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) came to visit the coi One. Every year they came to 
col peaciact the ancient ceremony of Searching Out. 

imals—because of desert. sickness. So once the 
emony was over, the tribes packed up their tattered 
ts and departed hurriedly to live in relative peace of 

mind for another four seasons. But even so, the days 
to pass and the peace of mind grew less until 

everyone’s thoughts turned hypnotically once more to the 
next Searching Out, the next count of the Perfect Ones 
md the dismissal of the Changelings. 
_ As she walked with her tribe, the People of the Spur, on 

last day’s march toward the rendezvous, Runa felt the 
eight of the fear inside her far more than the weight of 

mall child slung over her shoulder. Runa was seven- 
teen years” old and her baby son, Thali, a mere three 

ons, This was his first Searching Out, It was also 
lik ‘to be his last. 
' When Runa was fifteen, her village had been attacked 
one night by a group of escaped Changelings—the wild, 

otesque creatures who lived mainly in the hills and were — 
y people. Lape had killed many of _ 

k and stolen many of their women. Runa 
se ally, h eee ha 
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THE MENHIR 

‘The tribes came from the north and from the west. Every 
ear at the time of winter solstice, they made their long 
d hazardous journeys into the desert. Every year they 

‘came to visit the Sightless One. Every year they came to 
conduct the ancient ceremony of Searching Out. 

_ The desert itself was a curiously dead land. Nothing 
_ could live here for very long—not even the most hardy 
- animals—because of desert sickness. So once the 

emony was over, the tribes packed up their tattered 

eryone’s Piouehks turned aly once more to the 
xt Searching Out, the next count of the Perfect Ones 

As she walked with her tribe, the People of the Spur, on - 
‘the last day’s march toward the rendezvous, Runa felt the 

ight of the fear inside her far more than the weight of 
‘the small child slung over her shoulder. Runa was seven- 
teen years old and her baby son, Thali, a mere three 
seasons. This was his first Searching Out. It was also _ 

kely to ‘be his last. iY 
mn Runa was fifteen, her. village had been attacked 

aca by a group of escaped Changelings—the wild, 
© creatures who lived mainly in the hills and were _ 

1 . They had killed many of 



kept their prisoners—though not until they had already — | 

got her with child—and make her way back to the village. 

Being wise for her years, she took the simple precaution | 

of lying immediately with two or three of the Spur men, so 

that when Thali was born none could claim with certainty 

that he was a child of the Changelings. Fortunately, apart 

from a long, thin weal across his back, there was nothing j 

wrong with the baby at all, and so he was not dismissed at | 

birth. 
Only Runa saw that as the baby grew, so the weal grew — 

into a raised, horny ridge from which sprouted thick red 

hairs. She took care to keep him well covered, pleading a | 

weakness for chills and fevers. But presently the ridge 

grew big enough to be felt through the coarse cloth mm { 

which he was wrapped. In desperation, Runa took to 

scraping it with a sharp stone in the still of the night. 

every other man, woman, and child of the lawful | 

tribes—at the foot of the Sightless One. Then the priests — 

monstrous cairn that yearly grew into a bleached and terri- 

fying mountain. 

~ Runa was a fatalist, but no simple fatalist. She knew — 

that in the end Thali must die, and knew too that she must 

do all she could to save him. For that also was ordained. 

Now the tribe was less than a day’s march from the ret- 

dezvous, less than a day’s march from death. Tonight they — 

would. make camp with the other tribes in the 

glowing desert only a few bowshots from the foot of the — 

Sightless One. And tomorrow, before dawn, the priests 

would lead their people to the Searching Out. And when — 

the Sightless One’s shadow touched the hill of bones, the ~ 

- slaughter would begin. 

Runa was tired and depressed and almost oblivious of | 

her surroundings. Mechanically, she continued to place 

one foot before the other, vaguely aware of the 
#4 
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_ other women as they followed the groups of menfolk. Now 
and again she managed to make some automatic response 
_to the odd remark that was addressed to her, but for the 
‘most part she walked in a shroud of loneliness, knowing 
only that the red sun was bending low toward Thali’s last 
sunset. 

_ Later, when the camp had been set up, when the com- 
-munal meal had been eaten and the fires had burned to 
dull embers, she lay with Thali in the lee of a massive 
boulder and gazed sleeplessly at the clear night sky, 
_ The constellations were pricked out in immobile 
brilliance. But Runa did not know much about stars. She 
‘supposed that they were nothing more than a sprinkling of 

ozen fire-dust—no doubt as unhealthy to be near as the 
e-dust that was carried by the winds of earth. 

Sometimes it drifted against the walls of huts or tents, un- 
‘til there was a tiny, glowing pile that had to be swept away 
before everyone got dust sickness. 

‘Runa gazed at the stars and then at the sprawling 

uster of tribal tents in the immense dead sea of the 

desert. Suddenly she decided to run away, though to do 
‘would be to meet death just as surely as Thali would 

meet the dawn blade at the foot of the Sightless One. For 

desert hated life and all that was living, and none could 

ope to escape its evil alone. 
For a moment or two Runa considered the possibility of 

asking one of the Spur people to go with her—a boy 

barely her own age who had lain with her several times. 

' But then she pushed the thought out of her mind; for if he 

refused, he would doubtless stop her escape also—or else 
give the alarm when she had gone. 

Having made her decision, Runa stood up, holding the 

“now sleeping child tightly to her body. Then she crept 

quietly and almost without breathing from the camp. 

vidently no one had seen her departure; and when she ~ 

covered perhaps the distance of a long bowshot, she | 

e to a halt and let out a long sigh of relief. . 

Thali was still asleep. Gently she eased his small, half- 

ved ly into the shoulder sling that all the women — 

: atrying their babies. The problem now was 
re was nowhere to go, for the desert © 

tchily glowing with the dull green of 
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It might have been possible to retrace the route taken 

by the tribe. But that was more than three day’s march, 

and she had neither food nor water. So it did not really 

matter which direction she took, 

“7 
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In the end, noticing a bright yellow star that hung low | 

on the horizon, she decided to follow it. It looked a much — 

warmer and friendlier star than the others. And in any 

case, it was too far away to be poisonous. 

Runa hitched Thali into a comfortable position and 

started to walk. 
The desert was a place of ghosts, but the ghosts were 

older even than the tribes. They were as old, Runa knew, 

as creation itself. They were part of creation, and they 

whispered to each other in words that no one living could 

understand. As she walked, Runa heard their whisperings 

and was surprised that she was not more terrified. 

Perhaps, she told herself bitterly, it was because she had. 

learned that there was more to fear from men than from 

ghosts. , 

The desert was also a place of glowing sands, of 

strangely dancing lights, of clouds of fire-dust, of rocks 

that were smoother than ice yet harder than iron. There 

were rivers of stone veined with all the colors of the rain- 

bow and dry pools of powdery blackness that stirred and — 

rippled like restless water. It was a wilderness indeed. 

Runa found it hard to follow the yellow star. She strug 

gled across gullies and hillocks, grazing her feet and legs” 

on sharp unseen stones, After a time she b to regret 

her folly. Surely it would have been better to let them take 

Thali from her? But then she knew it would not. The child 

belonged to her. It was the only living thing that had ever 

belonged. 
Immersed in her thoughts, she saw the narrow black 

chasm at her feet a moment too late. The despairing cry 

she gave as she fell was driven from her body by a great 

hammer blow between the shoulders. She could not 

breathe, could scarcely move. The child was jammed tight: 

against her, and the two of them were wedged between the 

narrowing, dreadfully smooth surfaces of rock. ih 

Thali had not moved or made any sound. Clearly he 

Pele 
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was dead, for the pressure of his. thin little oe | 
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hers seemed enough to snap her ribs. As she tried to 
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i 4 breathe, Runa could hear the rattling air forced from her 
_ baby’s mouth by the painful pressure of her own chest. 

_ pain and tried desperately to 

This was a judgment. She had tried to save Thali from 
the Searching Out, and so she had been condemned to kill 
him herself, 

Fortunately the chasm was not my As she writhed in 
ease the terrible pressure, 

Runa’s toes touched the bottom. Working in agonizing 
haste against the clouds of unconsciousness that 
threatened to swallow her, she managed at last to ease the 

" child’s limp body round to her side, And after a time the 
' pain in her arms and chest subsided, 

Runa looked up and saw a mistily dancing pattern of 
stars framed by the lip of the chasm, no more than an 
_ arm’s length above her head. Presently the stars became 

still, and she was able to think clearly once more. 
She took the tattered cloth shoulder sling in which she bad carried Thali and tore it into strips, knotting them 

together. One end of the rope she tied tightly round the 
baby’s motionless form and the other she gripped between 

_her teeth. Then she began to climb by the simple process 
_of forcing her back against one side of the fissure and her 
feet against the other, 

__ Twice she fell, but at the third attempt she succeeded in 
Mustering the tremendous effort needed to haul herself 

out, knowing that she did not have enough strength for 
“another try. As soon as she reached the surface, she 
Pulled the child’s body quickly after her, bumping it from 
Side to side, desperate with the need to hold it tenderly in 

She gri the pitiful bundle to her, smothering it with 
Kisses and meaningless soothing sounds. Then suddenly the 
Stars fell out of the sky, the desert dissolved, and she was 
‘sucked down into a whirlpool of darkness, 

When at last Runa opened her eyes once more, it was in 
the ghost-gray light of pre-dawn. And there before her 
loomed the grim stone shape of the Sightless One, 
She gave a cry of anguish, Was it for this that she had 

2d the terrors of the desert? Was it for such awful 
bedience, for such blasphemy of thought and deed, 

tless One had doomed her to kill her own 

11: 



- 

For the first time in her life, Runa was no longer af rr | 

of the Sightless One. His monstrous, godlike implacability | 

had become too great for fear. 

Still holding Thali, she leapt to her feet and gazed de- 
fiantly at the sand-smoothed stone column. It rose | 

_ massively, twice a man’s height from the desert, as if the | 
still recognizable man-shape stood upon a great finger of — 

rock whose base might rest at the very center of the earth. 

“Take what must be taken, then!” cried Runa. “And | 

take with it the curse of every such woman, of every such — 

child between earth and sky. Kill me if-you can, for my — 

heart is sick, and there is nothing now to love, and I wish 

to die.” 
Then she flung Thali at the foot of the Sightless One 

and flung herself beside him, thankful that this was at 

least an end. 
It was indeed an end. But the end was tricked out as a 

beginning. ; 
Suddenly the baby uttered a great sigh, It began to 

whimper. Before Runa’s astounded eyes it tried to sit up. 
The rags in which it had been wrapped were almost 

torn from its back. And across the shoulders and spime 
there were ugly bruises and some small cuts. Across the — 
spine also there was a weal—of pink new skin, with frag- 
ments of horn and hair clinging to it like the remains of a 
monstrous scab. \ : 

Thali’s whimpering gathered power until it became a 
lusty howl. And Runa sobbed with joy. As she glanced up 
at the Sightless One, still impassive and immobile, there 
rose inside her a song without words or understanding. 

Her child was alive and—as she pulled away the last re- 
maining traces of horn and hair with her fin- 
gers—demonstrably a Perfect One. The new skin was 
bleeding a little from the ordeal in the chasm and from her 
own impatient fingers, But no matter. Thali would pass 
the Searching Out. 4S ei ane 
_ She would think of some excuse for going alone into the. 

desert, and she would tell of the accident, and all would be 
well. And presently the old men would weave a new 
depend? <5 jens cohen ; ct Sa 

Already the tribes were approaching for the cet non aide ‘toward shesGie / She could see them winding t 



across the desert, ghost-sray columns in a ghost-gray 
world. 

She turned to look once more at the stone monu- 
ment—impassive and immobile. The timeless god of time, 
the fearless god of fear, the deathless god of death. 

Now, with unformed images of miracles and mercy 
tumbling through her mind, Runa begari to feel that such 
a godhead could not be completely immune to love. And 
perhaps, in the end, the message of love could be made 
communicable—and in the space of generations grow into 
a new vision that would cast out fear and transcend the 
need of death. 

But the Sightless One knew nothing of the troubles of 
the living or of the need for compassion in a world made 
harsh by men. A world of sickness and hope, of courage 
and desolation—the legacy of a race that brought about 
its own destruction on the far side of the centuries. 

For the Sightless One.was no more than the strangely 
‘enduring monument to a man who had once been as other 
men, One who had sailed seas now shrouded in history. 
One who in battle had lost an eye and an arm, and finally 
a life. One who had gained the brief immortality of fame 
and the more enduring immortality of stone. 

Long ago the Sightless One had stood on a high stone 
umn in the square of a great city, where fountains 

ee and pigeons squabbled and effigies of couchant 
ions kept their solemn vigil. 
But now the lions were buried under the patchily glow- 

ing sands of a man-made desert: the fused and blackened 
Temains of the city were entombed forever in silence. And 
all that remained on the surface of a world that refused to 
die entirely was a thinly enduring courage and—some- 
times—the tender miracle of love. 



M 81: URSA MAJOR 

Motion does not tire anybody. With the earth as our 

vehicle we ate traveling at 20 miles a second round 

the sun; the sun carries us at 12 miles a second through 

the galactic system; the galactic system bears us at 250 

~miles a second amid the spiral nebulae; the spiral 

as a _ .. If motion could tire, we ought to be dead 

—SIR ARTHUR EDDINGTON, The Nature of the 

Physical World 

It was twenty hours, ship’s time, after firing point. A 

million miles astern, the earth shone coldly like a small — 

green moon. On the navigation deck of the Santa Mariaa — 

profound silence was disturbed only by the steady but — 

discreet ping of the radio probe. “ay 

Captain Mauris leaned back on his contour berth and — 

waited patiently for his soul to catch up with his body, His 

sensations at the beginning of each deep voyage were ine) 

variably the same. His body had learned to adapt toa 

force of 10 G and to a stellar acceleration whose graph 

was a mad ascending 

much care for the big 
| to the illusion that 
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_ life, whereas he had voyaged among the stars for nearly 

| twice that number of earth nights. It was the sort of cal- _ culation that he did not care to remember—which was 
principally why he could not forget it. 

i Which was the dream—earth or space? After twenty 
hours of space flight in planetary drive (which nowadays 

_ the younger men humorously called first gear) Captain 
_ Mauris was not too sure of the answer. He had long ago 
_ ceased to have physical spacesickness, but he had never 
iF lost the spiritual variety. And lately it had seemed to in- 
_ tensify. Perhaps he was just getting old. Perhaps he really 
' ‘would make this the last trip. are 
iz The Captain sighed and took refuge in the monumental 
_ assumption of Descartes: I think, therefore I exist. He 
_ began to wonder if the same could be said of his boatload 

of physicists. With a sardonic smile, Captain Mauris 
_ decided that he had seen terrestrial positronic robots that 
could lay a greater claim to individuality. 
_ Ever since the dim distant days of the twentieth cen- _ tury, when the scientific caste system had been formalized, 
physicists had tended to become less and less human; and | tow they were hardly more than semisubstantial ex- 

_ trapolations of their own theories. 
: Pili Were a face apart. Watching them board the Santa 

_ were human. Even sigma robots played chess excellently, 
_ and clearly there was no reason why the robot engineers _ Should endow their offspring with uncontrollable nervous 

turning the best human brains into second-rate electronic 

iS Captain's Private soliloquy was interrupted by 
first officer, climbing down from the as- 

- 



Captain Mauris gave him a sour look. “While I com- — 

mand the Santa Maria, Mr. Phylo, we will not change | 
ear.” ‘ (| ‘ oe 

" “Sorry, sir. When do we use the stellar drive, then?” 
“I think,” replied the Captain, “that I will shortly in- 

quire if the physicists are still alive, and if so, when they | 

will be prepared to take the bump.” 
Phylo laughed. “I hope you're disappointed, sir.” 
“Meaning what?” 
“J hope they’re still kicking. I should hate to have to 

return to earth and explain why we knocked off six top 

8 dl. Sig . ey 
“The world,” said Captain Mauris soberly, “might even | 

smell somewhat sweeter for the loss of a few space-frame | 

physicists, Man is becoming just a little too clever.” i 
“I wonder why you volunteered for the trip, then,” said | 

Phylo slyly. “A voyage with S.F.P. men for unspecified — 

experimental purposes hardly promises to be uneventful. | 

Besides, there’s the triple danger money—just like the old | 

days when they first tried out the stellar drive.” ad 
“Of the few parts of the world that remain unspoiled by | 

civilization, the Amazonian hinterland is the most at- | 
tractive—for me,” said Captain Mauris obliquely. “One of 
these days, Phylo, I shall buy myself ten thousand acres in 
the middle of nowhere. And then the only time I shall ever _ 
take my feet off terra firma will be when I climb into my 
hammock, . ... The reason I signed on as Master of the — 
Santa Maria is quite simple. It represents almost five thou-_ 
sand acres,” . Pl 

“If,” said Philo dryly, “we survive whatever tricks the _ 
S.F\P.’s are cooking up.” you a) } aid 
“Exactly,” said Captain Mauris. “But it is my firm in- 

tention to survive.” - arb if 

swarm of hard, unwinking suns. Finally, without looking _ 
at Mauris, he said softly, * i 

reason, sir.” 
“Do you, now. 
ing, Hat ies 

_ Phylo took 
b 
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| “I was merely the first captain to return and collect his |. Pay envelope. . . . However, proceed.” 
“fT notice,” said Phylo uneasily, “that there’s a parallel 
| set of gears—I mean dual controls—on the main panel.” ; “Well?” y 

“I don’t understand the calibrations on the dials under 
the lightometer, Nor do I understand why the second bank 
of meters should have all their throw-in switches locked 
and sealed,” 

“An. interesting little mystery,” observed the Captain 
noncommittally. “As you have obviously given some 
thought to it, what conclusion do you draw?” 

“Well, sir,” said Phylo hesitantly, “bearing in mind that 
_ the Santa Maria has a cargo of S.F.P.’s, a skipper who 

successfully tested the stellar drive, a set of new instru- 
ments, and the fact that we are under sealed orders, I 
think there’s only one possible conclusion.” 

“I should be interested to hear it,” said Captain Mauris. | “There have been rumors,” continued Phylo, “of a 
pete drive. My guess is that the Santa Maria has been | fitted out for a trial run... . What do you think, sir?” 

__ “TI think,” replied Captain Mauris, glancing at the | bulkhead electrochron, “that I shall shortly break the seal | and discover what the Fates have in store for us... . Til 

_ __ “Because,” said Captain Mauris with a thin smile, “the | United Space Corporation has already developed it—as a logical extension of the stellar drive,” 
,, Phylo gazed at him in sheer amazement, “It’s the first [ve heard of it, sir.” 
_ “T know,” said Mauris imperturbably, “It’s still on the Secret list. But as I traveled as a paid observer on the test _ Jump, I can definitely assure you that the galactic drive is a fact.” pea 

_ Phylo’s voice was filled with awe. “Would it be in- creet to inquire what distance you logged?” 
‘Not now,” said the Captain. “I think—in view of our on—that it will do no harm to give you the facts. t—had a little jaunt round Beta Centauri.” 

ae 



ip,” added Mauris Seamed: Si he 
“How long did it take?” demanded Phylo sachs 
The Captain permitted a note of pride to enter his 

oice. “Three hours, twenty-seven minutes, ship’s time — 
—starting and finishing in the neighborhood of Pluto’s or- 
vit.” 
“Were there any—any casualties?” 
“All of us,” said Captain Mauris soberly. “We couldn’t | } 

top laughing for two days. . . . But I forgot. There was 
me serious casualty: Egon, the navigator. His star maps 
were damn near useless, of course. He swore we'd never 
yet home. And when we finally hit the system, the relief 
was too much for him. He was the only one who 
didn’t stop laughing. And from what I hear, he’s still en- 
joying himself.” 

Phylo couldn’t make up his mind whether or not Cap- 
tain Mauris was having a private joke. After a moment or 
two he said in a matter-of-fact voice: “I wonder what the i 
hell is going to happen on this trip, then?” 

“Probably,” said Captain cae “we shall cease to €x- 
ist.” 

Four Goa incr a in the privacy of his cabin, the Cap- || 
tain of the Santa Maria broke the seal on a slim’envelope — |) 
and read his instructions. He skipped impatiently through | 
the conventional wording until he came to the part that | 
mattered. He went through it carefully, word for word, 
three times. The final paragraph gave him a certain grim ‘ | 
amusement. 

While the normal articles of space travel obtain for this a | 
experimental voyage, he read, there must of necessity bea ‘ 
fluid definition of the Safety Clause. Clearly the primary — 
responsibility of the Master for the safety of his ship and | 
all personnel must be to some extent subordinated by the — 
actual program sanctioned by the Field Testing Executive 
of the United Space Corporation. It is not implied, — 
however, that the prerogative of Master's Discretion will ~ 
inevitably be superseded by test requirements. If th 
Master should satisfy himself, and the authorized scien 
tists concerned, that the danger lege is sufficie if icon 



| Court of Inquiry will then evaluate the circumstances 
leading to such a decision. It is, however, earnestly hoped 
that scientific and ship personnel will so cooperate as to 
bring both the experiment and the voyage to a successful 
_ conclusion. 
__ “Why the devil,” said Captain Mauris to himself, “do 
_they use a lot of big words to tell me that ’m merely act- 
_ing wet nurse for a bunch of S.F.P.’s? If the Master should 
| Satisfy himself and the authorized scientists concerned .. . 
_ Very funny! The whole idea is not less than one hundred 
Per cent suicidal, and then they talk about a sufficient 
danger factor!” } 
. There was a knock at the door. 
_ “Come in,” called Mauris. 
| It was Kobler, chief of the S.F.P. team. He was a thin, 
_pasty-faced man of perhaps forty. His mouth looked as if 
\it would split if he tried to smile. 
__ Mauris motioned him into a chair and reached for two 
glasses and the decanter. As he poured the drinks, Kobler 
| glanced at the ship’s articles lying on the desk. 
__ “I see you have been studying the scriptures,” said the 
physicist. i Sho eaaen le a 
__ “I was merely trying to find out,” explained Captain 
Mauris equably, “what authority, if any, I possess—in 
case of an emergency.” 
“And have you found out?” enquired Kobler, sipping 

3 whisky. 
Yes,” 
‘Are you satisfied?” ; __ “No. From the point of view of getting a clear-cut 

| definition, it’s as woolly as hell.” 
Shouldn’t worry, if I were you,” said Kobler 
antly. “If anything goes wrong, you'll probably have 

€gasecond in which to think a last beautiful thought.” 
t,” retorted Mauris thinly, “is why I. would have | 

sufficient power to overrule you people—just in case 
ppened to anticipate the hypothetically fatal mega- 

»” said Kobler, “but I’m the boss-man. That’s the 
is sort of thing. You’d better resign’ 

y spiritual guidance.” Pea 



Santa Maria to take you to dissolution point under her 
own steam.” Y 

Kobler smiled, and his face didn’t crack. “You may not 

believe it,” he said ironically, “but we space-frame gentry } 

have nice orderly minds. We’re very conventional really. | 

Besides, even a space captain has his uses. . . . How did 
you enjoy the hop round Beta Centauri?” | 

“So that was why they wanted me to go,” said Mauris. | 
“I wondered about it.” 

“You were lucky,” said Kobler. “They wouldn’t let me | 

go because some idiot mathematician suggested that the 
ship might surface too near a sun, or something damn silly | 
like that. . . . It seems that my brain was considered too 
valuable to be fried.” 

“Mine evidently wasn’t,” observed the Captain. 
“You, my friend, are unique,” said Kobler dryly. “You. 

are a veteran of the stellar drive and the galactic jump. We 
regard you as a curio, a kind of talisman.” 

“T am flattered,” said Captain Mauris. “And now, I | 
think, we had better discuss ways and means.” 

“You know the destination?” asked Kobler. *: 
The Captain inclined his head toward the papers on the 

desk. “According to the Field Testing Executive,” he said 
calmly, “it is Messier 81.” a 

“What do you think of it?” asked Kobler smugly. 
“T think it might be—interesting,” said Captain Mauris. 

with sarcasm. “I don’t think I’ve ever visited a spiral 
nebula before.” ; oa 

Kobler grinned. “One million six hundred thousand 
light-years,” he said. “Quite a little hop when you come to 
think of it.” / i, 

“How long do you think it will take.” 
The physicist’s grin broadened. “I don’t know,” he said 

happily. “Probably just that hypothetically fatal meta- 
second.” eri § 

Mauris restrained himself with an effort. “I'd appre- 
ciate a brief exposition of the theory,” he said. “It might. 
be useful.” : : nie is 

_. Kobler helped himself to more whiskey, leaned back in 
his chair, and regarded the ceiling. “Essentially,” he 

ch al- 

in 
i 

began, “it involves my private theory of matter, whic 
id the so involves the stress characteristic of space and 

Tr 



‘were going to get complicated.” 
_ Kobler ignored him. “You understand, of course,” he 
continued, “that matter is a form of locked-up energy?” f “Veg? ; . 

| “Good. I now have news for you. Energy is simply a 
form of locked-up space. There is, from the physicist’s 

_ point of view, quite a reasonable amount of energy in the 
| Cosmos: there is also a devil of a lot of space. Now there 
is, as well, the curious phenomenon of the expansion and 
| Unwrinkling of space alongside the actual diminution of 
| energy.” . 
ne “You wouldn’t be throwing overboard the first and 
“Second laws of thermodynamics, would you?” interrupted 
| the Captain mildly. 
_ Kobler admired his own fingernails complacently. - 
_ “Child’s play,” he said. “Entropy and the first and sec- 
ond Jaws are all washed up. Funny thing, when I was a 

| Student I instinctively knew there was something wrong. 
. . But back to the point. I have established a definite co- 

efficient—the practical application of which means, my 
friend, that we too can adopt the charming habit of en- 
ergy. We can submerge in space. Just as energy, when it 
thinks nobody is looking, opens a little door into the fifth 

_ dimension and smartly sidesteps all detection by becom- 
_ Ing space, so we can play the same trick... . Only we can 
80 one better: we can become energy again. Which, in ef- | 
ect, means that we can knock the mainspring out of time. 
 - . Because, Captain Mauris, by becoming virtually 
nonexistent, we escape the temporal regression. That, in a 

ler fashion, is why you were able to hop round Beta 
tauri and swallow seven hundred light-years. And of 

¢ three hours twenty-seven minutes it took, you spent 
Host of the time surfacing so that Egon could panic over 

iis star maps,” 

I “Proceed,” said Mauris. “For a moment I thought you 

0 
i 
i 

i I 

target M 81, you are postulating a jump clean 
local energy pattern.” e 

t thro ed the physicist, “On 



age at ee | 

sharp as to make a total breakthrough. We shall make a | 

neat hole in our own space frame and enter sub-space. We | 

shall become a pattern of space on the frame of sub-space. _ 

Then we shall localize our return breakthrough when a | 

pretty little instrument that I have programmed for M 81 } 

recognizes the surface energy pattern.” } 

“Suppose the programming fails.” | 

Kobler laughed. “As it is the first true cosmometer, | 

there is the possibility. But you can take it from me that it | 

is theoretically perfect.” | 

Captain Mauris thought nostalgically of the Amazonian. | 

hinterland. After nearly a minute’s silence, he said, “It’s | 

nice to feel that somebody’s confident, anyway.” 

“Space has a very definite direction,” pursued Kobler. | 

“Its vortices, are the galactic leaks. In some respects, we | 

can regard the sub-echoes of nebulae as stepping-stones. | 

In the extragalactic jump, it’s chiefly a question of | 

defining the direction/deceleration crisis—or in plain | 

language, of making the right hole at the right times aa 

_ “T expect you'll want to clear the System before | 

the—er—experiment begins,” ventured Mauris. ar 

“Naturally,” said Kobler. “By the way, would you like 

me to tell the crew what it’s all about?” 
“I was going to suggest a brief lecture,” replied Mauris. 

“But since you have explained the background to me 80 

lucidly, I think I might save you that little job. Pil tell 

them we're going to make a nice little hole in the balloon 

of space and pop up again sixteen hundred thousand light- 

years away. That should make for some interesting discus- 

sion.” as 

“You think they'll panic?” get a | 

The Captain shook his head. “They'll just laugh politely 
and think I’m getting too old for the job.” | 

“So far as I can see,” said Kobler, downing the remain- 

der of his whiskey, “everything is predictable—except the 
human reaction.” . Ban 

“It makes for a nice philosophical problem,” observed. 
Mauris. Ree yi ie 

“What does?” _ a ‘Ph diate 

“Whether or not we can be conscious aie own. 

. “That's th 
see, the Sant 

va 
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‘all aboard will cease to be a system of molecular organiza- 
} tions.” ae 
_. “Conversely,” said the Captain in a matter-of-fact 
voice, “it will become the abstract memory of an energy 
pattern which will be resynthesized out of space—when 
and if your infallible cosmometer correlates the pattern of 
M 81 with that of its own environment.” 
_ Kobler sat up. “I didn’t know you were a physicist.” 
- “Tm not,” retorted Mauris dryly. “But I'll tell you 

he had voyaged under 
the dark plastiglass portholes, 

at the long star-torn silence of 

me in his position, he had come to believe simply that the Approaching experiment was merely the most elaborate 

_ Of all the personnel of the Santa Maria, Captain Mauris 

egulations. He lay on his master’s contour berth and hed all the extra berths that were needed by the physi- 
being bolted 



It was his duty a as : Mabiee of the ship to oe at all 
“times an aspect of confidence. With the aid of a bottle of 

Scotch and a somewhat prehistoric corncob pipe, he was 
fulfilling this obligation admirably. He was also sweating, 
for he oA discarded his uniform jacket in favor of two old 
polo-necked jerseys. . . . Doubtless the Field Testing Ex- 
ecutive would strongly disapprove of his unconventional 
approach, but then the F.T.E. were millions of miles 
away. 

Having taken what he considered to be a suffidiewey of 
spirit, the Captain was now engaged in chewing glucose 
tablets. Phylo watched him with silent awe. 

Eventually Kobler looked up from his cosmometer. 
“Nine minutes to go, Captain,” he said formally. 

Mauris glanced at the bulkhead electrochron and nod- 
ded. “Five hundred seconds,” he said pleasantly. “And 
then sixteen hundred thousand light-years. . . . Science is 
quite wonderful.” 
ae was nettled, “What are you eating—nerve 

Pp: 99 

. “Glucose,” said Mauris affably. “I’ve been spi or 
whiskey and glucose.” 

' “Why?” 

“Because,” "explained Mauris, “I intend to keep bott 
warm and energetic.” 

“There should not be any drop in temperature,” 
Kobler. “In any case, the thermostat will fix it.” : 

“The nonexistent thermostat, ” corrected Mauris gently 
“But I was not thinking of coldness that can be measures 
in degrees centigrade. aR 

“There is no other,” said Kobler ‘authoritatively 
“Neither is there any need to Keep your seetee up. Ther 
will be no fatigue.” a 

“Nor was I thinking of physical fatigue.” ; 
i phen shrugged, “Every man to his own superstitions, 
€ sai 
Captain Mauris smiled. “Would it be indiscreet to > su 

_ gest that yours are non-Euclidean?” 
_ Kobler turned. away in disgust and spoke to ‘one 

_ aides. “Get everyone in their contour berths — 
is an auto-announcer n. W 
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Captain Mauris made a last attempt to be helpful. 
“It is well known,” he said placidly, “that smooth mo- 

tion never made anybody tired. But I am not so sure about 
smooth stillness. It may be very fatiguing. .. . Perhaps it 
may even be possible for a nonexistent man to be too tired 
to maintain his nonexistent bodily heat. . . .. Would you 
care for some glucose?” ; 

Kobler did ‘not turn around, but his shoulders shook 
convulsively. Captain Mauris interpreted the movement as 
one of silent laughter. 

_ “One minute to deceleration point,” boomed the auto- _ 
announcer. 
_ Men with strained faces lay strapped on their contour 
berths awaiting the indefinable shock of total stillness. 
They stared with unseeing eyes at their neighbors, at the 
bulkhead, at the fat, ominous copper cylinder. Phylo’s lips 
were quivering; Captain Mauris, in spite of his 
lighthearted precautions, felt a strange icy finger probing 
his heart;-even Kobler’s massive confidence wavered as 
the critical moment drew near. 
_ “Forty-five seconds,” said that damnably calm 
automatic voice. “Thirty seconds. . fifteen seconds . . , 
ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, 
one—zero!” Seay, sae 
_ And then there was nothing—no lurch, no pressure, no 
sudden stress. Only a great vacancy, a sensation of utter 
darkness, a sharp instantaneous dream of unbeing, and then only the bare memory of the dream. 
_ In the dimensions of physical space, the Santa Maria 
and all aboard her had ceased to exist. Where, before, a 
iny metallic capsule—a caravel of explorers—had surged 
out from the dustlike brood of planets circling one of the - 
mnumerable suns, there was now nothing. The track of a 
strange silver bullet, coursing at a fantastic speed that was 
yet @ mere snail’s pace through the long deserts of the | aome galaxy, had stopped suddenly. There was no 

eckage, there were no survivors. For what had existed appare 



path nothing a He \ was seas with the ‘jose of his” 
own existence. The stillness had settled like « a slow inward ‘ 
frost. "dl 

His premonition was justified. In a vacancy of non- 
sensation, there was yet the overwhelming weight of a~ 
curious fatigue—as if, at the moment of deceleration, the — 
material cosmos had "suddenly become too tired to hold 

together. As if Mauris himself must support the tiredness 

of a phantom universe. . 

“So this is what it’s like to be dead,” he mumbled in a 
sleepy voice. He was surprised. He was pulled up with a 
sickening jolt: He had heard his own voice, reverberating 
as in an empty room... . The voice that followed was less — 
ofa shock than this. disturbing mockery of survival. 

“Captain Mauris! Captain Mauris! Soon you will be too” 
tired to be dead, too cold to be an illusion. For you are 
condemned to be reborn.” ; 

It was a woman’s voice, low, musical, drifting without 
- urgency through the deep canyons of unbeing, _ 

Mauris. listened, appalled. It was a voice he rec- 
ognized—the voice of a woman he might have married, a 
familiar voice, belonging to one he had never known. . 

“Who are you?” he called ves hearing the 
words echo on a wall of blackness. | 

There was laughter tumbling through the emptiness of 
stars. | 

“Mary Smith,” said the voice, “Betty Jones, and Pearl 
White. Marie-Antoinette, Cleopatra, Helen of Troy.” 

“Tam mad!” cried Captain Mauris. “The stars are dark, 
and still there is something left to dream.” __ 
“You are unborn,” said the voice gently. “Have 
patience.” 
Captain Mauris tried to move and could not, for there 

was nothing to move, no location to be changed. . 
“Who am I?” he shouted wildly. 
“Captain Mauris.” 

“There is no- Captain Mauris,” he veiled savagely. “He 
- is unborn, therefore he has never lived!” — . va 

_ “You are learning,” came the answer, softly. “You are 
ee ee ee ta 

she demanded urgently. AAS 
like 



'_ “Punchinello,” said the voice - gaily, “Prometheus, Simple Simon, Alexander the Great.” ; 
“Who am I?” he called insistently, 

_ “You are no one... . Who knows? Perhaps you will 
become the first man. Perhaps you are waiting to be 
Adam.” : 

“Then you are—” é 
_ Again the dark surge of laughter, 

“T am the echo of a rib that has yet to sing.” 
“The rib is nowhere,” said Mauris, drowsy with the ef- fort of words. “It belongs to me, and I am unborn... . 

Nowhere.” 
“Limbo,” whispered the voice. 
“Nowhere,” mumbled Mauris, 
“Limbo,” insisted the voice. 
“No . . . where,” repeated Mauris weakly, fighting the cold fatigue of stillness, the weight of unbeing. 

_ He could feel the laughter gathering, and knew that it would drown him. Desperation fought against the blind weariness sucking him into the heaving tide of sound. He tried to remember what it was like to pray. 
“Oh, God,” he whispered, “if I cannot die, let me become alive. Let there be light!” ~~ 

_ Once more the laughter struck. And the whirlpool 
opened, 

There were no stars yet, but the light came like a pallid finger, probing the interior of the stricken ship. Captain 
Mauris looked about him at dim shapes, and the sensation of wonder grew while fear plucked its familiar music from his taut nerves, 

There was something wrong—desperately wrong! 
Suddenly he understood. Everything had been reversed. 
The copper cylinder, which had been bolted to the deck 

on the port side of the main control panel, now lay on the starboard side, its. smooth fiery surface crumpled like — 

The starboard electrochron, with its numerals reversed, 
above the gaping hole where the 

his head to look at Kobler, but 
re in place of the physicist’s. The 

4 



- Captain knew without moving that his first officer was 
dead. Phylo stared at the deckhead, his features locked in a 
permanently vacant smile. ai 

Glancing around at the S.F.P. chief in Phylo’s old 
place, Captain Mauris saw that Kobler’s body was entirely 
relaxed, His eyes were closed, and in death he had the ap- 
pearance of one who is concentrating very hard. Judging 
from his expression, thought Mauris, he had been trying i 
extremis to discover his error. 

The navigation deck of the Santa Maria was a 
mausoleum—through the looking glass. Everything—even, 
as Mauris discovered, the parting in his own hair—had 
been reversed, He knew, without feeling the necessity to 
confirm it by exploration, that he was the last man alive. 
The Santa Maria, with the sole exception of its Captain, 
was manned entirely by the dead. 

“Poor devils,” said Captain Mauris aloud. “Poor devils, 
they couldn’t take the stillness. It made them too tired — 
dead tired!” The sound of his own voice, normal now, 
gave him greater grasp on reality. 

With ponderous, heavy movements, like a drunken 
man, he undid the straps of his contour berth and strug- 
gled wearily to his feet. He went across to Kobler, feeling 

for his pulse with a forlorn hope. 
“Dead tired,” repeated Mauris slowly. He gazed 

ruefully at Kobler’s pale face, set in a last frown of con- 
centration. “There are more things in heaven and earth, 
Horatio, than are dreamt of in your philosophy.” 
Mauris felt neither regret nor satisfaction. There was no 
joy in knowing that he had the final word, that Kobler 
would never laugh that one away. 
Presently he pulled himself together and made a 

cautious tour of the ship. He was as methodical as if it 
was a monthly routine inspection, and checked everything 
from the conditioner to the recycling plant. The ship, he 

_ noted ironically, was in perfect condition—but for two 

_ Maria was at the mercy of normal gravity fields, 

_ small details: the planetary and stellar drives were com- 
_ pletely wrecked. Apart from the fact that the landing 

_ retard and auxiliary brake rockets were intact, the Santa 

There were only two reasonable possibilities. She might 
coast merrily in the vo

id forever, or dro 

The ernative v psi 
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for the chances of falling into the gravity field of an 
ospitable planet were several billion billion to one, 
Finally Captain Mauris was confronted with the task he 

had been subconsciously shirking, Steeling himself against 
a paralyzing reluctance, he climbed up into the astrodome 
and looked at the stars. 

He did not need star charts to tell him that this was not 
the home galaxy. As he gazed at the sharp, unfamiliar pat- 
terns, an already tight band seemed to constrict around his 
heart. . . . Perhaps Kobler had succeeded. Perhaps the 
galaxy M 81 had been entered by a terrene ship for the 
first time. . . . Much good it would do the United Space 
Corporation! 

With a grim smile, Mauris recalled that final paragraph 
of the ship’s articles. If the Master should satisfy himself, 
and the authorized scientists concerned, that the danger 
factor is sufficient . . . It was really very funny! Probably, 
sixteen hundred thousand light-years away on a speck of 
cosmic dust, the Field Testing Executive had already set 
Up their officious Court of Inquiry to consider possible 

_ reasons for the loss of their experimental ship. 
Then suddenly he realized that if the Santa Maria had 

_ indeed reached M 81, the planet Earth was not only six- teen hundred thousand light-years away, it was also six- 
teen hundred thousand years ago. 

He had a sudden image of the Field Testing Executive with apelike faces, sitting and jabbering pompously around a mud pool in some prehistoric steamy jungle. .., 
_ And Mauris laughed. He laughed loudly, raucously. He laughed until he cried—until weariness, in a sudden triumph, toppled him senseless on the deck. And there he 

_ lay, sleeping like a child whose nightmares materialize _ only when he is awake. 

_ He never knew how long he slept. He was eventually _ wakened by a sharp, agonizing pain in his stomach. At _ last, through a fog of bewilderment, he diagnosed it as _ hunger. He staggered along to the mess deck and operated _ the food delivery controls. A minute and a half later he _ pulled’ a nicely roasted chicken, complete with potatoes and a) peas, from the electronic cooker. He ate rave- 1 y and followed it up with cheese and biscuits, coffee 
brandy. The brandy was a special bottle that — 

poe 
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had been optimistically saved for a celebration banquet. _ 

As he sipped it luxuriously, Captain Mauris thought of all — 

the guests who were unable to attend. Gravely, he 

included Kobler, Phylo, and all the rest of the Santa 

Maria’s personnel in the toast: “Absent friends!” Then he 

took the old corncob pipe from his pocket and lit up. | 
Presently Captain Mauris was feeling almost human. 

He spent the rest of the “day” launching dead bodies in- 
to space. Wearing his combination pressure suit, Captain 

Mauris lugged them one after another through the airlock 

and gave them a shove. Kobler, Phylo, and the rest went 
sailing smoothly out into the starry darkness. To each one, 
Captain Mauris gave a personal farewell, as if he might 
have been expecting an answer. 

Presently the Santa Maria was surrounded by a slowly — 
dispersing shoal of flying corpses whose presence was sug- — 
gested only where they blotted out the background of un 
winking stars, 

Finally, when all that unwelcome furniture had been 
jettisoned, the Captain went back to the navigation deck _ 
and made the ship accelerate for three seconds on her aux- 
iliary rockets, thus leaving the shoal behind. Having 
accomplished this disagreeable task, Mauris felt much bet- 
ter. 

But as he clambered into the astrodome for a further 
check on the unfamiliar star positions, it dawned on him 
that he had probably looked on a human face for the last | 

time. ; 
Nine “days” later by the ship’s electrochron, Captain 

Mauris became convinced that he would not have to wait — 
much longer. The star on the port bow had grown to the - 
size of a penny. Presently it would grow to the size of a_ 
football. Presently the Santa Maria and her Captain would © 
reach the end of their journey—in the purification of . 

! celestial fire. 



fasts, and settled down to enjoy in his last days what h 
had never yet experienced throughout his life—a period 
sustained leisure. A period of rest and tranquility, inte; 
rupted by nothing more serious than the push-butto 
operations necessary for providing first-class meals. 

Captain Mauris spent more and more time in the ship’ 
library, projecting the microfilms of books he had neve 
had the time to read. Intuitively he went to the old writer: 
ranging at a leisurely pace through fiction and nonfictior 
from Plato to Dickens, from Homer to H.G. Wells. He al 
so browsed through the Bible, and amused himself b 
translating its profound convictions into the sort c 
language that Kobler used. 

By the eighteenth day Captain Mauris was confused 
disappointed, excited, and afraid. The now brillianth 
blinding sun had changed its position from port bow t 
starboard quarter, Its place on the port bow had beer 
taken by what seemed to be a green marble. Captair 
Mauris knew it was not another sun, and tried desperate; 
not to allow himself to hope that it might be a habitabk 
planet. Better to die by falling into an alien sun than sur. 
vive, a castaway, on an unknown planet in some alier 
galaxy. . . . His reason said so, but his emotions remainec 
unconvinced, 

ty It was then, for no reason at all, that he suddenly 
| temembered the voice and the dreamlike laughter he had 
_ +€xperienced in the total darkness, the absolute stillness of 
¥ the galactic jump. 
__. And Captain Mauris had a premonition, 

___ On the twenty-fifth day the possibility became a cer- 
_ tainty. The Santa Maria was falling toward the green 

_ Planet. There remained the problem of choice between 
_ two courses of action, Captain Mauris could either allow 
__ the ship to continue her free fall until she vaporized on 

hitting the atmosphere—if any—or exploded on ground 
impact, or else he could apply the auxiliary brake rockets 
and the landing retard, thus making a bid for survival. _ 

_ The period of tranquillity was over: he was in a state of 
chronic indecision. cae 

He was afraid in the very core of his being. He was 
aid to make up his mind. He went uncertainly to the 

s deck, seeking consolation and enlightenment in the 
Pana oak AAR, WL IRR: | Ca ia 



liqueur brandy. He did not find it. 

Eventually he was drawn back to the navigation deck as 

by a magnet. He climbed into the astrodome and regarded 

the green planet. It was expanding rapidly, almost visibly. 

With trembling fingers, Captain Mauris adjusted the man- 

“ual telescope. He gazed through it at a startlingly close 

panorama of oceans, continents, and islands. He stared 

hypnotically for a while and felt the beads of cold 

moisture grow on his forehead. 
At last he came down and went to drink more brandy. 

It solved nothing, because he was still sober enough to 

face the choice. 
Suddenly he could stand it no more. He lurched un- 

steadily to the navigation deck, reached the control panel, 

and threw in three switches almost simultaneously. Reflex 

radar, altimeter, and positioning gyro were immediately 

synchronized with the auto-pilot, Whether the reversed 

instruments functioned correctly or not, Mauris neither 

knew nor cared. He had rid himself of an intolerable 

weight. He had made a decision. 
~ Immediately, he who had accepted so much respon- 

sibility in his career felt an overwhelming need to escape 

the responsibility of attempting to survive. He fled to the 

library and, forcing himself to try and forget the decision, 

placed a random microfilm in the book projector. It was 
The Golden Ass of Apuleius. 

He looked at the words, and they had no meaning for 

him. He was too busy awaiting the shock of the first 

automatic blast of the auxiliary brake rockets. 

After an eternity of hours that seemed years, he felt a 

sharp surge as the motors produced a field of double 

gravity, piling on the ship’s own synthetic 1/ 3 G force. 

Mauris fell sideways from his chair and lay on the 

bulkhead, groaning heavily. The rocket burst lasted five 

seconds, and he felt crushed by its relentless force. 

Abruptly, it ended. He slithered painfully to the deck. 

Then the old habits reasserted themselves. The Master’s 
place in a powerful maneuver was on the navigation deck. 

ae Mauris picked himself up and made his way for 
ward. ie , 

- _ The second automatic power maneuver hit him before 

he could reach a contour berth. A field of 5 G slammec 
ulkhead of the navigation deck, He hac 



_ fallen sideways about ten feet. He lay there spreadeagled, 
unconscious, pe 

_ The auto-pilot had positioned the ship accurately. The 
ship’s attitude, controlled by the gyromanipulator, had 

brought the green planet dead astern, and with rockets 
_ Diazing, the Santa Maria dropped backward to that rapidly 

expanding surface. On the screens of the external 
visulators, the silvery shapes of mountains and hills, of 

_ Tivers and forests leaped into a growing reality. The fleecy 
_ Shapes of clouds passed like fantastic birds. 

-. But Captain Mauris lay inert against the bulkhead, 
_ the accelerating G force crushing his unconscious body to 
~ the hard metal, 

__. He awoke with every muscle aching from the tremen- 
_ dous stress of ordinary physical deceleration, but he 
awoke with a sensation of profound peace. 

_ __ He picked himself up and climbed into the astrodome. 
_ The stars were no longer sharp, unwinking points against a backcloth of jet. They twinkled, dancing to the whim of 
_ atmosphere, : 
___, Looking down, Captain Mauris felt his heart thump _ violently. The Santa Maria had made a perfect automatic 
_ landing on what appeared, in the semidarkness, to be _ smooth grassland. A few yards away, he thought he saw 

_ dimly the ripple of running water, 
_ The United Space Corporation had laid down a _autious and definitive procedure for the exploration of 

_ strange planets. But, as Mauris told himself lightly, the 
United Space Corporation would not begin to exist even in 
its own galaxy for another sixteen hundred thousand 
_* years. ; 
___ Casting discretion aside, Captain Mauris made his way 
ait toward the airlock. He seized a combination pressure suit and climbed into it impatiently. Then he entered the essure chamber. He closed the door behind him and 

ew the switch. The needle remained steady, indicating 
f > external pressure—the planetary atmosphere 

PASO RE DAE hs ioe an seat Captain Mau 
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its locker and secured one end to the stanchions of the en- | 

try-port. He tossed out the bundle of ladder and watched 

it drop through the misty atmosphere. Then slowly he | 

climbed down. 
‘Captain Mauris stood still and gazed at the terrain | 

through a deceptive half-light. What he could see of it was 

so reassuringly normal as to be quite improbable. It might 

have been country in the temperate zones of Earth. 
He tried to think of the fantastic chances against land- 

ing on such a planet after the Santa Maria had crippled — 

both her stellar and planetary drives in the extragalactic 
jump. Logically there was no chance. What had happened 
was merely impossible. 

“Luck,” thought Captain Mauris, “Or is it something 
else?” 

With sudden inexplicable determination, he tried to 
tempt Fate for the last time. He released the safety valve 
on his pressure suit. Nothing happened, With an audible 
laugh of triumph and amazement, he began to take off the 
headpiece. Presently he stepped out of the pressure suit, | 
his oxygen cylinder unneeded, 

Captain Mauris stood on an unknown planet and took 
in the unmistakable scents of summer, He felt drunk—— 
drunk on the sheer fantasy of reality, As he gazed about — 
him he saw, over a patch of woodland, gray streaks of light 
pushing back the darkness, dulling the stars, And fifty 
yards from the spaceship, he discerned the edge of a 
stream whose /quict murmur seemed suddenly to com- 
municate with his awakened sense of hearing. 

Giving a wild cry of pleasure, Mauris forgot all about 
space-frame physicists and the extragalactic jump. He ran 
swiftly to the banks of the stream, knelt down, and 
splashed the warm, living water over his face, Then, impa- 
tiently, he tore off his stale clothes and waded into the ~ 
dark, refreshing water. / 

And as he bathed, the intensity of light grew over the 
distant trees, . J 

At last he came out of the stream, refreshed and ex- 
 hilarated, He felt a warm breeze against his body, felt the 

_ blood coursing more ora} through his veins, 
AW 

toward th engin 
He did not bother to dress, but walked wonderingly 
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lip behind an invisible curtain, 

» Said Captain Mauris as he gazed at the 
z as upon the face of the deep.” ___ He stood there, feeling the years roll back, feeling the Vitality of youth drive back some secret winter. At length ne turned around to look at the spaceship, to assure him- self of the reality of the journey. There was nothing to be seen. The thin vein of water flowed quietly through vacant 

7a ised at his own calmness, his lack of distress, he oe or, toward the patch of trees. And from the direction that he would learn to call east, there rose the _ crimson edge of a new sun. 
_ He remembered then and suddenly understood the Message of a woman’s voice in a dream of absolute — 
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threw a rapid glance at the bank of instruments on avigation panel. Velocity had stabilized at thirty 
nd kilometers, with a constant altitude of three hun- 

fifty. Down below—and it was certainly a relief — 
icept “below” once again after several thou- _ 

' flight—the red-gold continental masses 
ung slowly along their apparent 



practical purposes, this was the end of the outward jour- 
ney. Allowing his gaze to return to the procession of conti- 
nents and emerald-green oceans on the surface of 
Fomalhaut Three, Captain Lukas felt a faint surge of an- 
ticipatory pleasure, 

“Orbit maneuver concluded,” he said softly over his 
shoulder. “O.D. shut down.” 

Duluth, the engineer, who was standing expectantly by 
the control pedestal, stooped down and threw back his 
master switch. He watched the red power needle slowly 
fall to zero. Then he stood up and yawned. 

“Orbit drive shut down,” he remarked drowsily. “And 
now I’m going to get me some sleep... . Do you know 
how long we’ve been awake, Skipper?” 

Lukas turned from the observation screen and grinned. 
“What’s the matter, Joe? Feeling old?” 

Duluth stretched and yawned even more profoundly. 
“In case you haven’t noticed, we’ve been on duty more 
than two days. A man gets just a little fatigued after stay- — 

_ ing awake maybe sixty hours.” 
Lukas watched him with red-rimmed eyes. “Don’t » 

worry,” he said. “I noticed.” 
At that moment they heard steps on the companion lad- 

der. A couple of seconds later, Alsdorf, the geophysicist, 
poked his head through the hatch. He looked fresh, almost 
bursting with energy, but then he hadn’t needed to stay 
awake for the maneuvers, ; 

“You two look like death,” said Alsdorf pleasantly. 
“Come on down to the mess deck. Tony is fixing cocoa 
and sandwiches.” 
' “The hell with sandwiches,” said Duluth. “I want to 
sleep.” 

Alsdorf beamed. “Cocoa first, then a : aedetine: You afl 
need it with all those action tablets you have taken.” 

Lukas said, “Well, we got here, Kurt. Now you can 
eam your living, From here on, ’'m a spectator.” — 

: The intercom crackled, “What’s the matter?” com- _ 
aie plained an indignant voice. ““There’s a gallon of hot cocoa 
waiting for you. Want me to recycle it?” 
“Recycle yourself,” growled Duluth. “OK We're on 
our way, Tony.” 
With Alsdorf leading, they went down to a ‘mess deck. 

chemist who looked as | Tony Chirico, a dapper Italian bi 
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if he ought to have been a barber, greeted Lukas with a 
toothy smile. 
“So you got us here, Mike. Somebody ought to make a 
_ speech ‘about it, Have a sandwich.” 
f “What’s in ’em?” asked Duluth suspiciously, as he 
; oa a pink flask of cocoa and anchored himself to a 
bench, 

“Bombay duck,” said Chirico, “same as usual.” 
Duluth gave a mirthless laugh, “Hydroponics garbage & 

la carte.” 
_ _ Captain Lukas sat down and sipped his cocoa. He 
: gazed at the observation panel and saw the dark side of 
_ Fomalhaut Three turning slowly into view. 

__ “We're a fine bunch of heroes,” he remarked. “With the 
imaginative capacity of bedbugs. Here we knock a hole 

_ through space and find a system that nobody has ever seen 
before, and what do we do? We sit on our backsides, drink 
cocoa, and grumble about the food. For all we know, this 

Planet we're riding might have a civilization that’d make 
[ all Earth cultures ae like a cretin nightmare.” 
“A virgin planet,” said Alsdorf with an avaricious 
j ‘gleam in his eye, “Trans-Solar Chemicals will set up an in- _ dependent station here. . . . With one Kurt Alsdorf as 

_ director.” 
“A. virgin planet,” echoed Chirico with a sardonic grin. 

“TI think we shall awaken her—gently.” 
“Can it,” mumbled Duluth, slumping over the table. 

“You got virgins on the brain,” 
__ “You don’t think we’re going to find any intelligent 
_ Owners down there?” asked Lukas. - 
__ Alsdorf lit a cigarette. “Face the facts, Mike, In the last _ two decades, seventeen new planets have been listed, The 
highest animal life discovered so far was the three-legged 
_ pseudo-wolf on Procyon Five. You could train it to fetch 

icks, and that was all.” ¢ j 
ukas took a good swig of his cocoa. “Well, it’s got to 
en someday.” 

rico laughed. “Sure, everything has to happen some- 
a " pigae with le Riis Alaa’ enough time and — 

© Shakespeare wi uine improvements,” ugged. “A few hundred years ago. men 
f, jue. Now the ‘think the — 



bright one ike you i the big surprise.” bi 
Alsdorf prodded Duluth and was rewarded with a 

volley of snores and grunts, “Joe is no longer with us,” he © 
remarked. “We ought to put him to bed. You, too, Mike. | 

. We need you wide awake when we go down to the sur- 
face to hunt out the supermen.” He gave a hearty laugh. 

“Enjoy yourself,” grinned Lukas. “Now it’s your turn — 
to lose some sleep. . . . How long will it take to select a 
touch-down point?” ‘ 

The geophysicist stared absently through the observa- 
tion panel. “‘Nine-tenths water,” he murmured almost to 
himself. “A good continental survey should take about a 
hundred hours, but we can probably select a useful area in 
a quarter of that time.” 

Captain Lukas stood up and grabbed Duluth un- 
ceremoniously by the collar. “Give me a hand with the 
body, Tony.” He turned to Alsdorf. “Don’t be softhearted, . 
Kurt, Tumble me out if anything unusual crops up.” With — 
Chirico’s help, he maneuvered the still unconscious i 

- Duluth toward the doorway. 
Three minutes later Duluth was jnstalled in his bunk, 

and Mike Lukas headed for his own cubicle. Curiously, he 
had lost a great deal of his tiredness. As he settled himself _ 

- luxuriously on his narrow mattress, he reached for a book 
and a packet of cigarettes. _ 

Chirico watched him, amazed, “You’ve been aes all 
this time, Mike, and you want to read? You’re crazy. Why 
don’t you take/a nice pill?” — 
“On your way, nursie. Pm just relaxing. Vil doze off i in a 
while. si 

The small iain made an economical gesture signify- 
ing a verdict of insanity and returned to the mess deck. He 
found Alsdorf intently studying a pocket slide rule and a 
scrap of paper on which were a rough pencil sketch of the » 

_ hemisphere of Fomalhaut Three and a Reauray of cal- 3 
culations. 
open beginning to think Mike takes his Bodden | 

- seriously,” remarked Chirico, » helping | panies to eae | 
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_ The Way to Nirvana... . Seems to me he’s halfway there | already.” 
__. The geophysicist registered a superior smile, “Over- _ tired, Tony. .. . But I have noticed that most of these pro- _ fessional space pilots affect some sort of religion. A con- ' Venient safety valve for irrational fears.” 

Tony thought it over for a few seconds. “In the last _ analysis, I’m a Catholic,” he said finally. “We all need | something.” 
| Alsdorf picked up his slide rule. “Not all of us, Tony, | Im with the mechanists, The universe is clockwork, all ‘ cause and effect. Frankly, I don’t know how you people _ ever reconcile superstition with science. You and Mike . a Inust be intellectual schizoids.” 
it Chirico smiled. “You're a computer, Kurt. Computers | don’t go to heaven,” 4 
| _ The geophysicist stood up. “At the moment, I’m more | interested in going to the navigation deck. And so are you, | you taboo-ridden primitive. There’s work to be done. The _ sooner it’s done, the sooner we climb a little higher in | Trans-Solar Chemicals.” 
Ss Chirico said suddenly, “Kurt, what do you want out of 4 e)”? 

. _ “Power,” said Alsdorf calmly. “And you?” “I don’t know. I’m still thinking about it. Maybe I just _ Want a sense of direction—to do something that’s worth _ doing,” 
_ “You want power,” said Alsdorf confidently. “Every- _ body does, It’s the life force—the mainspring of dynamic - €volution. 
| The Italian beamed. “O.K., Mr. Mephistopheles, let’s go _ and be dynamic about the landing site.” SS They went out into the alleyway and along to the 

i 

hundred and fifty kil 
ded with almost ‘Startling efficiency, Visibility was 

Presently a stereo- 

an a : 



radar, vegetometer, and other probe instruments united 
their findings to give a clear and detailed assessment of 

conditions in the Tropical Zone. It was even possible to do 

some useful work with the manual telescope. . 

After fourteen hours, Chirico looked up from his con- 

tourgrams and said, “This place is better than Earth, by 
damn!” — . 

Even the impassive Alsdorf could not screen his excite- 
ment. “Tony, it’s the best yet. . . . Near-terrestrial tem- 

peratures, a one-to-six oxygen ratio, a four-thousand-_ 
kilometer vegetation belt—why, with these conditions we 
can-——” ‘ + ¥ 

“Tf I were you, I’d sit on the hysteria long enough to 
find out whether anyone is already squatting on Fom- 
alhaut Three.” nae 

The two men turned around to find that Lukas had 
quietly appeared through the companion hatch. 

Alsdorf grinned sheepishly. “Hello, Mike. Still thinking 
in terms of supermen?” if 

“Maybe, maybe not.” . 
_ Chirico said, “By all the laws, you should still be un-. 

conscious.” . 

Lukas walked over-to the chart bench and began to 
inspect the fruits of research. “My, my,” he said dryly. 
“Just like Earth before we remodeled it with the hydrogen 
bombs. Now we’ll have to start all over again.” 

Alsdorf waved a large telephoto print in front of his 
face. “Here’s the landing area—as from an altitude of 
three thousand meters. What do you think of that?” _ 

“Looks fine.” 
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_ @ new perspective, a revitalized set of values. Space travel 
_ arrived when we were getting mentally and emotionally 

flabby. We reacted to it as to a shot in the arm. But so far, all we’ve done is get nowhere—a lot quicker. . . | We’ve 
found seventeen new planets, and we haven’t learned a 
thing. We just grab what we want and push on to the next 
Garden of Eden. We’re a bunch of traveling snakes in the grass.” 

sdorf shrugged. “You mix a nice line in metaphors, 
but they don’t mean anything.” 

“There’s one consolation,” said Chirico with a grin. “None of us space snakes has come across any Adam and 
Eve setup yet.” 

“No,” said Lukas Somberly. “But we will—and then, od em ” 

Alsdorf climbed up into the astrodome and began to readjust the manual telescope. “I’ll have the rest of the data ready in about six hours, Mike—if you can drop the Garden of Eden motif long enough to plan the touch- down.” His tone was heavy with sarcasm. 
_ __ “On with the good work,” said Lukas. “I’ll go and kick oe out of bed and get him to check the volatility tubes,’ 

He disappeared down the companion ladder. “Do you think Mike is off his trolley?” asked Chirico _ thoughtfully. 
_ . Alsdorf squinted down the telescope. “Not yet. He’s just got an ingrowing conscience, Space pilots don’t last _ very long, you know.” 
__ The Italian began to reset the stereo-radar. “What the hell,” he said softly. “We're all expendable,” 

__Nine hours later, the Henri Poincaré swung slowly out of orbit into the first vast circuit of an oblique descent spiral. After fifteen minutes it hit the outer fringes of the stratosphere, and the four occupants, each strapped in a _ contour berth on the navigation deck, prepared to endure am agonizing switchback as the ship reduced its velocity by | frictional impact on the thin layers of air, Lukas, relieved of all Tesponsibility by the automatic of ae electronic touch-down pilot, managed to ie 
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enabled him to develop a kind of mental block against the — 
worst discomforts of a bouncy touch-down maneuver, His 
head lay on the pillow facing an observation panel, and 
during the odd moments when the G forces eased suffi- 
ciently to let him use his eyes, he could see an expanding 
arc of Fomalhaut Three swinging crazily against the jet 
backcloth of space. 

In spite of having a respectable number of voyages 
behind him, Duluth always took the touch-down drop 
badly. He would strain instinctively and uselessly against 
the relentless forces that crushed him down, As the Henri 
Poincaré ploughed jerkily into the thicker layers of air, 
Duluth felt the deadly ache of resistance tearing at his 
muscles, and impotently muttered a broken stream of 
obscenities, 

Alsdorf and Chirico, both comparative novices of the 
touch-down ordeal, had taken the sensible precaution of 
putting themselves completely to sleep. But even though — 
they were unconscious, their bodies sagged and contorted 

_ as if they were twitched by invisible strings, 
_ Presently the ship hit the atmosphere proper. This time 
the pressure was unendurable. Lukas and Duluth blacked — 
out simultaneously, When they next opened their eyes, the — 
pain was already fading from their bodies. They bocaday 
conscious of a luxurious feeling of peace. The Henri Poin- 
caré had made a perfect touch-down. j 

Duluth shook his head in momentary bewilderment, “I 
almost swallowed my bloody tongue,” he remarked 
hoarsely. He looked around and saw that Lukas was 
already unbuckling his straps. Alsdorf and Chirico had 
stopped twitching, but they were still unconscious. “Look 
at the sleeping beauties,” added Duluth, feeling better, 

- “How long does that lullaby stuff last?” ! 
__ Lukas stood up and stretched. He winced suddenly as 

_ his back muscles, still unaccustomed to the release of ten- _ 
_ sion, gave a sharp twinge. qe mane i 

“They should be with us inside half an hour. . . , Come : 
on, Joe, let’s take a look around the next stamping ground 
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Lukas was amazed. “Holy smoke! Apart from the col- 

; 

ors, this could be South America or the African coast!” 
_ His voice shook with excitement. 
_ _ “Jesus,” said Duluth. “Maybe we took the wrong turn- 

_ ing and blasted ourselves back into the System.” He hur- 
_ Tied up the short ladder and stood by Lukas’s side. 

} From their observation point in the nose of the ship, 
_ More than seventy meters above ground level, they com- 
manded a panoramic view of the landing area. 

| The Henri Poincaré had come to rest on a broad sand 
_ belt. About five kilometers to the planetary east, the calm 
_ emerald-green ocean lay flat as a mirror under a misty, 
somewhat yellowish sky, On the opposite side of the ship, 

~ a Kilometer or so to the west, a bright blue-green forest 
line rose abruptly from the red sand. Nothing moved 
anywhere, but far away on.the sand belt was a colony of 
dark spots that proved, on inspection by the telescope, to 

_ be a flock of resting birds—something like terrestrial 

High above, the noon sun contrived to filter its oddly relaxing light through the even layer of cloud. The star, 
_ Fomalhaut, was a thousand million miles away, but its in- 
tense radiation bathed the third planet with sunlight al- _ Most equal to the tropical brilliance found on Earth. 

_ “Well, what do you know,” exclaimed Duluth after _ Several seconds of fascinated silence. “Isn’t that some- 
thing! What's the atmosphere like, anybody find out?” 
__ “Tony says we can use it, but better be careful than Sorry. . . . How about letting the ladder down while Kurt and Tony are finishing their beauty sleep?” 
_ “Pm on my way,” said Duluth. “Think ll jump into a pressure suit and stroll around,” 
ee all right with a respiration mask,” Lukas 

tr 
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him. The vague uneasiness he had felt about Fomathaut 

Three intensified. He was not normally a superstitious 
man, or given to premonitions, and his uneasiness was 
hard to analyze. 

As a veteran of three other planetary investigations, he 
was mentally prepared for any reasonable physical 
hazards that might be expected. But although Lukas 
sensed some kind of threat hidden in the almost conven- 
tional landscape of Fomalhaut Three, he felt oddly confi- 
dent that it wasn’t physical. 

As his eyes strayed idly over the forest line, he thought 
he detected some kind of movement; but by ‘the time he 
got the telescope focused, there was nothing to be seen. 
Probably, he told himself, it was some trick of the peculiar 
yellow light. 

Somnolent groans from down below indicated that 
Alsdorf and Chirico were returning to consciousness. He 
went down the ladder to help them with their straps. 

‘Devil take it,” grumbled the small Italian, blinking 
painfully, “I have the mother and father of all hangovers.” 

“Swallow a pill. You'll feel better.” 
With a hand on his forehead, Alsdorf gently worked his 

head up and down. He seemed surprised when it didn’t fall 
off. ““What’s the situation?” he asked. 

Lukas jerked a thumb toward the observation dome. 
“Too good to be true. See for yourself.” 

“Any signs of life?” 
“Birds, I think. . . . But too far away for detail to show 

up. 99 

“Well, well. That’s an excellent start. Maybe we'll find 
something better than a three-legged pseudo-wolf, ses 
Mike?” 

“Maybe.” 
The two scientists went up into the observation dome. — 

Lukas watched them, then said, “Joe’s already stretching 
his legs. Can you see him?” 

Chirico laughed. “For a moment I ho he was the 
welcome committee.” 

Lukas said, “I could use a drink before we go outside. 
If you need me, I'll be on the mess deck. 2 He went, down 

the companion ladder. 
Ten minutes later, Alsdorf and Chirico joined him. 

d seh sat around the table, sipping ‘hot coff j ae cae 

Non aes 



feel of an almost normal gravity pull, and discussing plans for tackling the survey block. Alsdorf, as the senior rep- resentative of Trans-Solar Chemicals, was busy making out duty lists, . 
Suddenly there was a commotion on the lower deck. Then the sound of heavy metallic boots on the main Jad- der. The three men jumped up and went to the hatch. They met Duluth on his way up. He was wearing a Pressure suit. As soon. as he saw them, he pressed the _ Gmergency release and whipped off his headpiece. “Apes,” he panted. “Bloody big ones!” 
“Where?” snapped Alsdorf. 
“Half a kilometer away. There’s a troop of them—fif- teen, maybe twenty—heading toward us from the forest.” ~ Chirico was almost bouncing with excitement, “This gets better and better. It looks like we really found some- thing this time,” 

_ The three of them hurried into pressure suits, while Duluth picked up a couple of machine pistols to deal with any misunderstandings that might arise. Then they went down to the airlock. y the time they had got through the €ntry-port and climbed down the landing ladder, the ap- proaching troop was less than a hundred meters away. Duluth and Alsdorf held the machine pistols firmly at their hips. “Ain’t this joyful?” remarked Duluth over his personal radio, “Hey, they got bundles with ’em. What’s the betting they’re going to pelt us with Kingsize coco- huts?” 
“Anthropoids!” exclaimed Chirico incredulously, “By all that’s holy, we’ve found anthropoids on the first touch- down. . . . No, by heaven, they’re not anthro- oo hominids! Look at the size of those 

__ Lukas was staring through his visor intently. His eyes had not yet adjusted to the Strange light of Fomalhaut _ Three, but as the troop came closer, moving at a queer | half-trot, he saw that their limbs were pale and hairless while their faces were half-hidden under dark, shagey 
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Lukas gave a dry laugh. “That’s our story. We might as 
well stick to it.” 

Fifteen paces away, the troop fanned out into a 
semicircle and came to a halt, At a signal from one in the 
center, they placed their burdens down on the sand and 
waited expectantly, Men and hominids gazed at each 
other. Both groups seemed reluctant to make the first 
move, 

Lukas and his companions saw that the inhabitants of 
Fomalhaut Three were almost uniformly tall—each of 
them about two inches higher than Alsdorf, who was the 
tallest of the terrenes. They were massive-chested 
creatures with hunched shoulders and long, sinewy arms. 
Their toes splayed uneasily, as if they were more ac- 
customed to gripping branches than supporting those 
tough, wiry bodies in’ even balance. Their faces—what 
could be seen of them under the matting of coarse 
hair—were almost Neanderthal, with broad, flared nos- 
trils, thick lips, receding forehead, and an occasional 
glimpse of dark eyes under bushy brows. 

Presently one of them, whose hair was lighter and thin- 
ner than the rest, stepped out from the group and raised — 
his right arm forward, level with the shoulder, as if in 
greeting. He began to work his lips. 

Encased in their pressure suits, the terrenes could hear 
no sound, But Lukas suddenly decided that it was worth 
risking a few alien bugs to hear what Neanderthal Man, 
Fomalhaut Three version, had to say. He took off his 
headpiece. ‘ | 

“Czanyas,” said the hominid, touching his own chest, 
Then, pointing at the terrenes, he aden “Olye ma nye 
Kran czanyas.” ; 
_ Lukas took a couple of steps forward and repeated the 
word czanyas experimentally with his finger pointing at 
the hominid. 

The whole troop made a rumbling noise in their throats, 
and lips curved in broad grins, Encouraged, Lukas — 
thumped his own chest: “Olye ma nye kran czanyas?” He 
displayed his bewilderment with exaggerated gestures, 

_. The old hominid pointed to the sky: “Olye?” Thea he 
pointed to the ship: “Ma nye kran!” Then he pointed to 
kas, Alsdorf, Duluth, and Chiri | tun 
. Olye ma nye kran cx 
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_. Duluth had taken his headpiece off. “What does the old bird say, Mike?” 
“In case we didn’t notice it,” said Lukas with a grin, “he’s pointing out the difference between us and them—I 

think. They are men, and we are men of the ship of the sky, or something like that.” - 34 
_ The old hominid turned and made a small hand signal to his own kind. One at a time, they came forward and laid their presents at the feet of the terrenes. Then they returned to the semicircle and squatted. Presently each of the terrenes had at his feet a pile of assorted fruits of vary- ing shapes, sizes, and colors. Chirico, unable to restrain his interest, took off his headpiece and sat down to ex- amine his pile. He began to sort out the local equivalents of melon, grapes, oranges, nuts, and even maize, 

y Alsdorf remained unrelaxed, still wearing his headpiece, still covering the hominids with his machine pistol. Y 
__ Lukas examined his own pile of fruit, then with much gesture and patient repetition, managed to make the hominids understand that he and his companions were _ grateful. Finally he turned to Duluth. “Better make this mutual. What can we give em, Joe?” 
ql et grinned, “How about a machine pistol, or a gas - bomb?” He foes . 

__ But Lukas wasn’t in the mood for humor, “They’ll be getting the benefits of civilization soon enough. ... Better _ break out a few plastic bowls, Jump to it!” 
_ “Aye-aye, Skipper. Keep your shirt on.” Duluth went _back into the ship, and emerged a few minutes later with an armful of utensils, which he presented to the hominids, _ Stavely wishing each one in tir a Merry Christmas, _ For the next hour or so, Lukas and Chirico concen- _ trated on establishing the meaning of various words. Even _Alsdorf became sufficiently interested to take off his head- piece and join in. They discovered that solyenas was food; Sehgal solyenas ra meant man eats food. They learned 

id lashevo the word for. air, From this, they finally idated that olye was not the sky but the sun. eee And while these language concepts were being estab- i > sun sank slowly down the yellowish sky until it Tipe Tceninide thes. 

‘“oshevo was the word for water, ilshevo the word FOR) 



that they wished to go back to the forest, but would return 
- again “when the sun swam out of the ocean.” 

““Mahrata,” said the old, grizzled leader, Taising his 
arm. “Olye kalengo, czanyas kalengo. Olye rin koshevo, 
da czanyas va.” 

“Me too,” grinned Duluth. “What’s he saying, Mike?” 
“He says: ‘Farewell. Sun sleeps, men sleep. Sun swims 

from water, then men return.’ ” 
The four terrenes watched the troop of hominids make 

their way back across the sand belt to the now darkening 
forest line. Then they went back into the ship, taking most 
of the fruit with them and dumping. it in the laboratory for 
Chirico’s further attention. 

The brief but tremendous stress of -touch-down, fol- 
lowed by the equally tremendous discovery that Fomal- 
haut Three was inhabited by manlike beings, had almost 
drained them of emotional and intellectual energy. They 
were tired and, to their surprise, ravenously hungry. 

However, there was still some daylight left, and Alsdorf 
suggested that they rig up the cargo derrick and lower the 
caterpillar tractor to the ground in readiness for the first 
survey trip.’ But by the time the derrick was ready to take 
the tractor, it was too dark to see what they were doing. 
Duluth went up to the navigation deck and ‘swung out 
three searchlights, focusing them on the ground i 
diately below the derrick. For another ten or fifteen 
minutes the men worked in silence, lugging the tractor out 
of the bowels of the ship and hooking it up to the derrick 
with hiduminium hawsers, At last they lowered away, and 
had the satisfaction of knowing that the first survey party 
could push off as soon as the sun rose. 

“By the Lord Harry, I’m dead on my feet,” panted 
Duluth as he stared down at the tractor in the ‘pale, cir- 
cular glare of the arc lights. 

Chirico wiped the sweat from his forehead. “Bet I could 
eat one of our tame hominids raw.” i 

“I. have a suggestion,” said Lukas, “Iced beer. and 
chicken. Anybody with me?” 
There was a minor stampede to the mess deck. iv " 

_. Throughout a long, luxurious meal, discussion centered 
mainly upon the hominids and the Diners of 
_ Fomalhaut Three spe ta ‘more highly developed 

tures. Of the four of them, Alsd as the le 



| in what he referred to as “the organic curiosities of the _ Planet.” Being one of the star geophysicists of Trans-Solar 
Chemicals, his preoccupation was solely with the mineral 

. Content of the planet, how best it could be exploited and 
the resulting products transported to the Solar System. i “Do not forget,” he said dryly, “that we are here to _ look for rare metals, not to investigate the indigenous life _ forms. The hominids are interesting, but we must not let _ them sidetrack us... . On the other hand, if there are _ possibilities of large-scale mining, they may provide a con- _ venient labor force. Otherwise—” , 

| _, Lukas slammed his beer mug down. “Kurt, there are _ times when you make me sick. These poor bastards have a | tight to their own existence. ’m damned if I’d see them turned into a bunch of coolies so that Trans-Solar can _ double their dividends. Don’t you have any conscience?” '  Alsdorf grinned. “My duty toward my neighbor,” he _ Said slyly, “is surely my duty toward my fellow human | beings. If the situation demanded it, I would not hesitate | to exploit these creatures for the benefit of humanity. . . . | We should, of course, civilize them in the process.” _ _ “Bhuebells to both of you,” drawled Duluth with an | inane grin. “Quit arguin’ about what ain’t happenin’, and | for Chrissake have another beer. . . . I wonder if those | long-haired boys got any idea how to make wallop? Thash _ the way to shivilishe *°em—teash ’em to make corn brandy | and shay shir to the nishe zhentlemen from shpace.” 

: Next morning at dawn, the hominids retumed, bringing with them more presents—only this time the presents were e — as to make Alsdorf’s eyes practically pop out of his _ head, 
_ Nobody was awake when they arrived, so they squatted patiently outside the Henri Poincaré, nursing their presents and chanting a kind of tuneless psalm, either to the ship or 

occupants. ; 

S was the first to go down to them. He saw that 
sents consisted of small whitish metal drinking crudely ornamented, and it occurred to him that _ 

ered in exchange for the colored plastic — 
ed to the hominids the day 
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stepped out and opened the ceremony. Pane Da 

“Mahrata-nua,” he said. “Olye rin a koshevo, e czanyas |} 

va kala mu omeso.” He touched the bowl he was holding 
to the center of his forehead, then held it out to Lukas. 

Lukas had a peculiar feeling. For one odd moment, he 
had the conviction that the hominids were staging an 
elaborate joke—the sort of joke that sophisticated adults 
might rig for the benefit of credulous children, Then he 
met the innocent gaze of the old hominid, and the feeling 
passed, ‘ Lene at 

He took the bowl, and was still busy expressing his — 
thanks in mime and language when Alsdorf came ge 
The geophysicist was immediately presented with a bowl 
himself, With a brief gesture and a patronizing smile for — 
the old one, he suddenly forgot everything and began to — 
examine the bowl intently. He took a small knife from his _ 
pocket and scratched the surface. Then he took out a lens _ 
and peered at the scratch through it. Uttering a sharp ex- — 
clamation, he hurried back into the ship. Five minutes 
later he returned, pale and trembling. . 

“Mike, do you know what this thing is made of?” He 
stared at the bowl in his hand with an expression of sh 
‘disbelief... thee Be | 

“Haven't a clue,” said Lukas calmly. “You tell me.” _ 
“Platinum,” croaked Alsdorf. “Solid platinum! We've 

just been presented with a small fortune.” iat 
Though it was obviously impossible for the hominids — 
‘to understand what Alsdorf was saying, they grinned _ 
broadly, as if they were delighted with his excitement—or _ 
as if their subtle private joke was a big success. - 

. While Alsdorf was assuring himself that the bowl Lukas _ 
held was also made of platinum, Duluth and Chirico ap- - 
peared, They, too, went through the presentation — 
ceremony. . . bee ahh 

ying 
pld for | 

NG 



_ know it, the bottom will have dropped out of the platinum _ Inarket.” — aS 
_ “We'll make a killing with the first load,” said Duluth happily. “Think Pl buy Switzerland, as well—just for the winter sports.” I Lukas grinned. “This ship is under charter,” he re- marked. “Read your articles, son. All cargo belongs to _Trans-Solar.” 

Meanwhile the old hominid began another speech. ‘Af- ter much effort on both sides, it became clear that he was _ Offering the hospitality of his village. 
. _Alsdorf said, “We can’t all go. Somebody has to stay with the ship. » I need Tony for the survey. We’re going to make a start this morning.” He paused, “Now we know what we are looking for.” ; Duluth tossed up his bowl and caught it. He grinned at Lukas. “You just been elected, Mike. Have a good time, and don’t get fresh with the women.” 

“Why don’t you go yourself? I thought you would have been straining at the leash, Joe. Something wrong?” “No, nothing wrong,” said Duluth innocently. “Only I’d like someone else to find out if these boys are cannibals. -- - Be a pal, and bring back some more free samples. I got an idea Trans-Solar won't worry about a few kilograms—not where I put ’em.” 
__ Five minutes later, Lukas was trailing across the sand belt toward the forest, walking with the old hominid at the head of the column, 
: orf watched the procession silently for a while, then said, “Did he take a machine pistol?” 

Chirico began to examine the curious pattern on his bowl. “He didn’t take anything, Kurt. At least, I don’t think so,” - 
; __ “He must have the death wish,” said Alsdorf genially. He turned to Duluth. “How about improving your muscle tone, Joe? There’s a lot of gear to be stowed in the trac- 

village proved to be a couple of dozen two-room ith adobe walls and thatches woven of thin fronds. It stood in a small clearing by a 
ut three kilometers. om the Henri. 



In his own way, Lukas had previously tended to roman- 

ticize the “noble savage.” In discussions with Alsdorf 

throughout the long star voyage, he had based his argu- 

ments relating to the decadence of civilization on the 

assumption that primitive man had in him some heroic 

element—a crude innocence, perhaps—that had slowly 

been depraved by the development of synthetic power. By 

synthetic power, he meant the output of all machinery 

whose energy did not derive directly from man himself. 

Because terrestrial humanity no longer lived by the sweat 

of its brow, but learned to rely upon steam, petroleum, 

atomic energy, and solar power to take care of the donkey 

work, Lukas had felt that some vital, indefinable force 

had been irrevocably lost. Secretly Lukas despised himself — 

as the product of a machine culture. Secretly he despised 

the fascination space travel had for him, because it was — 

the ultimate in reliance upon machines. As a child he had 

read stories, half-legend, half-fact, of the extinct races— 

the North American Indians, the Eskimos, the Polyne- 

sians. Their starkly primitive existence had enthralled him. | 

Their eventual extinction—the work of modern man—had _ 

dealt a sharp blow to his early and conventional faith in — 

the benefits of science. Ever since, he had regarded his 

own aptitude and affinity for machines with a mixture of | 

guilt and hate. And though he turned out to be a first-class _ 

pilot, he both distrusted his skill and was ashamed of it. © 

He was still unconsciously yearning for the simple life. — 

The village to which the hominids led him came as a 

- small shock. It was squalid and it stank. He knew then 

that he had expected something better. bd 

~The women as well as the men were entirely naked. — 

' Their slack bellies, their pendulous breasts sagged wearily © 
as they struggled with pitchers of water from the stream or — 

returned from the morning’s forage with a basket of fruit © 
and a couple of rickety children dancing at their heels. 

The overwhelming atmosphere was one of lassitude, al- - 
_ most of exhaustion. | 

Fomalhaut, Three (Yantai 

th a feeling that perhaps htgdore. if 

would i) 
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_ and rectify any deficiency of vitamins, 
The old hominid who had presented the platinum bowls 

and then offered his pathetic hospitality was called Masu- 
mo. He led Lukas into one of the adobe. huts and invited 
him to squat on the sanded floor. Presently they were 
served with bowls of vegetable milk and sliced yams by an . 
old crone. Lukas stared at the refreshment distastefully, 
but decided to risk it. After all, he supposed it was possible 
even for an apelike creature in a jungle slum to feel in- 
sulted. 

Surprisingly, Masumo’s main interest lay in getting 
Lukas to talk—not the hominid tongue, but his own 
language. By a complicated amalgam of signs, gestures, 
and sounds, he indicated his wish for Lukas to talk of his own world, of cities and spaceways. It was some time before the general idea became apparent, and Lukas obliged only with reluctance, feeling that it was going to be like talking to a blank wall. 

But after a while he began to warm up to his subject. He almost forgot Masumo’s presence in the queer sensa- tion that he was talking Something out of himself. He described the vast metropolitan culture that had developed on Earth, the slow convergence of East and West, the origin of the Federated World Government after the first and last atomic war, the exploration of the solar planets, and the race for the stars. 
And as he talked, an obscure pattern seemed to be tak- ing shape at the back of his mind. 

It was nearly sunset by the time Lukas got back to the ship. Duluth was waiti g for him, but the others were still out with the tractor. ; 
_ “Hello, Mike. Been making whoopee with the village maidens? How did it go?” 

_ The engineer stared at him incredulously, “Boy, one of us has sunstroke, and I’m feeling all right. You say you Spent most of the time talking English?” 
_ “That’s what the old boy wanted.” He scratched his d frowned slightly. “Somehow, it seemed perfectly once I got started. You should see that village, 

rp wha ubeen doing 



- Duluth grinned. “I played truant. Things were so damn | 
quiet around here, I fixed up the monowheel and went for 

_.arun. Covered about a hundred kilometers, I guess.” 
“See anything of Kurt and Tony?” 1 
“Nope. I went north. Funny thing, Mike, you’d think — 

there’d be a hell of a lot of wild life about, wouldn’t you?” | 
Ral? : 

“So there just isn’t, that’s all. When I’d done about fif- 
teen kilometers, I got fed up with the sand and went for a 
spin in the forest. Saw a few birds, squirrels, and some- 
thing that looked like a rabbit, But no big game. What do 
you make of that?” 

“Nothing. What should I make of it?” 
“I don’t know. It just seems mighty peculiar. Come to 

think of it, this Wee CORT Ona as Sten Pee ete 
Too stinking quiet.” 

Lukas suddenly remembered the peculiar feeling he had | 
when Masumo presented him with the platinum bowl that 
morning. He was about to mention it to Duluth, but was 
distracted by a flashing pencil beam of light over toward — 

_ the forest line. “Here they come,” said Lukas. “Kurt has _ 
the headlights on.” iy 

A. few minutes later, Alsdorf and Chirico clambered up 
to the mess deck. The geophysicist’s eyes were gleaming 
with satisfaction. | 

“Palladium and platinum,” he said, trying to keep the 
tremor out of his voice. “Concentrated alluvial deposits! — 
You can fill your pocket with nuggets without taking a — 
dozen steps, Here, take a look at these.” He passed a few 
small, irregular blackish stones for inspection, ite 

“Looks to me like small slag,” said Duluth, unim- HH 
pressed, i 

(>. “They're Cetus with iron oxide,” explained Alsdort : 
impatiently. “There is more platinum to the square — 
kilometer here than the entire output of the solar planets! — 

_ We have made history. This thing is going to be so big—” .. 
ipa bet that fills the hominids with Joy, ap said Lukas © 

ly. ven | 
_Alsdorf laughed. “We found a few of their erude ar- 
ifacts lying around, Fiber shovels and hip a it 

the ve platinum and palladiu 



_ Mouth, Mike. Is something wrong?” _ Rise 
_ “Negative,” said Lukas with a faint smile, 
Alsdorf collected his precious nuggets and put them 

back into his pocket. “How did the party go, Mike? Did 
they try to poison you?” 

“Didn’t need to. That village of theirs is one unholy 
stinkpot.” 

The German shrugged. “What did you expect? In a cou- 
ple of years there won’t be any village. We will introduce 
the hominids to the concept of organized effort. They don’t know it yet, but they’re going to build a spaceport.” 

ukas gave a wry grin. “You think they'll be en- 
thusiastic?” 

“We'll convert them.” Alsdorf was full of confidence, full of the civilized man’s self-assurance, secure in the knowledge that—as so often before—machines and psy- chological warfare would make the domination of a tribe _ Of savages no problem at all, 

The following morning, after an early meal, Alsdorf and Chirico set out in the tractor to continue their survey. Duluth stayed in the ship, doing a few small maintenance jobs. But by midday he had finished, and suggested that _ he and Lukas go for a spin in the monowheel. 
“Not for me, Joe,” said Lukas, staring moodily through _ @ transparent panel on the navigation deck. “Among other _ things, I’m going to bring the log up to date. Haven’t had time for it so far.” 

__ “Suit yourself,” said Duluth. “I’m going to shoot me a . Squirrel if I can’t find anything bigger. . . . Maybe I'll take _ a look at shantytown on the way back.” 
| He went down the companion ladder. Presently Lukas _ Saw the monowheel hurtling along at high speed over the _ Smooth sand belt. He watched till it became a small speck, _ then turned to the chart table and reached for the star log. _ He began to make concise entries in a neat, steady hand- 
sited ae a < | He had been working for about twenty minutes when a _— 

e sky-machine,” ny ha ‘ 
he’d been stung. He spun around, — 

ck. Then he looke 
below a 

Softly. in his ear: “Masumo would speak with ae 



small, naked figure in the distance. It was coming toward 
the Henri Poincaré. Puzzled, Lukas went down to meet it. 

“Did you talk to me while I was in the sky-machine?” 
he asked abruptly, 

But Masumo only smiled, raised his leathery arm in 
greeting, and offered the traditional salutation in his own 
language. Lukas returned it, and together they walked 
back to the ship. 

Oddly enough, Lukas had already forgotten about the 
voice, and did not remember it until much later. Suddenly 
he wanted to show Masumo the interior of the ship, 
wanted to see his reaction to the wonders of terrestrial 
science. 

He gestured toward the ladder. The hominid smiled and 
scrambled up it with incredible speed. Lukas followed and 
began the conducted tour. 

If he expected a violent reaction—a display of supersti- 
tion, dread, or near-worship—he was disappointed. 
Masumo looked at volatility tubes, pile drives, Kirch- 
hausen units, refrigerators, contour berths, electronic 
cookers, and motion. picture projectors with the same 
bland smile. It was as if, thought Lukas, the old hominid 
was on guard against something—too much on guard to 
remember that he ought to be suitably astounded, 

Only once did Masumo forget himself. They were on 
the navigation deck, and Lukas had just shown him the 
manual telescope, pointing it toward the forest line and © 
letting him look through. But even the glass that made 
things magically near did not shake Masumo. He treated it 
with that same unwavering smile. 

Baffled, Lukas turned his attention to the small 
transceiver, intending to make radio contact with the trac- 
tor and see if Masumo would react to voices that he would 
recognize. He tried five hundred kilocycles, the agreed fre- 
quency, and called repeatedly. But as there was no 
answer, he concluded that Alsdorf and Chirico were out 
working on foot. As Lukas got up from the radio bench, 
he suddenly saw Masumo staring with poorly repressed 
excitement at a star chart. He stood still and watched for a 
moment, noting the quick, alert interest and the| way 

from one con- — Masumo swiftly moved his skinny finger 
‘stellation.to another. inl yy eine tS 
_ Then, aware that Lukas w 
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i seemed to withdraw once more into his role of ignorant savage. The bland smile settled over his face like a mask. “Masumo, you know what those are, don’t you?” demanded Lukas, pointing to the star charts. 
But the hominid affected not to understand, and said in his own tongue, “Talk to me, man of the sky. Talk to me of your voyage across the ocean of many suns,” 

in now that Masumo was practicing some elaborate deception, Lukas wanted to shake the truth out of him. Instead, he found himself obeying the old hominid with a strange sense of emotional submission—as if his willpower had been paralyzed, 

Masumo left the Henri Poincaré a little before sun- set—long enough to give him a sufficient light to get back to the village. A few minutes after the hominid had _ gone, Lukas managed to rouse himself from a mental and emotional stupor. He had the sensation of awakening from some peculiar dream. He lit a cigarette, poured himself a stiff drink, and tried to consider the events of the after- noon calmly. ; 
_ He was still puzzling the situation out when Duluth 

seance, 
“What’s eating you, Mike? Somebody been making nasty faces through the window?” 

_ Lakas pulled himself together and gave a laconic ac- count of Masumo’s visit. Duluth pursed his lips and let out a long, low whistle, 
“I had a feeling those simple-minded characters were 

I was there a couple of hours, maybe. 
and all of it directed 

3 g mighty fishy, but © 
ut was until I was heading back 
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reatures have been taking us—for a ride. They’re natural 
elepaths.” 
Duluth shrugged. “If they’re so goddam clever, why do 

hey look like a gorilla’s next of kin? Why do they live the 
vay they do?” : ; 
“That’s what we’re going to find out.” : 
At that moment they heard sounds down below indicat- 

ng that Alsdorf and Chirico had returned with the tractor. 
Yuluth went down to meet them. A few moments later, 
\lsdorf hurried up the companion ladder. There was a 
urious, strained look on his face. 
“Mike, what is your opinion of witchcraft?” he asked 

ibruptly. ; 
Lukas raised his eyebrows. “I haven’t any. You’d better 

ell me the worst.” 
The German:slumped onto a bench. His gaze fell on the 

lewly opened bottle of whiskey. He reached for it and 
ook a deep draught—straight from the bottle. Lukas was 
ntrigued, This was the first time he had ever seen Alsdorf 
ose his smooth sangfroid. 
“Palladium and platinum deposits,” said Alsdorf, 

se a little. “They’ve completely disappeared.” 
“Ww, at! 

The geophysicist nodded emphatically. “Not a trace. 
[hey might never have existed. Nothing disturbed, no sign 
of interference. But not a trace of nuggets, ore, or any/ 
lamn thing. . .. Acres and acres of it, Mike, and the 
whole lot wiped clean out of existence.” The shock to his 
cientific soul was such that he seemed about to burst into 
ears. 

Lukas stared at him. “But the thing is impossible. 
You're sure—” sc eee 

Alsdorf slammed the bottle down. “Don’t ask me if I’m 
ure it’s the right place. Tony and I nearly went crazy 
a sure. How could it happen, Mike? It’s impossi- 
le!” YF 
“It was impossible, you mean.” Lukas stood up. be a 
ooks as if this is our big day, doesn’t it?” He gazed — 
hrough the observation panel at the darkening sky over 
he forest line and began to tell Alsdorf about Masumo’s 

By a time he had finished, the geophysi 



ip iy Mi a aa a 

“we will make our plans. Tomorrow we will take the trac- 
tor and pay these hominids a visit—with machine pistols, 

_ grenades, and gas bombs.” He laughed mirthlessly. “The 
_ experiment will be conducted under scientific conditions, 

' We will see. if they are—vulnerable,” 
“Are you proposing to blast them to glory?” demanded 

Lukas quietly. “Because if so, you can think again. This is 
_. their planet, not ours.” 
iy Alsdorf gave him a sour grin. “Still the adolescent 
_ idealist, Mike. . .. Why don’t you grow up?” 

“Don’t worry, I am,” retorted Lukas. “Meanwhile, 
don’t think I’m going to let you intimidate a bunch of 
defenseless savages.” 

“I get the impression that they are not so defenseless or 
SO ignorant as we thought,” remarked Alsdorf pleasantly. 
“And while I have no intention of being dramatic, I’m 
damn well going to find out what’s happened to our 

tinum.” 
“Our platinum?” Lukas stared at him. 

“Ours by right of conquest,” amended Alsdorf dryly. _ “We have the superior culture, the ‘superior tools, and the 
__ Superior weapons.” ~---—— ~ ¢ 
__ Lukas suddenly laughed. “But we aren’t telepaths, and 
_ We can’t do vanishing tricks with large platinum deposits, _ Don’t get overconfident, Kurt.” 

__ Chirico came up the companion ladder, preceded by a loud blast of invective, 
_. “Those lousy stinking aboriginals! Those sons of a 
venereal ape! Hi, Mike. I hear you’ve been having fun, 

_ too, What beats me is how they could possibly—” 
. Duluth, who had followed him, said calmly, “I have a _ theory.” The three men turned and stared at him, 

_. Duluth helped himself to a cigarette and lit it. “Yeah,” 
he said with an air of profundity, “they do it with mir- — “Tors.?? : Tet i 

__ After the evening meal a formal conference was held on 
_ the navigation deck. Alsdorf ‘opened it by proposing to make a lightning swoop on the village to capture Masumo, _ 
With, ogical aim of holding him as a hostage and find- 

Knew, Lukas, as captain of the ship, and — 
or the safety of the ex 



“Are you suggesting, Mike, that we do nothing, that we 
just hang around waiting to see what happens ne: 
Alsdorf was scathing. . 

“Keep your shirt on. Leaving aside the ethics of the 
thing, I’m merely pointing out that we can’t afford to start 
anything unless we’re sure we can finish it. If Masumo is a 
telepath, we’d be fools to have him in the ship. It’s possi- 
ble he would be able to report back on every move we 
made,” 

“Unfortunately,” said Chirico with a wry smile, “Mike 
happens to be right. We do not know how these—these 
primitive poltergeists operate. ... But hell, we have to do 
something, don’t we?” 

“Why not get out of here and touch down somewhere 
else?” asked Duluth lazily. “Anything for a quiet life.” 

Alsdorf withered him with a glance. “And lose the 
finest platinum deposits we’re ever likely to see?” 

. “Correct me if I’m wrong,” drawled Duluth, “but 
haven’t we already lost.’em?” 

Glancing quickly from face to face, Lukas could see 
that the expedition’s morale had reached a crucial phase. 
While he personally would have gladly accepted Duluth’s 
suggestion, for some reason that he could not yet fully un- 
derstand, he realized that it was psychologically unsound, 
For the first time in history a space crew had come up 
against a quasi-human culture—one that was both bey 
and below its terrestrial equivalent—and they could not, 
with self-respect, ignore its challenge. To do so would be 
to admit that their own sense of superiority was hollow, 
And Lukas was dimly aware that if human beings were to 
realize that they could be beaten by a different kind of 
creature, with a different concept of power, it would be as 
big a shock as the original discovery that Earth was not 
the fixed center of the universe, 

He looked at the faces of his companions and offered 
the compromise he had decided upon at the beginning, 

“Kurt would like to get tough with the hominids,” he 
said slowly, “but we agree that we’re not in a position to 
get tough. Joe suggests pulling up anchor and trying 
elsewhere, But that is no good, either. Sooner or later ii 
this kind of problem will occur again, We have to try and 
tackle it here. , . LE sueeey that, i | 

if 



will understand what we are getting at—if they want to un- 
derstand. If they don’t feel like cooperating over the 
platinum, well, we’ll have to think again. .. . But this is 
their tetritory, and we can’t afford to create a situation 
that might jeopardize the next space crew to get here,” 

Chirico made up his mind immediately. “That’s the best 
idea yet, Mike, If the hominids really are mindreaders, 
they’ll know we aren’t out for trouble, and they might be 
willing to meet us... . What do you say, Kurt?” 
The ying shrugged. “I think they will laugh at 

us. But I’m willing to try diplomacy—once,” 
“It could be interesting,” remarked Duluth, “I’m for 

it—providing I’m not elected to stay behind and guard the 
Ship. If they can knock off the platinum deposits, they 
might take it into their nuts to have a crack at vanishing 
the Poincaré.” ° 

_ “That’s my responsibility,” said Lukas. “You three had 
better get some sleep while I take the first watch.” 

' It was late afternoon ‘before the expedition started, 
Lukas had suggested the delay in case the hominids them. 
selves chose to make a visit. But though a constant watch 
had been kept on the forest line, no movement had been 
observed; and it looked as if the hominids were content to 
rest on their achievements so far. 
__Alsdorf’s defensive armament consisted of two machine 
pistols and a box of gas bombs. He stowed himself, the 
gas bombs, and one machine pistol in the tractor’s obser- 
vation turret, while Duluth took the other machine pistol 

low and sat with Chirico, who was the driver. 
_ Lukas came down the ladder to see them off. He ex- 
changed a few last-minute words with Alsdorf, who had 
decided ‘to ride with the turret hatch open—in case quick 

ow is the adrenalin, Kurt?” 
The geophysicist gave him a thin smile, “I’m not 
f: py, if that’s what you mean.” eh 

as If they start throwing telepathy at you ia 
the sleep bombs. Get the hell out of 



) odes ene to the denote Coereaemee “ri belt you 
on the transceiver in fifteen minutes, Joe. Don’ t let them 
pull any rabbits out of your hat.’ 

Duluth laughed. Maybe we'll use a little magic our- 
selves.” | 

Chirico waved and switched on the engine. Presently 
the tractor was lumbering purposefully toward tte forest 
in a dead straight line. 

Lukas went back to the navigation deck and settled 
down to wait and watch. He lit a cigarette and made him- 
self comfortable in the astrodome, thus commanding the 
‘view on all sides. There was nothing to be seen. Even- 

tually he realized it was time for the radio check, He 
climbed down the short ladder and switched the 
transceiver on. 

“Ship to tractor, ship to tractor. Have you made contact 
yet?” 

“Tractor to ship.” Lukas recognized Duluth’s voice. 
“Tractor to ship. We hit shantytown a couple of minutes 
ago. Kurt is raising his blood pressure trying to make 

- Masumo understand what he’s talking about. The old son 
of an ape is playing stupid. Looks as if he’s enjoying it, 
too. Any developments your end?” ni 

“Dead quiet. I hope it stays that way..... ru leave this 
‘set on receive; then you can call me any time.” 

He to OL Mike. This is the picture so far. The old boy 
wanted to take Kurt into one of those adobe shacks—a bil 
bigger than the rest. It looks like some kind of counci 
‘chamber. But Kurt wasn’t having any. So he and Masum« 
are standing just in front of the tractor. The louder Kur 
shouts, the more the old boy seems to like it. At the mo 

ment he’s calmly drawing patterns in the sand with < 
_ pointed stick, You know, they look like star maps... 

Jesus, they are star maps! Mike, | can you believe 
this—he’ s plotted our course for a Solar deceleration 

- Now Kurt has really lost his oe Any moment nov 
he'll start tossing li cagnentares ol Sell Hey, Kurt! Fo: 

eit utarconaentl aan 
Suddenly Duluth’s | voice was cut ‘off. ‘Lukas ‘felt th 
sweat forming « on is forehead, He caine threw th 
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‘There was no background noise—nothing. 
Lukas stared dully at the transceiver, trying to work out | possibilities. Mechanical failure was possible, but least ely. Somebody or something had blasted the transmis- 
on. s 

Minutes went by, and nothing happened. Lukas hauled mself up into the astrodome and gazed intently on all les. The landscape was as empty as ever. He went down d tried the transceiver again, but his calls were answered. He tried to decide what to do. But all the ans he devised were blocked by the basic fact that he ust not leave the ship unguarded. That would be the al stupidity. Again he tried the transceiver, and again “re WaS No response. He could only wait and hope. Meanwhile the sun moved slowly down the yellowish y until it hung over the forest. Mechanically, Lukas ung himself up into the astrodome for the twentieth 1¢ and looked around. Then he saw something moving d grabbed the telescope. 
He couldn’t believe his eyes. The tractor was halfway ross the sand belt, heading straight for the Henri Poin- ré. Sitting crosslegged in front of its turret, rocking gently th the tractor’s motion and ‘looking like a somnolent id, was Masumo. b 
Lukas jumped down from the dome. He knew simul- leously that everything had gone wrong and yet, that nehow it was all right. 
Then he heard a voice speak softly in his ear: “Be not aid, man of the sky-machine. I come in peace.” Against all reason—even against his will—Lukas laid wn the machine pistol he had just picked up, and felt tension drain out of him. The words had acted on him : aS a command but as a compulsion. Calmly he went - wn the companion ladder and out of the space ship. He od on the still warm sand, watching the tractor draw ir. Ona - 
it pulled up smoothly, and at the same time Masumo od up, jumped lightly from the turret, and raised his in the customary greeting. On his face was a fixed, nd smile, * 



ing fixedly ahead with a vacancy of ‘expression that 

seemed to suggest a state of hypnosis. Duluth, his eyes 

open, his brain still working, had slumped on his seat in a 

catatonic stupor. Alsdorf lay quietly on the floor, curled. 

up in a tight foetal ball. nae 
With a sudden blaze of anger, Lukas turned to 

Masumo, raising his arm for a crushing blow. Then he saw 

the expression in the old hominid’s eyes, and his arm 

dropped impotently to his side. . 

~~ Tt was as if the landscape had darkened, as if Masumo 

had somehow become luminous, as if he had grown taller 

than the ship. As if his head had suddenly filled the yellow 

sky. Mi 
Lukas gazed at the eyes, fascinated. They became lakes, 

then whirlpools of infinite depth, drawing him down. 

Masumo’s smile did not change, his lips did not move, but 

the voice spoke once more. . 

It was a calm, quiet voice. And yet, the voice of thun- 

der. . aaa 

“Man-of-the-sky, you came to my village, and I read 

your heart. I saw there the picture of your machine-made 

civilization, its dreams of conquest, its nightmares of fear. 

. Your people are but children. We can allow them to play, 

a little longer. But presently they must put away their chil- 

dish toys. Presently they must learn to take their place as a 

single world-spirit in the star culture of immortals, 

Men live and die. But the racial purpose is beyond time. 

We of this world had learned to surrender to that purpose, 

to become one with all world-spirits throughout the vast 

pattern of stars, before your people could stand upright on 

ut. two feet. . 
Someday your race will find itself and freely follow the 

universal destiny. We, the enlightened ones, whom you 
have chosen to see only as ignorant savages, will await 
you. Until then it is our task to see that you do not plun- 
der the stars too much. ate Uh a 
_. Suspecting the reason for your visit, Man-of-the-sky, we 
- tested you and your companions with the rare metals you 

ire. And thus we learned how far you have yet t travel 
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happenings. You will know only that the journey was futile, that the planet was barren of all you Sought... . Farewell, Man-of-the-sky. May your people reach the ul» timate tranquillity in which diverse worlds—greater in number than the ‘sands of the sead—have found their com- mon end.” % 

Suddenly Masumo seemed to return to his normal stature. He raised his arm once more to Lukas, lightly touched the center of his forehead, then turned and walked slowly away over the sand belt toward the dark line of the forest. : 
Lukas watched until the hominid Was no more than a moving speck. Then, like a remotely controlled auto- maton, he went to the tractor. - 
Presently, some time after the sun had set, the Henri Poincaré emitted a jet of green flame from its planetary drive. Swiftly it began to climb in a blinding arc until, moving up into the reaches of sunlight again, its path was etched like a bow of burning gold. 
In the few seconds before it passed beyond the visible Tange, it was observed from the surface of Fomalhaut Three—by eyes that were no longer dark and without luster. Eyes that radiated an incomprehensible power, that glowed like twin diamonds, that burned like bright binary 

ed 



i die, because then the memory too will die. And for me 
‘that i is the only possible meaning of peace. 

Sometimes I realize that it is very pleasant here on the | 
farm in this Derbyshire valley. Especially in spring when I - 
have finished the morning stint of weaving and can look 
forward to spending a long, lazy afternoon sitting in the 
doorway of my cottage. There is nothing to do then but 
watch the sunlight slanting over low blue-green hills and 

- listen to the voices of the children at play. And wait until © 
_ darkness falls. . . 

& 

' They are a strange breed, these children of the Dark 
Age. Their blue eyes are filled with longing and their 
thoughts are centered not upon the future but on what 
they regard as the glorious past. The age of heroes, the al- 
most mythical age of powered machines and bin: cit- 
ies, radio and television, jetcraft and fast cars. 

‘And on clear evenings there are still satellites passing 
across the sky like bright stars in hurried transit. A few 
‘nights ago one of them fell out of orbit and passed through 
the upper atmosphere, a thin, curved shaft of radiance, - 
until the friction made it explode into a tiny flower of 
light. And so, perhaps, they will all eventually come 
down—-one by one, until there is nothing left to show that — 

man was once at the very gateway to the stars. 
The children like to hear about the satellites. But I 

think they do not quite believe in them. Or at least, not in 
the way that I do. As a survivor of the age in which — 
satellites were fired into orbit, I can recognize them for | 
what they are—engines of destruction, awaiting the signal 
to release their bombs from a button that is no longer 
‘there to be pushed. Though some of them—the: first 

_ ones—are no more than tiny celestial laboratories, 
perhaps still sending their faint bleep-bleeps co to a 
deaf world. . 

the ¢ space, of a paiet lifetim. 

‘For the children, however, the satellites. are simply 
mobile  stars—impressive only because they were eek 
: bsiaes their lonely j journeys by! the ie Ones, i : a ‘ 

The Great Ones! . yi 
It is sad to think that an ‘entire ‘mythology. can grow a 



the children are creating for themselves some kind of | 
challenge, an ideal that will carry them through this Dark 
Age into a world where progress will have a clearer objec- 
tive than racial suicide. . 

Yet whenever I hear them talk of the Great Ones, I find 
it hard to suppress a surge of bitter inward laughter. . 
Somehow I manage to keep silent, for it is unwise to 
disillusion the young, But I cannot help thinking that now 
there are probably less than ten million people on a planet 
that once supported nearly four thousand million. And 
that, to me, is a fitting epitaph for the Great Ones. . . . 

I remember them as men—ordinary men in an extraor- 
_ dinary world of their own making. Men with fast brains 
and slow hearts, with the gift of creation in their dreams 
and the impulse of destruction in their fingers. 
Most of all, I remember that bright September morning 
when civilization died, and the few terrible days that 
followed when it seemed as if the human race could no 
longer survive. 

Tt was a crisp and beautiful morming, with sunlight 
_ Spreading a gold patina over fields and hills and cities, and 
with all the strange, exhilarating scents of early autumn 
drifting lazily across the still air. 

I had just been discharged from the hospital after a 
“Minor operation. And to me the world was doubly at- 
tractive, because after spending two weeks in the restricted 
cosmos of a general ward, I felt as if I were seeing it for 
the first time. 

_ Justine, my wife, had come to meet me. We were both 
specially pleased because I had been discharged in time 
to celebrate her twenty-fifth birthday. She had a taxi ready 
to take me home, and I remember how we quarreled a lit- 
tle even while we were kissing each other, because [ 
‘wanted to walk through the park-and she was convinced 
that the effort would exhaust me. Eventually I won my 
point. The morning was too lovely for us to waste any of it 
‘Tiding in a taxi, and we set off arm in arm, walking very 
owly because my muscles were still stiff and, although 

incision had healed remarkably well, my stomach was _ ae 
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few minutes. We were not the only ones taking advantage 
of the sunshine. Here and there babies and small children 
were romping about, watched indulgently by their 
mothers, while on the other benches a few old people 
basked with half-closed eyes as if they had all the time in 
the world before them. 

About two hundred yards away I noticed a small group 
of people standing in the middle of the carriageway. They 
looked as if they were gazing at something on the ground, 
but I didn’t pay much attention until I saw a figure detach 
itself from the group and run quickly toward the far end of 
the park. Somewhere in the distance we heard the in- 
congruously frenzied ring of an ambulance bell. 

“There must have been an accident,” said Justine. “Do 
you think I ought to . 

“No, darling,” I said. “Stay here and look after. your 
own invalid. There are enough people about, and I sup- 
pose they’ve done what’s neces 

‘The ambulance had already turned into the broad car- 
riageway at the other end of the park. 

“J should hate to have to go into the hospital on a 
morning like this,’ murmured Justine as she watched the 
ambulance heading toward the little group. 

“ear, hear,” I agreed with some feeling. “Maybe it’s 
not very serious. I expect some dear old soul has slipped 
on a banana skin, or something like that.” 

But even as I spoke the subtle ordinariness of that lazy 
autumn morning was crushed like a rose beneath some in- 
visible foot. Suddenly the ambulance swerved from the 
carriageway and lurched drunkenly across the grass 
toward a large oak tree. The thud of impact rolled dully 
through the still air. - 

“My God! What the hell—” I stopped. A small 
child—a girl of about seven—who had been playing near 
our bench suddenly began to scream. But the scream was 
terminated abruptly by a spasm of projectile vomiting. 
Her whole body convulsed as the contents of her stomach 
were thrown up in a thin, pathetic stream. 

Justine jumped to her feet and ran toward the child. But — 
the 
hi ¢" 

she had taken no more than half a dozen steps bef 
little girl pias at the knees and fell onto _ me 

{ 
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| gingerly to where Justine was kneeling by the child, the 
_ convulsion had subsided into a peculiar twitching. Justine | was loosening the little girl’s frock, which seemed to be _ | rather tight. I tried to kneel down and help her, but there 
EF was a sudden stab of pain in my operation scar and I 
_ couldn’t. 
_ I just looked down helplessly at the now unconscious 

child. Mucus was trickling slowly from her nose and out 
of the corner of her mouth. Justine had loosened the 

_ clothing and was cradling the little girl in her arms. Occa- 
_ sionally there was a deep sigh and then half a moan, as if ' the child were simply asleep and troubled by nightmares, 
“What is it, darling?” asked Justine, gazing at me anx- 
' iously, “We shall have to get some help, shan’t we?” 
_. I was about to reassure her that it was probably just a 4 nasty spot of tummy trouble when I remembered the am- 
_ bulance and glanced vaguely across the park to see what __ was happening. The words died on my lips. 
‘ _ About forty yards away an old man was being sick. The 
_ way he heaved almost made me think I could hear his - 
' gasping. A little beyond him a youngish woman had fallen 
a “om one of the park benches and lay on the ground, her 
_ limbs contorting as if she had suddenly become a victim of 
some kind of epileptic fit. 

_ Farther away there was a young mother running toward 
a child who was trying to scream and be sick at the same 
time. But after eight or nine steps she too collapsed and . 
4 ame helpless in the grip of her own spasms. 
_ it was happening everywhere. With terrifying abrupt- 
ness, the park had begun to look like a nightmarish bat- 

ground where an invisible enemy struck quickly and 
at random. A few minutes ago there had been nothing 
more important to do than sit on a bench and bask in the 
Warm serenity of an early autumn day. But now... : 

ow I thought that perhaps I was mad. There was a 
ble sound in my ears, which for a second or two I 

_to recognize. It was strangely low, yet piercing, 
aed to come not only from the park but from the 
beyond, It was the sound of people... . 

PWit “DUS 95 Mia a Oa eee tat nT tan |, ty i" atin. 
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felt after coming out of hospital seemed to be rolling over 

me in waves. 
Then the child stirred. She opened her eyes and glanced 

at Justine with a puzzled expression. 

“Where is Mummy? I’m hurting. I want—” She began 

to sob. 
“Mummy is coming,” said Justine. “She won't be long 

now. We'll just look after you until—” 
- But suddenly Justine was flung over backwards as the 

pathetic little body became racked with convulsions. The 

whole frenzied attack could not have lasted more than half 

a minute, Then the convulsions gave way to a harsh, dry 

coughing. The child’s fingers burrowed into the earth until — 

she was clutching tiny handfuls of soil and grass. I could 

not bear to see the expression on her face. 

“We've got to get away from here,” I said desperately. 

“It’s like some damned plague. spot. There must be 

somewhere that—” 
“Pm not going to leave her,” said Justine flatly. She had 

picked herself up and was now kneeling by the child, who 

lay curled up on the grass like a tired baby. “I can’t leave 

her.” Futilely she began to stroke the small curved back 

and murmur meaningless soothing words. 

“We can’t do anything,” I pointed out wearily. The ef- 

fort of trying to cope with things I could not understand 

was becoming too much. When I left the hospital, despite 

all the warnings, I had not realized how weak I still was. — 
But now I felt as if I were being put through some kind of 

endurance test—and I knew that I couldn’t last the 

course. 
“Darling, you look terrible,” said Justine. “Sit down a 

few moments while I try and get to a telephone.” 

Somehow I knew that getting to a telephone was just a 

n 
4 
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waste of time. There would be a lot of people trying to get — 

to telephones—and a lot of telephones that would never 

be answered. a 

“We're not leaving each other,” I panted as she helped 

me to lower myself to the grass. “Whatever happens we’re — 

not being separated for a minute.” I was feeling vaguely 
sick, and used what little energy I had left to fight 

sation down. I tried to smile. “Maybe I have 
7 

sen- — 



her eyes. She seemed to be staring through us. 
“Tm sorry,” she said in a voice that was hardly more 

than a whisper. “Tell Mummy I’m sorry. I—I didn’t—” 
Her mouth fell open and a wide vacancy was suddenly 

frozen on her face. She was dead. 
Justine began to cry. She picked the body up and shook 

it in her arms, as if willing life to return, 
“Put her down!” I said sharply. “Put her down and stop 

that!” 
“But—” 

“Damn you, we’re getting away from here!” I could feel 
my own hysteria rising. “We're getting out of this bloody 
mess if we have to crawl on our hands and knees.” 

It was already too late. 
Justine gave me an oddly beseeching look—then sud- 

denly she was sick. She began to retch and shake, and — 
within seconds she couldn’t even stand up. 

_ I lay there on the grass, watching her helplessly. Every 
spasm that shook her seemed to be passing through me as 
well. Like the others, she was changing from a human 
being into a tormented animal; and even while the thought 

_ cut me like a knife, I was praying for her to die quickly, 
_ praying that she would not suffer long, 

I pulled myself toward her and tried to hold her hands, 
_but the strength of the convulsions was too great and J had 

_ to let go. The rest of the park became no more than a 
_ backcloth to this private tragedy. I was dimly aware of 

_ people still being struck down and going through the same 
terrible stages, of others running about hysterically, but 
none of it meant anything. 

__ All that mattered was that Justine was dying. It was a 
fine autumn day, with the sun shining tranquilly through a 

sky flecked with cotton-wool wisps of cloud. But the 
_ world below had turned into. a nightmare. The thin veil of 
human dignity had been torn away, and we were as 
wretched and helpless as a colony of ants poisoned by a 
gardener of whose existence they were not even aware. I 
Was too weak, too numbed with shock to wonder why or 

that mattered was that Justine was dying.. ny 
atched her, time became meaningless, The sec- __ 

the minutes became days, eter- _ 
sof rought to her face by 

¢ 
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There were a few moments when she was lucid, 
even when she could talk. ; 
“Go—go away,” she pleaded faintly, and then 

was another grating spasm of coughing. “Please . . , please 
don’t stay, darling... . Don’t want you to—to see me... 
like this,” . 

It was no use. I couldn’t have moved even if I had 
wanted to. There was no strength in my limbs, Nothing 
but terror and grief. 

She did not die peacefully as the child had done, She 
died in the middle of a convulsion, her body slackening 

suddenly under the strain and falling into an untidy heap 
like some piece of grotesque sculpture. 
I looked at her face, remembering how she used to 

smile, how her eyes would become almost luminous with - 
pleasure—and love. This other expression that was carved 
there did not belong to any human being at all. 

I had seen too much. Even if I had not still been weak 
from the operation, I felt I had witnessed more than it is 
possible to endure while still keeping a grip on. one’s 
sanity, The sun was bright, but all around me there 
seemed to be a slowly contracting ring of darkness; and as 
the darkness closed in, I did not fight against it, I simply 
prayed that it would become absolute, bringing me the 
luxury of total oblivion, 

But it was a luxury that I was denied. The un- 
~ consciousness lasted for not more than nine or ten hours. — 
The next sensation of which I was aware was a feeling of 
intense coldness and pain in my operation scar, I opened 
my eyes and blinked. The sun was low on the horizon, and 
shadows were slanting eerily across the park, 

I could hear voices. For one delicious moment T was 
convinced that I was just awakening from some fantastic 
dream and that the world would still be sane and — 
wholesome. But thén I saw Justine, and the nightmare was 

real, ; es 
There were still the voices. I sat up too pga and | 
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a radio in the jeep. The soldier 
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- Were coming from 
‘Switched it off. . 
___ I picked myself up and walked unsteadily toward him. 
He stared at me dumbfounded. “Jesus! You survived it 

_ then?” 
__ “Survived what?” I demanded harshly. “I’ve lived 
_ through this bloody mess, if that’s what you mean. I wish 
_ to God I hadn’t.” 
| He meant to be kindly, “You'll feel better in a while, I 

_ expect.” | 
_ “Will I? I watched my wife die.” 

“Did you, mate?” came the rough answer. “Well, I’ve 
_ got a wife and a couple of kiddies in London, and I don’t 

like to think about them either. . . . H-bomb there—about 
| midday.” 
___ I gazed dully around the park at the litter of corpses, 
_ “How—how did this happen?” 
| “Sabotage. Happened in about thirty towns. Some 
| bastards must have sprinkled the filthy stuff.” 
h-* What. stuft?” ., 
| _ He gave me a twisted grin. “Germs. They call the stuff 
_ that fixed these poor devils botulinus toxin. . . . They used 
| different bugs in different places.”~ . 
| _ Llooked at him, trying to take the information in. “The 
' War’s started, then?” 
| _ There was a loud and bitter laugh. “You've been asleep, 
| mate. The war is damn near over. As soon as we knew 
| we were being attacked we threw the lot back at 
_them—’most every flaming warhead we'd got... . Now 
both sides are packing it in. Shortest war in history. Here, 
—_ to this.” He turned to the jeep and switched his ra~ 

oO on. 

capons by our missile groups-and air forces, together 
vith pattern bombardment by nuclear weapons, appears 

ave effectively neutralized their striking power. It is 
Brie ever, that further attack by isolated 

I ; these are not are not 



~ anticipated on any wide scale. Meanwhile, although cas- — 

valties on both sides are estimated to exceed ninety per 

cent of the civil population, no reliable figures can be 

given until all available data has been studied. Survivors _ 

are assured that centralized military government, together |. 

with the means of reorganization, still exists. A list of sur- | 

vivor-concentration areas to which all healthy civilians — 

should make their way will be given at the end of this 

newscast. Contaminated persons, however, are watned 

that—” : 

The soldier switched it off. Suddenly I saw that his 

automatic pistol was pointing at my chest. “Must be get- 

ting tired with tallying too many stiffs,” he apologized. 

“Got any identification? Orders to check on everybody © 

still alive.” : 
“This is damn silly! Do I look like a saboteur?” 

“Who does?” he said indifferently. “Now what about — 

it?” . 
I saw that his trigger finger had taken the fitst pressure, — 

_ and felt’ hastily in my pockets. “Hospital discharge cer- 

tificate and driving license. Will they do?” 
“Drop them on the grass and stand back.” 
He inspected them and seemed satisfied. “Here you ate, _ 

mate.” He handed them back. “What are you going to do 

now?” Leen eae . 
_ “I haven’t given it a bloody thought.” 

“Tf -I wasn’t wearing a uniform,” he remarked wistfully, 

“Lf know what I'd flaming well do. I’'d find myself a nice — 
big car, fill it full of grub and clothes, and get the hell out 
of here.” uae eves ania! te naa 
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sees you and they don’t shoot, chances are you’ll get 
volunteered into the army. We’re a bit shorthanded, like.” 

| I gazed at him indecisively for a few moments. Then I 
_turned to go. The logic of events was moving faster than 
| my tired brain could cope with it. Now, I realized, I was 
_ living in an age where to survive was considered a 

_ Suspicious act. In less than a day, civilization had reverted 
to barbarism. Those who are not with us are against us. 

After I had taken a few steps I stopped and called back 
to him. “What did you say the name of that bug was?” 

| “Botulinus toxin, mate. Friendly little thing, ain’t it? 
| Better thank the Big Boy Upstairs for making you ruddy 
| well immune. . . . But don’t press your luck.” 
_ [thanked him and made my way out of the park, trying | not to look at the bodies I passed. 
| _ I didn’t know where I was going. I just walked. The 
| streets of the town were also littered with the dead. In the | deepening September twilight their bodies did not look 
| Quite so terrible, and at times I pretended to myself that 
| they were just sleeping off the aftereffects of one colossal 
' celebration. 
| A celebration indeed! The coronation of Botulinus Rex! 
ik In the marketplace among a group of stricken 
_ housewives who had presumably been shopping, I saw the 
| body of an old man sprawling in the gutter—still clutching 
tightly in his hand a long piece of wood to which a torn 

: placard had been pinned. 
__ There was still enough light for me to read its message; 
_ Repent ye, for the Day of Judgment is at hand! 
__ I looked down at the old man and wondered vaguely if 
he had been surprised at the speed with which his predic- 
_ tion had become stop-press news. I wondered, too, if he 
had expected to find himself included in such a terrible 
_ judgment. - Bi 
__ Feeling oddly self-conscious, I eased-the placard out, of 
his stiff fingers and laid it over the top part of his body—a 
tattered paper shroud. is 

Then, feeling like an automaton, I just kept on walk- 
trying to shut out of my mind the bitter knowledge 

there was nowhere to go... . 
Th of the rest of that night are clouded over in — 

nm dawr found that I had been © 
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sleeping on one of the benches in a church. There were a i 

- million vacant beds in the city to choose from—including — 

one that 1 knew I could never again sleep in alone—but — 

- somehow I had been drawn to the church. It was peculiar, _ 

I thought as I sat up and tried to ease the aching in my | 

limbs, because I had never regarded myself as a religious — 

sort of man. te . | 

However, I was now no longer alone, Others had — 

évidently been subjected to the same strange motivation, — 

Scattered around the pews there were three or four men, | 

several women-——some of them with babies and small chil- 

dren——and, huddled pathetically below the altar, a small 

boy of about seven who did not seem to belong to anyone — 

present. ae 

It was another bright morning. Sunlight streaming ": 

through the tall, narrow windows might almost have con- — 

vinced us that we were at the beginning of a normal, early © 

autumn day. But as we saw the grayness in each other’s © 

faces, the lines of tension and pain and sorrow, we knew 

with bitter certainty that, no matter how bright the sun, — 

darkness would remain for a long time on the face of the 

earth: 4 . 

Looking back now over fifty years, when my morning’s 

weaving has been done and my chair has been placed in 

the farmhouse doorway so that I can gaze across this 

lovely Derbyshire valley, I hear the voices of the children, 

at play . . . children of the Dark Age. it ape 

I hear them talking of the Great Ones—the godlike men 

whose civilization once spanned continents and whose 

descendants now live in tribal groups scattered over a 

strangely quiet world. I hear them talking of the Great 

Ones, the men of my own generation, the lords of the 

powered machines, and I realize that it is no longer possi- 

ble to separate myth from reality. Nor, perhaps, should I 

try. For children have always needed heroes—just as 

_ adults have always needed ideals, A 

And who knows? It may be that the men who could put 

satellites into orbit, explore the dark side of the moon, and 

0 f the conquest of space were truly great. But th | 

a dark side to progress. And the gr 
vided such engit | rovided 
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Light and darkness, courage and fear, greatness and 
 Imadness—a perpetual conflict of elementals in the enigma 
of man... . 

Perhaps this Dark Age in which we now live is only 
transient. Perhaps our racial spirit is such that humanity 
will inevitably rise again. 

But I am now the last of my generation in this 
valley—the last to remember the Great Ones as they were. 
I have become, myself, their living epitaph, - 

THE INTRUDERS 

‘f 

| It was as if the universe had suddenly made up its mind to 
| turn around. Slowly, impressively, shoals of pinpoint dia- 
| monds, floating through a sea of total darkness, began to 
| swim im orderly rhythm around the moonship. Presently 

the earth swung like a Halloween lantern across the star- 
board bow, and the moon itself came dead astern. 
_ Six hours ago the moonship had crossed the neutral 

_ frontier in its long free fall through a quarter of a million 
__ tniles of silence, Now, after five days of zero gravity, the 
_ time for action had arrived. Aiea 
___ The stars stopped turning, and the green earth-lantern 
_ hung itself on some invisible hook. The universe was still 
once more; the moonship had swung into position for its 
_ Stern-first landing. 
___ Five hundred miles away, pitted lunar craters yawned 

menacingly at the falling ship. They expanded, displaying 
contours, desolate rocky fangs, and all the night- 
immobility of a petrified world. 

ey saw the crater Ty- _ 

he .. 

f eyes gazed at the external — 



cho, surrounded by cracked and wrinkled lava plains, — 

rushing up as if eager to snatch the moonship clean out of 
existence. 

In less than ten minutes six men would have fulfilled a 
centuries-old dream of conquest, having reached the moon 
alive—or else there would be another smaller crater fifty — 
‘miles from Tycho, a tiny cup of steam and heat and ~ 
vaporized metal in the vastness of the lunar silence. 

Captain Harper gazed hypnotically at the screen in 

front of his contour berth and wondered if it would do any — 

good to pray. Professor Jantz, mathematician and as- — 
tronomer, attempted to stave off an elemental fear by 
working out the cube of 789. Doctors Jackson and Holt, 
geologist and chemist, exchanged whispered instructions 
in the impossible possibility that either would survive the 

other. Pegram, the navigator, stroked a rabbit’s paw; and — 
Davis, the engineer, silently recited “The Golden Journey 
to Samarkand,” while clutching a battered photograph of 
the girl he might have married. me 

“Sixty seconds to firing point,” boomed the auto- ~ 
announcer. “Forty-five seconds . . . thirty seconds . . . fif- 2 
teen seconds ... ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, | 
three, two, one—zero!” P| 
A sudden surge of power slammed the men deep into 

the mattresses of their contour berths. The port and star- ~ 
board yisulators showed a jet of yellow-green fire reaching ~ 
down toward the moon from the stern of the ship. Pen 

_ After days of zero gravity, the sudden G-force | 
_ developed a merciless pressure until it seemed as if human 7 

veins were filled with mercury, as if bone and tissue had _ 
been abruptly transmuted to lead. aie: 

On the visulator screen a long row of mountain fangs © 



W980- he was unconscious, His companions, with varying 
degrees of discomfort, stared through mists of semi- 
Consciousness at the bright pattern of images flashing on 
the bulkhead visulators. 

_. The entire cosmos seemed to be pictured on the star- 
_ board, port, and stern screens. The seconds ticked by, 
recorded by the thin red needle of the electrochron, ham- | 
| | 
| 

mering out their message like distant gunfire. 
“Sixty seconds to zero altitude,” boomed the auto- 

- announcer, 
Instinctively the men strained to look at each other, to 

exchange smiles of farewell or anticipatory grins of 
| triumph. nil 
“Forty-five seconds... thirty seconds . . . fifteen sec- 
_ onds ... ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, _ one—zero!” . __, There was silence—the loudest silence ever known, 
| And stillness. Then relief. 
__ As the three spider-legs contacted the lunar surface, 
_ the moonship’s automatic pilot synchronized the fading of 
| Tocket motors with the vessel’s fast diminishing momen- 
tum. The spindly legs bit cautiously through an inch or ~ 
_ two of liquid rock to the hard Jayer below. There was no bump, no sudden lurch, no sickening wobble. Only the 
end of something. The end of movement, of accelerating 
_G-forces, of flashing images on the visulator screens, of 
_fear and discomfort. . . . The end of a brief but colossal 
climax of stress. — 
___ Captain Harper was the first to find his voice. “Zero al- 
titude,” he said quietly, “Only the good die young!” 

__ Professor Jantz opened his eyes, Pegram, the navigator, 
surreptitiously put away his rabbit’s paw, and Davis 
“stopped reciting “The Golden Journey” to himself, They 
began to undo their contour-berth straps, and presently, 
feeling the steady, lazy tug of one-sixth gravity, everyone 
“crowded up into the observation dome, 

wenty-four hours later the -moonship stood like a | 
e-legged skeleton with only the personnel sphere set _ 

on top of its tubular backbone. At the base of this is 
-high derelict that had completed its first and Sah 



‘number of crates of varying shapes and sizes, 
The early sunlight cast long shadows in fantastic pie 

terns behind all the goods and chattels of the advance ex- 
pedition. Large and low in a jet-black sky, the green ball 
of earth dominated its background of stars, 

Meanwhile, on the navigation deck in the personnel 
sphere, Captain Harper was holding a final conference 
prior to abandoning ship, 

“in four weeks, gentlemen,” he was saying, “Number 
Two ship will arrive, Its cargo, as you know, will be 
mainly food and two more lunar tractors. If we can have 
the base well established by then, and if we manage to 
complete the preliminary survey, a great deal of time will 
be saved and the equatorial expedition will be able to get 
straight off the mark, ... As there are only six of us, its 
pretty obvious that we’ve got our work cut out, First thing, 
of course, is to get a living unit fixed up. Until that’s done, 
there’ll be no time for anything else, . . . Dr. Jackson, 

| you're the geologist, Have you come across any likely 
niches where we can erect the unit safely?” 

“I've found a perfect site,” answered Jackson. “Tt’s 
about a mile away, practically in a direct line with Tycho 
and the ship, There’s a_ thirty-foot fissure with an — 
overhanging shelf, Itll give perfect protection against — 
meteorites, But we shall have to fix up a permanent stair-— 
case because the walls are damn near vertical all yitece us 

“How many living units will it contain?” asked Hi 
“At least three, I see no reason a it shouldn’t 

three units and the laboratory, And if, eventually, - 
decide to increase the expedition, there are several ne 
crevices where one or two extra units could be placed,” 

“Dr. Holt, you explored the place with Jackson. What's 
your verdict?” The Captain looked inquiringly at the 
chemist, who, being only thirty, was the youngest member 
ol the party, | 

“There are plenty of ratholes around,” said Holt, “but 
none of ’em quite so convenient, I agree with Jackson, We 
could do a lot worse,” 
“We'd better load w » thea,” said Captain Haven ’ 

F reaching, for the hese ece of his pressure suit. “The 
sooner We get the first unit erected, the better.’ Hi 

through a lastighas >, “Someth 
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_ before we're through. ... Any questions?” | 
_ “It’s time to make a radio check with Earth,” said 

 Pegram. “Do you want to send a message, sir?” 
Captain Harper lifted the headpiece and smoothed back 

his thick gray hair. “Tell them,” he said humorlessly, 
_ “that this place is so dead, if we saw a blade of grass we'd 
probably scream.” 

It took three more terrestrial days to set up the living 
unit in the fissure that Dr. Jackson had selected—by 
which time the sun had risen clear of the distant mountain 
ranges and hung like a blinding fireball in the black, star- 

| -pricked sky. 

__. The lunar day, in length a terrestrial fortnight, had now 
teached the high flush of midmorning. 

__ While they were erecting the first living unit, Captain 
Harper and his companions ate and slept in the 

_ pressurized tractor, which was large enough to ac- 
- commodate the six of them comfortably, Later, when it 

was used for long-distance-reconnaissance work, they 
would have to live in it for over a week at a time. This first experience of life in its compact quarters was - 
Valuable training. ne 

Now and again, between the endless tasks of hauling 
and erecting, one or another of the men would take a few 
minutes off just to stand and gaze and marvel at the hard, 
ifeless landscape under its roof of darkness, 
They would become thunderstruck at their own 

ess, at their colossal achievement, and at the notion 
that they themselves were probably the first organic life 

_ form ever to be established on the moon. 
Fifty miles away, toward the lunar south pole, the crater Tycho displayed its sharp mountain ring with per- 

_ fect clarity—like teeth over the faintly curved horizon. _ There were no atmospheric mists to soften its contours. or take the edge of fire from its sunlit peaks, 
__ Stretching away into the distance on every side of the — _ fissure where Base One had been erected, the lava plains 

ere covered with a two-inch layer of meteoric dust that | 
idly as it was disturbed and retained footprints | snow. When the lunar tractor swayed by in eerie | IS back to leave a caterpillar- 



- away from base and getting lost on the moon when foot- 
prints left a trail that, unless it was disturbed, would-re- 
main clear for thousands of years. 

By the fourth terrestrial day the expedition was estab- 
lished in its subterranean living unit. Most of the routine — 
fetch-and-carry work was over. Now the real business of 
experiment and exploration could begin. 

It was decided that Doctors Jackson and Holt, with 
Davis, the engineer, should take the tractor and make a 
survey of ten miles’ radius, keeping radio contact. They 
were to return in six hours. 

Captain Harper would have joined them, but conscience 
kept him tied down to a pile of routine work at base. And 
Professor Jantz, having sampled the lunar dust, was com- 
pletely absorbed in calculations relating to meteoric 
bombardment. Pegram, the remaining member of the ex- 
pedition, had his own work to do, Apart from maintaining 
radio contact with Earth, he would also keep in touch with 
the tractor. 

After a restless three-hour duty sleep, Jackson, Holt, 
and Davis went into the dining room at Base One and ate 
a hearty breakfast. 

Professor Jantz, with a finger calculator on one side of © 
his plate and a reference book on the other, peered at | 
them through blue-tinted glasses. 

“I want small crystals,” he said abruptly, “and anything 
metallic. Look out for me, Jackson, there’s a good. fel- 
low.” 

Jackson swallowed a mouthful of coffee and laughed, — 
“What do you think J want, Professor? If there’s anything 
worth having, we'll bring it ‘pack.” a 

_ The professor nodded, then demanded with seeming ir- 
relevance, “Why is there no oxygen on the moon?” 

Dr. Holt put down his fork, and gazed at the mathe- 
matician curiously. “You are aware of the conventional — 
reasons, Professor?” a 
“Naturally—but they are not good ie en bs 1 

- “What makes you think that?” 4 
F Professor Jantz treated the younger man to a secretive — 
ni! smile. “My calculations,” he said Nip We are ionik 
Me oing to be surprised.” At hah 



| Professor Jantz was silent for a moment. Then he said, 
“I am not only prepared to take your bet, Dr. Jackson; I 
am prepared to make an additional wager. I prophesy that 
we shall discover signs of organic life.” 

“A week’s tobacco says we won't.” 
~~. “Good. I am a heavy smoker.” The professor’s con- 
_ fidence was such that he gave the impression of already 
_ having actual confirmation. 

“Since you are so dogmatic,” said Dr. Holt thought- 
fully, “you might help us to prove your point by sug- 
gesting the type we must look for.” 

“It will have been sleeping for millions of years,” said 
the professor. “We shall find it in caves or chasms, but 
not, I think, near the main craters.” » 

“Stop being enigmatic,” said Jackson. “What the devil 
are you getting at?” 

| “Coal,” said the professor impressively, “Beautiful car- 
_ boniferous coal.” gt 

“Nuts!” retorted Jackson. 
“Nuts and dust,” said Jantz calmly, returning to his cal- 

culations. 

They had been away from base about twenty minutes. 
Davis was driving, and the tractor was making a steady 
twelve miles an hour. Dr. Jackson sat by his side in the pressurized compartment with a sketch pad strapped to his 
knee, Every now and then he made a few key notes or a 
diagram, and when he was not doing that he talked to _ Pegram, back at base, over the radio, 

Dr, Holt was outside the tractor, squatting in the crow’s _ best with a cine-camera. His only means of contact with the two occupants was his personal radio. The sun beat mercilessly down on his pressure suit and headpiece; but as yet the insulation was doing a good job, and he felt _ reasonably comfortable. . : __ “Hello, Base One, Hello, Base One,” said Jackson, “We are four miles south of you, heading roughly toward _ - Tycho. The going is comparatively smooth, and the trac- _ 
1andles well, Tell Professor Jantz that the dust layer deeper in some of the ruts and bubbleholes. Vety: 

tendency to drift. Over to you.” 
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are about ten miles away. Please inform us before detona- 
tion. Over to you.” 

“Hello, Base One. We consider it a privilege to create 
the first synthetic moonquake. Will let you know when we 
are ready, Over and out.” $ 

“Personally,” said Davis, “I couldn’t care less. The only 
thing that would surprise me is if something moved,” 

Suddenly Holt’s voice came urgently over the personal 
radio. “Stop the tractor and come out quick!” 

Davis depressed the clutch and slipped into neutral. The 
motor gave a whine of relief. 

“What is it?” called Jackson. 
“Come out here and tell me,” came the enigmatic reply. 

Holt had already clambered out of the crow’s nest and 
was walking away from the tractor, peering carefully at 
the ground. 

Davis and Jackson reached for their headpieces, 
screwed them down, tested oxygen and radio, then went 
into the airlock. A few moments later they joined Holt. 

“What do you make of this?” asked Holt with sup- pressed excitement. He pointed down to the dust layer. 
“Well, Pll be damned!” said Jackson, “Man Friday — 

himself!” 
He was staring at a set of clear footprints in the telltale _ lunar dust. Impulsively he planted his own foot down by one of the strange prints and compared the size, His own was narrower and four inches shorter. : “Now,” said Holt, “follow the line.” 
Jackson let his gaze run along the trail until it disap- peared in the distance, There were two sets of prints: one © coming and one going, They ran in dead straight parallel lines toward the crater Tycho, 
“What do we do?” asked Davis. “Radio to base?” “Don’t be in such a hurry,” said Jackson irritably. “The — good Lord placed an ornamental bulge on the end of your 

neck, Try and use it.” Resin 
“Pm going to give it thirty seconds of film,” announced Holt, unslinging his cine-camera. “Looks like Professor _ Jantz was being a, little conservative when he hit on coal « 

reeirubneiks oi ay das as _ as the only evidence of organic lif 
“Something has walked from 
said Jackson half to hi Ate 

> 

e | 
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_ Now why should it do that? It must have had a purpose.”. 
“Exercise,” suggested Holt flippantly. “The Lunarian 
idea of a constitutional.” _ 

“Tm not in the mood for schoolboy humor,” said 
Jackson. “Think up something useful to say, or use less 
oxygen.” 

Davis suddenly pointed behind them. “Do you see what 
I see?” he asked. 

They turned around and followed his gaze. Four miles 
away the stripped hulk of the moonship, with its personnel 
sphere catching the sunlight, was clearly visible—like a 
low-hung star. . 

“Holy smoke!” said Holt. “A shy welcome. committee! 
He, she, or it must have watched us touch down.” 

“What shall we do?” asked Davis. “Follow the tracks?” 
“I don’t think so,” said Jackson slowly. “This is some- 

thing the bright boys didn’t bargain for. I think we’d better 
hotfoot back to base and have a powwow.” 

- “Tt wouldn’t do any harm to follow the tracks for a lit- 
tle of the way,” suggested Holt. 

“What f 99 

“You never know, we might pick up some more 
_ evidence that will give us-a-better idea of the character 

_ who made them.” 
“Also,” said Jackson dryly, “we might bump into the 

aforementioned character. And he might invite us home 
for coffee and cream cakes. On the other hand, he might 

_ not approve of—intruders,” 

_ Captain Harper gazed at the faces of his five compan- 
ions. “Well, we have heard Dr. Jackson’s story and seen 
the film of the tracks. We now have to consider what we 
are going to do about the situation. As you know, nothing 
like this was envisaged when we left Earth. . . . Any sug- 
gestions?” . 
_ Professor Jantz stroked his jaw thoughtfully. “The track 

marks indicate a biped of considerable stature. There is no 
reciable atmosphere on the moon; therefore the 

can do without it, or else he provides his own. It 
d be safe, I think, to assume that he provides his own, 

cem: uppose a somewhat complex or de- 
ing, The point is, would we be cor-_ 





double track in the lunar dust had entirely disrupte 
the advance expedition. Psychologically, they 

already begun to feel as if they were in a staze o 

( The whine of the motor increased, and the tractor 
began to lurch slowly over the dead lunar plains, following 
its i path. own 

Air halt an hour the place where Holt had first seen 
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By common consent the three men left the tractor and 
took a close look at the almost mathematically spaced in- 

_ dentations. ai 
“Man Friday has a very precise stride, hasn’t he?” said 

Jackson. “I wonder how far we could walk, in a dead 
straight line, keeping our footsteps evenly spaced.” 

" “He’s a big devil,” said Harper. “There’s damn near a 
yard and a half between each print... .. Well, let’s get on — 
his tail. The sooner we clear up this mystery and find out 
just what we’re up against, the better I'll like it.” 

“Tt may not be very funny if he’s collected a few 
playmates to sit up and wait for us,” said Jackson quietly. 

“We've got to take the risk. We can’t just sit down at 
base and wait till he leaves a visiting card. Can you get the 
tractor to do twenty-five, Davis?” — apes 

“Yes, sir. Providing we don’t have to keep it up for 
more than fifty miles or so.” 

Captain Harper pointed to: Tycho. “We won’t. By the 
time we get there—if we get there—we’ll all need a. 
break.” | . 

“Why don’t you have a spell inside, Captain? I'll take a 
_ watch in the crow’s nest.” 

Harper grunted his approval of J ackson’s suggestion, | 
and the three men walked back to the vehicle. Presently it 

_ was lurching along the trail at twenty-five miles an hour. — 

They stopped the tractor about eight hundred yards 
away, and Jackson came down from the crow’s nest for a 
hasty consultation. Directly ahead lay the one symmetrical 
feature in the whole irregular landscape. It was a smooth 

- hemisphere, surfaced apparently with metal, lying flush 
against the lava beds about five miles from the foothills of 
Tycho. It rose abruptly from the drab landscape like a 
giant ostrich egg half buried in sand. It seemed about forty 

- feet high. ie at 
' “Looks like we’ve found Man Friday’s lair,” said — 
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if scientific. I wonder what other pleasant surprises there are in store?” 
Jackson remained silent, i “What's the plan of campaign, sir?” asked Davis. “Do we push on and investigate?” 
“We've got to do something about it,” said Harper. “We can’t just pack up now and turn back. I suggest we approach slowly until we’re a couple of hundred yards away. Then . . .” He hesitated. 
“Then what?” asked Jackson. 
“Then one of us will go forward alone to inves- tigate—taking grenades, of course. The others will remain. in the tractor to await developments,” 
“Tl go,” said Davis suddenly. 
“No,” said Jackson. “This is my job.-If Man Friday and his friends prove hostile, engineers become more impor- _ tant than geologists... . I’m damn sure J couldn’t fix the tractor if we had a breakdown—and the tractor might make all the difference. Don’t you agree, Captain Har- per?” 
“Unfortunately, yes. But let’s hope there won’t be any melodrama. Now we’d better Start. And I think we ail ° ought to wear headpieces from now on—in case they throw anything.” 
The tractor crawled slowly forward until it was two hundred yards from the metal hemisphere. Then it stopped. Without wasting any time Dr. Jackson climbed from the crow’s nest and walked ahead with a grenade ready in each hand. 
The smooth wall of the hemisphere was broken only by an open doorway. As he advanced, Dr. Jackson could see a ted glow inside. When he was ten yards away he _ stopped, peered through the plastiglass visor of his head- Piece uncertainly, then covered the remaining distance in one quick bound. The two men in the tractor watched him ~ disappear into the darkness, 

Immediately Captain Harper spoke over the personal radio. “What’s the setup? Are. you all right?” _ With a sigh of relief, he heard J ackson’s voice loud and steady. “No one at home. Come and have a look... . I’m ginning to believe in fairies!” 
ay ve you found?” 



Is biter a tectaliohane nightmare or some “kind ot 
laboratory. Hellfire! Tl believe anything now!” 

“What's happaned?” asked Harper urgently, | 
“I’ve just discovered what looks like three king-size | cof. — 

fins!” 

Three hours later the tractor had returned to mi a 
Captain Harper was giving an account of the trip to Pro- 
fessor Jantz, Pegram, and Dr. Holt, while Davis and Dr, 
Jackson kept watch on the surface. In view of the 
knowledge recently acquired, it was felt now that two men — 
should always be on surface patrol, 

“The place wasn’t at all pressurized,” said Harper, 
“which is fairly significant, Its walls were about three 
inches thick with—I should guess—cavity or insulation — 
layer, The dull red glow came from some sort of activated 
crystal suspended over a circular bench, about five feet 
high, that ran all around. There were various mechanical — 
gadgets strewn all over the bench, and some fairly large 
apparatus, about which we just didn’t have a clue, Jackson 
thought there was some geological equipment, and Davis 

swears that a sizable box of tricks underneath the bench 
was a radio transmitter. But not having seen junk like that 
before, we could only guess vaguely at its functions,” 
“About these boxes you dramatically describe as cof-— 

fins,” said Professor Jantz, “Can you give me any more ( } 
details?” j 
“They were ten feet long and lay horizontally, The | 

hinged lids were open, and we took a good look inside. — 
_ They were made of black metal and lined with a sort of | 
glassy fabric, When Dr. Jackson moved to touth it, a 
spark shot across to his pressure suit and was earthed 
automatically, He didn’t try hiwtipalh ani They appear to 
have been occupied.” 
“This is damn funny, " said Dr, Holt. with a nervous vi 
laugh. “We thought the moon was uninhabited, and now 

__we've collected a trio of scientific zombies for. neet-cloor, il 
~ neighbors,” . BEN Om aaAte" 
BAGS Vee tr hal laughing,” said. Harper bitterly. “AL th } 

Ht ment. my sense of humor i s conspicuous by | 
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“The possible occupation of the—er—coffins presents — an interesting train of thought,” said Jantz enigmatically. “I begin to form a mental picture of an intelligent, muscular biped, about nine feet tall, who supplies his own atmosphere, conducts scientific experiments, ignores — animal comfort, and is capable of walking nearly a hun- dred miles in high temperatures,” 
“A, pretty unpleasant sort of enemy,” commented Har- 

“If he turns out to be an enemy,” added Holt. “Were there many tracks around the place?” asked the professor. 
“Dozens.” 
“Did you follow any of them up?” 
“We thought we’d better get back with the information so far acquired before we ran into trouble. . . » Are you implying that we ought to establish contact?” 
“AS soon as possible,” said Jantz, “At the moment we are afraid of them—yet we haven’t seen them—and they, I presume, will be afraid of us. An unsatisfactory sit- uation. ... We must do something to allay or confirm our fears, so that we can plan a definite course of action,” “T’'ve cooked up enough radio mines to lay a fairly close _ field around the base,” said Holt. “We can make sure that _ this place is reasonably safe, anyway.” 
Suddenly the table shuddered and an empty coffee cup fell over. From years of experience, the men instinctively listened for the’ sounds of the accompanying explosion, There was nothing. . 
“What the devil’s that?” snapped Harper, 
Hy on dashed to the transmitter. “Hello, surface pa- sy t’ 8 happening? Over,” 

_ There was no answer, As he tried again, Captain Har-| per and Dr, Holt put their headpieces on and hurried to the airlock, . ii “Hello, furface, patrol Hello, surface patrol, What is _ ver,” 
a few moments Jackson’s voice came faintly. i ‘Ss 

Ai 
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(ring a the tongled sia of tbo moonehid Sa 
Then they dashed to the lunar tractor, jumped abroad, and 
headed for the wreckage at full speed. 

atmospheric pressure 
ase Mat The color returned to his face, a2 

“just 
ei gi ager and I knew a leak had 
started. It was all I could do to switch oxygen and helium 
fed Deny sand ck ae ee ae 
dropped too much.” 

“Look, there he is!” exclaimed Holt. He pointed to a 
prone figure sixty yards away. As the tractor slid toward 
it, the three occupants could see that Davis had no head- 
piece. et tee ee ee 
they discovered that he also had no head. 

The moons’ Sn ae The 
- long sidcrleps and tubular beckboue mere wise 
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viously they'll follow ours. For all we know, they might be 
preparing to drop another atomic shell right here. ... In 
view of the fact that they have won the first round, I think 
it’s up to us to make sure they don’t win the next. Besides, 
one of our party is already dead, and Dr. Jackson only 
survived by about ninety seconds. The longer we stay 
inactive, the more chance these creatures have of picking - 
us off.” 

“I think Captain Harper is right,” said Jackson. “We've 
got to do’ everything we can either to destroy them or to 
discourage them.” 

“We'll put it to a vote,” said the Captain. “Make a — 
noise if you’re in favor of having an all-out effort to make 
them lose interest.” 

There was an immediate response. Only Professor Jantz 
remained silent, : 

A couple of hours later, preparations were complete. A 
radio-controlled minefield had been placed around the en- 
trance to the base unit, practice throws had been made 
with dummy grenades, and the men had been gratified to 
discover that the moon’s weak gravity enabled them to — 
hurl a grenade with reasonable accuracy over two hundred 
yards. The improvised rocket bombard could deliver fifty’ _ 
pounds of high explosive at targets more than a mile 
away. 

to be, for their resources were severely limited. The rocket 
bombard would be mounted in the crow’s nest of the trac- 
tor; then three men would take the tractor on its destruc- 
tive mission while the other two stayed at base. 

If the tractor failed to return from its fifty-mile j journey 
to the metal hemisphere near the foothills of Tycho, it 
would be the duty of the survivors to radio as much in- 
formation as possible to Earth while remaining hidden, 

Pegram and Professor Jantz would stay at base while 
the others did what they could. 

Each of the five men realized with bitter clarity that the 
fate of man’s first expedition to the moon hung_pre- 
cariously in the balance. If they failed now, ano at- 
tempt might not be made for several decades. 

‘Presently all the weapons and supplies were abso the 
_ lunar tractor, and everything was ready for departure. 

Captain Harper’s strategy was extremely simple—it heal | 
j 

"three men piled aboard while Pegram and Jantz stood oy 1 



_ offering occasional suggestions and checking that nothing had been left behind. ; 
“As from now,” said Captain Harper over his personal radio, “we won’t break radio silence unless it’s a matter of life and death. Our friends may have some sort of direc- tion-finding apparatus, and there’s no point in making it easy for them.” 
“As a scientist I disapprove of your purpose,” said Pro- fessor Jantz with irony. “But as a man—well, good luck, you people. I hope you succeed.” 
“It'll be just too bad if we don’t,” said Harper grimly, Holt gave a dry laugh. “Tell them,” he said, “that my last thoughts were of mother.” 
“We're fighting for the human Tace,” remarked Dr. Jackson. “Oh, how we hate its bloody face.” _. Amid laughter that gave a brittle impression of being | lighthearted, Captain Harper started the tractor, coaxed it into gear, and let out the clutch. Leaving behind it a quick-falling wake of lunar dust, the tractor rocked silently across the blinding lava plains. 
It was the expedition’s fifth terrestrial day on the moon, 

_ apparently tireless beings whom Jantz Sarcastically re- ferred to as “our absent friends.” 
Pegram and the professor watched the tractor shrink un- til it was no more than a tiny beetle toiling over a rippling 

From a black, star-studded sky, the sun flung down its harsh, unfiltered radiation, creating the unbelievable sur- face heat of a late lunar morning. 

tractor a mile away from _ 
after hasty confirmation of the nd Jackson got out. Holt 
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took up position two hundred yards away on the right, 
thus preventing a direct hit knocking out the entire at- — 
tacking force. . mt HE} 

Armed with grenades, the two men would advance 
steadily until they were in throwing range, or encountered 
opposition. If they were able to demolish the building 
Without tackling the enemy, they would do so and with- 
draw; if not, they would do their best to engage the 
defense while Captain Harper drove the tractor in as close 
as possible and used the rocket bombard, 

As soon as they had reached their flanking positions, . 
Harper waved his arm in the observation turret, and the 
two men moved forward at an ungainly, bounding trot. 

They were within four hundred yards of the hemisphere. 
before there was any sign of activity. Then suddenly a — 
large shape, oddly human, appeared momentarily in the 
doorway of the strange building. It hesitated, disappeared 
again, reappeared almost instantaneously, and began run- 
ning toward Holt at a tremendous speed. ee 

As it came clear into the sunlight, the three men saw 
that it was completely encased by metal. Its arms, legs, 
and thick, jointed body flashed dully as the strange being ~ 
rapidly advanced. ; 

Although it was nine feet high and uncannily human in 
shape, the human beings who now confronted it saw with 
a sudden shock that the outline between its shoulders was 
smooth and flat. The creature had no head. 

Holt’s arm jerked sharply, and a grenade flashed 
toward his macabre adversary, who was now only a hun- 
dred and fifty yards away. The monster continued on his 
course without any attempt at evasion. re | 

The explosion made no sound, but a dull shock wave 
carried even to the tractor, now four hundred yards to the 
rear. 
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7 With Savehimtary erles of horror, Jackson and Captain 

_ Harper saw Holt fall in a heap. Even at that distance it Was easy to see that his body had been cut clean in two. | Instantly the creature, seeing one enemy destroyed, 
turned toward Jackson. For a moment it was still—a per- fect target—and Jackson did not waste the ity. 

second explosion. For a moment it seemed to hang suspended—a tableau of complete surprise—then _ arms and legs and body hurtled up into the void, and fell separately. 
vasting no time inspecting the damage, Dr. Jackson turned immediately toward the metal hemisphere. Two more headless monsters had appeared. They seemed to be setting up some sort of apparatus. 

Meanwhile Captain Harper slammed the tractor into top speed and drove crazily toward the target. Less than _ three hundred yards away he stopped suddenly and, hay- ing depressurized the tractor, went Straight through the _ airlock, knocking his headpiece heavily against the 

_ One well-timed leap brought him up into the crow’s _ Nest beside the rocket bombard. Hastily aligning the rough gears he pressed the detonator button. 
is aim was too high, Fifty pounds of high explosive _Sailed harmlessly over the objective. But even as he feverishly reloaded, he saw Jackson moving forward out 

Leaving the first grenade well behind, the monster ran full into the 

€n as one of them raised the strange, glit- 
hand, the grenade exploded, blowing 

companion over backwards and flattening 



ran for his hand weapon, which was lying on the lava bed — 
a few yards away, while the other quickly tried to re- 
construct his small tripod and its ominous-looking cylin- — 
a 

But by this time Harper had not. only reloaded, but — 
forced himself by supreme act of will to take slow and 
measured aim—-realizing, perhaps, that the issue depend- 
ed entirely on his next shot. 

The heavy rocket grenade sped straight toward the 
hemisphere. For a terrible moment it seemed as if the 
charge would not detonate. Then there was a silent flash, — 
and the lunar tractor shuddered violently. The sudden 
cloud of dust fell almost as rapidly as it had risen. 
When it cleared, Captain Harper saw that the metal 

hemisphere and its strange occupants were utterly 
destroyed. All that remained was a jagged, smoking debris 
of twisted metal. 

For a moment the two survivors remained perfectly 
still. Then Dr. Jackson picked himself ae and ta to 

him. Suddenly he collapsed. Dr. Jackson turned and ran to 
him 

“J... think it’s a. . . slow leak,” gasped Harper over 
his personal radio, “Pressurize . . . pressurize tractor... 
for God’s sake!” ’ 

Jackson picked him up and staggered to the tractor. He 
pushed Harper through the airlock, climbed in himself, 
slammed the sealing door, and turned on the air cylinders 
to full. 

The leak must have been infinitesimal, for the Captain 
recovered almost immediately. 

"Thanks, ” he said shakily. “It’s a bloody awful feeling, 
isn’t it?’ 
“They haven’t yet invented the words to deccvie Saale 
remarked Jackson grimly. “You'll have to stay in the trac-— 
tor till we get back.” 

“Blast! We ought to do something about Holt, but my 
brain isn’t working clearly. Any suggestions?” 

“None ‘worth having. . . You saw what happened?” ita 
. ur he friend 



or 

thing that makes h/v bullets seem like baby toys... . We "ought to take a look at him, zi 

Temains of their outpost, then? Til drive the tractor in close. I shouldn’t think the HE. will have left anything in a sufficiently dangerous concen- _ tration. What do you think?” 
f “It’s worth the risk. We might learn something useful - about them.” 

Harper started the tractor and let it move slowly for- ward toward the area of devastation. He switched off the motor about twenty yards from the wreckage. “You know something?” said Jackson as he prepared to _~ go through the airlock. “In a way, we're lucky. This is the _ Second little bit of history we’ve been privileged to make.” “How do you mean?” 
“That character who dropped Holt then charged at me,” said Jackson, “was quite peculiar. I was nearer to i you were. I saw him fall apart.” 

are you getting at?” 
y that he wasn’t made of frogs and snails and pup- pydogs’ tails,” replied Jackson with irony. “You know, Captain, I think we must be the first human beings to do battle with a bunch of lethal robots. The fact that we took those three apart is quite significant, really.” “Good God!” exclaimed Harper. 

Dr. Jackson turned and went through the airlock, . Presently he was poking about among the glaring, sunlit wreckage, 

2 8 Fe 

“ 

The crisis was over, but at Base One it took some time _ for the atmosphere of high tension to die down. Two men of the first expedition had died, and the whole moon proj- _ ect had been on the edge of failure. Only a slow and in- tensive search of the entire base area and the foothills of _ Tycho convinced the four survivors that at least there was > more immediate danger. Eventually they felt justified ‘im returning to normal routine. 
Was several terrestrial days later that Professor Jantz opportuni afforded by Dr. Jackson’s absence 

ae. 



on a survey cence to do some aek of his ¢ own in the” : 
small underground laboratory. He was absorbed in the 
spectroscopic analysis of quantities of fine black dust. 
When Captain Harper found him, the professor was 

engaged in electronically heating a minute pile to in- 
candescence, 

“Which sample are you working on now?” asked Har- 
per conversationally. 

Professor Jantz displayed the pleasure of a child who 
has discovered something altogether wonderful in his © 
Christmas stocking. “The third sample from cavern four- 
teen,” he explained happily. 

“How’s it going?” 
“My dear Harper, this is a perfect specimen of bitumi- 

nous carboniferous coal of the type known as fusain. — 
There is a wonderful abundance of microspores and ma- 
crospores. My theories, I may say, are confirmed up to the — 
hilt. When I get back to Earth, I shall read a paper to—” 

_ “What does it mean in plain language?” interrupted 
Harper. 

“Tt means quite simply that the moon was once teeming 
with estuarine swamps. It means that billions of years ago 
the moon was a riot of evolving life forms. In short, we 
have accumulated enough evidence to shake aman), as- 
trophysical theory right to its foundations.” 
“Why isn’t there any surface evidence of all this?” 
“Because as the moon began to lose its atmosphere, the 

intensifying sunlight generated spontaneous combustion. — 
Half the so-called meteoric dust is the ashes from what — 
must once have been tremendous smoldering graveyards.” 

Harper grinned. “So now you'll be able to blast the 
armchair astronomers.” . 

“I most certainly shall. I have enough data to oe 
most of my illustrious colleagues feel that the time has 
come for them to enter mental institutions.” i 

Captain Harper took a couple of folded typewritten if 
sheets from his pocket. “I really hunted you out to show — 
you the message I intend to transmit back to Organization 
an egy ‘Tf there’s oiphnpie ld Made wish to shiva: you’ 



: 

DISPATCH SEVEN 

From: Harper, Captain of Advance Expedition, Lunar 
Base One. 
To: Executive Council, Expedition H.Q., Earth 

Since the destruction of the robot-manned outpost, 
Jackson and Pegram have made an extensive survey of 
the ground within a radius of one hundred miles of 
base. They have discovered no more alien tracks, other 
than those originating from the hemisphere, and no fur- 
ther signs of independent activity. We are confident, 
then, that it is safe for the second moonship to depart 
on schedule, and feel that the equatorial expedition may 

_ be undertaken in face of environmental hazards only. 
We have examined the debris of the robot outpost, 

and have drawn the following conclusions: : 
1) The robots are not indigenous to the moon, since 
their construction would demand resources and a highly 
developed life form of which there is no evidence. 
2) Their construction is beyond the present develop- 
ments of human science. oe 
3) Since their outpost was exposed and un-— 
pressurized, the three so-called coffins appear to have 
been the “hibernation” chambers and electrical charg-  ing-beds of the robots during the lunar night. Evidence 
of their electrical potential was obtained before the out- post was destroyed. . 
4) Assuming that the three previous hypotheses are substantially correct, we believe that at some time the 
moon received an extraterrestrial expedition which left 
the robots for observational Purposes and scientific investigation. __ 
5) Since the robots took the initiative in attacking us, it is probable that their creators conditioned the ma- 
chines to react aggressively to any phenomena that Might be interpreted as interference, 
6) Bearing in mind that the robots were apparently 

equipped with space radio, it is probable that they originated within our own solar system. 
‘he full arguments in support of these views will be _ 

remains for me to add 



hed ae 

Py our unanimous belief that the extraterrestrial expedition 
will ultimately return to discover the fate of its me- _ 
chanical outpost. It is hoped that by that time human 
beings and equipment will be present on the moon in 
sufficient force to fulfill our aims irrespective of in-— 
terference or cooperation. : 

Professor Jantz looked up from the typewritten sheets. - 
“I think you’ve given our main conclusions admirably,” he 
said. “The rest can wait until we have time to prepare a 
full report. As soon as I’ve finished with these samples, Pil 
put my own notes in order for you.” 

“It's about time Jackson and Pegram were back,” 
remarked Harper, stuffing the sheets back in his pocket. 
“Till give them a call on the transceiver.” gah 

He went out, leaving the professor to continue his work. 
For another two hours, Jantz was able to go on with his 
analysis of the samples from cavern fourteen without 
being disturbed. ; 

Then Captain Harper returned. “They got back safely,” 
he announced. 

“Good, good. Now we can relax for a few hours.” — 
“They want us to go up to the surface,” said Harper. 

“They say there’s something worth seeing.” 
“More samples!” exclaimed the professor delightedly. ; 

“Where the devil did I put my headpiece?” 
the two men made their way through the © 

airlock and clambered up the metal ladder set against the 
walls of the fissure. They reached the surface to ste 
Jackson and Pegram standing by the lunar tractor. 

“Have you found something interesting?” called Jantz ' 
hopefully over his personal radio. - A 

“Yes,” replied Jackson, raising his arm. “Look 
around.” ; 

Everywhere the shadows were stretched to unim- 
aginable lengths, and the rolling lava plains, softened now 
in oblique sunlight, were beginning to assume the dark con- _ 
tours of a lunar twilight. The scene was desolate, gro- 

_ tesque, and in its own fashion altogether beautiful. — 
Slowly, infinitely slowly, the sun began to sink over dis- 

Barth _ tant fire-tipped mountains. Slowly the great | 
loomed against a star-strewn backcloth of 



in a deepening green glow, watching the inexorable course - 
_ Of the sun over a ragged horizon, — 

It was a scene to be remembered as long as they 
_ lived—the subtle change stealing over a_ petrified 
landscape, the slow, impressive end of their first lunar 
day. 

THE BUTTERFLIES 

_ The survey ship Prometheus dropped into orbit four hun- 
ted miles above the surface of Planet Five. Altogether there were seven planets in the system. They belonged to the Companion of Sirius, a “white dwarf” which had the 

( distinction of being the first star to be recognized by ter- 
_-restrial astronomers before it could be seen. 

Planet Five was twenty-two million miles from the _ mother sun, Sirius itself lay far beyond the confines of the 
_ tiny system, being another eighteen hundred million miles 

away. To the crew of the Prometheus, it presented a 
__ bright, blinding disc, no less impressive than that of its 

_ bow relatively near Companion. Eventually the Pro- 
_ metheus would voyage closer to the great star to survey her 

single red planet. But meanwhile, the Companion’s system 
‘ seemed infinitely more attractive—an explorer’s paradise, 
_. When the orbit maneuver had been successfully com- 

_ pleted, the crew of four took themselves to the mess deck 
for a celebration. They had something to celebrate, for, so 

as they knew, the Prometheus was the first ship to 
igate satisfactorily under what was called the relativity 

memory of a very great man and a very im- “i 



cooker disgorged roast chicken and a wealth of elegant 
trimmings, and the refrigerator surrendered a magnum of 
champagne. Only three of the crew, however, were able to 
savor the luxury of drinking wine eight and a half light- 
years away from the vineyard that produced it, for the 
fourth, a positronic robot, preferred to dine infrequently 
on a large helping of amperes. 

Presently Captain Trenoy, physicist, astronomer, and 
Master of the Prometheus, gave a formal toast while 
Whizbang, the robot, watched with red, expressionless 
eyes. 

“May our explorations be fruitful,” said Captain 
Trenoy, raising his glass. “May our return be safe, and 
may the Time Drag not be too heavy on us.” 

“Amen,” said Dr. Blane. 
He and Dr. Luiss regarded. each other gravely as they 

lifted their glasses in response. They were both thinking 
about the same thing. The journey of eight and a half 
light-years had taken the Prometheus eighteen kinetic 
months, but the ship had left the solar system fifteen 
earth-years before. By the time it returned, more than thir- 
ty-five earth-years would have gone by, though the crew 
would have aged a mere three and a half years, 

Blane, who combined the duties of peychoniils 
surgeon, and physician, was contemplating the spiritual ef- 
fect of being cut off from one’s time and generation. For- 
tunately or otherwise, it was a problem that would have 
no reality until the Prometheus touched down on earth 
once more. 

Luiss, who held the departments of biochemistry and 
geology, stared at his champagne and wondered just how 
long it would take him to go mad. 

But such disturbing thoughts slid rapidly into the 
background as Captain Trenoy, refilling the three glasses, 
turned the conversation to the immediate problem of . 

_ touching down on Planet Five. After eighteen months of 
montonous starflight, during which there was little to 
do but make routine checks, routine researches, routine 
conversation, it was pleasant if unnerving to be faced with 
the necessity for action. 

“Here endeth the first lesson,” said the Captain with — 
obscure a “And now we'd better fix uBR some “Cape 

oe goa . ee 



acl BME rh ek teal aN 

I am assuming, of course, that you feel we - ought to explore as soon as possible.” He gazed at his com- panions inquiringly. — : 
__.. “No reason why we shouldn’t,” said Dr. Luiss, “Pye _- checked Whizbang’s preliminary findings, It doesn’t seem _ as if there will be much difficulty.” 

“I haven’t any objections,” agreed Blane. Then he add- _ €d with a dry smile, “But in view of Our experience of the 

_ sent Whizbang by himself on the first trip.” 
“I was about to suggest that myself,” said Trenoy. “It _ Would be an elementary safety procedure. I think, too, _ that we should fix it so that we can control the landing rocket from here—just in case Whizbang comes to grief. It _ Would be disastrous if we lost a ferry rocket on the first landing.” 

i “What makes you think I might come to grief, Cap- tain?” boomed the robot. “The findings indicate that it’s 

_ bang,” he said. “But we poor mortals, lacking your mental 

_ had long since learned to interpret as robotic laughter. | “So I noticed,” he retorted, “when we changed down to _ planetary drive out of R.D. Dr. Blane, our eminent psy- _ chologist, was, I recall, furiously stroking a rabbit’s paw.” Blane smiled. “No need to feel superior, Whizbang. I 

_ Was the first time I’ve ever seen a robot doodling.” _ “All right, doodler,” said Captain Trenoy. “Tell us What you’ve discovered about Planet Five, and we'll decide if there is likely to be difficulty.” 

* one over eighty-three point two. Density: three even nine. Orbital period: ninety-eight days. Sur- three-fifths solid. Atmosphere: oxygen, helium >, fifty. etation: low-type scrub with unusual 



predominance of blue. No evidence yet of animal life.” 
“Suppose we put you down,” said Luiss. “What would . 
you do?” :4 

“Take out Radiac and test at ground level,” answered 
Whizbang promptly. “Collect samples and explore to a ra~ — 
dius of one hundred yards. Radio verbal report to Captain 
Trenoy and await instructions.” 

“Fair enough,” said Trenoy. “Down you go.” 
“ve already checked the ferry rocket,” announced 

Whizbang. “Radiac and sample jars are aboard.” He 
stood up and stretched his nine feet of steel and 
duralumin. “Shall I make ready, sir?” he asked formally. 

“No time like the present,” said Trenoy. “Go ahead, — 
Come back and tell us five minutes before point of exit.” 

The three men stood on the navigation deck of the — 
Prometheus, watching the small ferry rocket drift out of — 

the orbit. As it receded in slow motion, Whizbang waved a 
metal arm cheerily to them from inside his plastiglass 
dome. wy: 

“Are we going to stabilize position over his landing _ 
area?” asked Dr, Blane. 

“Might as well,” said the Captain. “There’s no reason 
for playing safe on fuel. Thank God those days aré over.” 

The ferry rocket, gathering negative speed, dropped like 
‘a silver bullet to the vast brown and crimson stretch of lava _ 
plains below. , : 

“The atmosphere is a piece of cake,” said Dr. Luiss © 
happily. “It looks as if we shall be able to throw off our — 
pressure suits and jump about freely at one-sixth gravity.” 

“It may be my natural pessimism,” observed Dr. Blane, — 
“but I have an odd notion that Planet Five is altogether — 
too obliging. Something tells me that we are in for a few 
surprises.” : i 

“I think you're right,” agreed Trenoy. “There always ~ 
are surprises in this kind of work. It would be somewhat 
surprising if there weren’t.” He turned his attention to the 
two-way radio. “Prometheus to Whizbang. Prometheus to _ 

_ Whizbang. How are you doing? Over.” 1. Sa ee 
He turned a switch, and Whizbang’s voice came loud — 

and clear. “Whizbang to Captain Trenoy. Pm skating 
_ cautiously through the boundaries of the s ere at 



| perature fifteen hundred. Internal temperature one hun- _ dred and three. It’s easy going. Over,” 
__. “What does the surface look like?” asked Trenoy. ' “As expected, Captain. Blue vegetation areas change _ Shade slightly, purple to crimson. But this may be due to invisible cloud. Over.” ou 
_ “Are you using the auto-pilot? Over.” asked the Cap- _ tain. He heard the robot laugh. 

_ _ “I am more efficient, sir. The auto-pilot would take _ three minutes longer. Over.” 
“Watch that fin temperature!” snapped Trenoy. “It’s _ more important than trying to beat the auto-pilot, Over 
and out.” 
4 “Yes, sir. Over and out.” Whizbang did his best to _ sound metallically aggrieved. 
__ Seven minutes later he touched the ferry rocket down to 
a perfect landing. 
___ “Whizbang to Prometheus. I have touched down on the agreed area on Planet Five. Landing normal. Fuel con- 
_ sumption subnormal. What are your orders? Over.” 
_ Back on the Prometheus, Captain Trenoy gripped the _ mike, glancing at the two men with controlled excitement. 
_ He flicked the switch and spoke to Whizbang. 

“Do not move. Describe the landscape. Over.” 
“Sunlight strength four,” said Whizbang. “Sky purple _ to deep blue. Horizon’ bounded by mountain range. 

Estimated height of highest peak nine thousand feet, 
_ Distance twelve miles. Planetary surface rock; color crim- _ Son, brown, black. Nearest vegetation three hundred yards 
_ away. Pampas-type grass, four to six feet high; color blue 
_ to crimson, Occasional bushes with tendril-type leaves, 
_ Tising to ten feet; color, yellow to gold. Animal life but- 
_ terfly type, wing span nine to fifteen inches, multicolored, 
_ Present in large numbers. Estimated cloud of twenty to thirty circling ferry rocket. Large clouds in constant mo- 
_ tion above pampas. Over.” 

_ On the navigation deck of the survey ship the at- ry 

. ng of excitement intensified, . 

ay 

Tage 

butterflies!” exclaimed Dr. Luiss. “This is going to 
teresting. They're quite a reasonably developed 
onary structure. Obviously there will be other ex- 

al life—even if they’re onl, vestigial spe- 
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Dr. Blane laughed. “Maybe we’ll have to take nets with 
us and dash around like three bug-collecting schoolboys. oe 
At one-sixth G, we ought to be able to chase ’em on the 
wing.” 

“Not so fast,” said Trenoy. “Let’s see how they react to 
Whizbang, and he to them.” He flicked the radio switch 
and spoke once more to the robot, who sat patiently in the 
pilot’s seat of the ferry rocket four hundred miles below. 

“Prometheus to Whizbang. Take out your Radiac, your — 
atmospherometer, and the cine-camera, Make five tests 
for radioactivity—one general and four specific. Find out 
the pressure and bulk gases, and bring samples back for 
lab work. Then take your camera and use fifteen minutes 
of film. Spread it out—panoramic stuff, telephoto, micro- 
photo, and general interest. Also get a butterfly if 
possible—without harming it. ... . Over.” 

“Yes, sir,” answered Whizbang. “When shall I report? 
Over.” 

“Don’t be lazy,” said Trenoy. “Clip the transceiver on 
your chest. We’ll want a record while you’re ope 
Over.” & 

“As you say, Captain! Would you like a commentary or 4 
question and answer? Over.” 5 

“Commentary will do. If I want to ask questions, Pll / 
break in. Over and out.” ° cs 

The men on the navigation deck: waited for the robot's 
monologue to begin. Dr. Luiss went to the manual & 
telescope and began to search the landing area with it. Af- i 

‘ 
ter a moment or two, fancying a shiny dot that he’d picked 
out was the ferry rocket, he called Captain Trenoy to take 
a look. ‘Then Whizbang launched into his commentary. ¥ 

“Transceiver clipped on, I am now descending through 
oubliette with Radiac. ... Pressure equalized at nine point ~ 
nine. .. . Ladder down and entry-port released. I am going — 

_ down the ladder. . . . General radioactivity normal for ox- — 
ygen helium at nine point nine. Will now aie fifty — 
yards from rocket for four radial tests... . i a 

Trenoy switched actos. “How are the butterflies react- 
ing to your presence?’ i fh 

“They don’t appear to have noticed me yet, 
- now making first of radial tests. . . ti bu 
i Lea begun» to notice me. The 
ibe et . bei 
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. fifty has risen from the pampas. They’re heading straight for me. . . . Now they’re circling overhead. . . .” “See if you can get one, but don’t alarm them if it can be helped,” said Trenoy. 
“They’re fast on the wing, Captain, and they seem to be able to estimate my Tange. They’re concentrating about _ twenty feet above my headpiece. . . .” 

__ There was a long pause, then: “Flutter by, butterfly! Flutter, flutter, butterfly... . Well, well, well! Cut off my coordinators and call me a computer. . . . I think that I _ Shall never see a robot beautiful as me. . . .” For the first time in his existence, Whizbang sounded as if he were trying to sing. It was an unmelodious robotic howl. To the men on the Prometheus it sounded midway between ecstasy and insanity, 
_ __ With a startled oath, Captain Trenoy switched in, _ “Whizbang! What the devil’s happening?” 
__ There was no answer for several seconds, then a slurred voice mumbled, “Steel, steel, glorious steel! You'll never _ know how metallic I feel, . . .” 
_ “Whizbang! Answer my question!” Trenoy put every ounce of authority into his command. The response was _ Rot encouraging. wr 
___ ‘With nuts on his fingers and bolts on his toes, Whiz- bang needs oiling wherever he goes. . . .” The voice trailed _ away to a crooning whisper. Then silence. 
_ The three men stared at each other in consternation. ___ “He’s off his head,” snapped Luiss. “Some damn silly _ short circuit has given him DT’s.” . 
_ Dr. Blane looked thoughtful. “He was perfectly all right _ Until those butterflies began to concentrate. | wonder... .” __ “What are you thinking of—radiation?” asked Captain - Trenoy. 

_ Something like that,” agreed Blane. “It doesn’t sound like a mechanical breakdown. I’ve never heard of a robot getting lightheaded because of a short circuit. It’s as if omething—some force—had disturbed his equilibrium.” _ “The ST-EX robots were proofed against every known ype of radiation before we left Earth,” objected the Cap- 
said Blane. “But obviously this is something i 

fen't proofed against.” 
My 
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“He's faa a breakdown in the leans areas. He was all i 
_ fight while he was in the rocket.” f 
“Pll try him again,” said Trenoy. He switched over. 
“Whizbang! Can you hear me? Over. i 

Silence! 
“Whizbang! What’s happening? Over.” 
Silence. j 
“Whizbang! I order you back to the rocket. Make ready 

to return to ship! Over.” ! 
Still silence. 
“Where do we go from here?” asked Captain Trenoy at 

length. “Any suggestions, gentlemen?” ] 
“Somebody will have to go down in the reserve rocket,” 

said Dr. Luiss. “That somebody had better be me.” i 
“Control your curiosity and be rational,” reproved Dr. — 

Blane. “What’s the point of hazarding our only other 
rocket and a human being? Have another think.” 4 

“Total control!” exclaimed the Captain, “The servo- 
mechanisms for the oubliette and entry-port were syn- 
chronized with the auto-pilot before Whizbang went down. 
Even if we can’t get him back to the ferry rocket, we can 
bring the rocket back here. Then someone might go down _ 
and see what’s happened to him.” i 
Before Captain Trenoy settled down at the remote con- | 

trol panel, he made a further effort to contact the — 
enigmatic robot, but met with no success. While he was | 
bringing the rocket back to the four-hundred-mile orbit, — 
Drs. Blane and Luiss developed a quiet and friendly argu- 
ment concerning the probable cause of Whizbang’s failure | 
to respond. Then, as Whizbang still presumably had the ~ 
transceiver on his chest, Dr. Blane tried to break down his ~ 
problematic silence by a series of commands, exhorta~ — 
tions, trick statements, and desperate pleas . for help. He if 
met with no result. 1 
“You see,” said Luiss triumphantly. “It’s a ‘mechanical. ; 

breakdown. If he won’t even let out a bleat when you tell — 
him it’s a matter of life and death, it means only one — 
ti Ligue somewhere the circuit is wreck 4 
Dr. Blane still shook his head. “Robots have | certain of 
1 eves of pues he said ee “Weaker, of course, 



_ Suppose it willed him to disobey orders.” “Moonshine,” pronounced Dr. Luiss skeptically. “Are -you suggesting that Whizbang got himself hypnotized? Be- cause if so, you’re getting unnecessarily melodramatic,” “One has to consider possibilities,” said>Dr. Blane’ - evenly. 
“But that’s an impossibility! You might just as well consider the possibility of the ground opening up and _ swallowing him.” 
“Tt can’t be ruled out,” said Blane without humor. _ “Who are we to assume that the life forms on Planet Five - behave conventionally? Those butterflies, for example, might—” 
“Might lay duck eggs,” grinned Luiss. “Go take a Sedative, Doctor. Your imagination is slightly fantastic,” : “So, very often, is the truth,” retorted Blane. While he had been talking, Dr. Blane had watched the _ Progress of the ferry rocket by radar screen and visulator, _ He saw now that it was within ordinary visual range and, _ Rot wishing to prolong a useless discussion, climbed into the astrodome to watch it dock alongside the Prometheus, 

=" 9 

“I still think only one man should go, and that he _ Should not leave the tocket—unless, of course, he finds a _ feasonable explanation for Whizbang’s silence.” Watching _ the Captain closely. Dr. Blane could see, even before he _ replied, that Trenoy was unconvinced, 
bs “Perhaps you are letting superstition take precedence _ Over scientific caution,” said Captain Trenoy with the faintest of smiles. “I think our arrangements will be quite ' adequate. We shall take ultrasonic vibrators and H.F.C, _ beam apparatus. Unless there is an emergency, one of us _ will remain in the rocket all the time; 
__ “You may encounter something against which the vi- _ brators and H.F.C. weapon will be useless,” __ “Tn that case, it certainly won’t be physical,” observed _ Dr. Luiss with irony. : _. “Bxactly,” said Blane. He Wanted to add something , but couldn’t find the tight words, 

e’d better get moving,” remarked Trenoy, “We may i search on our hands before we find Whiz- 
On 
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“We'll bring you back a couple of tame butterflies. to}: 

play with,” promised Luiss gaily as he fixed the hess a 
on his pressure suit. 

When they had checked their pressure and persons ra- 
dios, the two men left the navigation deck and made their 
way to the starboard airlock and entry-port. From the as- 
trodome, Dr. Blane watched. the small ferry rocket fall out © 
of the orbit as it gathered negative speed. Twenty minutes — 
later he heard Luiss’s voice telling him that they had _ 

- touched down safely at the landing area. 
“We can see Whizbang,” said Luiss excitedly. “He’s — 

about a couple of bonded yards away, balancing on one 
foot like a heavyweight ballerina. The butterflies are still 
circling over him.” He chuckled. “Bet they’re thinking 
that if he’s a specimen of alien culture, they did well to re- 

main. butterflies. . . . He looks, though, almost as if he a 
belongs to the landscape.” 

“Any other signs of life—apart from the butterflies?” 
asked Dr. Blane. 

“No, not yet. I’m going out to have a jook at our petri- 
‘fied robot, so I'll hand over to Captain Trenoy.” 

Dr. Blane’s hands were trembling, his face was white, 
He paced the navigation deck rapidly, casting suspicious 
glances now and again at the nine-foot robot, who stood — 3 
waiting patiently. 

“Tell me your story again,” he commanded, “We will 
consider the inaccuracy in relation to the whole,” It was” 

“no good calling the robot a liar, because Whizbang was 
mechanically incapable of lying. He was, however, ‘i A 

capable of being inaccurate. 
Responding to the order, he again related his story ina 

voice that faltered only very slightly when he came to the 
part that Dr. Blane was able to disprove. 

.. “The first thing I remember, sir,” said Whizbang, “was” 
Dr. Luiss bawling at me for being what he called a broken- — 
down cretin. Previous to that, my only recollection is of _ 
reporting back to ship as I began the first Hist test ant if 
i Laie butterflies came.” 



_ Rone near me or Dr, Luiss. The clouds skimming over the a 

if 

‘ 

Pampas seemed bigger than before, but that was probably because Dr. Luiss had disturbed them. He told me he’d given the group circling above my head half a second of ultrasonic vibration, and that it had scared them away.” “Did he tell you his further intentions?” 
“He said he was going to look around within a hundred-yard radius and collect samples, Then he ordered me back to the rocket,” 
“What did Captain Trenoy do?” . 
“He questioned me and then spoke to you, sir, describ- ing the landscape in detail and giving you a commentary on Dr. Luiss’s activities,” 
“Why did Captain Trenoy leave the rocket?” “Dr. Luiss called to him over the personal wavelength in a very excited voice. He said that he’d found the skeleton of a large quadruped with a cranial capacity of _ approximately one cubic foot. He said that the animals on Planet Five must have reached a very high evolutionary Stage. Finally he suggested that Captain Trenoy come and have a look for himself, leaving me in the rocket. The Captain said it didn’t seem a very intelligent procedure, but Dr. Luiss replied that there were no living animals in sight, that the pampas were far enough away to give a _ Teasonable safety margin, and that if the butterflies came near they could certainly be dispersed by ultrasonics,” Dr. Blane nodded. “That’s true. I heard snatches of their conversation over the transceiver. Did Captain 3 Trenoy give you any instructions before he left?” 
“He put me through a simple test to make sure that my memory and reasoning ability were not damaged, Then he - told me to Stay in the rocket and not leave it under any 

circumstances,” 
“At which point,” said Dr, Blane thoughtfully, “you took over the commentary.” . “That is so,” agreed Whizbang with a trace of hesita- — tion. “I continued with the commentary until you gave me _ instructions to return to the Prometheus.” 

“But since I did not radio those instructions,” said _ Blane, staring hard at the robot, “we are left with two Possibilities. Name them!” — 
The robot was silent for a moment, Then he spoke “One: that ircui 



some other entity caused me to receive the message.” 
“Which do you think it is?” snapped Blane. _ mee Vy 

“Tf you would like to test me, sir...” began Whizbang. 
“To hell with tests! Which is it?” OY 
“I think my circuits are intact.” i 
“Then you think the message originated elsewhere?” 
“Yes, sir—if you are sure you did not send it.” Hs 
Blane controlled himself with difficulty. “We'll leave 

that for the moment. Repeat verbatim your commentary — 
to the point where I apparently ordered you to return.” = 

“Whizbang to Prometheus,” said the robot. “Captain | 
Trenoy is now descending through the oubliette to join Dr. © 
Luiss. Dr. Luiss is examining the skeleton of the — 
quadruped. The nearest butterflies are about two hundred — 

_ yards away. There is a small cloud of them rising from the — 
pampas. They appear to be circling aimlessly at an al- — 
titude of a hundred and fifty feet... . Captain TFrenoy has — 
now joined Dr.’ Luiss. They are digging together by the — 
side of the skeleton. . . . The butterflies are drifting — 
slightly, Captain Trenoy glances at them every few sec 
onds while continuing his work. Now the cloud is almost ~ 

- above the skeleton at about two hundred feet... . Sud- — 
denly the two men stand up. They stare at the butterflies. — 
Dr. Luiss remarks over his personal radio that it is the 
most incredible thing he ever heard. Suddenly the but- — 

terflies drop fifty feet, At the same time Captain Trenoy 

and Dr. Luiss begin to unscrew their headpieces very — 

slowly. . . .” Whizbang stopped. Pealetty Rapa 
“Go on! Go on!” urged Dr. Blane. . itl 

“Then, sir,” said Whizbang, “I heard your voice ~ 

through the transceiver. You said: ‘Prometheus to Whiz- 

bang, Return to. orbit immediately. Urgent! Return to of- 

bit immediately. Over and out.’ ” ‘ade Pa 
“What happened next?” asked Blane. ME a 

“I informed Captain Trenoy over the ground radio. He 

- said: ‘You must obey, Whizbang. You must always obey.’ — 
So I sealed the rocket and took off as rapidly as possible. — 

_ By the time I had equalized gravity and was beginning to 

release power, the butterflies had dropped another fifty — 
_ feet, Captain Trenoy and Dr. Luiss were standing motior 

ss. They had taken off their headpieces Th | 
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_ “No, sir. He spoke slowly and very quietly.” 
_ “Are you sure it was his voice?” 

' “Yes, sir.” 

For two or three minutes Dr, Blane strode nervously up _ and down, tortured by indecision, Finally he made up his. 
mind, 

“T am going down, Whizbang.” 
Yes, \sir.” 
“You will remain on duty here.” 

Dr. Blane set the rocket down gently. He unstrapped ° himself, stood up, and gazed through the plastiglass dome. 
A quarter of a mile away, he saw two motionless figures Standing erect on a stretch of brown and crimson rock. 
Focusing the binoculars, Dr. Blane made out a cloud of 

butterflies hovering about ten feet above the men. The 
heads of his two companions were strangely obscured, but dull sunlight glinted on the surface of a headpiece lying at 
the feet of one of them. 
_ Grimly, Dr. Blane reathed for the two ultrasonic vi- brators. Placing them carefully in the pockets of -his 
pressure suit, he descended through the oubliette. A few seconds later he stood on the strange surface of Planet 
Five. 

_ Gripping a vibrator in each hand, he looked cautiously 
around him, and then up at the sky. Apart from the cloud 
above the two men a quarter of a mile away, and the endless activity on the pampas, there did not seem to be 
any immediate danger. 
_ Slowly Dr. Blane walked toward his companions. At 
‘one hundred yards he stopped, stood quite still, took 
careful aim. He gave the cloud of butterflies a two-second 
dose of vibration. They scattered with much violent flap- 
ping, and a few dropped crazily down to the rocky sur- 
face. As they fell, another small cloud rose, and Dr. Blane. 
knew then what had been obscuring the heads of Trenoy. 
and Luiss. He fought back a sharp, involuntary sickness 

At fifty yards he thought it was an illusion, but at twen- if 

ds it became inescapable fact. Dr. Blane was ap- 

an- skulls were fixed in two 
‘two men in pressure suits who were dead but _ 



In his own pressure suit, Blane was sweating with 

panic. A sixth sense warned him to turn around and run. 

But it was already too late. For to Dr. Blane’s heightened 

_perception there came the first faint strains of.a vast, com- 

pelling music. It was the pattern, the experience, the 

mobility, the sheer harmony of a thousand symphonies 

condensed into a single chord. 
Turning with a tremendous effort, he saw the butterflies 

rising from the pampas, and knew—in the instant before 

that colossal theme of ecstasy blocked all thought—that 

presently the butterflies would begin to circle lower and 

lower. 
There were tears in Dr. Blane’s eyes. But they were not 

tears for his own approaching death. They were the only 

way in which he, and his companions before him, could 

react to an experience that was profound beyond any 

known to man, that was compelling and final, tearing its 

way past the flimsy threshold of human consciousness. 

The vibrators dropped from his impatient fingers. 

Slowly, hypnotically, Dr. Blane fumbled for the release 

clips of his headpiece. And the music swelled like sac- 

ramental thunder, the soundless music of thousands of 

multicolored butterflies, thousands of imsect carnivores — 

closing in upon their selected prey. And across the pam- 

‘pas, across the brown and crimson rocks, myriads of flap- 

ping wings proclaimed their centralization of power— 

submergence of the individual in a tremendous group iden-— 

tity. ; 

Dr. Blane stood there, unable to think, unable to see, 

unable to move—waiting for the butterflies to descend. 

Waiting for the crunch of small but powerful mandibles. 

The nine-hour day on Planet Five drew quietly to a 

close, Then the sun, known to Earthlings as the Com- 

panion of Sirius, began to slip smoothly over a blue and 

purple horizon. Presently the butterflies rose, winging 

across the pampas to their nocturnal, batlike roosts. 

Presently there was only the solitude of night, the remote 

mystery of stars.... 

The survey ship Prometheus remained in orbit for ten 

- more days. Whizbang, the robot, kept a steady vigil by the 

transceiver on the navigation deck, in accordanc with 
a Bs ie} ried na ye) ~ ts ; 116 i « it f ) i a » ae 



_ instructions, But the lack of response to his repeated 
_ Signals forced him to the obvious conclusion. | ish 
_ He satisfied himself that there was one very sound 

| reason why there could be no survivors: men, unlike 
robots, cannot exist without water, Unfortunately, the 

_ Water on Planet Five was different from its terrestrial 
| counterpart, belonging to a different geological cycle. Its 
te is symbol was infinitely more complex than mere 
if 20. ; Ff 

___ So Whizbang brought in an open verdict, secure in the 
conviction that his masters could no longer be alive. 
|. He had, however, no knowledge of the manner of their 
_ deaths. When he too had been a victim of the butterfly- 
_ mind, he had not heard the compelling music, for it was 
_ reaching to something far deeper than a synthetic brain. 
_ He had merely been positronically disturbed. He had 

_ merely been, for the first time in his robotic existence, 
__ asleep while his batteries were still powered. Nor could he 
know that, with a superior act of volition, the butterfly- 

| mind had simply willed him to go away. Being metallic, he 
_ Was not a possible source of food; and not being a source 

_ of food, he was only irrelevant. : 
__ But even a robot must rationalize when forced to act 

‘without human command. So Whizbang had found it 
‘Recessary to “invent” Dr. Blane’s instructions to return to 

' the Prometheus. 
_ Standing now on the navigation deck, he stared with 
_ ted, expressionless eyes at the surface of Planet Five. 

_. At last he reached a decision. The information would 
_ have to be given to other human beings, who would then 

assume responsibility. Penne 
_ Whizbang jerked himself up into the astrodome and 

_ began to take bearings. As he worked, he knew neither 
_ happiness nor anxiety, neither hope nor despair, neither 

gret nor relief, — aig ) 
_ He knew only that he could handle the relativity drive 
ore efficiently than men. ti 



THE LIZARD OF WOZ 

Ynkwysytyv dropped his flying saucer down to ten thou- 
sand feet and allowed it to amble through the sky at a ~ 

thousand miles an hour. Below him lay the United States 
of America, which he found very boring to look at. 

His telescope had revealed no signs at all of intelligent 
lizard life—only a host of odd-looking bipeds who lived in 
peculiar-shaped hives and used primitive land carriages to 
get from one place to another. True, they had flying ma- 
chines—but of a somewhat amateurish design. ! 

As a matter of fact, Ynkwysytyv had whiled away the — 

last few minutes by playing leapfrog with two ridiculously — 
flimsy jet aircraft. But when they began to pump rockets — 
at him, he lost his temper and neatly burned:off their wings 

with a heat ray—which madé life interesting for a couple 

of incredulous Air Force pilots. Fortunately their ejector 
seats and parachutes were in working order. 

If the truth be known, Ynkwysytyv—or Ynky, as his 
colleagues in the United Planets Organization called 
him—was not only bored but definitely unhappy. He had 

to admit, however, that the assignment to this remote and 
backward area of the galaxy was largely his own doing. If 
he had not allowed his tail to be turned by the irresistible 
scales and the seductive yellow streak of the Senior Ad-— 
ministrator’s only daughter, he would still be at U.P.O. 
headquarters on Woz. | ee 
He sighed nostalgically as he thought of his home 

planet, five hundred light-years away. He sighed as he 
remembered the clear green skies, the deep blue grass, the - 

_ pink rain forests, and the boiling crimson oceans. Then he | 
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orted with disgust as he looked down at the miserable 
world he had come to survey. 

| __ The colors were wrong, the inhabitants were backward _ and ugly, and the whole place would probably haye to be fumigated to make it fit for colonization. Possibly a few of | the more intelligent natives could be retained for slave ' labor. But their Tudimentary technology seemed to in- | dicate that this was hardly worthwhile. Robots would be 
_ far more efficient, 
_ However, his instructions were to survey the planet, _ establish friendly contact with the inhabitants, and pre- 
_ pare a detailed report on their culture—if any. All of which was a complete waste of time, since the report would be filed away and forgotten for a couple of cen- 

turies. Then some junior official would stumble across it 

a 

giving him ample opportunity for reflection on lizard’s inlizardity to lizard. It was downright vindictive of the 
Senior Administrator to. pack him off to this hole—and all 
ecause his sex band had turned purple at the wrong mo- 

Being a mere two hundred years old, Ynky regarded it | as the worst possible beginning for the best century of his 
youth. By the time he got back to Woz all the females in 

3 €g8 group would have mated, and he would be con- 
|, demmned to a bachelor existence for at least another seven- 
_ ty-five years. 

|| During his hibernation in the flying saucer, Ynky had _ Naturally been programmed to fluency in ali major ter- 
ial languages, for he was not the first Woz lizard to 
Earth. Some years previously, a blue-tailed language 

cialist had touched down to do research on elementary 
ethods of communication. He had managed to beam 
ack to Woz the basic language patterns of English, 

*re Ru , and Chinese before being converted into 
by the uncultured inhabitants of New 

ie 



and shrugged. Might as well make a start somewhere. He © 

reluctantly eased the saucer Earthwards. mee | 

Below was a deserted highway and an equally deserted — 

roadside café. Ynky hovered indecisively for a moment, — 

wondering whether he should press on to a more promis- — 

ing location. But what was the use? The whole civilization ~ 

was monotonously primitive. * 

He touched down about a hundred yards from the café. — 

He got out of the saucer, sniffed the air cautiously—too — 

much poisonous oxygen and not enough nitrogen—and — 

- began to walk along the highway. Then, realizing he had 

forgotten something, he went back and rendered the ~ 

saucer invisible as a precaution against any curious bipeds ~ 

who happened along. 4 

As lizards go, Ynky was an impressive specimen. — 

Poised erect on his hind legs, he was four feet tall, exclud- ' 

ing an extra three feet of red and purple tail that waved — 

proudly behind him like an animated battle standard. © 

However, in accordance with what the late blue-tailed — 

language specialist had observed of diplomatic procedure, — 

he also wore a top hat and morning coat. 

His entrance, therefore, at the Shady Nook Café im- 

troduced an element of novelty into the otherwise quiet — 

existence of its proprietor, one Sam Goodwin. Sam, whose — 

favorite relaxation was to read all about bug-eyed — 

monsters, behaved with commendable fortitude when one ~ 

actually appeared. ~ | 

“Howdy,” said Sam, scratching his gray hair and trying © 

to look as if the top hat hadn’t shaken him at all. “How — 

are things in the galaxy?” Att 

Ynky was pleasantly surprised by this first contact with — 

Homo sapiens. He had anticipated some initial difficulty. — 

“We try to keep the constellations burning,” he said — 

modestly, “but you know how it is.” Be a 

“Sure,” agreed Sam confidentially. “What'll you eat? 

Steak, fried chicken, burger?” og 

Ynky shuddered, remembering the blue-tailed lizard’s — 

- repeated warnings about the standard of terrestrial cook- — 

ing. “I'll take fruit,” he. said. “A dozen apples, a dozen ” 

oranges, and a dozen bananas.” re Caves 

Drink?’ filling the counter with fruit 
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|| interest, Ten seconds later. Ynky dexterously slipped an | arm down his throat and extracted empty milk cartons, 
|| banana skins, and orange peel all neatly tied up in a 
| plastic wrapper for disposal. 
| “Cute trick,” observed Sam. “Is that normal, or just for 
| the benefit of the natives?” | 

_ “Normal,” said Ynky. “We have somewhat delicate 
table manners on Woz.” 
_ “Come again?” 
_ “Woz is my home planet. I have been given the task of 
Teporting to the United Planets Organization on the state 

your world. .. . I may add that, though I find you asa 
ped less repulsive than I had expected, I shall probably 

have to recommend fumigation.” ‘ 
“You have my interest,” said Sam. “What is fumiga- 

ion, and why?” | i 
Ynky leaned on the counter, removed his top hat, and 
xpounded. “Fumigation is a means of rendering a planet 

’ 

y, if a small quantity is introduced into any atmosphere 
will quickly make the whole atmosphere lethal, A fine 
hievement, don’t you think? Well beyond your own — 

elementary science, of course.” | 
_ Sam had read about this sort of situation in the pulp 
magazines. He was not sure he approved of it. 
“Permit me to inquire,” he said courteously, “why this 

ttle old planet should be fumigated?” ! 
|. Ynky smiled. “We have made the mistake of trying to 

civilize bipeds before. Too intractable. There were some 
tather promising apes on Sirius Five—intelligent enough 

) train as technicians, or so we thought. Unfortunately, 
xy developed a mania for political independence and 

_ blew three of our battle squadrons out of space before we | 
onstrated to them the error of their ways. . . . So you 

| HOt wise to educate inferior creatures beyond 
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“Thank you,” repeated Sam. “That’s real considerate. 

. . . L guess you must have a pretty big team investigating 

earth right now.” has 

Ynky gave him a patronizing smile. “No,” he said. 

“Only me. One lizard was considered adequate for such La 

simple assignment.” Baan 

“Interesting!” Sam removed his spectacles and polished ~ 

them carefully. “Now just supposing you failed to turn in © 

a report?” | 

Ynky was surprised at human stupidity. “But T shall — 

turn in a report. That is what I am here for. Needless to” 

say, it will be entirely impartial and thoroughly scientific.” 

“Naturally,” agreed Sam. “But just assuming—for the 

sake of argument—that your report didn’t reach head- 

quarters?” : a 

member—is a trifle busy just now, it occurs to me that 

fumigation might inconvenience us a little.” sia 

Ynky had no experience of the antique weapons) | 

earth. He had, however, grasped the fact that Sam Good-— 

win seemed a shade antisocial, At the same time that ” 
superior sixth sense, which had enabled lizards of Woz 

Ynky dropped on all fours j 



a) 

| Was inserting fresh shells in his shotgun. 
| © Ynky scuttled back to his saucer in nothing flat. He ren- |. dered it visible once more, and jumped in as Sam’s third 
| blast rattled harmlessly against the hull. Ynky kicked the |] controls. With a great whoosh, the saucer did a vertical | takeoff and shot up to fifty thousand feet at a velocity 
| which did not improve the digestive state of a dozen } bananas, oranges, and apples—also six quarts of milk, 
| They seemed to be conspiring toward a minor rebellion in 
i his third stomach. 
| Presently the hiccups subsided, and Ynky was able to 

consider the condition of his tail. Besides being somewhat 
| painful, it was also tattered, the red and purple hues 
| assuming a distinctly unhealthy tonal value, He wiggled it 
| experimentally. A new stab of pain leapfrogged along his 
| spinal cord, but the tail responded. No permanent 
|| damage: merely a few embedded souvenirs of American 
| hospitality. 
| _ As an attempt to establish friendly contact with the 
|! natives, Ynky’s recent experience—though yielding 
|| valuable information concerning the instability of the spe- 
|| cies—was hardly an unqualified success. He relieved his 
| feelings by stepping savagely on the accelerator, at the 
_ Same time expressing his opinion of Sam Goodwin and his 
Shady Nook Café in the singularly poetic lizard tongue of 
Woz. : 
__ By the time he had run out of suitable adjectives, his 
flying saucer had crossed the rest of the United States, the 

acific Ocean, the Sea of Okhotsk, and was already half- 
ay across the steppes of Central Asia. Pausing for a 

| while to inspect the somewhat different terrain, Ynky was 
|| gratified to discover vast tracts of wilderness as yet 

elatively unspoiled by the hand of Homo sapiens. 
In fact, the only evidence of human stupidity was a 

symbolic metal snake that rippled lugubriously across the 
tinent for hundreds of miles. Ynky realized, of course, 
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tail had now ceased throbbing—decided to drop down and — 
investigate. At a point where an apparently disused road | 

intersected the railway, there was a single stone hive, ob- 
viously the dwelling of a biped. Here would be an ex-_ 

cellent opportunity to reéstablish friendly contact for the © 
purpose of culture analysis, while at the same time watch-_ 
ing the trains go by. 4 

Ynky touched his flying saucer down about fifty yards — 

from the house of one Ivan Sergeyevitch Poushov, who — 

had had the honor of being a Stakhanovite crossing keeper _ 
of the Soviet Union ever since the nineteen-thirty-six” 
purge had accounted for his predecessor. This time Ynky i 

did not bother to render the saucer invisible. It would be 
easier to locate if he should again need to depart rapidly. — 

Ivan Sergeyevitch had observed the saucer’s arrival with | 

some apprehension. It had not come from the direction of © 

Moscow, but, then the ways of the political police are in-~ 

scrutable, Hastily he polished his shoes, combed his beard, — 

and went out to greet his visitor—at the same time men- — 

tally preparing himself to deny everything. AR 

“Greetings, Comrade,” said Ivan Sergeyevitch, gazing — 
at Ynky and privately marveling at the lengths to which 

the political police will go in the matter of disguise. 

“Greetings,” fesponded Ynky cautiously. “I am _ 

“And I, Excellency, am Poushov of Slobovanutsky 

tion. Incidentally, we lizards of Woz do not approve of al- 
be 

. 



ewe a le a ae 

_ fused crossing keeper, but where is Woz?” 
_ “In a more select residential area of the galaxy.” 

_ “Permit me to ask,” continued Ivan Sergeyevitch, sur- 
; prised at his own temerity, “how one gets there?” 
| Ynky gave him a superior lizard smile. “One turns 
| sharp left after the Pole Star and continues straight ahead 
_ for five hundred light-years.” 
= “It is, perhaps, a satellite?” 
__ “Certainly not!” exclaimed Ynky with indignation. “It 
: is a world of the first magnitude.” 
_ “No doubt recently liberated by the glorious Red Ar- 

‘tmy?” pursued Ivan Sergeyevitch, 
___ Ynky shook his Ni paar “Your mother was an idiot, your father was an imbecile, and you are in a state _ of intellectual delirium. Fumigation will be an act of mer- cy.” 

__ By this time Ivan Sergeyevitch had reached a definite 
_ conclusion. This strange visitor could not possibly be a 
| member of the secret police. No M.V.D. agent would ever 
_ stoop to wearing a morning hat. His self-confidence 

=] tie) : 

_ “Woz is not, then, a Communist state?” he asked, 
_ “Blockhead! Why should intelligent lizards descend to 

“Tf it is not a Communist state,” reasoned Ivan 
| Sergeyevitch grimly, “it is therefore a reactionary cap- 
italist fascist dem - I trust the proletariat is 

tganized?” ; 
“We have no proletariat.” : _ “Impossible!” exclaimed Ivan Sergeyevitch. “You 

_ Would not liquidate all the workers!” 
_ “My friend,” said Ynky gently, “there were no workers to liquidate. We use robots.” 

van Sergeyevitch thrust his beard out aggressively. 
tbaric! How long have these unfortunate robots been 
oited?” 

“About twenty thousand years.” : HG 
“What sublime endurance!” breathed Ivan Sergeyevitch 

“I expect the revolution will be unusually bloody.” 
yawned. “Poushov, you bore me. Fumigation of 
seems to be inevitable. . . . Incidentally, when is 

@ 
_ 

“ 
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you would care to wait. I cannot guarantee that it vanit 
stop, you understand.” . ) ben. 

“But 1,” said Ynky with a bland smile, “can guarantee — 

that presently everything will stop. Meanwhile, I will pur- — 

sue my investigations elsewhere. Good morning.” bee | 

“One moment, Excellency. Permit me to present you ~ 

with a small souvenir of this historic meeting.” Ivan — 

Sergeyevitch ran back into his cottage and returned a cou- — 

ple of minutes later with a small metal box to which a key — 

was fixed. “It is a machine designed to cure fatigue and 

sleeplessness,” he explained. “Especially for intellectuals 

such as yourself, Excellency. Many of our prominent par- 

ty members have. given similar models to their closest — 

friends. The results proved highly satisfactory.” Ivan yi 

Sergeyevitch gave the key a few turns, then handed the 

box to Ynky. 
The lizard examined it carefully. “A most interesting — 

example of peasant craftsmanship,” he announced, “I~ 

presume it develops psychostatic induction?” i 

“Undoubtedly,” agreed Ivan Sergeyevitch. “I trust your 

honor will have a pleasant journey.” ia! 

“Thank you,” said Ynky. “I am almost inclined to 

With these expressions of mutual regard, Ivan 

economy? . fy Bae 

_ Ivan Sergeyevitch was pleased with his morning’s work 

on three counts. First, by a process of brilliant deduction, 



would facilitate his promotion to the coveted post of assist- ant ticket collector at Tomsk. \ 
_ Meanwhile, Ynky had climbed to thirty thousand feet _ and was proceeding southward in a leisurely fashion at _ three times the speed of sound. After the desolate _ Stretches of Siberia, he was of a mind to sample terrestrial _-life in a tropical area. Possibly there would be a more 
_ amusing local variation. 
He had crossed Sinkiang, Tibet, Burma, and Siam, and _ Was cruising slowly around the Malay Archipelago to choose an island suitable for investigation. Unfortunately, just as he was over the middle of the South China Sea, Ivan Sergeyevitch’s time bomb—one of the few serv- _ iceable ones to be manufactured—blew the flying saucer’s _ turret off in a most abrupt fashion. 

tually the vibrations died down, and he discovered much 
Surprise that although his morning coat was now 
to a few strands of tattered fiber, he personally Was intact. Except for the fact that his tail had turned 

_ By a superb feat of saucer balancing, Ynky managed to 
tash land in a grove of palm trees, By the time it had 

pped raining coconuts, he had recovered from the or- 
sufficiently to wriggle out of the saucer and inspect 

damage. Despondently he concluded that the repairs 
take at least three days.’At the end of which, he _ 

himself grimly, he would return to Slo 
deal with Ivan Sergeyevitch in 



dl 

such a way that he would yearn for the blissful release _ 
of fumigation. 4 

Absorbed as he was in contemplating the damage to the | 
saucer’s turret and the prospect of a just vengeance, Ynky | 
was unaware that he was no longer alone. Finally a 
discreet breathing on the back of his neck caused him to 
turn around. ; ; a | 

He was confronted with the most wonderful, the most | 
sylphlike, the most radiantly beautiful female he had ever _ 
seen. Her eyes were wide with innocence and deep with | 
mystery. Her lovely sinuous body was a poem im plastic © 

~ art. She wore a dazzling smile, and the air of one whose | 
gentle form somehow concealed hot, unquenchable fires. | 
Which in a way was true, since she happened to be a car- _ 
nivorous Komodo dragon. oe 

“]_J_1 , . .” began Ynky in the lizard tongue which is © 
conveniently universal. But then words failed him. He had © 
never seen anything like this on Woz. My 

“Are you in trouble?” she asked in a voice that was at — 
once as sweet as a siren and husky with a strange longing. _ 

“No, dear lady,” said Ynky, pulling himself together. “I — 
am in paradise. . . . Never have I seen such perfection me | 
form! I feel that I have journeyed five hundred light-years _ 
just for this moment.” 4 

The Komodo. dragon’s five-foot tail shivered slightly, / 
and she blushed. “I bet you say that to all the lizards.” 

“Angel,” confessed Ynky, remembering the Senior Ad- — 
ministrator’s daughter, “it is true that there were others. ~ 
But they meant nothing. Until now, I have never lived. :.. 
Incidentally, my name is Ynkwysytyv. But you may call — 
me Ynky.” ¥, 

She held out her hand, and Ynky was entranced by the 
razor-sharp talons. “I am a Komodo dragon,” she mur-"— 

mured softly. “But just call me Kanna-Belle.” . : 

‘“Kanna-Belle!” exclaimed Ynky in rapture. “What a 
perfect name.” ~ | 

The Komodo dragon blushed once again. “It is unusual, — 
isn’t it?” Beast | 
“So tender, so appropriate,” said Ynky. pan 

The Komodo dragon smiled, displaying rows of flawless 

teeth. “Oh, well, if you say so.” She turned toward the — 
- flying saucer. “Tell me, dear ¥nky, what is that eculiar 



_ Ynky puffed out his chest and explained his mission. - _» “Theoretically,” he concluded, “I should repair the Saucer and take my report back to Woz. But, beloved, I _ can’t possibly recommend fumigation of the planet where ' We first set eyes on each other,” i _ “I should think not,” said the Komodo dragon in- dignantly. “Especially as I have no desire to emigrate. I am perfectly well adjusted to my present environment, ank you.” 

“But there is my duty to consider,” said Ynky sadly. you may not be aware of it, Kanna-Belle, the lizards of Woz are the most enlightened in the galaxy. Destiny has chosen us for the creation of a galactic empire which will be a monument to the indomitability of the lizard spirit for all time.” : “How terribly aggressive you are,” said the Komodo. dragon demurely. “Tt frightens me.” 
 Ynky, who had completely lost his heart to this adorable creature, threw himself at her feet and said, _“Kanna-Belle, I cannot bear to make you unhappy. If only it were possible for me to Stay with you in this 

licious paradise,” 
The Komodo dragon looked thoughtful. “Perhaps that can be arranged,” she whispered. And her voice held such 
promise that Ynky forgot all-about fumigation and galac- 

_ tic empires. | | 
_ He leaped up exultantly. “My darling, why not? We will 
be inseparable.” 

“Forever,” agreed the Komodo dragon with a faraway 
in her eyes. 

‘The perfect partnership,” said Ynky. “My brains and 
your beauty.” + 



es 
shook her head. Ynky was just a trifle undernourished by | 
Komodo standards, — ee | 

_ “Much better, my love,” she soliloquized sadly, “than a — 
broken heart... . And how noble to perish for an ideal!” 

Then she sat down and systematically ate him. 

ere 

And this, my friends, is the true reason why Earth will © 

not be fumigated for at least a couple of centuries, why» 

Sam Goodwin’s Shady Nook Café has been remodeled as — 

The Flying Saucer Roadhouse, why Ivan Sergeyevitch ai 

Poushov is an assistant ticket collector at Tomsk, and why + 

Kanna-Belle, the Komodo dragon, has a snug circular | 

apartment in the jungle—with atomic air conditioning! => 

oe 

bie 
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WELCOME HOME i | 

The United Nations ship swooped low like a kingfisher 5 
over the vast desert, then rose suddenly in a bright are of | 

ascent as if she had decided that Mars was not worth ex~ — 

ploring anyway. But at ten thousand meters the swift — 

climb died into a moment of motionless beauty; and she 

sat lightly on a tail of green flame, suspended between 

stars and destination, until imperceptibly the flame short- 

ened and she sank gently toward the arid waste. — 

‘Touch-down was smooth and undramatic, So smooth 

that it might have been the hundredth touch-down. of 

‘regular interplanetary ship handled by a bored 

‘seasoned crew. As it happened, however, this was an o 

 casion—one that would eventually become a date in 

ther errestrial 



' They were, however, all fairly experienced space — 
_ travelers. Colonel Maxim Krenin, the director of the ex- 
| pedition and pilot of the Pax Mundi, had made the Earth- 
moon shoot five times. He had also made more than a 

| score of lunar test shoots. So had Commander Howard 
_ Thrace, the navigator. And besides providing a very 
notable example of Russo-American technical coopera- 

- tion, these two were firm personal friends, 
_. The remaining three- members of the expedition, Pro- 
_ fessor Bernard Thompson, representing Britain, Professor 
' Yves Frontenac, representing France, and Dr. Chan S. 
' Chee, representing China, had each logged at least three 
_ Major shoots and an impressive number of satellite-orbit 
_ hours. During the long fall to Mars, they had had ample 
_ time to shake down as a team and to work out their ex- 
_ ploration strategy in detail. 
__. And now here they were in their slender titanium hull, 
_ poised like a classic monument on the equatorial Martian 
_ desert. Radiac tests had been made, the ground-level at- 
mosphere had been analyzed, and the first Earthmen were 
about to set foot on the sands of Mars—symbolically, 
perhaps, at high noon. ; 

q __ Even before they stepped outside the ship, they already 
knew enough about Mars to be slightly humiliated by their - 

‘Own previous theories and the general opinion of scientists ns 

_ For decades, terrestrial astronomers had assured 
€veryone that Mars was virtually inimical to life—despite 
an insistent popular belief in grotesque and complex life 
forms and even Martian intelligence. 
Mars, claimed the astronomers with all the authority of 

ten capable of making powerful deductions on the most 
slender evidence, was a planet almost without oxygen; 
‘water, or warmth. The so-called canals were not canals at 
all but a series of flux fissures entirely geological in origin. 
And they went on to predict that, because of the climate, _ 
the most highly developed forms of life that could be ex- | 

ed d be similar to lichen, perhaps, or simple cac- _ 



down, while they were orbiting at a hundred thousé 
meters, they were able to discern among other things that 

the canals were, in fact—or had been—canals, and that 
the atmosphere containéd enough oxygen to support 

human life if not comfortably, at least bearably. = 
Then, when they went into low-level orbit, they made 

a discovery, that seemed to eclipse everything else—ex- 

cept perhaps the canals—in significance. et ae | 

They saw pyramids: ten tremendous Martian pyramids — 

spaced at great distances from each other over the com- q . 

paratively featureless plains and naked deserts. The — 
discovery was more than a discovery, it was a revelation, — 
And the revelation had more significance, more far- 

reaching implications, than any other discovery in the en~ — 

tire history of man. oe 

More than four centuries previously an obscure Polish — 

astronomer, Nicolaus Copernicus, had shocked the world — 

by his assertion that Earth was not uniquely fixed at the 

center of the cosmos. But eventually both theology and — 

ptide had recovered from the blow. For though Earth it- — 

self could no longer be regarded as unique in size, posi- — 

tion, or significance, its master race, Homo Sapiens, was 

still the chosen of God. Nowhere else, it was held, could — 

there be creatures of such intelligence and inventiveness, — 

able to be used as divine instruments in the eternal battle ~ 

between good and evil. So said the priests and the | 

philosophers and all who contributed to the cult of human — 

significance. ee 
And for four hundred years the proposition of the 

uniqueness of man was not seriously challenged. ae | 

But now? ese | 

The news of the Martian pyramids had:already been 

beamed to Lunar City and Earth before the U.N, ship 

touched down. And back had come a definitive or 

~ to abandon for the time being the orderly sequence » 
scientific exploration and concentrate upon the pyramids. 

- The expedition to Mars was, in financial terms, an ¢ 

- tremely costly venture; and as, in the end, it would be the 

_ ordinary citizens who would have to foot.the bill, he as 

_ a,chance to give them something truly spectacular fi 

PAOR EY ics) sy inal Mite Ne) aay LSB a: 



hypnotic in a way that no previous space discovery had __ ever been, Somehow the existence of structures designed _ and built by intelligent beings established an atmosphere of contact and communication which considerably dimin- ished the heavy mood of loneliness that had built up on the long shoot to Mars. It was as if Mars had expected the Pax Mundi, as if the pyramids were a kind of gigantic planetary greeting, 
The nearest one now lay some three kilometers to the __ horth of the U.N. ship, its smooth black symmetry rising almost half a kilometer from the desert. As Colonel | Krenin came out of the airlock, glanced momentarily at the impressive shape, and then made his way down the _ hylon ladder, his feeling of awe seemed to expand like a _. great inward bubble. 
Then suddenly the historic moment was over before he Was aware of it. He had already set foot on the sands of Mars, After him came Commander Thrace and the rest. None of them said anything for nearly three minutes; They just stood and stared. 
Presently the honor of uttering the first terrestrial words on the planet fell to Professor Thompson. He gazed at the pyramid, sighed deeply, and in modern Lingua Franca said, “At i very eetont more than anything, I want a 

_ “Why not?” remarked Dr. Chee blandly. “The oxygen content of the air is rich enough. But I do not think your - cigarette will taste quite the same.” 
“Have a Gauloise,” said Professor Frontenac, 
“Have a Stuyvesant,” said Commander Thrace. 
The Englishman frowned slightly, felt in his own pocket, then accepted a French cigarette, 

“You're right,” he remarked after a few moments. _ “They taste quite different.” 
“Gentlemen,” said Colonel Krenin, “a formal speech will be required for transmission to Earth, and since my Lingua Franca is less proficient than it might be... .” He _ took a miniature recorder from his shoulder bag and ~ looked at his companions hopefully. 

__ Professor Frontenac smiled;““The pyramids are prob- ably the remains of a civilization that was ancient even when terrestrial man was still a creature of the caves and rests, / ; us, Dr. Chee represents one of the oldest 
Peta me Bal MBB ; 

ee ee 



‘terrestrial civilizations. I think perhaps it is fitting 2a! 
Dr. Chee bowed, then made a brief speech for the 

benefit of Krenin’s recorder, the waiting millions on 

‘Barth, and perhaps a solar posterity. He spoke of the won- 

der of the journey, the even greater wonder of discovery, | 

and the solemnity of touch-down. But even Dr. ‘Chee’s © 

restrained language and abstract nouns could not avoid © 

contamination by the boyish excitement and impatience 

that suddenly gripped the U.N. team. aM Hd. 

While he was still talking, Commander Thrace ran back 

up the nylon ladder and swung the light electric derrick 

‘out from the ship’s lower entry-port. Then he and Pro- 

fessor Frontenac began to lower sections of the six-seater i 

hiduminium monowheel they had brought. Soon the others ~ 

were assembling it, and in less than half an hour the twen- | 

ty-foot-diameter transport wheel was operational with its | 

gyrostabilizer purring evenly. | Bese: Al 

Professor Thompson shaded his eyes and gazed at the — 

pyramid, massive and somber under the bright Martian 

sun. “Perhaps we should eat something before we venture — 

on any exploration,” he suggested without much convic- 

tion. i hee 

“Do you feel like eating?” inquired Dr. Chee. 

“No, but I thought—” octet eee 

“J will bring some emergency packs,” called Colonel — 

Krenin from the ship’s open airlock. “If necessary, we can 

dine at the pyramid.” = . oe 

- Commander Thrace had been staring fixedly at what 

appeared to be a large, rounded boulder, some fifty cen- 

timeters high, which lay a few meters from the base of 

the ship. — Aas i Ce 

“Anybody notice this before?” he asked. 

No one could remember seeing it. is pai 

“Look,” said the Commander. “Look closely.” 

‘The boulder was moving very slowly over the dull red _ 

move across what looked like a tiny 

hen the boulder had passed, the plant ~ 

Then 
fron on 
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~ seemed like a compound of sponge and snail. Very slowly | it began to withdraw into the security of its thick protec- 

| “Marvelous, superb, exquisite!” exclaimed Frontenac, _ lapsing into his native French. “What a beautiful animal!” _ “Or plant,” added Thompson dryly. 
_. “Animal,” insisted the Frenchman. “By all the laws—” 

__ “On Mars,” interrupted Thompson, “the definitions we 
have been accustomed to use may not necessarily apply.” __ Gently they replaced the “boulder” face down on the 
sand, 
__ “Now we must go to the pyramid,” said Colonel hie Krenin, “Earth will want our first report quickly, I have 

| Put the still, cine-, and telecameras in the monowheel. Do 
__ each of you carry crew radios and personal recorders?” 
_ They nodded, 
. “What of my specimen?” said Frontenac. “I wish to ob- 
| serve it.” . 
b “ine, you will also observe the ship,” said Krenin, 
| smiling. “Someone should stay.” 

\ 
it 24 

_ The Frenchman wore the look of one who wished 
__ Inightily to be in two places at once. 
__ After a final checkover, the rest of the expedition 
_ climbed aboard the monowheel, with Commander Thrace 
i 

_ taking the control stick...As they set off toward the 
pyramid, they saw Professor Frontenac kneel down and 
Som his head close to the sand. He was trying to see how 
his pet “boulder” managed to move. 

___ The desert was, for the most part, surprisingly smooth, 
_ and the journey to the pyramid took barely ten minutes. 
On the way they passed several small varieties of plant 

and one curious patch of tall grass that contrived to strike . 
with whiplike force atthe monowheel as it went by. They 

also passed several of the “boulder” creatures, which Pro- 
fessor Thompson temporarily called Frontenac’s Friends. 
_ As they neared the base of the great pyramid, their 

sense of excitement became so intense that it seemed to 
¢ into an unnatural calm. They were drunk with won- 
They felt like sleepwalkers who were yet wide awake. 
€ structure not only dominated the landscape; it 

d to reach the very zenith of the sky. Compared to 
ae pyramids of Egypt were as the toys of a child. 

*' 

: 
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in the monowheel, just gazing at it, unable to find eith 
adequate comment or adequate explanation. It seemed | 

quite beyond explanation—beyond possibility even. “Yet. 8) 

there it stood: the greatest monument ever presented to "| 

the sight of man. ey st ; oteniee 

‘Its face appeared to be constructed of layer upon layer 4 

of a kind of black basalt, each single slab of which, though | 

worn perhaps by sandstorm and blizzard, was still flawless — i) 

in its dimensions. The layers rose inward like a ell 

triangulated giant’s stairway, reaching toward the shim- jal 

mering apex that was itself a steppingstone to the sky. 

But in the center of each of the massive steps, there was 

a shiny whitish slab veined with gold and crimson and 

green and silver—iridescent as a crystal mirror, more — 

beautiful than any known marble of Earth. SeMia a 

The first of these slabs, like the layer of basalt in which © i 

it was set, lay half-covered by the dull red Martian sand. 4 

The four men climbed out of the monowheel and gazed at 

it; and as they did so, the slab immediately above swung — 

noiselessly back, revealing a faintly luminous passage. Out 

of this a long, light metal gangway extended itself with 

equal silence, its protruding end being lowered slowly to 

the level of the sand more than two meters below. Ia 

The end of the gangway came to rest almost at Colonel - 

Krenin’s feet. Scat sami 

maybe vibration sensors.” 
“The point is,” said the 

vitation or not?” et de BRE 6: 
Dr. Chee smiled. “At least it has been put to us very 

gracefully.” Ha = isc 
“Tt could be 
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Dr. Chee raised his eyebrows slightly. “One can hardly _ appreciate the psychology of a race capable of construct- | ing pyramids to trap space travelers,” he ventured dryly. Colonel Krenin became practical. “Two of us will ac- cept the invitation,” he said, “and two will remain here.” “We'll draw lots,” said the Commander. He took four Cigarettes from his pack, tore the filter tips from two of them and put them behind his back. When he displayed his hand once more, four smooth cigarette ends were _ showing. “The two short ones stay.” 
Colonel Krenin drew first and got a full cigarette. Both Thompson and Chee drew short ones. 
“We will limit ourselves to a maximum of one hour,” said the Colonel. “We will make radio contact only in an emergency. On no account are you to follow.” He tested the gangway with his foot. 
“Good luck,” said Professor Thompson, 
“You already have too much of it,” grumbled Dr. Chee. _ With Krenin leading, the two men went cautiously up _ the gangway. At the top they turned to look at their com- panions for a moment, then entered the passage. 
The inside walls were faced with the same kind of stone as the slab that had swung back to reveal the entrance. It glowed greenly, providing a pleasant and restful light by which the two men were able to sée their way ahead. After _@ brief hesitation they walked forward. 

_ The passage proceeded in a straight line, sloping _ Slightly downwards, and looked as if it must lead to the _ center of the pyramid’s base. If that were so, Krenin and 
Thrace were in for quite a long walk, 

At first they advanced slowly and in silence as if they 
| _ half expected a pit to open suddenly at their feet, or some _ other equally noxious trick. But there were no tricks, and _ after a few minutes they gained enough confidence to walk 

: 

_ forward at a brisk pace. After a time, they turned around 
and looked back. The opening was still visible as a tiny 
_ point of light, but it already seemed several kilometers 
_ away. eel : 
__, rhe plot thickens,” said Commander Thrace softly to. himself in English. 

“I beg your pardon?” said Colonel Krenin in Lingua 

ituation is absolutely baffling.” 
Maa eh Shere 

ta 
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“Not absolutely,” remarked Krenin’ with a 
Beas 

“There is much to indicate order, intelligence, and pur- 

pose.” . x Meas hs 

Suddenly Thrace grabbed his companion’s arm and 

pointed to the wall just ahead. A rectangular slab of black =} 

stone had been let into it, and on the stone a diagram had 

been engraved. 
“Tt was a symbolic representation of the solar system. 

All the planets but two were shown simply as circles on i) 

lines indicating their orbital paths. But the third planet, al 

Earth, was represented by a brilliant green stone; and the — 

fourth planet, Mars, by an even more brilliant red one. 

Krenin and Thrace were more than amazed: they were — 

‘dumbfounded. 
After a few moments, Commander Thrace broke the 

spell. “We'd better press on,” he said. “We have only for- 

ty-five minutes left, and I have a feeling there are more 

and bigger surprises waiting for us.” foe 

He was right. 
After a few more steps they discovered another black 

slab let into the opposite wall. This one showed the sym-— 

that came what looked like the molecular pattern of deox- 

yribonucleic acid. And after that came the greatest shock 

exclaim 

tle state of bh 
to be drawin 



1; 
4 (hay 

4 here is so much—-so much to observe, to consider.” 
They continued on their way along the greenly glowing | 

Passage, feeling like children trapped in a mysterious 
dream world that was somehow confused with reality. 
Presently they came to a sharp turn in the passage, and as 
hey negotiated it they were presented with the most fan- 

tastic sight of all. ; 
__ Suddenly they found themselves in a vault large enough 

contain any of the great cathedrals of Earth. It was suf- 
fused with the same green glow as the passage, but deeper 
ow, so that for— a moment the two men felt as if they 
ere walking across the floor of a great subterranean 

_ For a bright suspended moment, the two men felt as if 
y were dying. And then as if they were instantly reborn. 

__ The walls of the vault were alive with solid pictures, 
fading and merging and blooming in a magnificent visual 
symphony. Here, for a moment, they glimpsed in all its 
wiul grandeur the birth of the solar system. The fiery 

Wisps of planets were flung out from a ravaged solar 
vomb, out into the dark immensities of space. The wisps 

condensed into burning droplets, the droplets into solid 
spheres. And then the vision dissolved into a pattern of - 

€ss oceans, of monstrous volcanoes and blinding rivers 
if rock, of explosion and cataclysm and deluge, of floating 

continental islands and desperate aeons of scalding rain. 
__ Again the patterned pictures changed... . : 

They peered deep into the heart of the angry seas, 
_ Witnessing the emergence of life itself. They saw the life 
_ and death of a myriad lowly creatures, the fantastic cen- 

es of slaughter caused by the receding waters, the 
evitable, blind, courageous conquest of the land. 

ley saw forest and desert, ice cap and tundra. They _ 
‘the great reptiles locked in titanic combat through 
flickering sovereignty. They glimpsed monstrous _ 

3s that seemed to sprout brilliant features in a 
moment, transforming saw-toothed 
birds of paradise. They saw shaggy 

i 



the tools and tribal unity that would lift their restless 
minds above and beyond the hungry, all-consuming 
darkness of prehistory. ; 

They saw the birth of civilization, cities blossoming like 
strange stone flowers on plains and in valleys. They saw 

death and discovery, warfare and worship, plague, fire, 

flood, and famine. They witnessed the endless conflict of 

man against nature, the vital tragedy of man against man. 

The age of glory and the age of machines. And also the 

age of destruction, when darkness fell from the air.... — 

Then suddenly the walls of the vault clouded and 

became clear. The visual saga of creation dissolved into 

the depths of a green eternity. 
And then there was a voice. The voice came from 

nowhere and yet it was everywhere, rolling through the 

vault like thunder, whispering like the wind through sum- 

mer grass. It was neither the voice of a man nor that of a 

woman. It was simply a voice. 
“To the living of the-third planet from the dead of the Mi 

fourth planet, greetings,” said the voice. “To the star chil- — 
dren from the star children, greetings. 

“This, our salute to you, bridges fifty thousand — 

planetary journeys round the star that is our sun. But let. 

these words be to you more than the echo of distant 

ghosts, for there is that which binds the third and fourth 

planets inseparably. 
“In the pyramids we have built we bequeath to you the 

only possible gift—the story of our race. Once we of the — 

fourth planet lived on a green and pleasant world. We — 

were a race of leisure and wealth and power, having tamed — 

for our needs the energies of the elements and the fan- — 

tastic energies of the sun. We have even probed the secrets 

of life itself, so that immortality was ours. But you have 

seen the ultimate achievement of our greatness: it is — 

‘nothing more than the barren desert and the pyramids in — 

which our memory yet endures. 
“It is true that we gained immortality; but the price we 

‘ieiia Ea weet Morea aageceny 
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paid was too high, for in the end we became almost totally — 

sterile. It is true also that we had at our command 

unlimited physical power. But our spiritual power was — 

_ unequal to the challenge; and in quarrel over philosophies 

__ whose very defense by force indicated their we kness, wi 

| 



living richness of our planetary home. We had conquered 
the forces of nature, but we were defeated by the forces in 
our own hearts. : 
__ “Before all was lost, however, and in a brief period of 

_ Sanity, we gathered together the few young and fertile peo- 
_ ple remaining to us. Determining that our race should not 

perish entirely in vain, we built transports to bridge the 
gap between the planets. And then our most precious 
possessions—our children—were carried to your world, 

_ their minds cleansed of the bleak wisdom and sophistica- 
_ tion that had been our downfall. 

_ “There, in the forests of the third planet, we left them 
to endure all the slow anguish and adventure of a new 
spiritual and physical development in a new unsullied 
world. ; 
_ “You who hear these words are their and our descend- 

ants. You have made yourselves the masters of unlimited 
Physical power once more. We pray that, this time, your 
racial spirit, reforged in the fires of evolution, will prove 
equal to the challenge. 
“We pray, also, that you will take this, the fourth 

planet, and in harmony of effort and unity of purpose, use 
_ your skills and energies to restore to it the green fertility 
hat flourished long ago. You are! truly our children and 

_ our future... . Welcome Home.” 
hc was silence and stillness. The two men looked at 

each other. The thoughts and feelings that possessed them 
ere far beyond the scope of words, Presently they knelt 

down for a few moments as if the vault itself had become 
a temple, as if their quiet thanksgiving would somehow be 

_ heard. Then at last they turned back to the passage, slowly 
racing their steps... . 

Colonel Krenin and Commander Thrace were ten 
inutes overdue when they emerged from the pyramid. 

recent anxiety and present curiosity in a great blast 

the two silent men, all the questions died, 

succeeded eventually in destroying both our race and the 

‘ 

Dr. Chee and Professor Thompson were set to explode | 

f questions; but when they saw the expressions on the vy 

wer,” said Commander Thrace at ; 



“What ose » asked Dr. Euieer on fils compan 
ions were so abnormally calm that they seemed to be s 
fering from shock. 

“There is only one Answer,” said Colonel Krone ‘ir 
your turn now. Go, and you too will find it.” 4 
“There is no angpsdet asked Professor Thompson. — 

something many millions of imiles away or— 
hhaps—many thousands of years ago. “Only to our pes 
he answered softly. 

Thompson and Chee could make nothing of that; 
as there was only one obvious thing to do, they too 
tered the passage, leaving the Colonel and the Comman: 
to wait for them. 

Presently, Commander Thrace said, “I have ju 
remembered something. How could you pssibly unde 

stand the Voice? He—It—was speaking in English.” 
The Colonel shook his head. “No, Russian” = 

_ The Commander thought for a moment, “Neither Rus- 

sian nor English,” he said. Then he added, “After that, I 

think we shall never be quite the same men again.” 
Colonel Krenin gazed out over the bleak " Martian a 

desert. “No, never the same,” he agreed. “Soon it will be 

Professor Frontenac’s turn, and after that we must set up 

the cameras and television relays. Then all the different _ 

peoples of Earth will never-be the same again.” 
Commander Thrace idly stirred the dry red sand ‘with 

his feet. He made miniature mountains and valleys, and 

absently began to’ visualize a tiny network of roads. 

At length he said, “Do you think we shall ever man 
to reclaim this wilderness?” 

“We have eS said Colonel Krenin sine —_ 

home.” 
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