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IF @ Editorial

WHAT SPACE IS FOR

ot long ago, one of our satellites
was put to work phobtomapping
part of Armizona — something that
satellites ¢an do rather better than
any other means known bo man, if
only because a single exposure photo-
graphs a whole state at that mo-
ment. (Conventional aerial photo-
graphs have to be patched together,
and that’s a mess, when you’ve got
a piece photographed at 7:00 AM
that should match up with one pho-
tographed at noon. But how? The
angles of the shadows are different;
the appearance is different; the in-
formation is there, sort of, but it
takes a highly trained analyst to
get it out.) In the northwest corner
of Arizona the picture revealed a
long, thin line.

A geological fault! — crowed the
photo-interpretation crew, a fault
where no one had ever detected one
before! And so teams of geologists
hotfooted it out to the indicated
point, because a geological fault is
not just a point of interest, it is
more often than not a place where
minerals can be found. Unfortunate-
ly no minerals were found in this
case, because the “fault” turned out
to be a range fence, phobographed
from orbit.

The way we heard about that was
Jisteninig to one scientist telling a
joke on some other scientists — and
as a matter of fact, the reactions
were probably pretty funny when
they reached their “fault” site. But
ever and abeve the anecdotal value
of the incident, it ﬂlustrates some-

thing about the capacities of our
satellites. We can see a lot from
space; and we can report it back to
Earth, very quickly, very quickly
and reliably.

couple of days later, the Near

East erupted into war; and
about a week later, the United Na-
tions erupted into its own kind of
war, a war of words, with much
talk about whose troops were where
and whose aireraft carriers were do-
ing what to whom. Listening to the
bland and barefaced statements of
some of the diplomats involved as
they appeared on television, we
couldn’t help thinking of those recon
satellites . . . and couldn’t help wish-
ing we had a few more of them in
orbit, openly reporting to the world
what they observed with their elec-
tronic eyes.

No doubt sovereign states do have
the privilege of telling flatfooted
lies when they want to — anyway,
the custom is sanctioned by several
thousand years of precedent — but
it seems pretty childish to lie about
something that can be readily check-
ed.

No wonder all those U. N. dele-
gates looked so haggard! Probably
they were thinking about what a
little “open sky” surveillance can do
to diplomacy over the next few years
— and realizing that technological
unemployment may be reaching out
to claim another batch of victims!

— THE EDITOR
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IF °® Serial

OCEAN ON ToP

by HAL CLEMENT

lllustrated by CASTELLON

My job was simply to find and

punish energy wasters — even

at the bottom of the ocean!

’'ve never met a psychiatrist pro-

fessionally and don’t much want
to, but just then I rather wished
there was one around to talk to. It
wasn that I felt like cracking up;
but when you have something pro-
found to say, you like to have it ap-

preciated, and it would have taken
a professional really to appreciate
the remark I wanted to make at that
moment.

There’s a word for people who
can’t stand being out in the open
with crowds staring at them,’ and
there’s another one for those who
get all in a dither from being cramp-
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ed into a small space. They're both
common enough ailments, but I
would have liked to place a bet that
no one before had ever suffered
from agoraphobia and claustropho-
bia simultaneously.

With a name like mine, of course,
I've never exactly sought the pub-
lic eye, and usually I resist the temp-
tation even to make bright remarks
in company. Just then, though, I
was wishing there was someone to
hear that diagnosis of my feelings.

Or maybe I was just wishing there
was someone.

1 ocouldn’t hear the storm any
more. The Pugnose had broken up
almost where she was supposed ¢o.
She had hit the heavy weather just
where the metro office had said she
would, and her fuel had run out
within five minutes of that time —
that even 1 could have predicted;
trust @ Board boss to make sure
tHat no more stored emergy than
could possibly be helped went down
with her. There was some battery
power left, though, and I had kept
a running Loran check until she
drifted as close to Point X as she was
going to. This turned out to be about
half a mile. When I saw I was go-
ing on past the key spot I blew the
squibs, and poor little Pugnose
started to come apart amidships.

She’d never been intended for any
other purpose, and I hadnt fallen
in love with her as some people
might have, but I didn’t like the
siphi¢ jusb the same. It seemed waste-
ful, T didn’t spend any time brooding
over it, though. T ducked into the
tank and sealed it and let nature
take its course. By now, if static
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pressure instruments could be trust-
ed, the tank and I were elght hun-
dred feet down.

It was very, very quiet. I knew
water was going by because the
depth was increasing about two feet
a second, but I couldn’t hear it. Any
loose pieces of the boat were long
gone, floatables being scattered over
the Pacific and sinkables mostly pre-
ceding me toward the bottom. I'd
have been disturbed as well as sur-
prised to hear anything solid bump
dgainst my particular bit of wreck-
age. The silence was good news, but
it stil made me uncomfortable.

I’d been in space once — a waste
investigation at one of the
Board’s fusion research stations —
and there was the same complete
lack of sound. I hadn’t liked it then;
it gave me the impression that the
universe was deliberately spubbing
me until the time would come to
sweep up my remains. I didn’t like
it now, though the feeling was dif-
ferent — this time it was as ¢hough
someéone were watohing carefully to
see what I was up o and was trying
to make up his mind when to do
something about it. A psychiatrist
wouldn’t have been much help with
that notion, of course, because there
was a good chance that it was true.

Bert Whelstrahl had disappeared
in this volume of water a year be-
fore. Joey Elfven, as competent an
engineer and submariner as could be
found on Earth, had been lost track
of ten months later in the same
neighborhood. They were both
friends of mine, and: I was bothered
by their vanishing.
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Six weeks ago, Marie Wladetzki
had followed the other two. This was
much worse from my point of view.
She was not an investigator, of
course — the Board, as- personified
by its present boss whose name I'll
leave out of this account, doesn’t
believe women are objective enough
— but that didn't mean she
couldn’t be curious. Also, she’d been
as interested in Joey as I was in
her. Being Marie, she hadn’t actual-
ly broken the letter of any regula-
tions when she took out a Board
sub at Papeecte, but she most cer-
tainly strained the spirit of most of
them. She hadn’t said where she
was going and had last checked in
between Pitcairn and Oejo a thou-
sand miles from where I was now
sinking with the remains of Pug-
nose; but no one who knew her had
any doubts about where to look
first.

The boss was human enough to
volunteer me for the look-see. My
own inclination would have been
to do just that — take a sub and
see what had happened; but brains
won out. Bert’s disappearance could
have been an accident, although
there were already grounds for sus-
picion about the Easter Island area.
Joey’s vanishing within half a dozen
miles of the same spot could con-
ceivably have been coincidence —
the sea can still outguess man on
occasion. After Marie’s loss, though,
only a very stupid person would
have gone charging into the region
any more obviously than he could
help.

Therefore, I was now a thousand
feet ‘below the top of the Pacific

and several times as far abeve the
bottom, camouflaged as part of a
wrecked beat.

I didn’t knew exactly how much
water was still below me; even
though my last fix on the surface had
been pretty good and I'd acquired
an excellent knowledge of the bot-
tom contours north of Rapanui, I
couldn’t be sure I was going straight
down. Currents near an island are
not the smooth, steady things sug-
gested by those little arrows on
small-scale maps of the Pacific.

I might, of course, have tried
echo-sounding, but to control that
temptation I had no emission in-
struments in the tank except flood-
lights; and I had no intention of
using even those until I had some
assurance that I was alone. See
without being seen was the current
policy. The assurance would come,
if ever, very much later, after I
had reached the bottom and spent
a good, long time listening.

In the meantime I watched the
pressure gauge, which told how
the water was piling up above me,
and the sensors which would let
me know if anyone else was using
sonar gear in the neighborhood. I
wasn’t sure whether I wanted them
to react or not. If they did, it would
be progress; I'd know someone was
down here who shouldn’t be — but
it might be the same sort of progress
the other three had made. It might
not be grounds for too much worry,
since fifteen or twenty feet of
smashed hull would show on any
sonar scope for just what it was,
and supposedly the tank inside would
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not. Of course, some sonarmen are
harder to fool than others.

I could look out, of course. The
tank had ports, and a couple of
them faced the opening where "Pug-
nose’s stern used to be, I could even
see things at times. There were
flecks of phosphorescence drifting
upward and streaks of luminosity
not quite bright enough ¢o identify
in color which sometimes whipped
past and vanished in the gloom and
sometimes drifted for minutes in
front of a port as though they mark-
ed the position of something which
was trying curiously to look in. I
was tempted — not very strongly,
but tempted — to turn on my lights
once or twice to see what the things
were.

The wreckage was tumbling slow-
ly. I had been assured that this
wouldn’t happen — that weight had
been distributed so that the sharp
prow would always point down and
leave the tank on top when I hit
bottom — but there was no one to
complain to. There also seemed to
be nothing to do about it, and I
began to wonder just what I could
accomplish if the tank wound up in
bottom ooze, or even on hard rock,
with the wreckage on top of it. The
thing had little enough maneuver-
ability as it was. With very much
extra weight, dropping ballast might
not be enough to start me back
toward the surface.

I couldn’ shift my own weight
enough to affect the tumbling at
all. The tank’s inside diameter was
only about six feet, and much of
that volume was taken up by fixed
apparatus.

OCEAN ON TOP

Some of my friends have shown
a tendency to solve problems by
doing nothing until the last possible
moment. I've outlived most of them.
Once I'd noticed the tumbling, it took
me about five seconds to run through
the possible actions. I could cut
loose from the wreckage right now,
exposing the nearly spherical form
of the tank to anyone who was
watching with a good sonar —
though no one had been so far. I
could turn on the lighits so as to see
the bottom before I hit and, hope-
fully, still separate in time if it
proved necessary; that would also
be inconsistent with the conceal-
ment plan. I.could sit and hope I
would land in the night attitude in
spite of the tumbling — that is, do
nothing. That might mean that I
would have to argue for my life
with the laws of mature, which are
harder to convince than most hu-
man opponents.

The first two choices meant —
well, maybe Bert and Joey and Marie
were still alive. I reached for the
light switch.

I didn’t touch it, though. All of a
sudden I could see the bottom any-
way.

At least, it looked as though it
ought to be the bottom. It was in
the right direction — I could still
tell up from down — and it seemed
flat. And it was visible.

didn’t believe it, of course. I'm
a very conservative person who
likes even his fiction realistic, and
this was too much to swallow. I had
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to stop reading The Maracot Deep
when I was young because it de-
scribed a luminous ocean bottom. I
know Conan Doyle had never been
down and needed the light for story
purposes and didn’t have very high
standards of consistency anyway, but
it still bothered me. I knew he was
wrong for the same reason everyone
does — the bottom just isn’t bright.

Only now it was.

The tumbling wreck was swinging
me upward away from the light, and
I had time to decide whether I
should believe my eyes or not. I
could still read instruments. The
pressure dial gave a direct depth of
four thousand eight hundred eighty
feet; a quick mental correction from
the record tape of the thermograph
added another two hundred or so. I
certainly should be near the bottom,
somewhere on the northern slopes
of the mountain whose peaks are
Rapanui.

I swung gently over the top and
back down the other side, and my
line of sight pointed downward
again. Whether I wanted to believe
my eyes or not, they insisted there
was light in that direction. It was
a gentle yellow-green glow — just
the sort of thing you use in lighting
effects to give the impression of an
underwater scene. At first it looked
uniform and smooth; then, a few
turns later and two hundred feet
lower, it showed a pattern. The pat-
tern was of squares, with their cer-
ners just a little brighter than the
rest of the area. It didn’t cover the
whole bottom; its edge was almost
below me, and it extended toward
what I thought was the north,
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though my compass wasn’t reacting
too well te the tumbling. In the
other direction was the normal com-
forting and frightening darkness —
that was real enough.

Two things happened at almost
the same instant. It became evident
that I was going to come down
pretty close to the edge of the light
area, and it also became obvious
what the light area was. The second
realization got to me. For three or
four seconds I was so furious and
disgusted that I couldn’t plan, and
as a result I almost didn’t get around
to telling this story. '

The -light was artificial. Believe
it if you can.

I realize that for a normal person
it’s hard. Wasting watts to light up
the outdoors is bad enough, but
sometimes it’s a sad necessity.
Spending power to illuminate the
sea bottom, though — well, as I
say, for a few moments I was too
furious to think straight. My job
has brought me into contact with
people who were careless with en-
ergy, with people who stole it, and
even with people who misused it; but
this was a brand new dimension!
I was lower now and could see
acres and acres of light stretching
off to the north, east, and west un-
til it blurred out of sight. Acres and
acres lighted by things suspended
a few yards above the level bottom,
things visible only as black specks
in the center of slightly brighter
areas. At least, whoever was respon-
sible for this display had some sense
of economy; he was using reflectors.

Then I got my anger under con-
trol, or maybe my fear did it for me.

IF



I suddenly realized that I was only
a few dozen yards above the lights.
1 was mot going to come down
ameng them, but a little to the south.
1 eouldn’t say safely to the south.
I couldn’t say safely anything, be-
cause my assemblage of Pugnose-
bow and safety tank was turning
over slowly enough to let me predict
the attitude it would have when it
hit bottom, and it looked pretty cer-
tain that the open end of the hull
would be underneath.

uite aside from the fact that I

wouldn’t be able to see any-
thing from under the wreckage,
there was the likelihood that 1
wouldn’t be able to do anything
either — such as get back to the
surface. This time I did reach the
controls.

Since the whole idea hinged on
concealment, the separators used
springs rather than squibs. I waited
until the spin put the hulk between
me and the light and punched the
botton. The push was light enough
to make me wonder for a few sec-
onds whether I mightn’t be in even
worse trouble than I'd supposed.
Then light began to come in through
ports which had been covered by
the hull, and that worry ended. The
springs had kicked the tank away
from the lighted region, so I could
see Pugnose’s bow outlined against
the luminescence. The separation
had slowed our fall very slightly
with the wreckage now going just a
trifle faster than I was. At least
something was going as planned;
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the wreck would hit first, so there
should be no chance of my getting
trapped under it.

I hadn’t expected to see it hit
bottom, of course. I would certainly
never have expected to see what
happened when it did.

For the most part, level stretches
of sea bottom tend to be on the
gooey side. They may call it glob.-
gerina ooze or radiolarian ooze,
but it’s usually odbze. You can meet
with coral and sand and other firm
stuff in shallow water and honest
rock at times on slopes, but where
it’s level you expect something like
a cross between ordinary mud and
the top couple of inches of & stagnant
pond. When something hard and
heavy lands on it, even gently, you
don’t expect the bottom to give it
much support. You may sometimes
be surprised on this matter, but you
never count on anything bouncing

-off the sea bottom.

Pugnose didn’t exactly bounce, I
have to admit, but she certainly
didn’t behave properly. She hit the
lighted surface thirty or forty yards
from the edge, and perhaps twice as
far from me. I could see easily. She
touched, as expected, and sank in
as expected. There was no swirl of
silt, though — no sign of the slow-
motion splash you normally see
when something lands in the wooze.
Instead, the bow section disappeared
almost completely into the smooth
surface while a circular nipple grew
around it and spread away from the
point of impact. Then the wreckage
eased gently back up umtil it was
half uncovered, then back down

n
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again, still in slow motion. It oscil-
lated that way three or four times
before coming to rest, and each re-
bound sent another ripple spreading
out from the spot for a dozen yards
or so.

By the time that stopped, so had
my tank. I felt it hit something hard
— pvock, for a bet, and I'd have
won. Then it began to roll very, very
gently toward the light. I couldn’t
see the surface I was on at all clear-
ly, but it seemed evident that it was
a solid slope which would deliver
me beside the Pugnose in two or
three minutes if I didn’t do some-
thing about it. Fortunately, there
was something I could do.

The tank had what we’d come
to call legs, six-foot-long telescop-
ing rods of metal which could be
extended by springs and retracted
again by solenoids. I was still hoping
not to have to use magnets, but it
seemed that the legs were in order;
I propped out four of them in what
1 hoped were reasonable directions.
Enough of the guesses were right to
stop the rolling, and for the first
time I had a steady observing plat-
form. Naturally, I concentrated on
the area I could see.

was now below the level of the

lights themselves. They appeared
to be strung on lines at intervals of
about twenty yards, with the same
spacing between lines. That was a
guess, though, since I couldn’t actual-
ly see any supports. Their regularity
bolstered the guess, though the fact
that the wreck bad come down just
about on a line between two of the
lights without appearing to disturb
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them counted rather against it, I
wasn’t too surprised to see nothing
growing or moving on the flat sur-
face they illuminated, though of
course I wouldn’t have been sur-
prised to see a few tracks or holes
scattered around.

At least, I wouldn’t have been
surprised at them if I'd not seen
the Pugnose’s landing. With that to
go by, it was perfectly clear that
whatever I was looking at was mot
sea bottom. It was more like a rub-
ber sheet stretched like a tent roof
over everything more than about ten
feet down slope from me. The wreck
had dented it but hadn’t punctured
it, and the stuff was strong enough
to hold up the comparatively small
submerged weight of metal and plas-
tic.
This, I reflected, could be useful.
I had no idea why whoever was un-
der the tent wanted to light up the
outside, but unless the fabric were
completely opaque they could hard-
ly help seeing the shadow and the
dent in their ceiling. That should
bring people to investigate, and they
would be easy to see without my
having to use lights of my own and
giving myself away. All I needed
was one clear view of unauthorized
human beings at the bottom of the
Pacific; that, plus the scale of energy
wastage I could already detail, would
be all my report would need — a
major control expedition would do
the rest. No one expected ‘me to
arrest a group large enough to set
up an installation like this, and I had
no ambition that way either. To put
it mildly, the tank wasn’t maneuver-
able enough to serve as a police car;
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I was in no position to arrest a
passing shrimp, All I asked was a
good look at a work sub, or a suit
of pressure armor, or even a han-
dling robot under remote control —
anything that would show that this
setup was being actively managed —
one good look, and I'd be ready to
drop ballast.

I wouldn’t do it too hastily, of
course, for two good reasoms. A
sonarman might reasonably dismiss
a sinking object as a piece of a
wrecked ship, or even a dead whale,
and not be too curious; but he would
be most unlikely to feel the same
indifference toward something ris-
ing. I'd have to take some time to
evaluate the sonar danger. It was
nice, but not conclusive, that there
had been no sign of it so far.

The other reason against haste I
didn’t know about yet, and didn’t
learn for a number of hours.

'm not a clock-watcher. I knew

I had plenty of survival time in
the tank and wasnt keeping very
close track of how much of it had
passed. When the second reason did
show up it never occurred to me to
check the time, and for several
hours after that I was very thorough-
ly distracted from such things as
clocks. I can’t say, therefore, just
how long I spent sitting in the tank
waiting for something to happen.
I can guarantee that it was a num-
ber of hours; long enough to get me
bored, cramped, irritated and more
than half convinced that there was
no one under that tent roof any-
where nearby. The idea that it might
be someone who didn’t care a hoot

14

about fragments of ship in his ceil-
ing seemed too far out to be worth
considering; if anyone had seen it,
he’d have done something about it.

No one had done anything about
it. Therefore, no one was within
sight. And if no one was within
sight under the fabric, I might as
well take a closer look at it myself.
Maybe I could even get a look under
it. A

Dangerous thinking, boy. Don’t
let all those wasted kilowatts go to
your head. You’re just a detached
eyeball; if you don’t get back with
information, anything you do man-
age to do is pure waste — and waste,
of course, is the profane word
around the Board.

It was a temptation, though. No
motion — no sign of human life ex-
cept the lights and the tent roof it-
self, and mighty little sign of any
other kind of life. No sound. Noth-
ing from the sonar frequency moni-
tor., Why shouldn’t I roll gently
down to the edge of the fabric and
study it more closely?

The best answer to that question,
of course, was that it would be the
act of a dithering idiot. As time
went on, though, it occurred to me
once or twice that merely being
here at all wasn’t the highest possi-
ble display of human intelligence. If
I must act like a fool, I might as
well be a real one. I don’t know
where that sort of thinking comes
from; maybe I should see that
psychiatrist.

I'm not sure just how close 1
came to giving in. I know I almost
pulled in the legs three times and
each time thought better of it.
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The first time I was stopped by
semething moving, which turned out
to be a fair-sized shark. It was the
first large living thing I'd seen since
reaching bottom, and it set my
thoughts off on another tangent for
a while. The next couple of times I
started to move the tank I was
stopped by the memory of the shark;
it had disappeared — had it heard
something I couldn’t, that had
frightened it off? I had no instru-
ments outside for low or audible fre-
quency detection, just*the sonar re-
ceptors.

I know all this isn’t making me
sound much like a genius, or even a
reasonably competent operator. I
wish I'd had more time to edit my
memories a bit before having to tell
this story. If I'm to justify the de-
cision I'm trying to sell, I should
have some chance to look like a
sensible adult first. All I can put in
for my own defense at the moment
is one of those let’s-see-you-do-better
remarks. Are you sure just how
your own thoughts would have gone
if you were practically helpless in a
siX-foot plastic bubble a mile under
the ocean? If youre not, please
suspend your critcism until I'm done.

The second reason for not dump-
' ing ballast too hastily finally
did show up. My attention was still
pretty well focused on the wreckage,
so I didn’t see it coming. My first
glimpse was from the corner of my
eye, and I thought for an instant
it was another shark; then I realized
it was human, and I had my evi-
dence. Fine. Once it’s out of sight I
can head for the surface.

OCEAN ON TOP

Not a chance. What I needed was
convincing evidence, and if my ewn
eyes weren’t convincing me it was
unlikely that my words would eon-
vince anyone else. What I saw was a
person, which was all right in itself;
a suit of four-inch polyphase armor,
adequately powered in the limbs,
will hold back the ton and a quarter
or so per square inch that sea water
exerts a mile down. Such armec will
even let the wearer look rather like
a human being and move about in a
very clumsy walk.

It will not, however, unless he is
immersed in an ocean of mercury,
let him swim; and this clearly hu-
man figure was swimming.

It came into view some distance to
my left, appearing in the light rather
suddenly as though it had come
down from the darkness above. It
was swimming toward me and the
wreck, not in any obvious hurry. As
it approached, details became plain-
er; and the plainest of all — plainer
even than the fact that it was fe-
male — was that she wasn’t wearing
armor. She was wearing a cold-water
coverall type scuba suit, abselutely
ordinary except that it had a spheri-
cal, transparent helmet instead ef a
breathing mask, and the ballast
seemed to be in rings here and there
around body and limbs instead ef be-
ing fastened to the belt. I repeat —
in fact, I had to repeat it to myself
several times — that the garment
was not pressure armor. Its wearer’s
swimming motions showed plainly
that it was nearly as flexible as or-
dinary skin, just as a scuba suit
should be.

She didn’t seem to see my tank,
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which was some relief. She didn’t
even seem ¢o see the wreck until
she was within twenty yards of it.
She had been swimming very slow-
ly along the edge of the tent roof
with no more apparent purpose than
someone out for an afternoon stroll,
up to that point. Then she changed
course and headed straight for the
bow of Pugnose.

That didn’t fit. Anyone down
here should have been looking for
that wreck, not running across it by
accident. I'd been expecting a work-
ing party sent out by the people un-
der that cover.

Well, there’s more than one thing
1 haven’t been expecting about this
business. Stop with the working
hypotheses, brother, you haven't
enough data even for that yet. Just
watch (I don’t even address myself
by name).

So I watched. 1 watched her swim
aeround the shattered bow, and into
it and out again, and over it. Then
I watched her unlimber an object
which turned out to be a light, which
had been clipped to her suit belt, and
swim inside once more. That
worried me a little; the camouflage
for the tank had not been designed
for that sort of inspection. Its
clamps, its launching springs —

She came out again, with no more
visible signs of excitement than be-
fore, and at that point something
else dawned on me. It was a very
minor point compared with what I
had already seen — at least, it
seemed minor when I first noticed
it; as I thought, it became more and
more a major puzzle.

Her scuba suit was, as I said,
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quite ordinary except for helmet
and ballast. Its ordinariness included
a small tank between the shoulders,
whose upper end just touched the
helmett and was presumably connect-
ed with it, though I could see no
piping. All this was reasonable. The
jarning note was that there were no
bubbles.

ow, I'm familiar with rebreather

systems, and I know about
chemical supplies — mixtures of
alkali metal peroxides and super-
oxides which react with water to
give free oxygen and pick up car-
bon dioxide. I know them well
enough to know that they must
have, besides the chemical container
and mixer systems, a sort of “lung”
— a variable-volume, ambient-pres-
sure gas bag or tank — with the
supply chemicals between it and the
user’s own lungs. The exhaled gas
has to go somewhere unmtil it’s
ready to be inhaled again. That
“lung” must have a volume great
enough to take all the air a swim-
mer can exhale at one breath — in
other words it must have as much
volume, or nearly as much, as his
own inflated lungs. There was no
such bag visible on this swimming
outfit, and the back tank was not
nearly large enough to have con-
tained one. It seemed, therefore, that
the unit did not involve a chemical
oxygen supply; and unless some sort
of microscopic pump was taking the
gas as fast as she exhaled and
squeezing it back into another part
of that little tank at fantastically
high pressure, there should be ex-
halant bubbles. I couldn’t see any
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reason for such a recovery system,
but I couldn’t see any bubbles either.
I had already been bothered about
what gas mixture she could be
breathing — at this pressure, half of
ene per cent oxygen would have
burned her lungs out, and there was
nothing I knew of which could be
used to dilute it. Even helium was
soluble enough down here to make
decompression a job of many hours.

It crossed my mind for a mo-
ment that people might be living
permanently under this pressure,
breathing a nearly: pure helium
atmosphere with a fraction of a per
cent oxygen in it; but if that were
the story, I still couldn’t see why
that girl’s suit didn’t give out bub-
bles. Granted there might be every
economic reason to recover helium,
there are engineering problems
which I still don’t think could be
completely solved.

No. All hypotheses inadequate.
Keep on observing. Facts so far are
only that she seems to be living
and moving normally in a closed
system at outside pressure, and that
the pressure in question — skipping
the old superstition about flattening
a human body — is quite high
enough to mess up any biophysical
or biechemical processes involving
gas dynamics.

There wasn't much more to ob-
serve, though. The girl clipped the
light back on her belt, took a last
glance at the wreckage and began
swimming away from it. She didn’t
go back the way she had come, but
continued on to my right, slanting
away from the lighted region. In a
few seconds she had disappeared,
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though I knew she couldn’t be very
far away yet.

t seemed likely that she was off to
get help in moving the wreck
off the tent roof. How long before
she would be back with it was any-
one’s guess. There might be a tent
entrance a few hundred yards away,
or there might not be one for sever-
al miles. The former seemed a trifle
more likely, but I wasnt going to
risk money on the question.

Just my future.

She might have noticed the gear
that had held and launched my
tank; she wouldn’t have had to be
much of an actress to hide an ex-
pression of suspicion under the cir-
cumstances. If she had noticed and
reported it, those who came with
her were going to be very curious
about the whole area. The outside
of the tank was deliberately a little
irregular in outline so that it
wouldn’t be too obviously artificial,
but it was not going to fool anyone
who took a really good look at it.
Maybe it would be better if I moved
a little farther away. I wasnt con-
cerned with personal safety; I could
always get away, but I wanted to
see as much as possible before that
became mecessary.

So I told myself.

Moving would be a slow process;
traveling ability was pot really a
design feature of the tank. There
were two dozen of the legs, and I
had enough stored power to retract
them against their springs several
thousand times (that had taken argu-
ment), but I had not been born a
sea urchin. I had had a little prac-
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tice rolling the thing around under
walter, but the purpose of the rig
wald to let me juggle into a better
observing position, not to keep out
of the way of searchers. If I were
found, my only real recourse would
be to drop ballast and start for the
surface. That was a once-only opera-
tion, and I didn’t want to resort to
it before I really had to. There was
still some hope, I figured, of de-
ciding what was going on down
here in some detail.

Maybe it’s courage, or maybe just
natural optimism.

e I 5S8R

began working the legs, hoping

that no instruments in the neigh-
bothood were recording the D.C.
pulses as I turned the retraction
solenoids on and off. I had found
during practice that I could climb
a slope of five or six degrees if the
bottom were hard enough to give
the “feet” any resistance, but that
near the limit of the going
tended to be tricky. If I overbalanced
and started downhill again it took
very fast work with just the right
legs to stop the roll. The sphere had
a respectable moment of inertia. Be-
cause of its outer irregularity, some
positions were naturally more stable
than others, and some were much
less. Just now I was wishing that I
had spent more time in practice,
though I consoled myself with the
thought that the boss wouldn’t bave
authorized the energy expenditure
anyway.

I had worked my way between
thirty and forty yards farther up

18

the slope, with only one mistake
that cost me any real distance, when
the party 1 expected showed up.

It wasn’t a large one — four in
all. One ocould have been, and
probably was, the girl I had seen
before; the other three seemed to
be men, though it was hard to tell
at this greater distance. One of the
new ones ‘was towing a piece of
equipment about three feet long,
cylindrical in shape, and a little more
than a foot in diameter. It had a
slight negative buoyancy, which was
understandable — they’d make sure
that mothing which got loose .would
find its way to the surface.

They swam over to the wreck,
and two of them began pulling
lengths of line from the cylinder.
They attached these to convenient
parts of Pugnose, while the third
man pulled from the other end of the
cylinder something that looked like
a heavy bundle of mnetting with a
collapsed balloon inside it. When the
other lines were made fast he ma-
nipulated something on the cylinder,
and the balloon began to inflate
slowly. The wreckage didnt have
much submerged weight, and it
wasn't long before the balloon had
it hoisted clear of the roof. Then
all four of them got on the far side
and began pushing it, swim fins flut-
tering violently.

It took them several minutes to
get it away from the smooth area
and out of the light. I supposed this
was all they’d bother to do, but I was
wrong. With the tent roof out of
danger they moved around and be-
gan pushing the load in the direc-
tion the girl went after finding it.
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This might be a nuisance. Maybe
they just wanted it for a souvenir,
but maybe they wanted to make
a really close examination under
better conditions — better light, or
maybe even out of water. Which-
ever of these might be true, as long
as they were interested someone was
likely to notice the tank attachments.
I'd have been much happier if they’d
simply pushed the bow section off
their roof and forgotten it. Now I
had no excuse for not following to
learn more about them. Come to
think of it, I should try to locate
the entrance, or one of the en-
trances, to the place anyway.

They weren’t swimming fast, but
they went a lot faster than I could
roll the tank. Once again I wished
that some real provision for moving
the thing had been made, but the
argument had been that the closer
the whole rig got to being a sub-
marine, the harder it was going to
be to camouflage. I hadn’t bought
the argument completely at the time,
and I would have been even more
delighted at a chance to reopen it
now. All T could do, though, was
hope the chance would come later
on, and in the meantime wait until
the swimmers got their burden a
reasonable distance away and then
start rolling in the same direction.

erhaps I haven't made clear

quite all the nuisances involved
in rolling the tank. The principle
ought tc be plain enough; it was
simply a malter of letting the ap-
propriate spring push out a leg
against the bottom, on the side I
wanted to go away from. It may not

OCEAN ON TOP

have crossed your mind that this
general method of getting around
meant that living equipment, con-
trol panels, and other fixed gear
were sometimes to one side of me,
sometimes to another, and some-
times above or below. There were
times when it was very hard ¢o keep
from sitting on all the leg-control
buttons at once, for example. As
I've said, the legs were meant more
for position and attitude fine con-
trol, and to keep the tank from roll-
ing on a slope, than for genuine
travel. The need for the latter had
not been foreseen, or at least hadn’t
been considered very great, by the
authorities.

At least, concentrating on work-
ing the machine along the bottom
kept my mind from the worries I'd
felt on the way down. It was actual-
ly more likely now that I'd come
under unfriendly observation, but at
least I wasn’t brooding over it. The
swimmers had vanished in the dis-
tance, nothing else could be seen
moving in the lighted area to my
left, and nothing at all could be
seen the other way. The bottom un-
der the tank couldn’t be made out in
detail, and in a way I was groping
along — though the verb isn’t ex-
actly right, since it implies that you
can feel what’s ahead of you. 1
couldn’t feel anything; I could only
note whether my vehicle rolled a
little way, a longer way, or not at
all whenever another leg was ex-
tended. When it didn’t roll at all I
had to guess which other legs to try.
It would have been a lot easier if I
had dared to use enough light of my
own to get a decent sight of the
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bottom, but I wasnt that silly. If
the local population included swim-
mers, I didn’t have a prayer of know-
ing when any of theth were around;
when this mess had started we were
thinking of subs and sonar. These I
was ready to spot.

The slope was not very regular,
as I quickly found. Twice I rolled
forward out of comtrol for several
yards when I regached a small dip.
©nce [ thought I was stuck for good
— I couldn’t go forward, back or
what was presumably downhill
toward the light. As a last resort I
tried uphill and found that it wasn’t
wphill at all; I rolled out of con-
trol again into a hollow where I
couldn’t see the lighted area except
as a vague, diffused glow over the
ridge I'd just crossed. Getting out of
that hollow used a lot of time and
an irritating amount of stored
power.

I couldn’t even relieve my feel-
ings with language. The coupling
from air through plastic to water,
and from water through helmets to
gas and human ears, may be pretty
bad, but it isnt zero; and the sound-
transmitting properties of cold water
make up for a lot of matching de-
ficiencies. I didn’t dare say a word.

Once out of that devil-invented
gully I stopped, once meore in full
sight of the tent roof and tried to
take stock.

My power was rather low. There
was no way of telling whether I
might reach the entrance in three
hundred yards or three theusand;
the former seemed more likely, since
the girl hadn’t taken too long to
come back with her help, but then
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she might have met the men already
outside. Nothing was certain enough
to give any possible line of action
even the dignity of a calculated risk.
It wasn’t possible to calculate.

I had to find out more, though.
I'd cooled down a little from my
original reaction — 1 could believe
what I'd seen, and I realized that
others would, too — but the news
I had wasn't as helpful as it was
supposed to be to the Board. If a
police unit were to do anything but
grope around, it should know where
to start. A regular entrance would
make a logical place. Of course it
wasn’t likely that the tent roof would
really keep a sub out; but judging
by the area the tent enclosed, the
chances of breaking through at a
strategically useful point would be
rather slim.

Maybe the best thing to do would
be to throw out the caution policy
and turn on my lights. The extra
power would be offset by more ef-
ficient travel when I could see where
I was going and I should stand a
better chance of reaching the en-
trance before my juice failed entirely
and automatically let my ballast go.
If I were seen, no doubt some of
the swimmers would come close
enough to give me a really good
look, so I might get a better idea of
their high-pressure technique before
I left.

’m a cautious man by nature, and
thought that one over for quite
a while before I bought it. There
was plenty against it, of course. Just
because all I'd seen was swimmers
rather than subs didn’t prove there
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weren’'t any subs. If there were,
there would be an excellent chance
that I could never get back to the
surface — but I'd accepted that risk
before starting the trip. I ping-pong-
ed the matter for several minutes.
Then I took a good, deep breath on
the theory that I might not get many
more and turned on one of my
spots.

It made a difference, all right. The
bottom was mostly rock, as I'd sus-
pected, and was very rough — no
wonder I'd had trouble using my legs
effectively. Able to watch what I
was doing, I resumed travel and, as
I'd hoped, made much better speed
with much less power drain. It wasn’t
exactly easy yet; I was still rolling,
and had to change lights as well as
legs now as I rolled, but the im-
provement was encouraging.

I could also see more motion
around me. There was a lot of small
life — shrimps and their relatives —
that I hadn’t been able to spot be-
fore. They got out of my way with-
out being too distracting. There were
also plantlike growths, though con-
sidering how far they were from
the nearest natural light it seemed
likely that they were sponges or
something of that sort. They neither
helped nor hampered the rolling, as
far as I could tell.

However, I was paying for the
much better short-range vision with
a much worse view of distant ob-
jects. I might have been surprised
quite easily by a group of swim-
mers, but what actually happened
was less predictable. I lost orienta-
tion.

Not in the
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compass-direction

sense and mot completely. I could
still see the lighted area to my left,
though not as well as before; my
compass still worked, when it hap-
pened to be right side up; but my
sense of up and down, depending
more on my view of a few square
yards of ocean bottom than on my
semicircular canals, was fooled when
some of the bottom ceased to be
horizontal.

The change must have been
gradual, or I'd have spotted it with-
in the small area T could see well.
As it was, I overlooked it completely;
suddenly I was on an area of rock
sloping much more steeply than any
I had traversed up to then. Before I
knew it the tank had started a stately
roll to the left; after I knew it, leg
after leg poked out in that general
direction proved useless.

It wasn’t like rolling downhill in
a barrel; it was a slow and grace-
ful motion. I could easily have stay-
ed upright inside the tank if I'd
chosen to concentrate on that prob-
lem instead of on the controls. For
all the use I got out of the latter, I
might as well have concentrated on
comfort. Some of the legs may have
slowed me a little, but none of them
came close to putting a stop to the
journey. I rolled helplessly into the
lighted region and out onto the tent
fabric. For several long seconds my
report-making attention was divided
almost equally between up and
down.

Above me I could see the lights
clearly for the first time. They were
ordinary high-pressure, excited-vapor
lamps, bigger than I'd ever seen used
for general illumination, but other-
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wise nothing strange. I still couldn’t
see what held them in position, since
looking up at them was hard on the
eyes, )

Looking down was harder on the
imagination, though mine was getting
a bit calloused. I already knew that
the fabric was remarkably strong
and elastic; I'd seen how it reacted
to Pugnose’s bow, which must have
had some pretty sharp corners here
and there. I also knew that it was
opaque, or at best translucent, in its
normal state. I realized that the
part now under my tank would be
stretched. But it hadn’t occurred to
me that stretching the stuff would
make it transparent.
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When 1 stopped moving, how-
ever, I could see ordinary sea
bottom — rock similar to the stuff
I had been rolling across "=~ under
me. For a moment I thought some-
¢hing must have stopped me short
of the tent roof after all, but glances
through several of the ports killed
that notien. I was nearly fifty yards
out on the thing, sunk into it for
just about half the diameter of the
tank. From ports above that level I
could see the lights above and the
smooth fabric below; from the lower
windows I could make out rock and
occasional patches of silt on the
bottom and a greenish-white, evenly
glowing ceiling above — evidently
the fabric, lighted from the other
side. It was translucent, then; but
the part of it stretched around the
Jower half of the tank offered no in-
terference at all to vision. Some of
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the legs were extended on this side,
and the stuff seemed to have spread
in an invisibly thin film over these
as well — they could hardly have
punctured it or I wouldn’t have been
hanging on the roof. Someone must
have dene some very fancy work in
molecular architecture, I decided —
which shows how a wildly wrong set
of premises can at times give rise to
a ocorrect conclusion.

But why the tent at all? The sea
bottom under it looked no different
from that above. There was no sign
of any human being or artificial
structure in the region below. There
weren’t even any living beings that
I could see, and I certainly looked
hard — it occurred to me for a mo-
ment that someone might have gone
so far with the energy-wasting busi-
ness as to try growing natural foods
with artificial light. The idea at least
went along with indifference to or-
dinary morality about energy; peo-
ple who'd shine all those kilo-
watts into the ocean probably-
wouldn’t boggle at overreaching
their fair share of area in order to
grow mustard or something like that.
The sea bottom was about the only
place on Barth where such a trick
could be pulled without being caught
right away by indignant neighbors,
to say nothing of the Board. The
only trouble with the theory, other
than one’s natural reluctance to be-
lieve in soch people, was that I
couldn’t see anything growing. For
that matter, I didn’t know what sort
of foed plant could be grown under
sea water. There were some, no
doubt; and if there weren’t natural
ones, there is always gene tailoring.
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A more immediate question was
what to do next. Thirty seconds of
trying proved that I could extend
and retract my legs until the power
cells ran down without moving the
tank at all. They just didn’t have
anything to push against; the bottom
was a little too far down. I tried
rolling the thing by shifting my
weight. This worked as far as turning
the tank over was concerned, but
didn’t get me .noticeably closer to
“shore.” It seemed that the only
freedom of motion I had left was
upward.

This was a little annoying. I had
planned to plant a small sonar trans-
ponder near the entrance when I
found it, as a guide for the police
boats. If I dropped it here, it would
mean very little and furthermore
would be seen lying on the tent fab-
ric by the first person who happened
to pass, either above or below. If
I’'d had the reaction time and fore-
sight of a fictional hero I might have
let one go when I realized I was
out of control; but I hadn’t, and
there was no use moaning about it.

I might wait until they found the
tank and just hope for a chance to
drop the instrument without any-
one’s noticing while they were cart-
ing me off, but that seemed to in-
volve a historical record for opti-
mism,

I ocouldn’t accept the idea of go-
ing back to the surface without leav-
ing it, though, even though that and
all the other things it would be so
nice to get done seemed to be im-
possible. Even a snake on a tray of
oiled ball bearings keeps wriggling.

And so I remained. There was
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really no point in an early departure
anyway. I still had plenty of oxygen,
and there was always the hope that
I'd get a useful idea before they
— whoever “they” were — found
me. The hope lasted for nearly six
hours.

t wasn’t a girl this time, though
it might possibly have been one
-of the same men. He wore the same
sort of swimming outfit to the last
detail, as far as I could see. He was
swimming straight toward me when
I first saw him, above the tent roof
as the others had been, slanting out
of the darkness from the direc-
tion I supposed the entrance must
lie. Certainly he had seen me, or
rather the tank. I wished I had
spotted him earlier — it would be
interesting, and might even be use-
ful, to know whether I had been
found accidentally by a passing swim-
mer or by someone deliberately
checking the region where the wreck-
ed boat had been found. However,
I could be philosophical about not
knowing. I watched as he swam over-
head.

He should be able to recognize
the tank without much trouble. It
had a lot of nonstandard equipment
fastened outside, but it was basically
a regular emergency high-pressure
escape tank of the sort you'd find
in any large submarine — a sphere
of silica fiber and high-stress poly-
mer able to stand the pressure of
two miles of sea water. It was light
enough to float, ordinarily, but the
jury-rigged thing I was in was well
ballasted. Besides the legs and their
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accessory gear there were the lights,
the transponders, sundry pieces of
sensing equipment and several slabs
of lead so distributed as to keep the
center of buoyancy and the geometri-
cal center as close together as prac-
tical. The lead made the real differ-
ence; I would still float with all the
rest.

The swimmer stopped stroking as
he glided overhead and drifted,
settling slowly toward me. I could
see his face now through the helmet
— in fact, the helmet itself was
barely noticeable; he might almost
have been swimming bareheaded. He
was no one I could remember ever
having seen before in five years of
Board work, but I took good note
of the line of his black hair, the
set of his eyes, and the squarish
outline of the rest of his face so
as to be sure of knowing him again
if the chance ever came up. Pre-
sumably he couldn”t see me; the
view ports were small, my inside
lights were out, and he showed no
sign of the surprise I would have
expected him to feel if he knew
or guessed that the tank contained a
living man.

He came close enough to touch
the equipment — so close that I
could no longer see everything he
was doing. I told myself that it
couldn’t be anything very drastic,
considering what the tank was built
to take, but I'd still have been
much happier if I could have seen
his hands all the time. He was cer-
tainly fooling with things; I could
feel the casing quiver occasionally
as he pushed something particularly
hard. .
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He drew away again and swam
twice more all around the -tank,
never taking his eyes from it. Then
he settled down to the tent roof and
pushed his head against it, as though
he were trying to swim through.

I didn’t dare shift my weight quick-
ly enough to look through one of
the lower ports while he was still
in that position, so I couldnt tell
whether his helmet stretched the fab-
ric enough to let him see through
— it was, after all, a lot smaller
than my tank, I did let myself
down very gingerly, so as mnot
to move my container noticeably,
but by the time my eyes had reached
one of the lower ports he had risen
again — at least, I could see nothing
against the fabric except his shadow.
He seemed to have started swimming
away, and I took a chance and
straightened up quickly. The shadow
had told the truth. He was heading
back in the direction from which he
had come.

his time I was much more care-
' ful with the clock. He was
back with another man in just under
eight minutes. His companion was
carrying either the cylinder that had
been used in moving the wreck, or
one just like it; the first man was
also carrying something, but I
couldn’t make out what it was right
away. It looked like a rather untidy
bundle of rope.

When he stopped above the tank
and shook it out, however, it turned
out to be a cargo net, which he be-
gan to work around the tank. Ap-
parently he had decided -on his first
inspection that the natural irregulari-
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ties of his find didn’t offer much
hold ¢o a repe. I couldn’t exactly
blame him for that comnclusion, but
I very much wished he hadn’t reach-
ed it. I wasn’t sure how strong the
net might be, but unless it were
grossly defective in manufacture it
would hold my ballast slugs. If it
were fastened around tank and slugs
both, releasing the latter would be-
come a pointless gesture. It was de-
finitely time to go, end I reached
for the master ballast release.

Then I had another thought.
Dropping the lead would presum-
ably give my presence away, assum-
ing they hadnt already guessed
there was someone inside. That cat
was out of the bag, and nothing
else I oould do would tell them any
more. I might as well, therefore, try
something else which might keep
that net from enfolding me until I
was over bare rock again and stood
a chance of dropping the transpon-
der effectively. There seemed noth-
ing to lose by it, so I extended all
the legs at once.

Neither of the swimmers was
actually hit, but they were very
startled. The one with the net had
been touching the tank at the time,
and may have thought that some-
thing he had done was responsible
for releasing the springs. At any
rate, neither of them seemed to feel
that any more haste than before
was needed, as they should have
done if they’d suspected a man was
inside. They simply went about the
job of attaching the lifting device
as they had to the other wreck;
there were plenty of things to fasten
lines to now that the legs were out,
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and it would have been hard or im-
possible to get the net around the
new oonfiguration. That was all to
the good.

The technique was the same as
before. 1 assumed the cylinder con-
tained a chemical gas generator,
considering the pressure the balloon
was expanding egainst. That was
just a fleeting thought, though. It
was much more interesting to watch
the two swimmers pushing me
toward the edge of the roof even
before my container had lifted en-
tirely clear of the fabric. Things were
certainly looking up; only two peo-
ple, bare rock coming up — no,
don’t be too hasty; maybe they'll
push you right to that entrance you
want to find. Wait it out, boy. I
pulled my fingers away from the
panel, and locked them together for
extra safety.

ust as had been done with Pug-
nose, the tank was moved away
from the tent and then along parallel
with its edge. The motion was slow
—even with a weightless load there
was plenty of water to push out of
the way — and we were meore than
fifteen minutes on the trip. I kept
watching for some sign of the en-
trance, expecting a break of some
sort in the fabric itself, but that
wasn’t the arrangement I finally saw.
After a quarter of an hour my
porters aimed away from the lights
again and headed up the slope which
I assumed was still to our right.
About two hundred yards in this
new direction brought us to the lip
of another bowl or gully, apparently
much like the one I had almost
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been trapped in a few hours before,
but larger. The center of this de-
pression was even more brightly
lighted than the roof of the tent,
and the entrance was in the very
middle of the bright region.

1 didn’t take a very good look
at it; I acted too fast. I glimpsed
what seemed to be a smooth-walled
pit about forty feet across with
ladders going down at a couple of
dozen points around its rim. Most
of the light came from some point
in the pit below my line of vision.
Between me and the opening were
a dozen or more swimming figures,
and it was the sight of these that
made me act. If I were to be sur-
rounded by a whole school of swim-
mers, my chances of dropping a
transponder unnoticed would be neg-
ligible; and without spending any
more time in thought, I dropped the
ballast and one of the sounders
simultaneously. I instantly realized
that might be a mistake, since
each of the lead slabs was heavy
enough even under water to smash
the instrument, and as I felt the
tank lurch upward I dropped an-
other of the little machines. There
was a good chance that my com-
pany had been distracted by the
ballast — a much better one than 1
realized, as I found later.

I heard the lead hit the rock. So,
evidently, did the swimmers around
the hole. It took them a few seconds
to spot the source of the racket. A
man judges sound direction partly
from the difference in arrival time
of the wave at his two ears; and
with the high speed of sound in
water, the fact that the disturbance
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was also being carried by the rock,
and the helmets they were all wear-
ing it was impossible for them to
get more than a vague notion of
where the sound had originated.
When they did start coming my way
it was in response to a flashlight
which one of my carriers was shin-
ing toward them.

he two original swimmers were
hanging onto my legs — the
tank’s, I should say. They couldn’t:
hold me down, of course. It takes
more than a couple of almost-float-
ing human bodies to replace several
tons of lead. They were staying with
me, though, and guiding the others.
That didn’t worry me at first,
since there weren’t enough people
in sight to hold me down, and if
there had been they couldn’t all
have found room to get hold. The
only real cause for anxiety was the
possibility that there might be work
subs with outside handling equip-
ment somewhere around. Even from

‘these, though, I'd be fairly safe if

they’d just put off their appearance
for a few more minutes. They'd
have to hunt me with sonar once I
was out of sight, and I was beginning
to feel pretty certain that the last
thing this bunch would do was send
out sonar waves. The darned things
travel too far and can be recog-
nized too easily. I still didn’t know
what these folks were up to, but
there was enough obviously illegal
about it to suggest that secrecy
would be high on their policy list.
The "ones who were holding on
to me would have to drop off soon.
There isn’t an underwater breathing
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ig made that will let a man rise at
bree feet a second or so for more
han a few hundred feet without
unning fnto decompression trouble.
. didn’t care what gas mixture these
sharacters were breathing; there are
aws of physics and human bodies
1ave to obey them.

The .more distant swimmers were
urning back as this thought crossed
ny mind; I could see them against
he fading background of the lighted
sit. I could also see, poorly, the
ight which one of my hitch-hikers
was shining toward them. He seem-
ed to have some hope still; maybe
there was a sub in the neighborhood,
and he was trying to stick with me
long enough to guide it. Unless it
showed up very soon, though, he
was going to lose that gamble and
kill himself in the bargain.

I saw another swimmer, quite
close, dwindling between me and
the light; my second passenger must
have dropped off. When would the
first go? His light was still shining,
but it could hardly do any good
now. I could barely see the pit, and
surely no one down there could see
his little flash. Evidently he realized
this, for after a few more seconds
it went out. I expected to see him
leave like his fellow, since he could
do no more good by sticking, but
he wasn’t thinking along those lines.
He bad very different ideas, and
one of them from his viewpoint was
a very good one. I didn’t like it so
much.

The dual-phase stuff they make
pressure tanks out of isn't a metal,
and differs widely from any metal
in. its elastic properties; but like
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metals, if you hit it it makes a nose.
I didn’t know what my rider started
hitting with, but it most certainly
made a moise. I, from inside, can
vouch for that. A nice, steady, once-
a-second tapping resounded from
the tank, hurting my ears and de-
ing worse to my plans. He dida't
need his light; any work sub could
home in on that moise from miles
away if it had even a decent mini-
mum of instrumentation.

And there was mo way that I
could think of to stop him.

S|V

could try the legs, of course. I

did. It was so dark by now, with
the light from entrance pit and tent
roof alike faded to the barest glim-
mer, that he may mnot even have
known that I did anything. If he'd
been holding on by a leg he may
have been disconcerted when I pull-
ed it in and maybe bruised when I
popped it out again, but there was
no evidence that anything of the
sort happened. I ran the legs through
their cycle several times without
making the slightest change in' the
rhythm of that tapping.

I tried shifting my weight to
make the tank roll over. It worked,
but didn’t bother my passenger. Why
should it? A swimmer doesn’t care
whether he’s right side up or mot,
and a submarine hitch-hiker in total
darkness should care even less. I
was the only one who was bothered.

But why was this character alive,
conscious and active? We'd risen
more than a thousand feet now,
through a pressure difference that
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should have popped his suit if it were
really sealed as tightly as I had
judged. If it weren’t, and if he were
valving off gas to keep his lung
volume down, he was going to be in
trouble when he descended again;
end in any case, volume or no
volume troubles, whether he was
breathing helium or anything else,
he should by now be completely
helpless with embolisms.

The simple sad fact, independent
of what should be, was that he was
still going strong, and I had no way
of getting rid of him.

Nothing like this had been fore-
seen by the Board geniuses who had
worked out this mission. There was
not the slightest doubt that some
sort of sub was going to be along
shortly to pick me up — no other
notion was sane, in view of the fact
that this fellow had been fit to stick
with me. There were always insane
notions to consider, of course; may-
be he had decided to sacrifice his
life to make sure I didn’t get back
to the surface, but even that assumed
the coming of something. Maybe a
torpedo, but something. Personally I
doubted the sacrifice idea. Lots of
people will, for a cause they con-
sider important enough, but I've
never met a lawbreaker who acted
that way. Especially I've never seen
an energy waster who would; selfish-
pess is the key word with those lads
— keep the eye out for Number
One.

But never mind the psychology;
what’s to be done? The guy may be
a moving corpse, but he’s still there
broadcasting. Why didn’t I come
down in a work sub? Skip that ques-
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tion; it’s a waste of good thinking
time. How can I make him get off,
or at least stop making noise?

Badly phrased question. I can’t
make him do anything. He’s outside,
and I'm inside, and with this pressure
difference never the twain shall meet.
Then, how can I persuade him to
leave or shut up? Until I start com-
municating, I can’t persuade him
either. Obvious.

I put on my lights, both inside
and out. That at least caught the
fellow’s attention; the tapping
stopped for a moment. Then it re-
sumed, but less regularly, and I
caught glimpses of him as he work-
ed his way to a place which would
let him see through one of the ports.
I pulled my own face far enough
back from it so that he could see me
clearly, and for a few seconds we
just looked at each other. The tap-
ping stopped again.

t was the same man who had
found the tank. I’'m not a mind
reader, but I felt pretty sure from

_his expression that he had only just

realized there was anyone inside
and that the discovery bothered as
well as surprised him. He resumed
his banging on the tank, in a much
more irregular pattern. After a few
seconds I realized that he must be
sending some sort of code, though
I couldn’t read it.

I tried to explain by gestures that
the racket was hurting my ears, but
all he did was shrug. If he cared
at all about my comfort, it certainly
wasn’t at the top of his priority list.
He finished his code message at last
and resumed the regular tapping. He
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didnt seem angry — didn’t scowl,
or shake a fist at me, or anything
of that sort, but he didn’t look as
though he considered me a long-
lost friend, either. I could see his
face clearly and without distortion

through the helmet, but I could

see no sign of real interest in his
expression. I spent some time trying
to get him to respond to my ges-
tures, but he paid mo attention. I
thought of writing a note that he
could read through the port, though
I couldnt guess what languages he
might know, and I managed to find
some scraps of paper in one of my
pockets; but I could find nothing
to write with, and that idea col-
lapsed. I finally gave up and turned
my lights off again. There was no
use in helping him guide the sub to
us.

I couldn’t think of any more prac-
tical plans, and my mind wandered
back to the question of how the
fellow lived. We had risen several
hundred more feet during the time
the lights were on, and his suit hadn’t
emitted a single bubble. I was begin-
ning to wonder whether it really
was an ambient-pressure unit. It was
bhard to see how anything so thin,
and especially so flexible, could pos-
sibly be pressure armor; on the
other hand, the peculiarities of the
tent roof indicated that someone
had been making progress in molec-
ular architecture. I was in no posi-
tion to say such armor was impos-
sible, but I wished I could make at
least a vague guess as to how it was
done.

I can feel a little silly about it
now, of course. I'd had the man in
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full sight, well lighted, only a few
feet away from me for fully five
minutes, and I mijssed the key fact
— not in something I saw but in
something I didn’t see. At least, 'm
not alone in my folly.

The tapping kept up. It wasn’t real-
ly loud enough to be painful, but it
was annoying, Chinese water torture
style. It may have been equally so
to the fellow outside who was doing
it, and I got a little consolation out
of the thought that at least he was
having to work at it. I got a fiitle
more out of the realization that as
long as he did keep it up the help
he was calling hadn’t arrived yet.

Two thousand feet was less than
halfway .to the surface, though it
was an unbelievable pressure change
for my hitch-hiker. It wasn’t very
much comfort to me to know that
I'd put that much water under me;
even twice as much wouldn’t be
much help. It wasnt as though
there’d be a police squadron stand-
ing by to pick me up, or even a
single boat. The tank hwd only the

surfaoe—whnohl«wasuﬁﬁkel'yw
do. There probably was a Board
vessel within a few miles, since the
plan didn’t include my navigating
the opened halves of the tank to
Baster Island when I got back to the
surface, but that would do me no
immediate good.. The storm would
probably still be going on, and they
wouldn’t be able to see me at fifty
yards. If they did, they probably
couldn’t do anything about it unless
there were more specialized salvage
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gear aboard than seemed likely. Even
a minor ocean storm is quite a dis-
turbance, and one doesn’t pick a
pressure tank bobbing around on its
waves casually out of the water.

There was an encouraging side to
that thought, though. If I did
get to the surface, it would also be
hard for any sub to get hold of
the tank. My broadcaster would
then be working, and maybe — just
maybe — if it even brought a Board
ship into the general neighborhood
the pursuers would keep out of sight.
On the other hand, it was at least
equally likely that they would con-
sider it worth every effort to get
hold of me, witnesses or no wit-
nesses, in view of what I had ob-
viously seen down below. But the
other hope was worth holding onto
for its comfort value. Since I'm a
civilized human being, I mnever
thought until fater of the possibility
that if they oouldn’t capture me
they might just punch a hole in the
tank and let me sink.

Maybe I'd make it. The minutes
were passing. It was taking each one
a year to do it, but they were pass-
ing. Each brought me nearly two
hundred feet closer to those storm
waves, if they were still there. I
hadn’t bothered to check the fore-
cast beyond the time I was scheduled
to submerge, and I'd been down
quite a few hours. I'm not immune
to sea-sickness by any means, but
I rather hoped there would still be
enough wave action to give me a
good dose of it this time. Maybe
it would even make my friend just
outside lose his grip on whatever
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he was holding onto. That was some-
thing else to hope for.

But first I'd have to get up to
those waves, and there was still half
a mile to go. The tapping went on.
If I'd been anywhere else on Earth
I might have preferred the Chinese
water drops by then, but this was no
place to be asking for water drops.
I tried to shut out the sound and
keep my attention on other things,
like the pressure gauge — was there
a little wiggle in its ‘needle which
might be due to wave action far
above? — or the question of food.
If the waves were there, maybe I'd
better put off eating.

I kept moving from one port to

‘another in a hectic but rather use-

less effort to spot the sub which
must be approaching; but it was my
passenger who saw it first,

knew what bad happened when

‘the regular tapping suddenly
changed once more to the complex
code, but it took me another hailf
minute to spot the approaching light.
I didn’t have a very wide angle of
view from any one of the ports.

All T could see at first was the
light, a solitary spark on a space-
dark background, but there could
be no doubt what it was. It was
just a little below us, well to one
side. Its bearing changed as it grew
brighter. Apparently it was approach-
ing on a spiral course, holding the
sound of the tapping at a constant
angle off its bow to let the pilct keep
a constant idea of his distance from
the source.
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Even when it was close I had
trouble making it out, for its main
spotlight was turned straight on the
tank and there was too little diffused
radiance to show anything close to
it. This apparently bothered my pas-
senger, too, for there was another
burst of code tapping as the sub
halted thirty yards away, and the
light went out. In its place a dozen
smaller beams illuminated the whole
area, none of them shining directly
our way; so I could see the new-
comer fairly well.

It was not exactly like any sub
I'd seen before, but was similar
enough to some of them to give my
eyes a handle. It was small, either
one or two men, not built for speed,
and well equipped with manipula-
tion gear on the outside — regular
arm and hand extensions, grapples,
bits, probes and what looked like
a water-jet digger. One of my hopes
died quickly; there had been a
chance that a small sub would not
have enough negative buoyancy to
drag the tank back down, but this
fellow had big, fat lift chambers and
must have ballast to match. It was
evidently a tug, among other things.
If it could get hold of me, it could
pull me down, all right; and it was
hard to see how it could be kept
from getting that hold. Al I had to
fend it off were the legs.

I wasn’t sure how effective these
could be, but I kept my fingers at
the panel resolved mot to miss any-
thing that looked like a good chance.
At least, now that some sort of ac-
tion was in the offing, I wasn’t dith-
ering as I had been during the min-
utes before the sub came in sight.
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The pilot’s first method was to
drift above me and settle down. He
must have had a strong streak of
showoff in him, since it was hard to
imagine a less efficient means of
sinking a round object. I thought
he’d have his troubles, but my pas-
senger didn’'t seem upset, and I
have to admit the character knew
his boat handling. The swimmer
waved him into position, putting me
under the sub’s center of buoyancy,
and he made contact. My pressure
gauge promptly showed that the up-
ward motion had been reversed.

I waited a few seconds in the
hope that my hitch-hiker would go
inside the sub, but he made no mo-
tion to, and I finally had to let
him see my technique. This was
simple enough — simpler than roli-
ing along the sea bottom, since the
surface above me was much smooth-
er. Also, I didn’t have to go so far
to accomplish something; a very
small shift away from his center of
gravity gave my tank’s lift a torque
that was too much either for his re-
action time or his control jets. Since
he had enough weight in his tanks
to overcome my own lift, he flipped
over, and I was on my way up
again.

Unfortunately, as I promptly
learned, Lester the Limpet was still
with me. His tapping started up
within seconds of the time I got out
from under. His friend evidently
took a while to get his machine back
into tim — I could understand
that; tumbling, with a couple of tons
of surplus negative buoyancy thrown
in, is a problem for any sub —
but he was back all too soon. He
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was no longer in a mood to show
off; he bored straight in, with a
grapple extended.

turned on my outside lights, part-

ly to make things harder for him
and partly so that I could see better
myself. This was going to be tricky
for both of us; he had to find some-
thing the mechanical hand could
grip, and I had to shift my own
body weight so as to turn the tank
enough ¢o bring a leg into line for
what I had in mind. It was just as
well I'd gotten my recent practice
on the bottom. At least I knew to a
hair where each leg went out, rela-
tive to the positions of the ports.

I took him by surprise the first
time, He | 't considered all the
possibilities of those legs — maybe
he didn’t even know how many I
could use, though they were visible
enough from the outside. He match-
ed my upward drift very nicely,
though I was able to hamper him a
little bit by shifting my weight and
changing the frontal presentation of
the slightly irregular tank. With re-
lative vertical motion practically
zero, he came in slowly with the
mechanical hand reaching for some
projection or other — I couldn’t
tell what he had in mind. I rolled
just a little to get @ leg in line with
the grapple, and when the latter was
about two feet from contact I
snapped the leg out.

The spring was strong. Remember,
it was built to prop the tank in
position on a slope even when the
ballast was still attached. The en-
gineers who built it could tell you
bhow many pounds of shove it gave. I
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can’t, but I could feel it. The sub
and tank were pushed neatly away
from each other. The line of thrust
was not exactly through the cemter
of my shell, and I got quite a bit
of spin out of it. The sub didm’t.
Fither the push was better centered
on him or he was quicker this time
with his control jets.

He was a stubborn character. He
came back and tried the same thing
again, after my spin had stopped.
I was able to repeat, with about she
same results. Konrad the Chiton was
still with me, though, and he had my
technique figured out by this time.
He moved a little away from me to
free his hands for signalling, waved
them for about ten seconds in a
complicated pattern that meant neth-
ing to me, and then came back and
took hold of the tank once more.

The sub made another approach,
similar to preceding two, amd I
tried to line up for another kick. My
friend, however, had different ideas.
He was much farther from the cen-
ter than I was, and could exert much
more torque. He could also see
where the legs were, and whea I
shifted my weight to line up the
proper one with the approaching
grapple he interfered. He was teoo
smart to fight me directly, theugh
he probably could have managed it;
instead, he let me get moving amd
then supplied an extra shove with
me or to one side so that I either
overshot or missed the right positien.
I made three attempts to lineup as
the hand was coming in and finally
gave the kick a little out of line
when the sub was about to make
contact. The leg grazed the side of
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the handler and put w little spin on
the tank, but didn’t hit anything solid
enough to push us apart. Worse, it
gave the sub operator a chance to
grab the leg itself. This he seemed
o feel was a better hold than what-
ever he had planned on; he clamped
on tightly and began to cut buoyancy
once more.

This proved to be a mistake,
though it didn’t help me as
much as it might have. The leg
wasn’t strong enough to hold the
tank down. It parted, and once more
the sub disappeared below me. I cut
my lights promptly, hoping that my
passenger had lost his hold with the
jerk. Maybe he did, but if so he
wasn’t far enough away to lose track
of me. In a few seconds the tapping
resumed, and in a few more the
lights of the sub were close enough
to make my blackout an idle ges-
ture. I turned mine back on again
so that I could see to resume the
sparring match.,

Now he got the idea of making
his approach toward the spot where
the leg had been lost, so that I'd
have to turn further to bring an-
other into line. My swimming
friend was cooperating nobly, and
for a little while I was afraid they
had me. The sub operator was too
smart to try for a leg again, but
he managed to keep out of the way
of several kicks I gave out. He got
in, made what should have been a
succesful grab at something on my
outer surface, but was hurried and
missed. He had to back up for an-
other try . . . and I had time to get
another idea into operation,
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I knew where the swimmer was.
I could see enough of him to tell
not only that but to guess which
way he’d be pushing next time. I be-
gan to put a spin on the tank with
him at one pole so that he wouldn’t
notice it quite so quickly. This work-
ed, though I didn’t get a really rapid
rotation — I couldn’t, of course, with

‘such poor torque; but with the tank’s

weight I had enough for what I
wanted. One of my strong points in
basic physics, ages ago in school,
was mechanics. I couldn’t handle the
present problem quantitatively be-
cause I didn’t know either my angu-
lar speed or the tank’s moment of
inertia, but I hit the qualitative
answer on the button. As the grapple
approached again I shifted my
weight to start the tank processing.
Billy Barnacle tried his usual stunt
of pushing me sideways and sent
the leg night through the point I
wanted. Either he’d forgotten what
they’d taught him about gyroscopes
or he was getting tired. I hit the
grapple dead center with my kick,
and we were apart again. If I'd been
driving that sub, I'd have been get-
ting tired of the whole business by
now.

Apparently he was more patient
than I. He was back again all too
soon.

1 had gained maybe three or four
hundred feet with each pass of our
duel. I had an uneasy feeling that I
was going to run out of tricks be-
fore those increments added up to
the total distance to the surfgce. Cer-
tainly if he had the patiénce to
keep repeating the same techmique,
he’d soon run me dry.
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He didn’t, though. He seemed to
have decided that the grapple
wasn’t quite the right tool after all.
When he came back next time he
did his usual speed-matching some
distance above me, instead of level.
A small light flickered, apparently
in code, and my pressure-proof
friend let go of the tank and swam
up to the sub. He was back in a
moment, trailing a line behind him.

Apparently it had been decided
that human hands were more versa-
tile than mechanical ones.

t first I wasn’t worried. There
was nothing on the outside of

the tank except the legs which would
really lend itself to the attachment
of a rope, and it had already been
demonstrated that the legs weren’t
strong enough. Hours before, on the
bottom — no, come to think of it, it
was much less than one hour — my

pal had felt the need of a cargo

net to wrap around the sphere. If
he didn’t have such a net here, all
should be well.

He did, unfortunately. It was big-
ger and heavier than the one they
had had on the bottom, which was
probably why he wasn’t swimming
with it. When he got back just above
the tank he began hauling on his
line, and the net emerged from one
of the sub’s service ports. He pulled
it to him and began to spread it
out so that my tank would float up
into it.

He failed the first time through
no doing of mine; he simply didn’t
get his net deployed in time. I ran
into it while it was still only partly

OCEAN ON TOP

open. It had more of its weight on
one side of me than on the other, so
1 automatically rolled out from un-
der it and kept on rising. 1 didn’t
have to move a finger. The sub was
also rising, of course, so the net
trailed downward to the end of its
line and folded itself together. The
boy in the sub had to reel in me-
chanically while the swimmer held
on to me, before they could go
through it all again.

That was another few hundred feet
gained.

The next time they spread the
net much farther above me. Once
open it was even less maneuverable
than the tank, and by a little judici-
ous rolling to make the outer ir-
regularities affect my direction of as-
cent I managed to get far enough
from its center to roll out the same
way as before. What that team need-
ed was two more swimmers, 1 de-
cided.

It turned out that one more was
enough. They reeled in the net again,
lifted the sub a distance, adjusted
its buoyancy so that it rose a little
more slowly than I did, and then
the operator came out to join the
swimmer. Bach took a corner of the
net and with the boat for the third
corner formed a wide triangle which
they were able to keep centered
over me. I tried to work toward the
sub, which seemed to be unoccupied
and wouldn’t .back up to keep the
net spread. It didn’t work. The men
moved just a little in the same di-
rection, letting the net sag toward
me.

The next thing I knew it was
draped around me, and I couldn’t
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tell which way to roll even if I had
béen able to start rolling. The swim-
mers came in from their corners and
began tying it together at the bot-
tom.

If they finished, I was done. I
watched them as well as I could,
trying to spot where there was an
edge — anything to tell me that
there was more weight of net on one
side of me than the other. I spotted
what I thought was a chance to in-
terrupt the work while I got a better
look, and I’'m afraid I took it.

One of the men was next to the
tank and a little below it, pulling
a section of net closer. Maybe it
was the sub operator — the light
was goed, but I didn’t take time to
check — and he wasn’t as familiar
with the leg arrangement as his
companion. Anyway, he was in the
way of one of them, and I let him
bave it,

y intention, if I had one — I
really didn’t take time to think
— was to knock him out of the way
so I'd have a chance to roll out of
the net. I certainly didn’t mean to
do him serious or permanent dam-
age. The disk at the end of the leg,
though, caught him on the right side
and could hardly have helped break-
ing some ribs. It kicked him away
like a shark butted by a dolphin.
The line he was holding practically
flew out of his right hand, and a
tool whose nature I couldn’t make
out fell from his left. He began to
sink out of sight.
The other swimmer was onto him
before he’d left the reach of the
lights. He was evidently out cold;
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his body was completely limp as his
friend towed him up toward the
sub. I didn’t watch too closely, partly
because I was trying to roll myself
out of the net and partly because I
regretted what I'd done.

I made little progress with the
rolling. They’d gotten some knots in-
to the system already, and it looked
as though I were there to stay. I
managed to make a half turn, getting
what had been the tank’s bottom
when I was caught swung up to the
top, but it didn't do me a bit of
good. The meshes wound around the
tank even more tightly during the
turn.

I was a little above the sub by
that time — as, I said, they’d
trimmed it to rise a little more
slowly than the tank — and the ten-
sion on the line connecting the net
with the boat was swinging me di-
rectly over the latter. It was also
tipping the sub, I noticed, since the
line wasn’t attached anywhere near
the latter's center of gravity., I
watched, helpless but hopeful, to
see whether the single rope was
strong enough to drag me down when
they really put weight on the boat.

I didn’t find out. The uninjured
man towed his companion to the
little vessel, opened its main hatch,
and after some trouble got him in-
side. Up to that point we’d still been
rising. Now it appeared that the sub
was putting on more weight, for the
line tightened and my pressure gauge
reversed its direction once more.
However, the sub, which had leveled
off after the men got on board, now
went down badly by the stern.
Evidently the off-center lift through
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the net line was more than could be
countered by shunting ballast, at
least if enough total weight was in
the tanks to maintain a descent. Ap-

parently there was-a higher pri- -

ority attached to bringing me back
than to keeping the boat level. I
watched, with my fingers crossed,
hoping the line would give.

1t didn’t, but someone’s patience
did. Maybe the swimmer I had hit
was seriously injured, though I
hoped not; but whatever the cause,
whoever was now running the sub
decided that speed was of prime im-
portance.

He suddenly cast off rope, net, and
all, and disappeared in a few sec-
onds. I was alone at last, bound
once more for the surface. It was
almost an anticlimax.

It was also quite a letdown. The
dogfight, if you could call it that,
had lasted only ten or fifteen min-
utes in all and certainly hadn’t in-
volved me in much physical labor,
but I felt as though I'd just done
ten rounds with someone a couple
of classes above my weight.

Now I was safe. There wasn’t a
prayer of their finding me again
without sonar, with no one hanging
outside to broadcast sound waves
from my own hull, and with my
lights out — I hastily turned them
out as that thought crossed my mind.
I had less than two thousand feet to
go — not much over ten minutes,
unless the drag of the net and line
made too much difference. 1
watched the gauges for a while and
decided that they didn’t, and for the
first time since I'd left the surface I
fell asleep.
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was awakened by being tossed

around; the storm was still on.
More specifically, I was awakened
by being cracked on the head by a
corner of the control panel.

It wasn’t hard enough to damage
either the panel or my skull, but it
was uncomfortable. So was the
whole situation. Riding up and down
on fifteen-foot waves is bad emough
in a stable boat, but in a nearly
spherical container which has prac-
tically no preference for a definite
up and down it ds infinitely worse.
I"ve been in free fall in space, which
is no joke, but I'll take it again any
time before being a human volley-
ball in the middle of even a modest-
sized Pacific storm. That was one
thing they hadn’t bothered too much
about when they designed the sub-
marine escape shells. The idea was to
get to the surface rather than to be
comfortable afterward. All I could
do was turn on the rescue broad-
caster and try to keep my stomach
in place.

I couldn’t even be sure anyone
was receiving it — the broadcast, 1
mean. It was a good bet that they
were, since my return was certainly
expected. But several good bets had
failed to pay off already.

I couldn’t even sleep. Fortunately
I'd had enough sense not to eat
when the idea had occurred a while
back, so I couldn’t do what my
stomach wanted most to do just
then. I couldn’t do anything. The
whole situation was as bad physically
as the original descent had been
mentally. '
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But there’s no point trying to
make it any clearer; I might succeed.
I did wish I'd taken the trouble
to find out how long the storm was

due to last. Then I might have got- .

ten some comfort from an occasion-
al glance at the clock. As things
were, I quickly found that it was
better not to look at it; the time
since the last look was always so
much less than I'd guessed. As it
turned out, I should have watched
some of the other instruments,
though their reading would have
been no comfort either — and there
would have been nothing to do about
them.

I would never have believed that
the end of that motion could have
been anything but a relief. If any-
one had told me that it would make
me feel worse, I'd have used violence
on him for fear he might convince
me. Unfortunately, he’d have been
perfectly right. The end came much
too suddenly.

The first motion to stop was the
rolling. The tank still bobbed up and
down, but seemed to have acquired
a definite top and bottom. Then the
vertical oscillation also decreased,
and finally stopped. By that time
there was nothing more the pressure
gauge could tell me, but I looked
at it anyway.

I was right. The tank was going
down again.

There was one thing I didn’t have
to worry about; it wasn’t a
case of ordinary sinking. The only
hollow space which gave the tank
its buoyancy was the one I was in,
and if that had been leaking I'd
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have known it already. No, I was
being pulled down; and granting
that there are such things as giant
squids, I didn’t for an instant think
that one of them was responsible.
The sonar monitor was dark now,
but maybe it hadn’t been for the
last hour or so — I wouldn’t have
known.

There was only one reasonable ex-
planation. I looked down, not know-
ing what I really hoped to see and
didn’t see very much; the sub wasn’t
bothering with lights. I ‘turned 6n
my own, but could see only the single
line, taut now, leading from the
net which was new theroughly
tangled around me to a vague bulk
just on the edge of visibility.

The line, it may be remarked,
was quite strong enough for what
it had to do; we were descending
much faster than my original ballast
had carried me down. If the own-
ers of that rope were prepared to
trust it under such stress, I saw no
point in doubting their judgment. I
didn’t even bother to hope it would
break. I calculated that I'd be on
the bottom in twenty minutes or so,
and let it go at that.

At least, I could eat now. I began
to absorb a dextrose pill with such
calmness as I could collect. There
was nothing else to do; they had
me.

We were still several hundred feet
from the bottom when company
showed up. Two more subs, brightly
lighted, hove into view. They were
work machines similar to the one
I’d had trouble with a few hours be-
fore. If they were in communica-
tion with the one which had me in
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tow, it was by means of something
none of my instruments could pick
up. They probably were, since their
maneuvers were perfectly co-
ordinated. First one and then the
other newcomer swung close beside
me, and each used its “hands” to
hang several heoked slugs of metal
into my net. These weights took
nearly all the stress off the tow
rope and removed any hope there
might have been of its breaking at the
last moment.

Then a swimmer slipped out of
each boat and took station beside
me, saving themselves work by hold-
ing onto the net too. I flicked my
lights on for a moment, but couldn’t
recognize either face. I began to
wonder about the fellow I'd hit and
what his friends might think about
it if I’d hurt him really seriously.
The human mind sometimes goes
off on funny side tracks; I never
once, while I was being towed,
thought about their reaction to my
having discovered their obviously
secret installation. If I had, I'd prob-
ably have told myself that if they
really wanted to do anything final
any of .their subs could have crack-
ed the tank with no trouble at all.

Eventually the bottom came into
view in the range of my own lights,

It wasn’t luminous this time. I
thought at first that they must have
turned their lights off; then I re-
alized that the storm must have car-
ried me some distance, and there
was no reason to expect to be very
near the tent. This was ordinary
sea bottom complete with crab bur-
rows; I could tell, because after
reaching it the sub reeled in most
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of the tow line and left me only
about twenty feet up. This gave me
a good look at the boat itself, too,
and I could see that it wasn’t my
former antagonist. For one thing, it
was about twice as big.

It wasn’t very different in general
design, though. There was still plen-
ty of equipment on the outside —
more, if anything. It was meant for
work, not travel. Even without the
drag of my tank it wouldn’t have
made very good speed over the bot-
tom, but I could see that we were
moving. I had no doubt we were
heading either for the entrance I'd
seen earlier or for some other one
and kept looking ahead for its lights.

s it turned out, we reached a
different one. We were a cou-
ple of hours getting there, though
that’s an academic point since I
didn’t know where we’d started from
anyway. This pit was smaller than
the other, and the lighted tent roof
was nowhere in sight when we reach-
ed it.

This entrance was only about
twenty-five feet across, much too
small for the sub that was towing
me and borderline for the other two.
It was perfectly cylindrical, with
vertical sides, and opened from the
bottom of a shallow bowl just as the
other had. It was very well lighted,
so I had no trouble making out de-
tails.

There were many ladders around
the rim. At first they led down out
of sight, but as I came closer I
found I could see the bottom ends
of those on the farther side of the
opening. The pit was apparently a
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hole in the roof of a chamber some-
thing like forty feet deep.

There were several more swim-
mers in and above the hole who
seemed to be waiting for us. As we
approached, they paddled out rather
casually and gathered around the
tank as the sub that was towing me
settled to the bottom just beside the
entrance.

My tank drifted upward and
slightly forward until the tow rope
was vertical. One of the swimmers
waved a signal, and an escort sub
swung back in and hung another
slug of ballast onto my net. That
took the rest of the tension off the
rope, and I began to sink.

The swimmer signaled again, and
the tow line came free of the big
sub. Several men grabbed it; the
rest took hold of the net, and they
all began to work me toward the pit
as I settled. This seemed to be the
last lap. Unless they had the stupidi-
ty to leave me right under their
hole in the roof, which would be
too much to expect even in twentieth-
century realistic literature, the most
remote chance of my getting back
without their consent and assistance
would vanish once I was inside that
entryway.

I was nearly frantic. Don’t ask me
why I felt so scared at one time and
so calm and steady at another; I
can’t tell you. It's just the way I
am, and if you don’t like it you don’t
have to live with it, at least.

I don’t know what I did or thought
in those few minutes, and I'd prob-
ably not want to tell anyone if I did
remember. The fact was that there
was nothing whatever I ocould do. I
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had all the power of a goldfish’in-
his bowl, and that sometimes upsets
a man — who, after all, is used to
saving at least a little control over
his environment.

was a little more calm as I reach-

ed the edge of the pit; I don't
know the reason for that, either,
but at least I can report the inci-
dent. There was a pause as we
reached the tops of the ladders, and
the subs and swimmers both clus-
tered around and began hanging
more ballast onto my net, adding
insult to injury. The swimmers also
picked up what looked liked tool
belts from hooks near the ladder
tops and buckled them around their
waists, though I couldn’t see why
they should have more need of these
inside than out. At least, I couldn’t
see any reason at first; them it oc-
curred to me that tools might be use-
ful in opening up my tank. I de-
cided not to think of that just yet.

From inside, the pit looked even
more like a hole in a ceiling. The
chamber below was much larger
than I had realized, fully a hundred
feet on each side. The entrance was
simply a black circle above me, and
as T watched it ceased to be above
me. The swimmers were pushing me
toward one of the walls.

I thought for a moment that roll-
ing across the ceiling would at least
be easier than the same action on the
sea bottom, but dismissed the point
as irrelevant and academic. My
morale was rising, but was still pretty
low.

At least, I was still alive, and in a
way I'd done some of my job. I'd
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dropped the transponder near one
entrance, and there seemed a decent
chance that it hadn’t been found.
My pick-me-up broadcast had been
going for several hours at the sur-
face, and the chance that it had been
received was excellent. The Board

would know I'd done something, and .

would certainly be moved to check
up on what had become of me. If
they swept the bottom with high-
resolution sonar they could -hardly
miss the smooth surface of the tent,
even if the transponders didn’t
work. In fact, considering how big
the tent seemed to be, it was rather
surprising that ordinary depth-meter
records hadn’t picked it up some
time or other.

I should have given more thought
to that point, though it would have
sent my morale downhill again. As
it was, I could believe that this in-
stallation would be found fairly soon,
even if I myself wasn’t.

The big room had little detail
to mention. I assumed at first that
it would turn out to be -a pressure
lock or the vestibule to one, but
the big tunnel opening from it had
no door. There were smaller panels
on the walls which might have been
locks — some of them were big
enough to admit a human figure.

The swimmers towed me toward
the tunnel mouth and into it. It was
fully twenty feet in diameter, much
more than large enough for the tank,
and was lighted almost as well as
the chamber we had just left. I found
myself getting angry again at this
bunch who were being so free with
their energy. I was also beginning

to wonder where they got se much
of it. I'd run into power-bootleggers
before in the course of business,
naturally, but never an outfit with
so much ef it to throw around.

We went only a few yards —
twenty or so — down the tunnel be-
fore coming to another large room
which opened from it. They towed
me into this. It had several much
smaller tunnels — maybe I should
say shafts — opening from its floor;
I counted eight in my first glance.
None of these openings had lids or
doors either. Apparently a large part
of the installation was flooded and
under outside pressure. Maybe it
was a mine; that would account for
the energy, if the product were
uranium eor thorium, and it would
not be practical to try to keep all the
windings and tunnels of a submarine
mine free of water.

had just about time to run that

thought through my mind while
the swimmers were putting me and
my tank down on the floor. It start-
ed to roll a little, and I put out three
legs to prop it. Luckily all three got
through the meshes of the net which
was still around me without being
jammed. With that settled, T looked
at the bunch of people around me to
see what they’d do next. It was clear-
ly up to them.

I’m used to it now, but I still don’t
like the memory of what they did
and what it did to me.

They took off their helmets. A
mile under the sea, in pressure that
would crush sponges metal into foil,
they took eff their helmets.

TO BE CONTINUED
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IF ® Short Story

CONQUEROR

by LARRY EISENBERG

She seemed very like a woman

~— but there was

something

inhuman about her as welll

oe found much of the Sentient
city quaint, even charming, but

it was pot like home. It was an anci-
ent, sophisticated city en an anci-
ent planet, and yet it did not dis-
play the material comforts that Terra
had attained after a meager fifty
theusand years out of the Stone Age.
He walked through the shattered
eobbled streets in full gear, outfitted
in the smart dark dress blues of the
imvading forces, looking for women
and entertainment. It was not easy
to find. Determined to make this a
model Occupation, the commanding
genenal had worked out a limited
schedule of available services and
bad set up severe rationing standards.
Only three drinks of the potent
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ragacsi were permitted daily. And
at most one woman a day, Meals
and food packages were also strictly
regulated by item and quantity.

Rationing control was handled by
the Central Terran Computer. Pay-
ment had to be in advance. Small
input scan devices were, located all
over the city which only accepted
dogtags and recorded serial numbers
plus the nature of the transaction.
Joe sighed. He had been scouring
the shops for souvenirs to send home
and he had already used up his quota
of drinks for the day. But he still
had a woman coming.

The Semtients were behaving with
scrupulous propriety. They had been
badly beaten, but they hadn’t relin-



quished their basic dignity. As repa-
rations for their prolonged and cost-
ly resistance, they had been forced
to give up tremendous quantities of
treasure and goods. Hence everyone
was living on a substandard basis.
But there was almost no black
marketeering.

There was very little prostitution,
too. Traditionally the Sentients used
android women for this purpose,
amazingly lifelike figures designed
for erotic pleasures, good enough to
pass muster with the most exacting
of men. But most of the Terran
soldiers, like Joe, considered this
practice emasculating, a sign of the
degeneration of the Sentient cul-
ture, and avoided the android women
like the plague. Only a handful of
the men, weak in moral fiber and
controls, joking to cover their inner
shame, had defiled themselves in
this way.

Fortunately there were a few real
women around, whose circumstances
were so straitened that they had
gone to the streets to earm Terran
credits. But only a few. Joe had wait-
ed now for fifty-three days. And the
torment was growing stronger with
each day.

He stepped into one of the very
neat candy-pink social clubs
maintained by the Sentients for the
Terran soldiers. There were four
women seated quietly about the
room — all of them android, he was
certain. They were uncannily like
the Sentient women in appearance.
None were pretty by Terran stan-
dards. Their noses were too broad,
their eyes set very wide apart, the
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skin an almost alabaster white. But
they were extraordinarily sensuous
creatures. He stared at each one in
turn, tempted but not quite enough.
He took great pride in maintaining
his own self-respect, in holding on
to his masculinity.

He advanced to the bar and asked
the Sentient bartender for a ragacsi.

“Your dogtag, please,” said the
bartender.

Joe slipped the metal disk inte
the scanner and waited stoically for
the intermittent red flash to appear.
It did and the bartender sighed.

“P’m sorry, sir. You've reach your
quota for the day. But I'll be happy
to serve you tomorrow.”

“The hell with it,” snapped Joe.
“T didn’t want the goddam drink
anyway.”

He stepped angrily into the street
and looked along the narrow lane.
There was no one in view. High
above, two young Sentient women
had been leaning out of an oval
picture window but when they
caught his glance they both withdrew
and closed the outer blinds. He was
terribly depressed.

“Im hungry,” he thought, “but
it isn’t sex alone. I want intimate
contact with another human being.”

He stopped off at a curio shep
and chatted politely with the pro-
prietor. He even priced several ex-
pensive items although he knew he
didn’t have sufficient credits left to
pay for them. The Sentient dealer
was courteous, but no more. Joe
tried to hint obliquely at how lonely
he was, but the Sentient didn’t seem
to grasp his meaning. They parted
on correct but distant terms.
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And then he saw her. She wasn’t
even as pretty as the android women
he had seen, but she was alive. He
was certain of that. She had her
head averted and was looking wist-
fully into a shop window. He came
up just behind her and looked over
her shoulder. She was eyeing a lavish-
ly packaged food assortment.

“It looks mighty tempting, doesn’t
it?” he said softly.

She turned to look at him, but said
nething.

On sudden impulse, he went into
the store and used up his food al-
lowance on the package. When he
came out into the street he handed
it to the Sentient woman.

“I cannot take this from you,”
she said.

“No strings,” said Joe and when
he saw the look of puzzlement on
her face, he rephrased his words. “I
want nothing in return,” he said.

She looked at him warily for a
moment and then reached out for
the package. He was elated because
she had accepted it.

“Where do you live?” he said.

“You wish to come home with
me?”

“Only to talk. Nothing more.”

She shrugged and took his hand
in hers, the warmth of her fingers
coming almost as a shock to him.
Together they wove through the
maze of darkening streets, dimly lit
by the orange glow of the setting
Star above. There were tangles of
debris everywhere since much of
the destruction had not yet been
cleared away by the Sentient popu-
lation. He pretended not to see it.

When they arrived outside her

CONQUEROR

home, she asked him to wait while
she went within. She returned in a
few moments.

“l can’t ask you in,” she said
quietly. “My parents will not per-
mit it. But since I have accepted
your gift, I feel I owe you some-
thing.”

“You don’t owe me a thing,” he
said vigorously.

“No, no,” she insisted. “I will go
to your home with you, now.”

His home? He had no home en
this planet. He was quartered with
an elderly Sentient couple in a small
bedroom with a private side en-
trance. He told her this, and she
shrugged her indifference. But he
wanted more than gratitude.

They walked to one of the few
parks that had not been shatter-
ed by the invasion. It was on a hill
of several hundred feet that over-
looked a river winding below like
a metallic ribbon. He talked hesi-
tantly about his parents, and when
she looked at him sympathetically,
he fished a frayed picture out of his
wallet to show to her. She smiled
and remarked about the resemblance.

He asked her about herself, her
family, but she wouldn’t answer.

“I see only destruction about me,”
she said, and she pointed a slender
finger toward the heaps of rubble
that lay at the foot of the hill. Then
she leaned toward him, and for the
first time that evening, she ran her
fingers gently over his cheek. His
blood began to race at the implica-
tions of her caress.

“Do you like me?” he said earn-
estly. “Really like me?”
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“I do,” she said seemingly in earn-
nest.

Although it was terribly expen-
sive, he hailed one of the few heli-
buses that hovered over the ravaged
city. He had the pilot place them
down a few blocks before his des-
tination so that he might stop to
purchase a corsage. He pinned the
exotic flowers, despite her mild ob-
jections, to the shoulder of her
brightly colored blouse.

They entered moiselessly through
the side door and quickly undressed.
Afterward, he caressed her hair and
spoke to her of intimate things, of
his home, his loneliness, his contri-
tion for the wanton destruction of
her city, of his grmhﬂsude to her. She
smiled at him as she reached out for
her purse. She opened it and took
out one of the small scanning de-
vices issued by the Occupying
Forces.

He felt icy fingers close about his
heart.

“What are you doing?” he cried.

“Reporting the transaction to
your Computer,” she said, the word
your heavily accented. “I should have
recorded it in advance.”

“But this wasn just a transac-
tion,” he said. “It was one human
being showing friendship to an-
other.”

She laughed outright.

“Me?” she said. “Human?”

He sat bolt upright in the bed.

“What do you mean?” he said.

“You even have parents! You said
s0.”

“Parents was just a euphemism
for my owners,” she said. “I always
give them Terran food packages.”

He went to the closet and ganher-
ed up her clothes.

“Get the hell out of here,” he
said.

She dressed before him with ex-
aggerated slowness, moving her body
seductively in a caricature of sensu-
ality. She curtsied grandly before
she left, a grotesque mockery, he
knew, of his Terran values.

he walked through the streets in

a leisurely manner until she
reached one of the city’s communi-
cation centers. There she called her
home, collect. Her mother’s. face
came alive on the visiscreen. It was
without emotion.

“I did it,” she told her mother.
“He is humiliated and unnerved. I
made him something less than a
man.”

“It was a courageous and patrio-
tic thing to do,” said her mother.
“And yet I wish the glory were be-
ing garnered by someone else’s
daughter.”

Her mother’s face faded from the
screen like a wraith of smoke. And
then, after straightening the hem of
her skirt and discarding the corsage,
the girl walked out into the street
looking for another Terran soldier.

END

* * Kk X K
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FANS

DOWN

by LIN

UNDER

CARTER

Our Man in Fandom
travels 12,000 miles
to the Fantipodes!

EOPLE WHO read this column

-every month probably get the
idea that science-fiction fandom ex-
ists only in America. Well, that’s
dead wrong. 1 know I tend to talk
about American fans almost with-
out exception, but that’s only be-
cause I’'m more closely connected
to it than to the many foreign fan-
doms. Actually, people all over the
world read science fiction, and a
goodly number of them are fan-
type people. Perhaps it would be
a good idea if T did a little talking
about them, for a change.

Fans Down Under

Let’s begin with Australia, the
place the kangaroos and the duck-
billed platypusses come from. I am
beginning this Fandom-'Round-the-
World thing with Aussie-land for the
very good reason that the Sixth Con-
tinent is a veritable hotbed of fan-
activity these days and seems to
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be crawling with avid science-fic-
tion readers, collectors and fans of
all descriptions. This is a fairly re-
cent phenomenon, although there
have been fans in Australia for as
long as there has been science fic-
tion. But things went into the dol-
drums about 1958, for some reason.

The guy who touched off the
current renaissance in Aussie fan-
dom is named John Foyster. He or-
ganized and conducted the Sev-
enth Australian SF Convention in
the city of Melbourne around Fas-
ter of 1966. As you can tell from
the Convention’s official title, there
have been over the years six other
such cons. But the Melbourne af-
fair was the first in about eight
years, and it served to pull scattered
fans together, bring new people into
contact, and spark activity in gen-
eral. John Foyster left for England
early this year, and perhaps he can
whip things into action there, ton.



The Avustralian Science Fiction Review

It was a combination of curious
accidents that brought the current
state of Australian fan-activity to
my notice. The first thing that hap-
pened was that Pat Terry, an eld-
erly Australian fan, very fond of
Andre Norton, was moved to write
to me because of a brief study I
wrote of Miss Norton’s books that
appeared in some of the Ace paper-
back reprints of her novels. We be-
gan exchanging letters, and among
other things he sent me two copies
of a lively fan magazine called
Australian Science Fiction Review,
or ASFR for short. Then science-
fiction writer James Blish sent me
yet another copy. He received an
extra of the current issue and, for
want of a better idea, passed it along
to me. Thus besieged with copies of
ASFR arriving from all points of
the compass (including yet another
copy that ASFR’s editor, John Bang-
sund, sent to me direct), I kinda had
to read the thing. I found it lively,
controversial and stimulating.

The editor points out, in issue #5,
that ASFR came about as a direct
consequence of this Convention.
And, since just about all the fans
in or about Australia get ASFR
regularly, it has served to draw
them together and help them get
organized.

ASFR is not a heavy, litry-type
magazine by any means. The peo-
ple who do the reviews are not of
the persuasion that science fiction
is either Serious Thought-Provoking
Social Criticism or Scientific Pro-
phecy (you know what I mean, the
“Shape of Technologies to Come”
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sort of idea). They have the idea
that SF is entertainment, to be read
for fun. And they criticize on that
basis. They tend a little towards the
chop-it-up-in-little-pieces brand of
reviewing and don’t spare the egos
of the authors concerned. Oh, it’s
lively stuff — and the authors have
been howling, as in the current is-
sue, when William F. Temple howls
and Jim Blish registers a polite
quibble or two with ASFR’s critique
of his recent novel, The Hour Be-
fore Earthrise.

The Melbourne Science Fiction Club

It would seem that Melbourne
(which is not the capital of Aus-
tralia) is certainly the SF center
of the continent. Besides serving as
the site of the Convention, and
the home of ASFR, it boasts an SF
fanclub of considerable activity. One

of these activities — and one that
I wish American fanclubs would
adopt! — is holding regular screen-

ings of science-fiction movies
for club members. The Melbourne
group is now trying to get copies
of such movies as Fantastic Voy-
age, George Pal’'s Seven Faces of
Doctor Lao and Truffaut’s version of
the Ray Bradbury yarn, Fahrenheit
451, for next year’s season. As you
might imagine, such films bring a
rare turnout of sf fans.

The Melbourne group also have
another feature that the American
clubs universally lack: a library. In
fact, Mervyn Binns (who writes up
a monthly report on club doings for
ASFR) claims it is one of “the
most comprehensive collections in
Australia.” They’ve been adding to
the collection, which already in-
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cludes books, paperbacks and close
to one thousand sf magazines, at the
astounding rate of more than 150
books over a period of eight or nine
months. Members, of course, have
reading privileges . . . and, pre-
sumably, borrowing privileges. This
is a great way for impecunious
fans to catch up on their current
reading, and I wish American clubs
would adopt that notion too.

Celebrities, Even!

Nor is Australian fandom entire-
ly made up of fans alone, as you
might suppose. Plenty of profession-
al science people make Australia
their home. The late Dr. Paul Line-
barger, for example, lived there for
a number of years. If that name
doesn’t ring any bells with you, his
famous pen-name was “Cordwainer
Smith.” If you've read many of his
stories,. you’ll probably remember
the planet “Norstrilia® — which was
a contraction for “Old North Aus-
tralia” and is an indication of his
affection for the country.

Then there is A. Bertram Chan-
dler, author of all those “Rim world”
stories, such as his recent If serial,
The Road to the Rim. Bertram
Chandler is, or was, a ship’s officer
in the maritime service and makes
his home in New South Wales. He
has letters and brief articles scat-
tered through the copies of ASFR
that I have seen and seems to be
a local celebrity.

And a crop of new young writ-
ers is rising Down Under. Such
as Jack Wodhams, an expatriate
Englishman; Ron Smith, an ex-
patriate American and Australia’s
ewn John Baxter, a home-grown

FANS DOWN UNDER

local boy. There is utterly no doubt
that John Baxter is an authemtic
Australian: he once had a pet buny-
ip, and that’s as Australian as you
can get!

Baxter’s novel, The God Killers,
is reprinted over here by Ace Books
under the title of The Off-Weorld-
ers. I am intimately familiar with
this particular novel, because it’s
half of an Ace “Double” and the
novel on the other side is a Lin
Carter effort called The Star Ma-
gicians. 1 just slip this in casually,

Booming professional writers all
over the Australian landscape is
something comparatively new, and
must contribute quite a bit te the
excitement of the sf renaissance
now in the works down there in
the Antipodes. Here in New Yerk
where I live, sf writers, editors and
cover artists are a part of the lecal
scenery and hardly get noticed any
more. (I recall the Saturday eve-
ning my wife and I were coming eut
of a theatre on Times Square and
bumped into Randall Garrett, James
Blish and Sam Moskowitz, all in the
space of about 20 minutes.) The
New York fan clubs are pretty blasé
about it all . . . so many professien-
als drop around to the club meetings
that their “celebrity” value has all
but rubbed off by now . . . but it’s
rather new to the Australian fans,
and I suppose it’s pretty diverting.

I thought 1 wouldn’t be able to
cover the other fan movements in
Italy, Germany, Scandinavia and
elsewhere all in this one article, and
I see I was right. So more about
the foreign groups mext month.

END
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IF ® Noovelette

The Silkies were Earth’s only

defense against a foe who had

already defeated them once!

I

When the Silkie ‘call for help

came, Nat Cemp, himself a
Silkie, was exploring the planet
which had been given the astronomi-
cal designation Minus 1109-93 . . .
the 1109th planet farther away than
Earth from the new, mighty sun, of
which Earth had become one small,
green, planetary part, reveloving at
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an angle of 93° in relation to Earth’s
orbit.

It was a temporary nomencla-
ture. No one took the attitude that
Earth was the most important planet
of the new system.

Not, apparently, that it was going
to matter. On the three planets that
had been assigned to Cemp — 1107,
1108 and now 1109 — there were
no detectable inhabitants. He had



been skimming for mearly half a
day among the strange, slender
buildings which reared like stretched
lacework toward the sky. And al-
ready it was sadly obvious that here,
also, the transition penod had ‘been
too long for life to survive. Perhaps
only Earth and the few others al-
ready discovered had been able to
make the changeover.

The call for help came as Cemp
was floating through a vast genmera-
tor building complex. Clear and
sharp and urgent, he picked it up
from the mechanical relay system
between 1109 and 1110.

It said, “All Silkies and govern-
ment agencies: T have just received
a (Silkie word) message from Lan
Jedd.”

The special Silkie “word” was a
thought-form that was used to des-
cribe an after-death Silkie communi-
cation phenomenon. As a Silkie
descended into death, there was a
threshold point at which an isolated
neural bundle was activated. The
bundle was a telepathic sender; and
it, quite simply, transmitted the final
living thoughts, perceptions and feel-
ings of a Silkie who, at the time the
message was sent, was already dead.

the name of the ‘dead Silkie, thus
relayed, shocked Cemp. For
Lan Jedd and he had been as much
friends as any two Silkies ever were,
or rather ever were allowed to be.
Humian beings and particularly the
Special People — humans who could
communicate telepathically with
Silkies — had always discouraged
Silkie-with-Silkie associations.
Lan and he had chosen to ex-
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plore adjoining sets of planets at
this remote end of the system in
order to have relatively unmonitored
discussions about the increasing
severity of the Silkie-human prob-
lem.

So for Cemp, as the message
reached him, the shocking thrill-
thought came: except for the sender,
he himself was the nearest “help.”

He responded at once with: “Nat
Cemp coming immediately. Who are
you?”

“Ou-Dan! Calling from 1113-86.”

The identification of the sender
was disturbing. It was a name of
the type and style common to
meteorite Silkies, whose existence
had been unknown wuntil less than
a year ago. The presence of such
original” Silkies in this vastly larger
sun system was an unknown, un-
resolved factor . . . which Cemp
and Lan Jedd bad also talked about
in great detail.

Startling to consider that, perhaps,
Ou-Dan had “listened in” to their
discussion.

But what especially disturbed
Cemp was that he had no confidence
in the fighting abilities of these new-
ly arrived Silkies. It meant that for
many hours he would be virtually
alone against a mysterious, power-
ful enemy who had already proved
himself strong enough to kill a Sil-
kie.

As he had these awarenesses,
Cemp was projecting himself out
of the building he was in. Moments
later he was rising out of the at-
mosphere by means of his Silkie
method of gravitation reversal.
Literally, the planet expelled his
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body which, in his C-Silkie form,
was almost bullet-shaped and ten
feet long. In this form it was a
body that was fully able to operate
and live in the vacuum of space.

Once away from the planet, Cemp
maintained his expulsion momentum
and moved through space by cutting
off gravity from all objects in space
except in the direction he wanted
to go. Thus the outer planets drew
him, and he “fell” with ever in-
creasing speed toward his destina-
tion, a special “ship.”

In spite of his initial acceleration,
it was the usual slow journey of a
Silkie traveling by himself through
space. And so it was several anxious
hours later before at last he saw
the ship in the dark space ahead.

he ship was a defensive vessel
' that had been built as part of
a crash program after the disaster
of Earth becoming part of the new
sun system. Built without walls,
utilizing weapons as modern as what
Cemp had learned from the Glis,
it and others like it were part of
the safety measures set up in con-
junction with exploring so many new
and unknown planets.

As soon as he was securely in con-
trol of the ship, Cemp started it
toward Ou-Dan, a distance of only
four planets. Which was no.problem
at all to the fast ship.

Once under way, Cemp allowed
its relay sender to activate again.
Thus he tuned into communications
which were already in progress from
more remote points: Silkies specu-
lating telepathically about what had
happened.

ENEMY OF THE SILKIES

What a powerful life-form that
particular planet which Lan Jedd
had been exploring must have, if
one or even several of them could
kill a fully grown Silkie like Lan.
That was the general thought. From
all over the system converging Silkies
readied for a mass battle with a
dangerous opponent.

Unfortunately, it would be quite
a while before these more distant
helpers arrived on the scenme. For
at least an earth day, Ou-Dan and
he would be the only living beings
on or near the scene of the crime.

Arriving at ship speed, Cemp
learned that the dead Silkie body
had been taken by Ou-Dan over to a
meteorite, which circled 1113-86.

The strange bright-dark of space
with its black “sky” and the huge,
faraway sun glaring with a thousand
reflected brilliances from every
rock and metal facet of the meteorite
— that was the backdrop.

In such a vast frame, the shat-
tered Silkie body seemed like an
atom in infinity. It lay sprawled on
a flat spread of rock. In death it
bore an even vaguer resemblance
to a human being than in life, There
was a sort of leg separation at the
rear, and up front was a caricature
of a human face.

No indication of how the des-
truction had been done. Ou-Dan
commented telepathically that the
body looked collapsed. But it was
not much smaller than normal:
eight inches at most.

As Cemp gazed silently down at
his dead friend, he thought: The
worst possible had happened. A
highly trained adult Silkie, with all
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that implied in alertness and ability
#o utilize powerful defemsive and
offensive energies, had been con-
fronted by another being.

And the Silkie had been defeated
and killed.

u-Dan, looking a little like an

elongated meteorite himself,
telepathed: “Lan had just reported
to me that there were no inhabitants
surviving on 1110, 1111 and 1112,
and I, working backwards, had
found the same situation on 1115,
1114 and 1113, when his after-death
message came.”

Cemp thought: A dead Silkie, and
only one clue: that single flash of
communication from the mature and
powerful Lan Jedd, instants after he
died.

. . . A mental picture of a pyra-
midal shape and the thought: It
came from mowhere, from nothing.

Cemp felt a chill as he contem-
plated the fantastic implications of
the message. The immense speed of
the attack . . . out of nowhere.

Presently, Cemp telepathed to Ou-
Dan: “Why don’t you come with
me and welll wait in the ship? Its
weapons will help us if we're at-
tacked.”

Ou-Dan followed Cemp into an
elogve barrier at the heart of the
machinery that made up the “ship.”

“But I'm not staying,” he said.

Cemp sensed behind the decision,
not antagonism, but disinterest.

Ou-Dan’s thought came again: “I
remained with Lan’s dead body out
of courtesy till someone arrived.
Now, that you’re here, I plan to re-
turn to Earth.”
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“It's safer in the ship,” Cemp
urged.

He pointed out that it was an
Earth Silkie maxim never to take
unnecessary chances. Ou-Dan’s plan
to go out by himself into space
seemed a risk of this kind.

“It would be purely accidental,”
was the reply, “If I met the killer
in these vast reaches. My guess is he
spotted Lan when he used the relay
system to ocommunicate with me.
As I see it, the closer you are to a
ship, the greater your danger.”

The analysis had its own reason-
ableness. But why, since Ou-Dan
had joined the exploration group in
the first place, leave now? Cemp
asked the question.

Ou-Dan said that because of
Cemp’s action in saving the meteo-
rite Silkies from the Glis eight
months before, Ou-Dan felt obli-
gated to tell him that he considered
this to be a crisis. But truth was it
was probably typical of the many
crises that would occur in the future
in a new system comprising eighteen
hundred and twenty-three habitable
planets. So the time to resolve Silkie
rights in relation to human beings
was now.

Ou-Dan predicted that the Silkie
originals would undoubtedly take no
further action until their legal situ-
ation with Earth was settled.

“The others and I came out to
get the feel of being involved,” said
Ou-Dan. “So I can tell you right
now that we're not going to settle
for being police officers like you.
And of course we're not going to
give up our ability to change to any
form or shape of body.
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“After @ll,” Ou-Dan continued
tolerantly, “just because you’re lim-
ited to the Silkie-human cycle
doesn’t mean we have to be.”

They had been talking mentally
at the super-speed of thoughts syn-
chronized with magnetic carrier
waves. It would have actually requir-
ed a small book for a transcript of
the details of their messages to each
other; the overtones were that many.

Now, for the period required for
a private thought, Cemp put up a
barrier.

The fantastic subject of change of
form was not one that he was pre-
pared to discuss with anyone.

In fact, he had instructions from
the Silkie Foundation to keep secret
his special knowledge.

he original Silkies — like Ou-
! Dan — had a basic ability to
change into any living shape or form
that could contain, expand or com-
press the total number of molecules
involved. It need mot be merely a
human form. Theirs was, however,
an elementary level transformation,
beginning with a general internal
and external resemblance — not too
refined but adequate for any reason-
able purpose. In addition, in the
presence of a life-form, they could
by a continuous rapid scanning and
feedback method duplicate it at vir-
tually any level of refinement —
so long as the being who was dupli-
cated was close by.

Earth Silkies, on the other hand,
had been biologically limited to the
human-Silkie B-Silkie C ohm
which was automatic once it was
set in motion.

ENEMY OF THE SILKIES

Only Nat Cemp, of the Barth
Silkies, could go beyond the Silkie-
human cycle.

In oconfronting the remarkable
Kibmadine, he had learned its per-
fect method of metamorphic ability.
He needed only the memory of
somebody once met to be able to
become that being with total dup-
lication.

Having had these thoughts, and
hidden them, Cemp telepathed in a
temporizing way, “Don’t underesti-
mate human beings.”

“I won’t,” retorted Qu-Dan, “so
long as they have you fooled into
being on their si

Cemp said, “Even with the 6,000
original Silkies added to our own
numbers, the total Silkie population
of the entire umiverse is less than
8,000. Such a minority has to ad-
just to the vast planetary popula-
tions of other life-forms.”

Ou-Dan said, “I don’t have to ad-
]ustto'mnythmg I’'m free to do as I
please.”

Cemp said, “All through human
history, wherever people got the
right to make their own choices,
they presently refused to cooperate
even for the common good. Soon,
each person set himself up as having
an opinion as good as anybody
else’s. Naturally, they first of all soon
fell under the influence of individuals
with skillful systems and in the end
were maneuvered into a new
slavery. Now, here you are making
the same error of refusing to co-

ate.”

“Let others cooperate with us,”
was the reply. “We're the superior
beings.”
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“If we were so great,” Cemp
flashed back, “how come there’re
so few of us left?”

“Well — * Ou-Dan was impati-
ent — “we were ualucky that we
ran into a race with even more
capability than we had. At least,
that’s the legend. And of course after
that we were in that meteorite under
the control of the Glis, and our num-
bers were kept limited.”

Ct;mp pointed out gently that con-
trol of Silkies by the Glis was
the slave condition. “Therefore,” he
said, “we may deduce that long
ago Silkies reached the state of re-
fusing to cooperate for the common
good. We can picture enormous,
vaulting egos, opinionated and ri-
diculous, never once having a true
survival thought.

“We can,” Cemp continued, “pic-
ture Silkies refusing to abide by
any system of law, going eout into
space if anyone threatened them.
Feeling absolutely impregnable. And
then one day out there in the dark
reaches they met their match, and
were hunted down one by one by a
remorseless enemy.”

“I don’t see,” said Ou-Dan, “how
we free Silkies can even talk to
someone as conformist as you are.”

“Reliable is the word,” answered
Cemp. “I can be trusted te do what
I say. Evidently you and yeur orig-
inals cannot even decide what role
you want to play.”

“Why should we have a role?
Why should we work at all, at any-
thing? Why shouldn’t human beings
work for us instead of we for them?
That's a perfectly fair question.”
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Cemp explained that human beings
seemed to be easily surviving their
present association with Silkies. But
this might not be true if the con-
ditions of association were altered.

Ou-Dan seemed indifferent to the
possibility. And Cemp realized it was
a lot to expect that someone who
bhad had no previous contact with
human beings would care about
them. But Cemp, who had been born
to a human mother, did care. So
he said, with the intent of ending
the discussion, “We’ll have a general
meeting soon. We'll talk then.”

Such a meeting had already been
proposed by Charley Baxter, head
of the Silkie Foundation. Baxter,
who was one of the Special Peo-
ple, was as anxious about the atti-
tude of the original Silkies as Cemp.

Ou-Dan accepted the end of con-
versation with: “I have nothing more
to learn here. Good-by.”

Whereupon he launched into
space, and was quickly lest from
view. Presently, he did not even
register en the magnetic band as
any different from the meteorite
flotsam and jetsam that populated
all areas of space.

1

n this distant point in space, with

all the trigger systems for the
“ship” set for instant reaction, Cemp
waited for he knew not what.

The open-to-space ship was itself
lightless. Artificial light on any level
-interfered with the sensitive instru-
ments that monitored the protective
weaponry. It was enough problem
for the equipment around him that
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he himself had to be taken account
of.

Periodically, Cemp made a com-
plete check of that equipment. He
established each time that every re-
lay was ready to snap and that each
device was separately set to permit
the presence of his Silkie shape and
mass and of that portion of his life
energy which he could not contain
within himself.

While he waited, Cemp gazed
“down” in the general direction of
Earth.

The view below him had the for-
ever-new quality of light and form
that had passed a threshold point of
abundance. There were so many,
many brilliant planetary lights in
the dark sky of Barth’s new super-
sun system. The sheer number of
planets, each with a different colora-
tion, made for a timelessly beautiful
panorama.

For Cemp, it was below and down
because he had long ago oriented
himself in such human terms. In
his Silkie body he always operated
at what would have been face down
in a human being. So he had a right
and a left, a front and a back, and
an up and down.

In the several conversations that
he conducted with far Barth, Cemp
could obtain no additional advice
as to any other precautions he might
take. No one believed that way out
there at the remote edge of the sys-
tem any living being could approach
him, unnoticed.

Yet what Lan Jedd reported, in-
dicated that there would be no ad-
vance warning.

There wasn’t.

ENEMY OF THE SILKIES

t the moment of the attack, Cemp

had waited in the ship exactly

four Barth hours, eighteen minutes
and forty-two seconds.

The being who at that time for
a few split-instants was exposed to
Cemp’s perception had the shape
of an inverted pyramid. Interesting
that in the transmission of the same
image from the now deceased Lan
Jedd, the invert had not come
through. The transmiting computer,
consulting its analogs, had produced
a pyramid stereotype wherein the
base was down and the point up.

In fact, the base was up and the
point down.

That was all Cemp had time to
“see,” for the creature was in the
trap only momentarily. A less speedy
perception than that of a Silkie
would have noticed at best a shadow
darkening a lighted space.

Despite the colossal speed of the
being’s withdrawal, Cemp with his
heightened Silkie perception was able
to examine awareness centers in him-
self that had automatically recorded
more data. Thus Cemp continued to
view where it had been through a
series of neural and energy recep-
tors that played back their informa-
tion for his evaluation.

He realized, fascinated: During
the moment it was in the trap, the
creature attacked and tried to kill
him.

But he was saved by the defenses
of the trap.

A strong impulse came to study
the battle, to discover immediately
what it was that had made him
vulperable, why his own screens
wouldn’t have worked.
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Cemp fought that impulse, think-
ing: Put the battle aside. Examine
it last,

For an attack was only that —
energy, force, whatever. It was the
Nijjan method of approaching the
trap that everybody down the line
wanted to know about. Where had
the fantastic thing come from?

Studying the after-images, Cemp
saw with amazement that the pyra-
mid shape was actually an energy
projection from a source.

The being at the source he could
not get a good look at; it withdrew
so rapidly.

Considering the “impossible”
speed of that withdrawal, he re-
called a scientifically oriented specu-
lative discussion he had had with
other Silkies about his encounter
with the Glis. Now, he felt that
Glis experience again in his mind
— and that wasn’t it.

The discovery appalled him. For
what he had perceived had been
something; and then it was nothing.

Something to nothing, Nothing to
something to nothing. -

What could it be?

Cemp had one receptor that had
on it a vague perception. So
vague that it gained reality only
because he played it for himself a
dozen times, and even them it re-
mained unclear. But with so many
replays he had an impression, if so
it could be called, that the energy
point which was the apparent source
of the inverted pyramid had another
point at some vast distance beyond
it. And behind — beyond — that
point was still another point, and
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beyond that amother, and more
points in the vaster distance. Or
was it distance? Cemp couldn’t de-
cide.

After viewing and re-viewing the
perceptic impression, se shadowy
and uncertain, he consciously com-
pared what he saw to an endless
image reflected in two perfect mir-
rors facing each other.

But even that was only an analogy.
Because the images extended into
only one mirror and not the other.
It was a one-direction phenomenon.

It was a mystery which he could
not solve; so, uneasily, he turned his
attention to the life-and-death battle
he had fought,

Like the other aspects of that
momentary contact, the engagement
could only be studied in its con-
fusing aftermath. Examined thus,
it showed as having started the
split-instant that the creature ar-

"rived. The trap, consisting in its

first phase of a Glis-type molecule
with the gravity power of a planet,
had instanfaneously oriented to the
enemy.

It was instantaneous because, of
course, gravity has no lag; there is
no moment of waiting while it goes
through a process of adjustment.

The molecule, that remarkable
discovery of the ancient nature of
matter the secret of which Cemp
had getten from the Glis, reached
with the power of an entire world
— and attached itself to the alien.

Hindered him.

The attacker, thus handicapped,
nevertheless did something. What,
Cemp had no idea. AH Cemp’s great
defenses were up: his energy
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screens, his magnetic methods of
turning aside radiation, what he had
learned from the Kibmadine about
using attack energy against the at-
tacker.

But the attack was not on an en-
ergy band. Cemp’s defenses had no
effect.

— He felt a change in his whole
body, a sudden sense of inward-col-
lapsing distortion . . .

His thought twisted strangely Un-
able to put up a single barrier,
Cemp felt himself spin toward
death —

The next split-moment the crea-
ture, hindered by the molecule, dis-
appeared.

And the ba}ttle was over.

I

Urgenﬂy, Cemp opened a line to
Earth. He was quickly deluged
with questions.

And someone had the same
thought as he had had: that the
pyramid was a weapon that operated
through some mirror principle from
an actual distance. Thus — it was
argued — the effect of nothing to
something to nothing was like a mir-
ror being turned on and off in the
time it took a relay to push-pull a
switch.

“No!” answered Cemp. “It was a
life-form. I sensed its aliveness.”

That ended that part of the argu-
ment right there.

Oharley Baxter came en. “Your
data is being fed into the compu-
ter, Nat,” he said gravely. “While
we wait, would you like to speak
to your wife?”

ENEMY OF THE SILKIES

“Of course, what do you think.”

Joanne’s thought, when it came
through, reflected irritation. “Every-
body’s so damned secretive about
what you’re doing,” she began.

Se they hadn’t told her his danger.
Cemp was relieved.

“Look,” he telepathed, “we’re ex-
ploring out here and testing a new
ship. That’s all I'm allowed to say.”

It was a truth of sorts. He added,
“What have you been up to?”

His attempt at diverting her was
successful. Joanne became indignant.
“I have had the most horrible ex-
perience,” she reported.

What she told him was that Sil-
kie women — members of the orig-
inal Silkies — had called on the hu-
man wives of Earth Silkies and urged
them to divorce their Silkie hus-
bands. Such a Silkie woman had
called on Joanne and demanded that
she divorce Cemp.

The Silkie woman had pointed out
bluntly that Cemp as a Silkie would

“live to be at least a thousand years

old. And, of course, Joanne was
more mortal than that by fat.

“So — * the Silkie woman had
urged — “why not face the reality
of that now, while you are still
young?”

Cemp had the unhappy feeling
that the problem was more severe
than Joanne knew. A thousand years
was as long as the Glis, for its own
reasons, had allowed meteorite Sil-
kies to live. A Silkie’s actual life
span was an unknown.

Yet he had always felt that these
matters would be resolved in their
own good time. Joanne was umder
thirty. Her present life expectancy
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was about one hundred and fifty.
Long before she reached that age,
human immortality might become
possible.

Questioning her, he discovered
that Joanne had toughly pointed out
all these things ®o the Silkie
woman and had given as much as
she received.

t was not a moment for Cemp

to consider what changes might
come in the Silkie-human tangle. He
telepathed with warmth, “Don’t
worry about any of this. You're my
darling.”

“That’s a powerful point,” said
Joanne sweetly. “But don’t think
you've fooled me for a moment. I
sense there’s a big event coming up
in your life, and you're taking it in
stride as usual.”

“Well — ” Cemp began.

“It’s really an unresolvable dilem-
ma,” answered Joanne.

“What is?” Cemp asked, in sur-
prise.

Cemp quickly realized that
Joanne’s concern was not with the
danger but, of all things, with the
fact he was not afraid. She said,
almost tearfully, “If you feel so con-

fident against such a mighty enemy-

— what'’s going to become of Silkie-
human relations?”

“Meaning, I presume,” said Cemp,
“that Silkies don’t need humans any
more?”

" “Well, do they?”

Cemp explained patiently, “In the
first place, my confidence is in Logic
of Levels, and not in myself.”

..Joanne brushed that aside. “It’s
the same thing. Logic of Levels is a
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tool that you can use whether you're
associated with humans or not.”

“In the second place,” Cemp re-
plied, “I dont even know yet
whether I'm going to dare use it,
though I'm certainly going to threa-
ten it.” :

“You'll be forced to. And then
youwll win, and there youll be at
an incredible height of power and
ability.”

“In the third place,” Cemp oon-
tinued, “the association between Sil-
kies and humans exists. And I'm
particularly happy with what I got
out of the transaction — meaning
you.” He broke off. “Do I seem any
smarter?”

“N _no"’

“I.Q. human level, eh, still?”

“I suppose s0.” Reluctant admis-
sion.

“I still seem to reason like a hu-
man being, correct?”

“But you're so powerful.”

“Perhaps you should think of me
as a battleship commander,” said
Cemp. “In this instance, the battle-
ship is my Silkie body, and you’re
the commander’s beloved wife.”

The comparison seemed to buoy
her, for her mind smiled at him,
and she said, “They’re motioning
me to stop, and I still love you,
but good-by, my dear.”

Her communication ceased.

harley Baxter came on. “The

computer,” he said, and there

was concern in his thought, “was re-

minded by your data of something

you reported months ago; something

the Glis told you during its death
throes.”
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Cemp remembered: The Glis, re-
alizing that Cemp was a dangerous
Silkie, had headed toward a remote
star system. This system — ac-
cording to what the Glis had told
Cemp in its final, desperate effort
to save itself — was inhabited by
an ancient enemy of the Silkies.

These beings called themselves
Nijjans. Which was a race name
with the mighty meaning: Creators
of Universes. Or, in its fullest sense:
The People Who Know the Nature
of Things and Can Create Uni-
versés at Will,

As Cemp uneasﬂy pondered the
hideous posmblhﬁi'éq if the analysis

were true, Baxters* ontinued in an
arguing overtone, aﬁ:,’the Glis was
going somewhere. You did get

alarmed and you \twhrea;tened him. As
you described it, the Glis slowed
down and tried to make his pdace
with you. So that whatever sYsmm
he was pointing toward must be out
there in the direction he was going,
not too far away.”

Since astronomers had gotten a
fine on Sol, Earth’s former sun,
they had already projected a line
fairly straight at the Glis’s original
destination somewhere in near space.

“And,” said Baxter, “the system
is out there about six light-years
beyond you, Nat.”

Such details were, of course, of
interest. But Cemp was under too
much threat for anything but the ab-
solutely decisive points to matter.

He telepathed hastily, “Does the
computer have any idea how the
Nijjan killed Lan? Or how I should
handle him if he comes back with
reinforcements?”
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Baxter’s disturbed reply came.
“Nat, this is a terrible thing to tell
someone in your situation. But the
computer hasn’t the faintest idea
how the thing came out of nothing-
ness or what the force used against
Lan and you was. It says it has no
programming that fits and — ”

That was all Cemp had time to

receive.
. At that precise split-instant, the
perceptors that he had projected be-
yond the Nijjan’s first relay point
were triggered.

Since he had a communication
line open to Earth, he allowed his
recording of danger to go through
him and aJJOng that line.

The essemtlal of communication
that he ﬁhrus 1nstantly passed along
was: The Nijjan is back . . . before
I'm ready.

v

t seemed like long, long before.

There the creature was, in much
the same position as the first time:
partly inside the ship, a hundred
feet away.

But alone! That was the one hope-
ful aspect.

The inverted pyramidal projection
glimmered with flickering energy
pulsations.

Cemp now saw that the actual
being at the source of the projection
was also an inverted pyramid — in
a way. The base was much narrow-
er. And it had, he observed, arms
and legs. It was about six feet long,
and beautiful in that its hard, bright
skin glittered and shone with chang-
ing color.
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At the instant of the alien’s ar-
rival, the Glis molecule tried to at-
tach itself. But the Nijjan was evi-
dently prepared; for he balanced
himself against it, somehow.

And thereafter ignored the mole-
cule.

Cemp grew aware that the crea-
ture was looking at him intently
from one or more of the bright
points at the upper part of its body.
Tentatively, Cemp sent a thought
on a magnetic wave.

The answer came at once on the
same wave band; came with multi-
ples more force than Cemp was
accustomed to receiving. Yet he had
his own neural transformers that
stepped the power down to his
level —

And he had his first communica-
tion.

The creature began: “Let’s have .

a conversation.”

“You have a lot to explain,”
Cemp thought back, grimly.

“We’re puzzled,” was the reply.
“Suddenly a Nova-Osize appears on-
ly a few light-years from our own
system. On investigation, we discover
that the system which has so sud-
denly come into being is the largest
planetary family, possibly, in the
galaxy. Only a few of the planets
are inhabited. But many have been
in the past and are no longer so.
Climactically, one of our exploring
units meets a Silkie, a powerful be-
ing known from our antiquity as an
enemy. He naturally destroys this
being.”

Said Cemp, “We shall require your
people to execute this explorer who
so instantly — and naturally — took
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it upon himself to destroy a Silkie.”

“It was an ancient reflex, which
has now been modified,” was the
reply. “So execution will not eccur.
It could have happened to any Nij-
]an.’)

“Did you do it?” Cemp asked.
“Are you this — what did you
call him? — exploring unit?”

“Would it matter?”

“Probably not.”

The Nijjan changed the subject,
“What do you Silkies do in relation
to human beings? What is your
role?”

“We're police.”

“Oh! That’s interesting.”

Cemp couldn’t see how. Besides
his attention was still concentrated
on the other’s explanation for the
killing of Lan Jedd.

Cemp admitted reluctantly to kim-
self that if an attack reflex
had indeed been set up long ago
in all these creatures, and never
canceled, it would be difficult to
adjudicate intentional murder.

But his next communication
acknowledged none of this, as he
continued: “All right, so here we
are, accidentally doomed to occupy
a space only a few light-years from
each other. And we have eighteen
hundred habitable planets. How
many do you have?”

“That’s a difficult question to
answer. We don’t think in terms .of
having a planet of our own. But I
sense this is a difficult concept for
you, so I'll say we probably do own
one planet — our original home.”

“Do you want any more,”

“Not in the sense that you mean.
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All this is too mew. But our basic
purposes are peaceful.”

Cemp didn't believe him.

It should- have been true. The
passing of the eons should have
ended old impulses of hatred and
destruction. On Earth, a thousand
descendants of enemies of an equal
number of yesteryears now lived
side by side, at peace apparently
forever. :

Of course, this was not quite the
same. The Nijjans were not descen-
dants. They were the same beings
who, long ago indeed, had attained
the heights of their civilization and
also immortality. These were the
same creatures that had in the dis-
tant past hated and sought to ex-
terminate the Silkies — so the Glis
had told Cemp.

In that olden time, desiring to
have the Silkies as servants, the
mighty Glis had offered them a
symbiotic relationship as the price
for saving them. And the Silkies had
accepted.

But that, with the transformation
and defeat of the Glis, was now
over. And the Silkies were again
on their own. They could expect
no help from any outside source.

It was a shaking thought. But
Cemp was unrelenting. “I can’t ac-
cept your disclaimer,” he said. “Be-
cause why, when you first arrived
herc. presumably with your attack
reflcx already canceled, did you try
to kil me?”

The Nijjan’s reply was: “It was
a defensive act. Something grabbed
me. | see now that it is an unusual
gravitational manifestation. But in
that first moment I reacted in two
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ways: Immediate counter-attack.
And retreat. As soon as I had con-
sidered what the threat was, I de-
cided to return. And here I am. So
let’s talk.”

It was a good explanation. Yet
Cemp’s feeling remained: he didn’t
believe the story.

Couldn’t accept it. Considered it
motivated by the Nijjan's’ desire to
gain time . . . . He had a desperate
conviction that his danger was in-
creasing with each passing moment.

Cemp wondered: What does he
want the time for?

The obvious answer: Time to ex-
plore the ship, of course. Its struc-
ture, its weaponry.

“If what you say is true,” Cemp
countered, “then you will tell me
what your method of attack was.
How did your colleague kill a Sil-
kie?”

“It would be foolish of me to re-
veal my advantages,” answered the
Nijjan. “How do I know what your
plans are?”

Though that, also, was basically
true, it was a total stop to discus-
sion.

Yet there were still things he could
learn.

emp sent out magnetic waves on
all bands, designed fo stir re-
actions in the other’s body. He re-
corded the information that came
back on magnetic waves passing
through the Nijjan’s body at the
time his messages arrived.
He used radar and read the data
that bounced back.
— And geon waves, those strange
time-delay patterns.
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— He used the Ylem energy, al-
se — and that was dangerously
close to being a weapon. But his
purpose, which he telepathed to the
Nijjan, was to elicit a reaction.

If there was, in fact, any under-
standing for him in the waves and
energies that reflected or came back
to him, Cemp could not analyze it.

With an effort, Cemp braced
himself against the failure, and
commanded, “Leave! Unless you re-
veal the method of murder, I refuse
te continue this conversation. And I
assure you that no further negoti-
ations between our two groups can
eccur until that revelation is made.”

The Nijjan answered, “I cannot
give such data without authoriza-
tion. So why not come with me and
talk to — ” He used a mental
meaning that implied a government
but had a different, additional im-
plication, which Cemp could not
evaluate.

Cemp answered, “That would
place me at your mercy.”

“Somebody has to negotiate. Why
not you?”

One thing, it seemed to Cemp,
could be said for this Nijjan. As a
deceiver, if that were what he was,
he was certainly consistent.

Telepathically, he temporized:
“How would I go with you?”

“Move past me, across and into
the projection of myself at a dis-
tance of — ” The Nijjan named a
measurement in terms of a certain
magnetic wavelength.

Once more, Cemp felt grudging
aedmiration for this being. He
theught: For all T know, that will
be his method of killing me.
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What was fascinating was that he
was being maneuvered into doing it
to himself, N

The extreme skillfulness of the
deception involved was what, in
this mear-ultimate moment, focused
Cemp’s attention on that aspect.

As he realized the possibility,
Cemp did two things.

He sent a beam to the trap me-
chanism which controlled the mole-
cule with its planet-sized gravity;
and released the molecule’s hold on
the Nijjan.

The rationale of this first action
was: the being must be bracing him-
self against that gravity, was using
power to hold himself away frem
it. At the moment of release, he
would have to deal with the resul-
tant inertia, the equivalent of a
planet’s centrifugal thrust.

The second thing Cemp did was
more subtle, but he did it at the
same instant.

He tried Logic of Levels on the
one behavior that he had now be-
latedly noticed in the Nijjan.

And, because he wasnt sure it
would work, and didn’t want te give
away what, until now, had been a
human-Silkie secret, he hoped the
gravity release would confuse the
great being who had come into this
trap with such total confidence in
his own ability against Silkies —
confuse the Nijjan, render him mo-
mentarily vulnerable and, somehow,
prevent disaster.

The behavior Cemp believed he
had observed was the creature
manifesting the famous betrayal pat-
tern.
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From the point of view of Logic
of Levels, it was a minor event in
the brain. Since it was the basic
winning cycle of life, nothing de-
cisive could be done against it.

By triggering it, he could force
the Nijjan to win more.

— Which was pretty ironic and
could lead to unknown consequences.

But it was the only opening avail-
able.

Three things happened at the same
moment:

The molecule released. The be-
trayal cycle triggered. Cemp entered
the path of the energy beam, which
created the larger pyramid.

He felt a sensation different from
anything he had ever experienced.

Under him and around him, the
trap-ship . . . vanished.

He perceived that he was in a
strange — not place, for there was
nothing. But . . . what?

\"

B a group, only the leader can

betray. And he must betray, or
be ready to betray, or there is no
group.

Everyone else has to conform, fit
in, follow the rules, be a supporter
without qualifications. Even to think
an objection is wrong. You must
swear fealty to the leader “with-
out mental reservations.”

You must support the code and
ideally report to the leader’s police
any deviations from it on the part
of others, and on the part of your-
self.

At any moment for the good of
the group — by the leader’s judg-

66

ment alone — you can be betrayed
(sacrificed) without any other ex-
planation being required.

Periodically, you or some other
conformist must be betrayed as a
matter of policy, even if you have
not deviated from the code by any
previously applied standard of judg-
ment.

The leader’s act of betrayal (of
you) of itself makes you guilty.

Immediately every other person
in the group must disconnect from
you without mental reservations.

The rule of betrayal by the leader
alone applies under any group sys-
tem, including the elective — where
the leader’s immediate aides are his
group.

As a group grows iarger, the
leader delegates his betrayal rights
to unevenly qualified persons, who
act in his name. Where this pro-
cess (of delegation) continues and
expands, there are alleviations be-
cause not every sub-leader is as
sensitive to the danger of non-con-
formism — being a conformist him-
self — as the leader.

But the leader who can read
minds, and who utilizes the betrayal
cycle through a remorseless police
control method, can remain leader
. . . forever.

Thus betrayal, consistently ap-
plied, wins at all levels.

or Cemp, a combindtion event

was occurring. He felt as if
someone with whom he was in a
kind of total telepathic communica-
tion was small. So small. Or — a
sudden puzzlement struck him —
was he, in fact, very large?
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Incredibly large? Larger than the
universe? The being whose thoughts
Cemp was receiving rejected the con-
cept of vastness. It was more com-
fortable to feel — small.

Satisfied that he was a mere
point, the being considered what he
might become. He thought, and
Cemp received the thought along
with the awareness: N’Yata will be
‘pleased that I am having this mo-
ment of near