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When Hal Clement was a Boy

Scout patrol leader, which is
several decades ago, one of the
youngest Scouts in his troop was
an under-age cub named Bob
Enzmann. He was a science-fic-
tion reader, of course. If he
hadn’t been, Hal Clement was,
and would have converted him.
He liked to read stories about
the conquest of space — in those
days of the 30s, a fantastic sub-
ject, which most of the wise adult
world was quite ready to dismiss
without a thought.

But time passes, and in the
couple of decades since that time
Robert Enzmann grew up, stu-
died, traveled, learned . . . and
began to do something about con-
quering space for himself. He ac-
quired degrees in geology, phy-
sics and engineering. He para-
chuted three times onto the
Greenland ice cap; he lived for
half a year at a time, with only
his rifle to provide his meat and
an occasional contact with a na-
tive for company, in the last
wildernesses of Africa. Now he
makes his home in that lesser
jungle around the city of
Boston, and what he does with

¥O FHE STARS

his time now is design space-
ships.

By “spaceships”, Dr. Robert
Enzmann does not mean Mariner
IV or even Apollo. By “space-
ships” he means what we mean
by spaceships — you get into it,
you take off, you look around and
head for the nearest interesting
piece of planetary real estate, and
you get there in finite time, with
enough reserve of fuel and sup-
plies to look around, land, ex-
plore, take off and come back . . .
or go on to some other place.

You will be hearing more of
Dr. Robert Enzmann. You may
have heard more already, as a
matter of fact, since while this
issue of Galaxy is on the stands
there will be a conference on
planetology held in New York in
which Enzmann will take a lead-
ing part, and if it doesn’t make
newspaper stories we will be
much surprised. For what Enz-
mann is after is not merely a
research program or a blueprint
for future decades. What he wants
to do is build this ship — man-
euverable, huge, nuclear-fuele
~— and to start doing it now.

How immediate is ‘“now”?
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Well, says Dr. Enzmann, there
are a few engineering problems
that need to be worked out. Not
~ basic science problems — they’ve
all been solved — some as re-
cently as within the past ninety
days. But there is the organi-
zational problem of assembling
the skills, the tools and the raw
materials; the technical problem
of testing and linking them; and
above all the financial problem of
raising the funds necessary for
what is, after all, not quite as
simple a project as building a
new city hall. The price tag
would be something like two and
a half billion dollars — for the
first one. Second and later ships
would come a little cheaper. And
the time?

Twenty years from start to
completion is a safe and easy
schedule, says Enzmann; and if
we got started right away there
should be no difficulty in com-
pleting it in five.

In other words, if Enzmann is
right — and an impressive num-
ber of people are coming to think
he is — by the time the present
program calls for manned land-
ings on the moon, we could have
a ship built that could make the
round-trip to Pluto in a matter
of a few weeks . . . and that could
keep right on going to the stars.

To be sure, the technology that
makes this sort of space-
ship possible is something new
and vast. Much of it represents
recent breakthroughs in a number
of fields, and quite a lot of it is
classified. It is even possible that
difficulties may turn up in the
engineering which will change the
picture, perhaps radically. Fu-
sion power stations looked a lot
easier in 1949 than they did in
1959, and if they have recently
begun to look a little easier again
it is by virtue of considerable
knowledge, attained at consider-
able cost, that did not exist in
those early optimistic days.

But it is also sure that our
present space hardware has got
to be a dead end. We can with
great difficulty and at immense
cost put together a plumber’s
nightmare which will pump liquid
fuels into a chamber, burn them
off and lumberingly project itself
into orbit; but no sensible man
regards that solution to space
travel as economical or elegant.

Enzmann’s ship may not be the
last word, either. But it is par-
secs beyond anything that now
exists outside the pages of a sci-
ence-fiction magazine . . . and
every sign indicates that we can
start building it now.

—FREDERIK POHL
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was many kilostrides because nearly half the diameter
rootward from the last set- was filled with icy water and the

tlement, in a part of the stalk air was cold. Nevertheless, it was
that was not planted nor grazed not too cold for fish nor for
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by C. C. MacAPP

Hlustrated by MORROW

some of the quadrupeds, and he
loved to come here when he had
free time.

He lay concealed in the
throat-like constriction between

9

Their remote ancestors had conquered
Mercury —and now the hot planet
was ready fo begin conquering theml

stalk sections. He was watching
a wild tomcat fishing.
The luminous moss grew feeb-



ly here, and he could barely
make out the cat’s dark form
inching along the giant fronds
at the water’s edge. He wondered
why tomcats would come this
far (and even farther, he knew)
when, in warmer but still unset-
tled parts of the vine, there were
lizards and mice and birds to
hunt. Maybe they liked the dim
light and the solitude, and the
vastness of the sections. Person-
ally, he found the size of the
sections a little frightening. The
one before him was a good two
hundred strides in diameter, and
over half a kilostride long.

Now the cat was out of sight
entirely, but he kept his eyes on
the spot where he’d seen it last.
There were no bird songs here; no
sound at all except a faint trick-
ling of water somewhere. He
pulled his goatskin hood closer
about his cheeks, and waited.

There was a leap and a splash-
ing. Then the cat’s dark form
went bounding up the steep wall.
He caught just one glint of silver
at its head as it disappeared into
some hidden cavity. Presently he
heard eating sounds.

After a while he gathered him-
self, squirmed free of the bulb-
ous growths which, legend said,
would swell to an airtight seal
in case the section were seriously
punctured, and picked a way
back along the near-vertical side
of the next section. He plucked
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a vine-fruit, but it was tart and
he only swallowed a few bites;
they seldom ripened this far root-
ward. He thought he might do a
little hand-fishing himself far-
ther along, where it was warmer.
But then, he ought to be getting
back.

The kilostrides passed. The
sections were smaller, with much
less water in them so he could
walk nearer the bottom of the
curve. The luminosity brighten-
ed. He reached sections planted
to rice; then, finally, one where
grass grew almost halfway up
the circumference. He smelled
goats ahead. At the next section-
joint he had to let himself
through a netting.

As he skirted the grazing ani-
mals, the herder, a young man a
few orbits older than he, called
out, “You better hustle, idler!
The Elders have been looking for
you!”

Tem grunted an acknowledge-
ment and continued his casual
pace. As First Son of the Chief,
he didn’t feel he should let goat-
herders hasten him. Nevertheless,
when he was out of sight he walk-
ed faster. He couldn’t imagine
why the Elders would want him.

The first huts came into sight.
A little later a band of children
spotted him and came running,
babbling and shrieking, each vy-
ing to be bearer of the news.
“Tem! The Chief is dying!”

GALAXY



They’d already bled the Chief
and given him fermented
rice, but even so, his face was
set against the agony and his
eyes were dull. It was the sick-
ness that strikes in the right side
of the belly. He raised his hand
feebly and took Tem’s. His voice
was weak, but calm. “I affirm
that you are my true First Son.
I invoke the Law of the Migra-
tion.” He let his hand drop and
closed his eyes against the pain.
Tem knelt, trying to find words.
How was this possible? The
strongest and wisest of the vine
. . . hardly into middle age . . .
He looked around at the Elders,
wanting someone to tell him it
wasn’t so; that this was some
cryptic charade, and that his
father would throw off the act
any instant and bound to his feet
with a guffaw. But he recognized
the Conclave of Death. Besides
the Elders, none of the vine was
present except six other first sons
who were older than Tem but
within the age limits for migra-
tion.

One of those, a man named
Buld, scowled and said harshly,
“Why does he not disown this
stripling, so we can elect a real
Leader?”

The dying man’s face only
tightened more, but one of the
Elders said, “Do not speak blas-
phemy!” Each of the Elders took
one step forward, signifying their
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intention of enforcing the Law if
necessary. Buld looked sullen, but
said no more.

Numbly, Tem got to his feet
and stood at his father’s head,
as the Conclave demanded. He
wished he could leave to find
his mother and comfort her, but
of course he could not; nor could
she join the Conclave.

From the Book Of Truths:
And within the menagerie, these
things shall ye take, lest the new
vine know them not: the fruits
and the grains, and the fishes that
swim and the fowls that fly, and
the things that creep, and the
tiny things and the things that
suckle their young . . .

II

ince this was a season when

the sun was already retreat-

ing Brightward (everyone kept

looking apprehensively at the

corona above the horizon), the

migration could start as soon as
it was ready.

Tem had been Outside before,
of course, as part of his training,
but he’d only left the lock and
walked a few steps on the gravel
above the vine, and it hadn’t
seemed real. Now, ostensibly
overseeing preparations (though
the Elders’ who’d been on their
own migration to this vine, were
the actual experts), he had to

n



stay out here for twenty or thirty
kilopulses at a time, and Out-
side was all too real.

He was glad the suitmakers
had done a good job on his suit.
The face part was of the clearest
rubber possible, with very few
bubbles or white spots of undried
vine latex, and the fit was good.
It was awkward moving, with
the weight of the backpack full
of air-freshening fungus pulling
him off balance. But they’d as-
sured him he’d get used to that.
They’d also promised the pleats
at knee and elbow joints would
stop sticking together when the
latex cured a little more.

He kept tilting his helmet to
look up at the Stars, though it
made him ill to think of such
emptiness above him. He could
believe the Stars were fantastical-
ly distant, all right, but were
they really Gods? And if so, were
they watching?

For that matter, he’d never
been quite clear in his mind
about the relation between sun
and Sunn. Was the sun Sunn’s
weapon? Or his dwelling? Or
what? Of course Sunn could
probably travel around anywhere
invisibly, even to Darkside;
though the Law didn’t say; and
asking such questions got you
admonitions instead of answers.

He turned and stared the way
they’d be going. That was anoth-
er confusing thing. The Law said
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you must go in the direction of
your right hand as you stood fac-
ing Brightward. Clearly there was
distance there, and ground to
walk on, but was it a direction?
One was used to two directions —
rootward and leafward. Or, to
use other terms, darkward and
brightward. Anyway, they had to
go in this new ‘direction’, across
an unknown number of vines, un-
til they found an uninhabited
one fit to settle. The guess was
that it would be as much as four
hundred kilostrides. They could
go that far before the sun began
to return, if they didn’t lag.

He saw an Elder frowning at
him, and turned his attention to
the work.

They were bleeding air out of
the lock now, into big rubber
bags; carrying those over and
squeezing the air into the men-
agerie. Big as that was —with a
dozen wide carts under it — the
animals, and the human couple
who’d live in it to care for them,
would be cramped. Most of the
space was filled with the air-
freshening fungus. Still, they’d be
more comfortable than he and
the others, living in suits with
only an occasional visit into the
resters.

The menagerie was the biggest
airbag, by far. There were small-
er one; air fresheners, the resters,
and simple bags of spare air.

GALAXY



There were waterbags and bags
of food, and bags of liquid vine
latex for future use. There were
two carts loaded with great sheets
of rubber, already cured, for con-
structing the lock when they
found their vine. There were
loads of rope, and the precious
tools. And seeds, of course. There
was no assurance what would
have spread to a new vine.

The lock was sagging now, into
the slanting tunnel that let it
meet the vine at a good angle. It
was time for a shift to go in. He
walked over and helped push on
the big end-plug until it gave
way and the remaining air gush-
ed out. They trooped in, replaced
the plug and held it hard against
its seating. Someone opened the
valve from the vine, and the lock
began to fill again. Soon Tem’s
suit lost its rigidity and hung
upon him, and the end plug
would stay in place by itself.
They pushed open the inner plug
and entered the vine, and filed
down the ramp that had been
built up to the lock. It was good
to be able to look in any direction
and see solid walls around him
again. He began unlacing his suit.

He met people, all wanting to
stop and talk, and excused him-
self politely. He was headed
downvine toward his home, but
there was another stop to make
first.

He reached the right section
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and paused in the throat, in sud-
den despair. It was strange, he
thought, how it took things a
while to hit. Slowly, he started
down and to the right, until he
was walking in the grass beside
the narrow lake. Near midsection
he turned right, through a fruit
orchard to where some huts nest-
led on the curve of the vine.

Neena’s {ather sat there, turn-
ing a roast over a small fire. He
looked at Tem silently for a few
pulses, then said, “I’m sorry, lad,
but you both knew what to ex-
pect.”

Tem didn’t answer that. He
said, “Could I see her?”

Her father nodded rootward.
“Two sections down, in the rice.”

he must have been expecting
him, for she was working
near this end. He walked out and
began gathering handfuls of the
tall grain. It was not censorable
for them to work together and
talk.

They worked silently for a
while, then he said, “I could re-
fuse to go. But then I'd be in
Bottom Caste, and so would you
if you married me. We never
really talked about it, did we?”

She was calmer than he expect-
ed. “No, we didn’t. I suppose
you'll take up with my sister.
I’ve seen the way you look at
her.”

He flushed. “I do not! She’s

13



four or five orbits older than I
am!”

She shrugged. “Anyway, I
guess you don’t really care much
about me, or you'd find some
way to take me along.”

He frowned at her. “What kind
of talk is that? Even if we dared
defy the Law, do you think the
Elders are blind?”

She glanced around and said
in a low voice, “I’m the same size
as my sister, and we look alike.
I don’t think any of the Elders
would know the difference if I
were in her suit.”

He was so shocked he cringed,
half expecting Sunn to send a
meteor and destroy the section.
Slowly, he straightened. Really —
in all his experience — Sunn had
never punished anyone, preach-
ments notwithstanding. It was al-
ways the Elders who handed out
punishment. And there’d be no
way they could pursue the mi-
gration. He said unsteadily, “But
your sister . . .”

“I’'ve already talked to her,”
she said, “and she’s willing. She’s
afraid to go anyway.”

III

The Elders gave the faint-
hearted no time to rebel
The lock’s inner plug closed be-
hind the migration like the cut-
ting of an umbilical cord. Thirty-
nine men and forty-three women
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— all the healthy firstborn of the
vine whose ages fell between sev-
enty and one hundred orbits —
turned and gazed across the bleak
country.

The hardest thing to get used
to, Tem decided (after the suits
and the awful emptiness above
them) was the harsh lighting.
One compressed glare from the
sun’s corona lit the uneven rock,
leaving shadows so sharp-edged
and black it was hard not to
think they were bottomless holes.
The stars, dazzling as they were,
helped very little to light those
shadows.

Even where it was illuminated,
the ground was frightening. Grav-
el extended for a few strides,
where the vine’s growth had
shattered the rock; but beyond
lay the undulating plain, punc-
tuated here and there by hills
or ringwalls, dotted with loose
rocks from the latter.

Another disturbing thing was
the silence. He could see lips
move, see people clap their glov-
ed hands together to soften the
gloves, and strained his ears for
the sounds. But inside his suit
he could hear too much — his
harsh breath, his blood pumping.

He could see bitterness in some
of the others’ faces. The Law did
seem inequitable, requiring that
the first generation born in a new
vine supply the migration, on the
death of the first Chief. Why
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couldn’t older vines send the mi-
grations, if migrations were nec-
essary? There was some vague
principle that a colony too long
in a vine might grow soft, but 1t
seemed to him that a generation
or two might go by without that,
so that a vine could better afford
to equip a migration. And why
such long migrations? If fewer
vanguard vines had to send them
out, they wouldn’t have to leap-
frog so far to find empty vines.
He could sympathize with the
bitterness, for he himself was
feeling for the first time — really
feeling it inside — how cruelly
they’d been thrust out; how un-
reachable the old vine was now.
What brought it home to him
was the way he’d parted from
his mother. She’d come to the
lock with a last present — a new-
ly braided belt and scabbard
with his father’s knife — and
she’d helped him on with his
suit. They hadn’t said much.
He’'d been almost gruff, because
he was afraid she’d embrace him
with everyone looking and all.
She’d surely known how he felt,
and she hadn’t done it; but he
wouldn’t soon forget the look in
her eyes or the little gesture of
her hands as he looked back for
the last time. If he’d really real-
ized it was the last time — that
he’d never hear of her again, or
know when she died — he’d have
certainly embraced her.
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He decided they’d stood here
feeling sorry for themselves long
enough. He gestured to the team
he’d chosen, and bent to pick up
a tow-rope of the menagerie. The
others added their weight to his
and the menagerie began to move.

When the team was pulling to-
gether well, he turned his place
over to another man and walked
back along the column. The oth-
er carts were moving. One man
on a tow-rope was limping, and
gestured that his suit was chaf-
ing him badly. Tem transferred
him to a scouting squad that was
to move a little ahead. At least
the man could walk gingerly,
with no load to pull

He looked back to make sure
there were no stragglers, then
walked forward along the cel-
umn.

They were able to travel fairly
straight, with only short
halts to rest, for what he judged
was ten kilopulses (though one’s
heart was a poor chronometer
under this exertion). Then, glanc-
ing back, he saw there was some
disturbance in the column. He
started toward it.

The man he’d left in charge of
that unit hurried to meet him,
and they touched helmets so the
small metal contact-plates would
carry their voices. The man said,
“One of the women insists she
has to visit the rester.”
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Tem walked back with him
and discovered that the mis-
creant was Neena. He halted,
dismayed, then slowly advanced
and touched helmets with her.
“You must have been drinking
water! Didn’t your sister tell you
not to until you really needed
it?”

“l was thirsty,” she pouted,
“and I didn’t think .. .”

He looked at her in exaspera-
tion. “Can’t you wait until we
camp?”

((No’”

He spun away from her, growl-
ing to himself. A fine start! The
vine still in sight, and he had to
make camp. Sullenly, he signal-
ed the order, and the column
closed up to the tight pattern
that would conserve warmth. At
least, they did it efficiently — all
of them (except Neena) remem-
bered their teaching.

Buld took the opportunity to
criticize his leadership.

Before they started on, he de-
livered a lecture in pantomime;
and he kept them moving faster
than he might have on the next
jaunt. After a while he could see
they were very tired and legiti-
mately needed to camp. But by
this time a large ringwall was
looming ahead. He decided to
keep on and camp just to bright-
ward of it.

Presently a long line of other
objects poked above the horizon.
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He knew they were the leafages,
at section-joints, of a vine. He
hoped the lock, if any, wouldn’t
be in sight. There was danger
that individuals might sneak
away and try to enter a strange
vine, even at the cost of becom-
ing Bottom Caste among its in-
habitants. That was less likely
now, of course, than it would be
later when people were really
discouraged or sick.

However, when the column
was already skirting the ring-
wall, he saw a chasm in their
path, stretching from the ring-
wall brightward. This was trou-
ble.

v

e turned over responsibility

for making camp to a man
named Bannow, passed back
along the column to see that
things were all right and to ex-
change glances with Neena, then
headed out to the ringwall.

He climbed slowly, with fre-
quent rests, because one was
warned that if he used air too
fast he might grow foolish with-
out realizing it. The fungus
should be doing well, though,
with the light from the corona
falling directly on his backpack.

Long before he got to the top
he could see that the chasm went
as far as the horizon, but he kept
climbing because he wanted to
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see the country ahead. Again, he
had the experience of sudden
realization. One moment, the
scene was like a painting; then,
abruptly, he felt the vastness.

The ringwall was perhaps
twenty kilostrides across. Inside,
it was hollow just as he’d heard
them described. It was dark in
there, the light from the corona
just hitting the top of the far
wall, but as his eyes adjusted
he could see by Starlight that the
floor was deeper than outside,
and smoother, though there were
a few small craters. Uncomfort-
able, he turned away.

The column was neatly camp-
ed, a cluster of toys to bright-
ward. It was queer to see only
their shadowed sides and a rim
of corona light at the top of
each. He looked, hesitantly, at
the corona. From up here it
seemed definitely bigger and
brighter, especially at the base.

The chasm went straight
brightward, swerving once to
miss a smaller ringwall. Obvious-
ly, it was the bed of an old vine,
chopped off by this ringwall—a
comparatively recent meteor hit
—and left to die from there up.
He couldn’t see the darkward of
the ringwall, but he knew the
stalk would have sealed itself,
sent out feelers, found its way
around the new obstacle, and
gone on, paralleling the old,
shriveling stalk. He could see that

THE MERCURYMEN

it had drawn close so it could
consume the old vine via small
local roots. It had consumed it,
leaving the ditch, something like
two hundred strides across and
nearly as deep.

The new vine was only half-
grown (not inhabited, surely) but
it was his first good view of a
vine. Along the length, the thin
layer of gravel was clearly dis-
tinguishable from solid rock. The
leafages were great bursts of
spear-like growth, fanning out in
semicircles above each section-
joint. Some, he knew, were fif-
teen times the height of a man.
They were said to shade the path
of the vine and, by evaporating
water, keep the vine’s temper-
ature down when the sun struck
here. He'd seen a piece of one
once, freshly brought in; eight
inches in diameter, moist and
woody inside, covered outside
with hard, rough very white
scales.

He moved on a little way to
see farther ahead, and a spot of
very bright light came into view
on the horizon. It must be a high
mountain peak, catching the sun.
He considered. Theory said sun-
light reflected from a mountain
was safe, and wonderful for the
fungus, and warm. This moun-
tain might be a hundred kilo-
strides away; still, they had to
go farther than that. It was a
little to brightward, but by the
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time they got there the sun
would have retreated farther. It
would be a good place to camp
and freshen up everyone’s air,
and catch up on whatever else
needed doing.

Besides, he wanted to see a
mountain.

he land between, so far as
he could see, had no serious
barriers. There were ringwalls of
various sizes, some simple hills,
a few cracks. He fixed those in
his mind so he could avoid them.

This present chasm was the
thing to worry about now. It
would take too long to build a
ramp across it, and the alterna-
tive of going back around the
ringwall—and passing in its cold
shadow—wasn’t attractive.

Could a way be cleared along
the base of the ringwall itself? A
thought struck him. There must
have been other migrations by
here, unless they’d all passed
farther darkward. He went a
little way down the slope, and
grinned with delight. There was
a path of a sort, where boulders
had been moved and holes filled
in. He was very lucky this time.

Before continuing down, he
looked around for one more
thing. It was earlier in the sea-
son than the Traders appeared at
the vines, but no one knew where
they came from, and legend said
they sometimes attacked migra-
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tions. However, there was no
movement in sight, and nothing
that looked like a camp, and.
that was the best he could do.
He started toward camp.

Before he’d gone far he noticed
that he was breathing hard, even
though he was going downhill
He began to have trouble con-
trolling his limbs. Once, when
he jumped between boulders, he
misjudged and fell hard.

He hauled himself up painful-
ly. Nothing was broken, but he
knew he’d overestimated his air,
especially since his backpack was
now turned away from the cor-
ona. He wasn’t silly yet, but he
might not be far from it. And—
he realized with shock—he’d
violated an elementary principle.
He’d come alone.

He got down safely, but by
now his mind was very muggy
and his limbs alternated between
aching and numbness. He con-
centrated on getting one leg
ahead of the other, stopping now
and then to stand with his back
to the corona, head down, almost
falling asleep.

He hardly knew he’d reached
camp until he stumbled into it.
He was vaguely aware of Buld
confronting him with a scowl,
but couldn’t seem to keep his
mind even on that.

The next thing he knew Ban-
now and some others had a full
airbag attached to the suit’s in-
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take nipple, and an empty one
on the exhaust, and were squeez-
ing air through. His head cleared,
though he was still very tired.

Bannow told him, “You made
a bad mistake sneaking Neena
into the migration. She raised a
fuss about your being gone so
long, and somebody recognized
her.”

\'4

Thpre was no way Tem could
have blocked a Council even
if he'd tried. He called it as soon
as he’d refreshed himself. There
were six of the maturest men,
beside himself.

The cumbersome touching of
helmets slowed things so he had
a chance to think. He listened
woodenly to Buld’s argument
that since he’d broken the Law,
he was no longer fit to lead; and
that they’d better depose him.

He let them wait for his an-
swer while he thought it out.
Buld’s argument was hypocriti-

cal, but how to demonstrate? He.

said, “Why is Buld so anxious
to get rid of me? Does he want
to be Leader himself?”

Buld declared he was think-
ing of the migration. Tem said,
“Buld must have gained respect
for the Law quite suddenly.
When my father was dying, Buld
wanted him to avoid the Law by
disowning me.”
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That produced nods and one
or two grins. Buld said, scowl-
ing, “That was just a suggestion
to the Elders. What I wanted
was a grown-up Leader. Besides
smuggling in a brat who doesn’t
belong, this stripling has brought
us too close to Brightside, and
now he’s got us trapped so we
have to go back around this ring-
wall. He'll get us all killed before
he’s through.”

Tem said, “You don’t know
anything about how far Bright-
side is, or how far we can go.”

Buld glared at him. “My father
was on the last migration too!”

“He wasn’t Leader,” Tem said,
“and no one voted for him for
Chief. I’'m the only one who's
really trained. As far as Neena’s
concerned; which is better—a
girl who wanted to come, or one
who was afraid to?”

Buld and a couple of the oth-
ers spoke of the Law again. Tem
said, “If Sunn wants to punish
me, he can do it right now. I'm
ready.” He stood up and walked
a few paces away.

One of the men presently came
over to him, with a glance toward
the corona, and said, “What
about this chasm you’ve got us
up against?”

Tem went back and sat down.
He thought he might get Buld to
stick his tongue out a little far-
ther. “What should we have
done?”
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Buld said, “We should have
camped farther back while some-
one scouted.”

Tem said, “By the same rea-
soning, we’ll have to scout the
other side now. Do you want the
job? You can take a partner and
some bags of air.”

Buld glared. “We've all heard
how a big meteor kills a vine,
and that’s obviously what’s hap-
pened here. Why do we have to
scout the other side?”

“Well,” Tem said, “I wonder
how you know for sure that this
meteor killed this vine. What if
the vine was already dead? We’d
go all the way around and find
we couldn’t pass on that sid
either. Is that your idea of lead-
ership?”

He was glad Buld wasn’t
quick-witted. Buld flushed and
said, “Well, I would have found
out before.”

Bannow looked at Tem keen-
ly and said, “Can you get us
across without going around?”

“Of course,” Tem said cas-
ually.

The vote was four to two in his
favor.

Afterward, he was astonished
at how alert and shrewd he’d
been. Eloquence had never been
his strong point before. He de-
cided that it was because Buld
had been trying to take some-
thing away from him and he just
didn’t want to let go.
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They took the path he’d seen,
finding only a few boulders
to move, then crossed over the
young vine. By now, everyone
understood that he’d outsmarted
Buld, and he saw many grins.
That was good for morale, he
decided. So was the evidence
that another migration had
passed this way, sometime. Tem
wondered how that one had made
out.

He didn’t dare speak often to
Neena, and though the other
women, misty-eyed, had adopted
her, she was glum. As the march
dragged on, so were others.

But glumness wasn’t the worst.
One woman, taking her turn in
the rester, refused to put her
suit back on and had to be forced
into it, screaming. She quiet~’
later, but her face worried Tem
and he could feel the whole
column reacting. He made camp
sooner than he might have, close
to a vine, hoping that would
raise spirits a little.

It turned out to be a mistake.
While he was climbing a nearby
ringwall to scout, the woman
broke from camp and ran toward
the vine. Others pursued. He had
to stand helpless and watch the
whole thing from a distance. She
threw herself down, clawing at
the gravel. Then, before they
could reach her, she must have
deliberately undone the lacings
of her suit.
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The suit went limp, and that
was all.

Sick, he started down without
finishing his scouting. He knew
now what he should have done.
He should have given her some-
thing to carry, walked her until
she was exhausted, and let her
sleep.

Another thing he’d been ne-
glecting was religion. He’d have
to appoint a preacher to talk
about Sunn. It looked as if a
Leader had to know and under-
stand almost everything.

On the way down, he thought,
It might have been Neena. What
if it had happened to Neena?

They crossed a number of
vines before he saw a lock,
and that was in the distance. He
made sure the column didn’t see
it.

The dazzling mountain was
getting nearer, and he made a
point of how they’d rest up whea
they got there, but some of the
migration seemed to find it
frightening rather than reassur-
ing.

The supplies, including the air,
were holding up pretty well, but
there was trouble in the menag-
erie. Some of the goats got sick,
and one died, for no apparent
reason. Finally Tem discovered
that some of the air-freshening
fungus was spreading into their
compartment, and they were
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nibbling it. It wasn’t supposed
to be poison.

Some of the birds, confined so
long, were pecking others to
death. They had to be separated.

He'd expected conflicts among
the people, but there were sur-
prisingly few. Presently, from hi:
own behavior, he understood
why. He found himself withdraw -
ing into the world of his suit,
paying less and less attentio:
to other people. One thing par-
ticularly struck him. The right
arm of each suit was deeply
pleated under the armpit, with
an external grip so the gloved
left hand could pull down and
outward. That enabled the wear-
er to get his right arm inside. He
noticed many right sleeves hang-
ing empty before he realized he
was doing the same thing him-
self. Thereafter, he kept his arm
in the sleeve, unless he had to
bring it inside to eat, drink, or
scratch himself. It was odd, but
the sleeve somehow felt outside
the suit.

VI

After they’d crossed a few
more vines, they found what
was left of an old migration.
Tem thought it was probably the
one that had built the path back
there.

There were no corpses in the
sagging menagerie except those
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of cats, small birds, and fish. Thc
goats and larger fowl were gone.
There were several empty suits
lying around, and four that
weren’'t empty. There were
waterbags, airbags, two resters,
some air-freshener carts and
some empty carts, all falling
apart, the wood shrunk and
warped, the rubber brittle and
cracked from Sunn knew how
many season’s exposure. Tools,
rope, and personal belongings
were scattered about. It looked
as if the survivors had taken
what they could carry, and just
walked. There was a vine within
ten- kilostrides, but no lock in
sight.

Maybe the Traders had gotten
them, or maybe Sunn had swal-
lowed them up.

The column wasn’t visibly
much moved by the relics, but
during the next camp a couple
—a man and wife who’d had to
leave two young children with
relatives—quietly killed them-
selves. They didn’t take the
simple way of just opening their
suits. They got knives inside, lay
down together, and stabbed
themselves.

That shook Tem worse than
anything so far. He made up his
mind to reach the sunlit moun-
tain in two marches if he pos-
sibly could, with one brief stop
between.

He pushed the column through
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the first march, crossing two
closely spaced vines without even
slowing, camped briefly, and bul-
lied them on. The mountain was
awesome now; stretched diago-
nally ahead in one long blaze of
light. He could feel the warmth
of it already, and his eyes ached.
Nevertheless, his vision was ad-
justing amazingly, so he could
tolerate the light, though he
couldn’t look directly at it. The
ground was mountain-lit by now.
The corona was a faint ghost,
and so were the stars, though
space was black as ever.

He could see some of the
people about to rebel at this
light, and that Buld was getting
ready for another try. Then he
found the ideal spot.

There was a large ringwall
some kilostrides from the moun-
tain, itself aglow with mountain-
light. Closer to the mountain,
and near this end, was a much -
smaller one. He could go to
brightward of the smaller one,
for shade from the mountain,
and enjoy the twice-reflected,
tamer light from the big ringwall.

They dragged to the spot and
made camp. The light was
stronger than any in a vine, but
comfortable. There was no more
hunching of shoulders against the
cold as one’s warmth leaked away
to the sky and to darkward. The
fungus fairly puffed out fresh
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air, and the animals grew frisky.

They had the cleaned and ex-
posed carcass of the goat that
had died, and now Tem decided
they could build a small fire in
the menagerie and have fresh
meat for once. People revived
visibly.

By his count of vines, they
might be close to half way
through their journey. Before
they left here, he’d have scouted
enough to make a closer guess.

The lower slope of the moun-
tain, below where the sunlight
hit, could be climbed, he thought,
to an elevation higher than any
ringwall he’d seen yet. So, as
soon as people were fed and rest-
ing he took Bannow and started
that way.

He got used to looking at the
mountain through a murky part
of his helmet, so the light was
cut down.

The mountain was probably
twenty kilostrides long, and half
that high at the peak. It was
really a long ridge, set at an
angle to the sun, and he had a
feeling it was not very thick
through. It curved down at each
end, tapering into darkness.

The upper part of it was sheer
cliff, lit part way down now. Be-
low the cliff, and barely visible
with one’s eyes dazzled so, was a
steep but even slope, apparently
of rock crumbled from the cliff
by the sun’s timeless hammer-
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ing. Already Tem was perspiring.
He touched helmets with Bran-
now to say, “We’d better turn
from side to side so we won’t melt
our suits.”

Actually, it didn’t turn out te
be that bad. They had shade
from huge boulders, and could
hurry across open stretches; and
one could always turn his back-
pack to the cliff and let the fun-
gus soak up some of the light.
They kept on until they were
more than halfway up the rubble
slope, then the heat was finally
too great. They sat down in a
shadow.

Gradually Tem’s eyes adjust-
ed, but it was still disappointing
how little he could see of the
country. Things close by were
brightly lit from the mountain,
and tended to dazzle his sight.
Things farther away weren’t Ht
much. He could see the twe
close-spaced vines they’d crossed
(both squeezing around the ob-
stacle of the mountain) and some
ringwalls he remembered. In the
other direction, beyond the far
end of the mountain, he thought
he could make out the leafages of
another vine, but he wasn’t sure.

He said to Bannow, “I guess
that ringwall would be a better
vantage point after all. Maybe
we can walk part way around it
and climb.

Bannow didn’t answer. Tem
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drew aside and looked at him.
Bannow’s eyes were fixed down
the slope, and when Tem fol-
lowed the look he saw four
suited figures, tiny in the dis-
tance moving toward the slope.
They were spread out widely,
each carrying something in one
hand. A moment later he saw a
fifth. He decided the things they
were carrying were some of the
sharpened stakes intended for
fastening the lock onto the new
vine. In addition, the fifth one
dragged two airbags.

Bannow started to rise, and
Tem pulled him back. Bannow
touched helmets. “It’'s Buld and
his bunch! They intend to kill
us!”

“I know,” Tem said, trying to
keep the trembling anger out of
his voice, “but let’s stay here for
a while and think. They can’t see
us. Remember how it was looking
up?”

Bannow sat down. “But we've
got to get around them and get
back to campl”

“How? If we climb down
they’ll see us, and move to in-
tercept. We'll run out of air be-
fore they do. They've probably
told the camp they were just
climbing that small ringwall or
something. We can’t expect any
help in time.”

“Well,” Bannow demanded,
“what are we going to do?”

“First of all, let’s act as if we
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didn’t see them. We can go
along this slope to the end of
the mountain and get into shad-
ow. They may not see us at all;
and even if they do, we’ll be out
of their reach, so probably they’ll
just wait.”

“Then what?”

“Well . . . at the worst, we
might go clear around the moun-
tain and get back to camp from
the other end. I figure it
wouldn’t be more than sixty kil-
ostrides. If we’re very careful
with our air, we might make it.”
' Bannow looked very doubtful.
“I’1l be cold on the other side.”

“Maybe not. The heat may go
clear through. Anyway, it’s bet-
ter than just sitting here, isn’t
it?”

Bannow hesitated, but finally
nodded.

They went carefully, seeking
shadows, but presently it be-
came clear that Buld had spotted
them. They kept on, rounded a
bulge, and were in darkness.

VII

ow even the corona-light was

hidden. Gradually the stars
grew into brilliance, as if the
distant gods were drawing closer
to watch.

To Tem’s surprise, this side of
the mountain was a gentle slope,
with a surface much like level
ground. Below them was a small
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ringwall, ghostly in the Starlight.
He could feel his warmth leaking
away, so he turned a little up-
hill. If there were warmth com-
ing through the mountain, it
would be nearer the top.

They moved on slowly. Tem
was paying close attention to
the footing so he wouldn’t trip,
when a vaguely seen motion
ahead brought him to a startled
halt.

Bannow had seen it too. Tem
bent his head to touch helmets,
but said nothing. The movement
was not toward them, but up the
slope from below, crossing their
path. It was not a man, nor any
single creature, but a vast mov-
ing pack. As well as he could
make out in the dim light, the
individuals stood half as high
as 2 man and moved on many
legs, though they didn’t seem to
have horizontal bodies like cats
or goats. Finally he said, in a
cautious whisper, “Do you sup-
pose these are the things the
Book speaks of? The metal
things that crawl?”

Bannow’s voice was awed. “I
don’t know. Shall we turn back?”

“Let’s stand still for a while.”

The vanguard of the pack was
nearing the top. Suddenly a line
of light grew along the peak, to-
ward them, so bright and so
startling that Tem threw an arm
before his eyes. He felt Bannow
whirl away from him. He him-

self took a step backward and
stumbled over Bannow, who’d
evidently tripped with the first
step. He jerked his head around
to look back. The line of light
was still advancing, and he
pushed himself erect to run, but
before he did he realized the line
was not aimed at him, but was
just growing along the peak. It
was not a solid line, he saw as it
came closer, but consisted of thin
upright sticks, like a row of
very bright, perfectly matched
firebrands. It was not straight,
but irregular, with dips and rises
and gaps.

Something brushed by him. He
flinched, but didn’t panic. Now
he was surrounded by the things,
which felt solid and heavy when
they bumped against him, but
paid him no attention. They
scuttled to the peak and aligned
themselves along it, thrusting up
fingers or feelers into the sun-
light, jostling for places in line,
crowding each other where there
were too many. Then there were
no more around him, but farther
along they still swept up.

Bannow got to his feet, pawing
at his suit. Tem moved close and
touched helmets. The man start-
ed, then said, “Sunn! They
walked right over me! I thought
. . . is my suit punctured? I can’t
—I don’t hear any hiss . . .”

“You’re all right,” Tem told
him. The suit felt rigid as ever,
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but there was a little roughness.
*“I guess they have very small
elaws, if any.” He looked toward
the peak. “They seem to eat the
sunlight, or drink it.”

A few stragglers were arriving,
to push their way into line.
Tem moved after one, trying to
see it.

There was a central body, the
size of a man’s head. A number
of legs, each as long as Tem’s
arm but no thicker than a fin-
ger, grew from the body on all
sides. These were flexible, and
while about half of them clung
to the rocks, the rest were held
up so that two inches of the
tips were in sunlight.

Now the things were motion-
less except for an occasional
shifting of stance or a wave of
an upthrust leg. They stretched
along the mountain as far as
Tem could see in either direc-
tion.

A very strong urge gripped
him to climb and get one quick
glimpse of the sun. He took a few
steps before he caught himself.
He looked at Bannow, then re-
luctantly turned to go on. There
was no time to investigate this
wonder now.

Bannow drew alongside, want-
ing to talk, but Tem put off
touching helmets. These creat-
ures were apparently a form of
life that didn’t need air; could

THE MERCURYMEN

wander at will. Could things be
learned from them that would
free men from dependence om
the vines? Could a man, or a
small group, find an empty vine
nearby and make trips to study
them?

He turned to Bannow, and as
he did he saw a line of lumin-
ous blobs moving up the slope
toward them.

He crouched, suppressing his
impulse to run, but Bannow’s
nerve finally broke. The man
whirled and ran back the way
they’d come. Tem shouted use-
lessly, then started after him
The blobs of light suddenly re-
acted, moving to cut Bannow off.

Bannow might have outrun
them, but instead he turned and
ran up the slope. Tem, suddenly
realizing the danger, ran as fast
as he could toward him.

He was too late. He saw Ban-
now’s helmet suddenly turn
blinding bright as it popped in-
to sunlight. Bannow’s eyes stared
for just an instant, then snapped
shut. The man clapped both
hands to his face, whirled, and
plunged down the slope. Tem
saw him go headlong and slide.
Then the suit suddenly went
limp.

He stopped, fighting nausea,
forgetting the blobs until a knot
of them gathered around Ban-
now’s corpse. By then he could
see they were men in suits, with
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very large backpacks that gave
off the glow. Shortly, several sur-
rounded Tem. He thought of
looking for a rock to defend him-
self, but they didn’t act threat-
ening, though two of them held
tapered, sharp-tipped swords.

One of them made incompre-
hensible hand-signals, then, as
Tem shook his head, pointed at
Tem’s helmet and his own, and
pantomimed bringing them to-
gether. Tem nodded and they
touched helmets.

VIII

The man’s speech was only
slightly odd. “You from a
vine near here, son? What are
the two of you doing up here,
anyway?”’

Tem tried to get his voice
working. “We-—1 guess my
friend isn’t doing anything, any
more.”

The man shrugged. “Too bad.
But it would have been besten if
he didn’t panic. Why were the
two of you up here?”

Tem hesitated. Maybe he
oughtn’t to tell them about the
migration. “Some men were try-
ing to kill us. We came to this
side of the mountain to get
away.”

The man looked thoughtful.
“Your vine very far?”

“Well . . . quite a ways.”

The man studied his face and |
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finally said, “You're from a mi-
gration. Got yourselves in some
kind of trouble, and ran. Besten
you not be so close-mouthed
about it. We won’t take you
back.”

Tem said indignantly, “It isn’t
that at all!”

The man scowled. “Well, we
can’t stand here jabbering. You
can come with us, or die here.”
He glanced at the two with
swords, then turned and went
down the slope. The two armed
men waited motionless.

Others had taken Bannow's
suit off his body, and were carry-
ing the suit away. Tem started
toward the corpse, changed his
mind, and walked after the
spokesman.

The line spread out again, so
it was hard to see anything but
the glowing backpacks. There
were about thirty, all told. A
little way down one of them bent
to pick up a thing and carried
it in one arm. Tem saw legs
dangling, and realized it was one
of the metal things, dead. An-
other man found one, and so it
went all the way down the slope,
until each man was carrying two
or three. Finally the spokesman
turned back and handed Tem a
pair to carry. They were fairly
heavy.

Beyond the end of the slope,

" other figures moved about, ap-

parently also gathering the dead
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things. Soon Tem saw that there
were carts heaped with them.
Imitating others, he went to the
nearest cart and deposited the
two he had. No one gave him
any instructions, so he just
stood.

Presently they stopped looking
for the things and threw over
each cartload a rope net, tying
it securely. Someone looked at
Tem and pointed to a tow-rope.
He picked it up and pulled with
the others, wondering if they just
wanted to get some work out of
him before killing him.

It seemed a very long time
that he trudged, his hands on the
rope first -cramping painfully,
then going numb. His feet grew
clumsy. He stumbled along,
knowing his air was bad. Finally
he must have fallen, for the next
thing he knew he was draped
face-down across a cart-load, and
tied on so he wouldn’t slide off.
The jolting ride went on for a
long time.

He realized that they were
clear into Darkside now.

Then they halted, and he man-
aged to raise his head and saw
another cliff, this one lit only by
starlight, and with no rubble at
its foot.

There were four tunnels in the
cliff, each with a clear-rubber
airlock. One of the locks was
open, and the carts were being
rolled in.
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ull as he was, the lock fasci-
\ nated him. It was made
more intricately than the ones
he knew, with hoops along its
length and pleats between. The
three not in use were folded
against the tunnel-mouths. His
mind worked at that. Why, they
must squeeze the air back into
the tunnels, instead of losing it!

He got a chance to observe
that, as his cart was in the next
batch that went in. The tunnel
itself seemed to be a second lock,
as it had a plug in its middle,
and another at its inward end.
When that was opened, light as
strong as a vine’s spilled in.

Inside, they unloaded him and
laid him on the floor, face up.
Someone began unlacing his suit.
A little pressure seeped out, then
his helmet was pulled off and he
was breathing pure, rich air.

As soon as he could, he sat up
and stared around at things he
only gradually understood.

This was evidently a great
natural fissure, twisting back into
a mountain, but it had been
much reworked. Rock was hew-
ed away in places. At others,
walls of squared stones, cemented
with latex, sealed openings or
supported ceilings.

A series of shelves hacked
from the walls were planted with
some kind of shrubs Tem didn’t
know. There was a stepped wall
down the middle of the fissure,
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similarly planted. Luminous moss
grew on vertical surfaces and on
the ceiling.

" The artificial wall where the
tunnels came in drew his awed
attention. There were great abut-
ments supporting massive ma-
chinery — more metal than he’d
supposed existed. Some men
were turning a giant’s windlass,
slowly raising high a huge boul-
der that dangled on a rope as
thick as Tem’s thigh. At the
other end of the wall, a similar
boulder descended slowly, turn-
ing a heavy shaft to which were
geared a dozen strange devices.
Rods moved in and out of smooth
round holes, with a hissing that
could only be the intermittent
escape of air under pressure.
Great pulleys creaked as the
monstrous ropes snaked around
them.

Eventually he understood that
all this machinery operated the
locks, squeezing air in and out.

The tunnel he’d come through
opened again, and the last of the
expedition came in. The man
who’d talked to Tem unfastened
his helmet and removed it, look-
ed around checking men and
carts, and finally glanced toward
Tem. He came over and said,
“I’'m Hannult. I'l want to talk
to you later, but meanwhile I'll
take you to the Young Bachelors’
chamber and leave you with Os-
kir. He’s boss there.”
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Oskir was older than Tem,
blond, and large. He looked
Tem in the eye without expres-
sion, then walked around him
studying his suit. Finally he said,
“No marvel your air got bad. Is
this the besten you Vinies can
do?”

Tem flushed. “I've trekked two
hundred kilostrides in it!”

Oskir’s eyes showed a trace of
amusement. “With airbags and
big carts of freshener, and such.
What’s your name, and how old
are you?”

Tem started to blurt out an-
grily that he was a Chief’s first
son, but saw the futility of that.
He’d have a better chance of
escaping if they didn’t know he
wanted to get back to his migra-

tion. He said sullenly, “My
name’s Tem. I’m seventy orbits.
And a half.”

The amusement flickered in
Oskir’'s eyes again. “Tell you,
then. There’'s roast goat over
there, and some milk. This ditch
is for bathing, and the way you
smell, besten you do that first.
Hang your suit here.” He indi-
cated a peg, then waved a hand
toward a low dark tunnel. “We
sleep in there. You'll take the
pad nearest the inlet.” He turned
and walked away.

Tem glared at him, then hung
his suit on the peg, removed his
underthings and stepped into the
water. It was tepid, and smelled
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of some pungent herb. He scrub-
bed himself with a wad of coarse
vegetable fibre, got out, rubbed
himself dry, started to dress, then
decided he’d better not. He
dumped the clothes in the water
to soak, and went over to eat.
When he’d done that, he rinsed
the clothes, wrung them and
spread them on the floor under
his suit.

Oskir and some others, delib-
erately ignoring him now, were
squatted in a circle, gambling
with odd-shaped stones. Five or
six more worked on their suits
or tinkered with various things.
There were about twenty in the
group.

Tem ducked through the tun-
nel and found there was a spa-
cious chamber beyond. There
was no luminous moss, but
enough light came in so he could
see that the walls were cut into
shelves and planted. The pads
were spaced far apart, probably
for ventilation. He lay down on
the first, wincing with lameness,
and tried to relax.

Evidently these people didn’t
intend to kill him, but would he
ever get a chance to escape? And
if he did, what then?

He wondered what Buld had
told the column. Possibly that
Tem and Bannow had deserted
and surrendered to a vine. He
wondered what would happen to
Neena.
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For all he knew, these peoplc
might hunt down the column and
plunder it. He listened to the low
hum of talk in the outer cham-
ber. These were the Traders, of
course. At least they were hu-
man, though they had odd ways
of living.

Eventually,
he slept.

from exhaustion,

Oskir woke him by toeing him
in the ribs. He rolled aside
and got to his feet. He felt rest-
ed, so some time must have pass-
ed. Oskir nodded toward the tun-
nel.

In the outer chamber were all
the young men he’d seen before,
plus two or three others. They
stood along the walls, with an
air of waiting.

Oskir said, “Turn around.”
When Tem did so, Oskir hit him
on the chin hard enough to
knock him down.

Tem came up like a cat, and
didn’t forget to poke out his left
fist before swinging his right, but
somehow both punches bounced
off Oskir’s thick forearms. Oskir
hit him again. He staggered,
caught his balance and tried to
dodge in close. He got his left
to Oskir’s cheek, but not solidly,
and took a hard punch he didn’t
even see coming.

After that it was one long ser-
ies of stunning blows. He fought
back as well as he could, but he
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was groggy and Oskir was too
strong, and too clever with his
fists. Tem went down repeatedly.
Each time, he hauled himself up,
until finally, after a punch that
* didn’t feel any harder than the
rest, he found his legs wouldn’t
work. He had the will to get up,
and his mind was fairly clear, bt
his limbs would only make un-
coordinated pawing motions.

They picked him up, dowsed
him in the bath water, and swab-
bed off his face. He was still too
weak to stand alone, but his
thoughts were remarkably clear,
if inclined to wander. He was
bleeding a little from the nose
and from a small cut in his upper
lip, but he knew he wasn’t badly
marred.

Most of the punches had
been clean ones to the chin. He
realized Oskir had deliberately
avoided messing him up.

He was almost strong enough
now to start swinging again, but
something in their attitude stop-
ped him. They were looking at
him with casual approval. Fin-
ally Oskir said, “I’'m going to
parley besten I can Hannult let
you join.”

Tem glared at him. “Oh? And
suppose I don’t want to?”

Oskir looked mildly surprised.
“What else can you do? You
spect we'd let you go back to a
vine, now that you've seen this
much?”
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IX

"A s the newest member of Os-

kir's dormitory, Tem drew
the menial tasks. Every three
sleep-cycles (as marked by the
growth of moss along a measured
path) he had to bail the bath
water into bags and carry it
around to prescribed places to be
used for irrigation, then refill the
ditch from the nearest reservoir.
He had to sweep the floor, air
the pads, ventilate the dormitory
by using fans, fetch food, bring
in fertilizer for the plants and
take garbage to the fertilizer fac-
tory. He smouldered, but held
his temper. Aside from his occu-
pations, he was treated as an

equal.
Oskir, who seemed to know ev-

erything, personally took charge
of his training. One big job was
to build a new suit for himself,
and he had to perform every bit
of the work to Oskir’s satisfac-
tion, even if it had to be done
over ten times. The backpack
was complicated. Instead of a
simple honeycomb of fungus, as
in his old suit, this one alternated
layers of fungus with layers of
luminous moss, which gave
enough light to keep the fungus
working. There was also a better
way of feeding in nutrients, and
a better method of circulating the
air. It was twice as heavy as the
old pack.
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Equally fascinating was the
jettison lock in the front of the
suit, at waist level. It had in-
genious valves so it could be
worked from either outside or in-
side. Using little bags for body
wastes, this made it possible to
live in the suit for a long time.

There were also improvements
at the ankles and in the soles,
which made for better climbing
and less danger from sharp rocks.
All in all, he was delighted, and
he nearly blurted out that such
suits would make travel between
vines easy. He caught himself in
time.

The cycles flowed past. His
despair about the migration dull-
ed a little, so he could live with
it. He was able to pretend he was
content. here. He wasn’t quite ac-
cepted into the clique, but aside
from a certain amount of joking
about his Vinie origin, there was
no hazing. He was willing to let
things rest there.

He supposed the migration
would be close to finding its vine
now, if it hadn’t run into bad
trouble. He worried about Neena.
They might put her in Bottom
Caste, since she didn’t belong,
which would make her a virtual
~ servant to the whole vine. He
~ supposed Buld would get himself
giected Chief. That thought
brought up shaking hot anger;

d that was one feeling that

't grow dull.
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He thought, now, that he should
have killed Buld right at the
start. It wouldn’t have occurred
to him then, of course, but that
seemed to be the logic of the
thing. He could have found some
way to make it look like an acci-
dent.

He shuddered and put that
thought from his mind.

Some younger men were elevat-
ed to Oskir’s group, and took
over the menial chores. Tem was
put to work in the shops where
the metal creatures were cut
apart and things made from the
metal.

He was a flunkey, but not the
only one, and the place was so
fascinating he didn’t mind. Some-
times he worked a hand bellows
that forced air into big rubber
bags, for the smiths to use with
their fires.

In the vines, small open fires
had been used for cooking, or to
cure rubber, but that was all
These fires were even smaller,
and confined within stone boxes
through which thin jets of air
were blown. The flame came out
pointed and incredibly hot, and
would even melt iron.

The metal creature’s legs were
partly iron, but their body-cases
were of some other metal. They
were cut open, the insides were
taken out and sorted for various
metals, and the cases were ham-
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mered flat, then trimmed six-
sided. The edges were heated
soft and joined together. Finally,
when a sheet of them was big
enough, it was hammered on
great anvils until it was very flat
and smooth and the joints could
hardly be seen.

Also, using the fires and an-
vils, with some special tools, the
smiths made all sorts of tools
and weapons. There were the
straight tapered swords he’d
seen, and a variety of knives that
made his own look crude. There
were scissors; dainty ones for
tailoring, large, long-handled
ones for cutting tough vegetation
or even metal.

One tool in particular took his
eye — a saw for cutting the hard
hulls of vines.

Once he helped carry some new
gardening tools to a branch of
the cave where grains were plant-
ed. For the first time, he saw
women of the cave close up.
They wore ordinary clothes and
looked no different from vine
women. When he heard one
speak, he was sure she had come
from a vine. He wanted to talk
to her, ask her how she’d come
here, but he didn’t get a chance.

He worked in the smithies and
at other jobs until he knew most
parts of the cave, and most of
their equipment. Then a time
came when Oskir told him,
“You’ll be getting a chance to
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try out your suit. Hannult says
besten we take you on a foray
and see how you act.”

There were about forty men
on the expedition, including
Oskir, Tem, and half a dozen
others of the dormitory. They
took eight medium-sized carts, a
few tools, some empty bags, and
some extra air and water. They
headed deeper into Darkside, and
now there was something differ-
ent about the ground. It was
darker and harder to see in the
starlight, and slick at times. He
had to walk carefully.

This suit held the warmth bet-
ter; and, after a good twenty
kilostrides, he couldn’t feel any
deterioration of the air.

They kept going almost in a
straight line until a ringway lay
ahead. He studied it curiously.
Not only was it low in relation to
its width, but it lacked the rug-
ged outlines he was used to.
They reached the skirt and he
found he was walking on gravel,
among half-buried boulders. He
saw signs that people had been
here before, shoveling away the
gravel, and that was apparently
what they were going to do now.

They laid out small-meshed
nets of strong cord, and he was
given a shovel and told to hea@p °
gravel on one of them. When it/
was fairly covered, four men took
hold of one side and four of the%
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other, and rolled the load back
and forth so that the fine stuff
sifted through. They discarded
the coarse stuff and started over.
As the fine material piled up,
they shoveled it into the box-like
carts.

Tem’s curiosity overcame his
pride. During a rest period, he
touched helmets with Oskir.
“What is this for?”

l(Dirt',’

Tem flushed. “I mean, why
are we getting it here?”

Oskir grinned. “Cause we don’t
want to take it away from Vin-
ies.” In a moment he went on,
“If you just take rock that’s been
burnt in the sun and crush it,
there ain’t muchen good in it.
This is the besten for growing
stuff, sept you can get goat ma-
nure or rotted rice or such. You
got to find a ringwall like this
one, in Darkside.”

“Oh,” Tem said. “What makes
this one different?”

Oskir shrugged. “My father
told me it was because a meteor
was ice, not rock like most. It
went in a ways and exploded, and
threw out this fine stuff. Times,
you’ll dig down a ways and it
feels wet, a little. This is the
only one I been to. I can parley
/is‘makes stuff grow, all right.”

Tem digested that. Then, as

- Oskir seemed in a talkative mood,

| he brought up something he’d
been wondering about. “You peo-
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ple never talk about Sunn. The
god Sunn, I mean. You always
try to explain how things happen
by themselves. Don’t you believe
in Sunn?”

Oskir pulled his helmet away
and chewed on some dried meat
for a while. Then he joined hel-
mets again. “There’s those talk
about Sunn. I spect it’s how you
feel inside. I never could see
much proof one way or the other.
Looks to me, if there’s a Sunn,
he put things so they run mostly
by themselves. Looks to me, peo-
ple are supposed to make their
own, not sit down and wait for
some god to give it to them. He
put plenty, sept a man.don’t try.”

Tem drew back, uncomfort-
able. This might be blasphemy,
but it made more sense here Out-
side than in a vine. It would ex-
plain how a man like Buld could
just take what he wanted, Law
or no Law, if no one stopped
him. And keep it, if no one took
it back.

They filled seven of the carts,
packed the tools and other
things in the eighth cart or on
top of the dirt, and started
Brightward. Judging from Han-
nult’s caution now — sending
scouts, camping in cover — there
must be some danger. Also, they
seemed to be mapping, as Han-
nult kept making notes and
sketches.
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Finally, when the gossip was
that they were nearly out of
Darkside, they made camp on a
moist gravel patch that Oskir
said lay over the base of a vine.
They were going to get water
here. While a pit was being dug,
Oskir took Tem to the nearest
ringwall on sentry duty.

They left relays of men for
contact with camp, and moved
around to brightward of the
ringwall before climbing. From
the top, the corona was faintly
visible, and Tem could see the
dark line of gravel where the vine
ran up-country, though there
were no leafages here. He won-
dered if a vine seeped water all
along its length. He turned to
ask Oskir, and found Oskir's
back to him.

It occurred to him it would be
very easy to pick up a rock and
hit Oskir on the head. The in-
flated helmet was rigid, but
would move easily, and (as Tem
knew from more than one tum-
ble) wouldn’t protect the skull.
He could roll the corpse down
inside the ringwall, where they’d
be a long time finding it. He
owed Oskir some lumps.

However, he found he didn’t
want to kill Oskir. He’d repay the
beating sometime, as a matter of
principle, but he didn’t really
resent it. After all, that had been
a matter of principle too; a duty
with Oskir. Anyway, he’d better

stay with the Traders until he
learned more, and at least knew
where he was.

Oskir turned. Tem touched
helmets and asked, “That dark
streak. Is that because it's
moist?”’

“A little. Those are reservoir
sections of the vine.”

Tem said, “What do you mean,
reservoir sections? There’s water
in every section, even up near
Brightside.”

“Sure,” Oskir said, “but these
here are full; no air space at all.
They’re deeper under, too, so
they’re safer from meteors. If a
vine gets hit farther up, this
water’ll stay here until a new vine
grows.”

Iloh"’

Oskir nodded up-country.
“You can’t see the first leafages
from here. I spect it’d be about
eighty kilostrides. That’s where
the vines start to have air in them,
and come up near the surface.
Hey. You tell me how the Vin-
ies decide where to put their
locks.”

em said, “The Law sets it.
You're supposed to have at
least forty leafages below the
lock, but not more than eighty.

That puts it in a comfortakle

part of the vine.” He looked at
Oskir, then touched helmets
again. “You ever been as far up
as the locks?”
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Oskir grinned. “I been on trad-
ing trips for the last nine orbits.
Last orbit I was clear to the
leaves.”

“What?”

“Sure. Hannult took me along.
Ten of us went.”

Tem said, “How did you stay
alive?”

“We didn’t walk out in the
sun, stupid. There’s ringwalls
and mountains, like here, for
shade. Besides, the leaves grow
three times as high as here, and
thick, and make a shade. Only
thing is, the ground’s hot in
places, We found one place you
could stand on a mountain and
look at the sun through a thick
piece of rubber.”

Tem snorted.

Oskir said, “Your friend did,
didn’t he? Only thing, he didn’t
have enough rubber in front of
him. Course, you can only look
for a couple of pulses, or the
rubber melts.”

Tem, the notion spinning in his
head, began to believe. “To go all
the way to Brightside!” he mut-
tered. “And look at the sun!”

Oskir chuckled. “You spect
that’s something? Look here.” He
turned and pointed the way he’d
been looking before. “See that
bright star, right above the hor-
izon?”

“Yes. That’s really bright.”

“You should see Venus when
it’s in the sky. This one’s Earth.

See the real faint one, kind of
yellow, right beside it? That’s
the moon. It goes around Earth.
You know about Earth?”

“Well . . .” Tem said.

Oskir’s voice was soft. “That’s
where people come from in the
first place. Some day, we’ll find
out how; then we'll go see what
happened to them. Maybe they’re
still there, but just need a little
help of some kind.” He stood
looking for a while. “I spect it
won’t be in my lifetime. No more
of this parley, now. We’re sup-
posed to be up here on watch.”

X

When they got back te
camp, the pit was thirty
feet deep. They ate, rested brief-
ly, and joined the digging.

Before long the hull of a vine
showed. Now men brought a
pipe, ten feet long, made of wood-
en strips glued together, with an
iron tip honed to a slanted cut-
ting edge. Hannult jabbed at the
vine, twisted and pulled the pipe
free. An iron rod was thrust in
from the other end, to punch out
the chunk of vine that had stuck
in it. Hannult kept deepening the
hole until some water, bearing

chips and strings of latex, gushed.

out. Now the pipe was thrust
clear in, and water swelled from
the tip.

They collected the water in
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bags, but to Tem’s surprise they
didn’t seal them at first. They
dumped the water into the dirt-
laden carts. The water soaked in-
to the dirt, and the carts still
weren’t any fuller!

When all the dirt was mud,
they did fill the bags and seal
them. Iron bars went over the
mud, and the bags were tied on
top.

The hole in the vine plugged
quickly when the pipe was re-
moved, and they filled in the pit
before leaving. There were traces
of mist here and there, just above
ground, and puddles that evap-
orated quickly.

Now they turned darkward
again, but angled away from the
vine, to the right. If Tem had
his directions correct, they were
headed home.

en they’d traveled about

sixty kilostrides they met
the trouble Hannult had been
expecting.

They were nearing a large
ringwall when a scout who'd
climbed it began signalling; turn-
ing his backpack toward them,
then away, in a complex se-
quence. He was relaying some-
thing from scouts farther around
the crater.

Hannult sent two men running
ahead to find a hiding place, and
took the column straight to the
ringwall. Two other men back-
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tracked to make sure no telltale
debris had been dropped along
their path. Then Hannult talked
briefly with Oskir, who gathered
Tem and his other young men.

The column found its hidden
cove, and there was a hasty trans-
fer of good on the carts. The cart
with no mud in it was fitted out
with a few tools, one of the tap-
ping-pipes, a bag of air, and two
bags of water; along with some
food. Oskir’s bunch seized the
towropes and ran around toward
the dark side of the crater. They
were going all out, and Tem’s
lungs soon burned like fire. Even
this suit would never keep up, at
this rate.

Before long, though, they
slowed to a leisure pace. The
main column was getting ready
to go around the bright side if
that were clear, or hide if it
weren’t. Obviously, this single
cart was a decoy.

When they’d gone a little far-
ther, Tem saw in the distance a
whole army of backpack glows.
There must be over a hundred
Oskir held the casual pace, mov
ing darkward from the ringwall
Presently it was clear they’d been
sighted, for a dozen men broke
away from the army and ran to
intercept them. Oskir went on a
little way, then stopped so sud-
denly the cart almost overran
Tem. Then Oskir threw his
weight forward again, and so did



the others. The cart began to
bounce over the rock, headed
away from the strangers now.

Of course they couldn’t escape
with the cart, but Tem supposed
any time gained would be vital
to Hannult. Scouts climbing the
crater might pause to watch the
chase.

The pursuers were getting close
- mow. Oskir dropped the rope and
ran. The others went with him,
but Tem had no warning. He
stumbled and fell. By the time
he got to his feet the raiders
were nearly upon the cart. They
were making derisive gestures,
apparently with no intention of
chasing anyone so long as they
got the cart and supplies.

could still have fled, or

he might just have stood
there meekly, but something in
the face of the nearest stranger
reminded him of Buld. Shocking,
unexpected fury exploded with-
in him. He leaped to the cart and
grabbed the tapping pipe; spun it
s0 the point was toward the
stranger, and lunged. The man
stared for an instant, thén twisted
frantically. The point raked along
his side, and for a split instant
Tem thought he’d punctured the
suit, but it only snagged and
pulled free, intact. He took a step
back, ready for another thrust,
but all the strangers had leaped
out of reach. Now each put an

arm behind him and pulled, from
somewhere, a sword. They spread
out to surround hi