoke, the mutant
backed from the door in resignation,
and allowed Nathan to pass.

He led the way to a rough table in
the almost barren room and sat down.
Nathan laid the packet on the table
and spread the microphotographs in
front of him.

"You know enough genetics to
know what this means?" he said.

“I can read a genetic map."

"Good. Here is Joanna's chart be-
fore treatment. You can see the dam-
age that was there. Perhaps you can
read the patterns involved."

“I can read them. I've seen them
before when others used her for a

guinea pig.”

“And here are the new one — taken
at completeion of the treatmemt:.”

He laid another set before the man
and waited in silence while Rodin
glanced and rejected them. And then
glanced sharply again —

Rodin caught his breath. He picked
up the photo in nervous hands and
stared in the dim light from the win-
dow slit. Then slowly he put it down
and looked 'at Nathan.

“Can that be Joanna's?"lhe breathed.

“Joanna is free."

For a moment Nathan thought the
old man could not hold back the tears
that flooded behind his eyes, but he
only shook his head in solemn disbe-
lief.

"You're not lying to me?” he
pleaded.

"No. I'm not lying. Joanna is free,
and your seed has not come to an
end — need not come to an end.
Through Joanne can be born perfectly
normal childirem.™

Then Rodin crouched suddenly at
the edge of the table like some threat-
ened beast.

"By wionm??’ he demanded.

“Me,"” said Nathan.

"How far can you go?” Rodin
cried. "Can't you understand she's hu-
man, not an animal to be experimented
with and discarded? I won't let you
have her anymore. Davidson will back
me up. You have no right to treat her
like- an amimall™

“I'm asking Joanna to be my wife,”
said Nathan quietly.

“I want to marry her and take her
with me.”

Rodin had risen in anger, and now
he sank down to the bench again.

"I don't understand,” he said weak-



ly. "What do you mean? How can
you marry her and take her away?
There is no place for her kind except
here—"

Swiftly, then, Nathan gave the old
man the story he had told Joanna and
Don Collins, the story of his own
private exile among his kimal.

“She can go home now,” he said.
“She can be the first of her kind to
return. You remember Earth. Surely
you would want Joanna to see it.

“You have authority to marry us. I
am asking you to do it, and let her
go with me.”

Rodin waved his hands feebly. “'She
doesn't belong there. You could never
teach her how to live there. She's a
mutant.”

"Niot any more. She's a normal hu-
man being and she has a right to live
with her kind. You haven't the right
to deny her that"

"Yow're a mutant, too,” said Rodin
thoughtfully. “Your place is here with
us, not with our persecutors on Earth
—iIll be gone soon, and there'll be
need for a new leader, a strong ome—"

Nathan felt sick inside at the old
man’s perverse insistence. “Someone's
got to bridge the gap back to Earth.

my work there will come a
day when no one will be exiled as you
were. We can't help you, but we can
help a million others who might pass
through this hell before they die.

"And we can help Joanna's sons
and daughters. There is no need for
them to ever know what this world is
like.”

“All right,” he nodded slowly. "I'll
do it. I remember the old words."

The wedding ceremony was a simple
thing. Only Don was there to witness.

plRodin had even found a yellowed
marriage certificate among the forgot-
ten store of papers and documents
whose negiect measured the deteriora-
tion of his administration within the
colony.

And he gave them the ring that Jo-
anna's mother wore.

Wihen the final words were said,
Nathan could not repress a tremor. It
was as if a strange and mighty thing
had been performed. Joanna felt it
too, and in her eyes he caught a quick
and fleeting terror.

He touched her and drew her to
wards him. The future lost its appal-
ling uncertainty as his arms closed
about her body. And, for the first time,
he knew how lonely he had been all
his life.

Something of their mood communi-
cated to Rodin. Unaccustomed smiles
threatened the spider's web of wrin-
kles that the years had laid upon his
face. His pallor was tinted by a high
flush of excitement.

He disappeared into another part
of the house and returned with a dust
covered bottle.

“Thiss has been around a long time, "
he said. “But there's no use keeping
it any longer.”

Joanna stared at it and Nathan
laughed with Rodin in the old man's
excitement. “Where in the world did
you get that?” he said.

"It was left over — from my own
wedding. Della and I were so sure
then that the future would be all
right that we vowed to save it ama
drink at the wedding of our child.
Then — when we knew —- I wanted
to break it, but she always said no,
there might be some other big occa-



sion that would call for it. I had for-
gotten it until now. It's been buried
so long, but it's been kept from freez-
ing. 1 think it's still good.™

It was. He poured the sparkling
Burgundy into battered cups and pro-
posed a toast.

"To our descendants," ;he said.

* * *

There was a plane that afternoon
and arrangements had been made with
the pilot to carry Dr. Ord and Dr.
Collins to the spaceport.

Nathan brought some of Don's
clothing for Joanna to wear. As the
sun lowered, making a final bloody
mist of the sand haze, Joanna changed
clothes and packed a few personal
belongings in a tiny bag.

Alone, in the room that had been
her own during all the long years of
life on Mars, she regarded the little
pile of goods that she could take.
Wawes of fear seemed to rise up from
them and engulf her again. It was a
little like dying, leaving the only life
she had ever known. There was noth-
ing of it that she could take with het,
except this pitiful pile.

And she di/ want to take other
things with her, she thought. She want-
ed to remember forever this wild,
harsh world that had been her home.
She could understand the desert. She
understood the loneliness of it and its
fieroe resentment of the intrusion of
man. She could understand the dusty,
choking shroud it thrust up against the
sky in self defense against the great
golden ships. And she could understand
the lonely, hollow, mocking voices of
the great winds.

It was like the mutants themselves,
lonely and hated, and Jost.

She lay her small collection in the
bag and snapped it shut. She adjusted
the artificial arm they had hastily man-
ufactured for her. Then she looked
about the room for the last time and
snuffed out the flickenimg lamp.

The three men were waiting for her
around the rough table when she came
out. A light between them cast their
flutterimg shadows on the walls. Their
conversation had died and they sat star-
ing at their hands or at the shadows.

Nathan rose as she entered. "Ready,
Joanna?"

She nodded, and then she realized
that here was the moment for which
none of them had planned. It was the
last time for seeing John Rodin, who
would die, lonely and alone, in this
land he hated with all his heart.

He rose quickly and came to her as
she stood in the doorway. He shook his
head wearily. "I still wonder—," he
said. "I still wonder if this is right,
Joanna. But when you get there take a
good look at everything for me. Watch
the sky and listen for the birds, and
learn how it is to feel rain on your face.
Lay on the grass and listen to the trees
on a summer day—then you will know
about Mars!™"

He kissed her quickly, with a fierce-
ness that showed the hunger and terror
in his heart. Then he led her — almost
pushed her towards the doorway.

Nathan shook hands quickly with
Don and Rodin and then stumbled with
Joanna out into the Martian night. For
a moment Rodin was outlined in the
feeble yellow light of the deorway, and
then he slammed it against the eold,

The wind-driven sand was like erys-
tals of ice beating against thelr faees.
They drew the parka heods tight and



ran, half blinded, towards the com-
pound gates. In the laughter of this
they began to lose the dread that haunt-
ed their journey. Only as they ap-
proached the gate did Nathan warn
Joanna to keep silent. s

They passed the barrier without: a
challenge. Then they stopped at the
laboratory to pick up Nathan's things.
On the landing area the plane was
ready, its primers already glowing blue-
white in the darkness.

* t you were never comimg,"
the pilot growled as they climbed
aboard. “Amother five minutes in this
hole and I would have taken off with-
out you. Isn't fit for a dead dog out
there.”

The cabin was empty except for
themselves. They took separate seats.
Belted down, they tried to catch a short
nai) before the plane reached Helio-
polis.

It was scarcely possible in the buffet-
ing of the night winds, and each of
them lay silent and awake. Nathan
worried over the hundred details that
remained ahead of them. As long as
they were on Mars there was danger of
Davidson waking like some sleeping
giant and hounding them back to the
prison.

Joanna tried to hide the fear that
crawled up within her. Sheer physical
fear in her first flight. Nathan had for-
gotten that she had never flown.

The weaving of the ship made her
sick, and the vanishing of all that was
familiar would not let her rest. She
watched the dark night and it seemed
to eat up the past as the plane flowed
through it. It left her on a perilous
edge of time where only an uncertain
future stretched ahead of her, and the

past was a dream that could never be
dreamed again.

A couple of hours later the plane
settled into the long glide that brought
them to Heliopolis and the combined
space and airport. Far away they saw
the garish lights of the city flaming
against the desert. It was like a night
club in Siberia, Nathan thought, but the
city flourished.

They left the plane quickly, reclaim-
ing their bags, and said goodnight to
the pilot. There was a single cab wait-
ing on the fielldi. It took them to a cheap
hotel that Nathan knew.

The clothing Joanna wore did not
reveal her sex. Its thick, shapeless bulk
was complete disguise, but in the hotel
she threw back the hood, and they reg-
istered as Mr. and Mrs, Ord.

Perhaps some day, if there were ever
suspicions about their identity, there
would be investigations of Mr. and
Mrs. Ord, and how they came to Helio-
polis. But by that time they would be
far away and hidden well from all the
world.

The newness of their life together
was all but forgotten that night as fa-
tigue washed over them and they fell
asleep in each other's arms.

The warming mid-day sunlight put
their night journey a thousand years
into the past. Nathan felt tremendous
relief as they rode towards the port
again, and towards the silver bullet of
the spaceship which rose high above the
surroundings. He began to understand
the tensions that had built up through
the night before and the days before it.

Joanna's eyes were shining. It was
the first glimpse she'd ever had of one
of the mighty ships at such close range.
From childhood, she had seen them



streaking overhead in the night. She
had wondered at the freedom that the
monsters symbolized. She had never
imagined it would be hers.

Until now.

In the elevator that lifted them to
the high port above the fins she
trembled with the excitement of it, and
clung to Nathan like a child.

As they passed over the short ramp
that led them to the interior of the
ship, Nathan felt relieved. No one had
approached with a rough grasp of his
arm and said, “"You're under arrest,
Dr. Ord.”

No one had pointed a fimger in his
face and laughed at an old fool who
believed he could finish one life and
begin another. No one had spoken to
them at all except the steward who
greeted them pleasantly and escorted
them to their cabins.

Inside, with the door locked, Joanna
dropped her coat and hat and sank
down onto the bed. Nathan heard a
small whimper of grief.

He turned her over gently and sat
beside her. “Yau're not sorry?" he said.

"Oh, no, darling. It's just so new
that it's—like a hurt. And | wish that
Dad could have known what it was like
to be going home. He always spoke of
it as home. 1 wish they could all go
back—"'

They watched takeoff from the spe-
cial observation chairs provided at the
ports. The sudden increase of weight
sickened Joanna, but she cried out with
a final exclamation of farewell as the
ship burst the atmosphere almost over
the mutant colony.

The rock and the whole colony was
no more than a speck, but she knew in
that moment that she was leaving home.

There was a depth of sorrow in it that
she knew she must never reveal to
Nathan.

They came out into the stars then,
The planet shrank below them and Jo-
anna saw space for the first time. She
clung to the padded edge of the obser-
vation chair like a little girl pressing
her nose against a store window.

"If all this should end right now,
this moment would be worth it," she
murmured.

With the lessening of acceleration
pressure, Nathan rose from his chair
and sat beside her, his arm on her
shoulder. "'Don't say that until you have
seen Earth in all her seasoms,” he said

CHAPTER VI
WAITING

THEY SPENT NEARLY all of the
two weeks in their cabin, going out but
little among the other passengers on
the promenade or in the dining room.
In spite of herself, Joanna felt uncon-
trollable terror comng — for the first
time—into the presence of those who
had exiled her and her kind.

She felt outcast still, as if they knew
instinctively her defect and her ancestry.
She began to wonder if all human life
was the way she saw it about her.

There were tourists and business men
and women aboard, friendly to a de-
gree, but conscious of the social neces-
sity to dazzle each other in some respect
—dllotihes, wit, or money.

Nathan shook his head when she
asked about it. “Shipboard company sel-
dom represents mankind, thank Heav-



en. You'd think this would bring out
the best in all of us, instead of the
worst.

"“Tihere is still a prestige in being
able to travel among the stars, and men
haven't gotten used to it. They creak a
bit with the newness of their wings.
On Earth there are plenty of people
who have never been out here, people
who haven't been out of the country
in which they were born. Those are
the ones that we will live among. Some-
times they understand the stars far bet-
ter than these who travel between them
to show off a new wardrobe en route.

"Yau'll find plenty of human beings
to love

L d » »

The big liner did not go directly to
Earth. Its home landing was the Moon,
from which smaller ferries completed
the last leg of the trip. There was dis-
appointment for Joanna in this inter-
ruption of the flight. Nathan had ne-
glected to tell her that it weuld be this
way.

By the time she learned of it, the
Earth was huge and green in the sky
and the ship was pursuing the Moon
in its orbit.

She stood watching the continents
and the seas. Nathan pointed out the
features of the world that was to be her
home, guiding the small telescope
mounted on the sill.

"It looks like the wheat country of
America is getting raim,” he said. “They
needed it badly, and syntheiics siill can't
replace good dark bresd!”

"I've never eaten anything but syn-
thetics,” said Joanna. “I wonder what
real food tastes like. Do you suppose it
will make me sick?"

"Wl find a country village where
somebody still knows how to make real
bread, and where they make butter out
of cow's milk. You can get someone to
teach you how, and you'll think it's the
richest food in the world.™

They watched the ocean then, and
the turmoil of a great storm that Na-
than told her was raising great white
waves on the water.

She couldn't picture that in her
mind. It was hard for her to imagine
there was that much water in all
creation.

Then they sighted the Moon rising
swiftly over the curve of Earth, and the
ship sped towards it.

"We'd better get the bags put out
for the porter,” said Nathan.

* * »

The Terminal was a frigid, sterile
place. The whole ship was engulfed by
it so that nothing of the lunar surface
was visible. There was only the huge,
impersonal vault in which even their
voices seemed lost.

There was delay in the ferry con-
nection. They stopped at the cafeteria,
hoping there might be some natural
food available. There was none, and



they ate the synthetic meal slowly while
waiting.

It was unusual, Nathan thought. He
knew that the ferries were supposed to
be in constant readiness for the liners.
The conversation of all the other pas-
sengers in the cafeteria and out in the
Terminal waiting room seemed stilled
by the strange and unexplained delay.

No announcement had been made. It
was just that the ferry gates were not
open. The attendants had nothing to
say, merely shaking their heads when
asked. There was an uncertain waiting
as for some signal by which they might
know the waiting mass was free to go.

And then that signal came.

And Nathan felt he had known just
what it would be.

Two men approached the table and
stood on either side of him and Joanna.

"“Yaow're under arrest, Dr. Ord," one
of the men said. "Please come along
with us and make no disturtemos

Tihey rose from the table like dream-
ers, not yet awake, and were guided
firmly along towards an office at one
side of the vaulted Terminal.

He ought to have known, Nathan
thought. Forty-five years of brutal ex-
perience should have taught him that
they didn't have a chance. He was not
living in a world where dreams came
true.

But it would be worse for Joanna.
She had seem Earth, now, and had to
live forever with the knowledge that
it could never be hers.

Tihey sat on chairs in the crowded
office of one of the executives of the
space line. He was a gray-haired, prim-
faced man who looked at them accus-
ingly from across the polished desk, as
if they should be ashamed of making

such a disturbance for him.

There were others, too, strangers who
made no bother to remove their hats.

It was one of these that spoke. "We
received word from Administrator Da-
vidson at the mutant colony that you
aided the escape of one of the mutants,
Joanna Rodin. I assume that this is Miss
Redin with you. Do you have anything
to say to these clargess?"

Nathan shook his head wearily. “No
—I have nothing to say, except that she
is not Miss Rodin. She is Mrs. Ord, my
wife—and she is not a muttzmt "

The questioner pursed his lips in ex-
asperation. “Ail right, you can have
trial on the full charges, if you wish.
It would be a lot easier if you would
just do things the nice way."

I am the former Miss Rodin,” Jo-
anna said, speaking for the first time.
“I was born in the mutant colony. I
presume I am the one you wamtt."

"You're a mueatt—2"

She reached for the hidden fasten-
ings on the artificial arm and released
them. Silently, she laid the arm on the
desk in front of her.

The gray haired executive shrank in
distaste. A shocked silence pervaded
the room as if she had suddenly
stripped off her clothes in front of them,
a mixture of pity and disgust.

"I will return to the colony with
you," she said. "But don't punish my
husband for our foolishness. He is a
great man and the whole world needs
him too badly for that."

"We have nothing to say about thatt,"
said the officer. "We only work here.
You will return to Mars on the next
ship., Dr. Ord, it will be necessary for
you to stand trial on Easttn

Nathan looked straight ahead, star-



ing between the figures of the men. His
fingers toyed with a minlture rocket
paper-weight on the polished desk.

“"You think I'm lying, don't yow?"
he said. “Joanna is no mutant. She is
cured. Although her parents were mu-
tants and she has a withered arm be-
cause of it, there is ne mutation within
her. Her genes can be passed on for a
hundred generations and remain elean
of any detect she might pessess.

"Yaou know who I am. You know my
work, my reputation. You know that
I'm not lying when I say that I have
done this for her. Wiy can't you let us

0?"

“I'm not saying that I don't believe
you," the officer replied.

Somehow, Nathan sensed that the
eyes of all of them were on Joanna
now. He turned his head slowly. His
throat ached at the sight of her. For just
a moment he couldn't define what he
saw, and then he knew. Of them all
she was the only one that was unafraid.

His eyes dwelt again upon the black
contour of the hair that sheathed her
head, the warmth and tenderness of her
eyes, the strong, graceful maturity of
her figure so erect now before the on-
slaught of these officers of a law she
never made and had never been asked
to uphold. A law to which she could
oniy submit.

"We don't make the rules," the of-
ficer was saying. “And the law doesn't
say anything about genes. It only says
that mutants have to be exiled to Mars.
There's nothing we can do. I'm sorry.
You can have a few moments alone, if
you likee—"

Nathan looked directly into his eyes
for the first time. He smiled. "I think
we shall have much more time than

that. I shall go back to Mars with her.”

“I'm afraid your Chief wouldn't be
likely to recommend that you hold your
job there again, and I'm sure you won't
be allowed to serve a prison term out
there.”

"You don't understand. You can't
take us apart. You see, I happen to be
one of them, The law says that I have
to go to the colony, too.”

“Nathan!"

Joanna's cry was of sudden pain as
if he'd slashed through all her defenses.

“Oh, Nathan—you shouldn't. They
would never have known. You had no
need to tell. I'm not worth that much
to you."

The officer was confused. He looked
from one to the other. “I don't under-
stand. Are you saying, Dr. Ord, that
you have been a mutant masquerading
as a normal all your lifie?"

Nathan nodded.

The officer tipped his hat backward
and stood looking at them with his
hands on his hips. #I'm glad," he said
at last. "I'm lgjnga"gladl—fm you both.”

* * *

It was on the way to the room where
they were to be held in custody that the
same officer handed them a message in
an opened yellow envelope.

“This came for you. Unfortunately,
we had to open it, since it pertained to
a wanted case. You may know that it
didn't help us in any way, if that will
make it easier for you. We'd have
caught you an A

went into the room alone and
sat down on the bed. Utter weariness
filled Nathan with a longing to sleep
and forget, but he unfolded the sheet
inside the envelope. It was from Don.
It read:



Nattham, I hope this reathes you
im tiwez. Raidin wentt to Di2aidicon
the lefft amdl regoteed wbat
yowhy dmfew ! Mm wihy
the crazy fodl did . He wosddn't
say amyitfinng excapr thair be had
ben wrong and thair you bathh be-
lengeed beres. Hre savdd notbing cowdd
comte off hidngg all the rest off your
Tigeer,

Theree was not a thing [ conld
do. Roddim sestr me awasy, refusing
to ineailee me, baw [ still can't belp
yow. 1 bappe theit thaxe may be ssome
way ost for yoeu—IDon,

Nathan and Joanna finished the mes-
sage together. For an instant Nathan
felt sickening rage towards the old man
who had thwarted them with sueh
meaningless betrayal.

Whille they sat there they heard the
faint throbbing that went through the
Terminal as a ferry took off for home.

He and Joanna could have been on
it. They could have been on the final
leg of their journey to Earth!

If they hadn't been betrayed by a
crazy old man.

Then Nathan saw the look in Jo-
anna's eyes. There was an understand-
ing there that baffled him and added to
his anger, but there was pleading, too,
for him to understand.

"Don’t you see what it would have
been like?" she said softly. “We
would have grown to hate each other.
There would have been no peace.
They would have set out to hunt us and
never given up.

“All our lives we would have waited
for this moment. It wouldn't have
worked. I'm only sorry for what I've

done to you—"
No — it wouldn't have worked, he

saw. It would never have worked out
for her. Maybe for him, but not for
Joanna. There could have been no free-
dom on Earth for her. Only on Mars.
He felt a strange sense of relief.

He wondered about Rodin's motives.
Why had he done it? Was it out of
revenge or out of longing for Joanna?
And why had he let them get this far
in the first place?

He thought of what Don had sent in
his message:—yyw buth bokrged
hame—

That was surely the simple truth, he
thought. He belonged with the rest of
his people in exile. He had done his
work. There was a way out now for
unborn mutant millions. Some day the
colony would be dead and gone. It
didn't matter that it would not be soon.

Joanna was still watching his face
and he drew her close to him. He un-
derstood the thing that Rodin had done.
Rodin despised him for quitting when
only half his life was over, but he'd
been willing to see them go for Jo-
anna's sake. Then he weakened and
forced them to come back—back where
they belonged.

The colony needed a strong man to
lead it when he was gone, John Rodin
had said. Perhaps % could be that man,
Nathan thought. The mutants had to
be taught to lift up their eyes like men
again. Someone inside, someone who
was one of them, and still possessed the
hope which they had all abandoned had
to do it for them. That was a goal worth
all the rest of his years.

Don could treat Nathan and the
others. And some day he would go back
to Earth, and he would carry the. news
of normal children being born in the

I<UnEmGEd B paYfe 65)



SKAG WITH THE QUEEER HEAD

by MURRAY LEINSTER

««« OR WAS IT,

SKAG MIGHT HAVE ASKED,

THE PROFESSOR WHO HAD THE QUEER HEAD . . .
FEATURE-LENGTH NOWVMELET!

CHAPTER 1

WHEN DEENA HAD herpuppies, she
was attended by no less eminent a per-
son than Dr. B. J. Danil, late Warton
Professor of Experimental Biology at
Braddock University. For Deena was
no ordinary dog. Neither she nor her

mate, Skag. They were the only dogs
of their kind, in fact, in the whole
world.

The time of the event was the middie
of an Alaskan winter, with the temper-
ature thirty-odd degrees below zero.
The place was the kennel Deena shared
wrh Skag behind Professor Danil's



quite improbable dwelling Wp the Chi-
nook River, sixty miles above Duggan's
Landing and the same distance from
any other human habitation,

When it was all over, Professor Dan-
il let Skag into the high wire enclosure.
Skag looked carefully at the professor's
hands and went composedly to the ken-
nel door. He poked his blunt nose into
the doorway thrusting aside the hang-
ing flap of canvas. Skag and Deena had
large, odd heads. Tihey made noises to
each other which were not growls or
whines or barks, and there seemed to
be understanding between them. Skag
turned his head and looked at Professor
Danil with an air of careful estimate,
and then he lay down in the snow out-
side the kennel, keeping his eyes stead-
ily on the man.

Professor Danil laughed shortly.

"No?” he asked mockingly. “No?
We shall see! A very promising litter,
Skag! You and Deena 4vere good ma-
terial. There should be more good ma-
terial in your offspring. We shall see!

The dog gave no sign. He lay still
in the snow, watching. Professor Danil
laughed again and went out of the ken-
nel enclosure, locking the wire gate be-
hind him. He went to his own house
and let himself in.

It was an unlikely place for any hu-
man to exist, sixty miles above Dug-
gan's Landing on the Chinook. There
were double windows of glass, and
wooden floors. The furniture and books
had been brought in from Outside and
floated up the river on the same fltboat
that brought the sections of the house
to be assembled here. Professor Danil
stamped off his boots and slipped out
of his parka. He had gone from thirty-
odd below zero to a practically tropical

seventy above, and from an environ-
ment of utter Arctic savagery outside
to one that was fantastically luxurious.

The interior of the house would have
been accepted as adequate even among
the faculty of Braddock University,
from which Professor Danil had de-
parted some two hours before his resig-
nation was demanded by an outraged
faculty council, just three hours after
a fiiaring front-page article about his ex-
perimental methods had appeared in
the local newspaper, and about twenty
minutes before men from the District
Attorney’s office arrived to ask pointed
and embareassing questions. Here, in
the wilderness, there was no one to
demand his resignation from anything,
Of to criticize his methods of scien-
tific research. He had worked, here,
without interference. Thete were rows
of bulging notebooks above the desk
in his living-room. Thete were rows
of specimen-jais above his apparatus
in the room he used as a laboratory.
For four years he had labored with his
own peculiar kind of zest, for the scien-
tific results whese importance nobedy
could deny. But the rest of the world
didn't like the way he got them.

Now he rubbed his hands and
blinked satisfiedly. He went into his
modern bathroom and washed. When
he came out he went to his desk and
took up his latest, only half-filled note-
book. He made a neat entry.

“Deona hadl ber pagppres todkyy. She
urdbeswiobd thatt | wes hdppigg her amd
wass mastt coupperiavive. Skagg uniderssiand,
tow. I must giwe hiim amahber iitedli-
gemeetoust. It 1s awgmw tieir the I-
ty off leurimigg Is thee forcyy off imf:gf‘a-
tram, and thett the facklty off iimegra-



tom is capable off cresitng the bovder-
lime into rexcoom. Skag resonss. He
labibiked cardfiilly at my bamids to be sure
thatt | wess nott canpyimg awsgy ay off his

pies. Tias imilectsses memoyy, reflec-
tion, andd foreigight. | am quiite sure that
ke lnrwens esatthly witait Vn?w pested 1o m
pappres in Deenls s Wrsr andd
e amissivpiases Mw ey Vmppo" o
tiese.

“Noste,; off the liteer, fonr ecppedially
seem well akppred 1o dedelelppent.
Hywewer, I skalll allsw them to gain

mute stegrh bidfore I bagiin . "

While he wrote, out in the kemrmel]
Deena licked and caressed her puppies
with a lavish affection. They squirmed
and whimpered blindly about her.

Presently Professor Danil put the
notebook away and went into his labor-
atory. There was nothing to do tiene—
yet — but he looked with satisfaction
upon the specimen-jars. There was one
series of seven that he examined with
especial contentment. Each was very
neatly, very precisely labeled with exact
data. Two of the specimens had almost
survived, and those two would have
had heads like Deena and Skag, if they
had lived.

Professor Danil rubbed his hands.
He went to the kitchen and prepared
a hearty meal. Afterward he meticu-
lously washed and dried all his imple-
ments. Then he read comfortably for
an hour or more. Just before sundown
he put on his out-door clothing and
went out to the kennel again. Skag got
up rather stiffly from his post outside
the kennel door and stood aside while
Professor Danil went in to examine
the puppies and Deena.

With a sort of malicious giee, Pro-

fessor Danil pretended to have some-
thing hidden under his parka when he
came out of the kennel. Skag bristled.
He moved quickly to be between his
master and the locked gate of the
kennel-yard. He eyed the man steadily.
Professor Danil walked toward the
gate. Skag did not move out of his way.
His gaze became strangely calculating.

With a sudden sharp intake of
breath, Professor Danil stopped short.
Skag with the queer head crouched.

“You fool!” snarled Professor Danil,
in sudden fury “I'm not taking your
pups! Look!"

He abandoned the pretense of car-
rying a hidden something. He made it
plain that he carried nothing at all. But
Skag eyed him as steadily as before.
He made those queer noises that were
neither barks nor whines nor yelps.
Othet sounds came from the kennel.

Skag moved quietly aside. He walked
stiff-legged back to the door of the ken-
nel, and lay down before it.

Professor Danil unlocked the gate.
Outside, he swore suddenly. He shook
his fist at the big dog who lay on guard
before the kennel.

"Smart, eh?"” he'maged. "You know
I don't want to kill you because you're
my best specimen! But don't think you
can dis mad! 1 can duplicate you
now! And after this I'll have a gun to
kill you witth!™

The dog gave no sign. The man went
back to the house, muttering. But after
he was inside once more, he chuckled
suddenly. He went again to his note-
book and wrote down an exact account
of Skag's actions. He gave full details,
adding his own interpretation of the
noises Skag had made, and to which
Deena had replied.



“Thhyy commanaate,” wrote Profes-
sor Danil. "Noes iw wenidy, coonse,
bewaenze it s umthikdoible thayr iw tineir
Iitfespun could hawe baillt up a
mw% wautld be the waké of
mamy genseriinivs. Skagg, apppaveryly, ex-
presseed  a  genvealitiged  amsittyy,
Dwena repliddd by a genealitided esoppres-
siom off savisffatioon. Iv it wewe not for
Hee Fbeditiry off te padlic, andl fbe
stuipidlisy off my sieegikete conffeusees in
expeiAkal Biddagy, I woulld be able
10 bate am a6SHpMRL B8 WOKE s
W sounslds Wy matke. Iv woultd ¢
a mesk valiablle Iiphe om Mk OWPMs of
Bumsn speebh ... "

CHAPTER 11

THERE WAS A winter storm, and af-
ter it a period of cold so intense that, it
seemed starkly impossible. The inner
of the double windows of the cabin
frosted over. The scientist knew that
the mercury would stand at forty below
zero or less—how much less he could
not estimate. He could simply have
taken a thermometer outdoors, but Pro-
fessor Danil was a specialist. Expefi-
mental biology was his line, and the
mutation he eonsidered responsible for
human intelligenece was his specialty.
His ewn teeRnie fer pf@du@iﬂg an
equivalent mutation IR experimental
animals was his life passien. He made
everything ready fer the werk he was
t6 de, but it had really been feady be:
fere the puppies were Born:

He wrote exact and elaborate memo-
randa of the prospective method of the
results he anticipated, of the theory

back of each intended move. He re-
ferred constantly to his book, "Tihe
Dueisivee Muteatonn, the Origgvor off Hiomo
Sagicest.” His experiments were to
prove the hypothesis he had advanced
in that work, which the scientific world
had accepted with only tepid interest
because it eould be only speculation.

During the worst of the more-than-
bitter cold, Professor Danil stayed with-
in his cabin-laboratoty, venturing out
no more often than once a day to feed
the two grown dogs in the kennel-
enclosure, and to observe the growth
of the pups. He wrote up his netes. He
rephrased them. He perfected them. IR
particular, he deveted pages of his fine
handwriting t6 an Impassiened and ve:
hement defense 6f his metheds. The fe:
sults his eperatiens were Intended te
preduee required eperative sheek as an
ald te surgery. IR sheft, 2naestheties
eeuld net Be used. The fact that the
degs must suffer pain was an essential
te the sueeess of the experiment! He
waxed §§va%ely witty at the expense
of his detractors. But He grew réstless;
gager te get abBaut the werk WHhicH
welld preve him the 8Re man of the
twentieth E@ﬂ%&g Who Had produced
3R entirely Rew selentiic reseatch Pro:
eedure.

"1 considdie?,” he wrote, “Watt the muy-
tatiam wiithh metite yam a thinkkigg ani-
mall wess onee witithh casssed Wim 1o re-
taim ol Wity life the fobald skadiMrdhepe
witichh alll ottkeer priimaiate s possess av ﬁggﬂb
stagee off thafr dweldopment, bu out:
grow. Iv is pubbaps the stagee i WHRED
roctingtive Kapvdlliglge 15 dvplaefled oF
impdnieced Fn e indviddalal. e i Abe

stagte WBEDD puipptes ave lawingp ab
birth. Iv I5 the sWaife Wikon MW c&él’f@i:

witon off M Bicifn i abepabd 1o kaFh:



g amd inegoation.

ol young aminal, revainiug seme

vesiges of thisr contfommticnion, is cappdble
off learming. Am ol or matuece awinval,
hasifng acqareed the madure skallisénepe
of hite spwides, is no lomger resuilyy avle
to imdggete new esppewizreses witth past
o,
“"Dhevaa ami Skazg, in wiow I Have
been abibe to prscevec the sksklisthgpe
off veny yountg duggs, esee intetélijgernce
1 estimavte as equall at least to that of a
temypenrolold Yrornean chilld. 1f I am adble
to prescevee the samee skallishipgpe in ssome
off therr offippinigg, the resulls im e fficaiive
imedllignonce shandd be evem  gopoter,
oMfrer all, in teathvgg Sk andl [eena,
I wess allile 1o poss om IWdr asgudived
thagpbpipressesses 1o Wiy offfsppigg in
 maite eailly avqpivedd féom.

"1 Joukk frr yracth maree effeetiviee iintel-
ligeaee in the seandd geneestinivn. ff I
weree ablke to e avt acaal/, ittveri-
tabite matativon, instedd of off am antifi-
cvall omee WHithh is nott intleeitaed, the race
of reasoovinigg dages 1 cowlld ppoatiuce
wauldd pecrblayly deeldpp a typiekl ca-
nince  culuee, diffeawtnr feom thar  of
bowo saitons, bay noy nevessuhly in-

fesdor ,

One day in so many Professor Danil
spent in the chores essential to life in
the wilds. He had mail and supplies
brought to him in the two or three an-
nual contacts he had with the rest of
humanity, but there was much he had to
do himself. A whiskery Alaskan sour-
dough Joe Timmins brought up the
winter’s accumulated mail and scientific
magazines just after the ice broke. He
took away Professor Danil’s list of need-
ed supplies. He brought up those sup-
plies before freeze-up with the sum-

mer's accumulation of mail and learned
periodicals.

Perhaps once or twice during the
summer, and sometimes once during the
winter, some other person might stop
at the cabin. But few stopped a second
time. Professor Danil was not an ami-
able person and he was infinitely scorn-
ful of his intellectual inferiors. He
needed no human society. He made it
plain that he wanted none.

Even Joe Tummins camped by the
river-shore when he brought up sup-
plies. To avoid the need for contacts
with other infetior persons, Professor
Danil had become self-sufficient even to
the extent of chopping his own wood,
though even a doubly-insulated arctic
house like his called for much fuel.

One day in four or five, he chopped
wood. Another day in the same period
he sawed. He knew that when his work
with the puppies began, he'd not have
much time to spare, so he must lay in
an adequate supply of firewood ahead
of time. But he became extremely im-
patient.

“It 1 iwitatiigg,” he wrote in his
notebook, “tay I cammbt begiv unork
wiifte the s are er. @hbwi-
ouslly, the ealiter I begon, the eavlicer [
cam avvestt the changge towasdd the adwuit,
nomaemimiyg skullshbpepe. Thee moree in-
famitde the fimatl skull, the gretter the
reaeppitityty off the finedl mingd, awid won-
seqeetlyly the gueater the inbatéfggence.
.. - Batr the necessityy of trawmas for sat-
isthetooyy reswllss requivews a resmwee of
athiftiyy to resiats savgieaks/ shoekk. . . .

Surgical shock, in part, means pain,

A second storm struck. There would
have been no more than three hours of
daylight now, anyhow, but while the
storm raged there was no difference be-



tween dark arctic night and pale arctic
day. A wind blew with such violence
that Danil remained indoors. Twice in
two days he struggled out to the kennel
to feed the dogs. On the third day he
essayed to carty one of the pups back
to the cabin with him. Impatienee to
begin work moved him. He did net
think the puppy would survive mere
than the first day’s treatment, but even
so he might learn some details that
would be helpful with the ethess. . . .

When he reached for the puppy.
Deena uttered a cry that was something
between a bark and a snarl. Professor
Danil grinned mirthlessly at her. He
drew back, but only for an instant.

"After all," he said, "I made you,
Deena! I'll do with your pups as I

lease!"

His left hand moved to a pocket in
his parka. He reached out again with
his right.

Deena's jaws flashed shut on the ex-
tended wrist. She held fast, making
raging sounds, but somehow not crush-
ing the hand. Professor Danil went into
a cold, furious rage. Such tantrums had
spoiled many experiments in the past,
but he could not control them. When
he, who felt so infinitely superior to the
rest of the human race, was defied by
an animal—and one essentially of his
own creation'—he became fury ifcar-
nate. His left hand snatched out a pistol
with which to kill Deena.

Then he choked as Skag's jaws clesed
on that wrist. Skag was in the kennel.
He'd darted in through the hanging
canvas flap at Deena’s outcry. And si-
lently, he'd waited until the pistol eame
out. Now his jaws held the wrist whidy
held the gun.

Skag had been a Malemute puppy,

and he had a Malemute husky's hun-
dred-pound frame—despite his queer
head—and he was a match for any man
in fair fight. He could have crushed the
wrist-bones in his jaws with a single
savage pressure.

But he waited. His eyes rolled up-
ward and he regarded the man, but he
held the wrist fast. Deena held to her
own grip. She snarled a little — and
Skag answered. But he did not release
Professor Danil's wrist.

The unreasoning anger left the sci-
entist utterly. In a sudden horrible in-
stant he saw his situation. He was sixty
miles from the nearest human contact.
Two huge dogs held him helpless.

CHAPTER III

FOR SECONDS THE tableau remained
unchanged. Skag did not snarl or growl,
He gripped the wrist behind the hand
with the pistol. His eyes were fixed on
the man's face. They were intelligent
as no ordinary dog's eyes are intelli-
gent. And they were grim. Outside, the
storm-wind blew, screaming among the
barren trees left about the cabin. There
was blinding, abrasive snow in that
wind. There was a penetrating, horrible
chill that could freeze the very marrow
of a man's bones if he were unsheltered
and merely kept still.

Sweat started out on the man's face
despite the ghastly cold. He spoke
harshly:

"“Let go, Skag! Deena, let go!"

Skag's eyes remained fixed on him.
Deena made a querilous sound which
was plainly another of those noises by
which the two animals communicated.



Skag growled softly. Staring steadily up
at tne man, he pressed ever so slightly
more upon the pistol-holding wrist. He
shook it gently,

Danil cursed. Wiithout the pistol he
would be defenseless. But he was de-
fenseless now. They had only to crunch
down upon their present grip, and he
would be essentially handless, unable
to help himself or feed himself of sur-
vive even one day in this frozen wilder-
ness.

Skag growled a little. He knew what
the pistol was. He'd seen Danil kill
other dogs with it—#aiillutes in his ex-

iments. He was demanding that

nil drop the weapon.

Dindr9Pvéice Shrill. He com-
maiRded hyseéercAlpWVHRGlekdd FRIR:
thaniedHeYeigedatBat 'He RI Fb i
tiigeér, Andaed3ed oL Uf
pikaepr, and he dared not let go of the
PidRekling —all sensation — slowly left
ﬁfﬁg%agrmﬁu@pmﬂw% lof

Bislo i i rfitede PAnits
w_riht-s@snaiw%:ﬁanrwiuadnpmh
vightseerhedrachowd skiy a8dDéena
MIBLBE" WALIKerSHRA RNAHP KA
pefordned opbintioeartdteaperatisn gt
oarthenedvbiRIalie) ke OpepPies Yp-
plyiiehis by uhé KR RVRRIGS 2
plisinguttitewsifaiyal btk siiild Wicaveteld
it depdespinental ehdriges dbegiered
ibokated \domencaidl spreRgeHOMNA el
tipated Wastrtorns sPreRdngde PRI
mddaharcdoB i dligbAnIThéjewad
higderéheisnsloBul RE{IWEre TSN WARTP
disgereatinivna BUt Foesthesr e tdh ety
Hobd hirnaalidirFafedtiemL to date f8
hate M-I 4hHiwoiidhave (PoHe fdd
With ape-Rad ihevabidbeane FRReicaRY
Wil wihe tégdrhe not been practically
maDewid iivred with her hatred of
hifReverluindregveyithodify JHErgdadé

him. Over and over again she made

that querulous sound which must have
been a demand that Skag let her crunch
her strong jaws home. Each time Skag
growled faintly.

Suddenly he shook his head impa-
tiently. Danil cried out in pain as the
dog's teeth wrenched his arm. The pis-
tol dropped from his numbed fingers,

Instantly Skag released him. He de-
liberately picked up the pistol in his
jaws, carried it to the side of the ken-
nel, and then stood over it. He regarded
the man steadily, though his eyes
burned.

Danil fled.

Back in the cabin, it was an heur be-
fore he could review the situation
calmly. Then it was another hour be-
fore he had determined on his course
of action. He made his notes.

“Skate amitl Dheens,” he wrote, “wery
evitdotlyly undbesttaed thas 1 pewtted
them: to mette beowmse | imtand their
panpiees frr exgremeranial panpeszs. Tihe
facts thatt Dusewais s ﬁmﬂw was usedd in
thiss s plladrmy e & Strorteg im-

u:?zy Pk&a)yswm ressheed that
thigs Vivwrr shall mott e simifdan)y used,
Thee facts thatt theyy hasee the intatdiiggmoe
I gawe theron complitatates the mater,

“I expert to use thew: to /meruct
thusee off theirr pufes wiio may Seumvive
the dewidorpentatial opesdbions, so { can-
nott aifbedd to kil thermz. B 1 shatl! hewe
to make them umaihde to defy mie. The
shtaaticon sexvis to calll forr a dnug i teir
favdd wifich willl maike theam bekpless,
awitl them somee opeeadtion to make them
applakle igg me.

“If situdi! wo dehate the mathad by
wifichh | cam leame tham capuhle of car-
img forr thasee off theifr yourg who sur-
vive, wittau? amy poneer o Imlite Mg,
Thigy mustt Vaatee the ponwer to fead them:



selkwss and 1o wald 1o sowee extentt. . . .

He wrote on, zestfully, makmg the
notes which some day would force the
scientific world to recognize his genius.

Outside, the arctic storm howled and
raged. There was blinding snow and
screaming wind and numbing cold. But
Skag and Deena, in the kennel within
the high wire fence which no dog could
leap or climb, Skag and Deena made
noises to each other. Skag picked up the
pistol in his jaws and went out into
the storm.

He dug a hole in the snow, where it
had drifted deep against and through
the wire-mesh fencing. He dropped in
the pistol and covered it. The storm
erased all traces of his digging, almost
instantly. He went back to the kennel.
Deena was in the act of licking her
puppies over from head to foot in lav-
ish adoration. Skag made gruff noises.
She got up and poked out her nose
beyond the canvas door - fiign. She
whined anxiously. Skag made more
noises.

Obediently, Deena picked up one of
the puppies in her mouth. It dangled
and squirmed ludicrously in puppy-
helplessness. held by the loose skin at
the back of its neck. Skag picked his
way carefully among the other sprawl-
ing small bodies. He picked up a second

Puppy-

Next day, when the winter sun rose
for the brief period of daylight—but
made only a grey half-light beneath the
storm-clouds—Professor Danil came to
the kennel-gate and called harshly.
There was no movement in response.
Danil had the dogs' food ready for

feeding. It was suitably medicated. He
called again. The kennel was still.
There were no tracks on the windswept
snow,

He put down the platter of food and
went back to the cabin. He came back
with a rifle in his hand. Very cautiously,
he unlocked the gate and entered the
kennel-yard. Wiith the rifle cocked, he
approached the kennel in which the two
dogs and their pups should be.

It was empty. The dogs and their
pups were gone. In his fury, it was
minutes before Professor Danil realized
that drifted snow had piled up against
and through the wire fence until a
resolute dog could leap the balance of
the distance, both to go out and to
return.

Wihen he did realize it, the man
gazed about him. He went back to the
cabin, and soon came out prepared for
a journey. He set out savagely on snow-
shoes to look for tracks of his missing
animals. Wiith their young to carry,
one at a time, Skag and Deena could
not have gone far. And Skag would
have to hunt food for them.

Professor Danil planned his course
of action. If necessary, he would kill
both the grown dogs. They had defied
him. But he would rather not. If only
he could wound them so they could be
captured, or if he could trap them, or—
best of all, if he could come upon their
den when both the grown dogs were
absent and get back to the cabin with
the pups. ...

That would be best. Because Skag
and Deena had the intelligence of many
human adults. They were admirable
parents. If their puppies were in Danil's
power, they would submit themselves
abjectly to him.



CHAPTER IV

ON THE SECOND day, he found
Skag's tracks in the snow. He followed
them, coddling his anger. He back-
tracked Skag toward the place from
which he had come, which would be
where Deena and the puppies were. In
soft deep snow the trail was clear. He
foli it for four miles. Then sud-
denly, behind him, there was an outcry
and there was enofmous urgency in it.

Danil turned, swearing. He moved
toward the sound, confident in his
weapon. He came upon fresh tracks.
Skag had — this became clear later —
gone near the cabin to scout his master's
activities. He trailed and found Danil
back-trailing to the den. He ran des-
perately to overtake him. And a hun-
dred yards shott of his master, he made
that extraordimary noise.

But Danil did not understand this
at first. Cursing, now that Skag knew
his whereabouts, he pursued the dog
savagely. Over and over again he read
in the snow where Skag had gone on a
few hundred yards, or half a mile or o,
and then stopped to watch and listen
and sniff to see if his master still fol-
lowed.

It was not until darkness drew near
that an infuriating suspicion came to
Danil. He stopped short and cursed,
and then headed back toward the spot
where Skag had first discovered him.
He doggedly went back to tracing the
old, original set of Skag's footprints.
And a bare quarter-mile from where
Skag had lured him aside, he found
where Skag and Deena had denned.
Haif denned. The place was empty now.
There was the heavy trail of many, re-
peated journeyings away from it. Deena

had been warned of danger by Skag's
outcry. Whiile Danil followed the male
dog, Deena had shifted her puppies to
a new hiding-place.

The trail was plain, but it led away
into gathering darkness. And as Danil
took the first furious step to follow, he
heard a low, throaty growl from some-
where unseen. Skag warned him, Skag
defied him. Skag dared him to try to
trail through the blackness of an arctic
night.

Danil went back to his cabin. As he
went, he raged—and listened fearfully.

Yet, when he was safely back at his
cabin, he opened the door to the dark
interior and closed it again — and
crouched down before the door with-
out. A long time later he saw a vague
form moving cautiously nearer to the
cabin. The form watched, and listened,
and advanced a step, and watched. . ..

Danil waited. But Skag — if it was
Skag—did not come too near. After a
long time he started to move silently
away again. Danil aimed his rifle at an
indistinct target, with cold - stiffened
hands which trembled. He emptied the
rifle's magazine at that moving blur
against the snow. It vanished at break-
neck speed.

Inside the cabin, though, "Danil
wrote his notes with a neat blend of
scientific self-satisfactiom and anger.

“Theere Is no quesiiinn alfoewt fhe
gratde off hiv wdliggrece. He luned
me awsyy fram Bis dem, witichh | wovold
haee fowwdd im a quantter off am Aour
moxe. He thweatteewd me wierrr | /nad
thaght! off tryimg to trail/ Deeena to fthe
new dem in the daké. Ft wouldd /fnawe
bearn higlyy danggeowsys, as | see mmw.
Theev: b ftldwaced me bauié to the ceehin
to maike suve | madée no furthber asteampts



tonighy against Dieena and his :
v am g:wimd’dtﬁw e anfd::
b the calilm wuee clastfy becase
e satw thett | hedd maite no light inaside.
Now thett 1 baswee sthair at hiim, he baaos
off hig r. Wb the branirppacer
be b dis d, it bewooaees maee and
mutee pravhitele the 1 willl hasee to Al
Wiim if I camnnts dicedbde hiim beywdd any
er to barm mre. Bat muree them ever
I se thar thiss Vivwrr off pugss, canviiining
Wiy amil Dreoaiss porewetidides, shoould
be the mams by whiihh my thevies can
be prowen evan owsr the ofifetinems of
fobds and Imikedites 1o my menkids,
Slegg dwes reasopdr! Bap—"

Here Danil’s handwriting changed
from the neat and even penmanship of
one writing a scientific memorandum
to the savage scrawl of a man in a pas-
sion—"that thatt sawee imtiliggence I ore-
atedd in hiim willl meike hitm lesrm wihbat
it meass to deffy met”

Danil was a very vain man. He paced
up and down his cabin that night, work-
ing himself up into a corrosive fury.
He had been lured away from absolute
success—the capture or the maiming of
Deena and the securing of her pups.
Skag had made a fool of him! Skag
had mocked him! And Skag had dared
to threaten him! Skag—

Next morning Danil set out very
grimly for a showdown. He made his
way to the den he had found at sunset
the night before. There was the broad
trail where Deena had carried away the
pups while Skag coaxed Danil into fu-
tile pursuit. It was hopeless for the dogs
to try to hide their trail in snow like
this.

Inside the den—a hollow place in a
huge, still-standing tree — there were
scraps of tiny bones and bits of rabbit-

fur. The dogs had hunted for food in
the days since they had fled from their
kennel. They had devised some way to
catch snowshoe rabbits. They had been
prudent and foresighted parents.

Solicitous parenthood and intelli-
gence always go together, though, in all
the animal world. Wiith the brain-
power of at least ten-year-old humans,
coupled with the fierce emotions of ma-
turity, Skag and Deena would be anx-
ious parents indeed. Of course they
intended fiercely to keep their offspring
from being made into such as they
were—dogs with queer heads and vast
intelligence, and a memoty of months
of screaming torment as the price. But
the point was that, with their intelli-
gence, they must be desperately anxious
about Danil’s unending pursuit. If they
could be captured without being killed.

Danil muttered satisfactorily to him-
self as he plodded over the snow. He
would make cages for them. He would
put them in the laboratory where they
could see and smell and hear all the
rrocess that would make their puppies
ike themselves. Wien it was over, he
might have to kill them, but before
that they would learn who was the
master!

Wiith his rifle ready, he moved on-
ward from the den. He followed the
trail that darkness and Skag, together,
had forbidden him to follow the night
before.

And it led to the smooth, windswept
ice of the river. He spent all the rest of
daylight trying to find where they had
left the trackless ice. He saw no sign of
them before the early darkness made
further search impossible.

But he saw signs at his cabin, when
he got back. Skag had gone boldly to



it, secure in the knowledge of Danil's
absence. He had worked at the fasten-
ing of the door with his mouth until
he managed to open it. He entered the
cabin, which now was bitter cold. And
~— it must have been that he lredim'tt
dared spend time in hunting with Danil
so furiously on his trail—he carried off
a huge side of bacon for his family.
There was much more food in cans, but
the opening of cans would be beyond
the two dogs.

At first, Danil merely groaned in a
black fury at the insolence of it. But
then, suddenly, he grinned. He rubbed
his hands exuberantly together. He
laughed a little, zestfully. It was a very,
very unpleasant sort of laughter.

YWhile a sullen new snowstorm be-

an outside and filled the night with

rifting, twisting, falling flakes of
white, Professor Danil set to work hap-
pily to prove his superority to the dogs
he had created. He got out bear-traps
which he had never before used, and
which neither Skag nor Deena could
imagine to exist. He prepared them lov-
ingly for use. His notes, when he wrote
them, were precise and zestful. He even
put down in detail his intentions for
the future. Danil was not an amiable
man.

Out in the darkness the snow fell
and wiped out all past trails, and drove
all small animals to hiding. And some-
where away in the bare-branched for-
est, Deena nosed her small puppies
proudly so that they tumbled about her
in the new den that Skag had found for
them. Skag squatted by the entrance.
Sometimes he blinked out at the falling
snow. Sometimes he turned his head to-
ward his family, safe in a hollow log.
Sometimes he made those queer sounds

which only he and Deena among all
dogs ever seemed to use. They were not
quite words. They were neither barks
nor yelps nor whines. But they were
some sort of communication.

CHAPTER V

THE SNOW FELL steadily for four
days, and Danil viewed this with con-
tentment. While it snowed, hunting,
would be poor indeed. Skag and Deena
would go hungry. The puppies would
be half-starved. Skag — having intel-
ligence equal to those of many mem—
would become desperate for his mate
and offspring,

On the fifth day, the snow ceased.
Danil went out-of-doors. He set out on
snowshoes, rifle in hand. His purpose
was to search for tracks which would
lead him to the hiding-place of Deena
and the puppies. He had no expectation
of finding them easily. He suspected
that somehow Skag had gotten his fam-
ily hidden so that it would take days
of search to find them. But he would
find them, in time!

Teday, he actually left his cabin so
that Skag would repeat his raid of near-
ly a week ago. Skag had remembered
how the man opened the door. Skag
had stood on his hind legs and pulled
the latch-stitng—Damiil had abandoned
locks; if they were not oiled they stuck,
and if they were oiled they froze—and
Skag entered—for food. He would see
that Danil was not at home today. He
would try to repeat his raid . . .

Danil grinned to himself as he
trudged through the thin woodland on
his almost circular woods-type snow-



shoes. He was wary, of course. His rifle
was ready. But he knew that Skag un-
derstood firearms, as the incident of the
pistol had proved. Danil had no fear
of attack as long as he had his rifle,
but he did not really expect to see any
trace of the dogs until his return to the
cabin. Thewn, he believed, he would find
Skag blood-smeared and raging and
desperate, caught in the bear-traps that
waited for him inside the eabin doef.
Perhaps Deena would be there toe,
whimFering and frantie, trylng erazily
to help him get fiee. And Danil . . .

Danil enjoyed in anticipation what
would follow his return. He might
shoot Deena, delicately, so that she
could not get away. In any case he
would secure her. He would leave Skag
in the traps while he backtrailed Deena
and found the pups. And then, after-
ward . . .

Danil did not even think seriously
of the finding of the new den today. So
of course he found it.

Ordy three miles from his cabin he
blundered on the tracks. He did not
even need to follow them any consider-
able distance. A quarter of a mile, al-
most straight toward the river-shore,
and then he saw where they led. Plain-
ly, unmistakably, into the hollow of a
great dead-fall. He threw off the safety
of his rifle. He was happily confident.
He advanced with the tifle ready,

"Skag!” he snapped. "Drena! Come
outt!"

Wiith a sudden shock of ironic satis-
faction, he realized that the dogs' in-
telligence might lead to the most zest-
ful possible conclusion to this whole
affair. They — and only they — would
understand the menace of the rifle as
well as a human being would do. They

—and only they—would realize that
with the rifle bearing down upon them,
disobedience would mean bullets. Skag
and Deena, alone of all’ dogs because
of their queer heads, would be suscep-
tible to capture by the threat of shoot-
ing, as men and women would have
been in their case.

Danil wanted to laugh triumphantly,
but instead he snarled ;

"Come out of there or I shoatt!"

There was a puppy-whimpering in
the hollow tree. Then a stirring. Then
Deena came out. She faced him with
blazing eyes. She did not try to run
away — that would have been desertion
of her puppies. She did not try to rush
him. She knew that would mean death.
She stood there, terribly and despair-
fully defiant.

“Yes?" said Danil mockingly. He
never knew how many human words
the dogs understood, but it was many.
He'd talked to them often for the sat-
isfaction of hearing his own voice.
"You know how it is, eh? You run, I
shoot. You rush, I shoot. Either way I
take your puppies and make them smart
dogs like you and Skag—but a damned
sight more obedient! Wien I'm through
with them they won't dare to run away
like you diidi!™

He did laugh. By now, he was sure,
Skag was a raging prisoner in the bear-
traps inside the cabin door. Deena —
on three legs she might run away, but
not on two — disable her. Take the
pups and put them in the cabin, make
sure Skag was suitably helpless and
knew of his master's final triumph, and
then come back for Deena so that she
could care for and instruct such of the
puppies as survived the operations that
should make them Deena’s own kind.



He brought-the rifle up to bear. As
its muzzle lined up with her body, she
broke out in a screaming outcry of
hatred and defiance. It was indescrib-
able and unearthly. It—

Something huge and silent and ter-
rible struck Danil. It tumbled him from
his feet. It was Skag, monstrous and
deadly. He made no sound at all. He
struck with the full weight of his body,
flusig in so desperate a leap that as
Danil fell sprawling, Skag tore free with
fragments of Danil's parka in his jaws.

The scientist started up, his mouth
parted in something that started to be
a scream, but became a wheezing gasp
instead. Because Deena and Skag, to-
gether, sprang once more — but they
sprang together at the rifle that had
peen knocked from Danil's hands. They
both got it. Then Skag released it. He
made soutids.

Deena went.bounding away over the
snow, dragging the rifle behind her.
Skag moved stiffly to the mouth of the
hollow tree from which tiny scufflings
and puppy-whinings came. He stood
there, tense and trembling. After a mo-
ment a low growl came from his throat.
His eyes were not a dog's eyes. They
were stern eyes, geim eyes, with intel-
ligence behind them, and they looked
at Danil with a burning steadiness that
was more terrifying than any smarling
could have been.

Danil, gasping, tried to back away.
But it was not easy to walk backward
on even rounded woods-snowshoes.
Then Deena came back. The rifle was
gone. And Deena was a female. At
sight of Danil her lips drew back and
her eyes blazed. He had threatened her
pups. She swerved toward him, snarl-

ing.

Danil screamed. Flight was impos-
sible. He climbed a tree with startling
agility, practically gibbering in his ter-
ror. Deena raged uncontrollably about
the base of it, though Skag only looked
up with those grim and burhing eyes.
They knew that Danil was wnarmed,
now. He was safe, but he was unarmed.

Once he was sure they could not
reach him, Danil screamed curses at
them. His vanity was irreparably in-
jured. He was Professor B. H. Danil,
late of Braddock University. He was
a great man, a superior man, infinitely
above other humans, and they only
dogs. He raged at them with the venom
and fury possible only to a vain man
whose ego had been deflated.

But he stayed up the tree. He ex-
pected them to take their pups and
move away again, out of some residual
fear of him. But they had no fear of
him now. They knew he had no gun.
And this was their home. There was
no reason for them to move.

After an hour, he grew very quiet.
He hoped they would forget about him.
Then perhaps he could slip down and
away when both grown animals went
to hunt. But they did not forget. Skag
lay in the entrance of the hollow dead-
fall which housed his family. From
time to time he raised his eyes to the
man in the tree.

That was all. At nightfall, Danil
still hoped. But it grew colder at night.
He could not exercise to keep warm,
because the branches on which he rest-
ed were coated with ice. He could only
cling to the tree.

Once during the long dark hours
the dogs heard querulous, moaning
noises up in the tree, as if Professor
Danil wept hopelessly to himself be-



cause he did not dare come down and
because the cold ate ever deeper into
the marrow of his bones.

That was not many hours after dark-
ness fell. Wien the gray light came
again he was still up in the tree. But
he did not move.

CHAPTER VI

WHEN THE ICE broke, that spring
Joe Timmins came upriver with Pro-
fessor Danil’s spring mail. Joe Timmins
was a whiskery, sourdough Alaskan.
There was no sign of life about the
house. He shouted, and then he opened
the heavy cabin door. He stared blank-
ly at the sight of beartraps with gaping
jaws, set to catch any living creature
who might enter. He swore, and first
sprang them with sticks. Thea he went
gingetly through the cabin. Professot
Danil had not been thete for a long
time,

Wihen he went outdoors, he saw a
dog with a queer head looking at him.
It came up and wagged its tail.

“Hi, Skag!” said Joe Timmins.
“Wihere the hell's your mastear?”

Skag came forward in friendly fash-
ion. He had seen Joe Tirmmins several
times before, and the man was kindly.
Skag remembered. He remembered ev-
erything. He stayed companionablly with
Joe Turnmmins while the sourdough
sought for some indication of where
he should send word that Professer
Danil had vanished from the cabin in
which he spent his wintets alone. But
Skag was bored when Tirnmins began
to look through the notebooks. He tret-
ted away.

Tummins read cursorily, skipping
here and there. He was looking for an
address to write to. But suddenly, what
he read began to have meaning. He
happened to have chosen the last note-
book of all, concerning Skag and
Deena. He screwed up his face. Later
he rumbled furiously as he read.

Wihen he finished, he was breathing
hard. He went out, and Skag was no-
where to be seen. Joe Timmins moved
rather grimly in the direction toward
which Skag had vanished. He found a
clear trail, alternately in slushy snow
and soft mud. It was a well-used trsli—
by dogs. Joe Timnmins followed it three
miles,

Then Skag came to greet him, wag-
ging his tail. Deena looked at him sus-
piciously from the mouth of a fallen
hollow tree. A small pack of gangling,
boisterous half-grown pups came snif-
fling cautiously at the man. Skag made
sounds, and they wagged their tails.
Joe Timmins found it incredible, but
he had read all about jt in.Professor
Danil's notebook.

“Look here!” said Joe Timmins
wrathfully. "“These books say you got
as much sense as a man. But it looks to
me like you killed that fella Damiil—
even if he did need killli™"

Then he stopped helplessly. A man
does talk to a dog. But Joe Timmins
had talked as to a man. He was embar-
rassed.

Deena made noises. Skag blinked
idly, and then his eyes went up and
up. He looked steadily, satisfiedly, over-
head. Joe Timmins followed his gaze
up into the tree. Then he gasped. It
was perfectly clear what had happened.

The day Joe Timmins was going
downstream, he set fire to Danil’s cab-



in and watched it go up in flames. Skag
watched indifferently as the smoke bil-
lowed up. Joe Timmins said indig-
nantly ;

"Dammit, there ain't nothin' else to
do! Nobody'd believe me! I'll tell ‘em
his cabin caught fire an he was burned
out in the middle of the winter, an'
he musta tried to make it to Duggan's
Landin' — an' didn't. I ain't goin to
try to make ‘em believe what I read in
them notebooks!

Flames gushed hligl., and Skag drew
back a little. He waited around in a
friendly fashion until Joe Timmins —
sure the cabin was finished — got into
his canoe and pushed off. Skag wagged
his tail as the boat moved out from
shore.

“Listen here, Skag," said Joe Tim-
mins. “You keep outa sight of men, or
they'll try to make a sledge-dog outa
you an' you'll have to kill 'em! That

goes for Deena too. I don't know about
the pups. They oughta make out all
right. But you two better be sure and
stay outa sijgfhti"™

Skag wagged his tail again. Joe Tim-
mins felt like a fool. He paddled down-
stream. As he paddled his lips worked
as if he were phrasing something to
himself. His expression grew more and
more dubious.

Around the first bend from the site
of the cabin he stopped paddling and
spat overside.

"Hell!” said Joe Timmims. *I
couldn't ha' done anything else! No-
body'd believe me! It wouldn't be no
use to tell the truth to nolbedi!™

So much’ was plainly true. Then Joe
Timmins spat again.

“In fact,” he declared firmly as he
picked up the paddle one more, “from
now on I ain't even goin' to tell the
truth about this to myself™

SEED by Raymond F. Jones (cortinued from: page 50)

mutant colony.

The name of Dr. Nathan Ord could
not disappear from the world without
a stir, either. That would draw atten-
tion to the colony, and the time would
come when it could not be smothered
beneath the indolence of men like
Davidson.

He felt very good. He felt the com-
fort for which he had longed through-
out a lifetime. It came with the sense

» # ¥

of Joanna's weight in his arms, and the
pressure of her body against his.

He expressed his only regret, “'They
could at least have let you see Eantih—
just once.™

She smiled up at him with renewed
confidence. "It doesn't matter, There
will be a time when the stream will be
reversed and go from Mars to Earth,
Our children — or their children. It's
not important just now."

® L4 L



(conttinezed from page 12)

had refused to tell though the rest of
the deal had been above board
enough. The charter was direct from
Teleport Inc., paying a flat fee per
month for charter over and above
the cost of all supplies. It was some-
thing that Josh had knewh ence,
eomplete eharter.

Dikter shook his head. “Dwes it
matter?"’

Then the trucks began arriving
with the big crates all stamped with
the seal of Teleport and Josh looked
for evidence of what they contain-
ed. . .But they were not umiform
and there was no way of telling the
contents.

“No,"” he decided. “No, maybe
not. l've carried cargoes before
without knowing tiatt

But he liked some cargoes less
than others, he thought to himself.
And the kid hadn’t been too smart.
The two men that were to go along
with the cargo as supercargo meant
that it was something special. If the
governmemt or whoever was backing
this wanted to play it that way, it
was their business.

“‘hiell,” he dccided. *ilt gets
carried, that's enough. Right now
1'd even be willing to think about
shipping teleports. . .”*

The gasp from Dikter wasn't
necessary then. It should have been
obvious as the kid had said. No
matter what the Teleport Company
officials had claimed, there was one
cargo they could never transport.
The first telepoit on any planet had
to be transported here by ship.

There had been a time when Tele-
port had tried_vainly to get the star-
ships to do it for them and _finally
had to build their own ship. Now,
well if they needed a second ship to
speread from planet to planet fast
enough, he weuldn't be cutting the
throat of other ship ewners 6f
destroying trade by spreading the
machines for them. There were Ao
fmere shipewhners and ne trade {9
desirey.

“\Nvdll, we'd better get below and
supervise stowage,’ he said, slowly.
“\Wee'we got- cargo coming aboard.
And on the ‘Titwillow’, when we
head for deep space, we stow it
right! 1've never lost or damaged a
cargo, and 1 don’t intend to start
now. Mr. Boyles, you're in charge.
Mr. Mcintosh, Mr. Dikter, you take
orders from Mr. Boyles. And step
lively, sirg$!”

Then he chuckled, wrily at first,
but with more spirit after a mom-
ent. . .The joke was on Teleport
Inc., alter all. They had spent years
driving the starships out, but they
lost. And they'd always lose.

As long as there were new planets,
there'd always be starships. And
that meant there would always be
room for a good desp-syraceman.
Maybe the service was a Hitle
smaller. . .but it wasn't licked yet.
And it never could be.

He tossed aside the factory
produced cigarette and reached for
his makings, before heading down
to see that the stowage was going as
it should.



. .they weee tenitilzle beastts, and! Conikilin knew she would

be hellpdess beffoee them. . .

Trans-Plutonian

by Milidon Lesser

A new planet, a new Earth-girl, and nothing
to disturb a spatial paradiise-so long, that is,
as its hideows inhabitants stayed petrified.

Atitists comeppt Niustootos corifjgutotion of Spaselob In the peylend bay of Space
Shuttlo. At ¢io ouﬂ are two paliont sastions on whicth ers mavatod vetious sciontific
s. Egigp on paitiot is opennted ramately feom peassvreisod medule.

Comkiin’s discovery of the tenth
planet could have made him a great
scientist, but he wasn’t thinking of
that, he had blasted out beyond the
edge of the flat spatial disc which is
the solar system only because there
was no place to go. Pluto, actually,

was more than eight billion miles
away, on the other side of the sun
and the police had followed
Comklin’s battered Triton out
beyond Neptune’s orbit. There was
no place else to go. Up and down,
north and south of the solar equa-



tor, were meaningless concepts
applied to the great sweeps of space
and the notices for Conklin’s cap-
ture were posted on every world
from Mercury to the Neptunian
satellite.

If Comkiim could not go outward,
he could go nowhere and so he
simply continued on the plane of the
eliptic beyond the Plutomian orbit.
He had enough canned air, water
and food for months-for years if
necessaty and he could blast out
beyond Plute and get lost for a
while. The furer weuld niet last for-
ever and when it died dewn he could
eome baek inte the system.

But his stowaway posed a
problem. Robbery of the Ganymed
Earth freighter was one thing, and
murder was quite another. After a
time, when he ventured back into
the system, there would always be
the possibility, that he would be
caught. He hardly considered it
seriously until now-but he had to,
here beyond Neptune. He had to
ever since he refueled on Ariel and
blasted off again only to find a girl
onboard.

At other times, Comkiin could
have admired her, she was an Earth
girl on Ariel and she was beautiful.
Comkiin did not know why she was
running away and he had no time to
find out. Four days ago he acceler-
ated beyond Neptune and he'd
hardly time to sleep since then. The
girl could wait. . .

The ‘Triton’ screamed straight
for the tenth planet and it was the

cube of a million to one shot. One
momemt space was empty in front of
the ship with the infinite parsecs
beckoming Comklin. The next, a
haze-glo swam into view in the
foreport then slipped away beyond
the left edge of the plastiglas.

“Hey!"” Comklin blurted, “Did
you see that? Kid, did you see
that?*

The girl nodded. *ilt was a planet.
It couldn’t have been anything but a
planet.

Comikllim gritted his teeth. Il know
it. This could change everything.
Run? The devil, what do I have to
run for? We can hold up on this
globe for as long as we want. If
its cold, there'll be solid oxygen,
and we can melt it-no sir, we don’t
have to mun’’

And then Comkiin was busy with
the controls, swinging up *Triton’ in
a tight arc which threw the girl back,
whimpering against the bulkheads.
Comnklin could feel the five-gram
battering ram against his chest, con-
stricting his guts, but he smiled
grimly. What did a little pain now
matter? Soom he would be safe. He
could hide away as long as he want-
ed, on a planet the solar system did
not know existed. For a moment he
pletured the dismay with which the
peliece would view his disappear-
anee, and then he chuckled, despite
the paln. In a while, they would
think He had met with an accident
sefieplace in spaee. It was true
Comklin eeuldn’t lahd eh any
knaewn werld: there the virgil was



unending-but out in space anything
could happen and they would think
Comnklin was dead.

His eyes were slits against the pain
when he saw the planet slowly swim
into view. It hovered there in the
port and gradually, Conklin lined it
up on the crosshairs. Then it grew
larger and soon covered the entire
port. Conklin blasted the fore-tubes
enee and then again, and the pres-
sure slapped him hard against the
ehalf.

Slowly, he brought the ship in.
They landed with hardly a bump,
and Comklin reached in a cabinet
and took out a bottle of liguor and
poured himself a big drink. His
hands were trembling. If those gravs
had piled up a little more, he knew
he would have blacked out and the
shlp would have plowed a burning
furrow half way aeress the planet.
He was Jueky.

The girl wasn't so lucky. She lay
stretchedi. out behind Conklin,
unconscious. He bent and examined
her swiftly. Satisfied he stood up. In
an hour or two she'd be up and
around, but he was in no hurry. He
had all the time in the world. Time
was his friend-and here on the tenth
planet nothing could go wrong. He
watched easy rise and fall of the
girl’'s breasts beneath the tight me-
tallic blouse, and he grunted. Time
was definitely on his side and he was
In ne hurry to get baek into the
system. He leaned baek and
stretehed, them lit a eigaretie.
Slewly, fie walked to the instrument

panel and examined the dials.

Tihis tenth planet was weird, there
was plenty of oxygen outside and
inert gases. The temperature was
thirty degrees Centigrade and gra-
vity registered at point seven-five
earth norm. Comiklim smiled.

Everything was perfect. Conklin
did not know how this could be, six
billion miles from the sun, but the
planet could have been a second
Earth, a little smaller, but with
Earth-notrmn temperatute and an
atmosphere that almest matehed
Earth’s atom for aterm. Comklin did
net knew what eaused the warmith.
Very probably the planet was a
yeung ene. Fires still burned within
the erust. He didn’t eare.

But of one thing, he was glad.
They would have no need to stay
within the battered ‘Triton’. They
could live outside, on the surface of
the planet itself. It would be
pleasant waiting for the solar system
to forget about him. He looked at
the girl again, and drew in his breath
sharply. With a setup like this, he
almost wouldn’t mind staying here
forever.

Comikiin buckled the blaster to his
belt and stepped into the airlock.
The lock mechanism would respond
to his touch from either side thus the
girl could not lock him out. It was
true she could open the lock from
inside, but she would be probably
too afraid to venture out. Mean-
while, Comklin wanted to see what
his new home was like.

When he opened the outer door.



the first thing he thought of was a
museum. A natural history museum
with stuffed animals and modeis of
plants, with everything perfectly
realistic except for one thing, there
was no motion, no life. Conklin was
gasing on a world of statues.

He reached for his blaster and
gripped it tightly. Afterall, this was
a dead place and he would have no
fear of creatures that did not move.
He had read someplace of a
petrified forest-he knew a great
section of the Mars Desert had
become petrified overnight because
of histery’s dawn. He knew the
leng-cdead ereatures were perfeetly
presefved for all te see.

This tenth planet was like that.
They were in a forest of great fern-
like plants, but nothing had stirred.
Conklin could see the denizens of
that forest, weird unearthly beasts,
the type seen only in niglhtmares.
Huge creatures not unlike that of
Earth’s dawn-perhaps more like
dragons of primitive mythology.

But Comklin returned the blaster
to his belt. They were dead. He did
not know why they stood about in
the eternal forest in a wide tableau
of unmowing action but they were
dead. Petrified. And he need not
fear them.

Off to the left, a great jawed
monster stood above a serpentine
thing, the massive head poised a
yard above a coil of the serpent.
Two great forelegs holding the
serpent down. The great jaw was
open and it seemed ready to close

about the serpent’s body and tear it
in half. But the jaws were
motiomless and the serpent did not
move. It could have been a picture.

Fascinated, Comkilin came closer.
There was a syrupy-blue wetness on
the serpents coils. It was blood, but
of course it could not be wet, it only
looked wet. Conkllinm reached out
with his hand and touched it. He
recoiled in horror and stared at his
fingers. They were stieky. He
wanted te run back to the ship. He
did net kiew why, but he wanted e
fun. The Blueish goe elung te his
fingers; it was Bleed. He kiew this
eould net be. This was a strange
werd, ene of siatues, it could net
Rurt RiM. He Rad Aething t6 fear.
The wetness eould be explained. He
must Aot get panieky.

He looked again, what he saw was
impossible. A big drop of saliva was
poised on the lower jaw of the
monster, gleaming in the strange
light which must have come from
subterranean sources. The head was
bent low over the coils of the
serpent, afraid now but now too
grimly to resist, Conkllin reached up
and touched the drop. It rolled off
the jaw to the ground!

His hand had touched the
creature’s jaw and the flesh was soft
and warm. The creature was alive. It
stood there unmowing, poised for
the death blow, but it was alive,.

Comkilin ran, ahead of him was
the ‘Triton’. Comkllin had to reach
it, he had to. . .

His foot caught on a vine and he



stumbied. He went down and rolled
over-dazed. He sat up, gingerly
rubbing a spot on his head, facing
around again toward the tableau of
the two monsters fighting. He heard
the sound then. It was a scream. . .a
wild horrible shrill scream. It took a
while befere he realized It came
fremh Ris ewh throat.

The teeth of the dragom were
buried in the coils of the serpent-still
unmoving, it seemed to Conklin,
but they were buried there.

A slight wind fanned the sweat on
his face. There had been no wind be-
fore. The jaws of the monster began
to open slowly - so slowly that at
first, Comklim could not see it. It
was like a moving picture cut down
to an impossibly slow speed without
the individual pictures becoming
apparent. Comikllim sat rooted at the
spot, watehing.

A coil of the serpentine body
lifted so ponderousiy, that Conklin
had to stare hard to see any motion.
But it was moving, and now the
dragon’s fjaw hung opem and
Comkllim could see the sluggish flow
of blood from a new wound in the
serpents coils, a wound that had not
been there before.

Comklin tore his eyes away and
stood up. Everything was moving
faster now - but still impossibly
slow, but fast enough for him to see
the motioms for what they were. The
dragon jaw was about to close
again.

A pair of horrible eyes starsd up
at Comkiin from the mated vines at

his feet, and a sloth-like creature
extended two hairy arms with a
slowness that would have made an
earth-tortise appear fleet.

He ran. Twice he tripped again,
but he got up and ran. All about
him the tempo begam to speed up -
and he turned once whem he reached
the ‘Triton’s” lock and saw the
dying serpent writhing om the
ground. It writhed furiously as the
big jaws closed In om it until it
finally lay still. Them the dragen
ereature began te eat, ahd Conklin’s
hands Began te tremble 6 mueh, he
eauld hardly manipulate the 166k.

Sometthiimg was slithering toward
him through the undergrowth and
he screamed. His breath came in
burning gasps and he wanted to
screamn again, but no sound came.
Them the door sprung in and he
plunged into the airlock, panting.
For a moment he stood against the
inner door, too weak to opem it.
Amnd then he lifted his hands and
worked the lock,

He sat down in the control cabin,
aware he could see the girl nowhere.
He had looked through the ship
hurriedly but he could not find her.
Now he sat there panting, and
reached for the liquor, but his hands
were trembling too much and he let
them fall in his lap. He was so tired-

Whemn he awoke, the girl sat cross-
legged on the floor in fromt of him.

“tello," she said.

"“tHdllo? Where the devil did you
come from. You weren’t in the ship
when | returned. . .”*



“Of course 1 was. 1 was right
here. I saw you come im*

“fitheem why didn’t | see you? Tell
me thatt

“I think I know, but look Mr.
Conklin-*

“Eh? You know my marme??*

“Of course | know your mame.
The reward posters are up on Ariel,
like anyplace else. You're running
away from the law, Mr. Comnkliin’*

He gaped at her in mock horror.
“lzatso? So I'm running, but you
can talk? Sure you caij talk. Sister,
you're running away from some-
thing or you wouldn’t have stowed

away.”
Then, abruptly Conklin
remembered the outside. He ran

toward the forward port and looked
out. There was the statue world
again - everything poised for action,
but nothing moving. Everything was
motionlless as he had first seen it. He
ran to the side port and looked out.
The dragon-creature had half a ser-
pent protruding frorm its mouth, but
it was net meving.

“I"m going nuts,” Comklin said.
“WNuts. "

The girl shrugged, but Cenklin
saw her grinning a little, Ne one
asked you to run away and now that
you have, Mr. Comklin, no one is
responsible for what happens to
you."

Comklim brightened. *©&ay. You
just rememiber that. You ran away
too and no one is responsible for
what happens to yow*

“‘fihat was different, 1 didn’t run

from the law. I simply left Auiiel to
elope with my fiance to elope on
Mars. Dad didn’t approve, but we
wanted to get married. I thought
your ship was heading Marsward,
but obviously it was a mistake.
Now I'm stuck here with you.™”

“Yeah," said Comkilim. “Yealn.’?
They could stay in the ship and he
could forget all about the weird
nightmare outside. . .He reached
out and grabbed the girl’s arm,
lifting her off the floor and pulled
he¥ toward him.

She struck out with an open palm
and hit him hard across the face. He
let go of her hand, “Uust don’t do
that again, Mr. Conkliimn’*

“MNo?" And them Comkiiin tensed.
In her other hand the girl held his

blaster. . .pointed. . .waivering at
his chest.
“Wo," she said.

Comkilim leaned back and smiled.
He had the time. Plenty of time. If
the girl wanted to play hard to get,
what was the diifference.

“©kay,"” he said. "Ssomy, very
sorry. We're all alone here. A
couple of billiom miles from the
nearest humam, but I’ve not the
right to touch youw’™

“Don’t be fummy,

“thidil, I ain’t funny, but I don't
like a gun staring at me like that.
Wamt to put it down like a good
girl?”

She smiled. “‘©ay, but just don't
try anything.” Them she placed the
gun on an open shelf of the cabinet,
near the bottie of liguor.



He'd let her take the lead from
now on. He'd be nice and friendly,
but for a while at least, she'd do the
leading. He thought it would be
better that way.

“Youm know,” he said, we've
discovered a planet. That’s pretty
good.”

Comkiin found here an opening
wedge for conversation. Every time
he thought of what lay outside, he
trembled. He pushed it from his
mind now that he was safely in his
ship, the girl being more important.
“iikey, how’d you knew all about
that?”

“Oh. That’s easy. Dad is chief
astronomer on the Ariel observa-
tory staff. He talks all the time
about his work

“You know that he talks alboutt?"

The girl nodded. “I guess I'm
something of a scientist myself. It
must run in the ffamnilly ™

“Yeah,” Conklin muttered.
“Tihen maybe you can explain what
in blases is going on out there. Can
you? Eh?™

“Wiedll maybe I can. I think I
know.”

“thhomey, if you can, I'll love you
for lifie "

She laughed and Conmkiin liked
the sound. He wanted to reach out
and take her in his arms. But he
would wait and let her get lonely
first.

“I'd hardly like that, but if you
promise not to do it, I'll try to tell
you.*

Comkiin chuckled and raised three

fingers in an age old salute. “©m my
boy scout’s homar. ™

“\Nvdll, then, how long do you
think you were outside the shig??"

She had dropped the Mr.; she was
getting friendly.

“©th, about ten minutes, maybe
twentty.."’

“You were outside for a weak

“IHa, ha, very fummy

“I"mn not trying to be funny. You
were outside for a week. You can
check the food cabinet. You know I
wouldn’t throw any food away.””

“\Wdll what do you know-*’ She
wasn't lying. Comkllin could see that
but he couldn’t understand.

“I saw you out there after you
awoke. First you walked around ail
those statues in a normal fashion,
but then you began to slow down.
You became sluggish, incredibly
sluggish and it took me
hours. . .days to see you move at
all. Just like the animals. I couldn’t
believe my eyes. You were almost a
statue. You came back to the ship
like the hour hand of a ¢clowk ™

“\Widll I don’t get it. What’s going
on?"”

‘“Dom’t you see, Conklin?
Hmmm, no you wouldn't. If my
Dad was here, he would have a
field day.

“Wtaptbe 1 ain’t so dumb,” said
Conklin. “iMaybe you could tell
me."” He was serious now - he knew
he had come close to being killed
out there, and he wanted to know
why.

He got up and walked to the port,



looking at the world of statues.
Nothing moved, not in a way he
could see. */lll me->* )

“it's a foreign world, €onklin;
not native to our selar system. |
don’t know where it comes trom but
that isn't important It was free in
space and the sun caught it and gave
it an orbit out here. It's a tetally
alien, foreign world. There’s no law
that states all metabolisms are the
same. They are the same or
approximately the same in our solar
system, but they don’t have to be*

mm_?!.’

“wketabalism. The rate of bodily
function. Growth and decay,
Production and destruction. In
short, life. Here on this worid the
whole setup is different. Vastly
slower. We have no imstruments
here, we can't tell, but there is an
incredible difference. Everything is
slow, slow that everything appears
to be statues. Sex?”’

“Yeah, | think so. So what
happened when I went outsided?*

“Tthat part is easy. First you saw
everything the way we see it now,
from the port. Statues. But then,
gradually, in a few minutes, your
functioning slowed down. Every
part of your functioning slowed
down and you were not aware of
this. You became attuned to the
world outside and everything began
te meve. They were moving all the
time, tee slew for yeu to see, and
when yeu slewed dewh In every
way, feur pereeptions - everything,
you beeame part of this werld.

Everything out there was normal to
you because you were functioning at
a rate thousands of times below
normal. Now do you see?”*

Coniklin nodded and said he did.

“fTthen after a wekk, you got in
through the doors, and+-*

“Yeeah, then why wasn’t 1|
hungry?*’

“You wouldn’t be. Everything
was slower. Your whole manner of
living. To you only ten or twenty
minutes had passed, not a week}’”

“©kay, but why didn't I see
you?*

““You couldn’t. I never stood still
long enough. Your eyes couldn’t see
that rapidly. Nothing registered.
Then you fainted and gradually
sped up to the normal metabolic
rate. Then you got up.””

Comnkilin thought he understood it
now. What the girl said had made
sense, even if it was a little hazy
around the edges, he thought he
could understand it. And now he
saw she was really involved in this
science stuff. She liked *it and her
eyes shone as if she had been kissed
or something. Or maybe she wanted
to be kissed.

He reached out and touched her
hand. She did not pull it away. She
sat there and stared straight ahead.
Comklin bent forward and Kkissed
her. The open palm struck once
more. She abruptly stood up.

“Cut that out Comklin. I'm
warning you. That’s a danger and |
know it. I almost go off into a funk
when I think: almost, but not quite.
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So you just cut it out, Conklim-*

“iLiistem, kid+’*

Suddeniy the girl reached for the
blaster. Conklin grabbed her
shoulders and shoved her back
roughly. She went tumbiling against
the bulkhead and crumbied to the
floor.

She sat up slowly and Conklin
had the blaster in his hand.

“‘Now don’t you be funny!™ If
this fool kid didn’t know there was
more to life than just science, he
would teach her.

He moved forward slowly, the
blaster in his hand. The girl stood
up and edged along the wall until
she stood at the lock. Then she
played with it for a moment and the
door swung open.



“Stop!” Comkiin cried. “Wihere
do you think you’re gaoimgy?”

“‘Wy - outside, so stop bothering
me.”’

*“$Stop, stop or Il blast you

The girl laughed. "“Are you
kidding, you wouildn’t want to deo
that. You want me for company,
don’t youi?*

Of course the girl was right. It
had just been an empty threat. But
she couldn’t go outside. She'd slow
down like the animals and then
they’d get her. “Stop!” he called
and ran for the door.

It slammed in his face, and the
girl called back: “Come and get
me.lf

It took Comkiin less than a minute
to make up his mind. He knew he
would not have much more time
than that. The girl would begin to
slow down and the animals would
get her. They were terrible beasts
and she would be helpless before
them.

Comkiin had remembered what he
had seen the last time and what
almost happened. He did not want
to go outside, but he wanted the
girl. That was more important. If he
reacted quick enough and got her,
they would be safe.

He ran into the airlock and
paused. One of the spacesuits was
missing. Fool girl - as scientific as
she was, she didn't realize there was
no need for a spacesuit.

It was the same as last time. A
world of statues. Now Comklin was
afraid because he knew that unless

he got back to the ‘Triton’, the
statues would start to move and he
did not want that.

He walked now ameng the
creatures which did not move, and
although his eyes did not support
this, he knew they were alive and
moving. It was maddening, but he
accepted that. He had to get the girl
and return to the ship before the
atmosphere affected them.

Off in the distance he could see
the girl, her spacesuited figure big
and bulky. He called out to her and
the fishbowl helmet of the suit
swung halfway around. Even at the
distance, he could see her smiling.
He ran, and at a hundred yards
away she began to run,

Because he was not encumbered
with a spacesuit, he could move
faster, and presently the distance
between them was halved, but that
was all after that he could not gain.
The girl stopped running, but he
could not gain an inch. She stood
and watched him, bulky gloved
hands on bulky hips, smiling, then
she took a step backward toward
him - she shimmered!

She shimmered and fainted and
became a phantom. Now he only
saw the barest shadow right next to
him, moving slowly in a circle. He
heard what might have been
laughter, but he could not tell. It
was one short musical sound, the
girl laughing at her normai rate. His
rate was declining.

Around him, sluggishily the life of
the jungle began to stir. It all



seemed so unreal. And then it began
to quicken. Something reached
down toward him from above - a
great column of flesh, with two
gaping jaws. He screamed and tried
to run. It felt as though he was
running at his usual speed, but he
knew he wasn’t. He was meving
slewly, but faster than the beast, but
he was getting slewer all the tifme.

He screamed again and then he
cried: “Sawve me. Please, pleas®’

He was down on the ground. He
didn’t know how. He could not see
anything. Something had bowled
him over and he was on the ground
and felt as if he were being dragged.
The ground became blurry-hazy.
Everything faded behind a mist and
he heard the whimpering voice
again, his own. “Get me out of
here! Please! Back to the st

He sat in the control cabin and
the girl started the rockets. He heard
the engine booming and felt the ship
accelerate, the pressure would have
stopped him from moving, but he
could not move anyway. His hands
and feet were tied firmly to the
chair.

“iHow did you do it?” he said.
ll(H@w?!n

Soon the acceleration slackened
and he saw the girl get up and
stretch leisurely, the metallic blouse
and skirt tight against her body.
Now he had lost more than the girl,

he had lost his freediom.

“lt was a spacesuitt,” she said. “‘I
wore the spacesuit with canned air
from the ship and my metabolism
was untouched. But you slowed
down like the last time. You looked
like a statue. 1 threw you over and
dragged you back to the ship. Then
1 tied you up before yeu returned (o
your nerfmal metabelie rade””

“fhemn, out there you saved my
life. . .*

“Swre, sure 1 did. 1 didn’t want
you to die out there where no one
would know it. The police want
you—!l

“Naot the poliog™ Conklin
pleaded. “You wouldn’t take me to
the police.” He squirmed around
and watched the tenth planet dis-
appear.

The girl smiled. “Widll, not yet.
They're looking for you all over the
system, and 1 guess it doesn't matter
where 1 take you. First thing I'm
going to do is land this ship on Mars

and find my fiance, there’s a
marriage which is kind of
overdue. , .”

Comklin was hopeful. Then she
wouldn’t take him to the police.

“Amd them,” she said, “here will
be plenty of time to hand you over
to the authoriities on Mars. First you
can watch the wedding if you’d
like !

Conklin knew he wouldn’t like it.
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MARVEL SCIENCE - FICTION qQUIZ

by The Editors

Get out your astrogation charts, junior and senior enthusiasts, and see what you
can do with the following group of questions. You need a hundred and fifty points
this trip to merit graduation from a twentyfirst century astrogatien school, hut
you're deﬁmtely on the way if you can score a hundred points. The Ilnrty-pomt
bonus question, incidentally, should help.

PART 1

You gett tem poiniss for eachh off the ldviving genterl qusLId0TES:

There are three common “yardsticks” for measuring stellar distances. What
are they?

Hollywood has met the success of DESTINATMION MOON by producing
pictures from two very famous science-fiction stories. Name them.

VYhat freakish behavior sets Uranus apart as unique from the rest of the
planets?

In interplanetary parlance, what is BrBronsshiiiuss?

Name the first “true man” in the evolutionary ladder that leads to the
modern hanto sappiars.

TR R

PART II

One ansneer, andl only onw, compidictes eanth of the fulldovigy stitewntats for 10
poiirtss. Fipdd .

6. The first human inhabitants of America probably (a) came here from Asia
via an ancient land bridge which conneeted Siberia with Alaska, (b) origi-
nated from a pre-human ape on the South Americam continent, (e) came
fromn Eutope on trams-Atlantiec hops via Ieeland and Gresnland.

7. Im his controversial dialogue Timazus, the famous Greek philosopher Plato
mentions (a) a method for space teawel which almost parallels current
developments, (b) the use of atomie power in legeﬂdafy Crete, (e) a lost
continent of Atlantis which was destroyed by floed.

8. Several hundred years later—and two thousand years ahead of the times—
the Roman Lucretius wrote about (a) atoms, (b) thinking machines, (¢)
airplanes.

9. Over six hundred light years from the Solar System, the star Deneb is still
one of the brightest in the sky because (a) there is no absorbing mediurm in
that section of space, (b‘) Deneb is a super-giant star (e) Deneb is white,
and white light travels furthest,

10. The approximate age of the Earth is best determined by Sa) the salt eon-
tenit in its oceans, (b) the half life of certain radioactive elements, (¢) the
weathering of its aneient basalt rocks.

PART I1II

You hawe to deitemitine wiedbher the ﬂl@wmg stitewivnts ave tidte o Flise, re-

ceiititgy tem poinigs eadh tiice Yoditee ri|

11. The long dimension of ouf lens-sha@ed Galaxy is approximately 60,000 light
years.



12. Comets are probably great formatioas of dust particles captured by the sun
as it swept through "“dust-clouds” ia space.
13. {?'ts1 hundreds of millions of stars eomprise the bulk of matter within our
alaxy.
14. Brontosaurus is the largest land mammal ever found.
15. If the Earth were thrust ten million miles closer to the sun, the heat would
be sufficient to destroy the human race.

PART 1V

Fan ten points cach, find the item in columm two which matdiess eacth term in
eolumm one.

16. The Moon a. Famous for one huge meteor crater.
17. Zeus b. Dark nebula.
18. Flourime ¢. Member of ‘Hidhpen Family”of elements.
19. Lesser Magellanic Cloud d. Less than two light-seconds from Earth.
20. Arizona e. Found adjacent to coal depasits.

f. Location of atomic research.

g. Ruler of mythological Greek gods.

h. Comparatively close exterior galaxy.

BONUS QUESTION
A gifft of thintty points to help your secore—prauiibeld youe seem the motion
pictaree DESTINADMN MOON and providiet! you'ree “wup™ on prablbmss of
astrogatioon.
Thel;e is one filegramt scientific error in that otherwise excellent movie. What
is it?
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Carnan walki: d Rover, deployed U.S. flag behind him APOLLO 17, the lest lunsi meénnad
flight, was lsunched Decembar 7, 1972. The Apollo 17 crew Eugens A. Cevrhen, Commander: Rensld
E. Evens, Command Module Pilot; end Hairisen H. Sehmitt, Lunay Module Pilet splashed dewn in the
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A) Full scale engineering model of Viking Spacesraft against a Marseape At Kennedy Space
Center-U.S. Bicentennial Expositien en Seiense and Technelogy:



1972 - Apoiloo) 7/EWA Lunar Roving) Vehicle-operated:byyAstronuaut Eugene-A) Ceenanatt

Taurus Littrow landing site

Ground-evel view of Space Shuttie Orbiter 101 ‘Enterprise’ which was actually flown
piggy-back on a ‘747", February 1977!
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