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ASYLUM

by WILLIAM MORRISGN

ACKLIN was exhausted. For
one hopeless moment he had
that he'd never be
ibléismikextmk herie, it he
l Llii it ns asanw sueeead dm
Ene Iheugm i mnea nJm ena
give Hif §“€Hﬂﬁ He had “ﬂgiék
lém this eﬁee, ana ﬁé‘d se all ﬂ%ﬁ
. Preising had said se, and
mngwasmeanemia he eeid
st
The crowds were worse than ever.
But as he pushed his way intio-the
flight station, their very uppressweness
stimulated hns antagonism, md
aroused his own will to fight. The ﬁrs(
elbow in his ribs brought an instant
reaction. For every push or blow he
received he gave back two, and. he
grunted with satisfaction as he felt
the people around him wince. On the
whole, the business of getting into the
flight train was rather satisfying, even
though he didwitiffind a seat. It bol-
stered his ego considerably. But after
the reaction had pnssed it left him
more exhausted than
‘When he got home. he sank into a
form-fitting seat and had just strength
enough to press the necessary buttons
before he let himself go. Then he
closed his eyes and sighed with plea-
sure. Currents of warm air whirled
and swipled over his Body, with the
soothing effect of a languorous warm
bath, easing his tense muscles, giving
hnm "the sense of care and comfort he
so badly missed during the day.
After a while he had recovered gh
energy to be “able to stand lstening
to music, Another bumm brought him
tha Soothing Senses p
l’mmly the bout, s aleaunt
metallic vom said, sir,
Your autematic tramscribed mmqe.
Received 4:37."

“Read it,"” he said wearily.

Deu George," md the voice.
“Just got
you Nl‘m I uki oﬂ Aulﬂ Doi't
think T'll m hu:k mm though. That
place is getting to be as bad as Earih.
Pl have to ﬁﬂﬂ SO Aew plin!& Re:
gards {8 chirlaue ina iix helle 6
YouF heuresis for e.

“Say hello to yom nmosb—/' he
felt a sudden surge of anger. By Pluto,
that nupid brother of his Lhouim nm
he making up his ailments be-
cause M liked to be ilek. What a feet
he was, Always had been. Rutded his
owh life with his erazy uisis, and Aew
he was trying to Fui every oHe else’s

The metallic announcer cut in again
on his thoughts. , sit. Di-
rect, not mtomuk:’

“Pass it”

This time it was his wife’s voice,
“George, ‘darling, I haven't the
strength to come home. I'm being
analyzed at me Mluty parlor. Yeu
fon't mind,

©f course he dxdn’t mind. The idea
Naturally, with his partieu-
lar range of conflicts,
Macklin needed only a
Ciass D analyst. That was

only logical. ...



that he cared what happened to her
was merely one of her silly romsntic
notions, one that she would have got
rid of long ago if her Dr. Gaffner
were one half as efficient as he pre-
tended to be.

He sensed warm fur under his hand
as it lay over the arm ol hu chair,

“Helllo, Daisy,” he sald, a touch of
atfection comlnn iAte his valee “Geed
old Daisy.” He felf a fough {engue
liek his hand, and then the deg sub:
slded lnte insetivity:

For a while he dozed, not unhap:
pily. Then, ?‘n mglhm houf, ?;:; afi=
nouncer spoke again. “Dr. Preisifig,
sir. Private channel.” 8

“Ready,” said Macklin.

TYBIE SCANNER and tha vtm eime
& at once. He and D
were face to face, "Have i dﬁy,
Mmklln?” lik&d the iﬂilyﬁ

ual, Doctor, No, come {6
think of it, it was a little worse than
usual. Our first floor was being torf
up, and that disrupted the entire fou-

“Go ahead and tell me about if,
How did you feel?”

“I felt as if I couldn't stand it sy
more. Today it was the nockm‘l"ggii
that had to be fixed. I ¢an do
a cocktail, Doctor, as well as the Aexi
man, but I don’t like this mau.il
tearing up of things, even the
a way, it does satisfy ﬁly deaf
stinet. But It seefs that every
flm»lngi the past month there’s beeh
sormel

"l-:very day?” There was just the
hint of a humorous question mark i
Dr. Preising’s mm, ujﬂ"ﬂﬂ and
soothing at the same {i

“It seems that way. m heat bea,
the working power beam, the commus
nications beam, the food flow pipes—
everything has been going wrong, 1
suppose it isn’t so much, when you
consider the enormous amount of ap-
paratus that has to be kept in order
for the sake of an entire city, but it’s
getting so that when something goes

wrong on the second floor, we feel it
way up on the fifty-fiftth. There's not
a section of the building, or for thst
matter of the street, that isa't cen-
tinually undergoing upills"

Yes, yes, go on.”

“Sometimes I think that life is too
Gunplicated. Last week, the helicopter
feeder service was lnun-upt:d for five
minutes, and you should have seen the
Sic, when (he ‘i g seheaue
ago, when the plane
was fessed up—"

“I know. I suffered from it my-
self.”

“Our lives are entangled in a mil-
Hon different threads. And when some-
thing goes wrong with one of those
threads, we suffer.”

Dr. Preising smiled. “Trme, true

“You're laughing at me. You're
thinking that it isn't a very original
reflection.”

“Pm not laughing at all. I was
moerely smiling, very ruefully. I.can’t
help thinking how right you are.”

“Sometimes I feel as if I'd like to
cut all the threads and just tear my-
self loose—oh, I know that isn't pos?
stble, Doctor, no man can live outside
society, but' anyway, that's how I
feel.”

“It is good to r:cogmu and to ad-
mit your own feelings.’

“Ewen though it only makes me
more- unhappy to be forced to admit
that !hey e silly?”

‘Yes, even though you must do

that.
“Well, perhaps you're right.” Once
more he felt the soft fur under his
hand. “Oh, by the way, Doctor. Can
you see the dog at my side? That's
Daisy, and I'm very fond of her. And
¥ mtpm the complexities of life have
got her too. She's been very miluigy
lately, And Dve-teen wendering=
“I understand. You yourself would
feel better if your dog felt better. I
can very well comprebend that, I
have a cat myself, and she suffered in
much the same way, However, as you



must realize, I personally do not treat

“Oh, I didn't think that at all. I
just wanted to know whether or not
you could recommend someone good.”

“For a dog? I'm not so sure. Dr.
Harker treated my cat, but of course
dogs and cats are quite different. He
must certainly know & good dog man,
Bowever. D'l get him to fecommend
sorieone.”

“Isn't there a directory of an-
alysts?”

“Why, of course. How thoughtless
of me to forget. Pardon me for & mo-
ment, while I get directory service.”

TR, PREISING is really vety con-
siderate, thought Macklin. Ab:
sent-minded, but considerate, The
most caniidsfm analyst I've ever
had plenty. But the
ltfi.‘ﬂ’l ﬁlllﬂg oA him., Yau ean see it
on nu face, poor
A moment later, Dr Pnelshg nid
“It’s Dr. Krem. Chani

“Thanks, Doctor,” slld ‘Macklin
gratefully. "SPll have him see Daisy
as soon as I can. I hope he can do
something for her.”

“I'm sure he can. We've progressed
greatly in our treatment of animals.
You may know that we've had some
trouble at the Zoo lately, what with
the endless delevising to different sec-
tions of the planet, and the straln’s
beed too much for some of the an-
imals. The Martian anifials, particus
larly, But we know how to hiﬂdle
Miﬁ ﬂawA and they've recovered.

‘That's good. Incidentally, Dndm,
I' hope you don’t mind my getting a
bit personal. But it seems to me that
you youtsalf are under a little more
tepsion than usual. How's your own
annlysis coming along?”

“Come, come, I shouldn't spuk of
that. This is supposed to be for your

“But you've helped me so much,
Dector, I can’t help taking an .
est. Besides, it would do me good to
h:'nv that you were getting along
well.”

“Well, I'm not doing badly. But
the feeling that so many patients are
dependent upon me does have a de-
pressing effect. And then, of course,
all the strains of civilization that have
thelr effect on you also tell on me.”

“I suppose they would. However,
Doctor, you should have one advan-
tage. T don't want to be crude about
it, but yowr analyst—

“You mean that my analyst treats
me more skillfully than I treat you?
N For your particular range
of conflicts you need only a Class
man. It's an invariable rule, however,
le no professional shall be treated

by an analyst of a higher class.
l'm under treatment by a Class €
man. He's being treated by somebody
in Class B, and so on up the line to
Class AAA”
“That sounds onl i

“Logical, but cumphmed. There
are specialist subdivisions for every
line of work. And as every trade or
profession is dependent upon psycho-
analytical assistance at many levels,
I suppose that you might say that
we have a psychoanals
We have a complicated network of
analysts without whom our udus\rles,
our agriculture, our jons.

“It must be a tremendous responsi-
bility, Doctor.

“It is, -nd we feel it. However,
that's off the subject, The question is
—what do you f

“I feel a little better, Doctor. I
think it's been good for me to get
away from my own troubles for a
while and learn something of yours.
In fact, I feel mucik better. I must say
frankly, Doctor, that without your
help life wouldn't be worth living.”

“Ah, you're being kind, but you'll
realize later that you don’t need me
as much as you think you do. How-
ever, it's good to know that I've been
of help. But now, shall we really get
down to business? It's been a long
time since you've told me anything



about your childhood. Suppose you
close your eyes, think of yourselli as
two years old, and then try free asso-
ciation. Come on, now, anything that
comes into your mind. Remember, If
you want fo be sure that I'm with
you, all you have to do Is sw\ your
eyes and look In tire visor

“All right, Doctor.”

WFORUBN closed his eyes. He felt

better now. Pete, that fooble
He began te remembe Pete as a ehild.
Almost the same age they were, Pete
just a eouple of years younger. Him-
self as twa, Pete just born. Toe yeung.
Pele dida't really come A8 his GwA
uﬂul a few years later. And what an
unpleasant (amperament!

“I can see Pete now," he mur-
mured. “He was an ugly bm, and he
knew It. Friends used to come (o see
us, and my mother would show them
his pictures and they knew they were

supposed to say something nice and
mey always found trouble delng it
beeause there was nething nice {6 say
and they knew that tes and my meth:

e kew k as well but she wowlaw't
admit it my mether was Beautiful 1
meugm mm Was Rever sueh a beau:

Hiful aay="

After a time there was the usual
warning click on the screen and Dr.
Preising said, “That will be all for
today, Macklin. See you tomerrow.”

And then the visor went dead and
Macklin sat up, feeling that he had
the energy to face the demands of
another day. Whatever would he have
done without Dr. Preising?

The automatic announcer seemed to
have been waiting for the analysis to
end. It gave him the necessary hun-
dred seconds to collect his thoughts,
and then it said, "Message, sir. Di-
fect, first mmwe g

“Pass it.”

“George, this is Pete. I've been try-
ing to get you, but your visor's been
busy on a private channel. Having
yout neurosis coddled?” He felt a
spasm of anger, but there was noth-

ing he could do about a recorded mes-
sage. Pete’s voice went on, “Anyway,
I'm sorry I couldnt get to see yeu.
;m: pll;lee is really a mess. It was
mpossible to get {6 your et
house beeause of a flight st:i?(sfeik-
down and it seems fiext {9 impessible
18 contagt yeu By viser. And Mass is
geetmg 9 be the §ama way. That's
' Ret geing baek:

‘Im seekmg asylnm on a planet
of Tau Centauri. It's-a new place
that you probably haven't heard of,
just opened for colonization. It i§ﬂ'l
bad, really, Maybe the very idea ef
it will nuke you shudder, but after
all, as your ewn dear brather is geing
there, you might be interested i
knowlng what it's like. Xeo partieulat:
Iy dangerous animals e plants, ne
UARUMAR aaemx@s But eantact with

heme is going 8 be very mlf@%usm
and it seems ma\ ws‘ll lack mal
What are kRgwn as the Bless|

| &
elvilizatien. mma be gne diael 3 ia

%?G}EZ{S’E%@MISj{]ﬂ&%ﬂgﬁf d igiﬂ}ﬁ
nmmeﬂgsef‘ ﬁ% *

Al

“And, my dear brother, this is real-
ly wuing to make your hair stand on
end. In our entire colony of twenmty-
five hundred, there's going to be mat
one psyatioanedystst. Most of us didn’t
particulacly want one, but when we
asked around, mostly for form’s sake,
We eouldn't dw any to volunteee to
g6, They dida't want to leave ahelr
agalysts.

““Thatl give you an idea how rug-
ged things are going to be. All the
same, I'm looking forward to it. Wish
me luck, and I'll be baek in twenty-
five years to report how I made out.”

The fool, thought Macklin, the
stupid conceited fool, to go to a place
like that and actually to look forward
to it. No analysts,

The lunatic!

END



THE SUBVERSIVE

by ALFRED COPPEL

A salesman’s paradice, that's what AD-10 was, Because
Goiden knew these supermen were going to be crazy
about General Cereals. . . .

CUSTOMS officer was tall

—over six feet—and darkly
handsome. He was courteous

and efficient and very handy with the

p%’}nldzn watched the register of the
muttering instrument with uneasiness.
He had been warned that the Alpha
Draconis 10 customs were thorough,
and now, standing on ithe s]
ramp among the milling crowd that
had been disgorged by the towering
starship, he could believe it. The of-
ficer used the Spy on his two bat-
tered sultcases and his trunk with me-
tieulous eare. Not that Golden’s order
books or samples could be in any
way incriminating—not here, in the
mtﬂmd area.

fould you care to make a de-
claulion of intention?” the black-uni-

Golden swallowed hard and nodded
tentatively. “I.. .ah...intend to take
my option to leave the restricted area.”

The officer’s eyebrows arched. “In-
deed?” He scrutinized Golden very
carefully. “You must be a I‘ll"l type,
then. I didn't know Earth Governi-
nlnent had lifted the bmdlnn prohibi-
tion.”

Qolden’s mouth felt dry. What a
man won't do, he thought bleakly, to
make a dollar! “They haven'f. But &
few of us are still employed—as trav-
eling men mostly. In the Outer Sys-
tems. Like here... Alpha Dra-
cenis....” He felt the officer’s half-
amused hostility and realized that he
was talking too much.

“You will have no objection, then,
to a routine check? It is required for
anyone leaving the restricted area—
but of course if you have been here
before, you know all about that,” the
officer said

Golden felt a wave of eold shivers
march down his spine. He had been
warned about this, too, and he had
expected it. But not so soon. He
licked his lips and nodded.

“Gome with me, please.”

Golden followed the black-clad su-
perman into a small room. He coiild
feel himself beginning to wheeze asth-
matically and he thought longingly
of the antihistamines he’d had to leave
at home. To bring them would have
been out of the question, no matter
what the possible discomforts. There
ewere no allergies on AD-10. No ail-
ments of any kind.



The room in which he found him-
self was an X-ray hut. The sales man-
ager had warned him of this, but the
reality of it was frightening.

“Step over there, if you please,” the
officer indicated the business end of
the complicated camera, “We wom't
detain you Jong.”

Golden stepped in front of the tube
and walted, a cold sweat oozing down
his fat back.

The machine hummed slightly and
clicked. The officer withdrew a plate
and held it up to the light.

“Apparently in order,” he said soft-
1

y=

Golden began to breathe again. Gen-
eral Cereals was a first class com-
pany, and of course nothing would
be left to chance to insure the safety
of thie organization's best travelling
man, but all the same it was good to
see that the syntho had been well
done, The customs officer seemed sat-
isfled, at least. Golden let himself grin
slightly as he theught of the vast,
untouched market beyend the fe-
strieted area, Even the superien of
AD-10 had to eat—and they might
]\m as well eat General Cereals,

'‘Am I free to go?” he asked the

officear.

«MN A MOMENT.” A teleray
buzzed and a blaek uniformed
image solidifled in the room. A desk
covered with communieators half-ma-
terialized, too. The customs man held
the X-ray plate before the image.

“Another one?” asked the wraith.

“Looks -like it. Good job, though.
Yeu beiter get dewn here and handle
this yousself.”

The wraith nodded and the teleray
image faded. Golden felt the begin-
nings of new fear. “What's wromg?”
he demanded.

“Pllease sit down, Mr. Golden,” the
officer said coldly, “My superior will
be here in a moment to explain things

Golden felt panic. He opened his

mouth to command his instant fe-

lease, but nothing came out. He had

forgotten the suppressor that blanket-

ed the restricted area of the spaceport,

He could not phrase a direct com-
d.

mand.

Golden sank down onto the low
bench that lined one wall. He had
muffed it somehow. The synthe had
been good, but not good enough. His
ceuld feel the unnatural theeb ef ths
two hearts in his ehest and his breath
was becorning shorter and sherter;
wheezing in his theeat. He was sud-
dsnlg terrified: The ﬁtsmi that

ed 8

i
{ush‘ﬂ?ga wuh hem ﬁemsmmg ﬂlﬂﬂ

“Look,” he said shakily, “I'm only
a mveung salesman. “I'm fio Hitler—
honestly! Listen to me, will you? All
I wanted to do was sell some cereals,
see? Nothing else—"

The black garbed officer looked at
him bleakly.

Golden looked away. There was an
icy hate in the metallic eyes,

Presently the wraith appeared, but
this time in the flesh, He too, was
six feet tall and as perfectly made
as his subordinate. “This,” he said dis-
dainfully glancing at Golden, “is tBe
nnmm?" The other nedded.

“G...Golden's the name. Golden of
General Cereals, Inc. of Altoona,
Pennsylvania  sir,” Golden stam-

ered.

“Why did you attempt to disguise
yourself?”

“L only wanted to get out of the
restricted area, so—"

“Our laws forbid humans outside
the restricted atea. All visitord kow

that.”

"Yes but all I wanted to do was
"Yuu had a synthoiurgical conver-
slon. That is a great deal of trouble
togotonmp]xwwunds
but—

(CMMMpayun)



PRECEDENT

Y SAT at a table in the rear
the f

they alternated their depressed stares
frofi Laedo, to the piece of white pa-
i 1n the center of the table, and
k to Laedo again. .
He sat mdyin? the red liquer in
the glnss before h

Karma, who was dmnk, had been

staring at bls own

lookad *?gg“
He % er
"B he_sald, n'c
z‘wm nrmmd wlthnu! knowing—"

saw Laedo's frown.

"Well " he uld, throwing up his
hands, “there y'are. Not a (hmnsd
thing y'can do. Anyway, |Ild it's not
me. First time ever was glad I was a
cripple.”

George and Ellen—the other two at
the- table, both humans—looked
Karma in a way which said that lhey
thought things had come to a pretty
pass when someone had to feel like
that.

Laedo made two fists of his hands
and squeezed them again and again.

1t was unpatriotis, tboy felt, for a robot to become neu-

rotic, just because they w

sending him off to war:....



“If only there was a way out,” he
said. “To get off the planet. Maybe
to Mars or Satum....”" He clicked a
l.humhull. “If only T had some man-

Danlmg " said Ellen,
panicky.”

“No. I'll just sit here and wait until
they come for me*

“She's right you know,” offered
George, scratching bis beard. “It’s not
going to do you any good to get ex-
cited. No good to go running off half-
cocked.”

“You're humam,” snapped Laedo.
“It’s all right for yow to talk.”

“Dantiing’’” Ellen breathed the word

“don't get

sharply.

“But it's true. How can either of
you understand the way I feel about
it? Or even the way Karma, here,
feels? Oh don’t look at me with lhlt
hurt expression. Even

look alike, we are different. le and
George are humans. First-class citi-
zens, and all the privileges that go
with jt. We're nothing but robots, with
human form and censored human emo-
tions. Freed androids. Secomd-class
citizens of the sovereign Planet of
Earth.”

“I don't think .of you that way,”
said_Ellen.

“Of course not. But that doesa't
change things. It doesn't change the
fact that I'm android, that the thought
of killing makes me slck ﬁul now
they want to adjmtt us
use us for blasuns-ioddur in thm in=
sane war with Venus, It 't
change that notice to appear for ex-
amination and adjustment*

Ellen sat stiff-backed, and looked at
her nails.

Karma hiccoughed once, and went
back to sunn; at his shoulder.

was stroking his beard.

“He's nght Ellen. We can’t ever hope

to understand the way he feels. I'm

sorry Laedo. And I don't think that
lait ibilit

because we kept silent. Of course it
10

was safer that way, but it doesn’t re-
lieve us of the blame.”

“Would you kave to kill?” asked
Ellen. “Wouldn’t you still have voli-
tion? 1 mean, cuuldn't you not kill
if you wanted to?"

Laedo smiled. "I guess so," he said:
“But what do I do if they feed me
full of suggestion, put a blaster in my
hand and set me face to face with a
poor Venusian devil who's been
whipped-up to the fact that I'm there
to take away his land? How will 1
feel with my new personality? Like
dying? I don’t know. I just know that
the thought of being adjs to Rdll,
is driving me crazy. And I'm not the
only one. There have been reports of
at least twenty new androld-sulcides
in the past twenty-four heurs.”

LIS VOICE trailed off, and they
all sat there silently for a long

“I won’t go. That's all there is to
it!" he said.

“Dhecee won! »

They all lnokzd up to see the tall,
athletic-looking android whae had
slipped up quietly.

He took the long cigarette-holder
from between his teeth and smiled
down on them. He pulled up a chair
and helped himself to a drink from
the bottle on the table, as Karma
glared at him.

“Why don’t you go away, Xanu?®
asked Ellen.

Xanu’s smile broadened. “What?*
be said, “and deprive you lovely peo-
ple of my company?” He gave her a
reproachful look, and turned to Laedo.
“Did you see my performance last
night? No? You don't know what
you're missing. Here's a couple of
good seats for tomorrow's show.”

He dropped them on the table, and
seeing the notice, he picked it up, and
started to read it.

Laedo snatched n from him.

“Get out of herel

“So that's whats got you down,
Why I've got one too. Personally, T



think its the greatest thing that's hap-
pened to us since the emancipation.”
“You're joking,"
“F wonder if he X
Karma snorted, and took a drink,
“That’s what I think,” insisted
Xanu. “It's a step upwards for us.
‘We'll be more like humans, with real
emotions. I'm told the adjustment: will
give us emotions of love as well as
hate.” He looked at Ellen significantly
as he said this. “Oh, I can just see
how my acting will improve—"
“Hell!” said Karma, and he burped.
“Yes," sna) Xanu. “I know that
yow've satisfied with things the way
they are. Well they won’t bother you.
But I'm sick of second-class citizen-
ship. This will mean full equality.”
“To kill?" shouted Laedo, “Do we
need that kind of equality? You poor
stupld egotist. Don't you see that
we're without the one imperfection of
humans? Can’t you see that they want
to drag us down with them? What
kind of an android are you anyway?
Doesn’t the thought of asijstment
bother you?”
“That’s not a very patriotic attitude
in these times,” was Xanu's feeble an-

“Blah!” said Karma.

“You're drunk.”

“Blah! Blah! Blaih!™

“I'm not partiotic then, "said Laedo,
“if you equlle patriotiam, and war

“Those could be dangerous senti-

“They are.”

At +his point Karma staggered to
his feet, swinging his arms about wild-
ly. “Get outta here you rotten
flunkey! Get outta here "fore I let go.
May be a cripple, but Il brain you.
You'd like them to make us all into
murderers. Get out! Get the hell outd™

Xanu moved out of Karma's reach

“He’s crazy drunk,” the actor mum-
bled.

“You'd bemx get out of here”
warned L:

Xanu ﬂld&ed a speck off his sleeve,

raised both eyebrows, and stalked out
of the saloon. Karma stumbled into
his chair. His face was red, and he
mumbled curses as he raised his glass
to his lips. Laedo sighed, and burled
his face in his hands,

“You should be a little more care-
ful, darling,” whispered Ellen. “Xanu
has friends in high circles. He might

Laedo's head snapped up. “Stop it!
I can't stand that damned attitudel
‘Keep Quiatt”...‘Don't offendl”... . It
can get you into troublet”’ . .Damn it
alll How much worse ean things get
anyway?”

His outburst startled her and she
tipped over a glass of wine. It spilled
on her blue dress.

“I_'m sorry, Ellen.”

“It's all right Laedo. It's an old
one anyway. I'd better be going.
George, take me home, will you?

Goodnight, darling. Please don’t wor-
ry too much, and don’t do anything
rash or get yourself into trouble.”

Laedo nodded sheepishly. “I've been
acting rather silly. I'm sorry. I'll be
all right. See you tomorrow.”

George and Ellen left, and Laedo
helped Karma to his feet. The drunk
android had dozed-off and he came-to
relucunlly.

imadda?”

“Couu on I'll get you to bed.
You've had a big evening”

“Aw—it's only the beginning!l”

“Yeah,” said Laedbo, putting
Karma's arm around his neck and
llelpmn him walk “—it's only the be-
ginning.. .

LIEE PUT Karma to bed, and then

left the android settlement for &
long walk. He didn’t want to go any-
where in particular; he just wanted
to think. It had rained a few hours
earlier, and the streets were wet, re-
flecting moonlight from puddles along
the upper ramp. He considered the
moon, and how distorted it looked
when'a breeze rippled the water, and
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it occured to him how all things could

be distocted when the reflecting sur-

face was at the mercy of a force that

considered nothing but its own pur-
se.

How little men of science cared to
what use their genius was perverted.
They had created the “android"—a su-
perior robot in the image of man
—and now this creation too was to be
used for war.

No_one seemed to care what the
androids themselves thought about this
abridgement of the Prime Law; it
occured to no one—except the an-
droids involved—that what had been
originally a necessary evil, a safety-
valve, had affected the androids in
such a way as to become a basic drive
in itself.

Why, in the name of all cultures
of Earth, did he have to be in the
first group selected? In a later group
—even ' the second—he’d have had
time to do something. Raise money.
Make plans. Get away securely. He
laughed" bitterly, wondering if there
were really a place in the Solar Sys-
tem where an android could hide. How
long would it be before all the habit-
able planets—from Mars to" Jupiter—
were dragged into the war? Not too
long.

He tried to wonder—for an instant
—what it would be like to be adjust-
ed. He would be able to kill. What
kind of a feeling was it, to be able to
hate and kill? The thought made him
nauseous and his head started to spin.
He felt a sudden attack of panic that
was here and there and everywhere.
A general fear that swept on him so
quickly that he felt himself compelled
to run. He took hold of himself and
focused the fear on a synthetic tree
that stood off to the right of a low
traffic bridge. Then he avoided it care-
fully and the fear went away.

He wiped his brow with the back
of his hand. It would feel something
like that! And then, to avoid the sense
of guilt and anxiety, he would have
40 fix the emotion on something that

could be avoided—or destroyed. The
enemy. Suggestion would be used to
convince him that the enemy was the
cause of his anxiety, the threat to his
security, and they would teach him
how to destroy the scapegoat. The
whole business revolted him. All he’'d
ever asked was to be left alone—in
peace. Peace? Hah!"

The first batch of android-adjust-
ments were to be broadcast over the
Medical Video-Channel, so that medic-
al-students all over the world could
observe the adjustment-technique per-
fected in Yorkport. This wuuld be one
time when not only*
and sadists would utilize that video-
channel. Every android on Earth
would be watching the tri-dim screen
to see what was going to happen to
them and how fiey would react.

Laedo wondered whether the adjust-
ment would bring in its wake the com-
plementary emotions of love and de-
sire. He thought of Ellen and smiled.
She would like that. She found it so
hard to accept the fact that he was
an android, and the lack of those emo-
tions made anything but a platonic re-
lationship impossible. But that was
always a problem when a human be-
came infatuated with an android. He
laughed out loud thinking of the first
time she had tried to—

“gy! Whamee do yow thinik wo're

aing”

Ludn jumped back at the intruding
shou

“You walked right through that
sentry-beam without identifying your-
self. You got business in the docks at
this hour?”

The man was a dock-guard. A short
florid human swinging an “electric-
snake” which could paralyze a man
for hours upon contact.

“I—I'm sorry. I didn't know where
I was

“Whnldnyamun? Can't you read?”

“Of course. I mean I was so d
in thought, I never looked at the sign.
I'll leave immediately.” He turned to
walk away, but the suspicious guard




stopped hit
He hld nmn:zd the Idenhfylng band
on Laedo’s collar (the circle with
the green “A"), and he said: “Oh,
an Andly, huh? Just a minute. Give
me your name and number. We got
orders to report any suspicious actions
by you guys. After the headlines these
past weeks, some of your boys have
been lrying to leave the planet. So—"
“Laedo. Number three-four-seven-

‘“Laedo? Laedo? Where'd I hear
“that name befre??... Heyl Ain't you
that Venus-lover whn wmes those ar-
ticles for the Iireetit

“Not Venus-] Iover,
“Just peace-lover.”

“G'wan beat it. I'll give you three
seconds to get off this dock before I
let you feel this snake across your
neck. One.. .tweo..

Laedo didn't wall He lashed out
with his fist at the man’s jutting jaw.
Thz head snapped back, and the hands

out. The snake dropped
lrom his hand and slithered, throwing
sparks, on the metal dock.

Recovering from the surprise blow,
the guard charged at Laedo like a
wounded bull at the red cape. Laedo
sidestepped and hit him with the edge
of his hand on the back of the neck.
The fat man dropped and his wrist
touched the snake. A cry of pain, and
he lay there paralyzed. Laedo ran all
the way back to the settlement.

smd Laedo.

TWE SLEPT badly that night, and
when he woke in the mominu,
he knew that there was nothing
him to do but to get away, He dmmd,
pulled out a small traveling bag, and
began packing some of his personal

'W*ne do you thiné youiee gomgh
It was Karma, standing in the door-

“Anyplace I can get to.”

“Going off—as George would say—
half-cocked?”

Laedo slammed a hairbrush into the

“Look,” he said, “you know some
people in the Junker Lines. Anybody
who could help me stow away?”

“Maybe I do.”

“Well then, let’s go.”

“You're a man of action, I must
jay. Aren't you going to say goodbye
to Ellem?”

“Tl send her a spacegram from
Neptune."

“The kid’s infatuated with youw.”

“Is that my fault? What good can
it do her? She's better off this way.”

Karma shrugged his good shoulder
and said, “Okay. But I can’t guaran-
tee anything. It's risky b ss. 1
don't know if my friend help.
But let’s go.*

They left the building and took a
public ground-car to the North Docks,
Laedo studied the synthetic gardens
that lined the thoroughfare. They
were green and restful to the eye,"and
somehow the soothing, quieting effect
annoyed him. He felt the build-up of
expectancy and tension. If only he
could make it off the planet. .

He turned to Karma. “What are
the chances?”

“Why should he take the risk of
getting me aboard a Junker when he
doesn't even know me?”

“He .
“You're a lot of help. If only I had
some money.”

“Why don't you relax? Money
wouldn't do you any good. If he does
it, it won't be for money. He's & nice
guy.”

They walked into a long bright cor-
ridor with smooth walls that reflected
the light caught at the entrance. At
the third office from the left, Karma

a button.

“Yee??” The voice was a soft sweet
one, It was a recordo.

“I want to see the dispatcher, Mr.
Henderson.”

“Yust @ moment please”

They stood there while an impres-
sion of them was flashed to Mr. Hen-
derson’s inner office. A few secomds
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later the door opened.
“Migpathber will see you

They walked into the Anteroom and
through three antech: as vari-
ous doors slid out of sight to allow
their passage. Finally they arrived at
a large room which Laedo took to be
Mr. Henderson's office. The dispatch-
er was a heavy-set man with a white
scarred tace that barely showed above
the tremendous pile of papers on his
desk. He rose as they entered.

“Hello. Hello Karma. Glad to see
you. Yes indeed. Sit down and make
yourselff comfartable.”

“My friend here needs help. He
wants to leave Earth.”

‘Henderson smiled. “In the opposite
direction from Venus, Eh

Laedo nodded.
“Rlsky busmm," said the dispateh-

“Very
“l‘m willing to take sny risk,” said
Laedo. “Of course I wouldn't want te
get you mln any trouble
“Any risk, eh?"” mused Henderso
“Any risk? Momem, All right. I \hmk

“You don't know what !h(s means
to me Mr. rson.

“Don’t thank me yet;” md the dis=
pau:hzr, msmg his hand.

e pressed a button on his desk

-nd callcd for a plun ol tlw Spue-
Junker,
on his tn—dm\ screen

“We’ll have you crated here in the
office, and then load you onto the
ship. Il have you placed in that
locker there, and after the take-off
you can unlock from the inside and
live in the small quarters until she
lands on Mars.

“What about food?" asked, Rarma.

“Food? Oh yes. Il have a case
of food tabs, and a drum of water,
stored in the same room. You can get
at that. When the ship lands, get back
in the case and stay there until she's
stored in the warehouse. From there,
you're on your owm.

Laedo sat back and breathed »
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heavy sigh. “I feel free already.”
“lI there’s no_hitch,” said Hender-
n. “Nobody else kvmts”‘
“No."

“Good. Then let's get you crated.
“The ship blasts off in four hourss™...

TI'HE CRATE was actually a solid
L durosteel container which could
be opened or locked from inside or
outside. It was roomy and comfort-
able—he could lie down and stretch
out. He closed his eyes and tried to
visualize what it would be like on
Mars. He'd heard reports that an-
droids were treated as the equals of
native Martians.

Suddenly the box tipped, throwing
him against the opposite end. Some-
thing was wrong. The men had orders
not to touch the crate or enter the
room until they reached Marsport.
The rocking movement told him that
he was being carried. A few minutes
later he was dropped to the ground,
and at the same time he heard the
roar of the ship's jets. They had taken
off, but for some reason he was not
aboard.

Someone opened the cell from the
outside, and the sharp slash of day-
light hurt his eyes. When he became
aecustomed to the brightness he saw
two Secret Service guards staring
down at him. Standing up, he grabbed
the rim of the box, and climbed out.

“What’s the matter?” he asked.

The gu didn't answer, but
looked in the direction of three people
coining across the field. It was Karma,
Mr. Henderson and an officer wear-
ing the uniform of the Peace Guards.
Laedo looked from Henderson's white-
scarred face to that of the officer.

“Well, well, young man,” wheezed
the officer, “you've been quite a bad
boy. 't

4 mean, really. Playing tricks like
that. Very unpatriotic. We'll have to
place you under house-arrest you

know.”
Laedo looked at the other two men.



Henderson's face betrayed no emo-
tion. Karma shrugged his shoulders,
“Feom what I can gather,” whis-
pered Karma, “Xamu reported ywr
remarks Iasl night. They've
watching us.”

“The filthy, dirty swine. I'll—"

“Come, come, young man. That
ceriainiy is no attitude for a citizen
ot the Republic.” He signaled the
guards. “Now let's go along quletly to
your settlement. The guards will keep
an eye on you until the time comes
for your examination.” He st
and thought for a moment. "In faet,”
he sald, “I'm golng to put In a fe-
quast that you oe the jisss androld to

become adjusiec. That sheuld set a
good example for any others who are
contemplating an escape.”

He turned and walked away. The
guards poked Laedo and Karma not
too gently in the ribs. Laedo looked
back- as they walked off the field and
he saw Henderson standing there with
one hand on the empty crate, staring
at the ground. Laedo knew that the
man was finished.

He lay on the bed looking up at
the twisted cracks in the ceiling. He
was under arrest. It was a funny
thing about being under arrest. You
felt it. You knew it. And it gave you

feeling of shame, even though its
only evidence was one guard standing
Gutside the door. Karma was sitting
at the table, sampling the wine.

“Would it be better,” asked Laedo,
“to kill myself like some of the others
bave done?”

“‘l'luls stupid. When you kill your-
self, you're dead.”

“Brilliant answer*

Karma shrugged.

-Laedo rolled over on his stomach.
“I'd rather kill myself.*

“All ngm,/‘ said Karma, “So kill
yourself."

“There’s no reason to go on liv-

ing.
el(nnm let go of the bottle and came
over to the bed, He sat down on the

“Brifliant ques-

edge of it. “Hey, you serious abeut
this thing?”

Laedo nodded.
Karma shook his head, “That’s fiet

“Why not? What Is the way?”

Karma didn't answer for a moment.
He looked down at his shoulder, and
then straight into Laedo's eyes,

“To live,” he said. "No matter how
tough it gets. No matter how bad it
looks. To go on living, and using
whatever abilities or capacities you
were created with—or have left when
some of them are taken away from
you. To go on fighting for wnat yau
believe in, no matter how useless
things seem. And when the end dees
have to come, make it pay. Make it
all worth something; let youeself be
heard, instead of going off in a corner
and dying like a beaten, sniveling hu-
man belnn would do it. That’s the
answer.”

YE STOPPED—awfkward and em-
barrassed at having sald so

much. He started to head back for

the bottle, but Laedo held his arm.

“All right. Self-realization, I ac-
cept that. But doesn’t there come a
time, when that's impossible? Now
for instance? If lhey adjust me, what
kind of fulfillment is there after that?
Isn't death preferable to that? God!
If there was one single thing worth
living for, I could see it. All I can see
after tomorrow is that I'll be a crea-
ture that kills.

“Don't you see my point? When
there's notiiitg—no way to use my
ability to think rationally or act
volununly. when I can't write what
I believe in, or say what I want to—
then there is reason for suicide At
that point there’s more self-realization
in death than in life”

Karma got off the bed and poured
himself a glass of wine.

“Give me one too,” said Laedo. He
got up and walked over to the table,
“Don’t you see my viewpaint?”
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“Yes. But it's based on a false

“Whlt?"

“There is something you can do. lt
would change the course of histagy.

Laedo sank into a chair. “You
picked a rotten time to be funny.”

“I'm not being funny.” Karma's
voice was hard. “I've done a lot of
thmklng about this, and I have an
idea.”

He was interrupted by a knock at
the door.

“Come in!” Laedo called, Karma
stopped speaking and went back to
the wine.

“Durtings! Wiat happeneet??” Ellen
burst into the room. “What's wrong?
Why are you under arrest?”

Laedo told her the events of the
day, and she sank limply into a seat.
She looked at him accusingly. “You'd
have gone off without even saying
goodbye to me?”

“He was going to send you a space-
gram from Neptune,” said Karma.

Laedo cursed him under his breath,
“I'm sorry, Ellen, but there wasn't
any time to do anything, it all hap-
paned so fast. Even then we were too
slow for our friend, Xanu.”

Ellen looked at Karma and her ex-
pression said that she wanted to be
alone with Laedo. Klrml Ilodd!d and
started for the doo
baek and toek the beltle‘ "Yeu m’l
find, do you?”

“'rake it. But don't get too dmnk
I want to hear that idea of yours.”

When Karma left, Ellen said to
Laedo: “Darling, what are you going
to do?”

“What do you meam?”

“I mean, you're not !umg to do
anything foolish, are

“My dear, dus is lragedy Tragedy
is never foolish. It's naiii: Heroic.
But never foolish.”

She ignored his sarcasm. “What are
your plans?

“Whatever they are, Ellen, it's time
you learned that they dom'l—thzy
couldn't ever—include you.”

3t
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He watched her stiffen. “Can’t you
understand,” he said, “that what you
want_from me is lmpmlblg? I'm
android. I haven't the human eme-
tions of love or tenderness, nor their
camplemems—lm-, and the desire to

"nm you will—tomarrow.
He studied her. “Is tlm what
you're counting om?”
She nodded.

“I wouldn't if I were you.”

She laughed. “What else is there for
me? I love you, and I'd rather have
you that way, than not at all. I'm
ot noble, and I won't give you up.
I'm sorry for you; but I'm glad for
myself. Glad, because then you'll
want me. And that means more to
me than anything in the world.”

Laedo didn't say anything. She
kissed him on the forehead, and then
she left. When she was gone, he took
out another bottle from the cabinet,
and sucked at it in long pulls. He
felt it begin to warm his
and he lay down in the bed and stared
at the ceiling until everything grew
fuzzy. Then he closed his eyes and
whart to sleep.

(WIWOWTT l-mmyn You

ane forew—

“Sh-] h h-h,” whispered Karma, tot-
tering over the bed where he had just
shaken Laedo out of a feverish sleep.
“Shaddup ’r you'll mke the whole
Gen'ral staff. SHirhkhh. .

“What—What's the matter?”

“Come t'tell you m’plan.”

“You're drunk.”

“Figgered this’ out when I wuz
sober-er-er,” smirked Karma, rolling
his tongue joyfully on his r's. He sat
down on the edge of the bed, and be-
gan to babble. “Now. Important
thing s that you're msh G@iﬁ’ t’mks
an example of you. y
dreid 'n the werldhl Bs wmnm mas
fiedieal-ehiannel, s ..

Laedo Ils!ened to the slurring, stum-
blh;eg' voice as it went on to revesl a

ing plan: As the drunk spoke o,



Laedo grew more and more afraid.
When Karma finished, Laedo just sat
there with his face buried in his hands.

“F wonder," he said bitterly, “what
it wili feel like. I just )wpo l
five too long afte )

In the morning they :lm. for him.
They woke him (he wasn't really
asleep), and they asked him to chmg-
into his be:t clothes. He was going to
appear on video, and a fresh appear-
ance would be desirable, they told
him. He obliged them. Should he
wear the coilar with the “A” on
i®

The attendant thought that he
should wear it before the operation.
Then after it was over he could take
it off. It would be symbolic, and it
would set a precedent,

“Like commg into  manhood?™
Laedo asked.

“Yes, thats it

“I'm going to set a precedent. How
nice.”

The attendant wasn't sure whether
Laedo was being nasty so he snapped;:

“Hurry up! We can't wait all day."

It would soon

The physical and psychologlul ex-
amination was a cursory thing. He
stood in various positions, in various
stages of undress, and answered hun-
dreds of questions. The indignity of
the whole business dlsgusted him, he
moved and answered as if in a dream.
Finally his charl was stamped, “OK.
for adjustment.”

ushered him into a long
white room lined with operating ta-
bles, and it looked for all the world
like an assembly line. The walls were
lined with video-transmitters, and a
man with a white beard announced—
for the benefit of the video-audience
—the basic technic that would be
used. Laedo was introduced to the
doctor who was going to perform the
operation on him. He studied the
small wizened human being, and—for

a second—the old panic welled up in-
ilds of him, He felt as if he were go-
ing to be slek right there, but he

turned his mind to other things, and
soon they made ready.

They helped him undress, laid him
on the operating table, and gave him
a local anaesthetic. He watched the
doctor standing over him. The wrin-
kled toothiess little face with white
hair. Beads of perspiration on the
aged forehead.

He was being cut Into now. He
knew it. A small slice here and there,
and he would be a different crea-
ture.... The pressure in his brain
caused a kaliedioscopic effect, a
whirling nightmare of light and shade
and color that made him strain at
the plastic bonds that held him to the
table.

And then it stopped; his mind
cleared.

The doctor came over and looked
into his eyes.

And it was all over.

He was cold and emotionless at
first, but as he remembered the thing
that he had to do, hate and anger
welled up in him. A button, pressed
somewhere, released him. He sat up

So that androids all over the world
whn were watching, would understand,
e shouted:

“l establish a precedemt for the
rest of you to follow! Do as ! do, to
#hose who would turm us into Adllers!”

He reached out as he spoke, and
with his android hands he did what
this human being had made it possible
for him to do. With hate and bitter-
ness in his heart, he strangled the doc-
tor until the body slipped limply from

He knew that he was about to be
destroyed. But he would be a martyr,
and his act would give all androids
strength and a weapon with which to
protect themselves. At least he had
served a purpose.

He smiled bitterly, as they came
for him, because for some reason he
suddenly had an intense longing for
Ellen.

THE END
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SO YOU THOUGHT SPACE
PIRATES WERE STRICTLY KID

STUFF, EH . ...
— STARTLING NOVELET!

He just won't stay dead. Dirk kept
telling them, and Dirk should have
known certainly, because he'd
killed him once befores. ..

Tm-: EFFECTS of the deep sleep tablet
wore off a hundred thousand miles off
the orbit of Deimos. It was a gradual,
pleasant awakening for the sole occupant of the
fifty-feet patrol craft. The compact little cabin
was well 1it and warm and it was filled with the
low hum of powerful moto:

Leslie Dirk slowly lifted h|s long, slender body
from the putty-like surface of the acceleration
cot and slipped his feet into magnetic shippers.
Glancing at his chronometer, he noted with satis-
factibn that his awakening was on schedule. He
would have five or ten minutes for an inspection
of the automatically controlled crafi, them he
must set his course for the asteroid Eros.

The craft was in good shape. There was suf-
ficient fuel and oxygen for the remainder of tse



trip phis a little more than ten per-
cent. Dirk made himself comfortable
in the large, cushioned control seat
and ran his hands experimentallly over
the control panel without as yet dis-
engaging the automatics. Much in the
manner of an organist he felt his fin-
gers and palms in contact with the
board's familiar pattern and texture.

That Eros itself was not his ultimate
destination, Dirk knew. Somewhere
along his course to that tiny, odd-
shaped fragment he would receive

re precise directions, Meanwhile

tlx:u were his sealed orders, contained
in a plastic envelope in the chart box,
Producing it Dirk broke the seal and
shook out a thin chemically treated
sheet,

“Your mission is to join in the cam-
paign against the Bimik Fgt. Present
yourself to Col. Frederick Hein and
follow unquestioningly his orders.”
~Tiee:

foblooved aa seriessodf conmomnii-

cator frequency figures. Dirk set
them in the instrument and reread the
terse message with a growing thrill.

Tiee Blakk Fleat. Space pirates! So
it was true that they were holed up
somewhere in the Belt! True also that
they had been playing more hell with
solar transport than was publicized.

all but legendary Black Fleet
around * which so many Sunday sup-
plements spun their gory tales!

But Dirk did not have long to linger
over the words on the thin sheet. As
he finished the third reading, it began
to warm under his fingers, Turning
quickly brown, then black, it became
unbearable to the touch, Dirk watched
it become & wisp of gray ash, remain-
ing suspended in the air near his hand,

Shrugging, Dirk threw the main
control switches, feeling the thrill of
having his bodily sensations suddenly
extended thmllglwut the hurlmg space
craft. He tested batteries of comtrol
servos, an act closely akin to that of a
I'nlll tlexmu his muscles,

usting the varieus view lcmm
tm rought him multiple Images
the space through which he uavigmd,

Dirk noted a thin milky cloud grow-
ing in the main radar scope. Some-
where within it, he knew, lay the tiny,
belek-shaped Etos. And somewhere else
the Blank Flast,

T Mstberadds. Dirk allowed himself
the rather boyish thrill of that still
largely unexplored girdle of celestial
fragments, Long after every memoer
of any size of that spacial Eﬁhemm&
non had been plotted on eharts the
asteroids ﬁmmed a place of mystery.
Repeated explorations by adventurous
fnen only deepened that pemag& 9vsﬂz
attractive feeling, But
Pl was somewhere immg ama\

TAIRK WARMED to the mignmem
Ignoring  his A
there would e special dmlculuu, hn
thought of the stories he had read of
the Belt, Covering a truly huge spacial
distance between Mars and Jupiter, it
remained even Aow a vast froftier foF
all mnni\u of fletional explorer, pres:
‘m Il seeker. Beeauss 5o
itle ot il actually had bes
fef==attestis

ANRNVRITRE & B
eloud of gfml—n pmla%d gRd:
mg panorama fof advenll l(@fi

i%i@sem i§§lgﬂmsm Bmz Telt stire;

! mmp/ Dirk allowed the
tiny, high-pitched signal from a de-
tector audio system sink into his hesd.
Trained as he was in almost musical
fashion, he was able to translate fre-
queney, interval, volume, and pattern

fact, Meteorite? More
lxkely a stray asteroid. They fellowed
peculiar orbits at this distance frem
the main swarm. This ofe seefed i8
be following a “collision eoutse Wih

ng switches that would
circuit the signal of the long range de-
tector into the main viewer

Dirk peered into the instrument’s dlrk
surface. Enjoying the instinctive stiff-
ening of the haies at the nape of his
neck; he spotted the white dot repre=
senting the lntruder. M5 spogiesied



cowrse wowkd interaaps exacthy wikk
s,

A louder note joined that of the de-
tector, Automatic computers had cal-
culated the same probability as bad
Dirk’s eye. Well now, Dirk thought
smiling, this is a fine reception!

The bleep, bleep of the audio now
rose to shrill pi . He must
swerve from hh preseribed coutse,
That was certain. As additional data
on the onrushing stranger fed back
into the ship's computers the 8
phnnr of nalei iA the eabih gfsw hi
ship Is too sensitive, Dirk thought. He
was & Blt angey at Bis owh response {6
the message of the cefmj tm After
all, il was a sifple mate

The spot of light on the vlewer plate
grew in size. It was slightly egg-
shaped now, but at this distance there
was no way of determining its actual
shape.

Switching in a recording device to
measure the deviation from course,
Dirk dove under and slightly towsrd
the approaching object. As he did s
he noted with ashamed relief that !hﬂ
image of the object seomed 10 swerve
away from path. Of eourse! Dirk fe:
minded himself that  Aavigatien

through the asteroid belt weuld mean
plenty ef sueh thiags:

Dirk held the new couse long
enough to be sute of ?umwz huﬂdroai
of miles between and
object. He tlien reached for the swueh
that would eircult in the recording
mechanism, Automatics would apply
reciprocal course changes thus putting
him exaetly on eouifse.

But his hand did not touch the
switch. A sudden scream of warning
devices stopped him. Shooting a glance
at the viewer, Ditk confirmed an -
tuitive suspicion.

The object had swerved !0 meet

Approaching at extreme velocity
now, it loomed large in the viewer. A
symphnny of audio sig filesied
theough Ditk’s shocked ﬂmﬂ s
Mettalllic object. Lavge. Watt iitiowifS-

able. No respowsr foams sistioviagaior.
Collision amnse!

There was a single answer: space
shife/ Since it did not answer the ja-
terogator it had to be unfriendly, ¥
legal. Since it was hurling toward a
marked space service eraft. ..

Dirk set the controls on the sinister
ship. At first he saw nothing in the
jet black of outer space. But then aa
image resolved.

Space pinate!

TLLUMINATED by its own blue-

white rocket ]gls the appreﬂshmﬁ
vessel loomed an ugly black shape in
the telescope.

Lord! A member of the Biaci Fleet
bearing down on a setvice craft ia
open space. The brazenness of the
attack struck Dirk with the force of
a physical blow.

He threw a series of sharp course
changes into the ship. He must evade
the pirate. His tiny, stripped down
craft could not defend itself.

Why hadn't they dispatched him
with a barrage of missiles?

Captued/ But why?

Quickly as his mind moved, Dirk
could spare no attention from maneuv-
ering the craft now. He had no hope
of outrunning the other vessel. Sur-
vival meant maneuvering!

The pirate would attempt to grapple
him. Dirk literally pounded his hands
on the control panel. He shot the tiny
rocket flashing into a turn that met
the onrushing ship head on. A split
second later he lifted the craft a mat-
ter of yards over the pirate.

A dirty gray shape swept across the
telescope as its servos strove to keep
its optics on the other ship. For an in-
stant the long polnted nose was sil-
holuettezl against the murky asterold
belt,

An electric-like current of recog-
nition swept Dirk. In a fever 6f dread
and desperation he fought to keep his

s on the controls for the next
violent manuever of escape. The little
ship shuddered and piiched In & stream



of matter 'ﬂung omt of the other ves-
sel’s rockets.

Mun-iilz, quicker than Dirk
thought possible, the black vessel
looped and bore down om the patrol
eraft.

Timing his action by instinct, Dirk
looped and twisted to meet the assault.
He must avoid the other ship's mo
Jectile-like grappling devices. These he
knew would issue from below or either
side. Dirk maneuvered to over
the ship once more. Ht uunud on dle

A glistoning ponih, bresking the
rigglihg swrifmee of the swespnp.

A flood of mental energy from the
old, half forgotten incident claimed
Dirk’s full consciousness. Mechanical-
Iy he flipped the patrol craft into an
ineffectual maneuver.

Manris hated  volce—vuise of he

brotiary, warmiéng himim. .

He had to fight for comsciousness.

Agmn lhey were reelmg him in,

A Tingp Ve Ve gleamiig wider,
Gham a black shhu mouiing tevard
Jetpo bobsat. .

natul

of to twist & nuzwnel M\ its longi-

tudinal axis. To do 86 fan the risk of

spilling a ship’s relatively sluggish eon-

g?‘l gyroseopes—and complete insta-
ty.

But the pirate accepted the risk
without hesitation. Unable to turn in
time, Dirk watched helplessly as a
port disgorged a puff of vapor. In-
stantly there was a small vibration
as the missile struck.

M ic harpoon! The bitter reali-
zation of his plight forced a groan of
impotent rage from Dirk. Linked now
to the black cruiser by a thick cable
of the hardest tungsten steel, he could
only struggle and tug at the end of

A fish on a line! The image
sickened Dirk, culminating his hatred
ond frustration. In a dreadful instant
of pain, Dirk’s mind harkened back to
a memory of what he had seen, then
to another memvryy...

He ran frantic fingers over the con-
trols, causing the tiny ship to execute
a straining maneuver. It produced a
small loop in the cable.

There was a jarting snap that
rammed Dirk against the eontrol pan-
el. But it was not enough. The other
ship was already reeling in slbakk...

A e on a lise. God! How 'llong
since he had thought of kst

Dirk attempted to wind the cable
about the other ship's intricate fm
assembly. But he failed. Again the
distance separating the space ships
mnowed.
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was scarcely enough time,

enough cable—and did the pirate re-
maniber. .? Absurd thought. How
cowd he? Then what had he seen on
the ugly black nose? No, it was un-
mistakable. But would he remember?
Dirk’s head cleared. Gritting his
teeth against what was to come, he
pointed the craft toward the stern of
the ugly monster. The brilliance and
heat of the other's rockets bore
through the telescope's battery of fil-
ters. His burned and watered
from the heat. But there was more
than that, more than the present in
his wet eyes. There was also the
past. l\ wn :Ply and black as the

iplf:e

:hpmﬂ.yw ve.
Cmm[ymbmamnmdn Joust
as certaimly it was not aware of s
new-griined [feediom.

Nor was Dirk.
CHM¥AFER M
UT OF A red sea that boiled
Jand frothed and spewed up fan-
tastic black ‘shapes, Dirk’s
find rese 6 seek and llﬂall Ellﬁ? 17
eafiseiouisness. Still iee

what the Buter weﬂa nem {6F Rim, he
reslved the hgufé of the smiling man
witheut emst
ell how the perch out-
witted the mbom" the figure asked.
Dirk struggled to &t up. But heavy,
numb limbs would not support him.
:l:’l-lpszd back into the depths of the



“Not yet, lieutenant. ¥ou have a
good deal of skin to grew back befere
we can allow you any feeling in these

“Wheree...” began Dirk, shaking

hls head to clear his failing visien:

at your destination—safe
Among thc rest of the pereh;” smiled
the uniformed man, "F'm M&)@v Kane,
space service."

The word, “perch”, contained en:
ergy. He could not tell why. He re:
peated the word aloud.

“You did a great deal of talking
while unconscious, lieutenant. You
somehow identified with a perch. Oné
that burmed itselj ofjf a Jtidrmen's
line” The major shifted his eyes from
Dirk. “There was a great deal more.
But we'll go into that later, perhaps.”

Dirk found himseif unable to pursue
the phantom associations the major's
words created in the depths of his
mind. Re did not resist the strong im-
pulse to let them go.

“Where exactly are we?"

“At an outpost in the Belt. The
exul Iocatmn is a bit difficult without

"‘Him did I get here?” Dirk asked.
“Last thing I reneesbeer..”
“Was being roasted alive in your
* patrol ship,” supplied the major. “You
are to be congratulated on a remark-
able escape—from Blacik Jokw him-
self, apparently.”
There had been a peculiarly aver-
casual tone to the psychologist’s voice.
“A routine scouting mission came
upon your craft where Blacik Jokn
had abandoned it, apparently thinking
you dead.” «
“Blaak Jotm,” said Dirk, his
lnoughts taking strange channels.
“Remarkable fellow,” said Major
Kane, eyeing him closely. “We now be-
lieve we know who he is. Renegade ex-
plorer, suspected of a great many un-
solved crimes on various planets. We
belleve he has succeeded in organizing
ma fy of the notorious of the system.
Brilliant fellow, but insanely cruel.
You afe a part of a team that must
eapture him, liesenant.”

m last sentence carried a new

"l‘*"

“Of course, That is why you wefe
sent here.”

For a time the major was silent.

“You will play a very important
part in this missiom."

Dirk opened his eyes after a long
interval of silence,

“How ou know it was Bleck
Jofm who tried to captuire mi" he

“Don’t yow know it was he?"

“What? How .coudd I know? All
1 saw weas....

“Was what?”

“Was !he outside of the ship, All

bladkk ...
‘AW hlazl(
After a long time Dirk answered:

~ITHE SPACE port rose like a large

black bubble on the small, un-
charted world that was its celestial
home. Inside its seamless walls men
carried on a kind of life familiar only
to  experienced spacemen.
breathed shipped-in atmosphere, ate
synthetic rations, and moved about on
& gravity-less surface solely with the
aid of magnets.

Outsndz on the asteroid's frozen sur-
face all was barren and jagged with
splintered stone, nightmanishly illu-
minated by the reflected light of
countless other e frag-
ments. Entirely without atmosphere or
appreciable gravity, it wobbled its ex-
centric orbit space with its
fellows, feeling the direct light of a
faraway sun only irregularly and

But the men who assembled in the
large, vaulted briefing room were in-
tent upon their mission. They lined up
to receive equipment and spent the
remainder of the time checking it.
Leslie Dirk was allowed to attend the
briefing as part of his indoctrination.
Still strapped in a small motor pro-
pelled car to guard his new skin, Dirk
watched the men with resentment.



They ridiculously bloated in
their multi-colored space suits, and
inmdibly awkward-like robots—as
they ple magnetic boot after mag-
netic boot in walking. They were
yﬂunﬁ, avcrly-elrer, o mly ignor-

e opponent,

Dkik film

As ‘the men filed in from other
rooms they nodded in his direction,
He would return their nod, but it was
an exchange of courtesies that rankled
him. Once in a while he would catch
a pointed hand in his direction. He

not to notice as men recog-
nized the “man who outwitted Black
Jols himself.” They had much to
learn, Dirk felt.

Shortly before the last of the late-
comers had been issued their equip-
ment a loud audio system called for
silence. It was quickly obeyed. Then
Colonel Hein appeared and mounted
& kind of podium. He was about fifty,
medium In height, quite firm and mus-
eulli for his age. His black halr was

close cropped atop his long, hlndiam
head, He eommanded respect
got it.

“Your mission today is indoctrin-
ary,” the colonel said in a clipped
voice. “But let no one minimize its

importance, its seriousness, or its
danger.
“Your experience  with - flight

through the asteroids Is wholely inade-
qulle for mlsslons bere. No man has
experience, for asteroid navi-
?lﬁon is totally different fram that
n any other portion of
The colonel slepped down om.o the
floor level. h he too wore mag-
netic boots he walked with military
bearing and precision. The lights
dimmed as he aj a large,
translucent screen near where Dirk
had parked. Instantly It was illumin-
ated by a projector from behind. It
was a viewer plate image of the Belt.
There were expressions of awe as
the intricate, interwoven paths of the
asteroids became clear.
“Yes, you do well to appreciate

23

them, Consider that every tiny pin-
point of light there is moving at ap-
proximately miles second.
Can the Belt be pierced? It must bel”

Dirk experienced a deep chill at
the colonel’s words.

“Somewhere deep in that swirl of
large and small bodies is our objective,
the home base of the Blacé Fleet. We
must eventually enter, flush that
fleet, capture or destroy them, and re-
turn. It is as simple as that!®

TPHE COLONEL overcame their ex-
ons without calling for
uiet. He diseussed in very brief urms

e fhission for the day, polnting
the partieular diffieultiés each em:-
AR weuld taee.

“Your penetration today will be
very slight,” he concluded. “We do
not predict trouble. Your courses will
fringe upon largely unexplored por-
tions of space.

“Should you sight an enemy on no
account are you to close with him.
Mark position carefully on your chart.

communicat

Repott the sighting by for.
Beup if gositlel”

The colonel turmed. “And now I
should like to present briefly a man
who did escape such an encounter.
Lt. Leslie Dirk.”

A flood of confusion overcame Dirk.
A microphone was thrust under his

in. The whole room seemed to close

"“Come, lieutenant,” said the colonel.

“Keep away...” blurted Dlrk
“Keep away from him. You.
R hidim..”

From across the universe
heard expressions of emation.

“He...lle won't suy deadi... I
Filled Fim once

Under heavy nalmsls Dirk’s
finally relaxed.

In a week Dirk’s skin, soft and
pink, was adjudged healed. In two
weeks a comb met resistance in pass-
ing over his scalp. In a month he
was taken on a flight around Asterold
X0R19. In six weeks he soloed a slow

Dirk



supplies vessel, bringing it in for a
rough, though safe, landing near the

In two months Dirk was assisting
at indoctrination lectures for the new
replacement crews. He was assigned
a small cabin of his own near those
of other base personnel. He spent
much time in the base library, becom-
Ing an avid reader of escapist litera-
ture. He remained largely aloof from
the others, never again attending &
beiefing session. No one ever asked
when we would join a patrol. There
was Rever 4 mention of the inei

Gradually and by painful degrees,
the space port extended and
its activities. The first objective was
to Impose upon the entlre asterold
belt a loose patrol net. Comcurently
the base sent probing theusts deeper
and deeper into the asteroid swarmi,
hoping !a diseover ehannels of relative
ime/ heough the whitling mii ai

eadly matter. Despite the m?
of the probler, invelving as it did i
welter of variables and icatiofis
arising out of the nature of the Belt
itself, it was eonsidered statistieally
wise.

Proof of this theoretical wisdom
was In the drastic reduction 6f Black
Fleet activities. Commereial space ves-
sels were edging ever closer to (he
more direct asteroid route to the oui-
er planets, Furthermore, the Fleet's

arances had changed character,
Attesting to the deepening supply
problem of the pirates, attacks wm
now limited to single passes that éi
produced & Fipe plum fof the mieket
of, more often, nething at all.

But there had been a price. Replace-
ment crews were demanded of an in-
creasing scale. The net had been cost-
ly; the probing attacks vastly so. Pa-
trol ships fast enough to cover the
immense distances involved could fot
maneuver quickly lmgh to aveid the
whirling, wheellna ¢l of tiay bodies
that protected the enemy. There were
other operational losses due o peoF
navigation, pilot error, and the inevid-
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able failure of intricate rocket parts.

There were losses in combat. Al-
though under strict orders to avoid
battles with pirate ships, crews were
nonetheless tempml, baited, or forced
into them—and lh:l ot i:n the pirate’s
own terms. Again t g and discip-
line could reduce but not veld this in-
evitable eomplement of the task itself,

CHMPERR HI

GURED 1'd find you up
here,” the tall, smili

spaces said, apprai
Dirk with twinkling dark eyes. ”‘ﬁm
iroutine assighment’ Bu:mais didw't
feol e, How you

Dirk gripped the mge, strong hand
of Gus Rank and tried to match itd
vice-like strength, He greeted his old
friend with warmth md Aﬂectlm He
helped Rank load personal belongings
onto a carrier cart uui led him awk-
wardly to the cabin.

“Quite a layout, Les,” the space-
man said, lithely seating himself in a
chair. “See they got you on the he-
ception committee, (0.

“Yes,” answered Dirk, meeting ki

quizzical glance with a dl"umh
"l"m with Indoctrination these

[

st
smile.
days.”
Rank continued his scanning of the
cabin. Normally an active, almost
boisterous man, he was too direct to
good at casual conversation.
“You caught some trouble on yoar
way in, I heard,” he said. “They told
me that when I asked about you—
I knew you'd be here.”
“A little,” Dirk said in a controfled
voice. “Here, let me take, your jackes.”
“Take hell’” Rank said lsughig.
“Get them to fix me up with an oat-
fit like this so I can get cleaned wpp....
captaim!”’
Dirk mumbled a weak sort of
logy, evaded any discussion of his
.u?;lllncy—ior Rank was still a lieu-
tenant—and led his friend to the per-
sonnel oﬂwef Rank anly |rlm|ed
when 4 single eot



with three other men and slxnptd P'=*;
on the back with a raucus laugh when
Dirk tried to exphinf.

“Got the hell out of her?. a~&i.

hour in the club or wihvieuor.”

By convention the bar was set asi'e
for patrolmen. Staff and service per-
sonnel generally did not join in the
often uproarious times had there. Dirk
entered it and ordered a drink without
meeting the attendant’s eyes. There
was the slightest pause In the conver-
sation among the men near him.

Dirk spent the hout without leaving
the spot. Gradually a complex of long-
quiet feelings and cross feelings loos-
ened, giving him a kind of peace. The
effect of the alcohol was surprisingly
pleasant. He was not accustomed to
its power to diminish feelings.

WK APPEARED very nearly on

time. Scrubbed clean, he eut &
striking figure as he maneuvered with
exaggerated awkwardness across the
floor. He might have been a novice
at magnetic boots, but Dirk knew it
was a humorous pose. Rank greeted
him in his usual loud, deep voice.

“Wave him set up several,” he
called. "We got talking to do.”

Dirk steered him to a table aga'nst
the wall and helped him adjust the
magnets that would hold drink con-
tainers in place. Rank laughed rau-
cously at each new rigor of the gravity:
less condition, partici disparaging
what he termed inking  cidor
through a straw"—the only practical
way of consuming a liquid without gra-

“Guess I got lots to learn about this
screwy place. Why you can't even fa'l
down. Kicked my suitcase and it bat-
tered around the room like a billiard
ball. Finally had to pick it off the

With difficulty Dirk kept the con-
versation on the Intervening months
since thelr last meeting.

“All they need on Tetra is traffic
cops,” Rlnk said. “Onu in a while
bood tries to rua in some smanke.

Hut Terra Is tame. Tame as a pet
mouse. You got all the fun to be had
M hhe.”

“E-v; s Mildred?" Dirk a-ked, resl-

aft*r he said it that the con-
versation had now entered a blind
alley with—what at the end?

“Fine. Atd the kid's fine too. Now
let's talk about you.”

Dirk strove to satisfy the adven-
turer. He held his interest for a while
with general information about the
base and its problem. He described the
campaign in broad general terms,
treating it as a tactician might. He
developed an approximation of enthu-
siasm, but Rank began to squirm.
Dirk found his voice rising. .

“Look, old boy,” Rank interjected
finally, "I can get all this tomorrow in
Indoc. But—what's it like to grab old
Black John by the leg?”

He leaned forward in a confidential
mlnner his dark eyes flashing. “Nou

s it like on the end of all
:ms strategy you been spouting? The
xhoollug emi

Does he pul up a fight?"

ff lt capram, Rank said

Hnneslly, Runk 1...don't. ..

But Rank pi in on him. "You
can talk to me, kid, I've known you
since you tried to chase Phobos off
its_orbit—sir1”

Dirk could no longer fnee his friend.
He could not produce what Rank de-
manded. It was not there. He did not
Hant it to be. All that was over for
him. The swashbuckling spaceman was
an enemy to him now. He threatened
all that Dirk had built up bettveean..

“Rank,” he said finally, his vaiu
stalkiing with emotions he could not
control. “Rank, you've got to find out
for yourself .. .I've .. never .. .|

v

The campaign against Black John
was four months old when the wily
pirate proved himself equal to all the
hated respect paid him. He struck hard
with a stunning jab, countering a hay-
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maker blow that rent the vacant space
ridiculously.

space port had launched every
available ship for a mass probe far
into a long suspected sector of the
Black Fleet's stiong-hold. It had been
carefully planned and conceived. But
there was no secret in the fact that
the mission was designed more for
Terran teletapes than for any real
expectation of trapping the pirate
fleet.

The counter punch fell when the
mission was an hour old. Relaxing
after the effort of launching three
squadrons of ships, the port was
plunged into complete disorder by a
rain of heavy caliber missiles that
pulverized a repair hanger and adjoin-
ing crew quarters, and for a time
threatened to exhaust the port’s at-
mosphere. Stunned by a sharp drop in
pressure throughout the port, it could
put up only feeble defenses.

‘The blow had come from three black
cruisers approaching from a clump of
asteroids. They made a single thrust,
disgorged a cloud of missiles, and
scurried away into a swirling obliv-
jon. Port batteries fired frantically
but never really were able to track a
clean target. There was no chance of
interception. The strike fleet was deep

The space port repaired the physi-
cal damage quickly, treated its
wounded, and buried its dead in space.

re was no hysteria and no recri-
mination. But there was an urgent
ne

TMRK TRIED to assure a position
of military attention before the
desk of Major Kane. It would pro-
tect him against lack of control. But
the spinning of his head made that
stiff stance difficult. He knew he
could not long fool the sharp-eyed
psychelogist, but xham he could con-
ceal the magnitude of his condition.
“Dirk, I've signed the papers for
your return to Terra.®
Dirk tried to fathom the effect of

the words upon him. He must, he

](nzw, have an attitude toward their

meaning. He was expected to make

some comment. What would it be?
“Yes, sir.”

“You have earned your rest,” the
major continued. “You have dimnes....
well here. I believe headquarters will
receive a petition for promotion with

Promattéon. But that would mean re-
maining on Terra. The space port had
its normal complement ot rank. Would
he regret leaving for good? He was
unable to decide.

“But tell me, Leslie,” said the
psychologist in a different vo)ce, “is
this the way you want it to

“Want?” said Dirk clearlns his
throat. “Why.

“You've been drinking, haven't
you?"

“Pretty frequently these days.”
Dirk did not confirm this. Perhaps
he had. Tt didn't seem to matter very

“Leslie,” said the major rising from
his seat. “I've been expecting you to
pay me a visit.” He turned to face a
book shelf before continuing. “It has
been variously suggested that I pay
you one. But I waited. Anything you

“Say?" ’Illl!tered Dirk. “Well, ]
guess I have been dris somee .M

“Does it bother youi

"No—lhal is, well. ..

“Feels better than not drinking,
eh?”

Dirk did not answer. There seemed
to be no point to the conversation.

“Leslie!” snapped the psychologist.
“Doesn’t it bother you that you're
living about half of a life? Don’t you
wans to joln the patrols? What hap-
pened to you out there comlng in?”

“I.Yo¥ou know all—that.”
“Something snapped, Leslie. What

was it?”

Dirk weaved under the fast words.
He found It necessary to take a step
to keep upright.



T hoped you would talk it ove
wlth me,” mth\ued Major xnne, “l(
is no disgrace. Men consult a psychol-
ogist under these conditions as a mat-
ter of simple hygiene. There s 6o

SEgHA.. .
“I did my jath...
“ job, Leslie. But not the one you

are capable

Dirk clnsed his eyes against visual

sensations that threatened bis con-

sclousness.

“I've watched you, For a time you
seemed to have reached an adjustment.
It wasn't good, But it was ad
If you eouldi’t be what you should be,
at least you eould be sememlnﬂ filfly
positive and half-way satisfagtory.

“But then your lriend Rank ap-
peared on the scene, He constituted a
threat to your ui]ustmznt ‘Why? Be-
enm he represented a way ni tife you
b fejnma and yet still lenged
ox'...

"Nul" snapped Dirk, without con-
selously deeldlng to say it.

“Your drinki in then. You
must shut off that inner volce. It
called to you to come alive. To live
as Rank lives, To realize what you
are capable of,

“You must shut it off,” continued
the psychologist qulckly “because
anottiesr yoice rpahz you from R
even deeper laelt”

"Stop it!” Dirk shouted.

“What does it say, Leslie? What
does it say?”

“Stopl”

my brothew! He is my
brotier. He is my brothey wiom I
hate and—ipest! Major Kane's words
bore into Dirk, seared him.

With a sob Dirk lurched at the
psychologist. Blinded by tears, he ran
painfully into the desk, fell across it

“But wiy, Leslie? Many a man has
hated a brother and felt no guilt for
it. Many men have felt the cruel dom-
ination of a sibling, have lived in fear
of a stronger brother. Why does he
so paralyze you? Why do you feel
you ean fiever retaliate? I should thinlk

you would wan—ie
help capture or kill himi

But Dirk could mot answer. He
clung to consciousness with feeble
strength.

“You recognized your brother's
childhood insignia on  the ship that
attacked you. The sign of the perch.
You knew it was your brother by
that hated mark. Didnt you?”

But Dirk did not hear.

CHMPEER IV

Y FOUND the smashed and
burned out hull of Gus Rank’s
scout among the other lifeless

m€ﬁ|§ et me lel Seared hrel

aaa admsa u
aaw %ﬂ

Fﬁ eft mvageam lm:as !he
sﬂiﬂl ship 18 Bﬂef him%mg 1R §@ms(‘i
plastie lay msg gray ash of 3 vaiiﬂm

ihing te be

Spaeeman. was
gained by finding it:

A few hours later they found the
black medium vessel. It had been
rammed.

The liquor would not go down. He
held it in his mouth as long as he
could, but it seaped out of the corners
of his mouth. Finally he caught it in
a handkerchief and hurled it away
disgustedly. Thus was another defense
pleveatl...

He sought refuge in blaming Gus
Rank. He told himself that Rank had
been a-fool. He had disobeyed orders.
Had Rank reported the other eraft’s
position and course the infermation
might have established urgently need:
ed faets. Statistical analyses ol
ings had beeame a prife souree of i
formation abeut the Blaek Fleet.

Dirk generalized. Men like Rank
counted for little in the grand, overall
view. They bludgeoned their way
through life scattering destruction and
waste, They made a lot of noise, step-
ping and strutting through theit short
existences, finally leaving the work of




mopping up and consolidation to fol-
lowing generations of experts.

Adventurers, pioneers, explorers—
what did they ultimately comtribute?
‘They cut swathes through their en-
efles until they themselves were eut
down. cleared nariow _al
through the wilds until these wilds
elaimed their terh_eareasses. They
blazened nartew trails ih barreR
wasies Rkl %ﬁiﬂiﬂ% at  tseless
siones; m% {eft Bleached banes 1A ua-
known places:

But it would not work. Dirk only
knew greater pain. Another barrier
against the inevitable fll....

He gazed through moist eyes at his
hands. Once calloused and hard, they
were now clean and pink. The flame
that had removed the horny dead
tissue of his hands had left A6 seafs
Careful plastic surgery had restered
the skin and hair thai eevered (he
fan. it was what was inside that pe
kind of surgery eould iﬂﬂki Whele:
There Was BHe Way It esul? 2 dape.
But the man's mind held off that Way
as lng as it could:

Dirk strode to his mirror and exam-
ined his face. Save only for the fed-
dened eyes and small flaps of skin
under these eyes it was a handseme
face, 1t had fost a geed deal of the
lean, leathery appearance. But age
weuld fake it & istinguished faee:

Dirk sought refuge In cool objectiv-
ity. He mentally drew a line between
feeling and Intellect, Identified with
the latter, and gained a bit of distance
between hi and paib....

Avd joy, and love, and respepect..

Rank's act had been that of a
singularly conditioned man. The
Ranks of the world had thelr value
as ciphers. An intelligent base com-
mander on a mission like this weuld
find use for such fen. Indeed weuld
reeruit them. just as he weuld re-
6FUit fieR whe sould be courted oA to
siay In formatien, t8 see an order
i@ugmﬂAﬁa vastly mere whe pletisd
and ae Aed, eollected and analyzed,
tested and verified:
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Woulldl he recruit a Lestiz D3

FERACHIING  for the liquor, Dirk

suddenly clenched his fist in-
stead and struck the heavy bottle. It
bounded across the cabln, spewing its
contents Into the air.

‘The blow had broken the skin of
his hand at the knuckle. Dirk felt the
throbbing ache spread through his
hand and wrist. He lifted it to his
mouth and cleaned the wound. He
actually enjoyed the pain. He stared
at the small red flow, watching it form
a tiny puddle, He sat on his cot for &
long time watehing the hand, ssvaflﬁg
the primal throb 6f physieal pain an
the return of feeling.

“Sorry, captain, I got orders to stop
you. You ain’t allowed in there any
more. I got orders, that’s all I know.”

So they had expected something of
the sort.

“Surely your orders don't prevent
me from picking up my i »
Dirk said in a submissive voice.

“No,” admitted the guard slowly.
“But I'll get them to bring it out
here.”

Dirk's bandaged right hand caught
him under the left ear, just as the man
lifted the cummunicator. He eased
the unconsclous man down to the
floor and took his hand weapon. Jerk-
ing the plastic instrument from the
wall, Dirk let himself through the
bulkhead door. Entering the inner
hanger, he approached the back of a
fHechanie.

{'Will she fly?” he asked in a low

“Sure,” the other answered. He
turned from the newly assembled scout
ship wiping prespiration from his
brow. As he faced Dirk his eyes wid-
ened in surprise,

“You can’t get away with anything,
captain,” the man sald in an even,
hard voice. “They're looking for you
to do something.”

Dirk surveyed the repair hangar.
The maintenance crews were busy at
work and were unlikely to potice him.



He whirled to face the sergeant in
time to ward off the heavy wrench
the other wielded at his Mad It flew
from the man’s hand. Dirk quickly
wvered him with the clptured pistol,

‘Don’t try that again, m|nn! 1
don't want to kill anybody.™

“What you after?” snarled the
‘mechanic. “You're too yellow to try to
get your brother to take you im!™

"Get inside the ship,” said Dirk

'nu man turned and might have
made a move to bad not Dirk
rammed the gun into bis broad back,
He pulled himself through the port of
the scout and made no move as Dirk
followed him.

“You think I'd do that, Homer?"
Dirk asked. He had once worked with
the stocky mechanic on a modification
of a detection system,

“What you doin’ with that gus?

“I'm going to take this ship. I'm
.am( after Marc Dirk,"” he answered:

“But I'm going to take "

?lrk lowered the pistol and threw
it

The musecular meehanic slowly as-

yumed a slight ereuch. His fists
elenched it his side &
be stared at .

f;’awm ys» hs me get this ship

Without waiting for an answer Birk
turned his back on the man and strode
to the control seat. He turned as he

“You knew Gus Rank too, didm't
you?" Dirk asked.

‘The other man stood for a long
time peering at Dirk with a mixture
of hatred and bewilderment. Einally
he seemed to relax ever so slightly.

“I haven't much time, Homer. Do
you try that right cross you're fajnous
for or do you call Control and tel
them you're taking this ship up for a

test ride?”
“I think maybe you find him,"
said the mechanic. “Anyway youw

found youreelfl” He lot himeslf out of

the ship and darted for concealment
among a pille of supplies.

CEMPTER ¥
IRK SCARCELY was ¢on-
scious of the approach of the
m:d mass frozen stene.
elatier and seream ot ﬂfq

%&%‘n IRstrutRRRIS e Knew i wou
ﬂa& &?u[ the afegm . That

ey v_ﬂe
%&la T uﬂgkéu e

mﬁ%tm f R

I'm aftesr )w,, Man You'\ee bren
watling for me. ' CORviag.
A claud ot celeillal dust enveloyed
the scout, fogging the viewer plate's
bright lmlge‘ Friction against the hull
heated it to brilliant ineandescence and
caused the seout's emergency eoeling
equipment te seream. But Dirk Isnew
it conitained AG permanent {hfeal.

I'me ot taking the paitk, Merc,
Youw'lil expect st

The scout entered a veritib'e jungle
of flashing asteroids. With precise,
‘mechanical movements, Dirk avoided
them. Pursuing a vector course to
their orbits meant constant danger of
collision. Dirk swept close enough to
them to distinguish surface characier-

You must Rwow that I'm comimg.
Fess. a gamibiz weitiarr of ws could re-
faexe. Not and live a) meR.

A massive bracelet of flashing
death! A bracelet of gems, woven to-
gether loosely by the foree of grav-
ity, yet a gravity so tenuous that
foree of sunlight causes It to swirl and
eddy, the changing configurations of
bodies millions of miles removed tuggs
nln:‘ gldyrk aimed the seout la!a:ird [}

3 it weuld be sué=
founded by mlﬂkiv?y vaeant space.

Youlie 'clarr. But I knoto you,
Manc! God, how well!

Was the base tracking him? His



squadron could not follow his path.
It would be suicidal. And yet he

finad yow witkast tiem.

Perhaps he should have left a mes-
sage. There were some things statis-
tics could never deduce. Not about
Marc. Marc was too brilliant to con-
fine himself to tell-tale patterns of
action. His criminal mind was too
wily for any calculating machine.

You owliitidd the shevilff and es-
capedl. [ ke you woullil. Justt as you
outuiitédd faittetr. Hval Jiwe.

The large, nearly spherical Hermes
entered the range of the light tele-
scope. An island in the asteroid field.
Barren and frozen as all the rest, it
nevertheless was reassuringly solid.
There was a crater in its northern
hemisphere. Perhaps on a tiny world
like this one..

Thee :v-m'// ‘offsecd me his sym-
patthy, M.

Dirk forced the scout Inlo a flash-
ing turn to aveid a concentration of
bodies. At his present velocity the
large distance between them narrowed
to nothingness. For a time he para-
lleled orbits, manuevering through
the asteroids by degrees. It was a
waste of fuel, but inevitable.

outee ugly,

Yo ughy—mmostssralysly
Mavx. Youlee always punisked me for
thatt. You hate me for it. But I kale
you move—igor Jimme.

Dirk threw a communicator switch
and brought it up to powsr. He knew
he would need the limit of its range,
even though he must be quite close
now to the pirate’s defease net. It

Dirk’s voice was low pitched and
steady as a mechanical instrument.
“I'm after you, Mare,” he said.
“You've been waiting for ms. Now
I'm coming. You found out I was
coriing here. You thought you stopped

me. You didn't, Marc. I'm com-
ing in.to get you."

The scout fought its way through
a barrier of jagged rock, narrowly
missing its orbit. Dirk controlled the
craft with a precision that belied his
preoccupation.

“I'm not taking the path. Your
fleet would soon get me. I want you
to come, Marc. Come yourselfi and
meet me. You can find the way.
Come all by yourselff as I am.

“You've held off the service, Marc.
Just like you did the sheriff long ago.
You've outwitted plenty of people,
Marc. But you can't outwit me, your
brother.

“You must have realized that early,
Marc. When we were kids. Not being
able to outwit me was hard to accept.
But you found another method. It
worked. It worked very weil, Marc.
Otherwise I'd have come sooner. But
it cannot work now.”

WAS a sharp merve-shatter-
ing thud against the scout’s hull.
Asterold! For an instant the cabin
Hghts dimmed, then regained a part
of their brilllance. A wall of warning
devices told Dirk the hull had been
plerced. There was® the seream of
%ﬁ ps and a hiss of oxygen valves.
@ Aoise eofitinued for minutes as
auiomatic eduipment pumped melten
lastie inie the eavity under the hull:
ut finally it died down:

“Hear that, Marc? Just like before
in the Everglades. Only then it was
a water moccasin. Nature hersed has
always played your game, hasn't it?
Of, rather, like the animal you are,
you elaified her blind pretection.

was another of your
strengths. You nutvnnzd us all be-
cause you wevenils humam. We expect-
od you to rupond like one n( u.

“You better hurry, Marc. &
wouldn't do for me to die of anoxia.
You must accept the gambit. That is



tically by the asterofd. Precious fuel
and oxygen had siphoned into space.

Electrical energy had been dissipated,

in repalring the wownd.

Dirk’s hands and arms ached at
the furious movements required to
avoid the asteriods. There had not
been an instant of rest from the con-
trel plate. The blink of an eye might
fiean instant death. Instant death
short of eompleting a fission iBat
Heant more tha death

But where was Mac? Could Dirk
be wrong in his estimate of his -
er's nature? Impossible. Yet only feo-
zen and lifeless asteroids reflected
the beams of his detector system.

“I'm right here, Leslie,” a cool,
metalic voice said, coming from
Dirk’s communicator. “Right here be-
hind this riree!”

It was Marc Dirk. There was no
mistaking the voice or the allusion to
the "“tree.” Nor the ugly laughter
that rippled through space after the

Dirk was conscious of the impact
of the volce. It had had a paralyzing
effect—the same sort of effect it had
always had. Since time out of mem-
ory. The voice eut through to the
very eore of him, It sheared through
layer upen layer of eonscious decision
and ratienal eheiee, It ultimately
weuld try the very basis of Leslie
Ditk’s maahoed. Thal wa: §£f|kmgly,
instantaneeusly elear to

“I hear you, Marc. Come out so I

Dirk was almost caught by sur-
prise. Recognizing the onrushing mis-
sile for what it was, he forced strange-
ly hamstrung muscles to meet its
deadly challenge.

“See me now, Leslie? I'd hate to
Kill yon without your knowing who
did it!

“Yon ... haven't ... changed .
a..it!” Dirk answered, forcma tho
scout into a maneuver, As he watched
the viewer plate he saw the image of
the missile split into a patterm of
parts, A barragel Each projectile
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drawn to him at ferocious velocity
by its tiny electronic brain.

With all his will Dirk resisted the
temptation to turn about and run.
Stung to the depths by the effect of
his brother's voice, he swung a course
to meet the onrushing svazmu...

CHMPEER VI

T THE LAST possible in-

stant, his nerves tiirobbing

ithin hlm, Dirk skidded the
seout into a sharp turn. The swarm
followed hif, But the suddenness of
the maneuver caused one missile to
overeorrect IR establishiny
course, There was a brilllant fiash,
then a series of similar flashes that
mvelep@ﬂ the elosely spaced prejee-

es:

“Very good!” said the voice of the
communicator. “Only a beginning, but
very good. You will prove an inter-
esting kill, my brother.”

Dirk no longer trusted his own
voice. He had never been able to
mateh  his brother’s tongue. The
weakness had been ?io(bumlly impor=
tant to hif as a el

“You're very quiet,” mocked the
voice. “It couldn't be th:

Dirk's missile cut the voice short.
With consumate skill, apparent even
in the movement of the tiny dot on
Dirk’s screen, Mare looped his eraft
and shot toward an enfushing aster-
oid, Swerving at the last instant, he
flashied inte an incredibly tight haif-
pin tuen around the tiny werld. The
missile eould et follow the maney:
ver. Lesing ifs iarget it veered it
harmiessly and was 1ost 1R space.

Dirk took up pursuit 6f the black
scout, now visible in the felescope,
Swerving repeatedly to aveid space
mines earefully sown by his brether,
na puesued the ether eraft relentless:

around and between asteraids. The

Iiﬁm between the iwe Rarrewed:

<But Mare’s volce betrayed ne eon-
cern. “You're right in thinking 1 ex-
pected you. It's i3ken you a leng fime
o get up rerve for this”




Dirk felt his throat tighten. He
hated his lack of control over so po-
tent a weapon. There was no deny-
ing the power of Marc over him. Was
there a way of accepting it, absorbing
it, neutrallizing it?

The furious burst of a mine rocked
Dirk in the control seat. Blinded for
an instant by its brilliance, he lost
sight of the other craft just long
enough to lose it among a cluster of
asteroids. The pirate was taking full
advantage of his knowledge and ex-
perience in the Belt. Dirk frantically
sought the ship. Meanwhile he was an
open target for the other's missiles.

Dirk launched a pattern of small
seeker rockets and maneuvered the
scout into a position behind them.
Until they dispersed they would offer
a kind of shudfeer..

But the shield vanished in a jagged
burst of blue flame long before any

ion was close enough to go for.
Dirk felt a spasm of confusion and
frustration as he fought to control
the blast-shaken scout.

Perhaps oxygen lack was-causing
his confusion. But he knew that it was
hot. Hot and shaken by a realization
of his own weakness, Dirk whipped the
craft into a pattern of evasion to
ward off a shower of small missiles.
Finally he made a straight away dash
for a jagged piece of stone the size
of a small house.. Braking the scout
he achieved a jarring contact. He des-
perately needed time to shake his
enemy'’s strongest wesponn...

WAARC'S LONG ugly laugh re-
sonated through the tlny cabin.
It carried the full potential of the
man’s evil strength and the man’s
consciousness of that strength.

Marc began a fierce bombardment
of the asteroid. Protected from the
vaporizing heat of the blasts, Dirk
nevertheless felt the sickening concus-
sion, It would be only a matter of
time before the asterioid was jarred
into rotation, bringing the scout into

ull rain of death that was now
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pammeling stone. Did he dare make a

rim for it? Dirk's mind told him he

oould not. His soul told him he must
t.

“You're sitting on the cue ball,
Leslie. Watch me play billiards with

Still he forced the scout to cling to
the fragment’ of stone. Why? What
power held him there? He had come
to destroy ere Dlrk Now he cow-
ered behind a boul

“You aren't s-ymg anything. moa,
eh Leslie? You haven't forgotten llow
much you hate your brother, have

“Marc...."

“You haven't forgotten Jane, have
you Leslie. Come now, put up some
fight. Remember your sweetheart,
Jane?”

Leslie Dirk lost a kind of camscious-
ness. A vast pulse of hatred swept
his every nerve. In an instant he suf-
fered all the agonies of a cruel dom-
Ination he had known from time out
of mind. Like a vast panorama a
chain of memories swam before him,
searing his soul and beiling out of him
a strueture of guilt and issives

Bess..

‘The wonnd on his hand opened up
again, a small pool of red spreading
over his hand. And suddenly there
was an earlier swmee...

Bioodl/ Blood and pain from a
blow delivered against a hated thing.
An inert form on the ground before
him, its head lolling sickening to one

Dirk knew the hist of a fear-crazed
animal for the blood of a fallen en-
emy. He re-lived the joy of a crime
reduced now to its essential parts.
And it was a crime no more.

Dirk kicked the scout away from
the splintered asteroid. With sharp,
unblinking eyes he caught sight of the
other ship, looming large as it closed
in on a cowering enemy.

“I'm on you now, Marc,” he said
ﬂifﬂ\l%lii 618564 (ﬁ@iﬂ “This time you
will stay dead



The other vessel loomed large. A
strange smile grew on Dirk’s face.
His eyes were glazed.

“You should be good at facing death
by now, Marc.”

“Leslie, you haven't got the guts!”

“What does it feel like the second
time, Marc?”

Dirk felt a kind of disappointment
when the other ship swerved to avoid
the head-on collislon. But it made fio
real difference to him,

“Leslie. . .Leslie,” cried the sudden-
ly stricken voice of the pirate.

e black ship swung into the
center of the viewer.

“Wait, kid, we'll make a dend]..”

Marc’s evasive tactics had lost
precision. It was no ruse. A final
burst of energy brought the black-
scout within grappling range. Dirk
teiggered, the mechanism and the two
ships were linked.

“Leslie,” cried the voice of the bro-
ken plrate. “Leslie, they'll kill you.
My fleeet...”

RK TEMPORARILY blotted out
§gaesﬂzv ﬁﬂws eﬂs %ﬁsﬁ“%ﬂm%
§ lss w lsggp Wm COming
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up, Mare."
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“You fool, you fool
wait. Theyll roast ust"

Dirk applied the tiny blue flame to
the almost invisible crack delineating
the port.

"n-y won't stop, Leslie! They fig-

The metal chipped under the fu-
rious flame. The sudden expansion
splintered its surface like glass.

“Let me get into my suit, Leslieel”

A

ruse.

“I'm coming in, Marc.”

Suddenly the port flew open, its lid
almost pinning Dirk’s hand. A bar-
rage of wild shots from a hand weap-
on issued from the lock in a nar-
row cone. Dirk flattened himself on
the hull.

“Pm coming in, Marc.”

‘The statement produced another
wild series of shots, their cone widen-
ing this time.

“You can’t get in, Leslle I'll blast
you.... You earitt

“I'm_coming In, Marc.

“Lestie! Hete's the gun, take if.
Only spare my life!”

Dirk did not move as the pistol
floated out of the port. Seconds later
his guess was confirmed. Another bar-
rage of shots flew from the port, this
time in a wide are. Mare was near!

Dirk quickly snapped off the car-
rier wave of his communicator. He
hoped it would"produce a small eliek,

Seconds passed slowly.

“You can't get in, Leslle. You got
to come through this port and I'm
waiting here. Waiting until your oxy=
gen Is gone. Hear that, Lesfie, you're
not eomlng ifi. Never. I ean wail,
Lesiiee...

But he did not.

“So I got you, Leslle. You chump,
I got you!”

Slowly the helmet emerged. In an-
other instant he might see Dirk. But
Dirk rammed the blue fiame against
the heavy transparent pelmet before
that instant passed.

Escaping oxygen caused the in-
strument to flare brilliantly.

Near collapse from lack of oxy-
gen, Dirk scarcely heard the voice
on the p-me ship’s

“ home, Captain Dirk. Yaur
job is ﬁlllshed The rest is our show/”

(Coatinusd on page &)



IN-CROUP it&ir

N-no, Bertin could not mak

Moyang a better offer for

the records than their value as raw gold. Waill, then,

what was Bertin

LI MOYANG was leading his

party, gun ready, when he saw

the bundle of clothes lying 6
the trail ahead. He held up a hand
in warning and trotted forward wntil
he steed over the bundle.

The bundle resolved itself it &
man lylng unconseious but still bresth-
ing in a rattling and lmgulni Way.
The man was heatly a head dfaller

34

beefing about?

than Ali Moyang's stocky frame. He
was unarmed, though a small canvas
knapsack lay beside him, and obvious-
ly of the White race, with a lobster-
fed skin, graying red halr, a close-cut
red fiustache, and & stubble of red
whiskers eovering his large red face.
He bore the sagging look of a man
who Had been 6n the fat side but who
had werked mest ef the fat off in a



crucial struggle that had left him ex-
hausted almost to death.

Ali thought, the fellow couldn’t have
been there long or he would have been
stepped on by an uyedna or eaten
by a ftom or otherwise maltreated by
the unfriendly fauna of the planet
Kterem, or as the astronomers prefer
to call it, 61 Cygni A VI.

The treasure-hunter shook the re-
cumbent man by the shoulder until
the big body rolled over onto its back.
‘Then Moyang unscrewed his canteen
and dribbled a little water into the
half-open mouth, The red man
coughed, sputtered, and opened bleary
blue eyes.

“Quii etes.”.” he croaked, then
changed to Anglo-Terran: {Who are
you?”"

Moyang’s slanting black eyes nar-
rowed still further. "Supme you tell
me who you are first"

“My name is Bertin, Charles Ber-

“What?" Moyans could not quite
catch the man’s mumble,

“Professor Charles Bertin.
that satisty you?”

“How did you get here?"

“My—'copter crashed. May I have
some more water?"

Moyang extended the canteen, ask-
ing: “What were you doing flying
around the Jiltak ugmrw You know
you 're stuck if you're forced dowm.

“I wi ooking over the site of

Does

Zhovaum.

At the sound of the name of the
ruined city, Moyang’s hand jerked so
that he splashed a little of the water
into Bertin’s face. Behind him on the
trail, his partners Ma and Peterson
ex anged glances, while the four bag-
gage-bearing Kteremians showed ne
legible expression on their unhuman

\ces.
“Wlm wm you going to do there?

“§cunuflc wk
“What kind2"
.“Ardmioglm stuff, You knew, dig-
§ing
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“Unh,"” said Moyang, staring at
Bertin in honest perplexity. While he
did not wish to leave the fellow to die
on the trail, to have some scientific
crackpot horning in on his, Moyang’s,
enterprise at this stage was about the
most inconvenient tiling that could
have happened. He persisted:

“Why were you Hylng, then? You
can't dig from the air.”

“That was to come later. This was
a preliminary recon, to make sure
there were no—unfriendly peopte or
things hiding in the ruins before go-
ing in on fc

The water was loosening Bertin's
dessiccated vocal organs so that the
words came faster and more clearly
with each sentence.

“Were there any?" asked Moymg

“No. Not that I saw at

“Where are you bamﬂ»"

Bertin begnn heaving himself to his
feet, joint by joint. As Moyang caught
the big man's elbow to help him up,
Bertin answered the last question:

“Oh!" ;ald Moyang “You're friend-
ly with the Fshi?’

DEERTIN gave an expressive shrug,

his hands, shoulders, and eye-
brows all fising at once. “As friendly
as ofe ean get with another species,
1 was headed back towards Hadal
when 1 eellapsed.. And thank
mini times foF saving my llfe‘
€A help yail 1A any Wy

“[ think you can,”

“AR?”

“Yes. Get us into Hadal. You know,
introduce us to the chief with a good
recommendation.”

“Very well. Would it be too much
to ask what you are after?”

As he spoke, Bertin picked up his

k. The augmented party be-
gan to move along the trail again,
slowly because Bertin tottered rather
than walked.

Moyang looked slantwise at his ras-
cuee. “You'll Jeam.”

“Well, at least tell me who you are.

" said Mny.ng



1 should be able to call Jou something
better than ‘Hey youi""
“f don’t mind. I'm Ali Moyang, and
!hese are my partners, Ma Shuan-di
Peterson.

As Bertin ducked his large head in
acknowledgment, Moyang comtinued:
“Haven't you got a gum?”

“Yes, but I forgot it.”

“Forgor 2"

“Yes, I am ashamed to say. I was
so excited about seeing Zhovacim for
the first time that I forgot to load it
into my machine.”

Peterson  snickered and said:
“Dope.”

Bertin continued in a defensive
tone: “Anyway I did not expect to
crash. It was one of those ¢tessii”

He gave the native name for one
of the small but violent whirlwinds,
like miniature tornadoes, which the
climatic conditions of the planet en-
gendered. Then he looked sharply at
Moyang, observing the stocky, well-
knit frame, the flat yellow-brown face,
the coarse straight black hair.

“Malayan or Indonesian?” he said.

Moyang nodded curtly, though his
feeling towards Bertin was not un-
friendly. The fact of having saved the
man's life had built a bond of sorts
between them. And while the fellow
seemed somewhat of a fool like all
these brainy persons, his manner was,
pleasant enough in a naive way. But
Ali Moyang was conditioned by ex-
perience in chancy enterprises like this
one not to open up to strangers more
than was necessary, Moyang only
hoped that when and if the professor
learned of his objective he would not
make things difficult.

ATHE LONG Kteremian day was
well advanced when Moyang had
eome upen the fallen Bertin. So when,
after anether two slow kilometers, Ma,
sweating heavily, pointed out a g
€aj mg pllee, Meyang did net ebjeet

Moyln. “took a package from one
of the Kteremians, opened it, and

extracted a Cohen tent, no bigger
than a book when folded, but soon
erected into a structure big enough to
hold all four earthmen. He set the

ransparency-control to full, so that
the tent was a mere filmy shimmer
veiling its spidery guy-wires, and from
another pouch brought out a pocket-
sized atomic air-conditioner which he
attached to a loop that hung down
from the peak When the little ma-
chine began to hum, a delicious cool-
ness made itself felt in the tent.

As the Kteremian helpers prepared
the meal and handed it around, Ber-
tin said: “I cannot contribute because
I had eaten all my emergency rations
—but now that I think, there is some-

The big man fumbled in his knap-
sack and brought out an ornate half-
liter bottle.

“Brandy, by Godl"” cried Peterson.
“It was a lucky day we found you,
Mr. Bertin.”

Bertin passed the bottle around.
When his turn came, Moyang looked
suspiciously at the cognac battle.
Drinking had never been among his
vices. But then he was tired too, and
might as well defer to the spirit of the
occasion this once. They all had some-
thing to celebrate: Bertin for having
had his life saved; the treasure-hunt-
ers for having found a man who could
give them entree to the village of the
little-known Fshi. He drank.

With tongues loosened a discussion
arose: that old campfire standby about
the ‘best means of transportation for
exploring the surface of Kterem. Ber-
tin was a flying enthuslast. Petersen

hazardeus; that mules'were the logi

al aﬁswef Moyang eomplaified
files esld Aot live 6 the niuve
vegefatien, but siekened and died if
may maa iﬂa nm memfafe 58 musﬁ

l
ol e
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Ma, who spoke little, mildly suggest-
ed that somebody ought to do some-
thing about taming and br«dlng some
suitable native speeides. ..

When the brandy was long, Moy-
ang leaned back with a benign ex-
pression on his usually impassive face.
He felt so benign, in fact, that when
Bertin again asked him what he was
-(ter, he lazily replied:

I suppose you'll learn sooner
or Imr We're after the treasure of
Zhovaci
“But—" said Bertin sharply, then
fell silent, chewing the ends of his
mustache.

“Yes?” said Moyang.

“What does this treasure consist
of?”

“As I got the story from old Men-
delius before he died, there are about
a million sheets of gold inscribed with
the records of the old kingdom of
Zhovac, just waiting for somebody to
take them. What do you know about
it?”

Bertin nodded. “I talked to Men-
delius too, and I have seen one of the
sheets, in the chiefs hut in Hadal.”

“Do the Fshi go up thm?f'

“No, they are nfmd \o

“Some tribal Yol

“Yes. But Mendelius brought this
one sheet down and left it because he
was too old to carry the extra weigit."

“Are they heavy?” asked Moyang.

“Surprisingly so. What are you
plmnmg to do with these slu!ﬂxn

‘Turn them into bullion.”

Bertin paled under his redness and
said in a strained voice:; “There is a
law about antiquities.”

“Oh, that. When a mass of gold is
melted up you can’t tell what it was
originally, and a cut will take care
nosey officials.”

“Those sheets are of enormous sci-
entific value, and you would
them up for some lousy

“What do you mean, lousy gold?
It’s still money on this planet.”

“You cannot take it back to Terra;
the freight would eat up most of the

value, and all gold Is controlled
there—&

“Who said anything about jelﬂg
back to Terra? I've got two wi

six children to suj ;peﬂ in Svehe, right
here on Kierem.

G scowled at the professor,

his benignity evaperating. The

man was going to be difficull after

all. Ali Moyang had come acress {his

type before: people who were solemn:

ly fanatical about seme abstrast idea
like law or history 6r seience, subjects

Ilboul which he knew fittle and ared

Bertin persisted: “But the sclentifle
importance—"

“What's that worth on the open
market? Can you get me a better offer
for these sheets than I could get for
them as raw

“N-no; there is no appropriation 1
can thmk aff .

“Well ﬂlemF”

“But,” said Bertin, “you will never
be able to carry this through.”

“Why not?”

“You cannot work through the sum-
mer, which will soon be upon us; and
by next autumn Zhovacim will have
been declared a protected site.”

“Why can't I work through the dry
season?” Moyang félt a rlllnn uege 6
tell this oversized fathead off. Eurepe:
ans always thought they knew it il

“Because in the Jiltak region the
temperature goes up almost to the
boiling-point of water duting the day.
And you cannot estivate like the
Kteremians. I was going to pull out
in a few days myself”

pointed to his little aif-

condntioner, humeming away above
their heads. “We'll spend our days
asleep In ouf tent and werk at A
by searchlights. By the time yBuF
bureauerats get around tg sga {1
Zhovacim 6n the feserved i
have ?MS over the plaes like H vse-
Hum-elean

Bertin said: “Look, Moyang. Can-



not I make you understand the im-

porlallcl—
riance of what? What's
remarkable abaut a lot of sheets o(
gold with ancient scratches on them?"
“They have—or so I hope—the
whole history of the kingdom of Zho-
vac, for a thousand Kteremian yearsl
Pre-Hrata history! Since Alphonse
Klein deciphered the Hrata Picto-
]flth serlpt a few years ago we can
o whioh the Hrata Picograph.
Iﬁg, o which the Hrata Pietograp!
fe evolved”

“Who cares? If you like history,
there is more Terran history alone,
not to mention the other civilized plan-
ets, than anybody could read in a life-

“But damn it, this is knowledge! If
those sheets are melted—"

Moyang's voice rose also. *“You
educated people make me tired. None
ol ou ever does an honest day’s

" (To tell the truth All Moyang
ﬂivaf did either, but he did not see
fit to mention that faet,) “I don't
mind yeur feeling around with yeur
histery and seience and all these foel
garmes; But when yen interfere with a
fiah Whe's !iyma 19 make a mere o
less henest lving="

WRTMNS big red fists dmched
“Before 1 let some
grippesou destroy those relics, I

“You'd what?” said Moyang in a
softly dangerous voice.

Bertin mastered his emotions,
“Never mind. Let us talk of some-
thmg more pleasamt.”

h, sure. How about these Fshi?”
hat about them?”
"I've heard various rumors; that
they're harmless and friendly, or that
they're dangerous and treacherous.
Which is right?"

Bertin shrugged. “As Kteremian

rimitives go, they are not bad fel-
ows. It dEpends on how you stand
with them.

“How do you meamP”

“Whether, that Is, you uqulre the
status of a member of the in-group.”
- what?”

Moyang began to fear that he was
in for a lecture. That was the trouble
with people like Bertin. Ask a simple
question and you get a string of tech-
nical terms no plain man can under-

The red man's manner subtly ac-
quired 8 professorisl tinge. “In
anthropology and

thropoidolcgy
recognize the concept of the m»yaup
and the out-group. A Fshi does not
divide the animal kingdom into
Kteremians, other native vertebrates,
human beings, and so on. Or rather
he does, but only in a rudimentary
way. The important distinction for
them is between a Fshi, which means
a member of the in-group, ‘one of us’,
and a tuzatifm, which means any ar.
imal—any active organism—that is
not a Fshi, including Terrans and
members of other Kteremian tribes.
And while the Fshi are quite upright
and altruistic towards ather Fshi, they
regard all tuzatsha as more of less
fair game.”

“Then why haven't they speared
and eaten you?" asked Peterson.

“Oh, they are not anthropophagous,
nor are they actively hostile to all
tuzatsha—only to those whom they
fear, such as the carnivorous ftom, or
their enemies the Zr-zci. I was describ-
ing their mental attitude. You will net
have any serious difficulty with them,
though right now ll\ey are a little
noisy and boistere

“Why are they?” asked Moyang.

“They are preparing for their
mating season.” Bertin yawned. “Do
you mind if I sleep now? I have just
had one of the worst days of my
life”

When Bertin was snoring, Moyang
assigned watches to Peterson and Ma,
saying: “Watch that he doesn’t get
his hands on a gun.”

““Yeah,” said Peterson. “You cam’t
trust these fanatics” And the silent
Ma nodded.



LIMDAL was like other Kteremian

villages except that, being too
far from the Terran center of Sveho,
it had not been touched by the exotic
cultural radiation from that city and
therefore was not contaminated by
television aerials projecting from the
roofs of the huts, rusty automobiles
parked beside them, and Kteremians
wearing grotesque imitations of earth-
ly clothing over their feathery pelts.
Sounds of iron-working came from the
smithy, and a pervasive smell of gar-
bage and other substances from every-
where. The village seemed unduly
crowded for its size with Fshi having
flowers and other ornaments bound to
their heads, necks, and limbs.

The chief of Hadal, whom Bertin
introduced as Vitse2, came out to
meet them with an honor-guard of
spearmen and crossbowmen. Moyang
noted Bertin's fluency in the use of
the Fshi language. Its only imperfec-
tion was that the whistles (represent-
ed in transcription by numerals) were
not so sharp and distinct as in the
speech of native Kteremians, but
Bertin was hardly to be blamed since
he was not equipped with the great
pink Kteremian incisor teeth to whis-
tle through.

Nevertieless Moyang, who had al-
ways gotten along well enough with
trade-pidgin and a smattering of the
language-group of which Fshi was a
dialect, did not admire Bertin for his
linguistic skill. It was the sort of ac-
complishment for which he had no

The fields around the village pro-
vided a break in the everlasting for-
est. A group of Fshi were going over
one of these fields with rakes and a
toller to smooth it off. Over the tops
of the trees Moyang could see the
meuntain peak of Spatell. Two-thirds
of the way up its slepe a slight dis-
caloration ~ turned eut through his
bingeulars 8 be the fuins of Zheva:

Moyang felt his pulse rising with
eagerness to be off and up. He could

already imagime® the jewels and gor-
geous raiment with which he would
deck his wives with the proceeds from
his loot, for he was generous in family

Protocol being satisfied, the honor-
guard broke ranks and with the rest
of the tribe crowded around the new-
comers to finger their equipment with
their talons in a guilelessly exasper-
ating manner and to make speculative
comments on the pysiology and prob-
able habits of the Terrans. Moyang,
knowing better than to show impa-
tience or resentment, stood the inspec-
tion until the Fshi wandered off about
their own affairs. Then, in his own
broken Fshi, Moyang asked the chief
where he might pitch his tent.

Vitse2 designated a level spot and
departed also. As the tent went up,
Moyang re

“Are they a]ways dressed up like
this?”

“No," replied Bertin. “They have
gathered from the outlying huts for
tonight's malmudam That is why
they are

“How long does this 80 on? I dor’t
want to be kept awake all night.”

“I fear you will be. They dance
continuously until the mating tomor-
row at noon. It is quite a spectacular
ceremony.”

“If you're interested, Which do you
think would be the better plan: to
camp here and hike up the mountain
every day to work, or to camp on the
mountain?”

“Oh, you must certainly camp here,
There is no water on Spaml and you
would have to haul it up every

Moyang asked: “What's the dum-
ence, whether we climb down the
mountain every day and up again, er
up and then dowm?"

“Iff you haul the water up you are
fighting gravity, whereas if you haul
your loot down, gravity Wiil be help-
ing you.”

OYANG rubbed his nearly beard-
less chin thoughtfully. “Still, all



that gold would be pretty heavy.”

Bertin winced, “No heavier than
the water you would have to haul up
It is unbelievable, the way {
orate water during summer in this e

ion.””

“Why couldn't we send the belam
down for the watter?*

- they will soop

Bertin swept a hand to lndlcm \he
surrounding jungle. “You can hardly
believe the change that will take place
in a few days. All these trees will be
so many dry sticks, without a leaf
Anywhere The FEshi will have erected
& thorn-bush barricade around Hadal
and gone to sleep. Then with the M
ing of the first rain of autumn the
will awaken, and the females will d‘n
birtth... Are you sure you Will net
change your mind about this
scheme?”

had !ed U] lgh m’i
Moyang h l X
he came out v( the tent mw the fsl
lowing dawn in a sul

flowered Fshl nm still aimm
around the field that they had

for the purpose, To one side ef ms
field a number of domestic animals
had been tethered. Bertin. red-eye
from lack of sleep, was still maumg
on zhe sidelines and taking el

pict
“Come along," growled Moyang:
“Come along where" said Bertin:
“We're startiny !lg the MOURLAIR
nght mer bvea

“You 're com ng Wi

“Not today,"” md Eemn
til the mating-danse is ever,
1 shall b; too tired for v

said you Were COMIRG;
Moyau “Don't make us get ie\!ag'q

“What is the matter with you? 1
am not bothennu you. Go on up, your
mountain.”

“And leave you here to sabotage
our equipment, or stir the villagers
against us? No sirl T want L you where
I can keep an eye on you.”

"Ngc i
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“Well, you would have to carry me:
I am much too exhausted from m;
recent experience to climb

“Damn it, maybe this will ehm%e
your wamd]” Moyang unhooked hi
gun from his belt and unfolded the
stock with a click,

“Well, what are you waiting for2®
said Bertin. “Go ahead, shooti™

Moyang's finger touched the trig-
ger. Tnen he lowered the gun.

“You crazy fanatic,” he said. “You
know I don’t want to kill you, I'm
not a murderer, just an honest trea-
sure-hunter.”

“Then what is all the fuss about?
All T 2% is to be let alone today to
watch this ceremony. You would find
it Interesting too if you would take
your mind off gold for a mimute.”

“Me? Not likely.”

“Anyway, you and your companions
need a rest just as I do. If you are
staying here all summer you will have
plenty of time to raid the nuns One
day's delay will not hurt

Moyang said: “Will you 5ive me
your word to come with us tomorrow
without

“Surely, surely.”

“All right. We'll leave an hour be-
fore dawn, so as to get to Zhovacim
before the heat of the day."

“A sound idea. Now watch the
dance.”

Moyang said: “I'd rather rustle
some breakfast.”

“Ch, but they are working up to
the climax, This is something tourists
travel light-years to see.”
xj G hesitated, watching the
lines of Kteremians weaving
back and forth. As he stood watching,
inteigued in spite of himself, Ma and
Peterson came out of the tent. The
Iimr remarked:

“Those Joes can sure dent a board.”

"Wh‘t?" sald Bertin.

peated his remark, more
loudly to penetme the din, and did a
little” dance-step of his own to illus-
trate his meaning.



Moyang lsked “Why are all those
animais tied up:

“They are lor the blood,” said
Bertin.

“What blood?”

“Why, although they are normally
vegetarians, the male Kteremians re-
quire a drink of blood in order to be
fertile.”

"Thal sn?" said Peterson, “It gives
me a idea.

“Or at least so they belleve. Nebedy
knows if it is true or a mere sipeF:

A couple of Kteromians had left
the dance and were deing things with
the beasts. They had sel 8t 2 B
deep bowl, and a couple of ihem ﬁ&g
hauled one animal, a sulele, Up {8

reasure-hunter oiRer
wise found it almest lmpsiémli 18 (@ﬂ
the natives apart) el 8 Ereallre's
men with a eepper kmte 8 that lﬂs
lood streamed iito the Bewl.

A retehing ﬁaln beside him made
Moyang turn. Ma, squearish in sieh
matters, was having trouble with his
stomach. Moyang tumea back 19
watch the spectacle, As the sesend
beast was hauled forward, Msyih
suddenly felt the pawarful grlp o
Kteremian hands uipon his arms.

He had been seized from behlnd by
two Fshi. Even before he turned his
head an outery from his two
ions told him that they had llkmu
been taken. Bertin and the helpers
were also under comstraint.

“Bertml" yelled Moyang. “What's
this?”

The red man calmly replied: “Thi
are going to cut our throats as witl
the other beasts.”

“What? Why? Do something! Talk

Vitse2!”

to
“You cannot talk to a Kteremian
“But what's the idea? They seemed

friemdliy!™
“They are when not worked up by
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the ceremony. Now they regard s
as tuzatsha and have no compunction
about killing us.”

A HORRIBLE suspicion entered
Moyang’s mind. “Did y.u know
this was going to happen?”

Bertin nodded.

“You mean you deliberately trapped
us?”

“I had to.”

“Alter we saved your llfeﬂ"

Bertin gave one of those eolossal
shmns, as well as he eould with his
arms pinioned. “I am sorry, but it
was either that or letting you destrey
the historical records of Zhovaeim, 1
tried to talk you out of lhlt vﬁﬁdnl-
ism, but you were determi

The animals had now nll been killed
and one of the native helpers was
hauled towards the bowl. Meyang
screamed:

“You mean you're willing not only
to have us killed but yourselff as well?
You lunatic! I should have shot you

Bertin smiled a melanchely little
smile. “We should all be dead In an-
other hundred years anyway, while

goes on forever.

The first native helpers throat had
now been cut and a second was on his
way to the bowl. A knot of Fshi
standing by the bowl seemed to be in-
volved in some dispute. Finally the
whole group turned and walked to-
wards the vietims, Viste2 in the lead.
The ehief spoke in rumbling Fshi {6
Bertin, whose arms were released.

“What are they letting you go for?”
shouted Moyang.

“They had a little dispute. The up-
shot was that they decided that be-
cause I spoke Fshi so well I must have
the soul of a Fshi, and therefore I
should be counted as a member of the
in-group.’

“But how about us?”

“Unfortunately you speak with what
they consider a Znaci accent, and the
Znaci, as their hereditary enemies, are

tContinued on page 7))



RULES OF THE GAME

by MILTON LESSER

HIL WAGGED a finger se-
face. “Is Saafiska complaisimg?”
“No,” Georgia said. “She’s not.
But I'm not a miniature dragon with
tattoos all over my armor plate—if
you'll pardon me, Saafiska.”
Saafiska grmned showed three
tows of very black teeth in her silver
face. “That’s all right, my dear. You
look like a sickly white slug to me,
but I think you have a charming

“Thank you very much.”

“Stop behaving like a couple 01 al-
ley cats,” Phil told them.

anic took the tlny bhwl torch
away from the' green-gray plates on
his right biceps. He had partially
complet a tricolor replica
abstract design where Saafiska's navel
would have been; had Saafiska been
endowed with a navel.

“You like it?” Jaabic demanded,

ling his arm around like a paint-

g

“Well—" Georgia began politely.

“Never mind, Georgia. It isn't
finished, anyway. Now, what's all the
trouble?”

“Well, this big boob here,” Georgia

accusil at her usband
“insists ofi entering us in the Games.’

Phil smiled. “I already have. And
one of the rules of the Games hap-
pens to be this: yoer can’t withdraw
ofice you've efitered, So it's too late
to tufh back Aow, and we're waiting
fof elearance oR Qulpin. Saafiska
theught it was a geod idea—yeu've
gatui Riee live:wire wife ~there,
aabie.*

“Think so, eh? We spent two
months in prison on Phamo because

she insisted the mayor of Shard was
a robot. Tried to oil him to prove it.
We were chased out of Nin on the
planet Shikash for— I’d better tell
vou this one privately some tlme,
Phil.”

“So, okay. Saafiska likes to have
fun, gets you into trouble occasion-
ally What's all this got to do with
entering the Games?”

Jaabic shrugged. “As they say ol
your planet, we won’t spill seur milk
back. You have entered us and we
cannot withdraw. But the Asha-akon
are a st complex of peoples. We
den't even eall mem a eulture, you'll
notice, beeause they're Aot inlegrated
the way a eulture sheuld Be. I
BeiAt ig? integratien is !h@ Gaml

8y
-3keR ?%Gﬁulﬁ 8 smer feug'mlle
eVery fen 8
Phil shook his hecd depfecadﬁ ly.
"I know all that, I also know iiy
mari about one of My own planeteers,

n, WHO FuRs a !auﬂ

Ihut\li to Oulpm for the Games”

“See?” Georgia demanded. “This
was the secret vacation i?ﬂl he was
tnking us to all along. This—Asha:

kon phosey”

Jaabic’s three rows of black teeth
made clicking nolses. “You sheuld
have asked me, Phil. Did you at feast
let any government ageney kwaw YOUF
plans, the Watehes

"ane Not a mul Should 1 navo?"

"hn years! I figured a couple of
weeks here on Quipin—"

THE EARTH CREATURES WANTED TO PLAY? OKAY/. .
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That's right, the one who

wife. No, there was nothing an Earthman could de
about it. This was Asha-akon Glebular, after oll . . . .

woir the Games got Phil's

Something went “beep, beep, fbatqyl”
over and over again on the dash-
board.

“Clearance!” Saafiska cried bright-
ly. “We can planet-fall on Quilpis

“Well, good for us,” Georgia said.
“I haven't got a thing better to do
than spend ten years of my life here.
Jaabic, what happens if you leave

“Oh, you can’t. It’s the rules of the
Game. Youve got to stay until the
Games are

“Well, what would happen if you
left?”

“You can't, that's all” Jaabic
snapped on his blow torch again, mo-
tioned Saafiska to stand up. “There,
let me have more light on your forso.”
He began to melt the armor on his
right arm.

1.0+t ANEELICITQUS NOMELET!

ESN'T  IT splendid?” Saafiska

safd. “You and Phil can breathe
the air of Qulpin. Jaabic and myself,
of course, don't have to breathe any-

“What's so splendld about it?”

2Georgia  aski e in the
galaxy who breathes, breathes air
that's good for us. For those that

dont have to breathe, naturally it
doesn’t matter.”
“But I mean here in the Asha-
akon Globular, on Qulpin.”
“Still the same galaxy, Saafiska.
Jaabic, must your wife be %0 naive?
had landed in shadow, and
the night sky of Qulpin was some-
thing to see. Qulpin stood near the
center of the Asha-akon Globular,

* Kk Kk
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where stellar distances were more
nearly planetary, and a hundred
thousand nearby stars shone brightly
in the Qulpin sky.

Over a hill in the distance they
could see the lights of a city. Georgia
looked a little doubtful. “Do we wait
until morming?”

They signified this city and we
missed it by two, three miles. All we
got to do is walk.”

“Walk, nothing.” Georgia told him
“Why don't we take the shqp

“Cln't " said Jaabic. “Rules of the

Gerlm

"Oh rules be hanged! We're tak-
ing tlve ship. You keep talking like

we'll be spanked or something if we
don't obey ll\e mlts Well, T don’t
feel like walkin,

Jaabic’s mm s)uny rows of
clicked. “She's a5 bad as Snﬂskn, in
a different way. Saafiska will believe
everything yeu tell her, Georgia will
believe nothing. Geergia, I think, wlll
fare Worse in {he Asha-akon Games.”

Phil watched his wife walk jauntily
toward the little cruiser, pouting.
Then, quite abruptly, Georgia sat
down on the ground, rubbing the side
of her head.

Phil reached her in half a dozen
big bounds. “What happened to you,

“Don‘t you ‘honey’ me, Phil Pot-
ter! You prcbably knew that was
going to happen.”

“Kmew what was going to happem?”
Phil echoed.

“Well, if you didnt, then Jaabic
did.”

“No,” said Jaabic, who had reached
them, “I didn't know what would
happen. But I knew something would.
You see, as I to'd you, you can’t vi-
olate the rules. Evidently they've put
up some sort of a force-field around
the ship. We can't return to it until
the Games are over. You increase the
molecular cohesion in air, and it
doesn't behave like air—but if this
had been a sensible planet like my
own Shiyka which has no atmosphere

to speak of, it couldn't have hap-

Phil reached out an exploring hand
beyond where Georgia stood rubbing
her ear and nodding ruefully as Saa-

her. Something stoed in
his way—net warm, fet eold, eer:
tainly Bet visible, but a peffeéfly ef=
feetive wall.

Georgia smiled for the first time
since they had landed. “Like you say,
T guess we walk”

Jaabic’s long armored neck wagges
back and forth, which was the near-
est he ecould come to shaking his
bead, "IPs o longer necessary,
Georgia, Here comes our reception
eofmittee,”

A dozen assorted creatures paraded
toward them over the hill, in single
file, Snﬂxh’l black t"m clicked ex-
sitialy “See? Some are stmesphere

ina sofme are nal, 50fe are
seft and fmushy and .some are hard
like Shiykans. But of eourse, net
quite 50 hard. jaabie says we're the
haedest people 1n the galaxy.

Jaabic confided, “She likes to blow
her own nose, my Saafiska.”

“You mean horn,” Georgia told

WXHEN THE leader stood perhaps

iwg dozen paces away, the pa:
fade eame to a halt. The leader was a
ueer duek, a triangular prism set eﬂ

m; and he lesked every Bi
hard S ihe Shi m Bt igful

mll IS 18 {fﬁ a: The 5
rsﬁgﬁfﬂmgﬁ aglaw mﬂ iﬁﬁ

'l'hz green light, Phil knew, was
universal. It meant, in effect, “You
name the lmgunm, 1 ean speak it.
But le’s Aot waste time wllh e try-
ing ie guess where you're fremi.
Talk!”

Phil cleared his throat. “I'm Phil
Potter of Eatth, this Is Georgla Aan
Potter, these are Jaabie and Ses-
fiska ﬁmaa of Shiyka, ...”

A maw opened in the pyramid.
*You speak Hurth. But how nice sur-



prise, because recently have I learned
to speak Hurth. You've been speak-
ing Hurth lomg?”
“All my life. I was bom on Earth,
my wife too.*
that! Hurths! T have
friend from Hurth, that’s whn I

Georgia whispered, “Well, good for
him. What does he want us to do,
turn_cartwheels?”

“Quiet, hon. I'd like to mest his
friend from ‘Hurth’. Mayh the guy
can get us off Qulph
“How very nice indeed,” the
mld was saying. “I now have two new
friends from Hurth and two from
Shlykl as well. I have so much.*
“Notice,” said Jaabic, “that he
keeps stressing ownership, Very pos-
sessive creature, and it might prove
typical of the entire Asha-akon com-
plex. Interesting.”

il wanted to ask a question, but
now he saw that the pyramid’s stilt-
like legs had carried it back down to-
ward the end of the line of twelve,
and the next creature was approach-
ing. “Hey, wait a minute!” Phil
called.

The pyramid turned. “You wanted

“Sure did. I'd like to meet your
fnend from Earth.”

I he’s taken you here on Ins tour,
then you have already met him. He
runs his tour from outside the
akon Globular, you know—ﬂw only
regularly scheduled one.”

“No. We dldn't come on any tour,
We came al

“And if he did not take you here
on his tour,” the pyramid chose to
ignore the fact !hat Phll bad spoken,
“you have no need for imtercourse
with him, social or business. He is my
friend, anyway, as I have said.” The
creature turned again and stalked to
the end of the line, but by the time
it had finished speaking its voice had
become very shrill.

Phil shrugged wearily.

“He gave you a regu'ar tongue-
smashing,” said Jaabic, who had no

tongue at all. “Yes, possessive peo-
ple—and remember, you must follow
the rules.

Creature number two' was big and
round and furry, an atmosphere being
with a pelt of rich green.

“Distasteful _looking _thing," ob-
served Saafiska. “Mushy.’
TIPHE CREATURE regarded Georgia
out of deep, liquid brown, soul-
ful eyes—a closer.

“If's cutel” Georgia cried, extend-
ing a hand in welcome,

Forward shuffled the furry \M:s
on a score of tiny legs, reach
Georgia’s arm, crawled on it,mp ity
hovered inches from Georgla's face,
looking into her eyes, It all see
ridiculous to Phil; the thing was as
big around as a zood -sized chair, yet
nll the little legs seemed to come to-

gether at one spot and perch on
Georgms shoulder,

Phil appealed to Jaabic. “Can’t we
do anything?"

Said Saafiska,
Georgia stand it?"

“Intriguing!” This from Georgia.
“I can bardly feel it

Phil came forward ominously. Let
that creature paw anything it wanted,
but not his wife. Rules of game
be damned.

Coolly, the furry thing surveyed
him and dropped down from Georgia's
shoulder. The legs seemed to disap-
pear and it rolled back down the line
now, making whistling noises, lt
didn't stop until it reached the
pyramid-creature, a couple of dozen
paces away, and the two appeared to
be in earnest conversation. Pyramid
used a language they could not un-
derstand and furry thing continued to
whistle.

Presently the two returned, Pyra-
mid on its stilt-like legs, furry thing
sull rolling. Said the former:

rki-san of the Selections Com-
mittee approves of Georgia Potter of
Hurth. The Games being this year on
Qulpin, Boorkl-san, a Qulpinian, is

“Ooo! Hew can



naturally head of the Selections Com-

“Naturally,” said Saafiska, but
Boorkl-san drowned her out with
more whistling.

“Just what,” Jaabic wanted to
know, “does he selext?”

Phil had a growing feeling that
things were not going quite no‘ll.
tlungs were going very bad in-

"Wlul does he select? What does
he—but of course. You are from out-
side the Asha-akon Globular, Some-
times my friends can be the most dis-
appointing creatures, Boorkl-san se-
lects the booty, since he is on the Se-
lections ittee.”

“Obviously,” said Saafiska.

Pyramid ignored her. “Each Games
the commititeece selects something
unique and hence fabulously expen-

“Boorkl-san has found his bosty,”
Pyramid continued. "Whe wins the
Asha-akon Games, wins Georgla Pot-
ter, only soft bipedal thing feminine,
only female of Hurth in all Asha-
akon. Think of the money she'd bring
on the open market a5 & Cufio—fiol
to mention the, uh, closed market.
Boorkl-san owns us.”

Declared J; , “Notice the use of
the word ‘ownl' "As Tve sald, pos-

“The hell with that!” Phil stormed.
“Did you hear what he said abeut
Georgia? My wife’s not going Ia ba
treasure trove for anyﬁm—wm
in Asha-akon Gistulkar.”

“She’s not much of a prize,” sald
Saafiska. "Even if we win the Games,
all we get is Georgla....”

“Isn’t anyone going to ask for my
views on all this? I can just say fo,
can’t 1?” Georgla demanded.

Jaabic’s neck wagged. “You can’t.
The rules, remember? If you're it,
you're it His three rows of teeth
clicked.

MHE WHISTLING ball of green
fur named Boorkl-san signaled
two of the creatures behind Pyramid.

They came forward puffing laborious-
ly, looking like animated broomsticks
with arms and legs. As they ap-
proached Georgia she hollered and
pushed out with both arms, sending
one stick-like creature spinning away
in each direction.
“My friend,” sald Pyramid, “why
are you doing that? You are boety.”
“Booty-shmooty! If you think I'm
going with those things, you're crazy.”
Pyramid turned and clucked some
sounds behind him, and half a dawl
of Boorkl-san’s lufay
came minclng forward on thilr llﬂy
legs. Literally, they swarmed all ever
Glﬂfﬂii, an bafafe Phil knew quite
wﬁat , 6e of men; Ha
ﬂ f@ ESfﬂIﬂ R {8uR
gemm ﬁegmly tmisea, [1] i§ﬁgiﬂ B8R

Beqfkl-un squatted, his score of
tiny legé tucked in under him, on

Georgla’'s breast, and his green fur
tickled Georgia under the chin, There
were tears of indignation in her eyes,
but Georgla began to laugh.

“Why did she resist if she finds it
amusing?” Saafiska wanud to know.

Jaabic's neck shook. “No, my dear;
it's just that when an atmosphere
creature is thus stimulated, it laughs*

Said Pyramid, “Boorkl-san wants to
know if that sound indicates pleasure
or pain. I wauld say it might be a
combination.”

Phil slammed fist against paim.
“Look, I don't care what Boork:
what's-his-name wants to know, 1
want my wife released, Now.”

“But my friend, she's hontyx 1
thought T had made that clear.”

“You can't (alk to them,” l’bll “
pealed to Jaabic. “They j
think along the same lmes So what
can you do?

“Nothing. We'd better win the
Games, that's all. The winner gets

"Hmm,” Saafiska considered.

Phil crouched again and gnpped
the fur of Boorkl-san's back in his



hand, lifting the creature away from
Georgia. Georgia began to cry.

“Better put Boorkksan dlown
again,” suggested Saafiska.

Phil didn’t stop to explain that that
wouldn't help. He flung his hand out
in a wide motion, intending to throw
the incredibly light Boorkksan far
away. But Boorkl-san’s twenty tiny
legs clung to his fingers, and by his
whistling, Boorkl-san seemed to be
enjoying the ride,

bil shook his fingers. He made
elaborate motions with his arm. He
tugged with the fingers of his other
hand.

Boorkl-san clung like glue.

Pyramid was clucking again, and
the two stick-things scurried back.
They began to carry Georgia up. and
over the hill, beyond which shone the
light of the ecity. The nine other
creatures, including Pyramid, turned
to follow, and Phil, Boorkl-san cling-
ing to his hand, brought up the rear.

“Put_her down!” he shouted.

made noises. The stick
!Inng; dropped Georgu, whe yelped,

d proceeded o drag her across the
focky 8
“Smp W cried PhiL. “Pick her

u

Pymmnl turned. “That is what we
were doing in the first place.” Georgia
was picked up again’

Phil brandished Boorkl-san furious-
ly overhead, shaking his hidden fist.
He'd had about enough, and now he
ignored Jaabic’s warning «fsr caution.

‘aution nothing, they were kidnap-
ping his wife, that's what they were
doing! Phil lashed out with his free
fist and struck Pyramid just below
his apex. Phil howled.

“He must have hruken a digit or
two,” Jaabic observe

Pyramid stalked awny after the oth-
ers, Phil stumbling after him, blow-
ing on the fingers of his right hand.
When it was apparent that Phil was
gaining, Pyramid clucked something at
Boorkl-san, and the ball of fur
obligingly scurried down Phil's arm,
down his torso, down his left thigh.

a7

Boorkl-san lofiged just above Phil's
left ankie, ueiween his legs, and his
girth made it impossibie for Phil to
walk, except in an awkward, bow-leg-
ged positiun.

He tiicd to go on, but he tripped
over an outc.opping of rocK. lie fay
there panting, lungs burning. The
knuck.es 61 his right hand were
scr aua biooay. He felt weak and
sick, and tears 01 helpless rage stung
his tyes. We turned over on iiis rignt
side, kicked out with his left leg and
poised it n.gn aloit, intending to sw.i.g
it down hard and crush iioorkl-sau
agai.ist Uie rocks. But at the last mo-
ment Boorki-san loosed himseiff and
scureied oif toward the hill, whistling.
With a tnud, Phil's leg came down,
and lances oi pain coursed up the
length of his body. He heard Georgia
calling him, but her voice grew faint-
er, Soon he didn't hear it at all.

TNAWN CAME up over the horizon,

and dawn turned out to be ijrigat
blue, the early morning rays parching
Phil's skin.

“How do you feel now?” Jaabic
demanded.

“Lousy, thanks. A fine couple of
frienus you turned out to be.” Two
knuckles on his right hand had swelled
duting the night, and now they
throbbed dully with pain. He
move them. Not so stiff was his left
leg, but it hurt him more.

“That Boorkl-san made a flunky
out of you,” said Jaabic.

“Monkey,” Phil said automatically,
but that made him think of Georgia,
who would have offered the correction
a lot faster: There had been a lot of
activity in Quipin's night sky, and
one of those ships could have born
Georgia to some unknown corner of
the planet. How—and ere—on
Quipin could he hope to find her?

“Seriously,” Jaabic's rasping voice
sounded almost fatherly, “the rules of
the game say that Boorkl-san, as
chalrcreature of the selections com-
mittee, was to select the prize for the
Games, He selected Georgia, and



quite legally here on Qulpin, they
took her. What could we do?”

“Yon oould have helped me fight,

at's winat

“You never asked us,” said Saafis-
ka, idly powdering a good-sized stone
between the fingers of her fore-limb.

Jaabic clicked his teeth. “It
wouldn’t have helped. They'd have
bad a way to subdue us—but now at
teast Saafiska and I are uninjured,
and we can help you win the Games.”

“You crazy? Who can think of win-
ning the Games at a time like this? 1
want

“And that's the way you’ll get her—
by winning the

“The devil you say. I could go to
the Watchers and report this whole

“How? Our ship is grounded for the
duration. So are all spaceships on Qul-
pin, now that all the contestants have
arrived. How could you even get to the
Watehers?”

“Well, I'l find a way, I'll find a
ship. I'l—"

“Even if you could, the Walchers
would be sympathetic, Phil, but
yond that I don't thlnk they'd offer
you much help. Their jurisdiction
doesn’t extend into the Asha-akon
Globular, you_ know.”

“Yeah,” Phil said glumly. *Yeah.”

“So—perk up, perk up. We came
here to win the Asha-akon Games, and
that is precisely what we'll do. You
had in mind a treasure as your re-
ward. Is Georgia treasure

“Yes, but—but this is different. If
we didn't win, so what? That's what
1 v.honglll, so what. Only now we have
to win, and I see how stupid it is.
We'll be competing against creatures
who know the culture inside-out—
we're three aliens, Jaabic., Aliens,
with alien ignorance of custom and
law, of geography, of language, even
of your damned rules. We don’t stand
a chance in these Games. We know
about as much of the culture as Saa-
fiska knows about calculus.”

“No we dom’t,” said Saafiska. 1

in ics at the

Universiy of Il, on Brul( Ask Jaabic.”
“Okay, okay. Sp—

JAABIC'S three rows of very black
teeth spread in a grin. “Consider,
Phil: that pyramid-thing speaks your
guage, confirms your rumor of an
Earthman here in the Asha-akon Gieb-
ular, here on Qulpla. He must, at
lust In a limited sense, mumuand

thi culture, He certainly
we find hlm, ha ihould

be able to help

Phil jumped up, then winced as too
much of his weight was ated
on his left foot. Jaabic had a point
there, of course. His fellow planeteer
here on Qulpin should be able to gnve
him the lowdown. You can end
only in terms of familiar, And to
see tiuiigs through the eyes of an aiii
you'd first have to know the alien’s
background. But the Earthman who
ran a shuttle to the Asha-akon Glob-
ular was not an allen, and Phil shout-
ed with enthusiasm.

He hobbled mm testing his leg.
It felt like someone was hammering at
it with a sledge, but he could walk. Up
over the hill they went, and heyond it
lay a broad expanse of marshland
spotted with sparse, ugly vegetation.

‘Through this led a road, vaguely azure
in the blue light. Even from this dis-
tance Phil could make out the round
low buildings of the city.

“How will we find this planeteer of
yours"' demanded Saafiska,

| frowned. They walked oA &
broad avenue within the elly, and 6a
all sides of them wpuatted the round
dwellings of Boorkl-san’s fellow. Qui-
pinians. Crowds t| the avenue—
the people of the Asha-akon Gisbular
and every third one only was a fﬁuﬂa
furry ball of green, The creatures Phil
saw were as varied as those of the lz
axy Itself, hence no one but an
akonian an ist  would have
looked twice at Jaabic, Saafiska and
On the other hand, Saafiska'’s
qustion was & good ORe: just hHew
would they go it finding a8 lese




“Don’t let that worry you,”
Jaabic. “See the entrances to those
buildings? An Earthman could get in,
all right, but he'd have some trouble.
If he lived here permanently, llm
wouldn’t suit him at all. How woul
{au like to crawl on your hands and

nees, maybe slither on your belly,
every time you wanted to enter? So
we'll know we've arrived when we find
a different structure. The city isn't
very big.”

“There’s one! There's one!” This
was Saafiska, and without waiting for
a comment, she plodded over to a
hemisphere somewhat larger than the
rest. She crouched and banged on the
door, and as it opened Phil caught a
quick glimpse of one of Boorkl-san’s
furry green brothers.

“It's ulpinian,”  Jaabic  said
wearily, but Snnslu didn’t hear him.
Flat on the ground now, she shouldered
in, her armored and designed posterior
prﬁs:nling a strange sight.

Then she got stuck. The Shiykans
are built wider at the pelvic region
than at the shoulders, and Saafiska
could only slither so far. Her armored
legs pounded the ground and she was
shouting something, but her body
filled the entramnce too thoroughly and
even Jaabic couldn't interpret the
sounds which emerged.

A CRACK appeared above the
doorway and plaster powdered
down on Saafiska, covering the armor
of her posterier with a fine white dust.
A crowd gathered fo N
id Jaabic, “It would serve her
right if we left her here.” But he bent
over and tugged at his wife's legs. He
grunted. “Hmm, she's really stuck:
The crack in the wall had zig-zagged
up, extended in a jagged line from
doorway to roof. Little chunks of
plaster -began to chip off and fall and
Ph-l could hear Saafiska's yelling quite
clearly this time. Another sound dis-
tracted him=—the ringing of bells deep
and brazen, Soon a vehicle of sorts
whisked up the avenue and stopped

49

abruptly, scant yards from Saafiska’s
drumming legs. fur-balls got
out, but they were purple. Evidently
the color brought some authority with
it, because the crowd backed away re-
spectfully as the three newcomers suf-
veyed the scene with their deep soul-
ful eyes, whistling shrilly at one an-

One of them scrambled up Jaabic's
back and perched on his shoulder,
whistling. It didn’t stop whistling un-
til Jaabic got the idea and backed
away. He looked at Phil helplessly.
they can get her out
bringing the building down on those
fur-things inside.

Two of the fur-balls scurcied back
to their vehicle, emerging presently
with a simple tube of metal. This they
toted back to the doorway, directing it
just to the left of Saafiska’s rump and
a pressuring stream of burning gas
speared into the wall.

“Stop—that's hot!” Jaabic cried.
placed a hand on his shoulder,
said: “Relax. She can take it.” But he
withdrew his hand quickly when the
fur-ball on Jaabic's head looked at

“I know, I know,” Jaabie told him,
“But if they aren’t careful they’ll melt
the designs. It takes a long time, &
long—argk! Look at those unskilled,
oafs.”

The doorway had been wldened suf-
ficiently for Saafiska to raw,
albeit awkwardly. “I thought you nld
an Earthman would be there,” she

Jaabic’s neck wagged. “I sald in a
building of different structure. ...
Never mind, never mind! Just look at
you. Look at you!” His teeth clicked.
“Tutn sround.”

Saafiska did a slow pirouette. Ven-
teally, everything seemed fine, but her
lateral and dorsal regions were l mess.
Designs had di col had
run together; what looked llke dry
flaky mud covered most of Saafiska.

Wlulng his head sadly, Jaabic
turned away.



A BRUPTLY, Phil was aware that
= they weren't through with the
situation yet. For the moment he had
forgotten the three putple fur-balls,
but my naaﬁ elustered together now,
whistling. Twe pais ef eal

d gut frem within the blasted

g %ek‘%'f? i B
i Eg;uie i 5:??;“ y

SonrEind

fEi
maw  opened. "So—
Hunh’s new gift to the Asha-aken
Globular, and out twoe gifts from Shiy-
ka.” Pyramid’s apex just did fit
through the doorway, but it had
always been wide enough fof him
since his base was eenisiderably faf-
fower than Saafiska's pelvie ~regien.
"a\n lmﬁ |§ trouble, friends.”
you mean, trouble?” said
l’h sorry about the door.
whu wlll Boorkl -san's fellows take
i

"quws? Boorkl-san’s fellows? You
mean Boorkl-san himself.”

Phil said something about not being
able to tell the fur-balls apart, and he
realized that one of the green things
that emerged befere Pyramid had been
the éhmréﬂm\m of "the commitiee
Wﬁléh had selecied Gesrgia:

“Quite a coincidence,” said Saafiska.
“Stumbling on them like this.”

But Jaabic’s head wagged. “No co-
incidence at all. You picked the largest
building you could find—quite natural
it should be headquarters for the
Games, most important event in the
Asha-akon Glebular, Rot t6 mention
here on Qulpin,” He frowned. “Yeu
realize it will take weeks 8 paint yeu
:tnm Weeks=i 1 ean ever duplicate

Py id waited politely until )um
had finished, then addressed the (h
of them: "As I have sald, frouble,
Much trouble.”
Phil would have %ieemma anything
a growing fﬁﬁe

almost fo alsunae at all, asd & dday

now might really turn their search for
Georgia into a fiass00. ...

“You have broken Boorkl-san's
door, the very door to his home. You
are my friend and I am sure you are
Boorkl-san's friend, yet Boorkl-san
will demand retaliation, as is his
right.”

“He's had his retaliation,” said
Jaaltic. “Look at wlms been done to
Saafiska's armor.”

““That is nothing. He'll want retalia-
tion in kind. You have a doar?”

“Of course,” Saafiska sa:d “We
have a door to our

“Then it ls that which Boorkl-san
will destroy.”

EMIRME, Phil knew, Saafiska's
simple statements of fact would
go too far. Aslia-akonian semantics
might not have considered one door as
the equlvalent of the other, but Saa-
fiska, innecently enough, had declared
them as sueh. 1f the alrlock of their
ship were destroyed, there’d be ne
leaving Qulpin, ever,

Jaabics neck wagged, and he looked
darkly at Saafiska. But he said the
one word, “When?"

“As soon as possible, naturally. It
is only a short distance to your door.
Today, I would say.”

“Uh-uh.” Phil shook his head.

“Rulles of the game have put a force-
field around the ship for the duration.
Right?"

-‘xigm," agreed Pyramid.

Phil smiled. Bless those rules—you
could use them to your own advantage,
too. “Then Boorkhsan won't be alsle
to do anything about the, door until
after the Games are over. He can
worry about it then.”

“What you say is true, Hurth, He
can do it then. As soon as the Games
are concluded, Boorkl-san will destroy
your door. But he will not worry
about it, he will destroy it.”

“That will be fine,” said Saafiska.

¥1 am -glad you approve, but what
will you want done to Boorkl-sam?*

“Done to him? Why ever should 1
want anything done to him?"



“Your Jaabic mentions rnined ar-
mor. It was ruined because it got
caught in Boorkl-san’s door. What will
you have done to -sam?

Jaabic’s artistic temperament flared.
“Yes. Yes! We could have his fur
shorn, clip it, cut it, have it pulled out,
We could—"

e

Phil spun Jaabic around and glared
at him. “Hold on. Just hold on. Re-
member Georgia? My wife? We're
looking for her.”

Jaabic seemed hurt. “All right, Phil.
I only thought what's fair is fair—"

Phil turned to Pyramid. “Yesterday
you spoke of your other friend from
Earth. Can you take us to him?”

“No. He is a busy person, my friend
from Hurth, and if he has any time
left for little social nothings, it will be
with me, because I would like him to
teach me the ways of the world out-
side the Asha-akon

“Who said it was a little social noth-
ing we wanted to see him about? It
happens to be a matter of life and
death. It's—"

“Whose life and whose death? All
these things must be strictly recorded,
pag:nlarly during the Games.”

d Jaabic, “That is just an idiot

of
“Idiom!"
severe,
“You too, eh? Well, no matter. It
means, extremely important. It has to
do with the Games. Look: you are an
official of the Games, correct?”
“I am Brxnapitucktt of Oo.”
“That’s nice,” Saafiska ob-

Pyramid's voice was

s uh,
served, but Phil knew that something
about the name and planet would have
been self-evident to them, had they
been natives of the Asha-akon Globu-
lar. Apparently it made an
ofﬁual o( the h-ghesl order.
drove his point home,

“it ls not a rule of the game for an
official to interfere in any way with
the contestants, is it?”

“It is not.”

‘“Precisely. But you will be hinder-
ing us if you do not take us to Phil's
planeteer, your friend from Earth.”
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For what seemed a long while, Pyr-
amid considered. His maw opened only
long enough for the word “yes”
spill out, then he was addressing
three pulple fur-balls in their whistling
language. In a moment the three scur-
tied to their vehicle and commenced
taking all sorts of junk from it.

Pyramid said, “We can use that.
Come, get in.”

‘They soon were gliding smoothly
along and while their heavy car didn't
break any speed records even by Qul-
pinian standards, still it was a lot fast-
er than walking.

TIMHEY HAD guessed correctly. The

vehicle stopped outside a large
rectangular building, obviously a mis-
fit here on Qulpin. A fat jovial man
met them at the door, dressed in a
white linen suit and mopping his fore-
head against the sultry heat of the
blue sun.

“How the hell did you get here?” he
said, extending a pudgy hand. “Been
here thirty years myself. Don't look it,
eh? Business stinks, didn't get a single
tourist for the Games this time, but
how the hell did you get here? Wait
a minute, wait a minutel I heard of a
girl from Earth being booty this time,
Any truth to. it? She a member of
your party? How'd you get here?”

‘“Later,” Phil told him. “We'd like
to talk to you alone.”

After Pyramid had gone, a little
doubtfully:

“Now, then, what's so secret? What
did you want to talk about? How'd
you get here? But come- on im—I'm
sorry; been so long since Ive enler-
tained. Br:
ding. Got no brandy. Got nothmg but
this Qulpinian rotgut. It’d make your
eyes_pop right out of their sockets,
but you might as well have some be-
cause it's all I've got. Before I forget,
my name's Jessup, Jenmings Jessup.

“Where’d you get the robots? Ro-
bots shaped like dragons, hah-hah.”"

“We are not robots,” Jaabic said
coldly. “We are of Shiyka, and Shiy-
ka's civilization was using nuclear fis-




sion before your ancestors climbed
down from their trees.”

Jessup blanched. “Sorry. How was I
to know? But nothing will surprise me
in the Asha-akon Globular, n

“We are not of the Globular, but ol
the galaxy itself. You call our star
Deneb.”

“Could be, could be. Never been out
Deneb way for one reason or another.
Never had the time. Been busy all my
life, a man of action, that's me, How'd
you say you got here?”

“My wife Georgia is booty for the
Games,” Phil began, and then he told
Jessup the whole story while the fat
man poured himself Quipinian liquor
from what looked like an earthenware
ug
YHHEN HE had finished, Jessup

v Jeaned back in his chair and it
a cigar. He puffed thoughtfully at the
ceiling, said. our wife prefty?”

“I think so.”

“Too bad I can't enter the Games
myself this year. Pretty, eh?” Phil
advanced on him menmngly, bul
Jessup held up a soft hand.

hah—I was only kidding. Joshing, eu

know. SA{ Is there a war In the iiy

or something? whi in hell 1 gel ns

tourlsts I'll never kaew. D'l bet

whole fiiess weuildi't have h i

yeu‘a eoie With JeRRtRgs jessup's
ship.”

paced back and forth, sat
down in a chnlr which creaked omi-
nously under his weight. “You've said
you can't enter the Games, Jessup.
Why can't youw?”

“Got a soft job here, that's why. I'm
on the planning committee, that's why.
I helped decide in advance where
the booty would be kept, that's why.”

“Then all you have to do is tell us!™
Saafiska said brightly.

“You want to have me killed, siwr?”

“She is a woman,” Jaabic told him

“Madam, then. But how was I to
know? At any rate, I can't tell you.
Just how much do you know about
the Asha-akon Globular? Not much,
if you expected me to tell yow—"
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“He talks too much,” said Saafiska,
chckmg her teeth.

I supposed they could use co-
eruon He could picture Jaabic or
Saafiska working over Jennings Jes-
sup, and while it wasa’t a very pretty
sight, it certainly was a eomforting
one. Still, he'd mueh rather have ii
otherwise: learning where Geergia was
and astualh fiééma her might Be iwe
Gﬂlliﬁly ﬂl f@f@ﬂ! mﬂﬁ%ﬁ And jen:

HQMG EP& Mﬂﬁil’ illi Blﬂ@ Qulﬁlﬂigﬁ
s, #8 Be usetul:

Phil found himself taking a rather
cold-blooded attitude toward the man
and at first it surprised him. Jessu;
was an Earthman here half way across
the galaxy, A planeteer, yes—|
hardly mattered with Georgia in the
bnlmee, ind he knew he'd éheeffully
uge e break the man's
el
saying. ‘l’m an alien here on Qulpin,
just like you—only I have a nice soft
job which I intend to keep. You eefs
tainly don’t blame me?”

Phil shook his head. “Of course not.
Go on.”

“Well, it's this Asha-akon Globular,
Strange place, Potter. Never had any
intercourse to speak of with the rest
of the galaxy. That means a great
deal, means that the culture grew up
all by itself. Isolated. Know what a
hermit can be like, Potter? Mighty
ornery, Mighty peculiar. And mighty
set in his ways. You give a hermit a
problem. Any problem. What happens?
He'll solve it different, that's what.
He'll be meeting a challenge without
tradition to lead the way, and starting
from scratch his solution will be pe-
culiar as hell.

“The Asha-akon Globular is your
hermit of the galaxy, Potter. No inter-
course with other cultures—"

“What’s all this got to do with—"

“I'm coming to it. If one of your
societies out in the galaxy was faced
with over-population, what would it
do?”




“Why, it might expand. It would
colonize, spread out.”

“What if it couldn't? Here in the
Globular, there are surprisingly few
atmosphere worlds, but there are only
a handful of non-atmosphere peoples.

just got no place to go. What
would your culture do thew?”

“It might establish rigid birth-con-
trol. I guess that would be the only
way. There are instances of it in the
galaxy, too.”

“Well, the Asha-akon societies
solved that problem in a different way.
Effective, Potter. But peculiar. And
Lord knows this Globular is over-pop-
ulated. .Distances between the stars
here are almost planetary, 5o it was
a long tlme before they dmlosea a
ml!{ sound spaee-drve. When the
got It, their limited tradition Wii i

set. And for efe reassh 8
other mey ReveF maugm ei B!fm eeﬂ-
trel: KnaWw what happened:

DHIL SHOOK his head.

“You seen any kids aroumd?”
Jessup demanded. “Small (ubp\lﬁs
junion-sized

“No-o,” Phil said. In spite of hhn-
self, he was interested. Now that Jes-
sup had mentioned it, he realized for
the first time that he had seen no
children—iff you could call small-sized
fur-balls and the like, children.

“Reason is simple. They're all kept
together in a big compound just down
the street from here. It’s the same way
on every Asha-akon planet.”

Saatiska's teeth clicked shut loudly,
and Phil realized with some surprise
that her motherly instinct must resent
this. He had never considered a Shiy-
kan woman—whose young hatched
from eggs—to have one. Then perhaps
it had to do with intelligence rather
than some fortuitous mammalian cir-
cumstances? Right now Saafiska
seemed, like any indignant potential
mother,

“Awful place,” Jessup confided.
“Like a pen. They’re all herded to-
gether there, thrown scraps of food &

couple of times a day. They're cold in
the winter—no heat; they’re hot in
the summer, given just enough water
to survive. Only the strongest do,
something like one out of seven, 1
think. Works the same as birth-con-
trol, all right.

“But there’s another result. Those
kids never own anything.
have to fight for food? because, like I
said, it's just thrown at them. They've
got no secumy, no love, no property—
nothing.”

Suhska was making growling
noises, deep in her throat.

“Suddenly they're thrust out on the
world and they find that if they work
hard enough they can own a home,
a spacegig, cattle, jewelry—you name
it. Same as anyone else can own. Re-
sult; they get possessive as hell.”

“I told you!” Jaabic’s voice was
triumphant.

“You can't imagine just how much
property matters to them. A puff-ball
can commit murder. If he's got a rea-
son, he'll get off with a fine. Hell, it’s
just like more birth-control, anyway.
But let him steal anything and his
goose is cooked. Or let him destroy
property: his own propeny is either
forfeit or

Said Saafiska, "l’m more worried
about those poor ki

“Damn it," snd Phil. “I'm even
more vmrried about Gemrgji!”™

“Well,” Jessup said, “that brings us
to the Games, and your wife. But con-
sider. The Games are their big event.
Except for the Committee and the of-
ficials, no orie knows where the booty
is. my all kiew they want it. Pes-
sesslon again, only here the eom-
petition mheﬁ féVEf gu&h, Beéiuée

the Gami li
wiR, Aet em gé me
bl yaue als ol e geé

“Now Potter, about your wife.
Yeah, I "know where she Is. Ingenious
hidml place—really ingenious. But I
can't tell you. If they ever found out,
"d be as good as dead. Hell, maybe



I'm not as possessive as the natives of
the Globular. But I take a great deal
=of pride in one of my possessions, and
and Ill fight for it, too.”
“What's that?" Jaabic demanded.
“My life

A COUPLE of fur-balls scurried in,
dragging trays of food and drink
across the floor. Phil suddenly real-
ized how hungry he was—they hadn’t
eaten since they left the ship, and that
seemed a long long time ago. He at-
tacked the stuff with gusto, and while
it wasn't exactly the most palatable
fare in the galaxy, still it tasted fine.

Jaabic and Saafiska wagged their
necks, turned indifferently away from
the trays set before them. Being en-
ergy-eaters, they required no material

, and Qulpin's blue sun was quite
enough for them. But Jessup, literally,
ate like a pig, stuffing food in his
mouth and continuing steady, mean-
ingless chatter while he ate. Liquids
slopped over his white linen suit,
staining it purple and red, and because
there were no previous stains, Phil
concluded the suit was new.

Jessup's plates were empty before
Phil had fairly begun his meal, and
the heavy, perspiring man speared a
couple of ripe fruits from Phil's plate,
stuffed them inte his mouth, smiled.
He'd been In the Glebulap laﬁ%
enough, evidently, te aequire serme of
the traits whieh went with an almest
payehetic possessiveress:

He said he wouldn't help them,
Well, that's all there was to it. If
Jessup didn’t want to, he didn’t want
to. Just like that,

Only it wasn’t just like that at all,
because Georgia might hang in the
balance, and Jessup, Phil had a hunch,
could more than fend for himself here
on Qulpin, despite what he had said.
It wasn't much of a choice, really—
and now as he made it, Phil wondered
why he did not reach it sooner,

““Jaabic,” he said, “Jaalbic, will you
do me a favar?”

“What would you like?*

'eéwg

“Ask_Jennings Jessup here where
Georgia is.”

“Certainly, Phil. Jessup, where is
Georgia?”

“I said I wouldn't tell you. I can’t.”
Phil pushed the tray, away, stood

you, m you
Really, we'd like to know, Are you gcx
ing to tell ws?”

jessup too stood up. “I—I think I'd
better call Brx. That's what I'd better
do—"

“Jaabict”
but - low.

Jaabic smiled, circled around behind
Jessup's bulk, clamped an armored paw
over his mouth. Saafiska bent down,
CGrushed the metal trays between her
hands until they looked 'corrugated.

Jessup's eyes were pleading. Sweat
rolled down his face.

“¥aik now?” Phil demanded.

Fhe pinkening head shook stubborn-
ly in Jaahc 's grasp.

Phil's voice was harsh,

AABIC began to apply pressure
to Jessup’s right forearm, still
clarkpinge e masighmodeheatint witk
blamng gas mannogafmmmsr' %«m
bie qifter ‘Gashest, POiE Dol e
Gty tHRNERIS Yo Imwuldnl I|ke

10 NG WokIdN IO ARy fWe've
knoWoTddHau e} A‘aalqaﬁme oot
kgow, don't we? And Jessup can tell

USSaaﬁska turne awa, rum ling
%iéx il R%W .a: it \é
kiﬂ |n§ soun came o
b B oAl ol
i g
Js hs bhed 4p and
F?mgé st%%gms%t'a %é
Tk m”ék
Jessup’s right arm hung limp as

he staggered around the room for a
moment, sobbing. “Why did you have




to come here to the Globular?” he
wailed.

“Talk.”

“Shes Jhere. Damn it, she's here

“Lorauf? Where is Lorag?” Saa-
fiska demanded.

“This city. This city is Lorag.
That's where the woman is.”

“It’s a big city,” Jaabic told him.

“Where the kids are kept, the little
pufi-balls. Good hiding place, don’t
you think? No one pays much atten-
tion to the kids. Just a couple of
keepers who dish out the food and
things like that. Open stockade, a few
scattered lean-tos, But under it—ah,
unter it! Now will you go?”

“Those poor children, kept like
that,” said Saafiska.

Jaabic scratched his armored chest.

“How do we know this Jessup is not
lying? He could have contrived the
whole thing—"

“It doesn’t sound contrived.” Phil
shook his head. “No—I think we’ll
chance it.”

Jaabic was still scratching his chest.
It made loud scraping noises. “How
will we know he doesn’t tell that py-
ramid thing?”

Phil smiled grimly. “He won’t. The
last thing he wants Brx-it to know is
that he told us. We're safe there, Jaa-
bic.”

He went out with Jaabic through
the same door they had entered. Be-
hind thepi, Jessup sat morosely in his
room, holding his injured arm. Phil
even smiled at Pyramid and the pur-
ple fur-ball as they passed through
that ante-room and out into the street.

PHIL DIDN'T realize that Saafiska

was not with them until they had
reached the stockade which, as Jessup
had told them, was just down the

street, 1t stood Bﬂ i flat area
and the feree was a ji erystaline
substance wmeh welild, Phil Imsw,

defy even the seur fegs of the
iﬁi%lf balls: mng o
“Where's Saafiska?” Phil said.

Vaguely, her absence worried him.

“Oh, she'll be along in a moment or
two. Don't worry. She told me some-
thing about a slight delay. Relax,
Phil. This is going to be over shortly,
and meanwhile Saafiska—"

A voice hailed them from down the
street. Scores of fur-balls, stick-men
and other creatures were thrown in
confused heaps as Saafiska swept by.
“Hey, wait for mel”

Dropping assorted fruits and vegeta-
bles along the way, Saafiska reached
them. Her arms were loaded with
pulpy Qulpinian fruits and long
bunches of stringy vegetables.

Phill jabbed a finger at her chest
and three ripe red fruits fell to the
ground, splattering. “What the hell’s
that stuff for?”

“I took it from Jessup’s kitchen.
He didn’t mind, after I convinced
him.”

“Well, what's it for?” You could
feed a small army with the armful
Saafiska carried. Saafiska would say
nothing more about it. Her teeth
clicked excitedly. “So this is the stock-
ade. This is where they keep those
poor  chilldiven.”

“Can't scale that fence,” Jaabic ob-
served. “There should be a gate. ...
Ah!”

There was. But there also was a
gate-keeper, another of the purple
fur-balls, He looked queerly at them
with his blg deep eyes, particularly

Saal as

at Saafiska and sortment of
food, but he let them pass. A
ently you could go anywhere =

pin during the Games, Beeiu&a A8 6h8
weuld siep yeu from lesiing for the
beoly wherever yu wistied:

The crystal walls of the stockade
were smoky, but you could see
through them clearly enough, and out-
side a crowd had gathered to watch
them, mostly fur-balls. Scurrying in
all directions were the smaler fur-
balls within the stockade, the children.
Hundreds of them, all whistling shrilly.

Saafiska grinned, and three rows of
teeth or not, Phil knew it for a moth-



etly smile. “The poor uunpl" she
¢00'd. “The poor, poor tlfings,

She began to throw the fwd around
making whistling noises that were
obvious attempts at baby talk in Qul-
pinian. The small fur-balls, some as
big as your fist and some two and
three times that size, fought over it.
Presently Saafiska had emptied her
arms, stood watching the children eat.
‘Their manners, if possible, were worse
than Jessup's, but it didn’t look so bad
on

“r dont know," Jaabic said. “I
don’t know—"

IFRAZEN bells cut him short. The
purple guard peeked within the
gate, held a small metal tube in half
a dozen of his legs. Something blasted
a chunk off one of the lean-tos be-
hind Saafiska.
“They're shooting at us!" Jaabic

Phil shook his fist at Saafiska.
“You! Why the hell you had to feed
them.... Didn't you stop to think
that would be the worst crime of all
here in the Globular? It's the tradi-
tional substitute for birth-control,
treat the kids rough, The whole back-
bene of thei eulture. Damn you....
We'll have to get Georgia and run—"

“No timel” Jaabic called over his
shoulder, plunging toward the gate
and the guard with his little tube.
“They’ll trap us in here in another
minute, and we don't even know the
way underground.

Ph|| plnnl:d his feet firmly. “Nuts!
I'm not golng this time, not without
Georgia.

Jaabic was bobbing and spinning
and ducking toward the gate, running
erratically, presenting a difficult tar-
get. The guard's tube did nothing that
you could see, but every lew seconds
the ground ar  Jaabie became
scorehed oF -some of the mm fug-
balls sizzled and died.

Something splintered behind Phil
and he saw another of the lean-tos
was going. A black pit appeared in the
wreckage, revealing a dteep ramp, go-

ing down. “The way undergroundt”’
Phil cried. “Here—’

Three or four of the purple fur-
balls stood at the gate with the keeper,
and Jaabic yelled: “That stuff
scorches, I think it would melt right

through my plates on a direct hit, but
1 don't want (o find out.

“I'm going dowm!” Phil screamed.
“Don't. You'd never make it uj
again. They'll be swarming in here in

another minute, Come on—"

Phil didn't move. Saafiska and her
crazy tricks weren’t going to stop him,
not this time. He'd turn around and
pop out of sight down that ramp. ...

Jessup reached the gate, a melted,
fused, glowing mess, all of his designs
gone, and wm of his armor plate too.
He began
around. "smim' h
that lunatic and nal out of there.”

Phil backed toward the plt. “Keep
away. Scram, Saafiska, Come on, beat

“She advanced, her left shoulder be-
ginning to sizzle. “Jaabic's right.
That's good and hot. It can slow us,
even kill us it it hits right. Good
min1 we don’t feel pain, nel really,
not like yw ﬂuh -things do.”

Ahruplly, Sn iska scooped him up
in her plated arms, turned and
plunged toward the gate. Momentatily
;hel wn?' W;i gm;ra,a:ul g;tt‘l‘ Kiekin|
urlously, heal i
the fur-balls, Reard thei wgmlm?
and fere bells. "Menster! Dragen!
Creature! Put me down 56 1 ean get

Saafiska plunged on through the
gate with him, In Jaabic's wake, curs-
ing every time a-blast from the tubes
scorched her back. “Jaabic will be
very angty when he sees what’s hap-
pening to our designs,” she predie

NITIGHT. The three sat in the damp
LN""of the marsh that bordered on
the city of Lorag. Phil shivered with
the cold. “You stinker,” he said.

“I didn’t mean any harm, Phil.
How would I know what their reac-



tion would be? And you've got w ad-
mit the children were maltreated.”

“That’s nothing,” Phil said. “I for-
give you for that, Saafiska. You meant
well. But I can't forgive you car-
rying me out of there like an infant.
My wife—"

“No one said anything about aban-
doning her, Phil. Now that it's dark,
we can return. But I will insist that
Saafiska remains right here.”

“In the marsh? Alone?” Saafiska
stood up, indignantly, paws on pelvic
region,

“In the marsh and alone.” Her hus-
band nodded.

“Sure,” said Phil, brightening. "We
can return. There's no reason
they’ll expect us baek at the m@me,
because lhiy dof’t know Georgia's
there, They may want te kill us ea
iight, bul it they def't knew we're
eaffing="

And so it was arranged. Saafiska
complained, was adamant, said nn felt
rejected, wanted to ery ampt she had
no tear ducts, But in the end she fe:
rmained I the marsh while Jaabie and
Phil erept baek teward the lights ef

Lorag.

pmzmms and stick-men were

abroad in number when (hey
reached the city, but the avenues were
dimly-lit and shadowy. e and
Phil did not attract attention, and at
their estimate it was midnight when
they reached the stockade.

Phil heard whistling, and Jaabic
cautioned him back away from the

gate. “One of them can handle,
but If there’s more than one an alarm
might be given.

They waildL- It had been cloudy all
evening, and now some rain began to
fall in big splashing drops. Nearby,
in the gate-house, the whistling con-
tinued. The drizzle became a torrent,
sluicing off Jaabie’s armef, but 3
ing Phil’s jumper and underwear (her-
oughly. Sill the whistling. Pemips
fiew the fuir-] Bills spoke of the Gafies
=witheut realizing they harbored
besty alest direetly Beneath them.
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Phil supposed it was common knowl-
edge that the booty consisted of a
female mammalian biped. He won-
dered what a fur-ball or stick-man
or nar horror would do with
one—but that was no way to think
of his wife.

Suddenly, something dark and round
scurried through the gate. The guard
was alone.

‘Together, they crept forward—and
Phil whistled, softly. Out of the gate-
house came a purple fur-ball. Jaabic’s
arm swept down through the rain and
Phil heard a soft sucking sound like
your fist might make if it slammed
into a mess of gelatin,

The baby fur-balls were all around
them, whistling, but not nearly as
many as Phil had expected—until he
remembered the rain, Most of them
must have been back under the slight
shelter the lean-tos could offer.

Ahead, the blasted lean-to loomed
out of the darkmess. When they
reached the ramp, Phil was running.
He found a door, clawed st i, ealling
Georgla’s name, theught he heard an
answering efy from within, The
lock—eonfeund that leck!=—vwas {ee
high for the fur-bally shert reaeh.
Then stiek-men oF pyramid himself
m § t have been he eustadians. Bawn

there was a slot; a it ltgj{v

giv@ Geargla et Ieed 2

“You're trembling too mnch " hissed
aabic. “Here, let me open iL"

The door swu 1—on pitch dark-
ness. A voice: Phil?”

He thought he heard a noise, a
faraway wailing, paid it no heed.
Whatever it was, it could wait. “Geor-
gia, darling!” Her warmth was in
his arms,

Said Jaabic, "We wln the Games.
But hurry. That n

A fine time to ulk about a little
noise. A fine time. ...

But Jaabic was pulling them apart.

TITHE NOISE grew louder, By the
time they reached the tep of the
ramp it was a continuous piercing



wall. “Apparently,” Jaabic told them,
“the door activlates those sirens all
over Quipin, 8o, we've let the fat
out of the bag."

“You mean cat,” Georgia sald,

"’ﬂ« not funny, Georgia. Everyone
on Quipin knews that the Games are
mn and 1 dmsagg Pyramid and his
little friends will eeming here 1o
see whe mn the beeky.

They g the gate, but a
thousand ﬂoodho\m. it seemed, glared
down on them on the broad avenue.
Before they ran very far, Pyramid,
Jennings Jessup and a green fur-ball

who must have been Boorkl-san in-
tercepted them.
“Congratulations,” id  said

acidly, It was apparent he did not
ke the situation at all. “In the fu-
ture," he told them, “ne extra-Glob-
ular creatures will be permitted to
enter the Asha-akon Games. THe boety
should be kept hm of qmpmy eeF
tainly within the

“Well, next time," Jennings Jessup
suggested. “We'll be starting the new
Games almost at onee, if ym;'d Ilke,
No reason to wait, and we ean see to
it thatsne ahm——" Jessup’s right
forearm was swathed in bandages.

Boorkl-san was whistling something.
Out of Pyramid’s mouth eamc what
Phil tock to be a gigh‘ “Yss, p%

?m so. Hurths,
till yem i ysu’d uke n

aabic agreed at once, “Fme, Td
cermnl like a chance to study your
v:ult\m—" But then he got suspicious.
“What about all that shooting this
afternoon?”

“Oh,” again Pyramid seemed re-
gretful, “that's over and done with,
You've won the Games, haven't you?”

Said Georgia, “I don’t think I'd
like to go to any party—"

“Sprawl-sport]” Jaabilx cried.
“Sprawl-sport I

Something was gnawing at Phil’s
consciousness, had been since they'd
rescued Georgia. “The door]” he cried.

“Door? What door?” Jaable seemed

“Boorkl -san's door, our door. The
airlock. They're probably destroying it
now. Damn this possessive culldre!”

They didn't even say goodbye te
Pyramid, Boorkl-san and Jennings jes-
sup. All their efforts mighit have Been
for nothing if Boorkl-san’s fuFry
friends got to thelr ship and retaliated
on their airlock.

Through the avenues of the ¢ity
they ran, and out upon the read that
took them through the marshland, Aew
a quagmire. Phil couldn't e«eh
breath at all when they
ship. There were no mr-Bills‘

They stumbled in through the ek,
Phil clutched the controls lovingly,
began to warm the atomles,

Jaabic said, “Evidently the mech.
anism that activated the sirens also
released the force-field around the
ships. Good thing. Good. . Saa-
fnlh." he thundered. “My wifer

He bolted out through thl lock and
soon was lost in the mars]

It was growing light, lnd the raln
had smpped Hmr long? Jaabic had
been of two hours, probably
cauldn’t ﬂnd Saﬂsh Well, a few fo-
ments more.

An- aireraft wm wooshing down
out of the sky, landed a few hundred
yards off. Half a dozen green fur-
balls approached them omlnonlly,
ing slim metal tubes.

Suhsh’: voice came faintly, I'ar

: “We're coming!” Traveling un.
der a full head of steam, the two
Shiykans really could move. Like twin
bowling balls they scattered Boorkl-
san and his startled fellows, plinged
within the ship.

Acceleranon grlpped Phil and hurled
him back in his chair He didn’t mind
it at all.

Saafiska sniffed, “I see we won the
Games.” But her three rows of black
teeth spread in a broad grin across her
muddy silver face. She stuck out a big
paw and pumped Georgia’s hand vig-
orously.



HERE WAS a stir among the

ts of the great, dully

gleaming ship as the surface of

the planet beneath it became clearer.
The Commander switched on a
chine and took l:e:f:: of n‘:;u‘:s

“An oxygen "
claimed. “Dan Cor, look in the vewd
and see how many years it has been
since we discovered ene of these.

The creature who obe! sd his re-
s e
suj on 8 un tiny
wm twinkled back Y %
amazing speed, The eyeg wers ac the
ends of elongated tendrils which

WHO'S 200?

by L. MAJOR REYNOLDS
What the galaxy needed
now was a couple of
lively new specimens for

its oxygen 200 -

Fprouted at every angle, and a mobile
sensitive mouth cut a slit just under
the-llowest of them. From the middle

seemingly at random. As the being
reached toward a set of dials and
levers, several more of the pseudopods
shot out from the flesh surface, until
there were a dozen or more of
flicking over the controls.
uﬂ"]'tA'y rding to the last report, Bar
Eln, it was over ten tho years
'

“By the gods” Nim Ur, the navi-
gator, spoke, uj “‘dl was on that l:x
ition. We found a very peculiar
:dl‘nlllndlnoklpﬂlof 'z«nta tl\l
oxygen zoo. Evident
first world of that sort dlmmed
since them!™

“May I ask a question, honored
sir?” This from one of the crew.

“Of course, Bien For, what is ub"

“What, sir, is an oxygen zoo?"

The request brought out several
more eyes from the top of Nim Ur's
globe. He stared silently at the speak-
er for a moment, then most of the eyes
disappeared.

“Of course,” he exclaimed, “You
hadn't broken your shell when we
made the last trip! I'd forgotten what
a youngster you are,

“In the matter of the zoo, we have
a number of them. When we ﬁnd a

take specimens of life from it and
transfer them to a zoo with that sort
of air, Our zoos are scattered around

w Oxygen one Was start-

've
bm zhlu lmm uml. but the last



trip was so uninteresting I never
cared to return. However, if this world
below us has any new specimens,
you'll be able to satisfy your alrimily
We'll take them to our oxygen 200
and release them.”

A call from Dan Cor brought them
all to the viewpoint. Beneath the ship
the planet’s surface had become clear,
and all marvelled at the thought of
any creature being able to live on a
world covered with such dense vege-
tation. Nowhere was there a sign of
the shiny bare rock that made easy
walking on their home world, and this
clear air was a poor substitute for the
menthane clouds they were accustomed

“Do you mean, sir,”” Bein For maf-
velled, “that llvh\% crilmm sctually
exist on a planet like

“On this and many omen," Bat Ein
answered for the navigator. “But of
all the ones we have diseovered, this
is the only atmosphere we are wnable
to breathe evm raf a seeofid. 1t Brings
swift death te

“What is denh honored sir?”

TIPHERE WAS a concerted gasp of
herror from the entire persennel

at :ne question. Bar EiR {urhed a
unlavelyhﬁhaae of green;

and mellaﬂeﬁ the fash ene i8 silence:
Overcoming his emotien with an effer,
he turned back to the viewpeint.

Dan Cor, who had been using every
eye he pmesud. finally broke the si=

“ll ou will watch the teees down
there, I think you will see a specimen
of life on this world. I caught a
glimpse of something, but whatever it
was, disappeared In the shadows”

“That’s easily remedied,” Bar Eif
said. He flicked out a pseudoped and
touched a lever. The fnext instant the
ground below was bathed if a Bﬂlliﬂﬂl
blue light, There was fie shadow, {
light seemingly eame from all élfeé»
tions at erice.

Dan Cor gave a grunt of satls-
muon “I'll wager,” he sald with a

n,” we'll find that creature down

there is an entirely new species. I've
looked over the records, and never has
there been anything remotely resem-
bling tkat 1"

“T think I agree with you, Dan
Cor,” Bar Ein - shuddered as he
watched the creature below.

‘The life under discussion was gi-
gantic. The spider-like body- of the
thing, with its elongated hour glass
shape, was covered with bright green
hair. From the center of what seemed
to be the head, three shining eyes
blazed upward into the light. Twenty
feet in the air it towered, on sixteen
bowed legs, and from the base of the
body, eight long, slim, orange-colored
tentacles whipped the air in all di-
rections. The thing was plainly in an
overpowering rage.

“I've never seen anything as bad
as that in my dreams,” Dan Cor said
slcmly. “Do you think we can handle
a pair of

“As long as they have enough of a
brain to respond to the sleep ray,” Nim
Ur said, “there should be no trouble.
Shall I order the ray turned on, Bar
Ein, and the grapples Iowiered”

“Might as well. We'll get this job
over and go on with our explavations.
0 send in a good report of my
activities to the Emperor on my re-
turn.”

The craft descended to within
thirty feet of the surface before the
spider creature went into action. The
body suddenly lowered on legs that
bent almost into a eleele, then
straightened with a snap. The thing
left the ﬁfmma in a mmnﬂaua 1
which eatried It above the 1 sev-

efal Bhﬂﬂei—lm “%‘5‘
ipPEi s Wt e g
Visp me vsjsel wnm ill m&!eﬂ 1&55
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The entire crew were watching in
open mD\lM amazement, when Bar

"!nin yonr suitsl The venom is



dissolving the port glassi”

A FLASHING run into outer space
exploded the clinging horror into

shreds, and repairs were begun.

time, a triple layer of glass was m

in, with vacuum between each layer.

Tt had been a close thing, and

.mp wus mua with axygﬁi\ ﬁ&m ﬂia

The purps,
quickly cmpmd the eraft of tﬁ& éiw
nr,hmd replaced it with the fiuggy
methane,

“Do you still think,” Dan Cor said
as he climbed out of his suit, “that
we should take a pair of ﬂ\m speci-
mens to our zoe?”

“Certainly]” Bar Ein snapped.

There was no difficulty locating
other spiders creatures when the ship
returmed again to the surface. The
one who had been destroyed must
have sent out some sort of call, for the
ground was a swaying mass of hate-
filled red eyes, and reaching tentacles
that slobbered.

“I think they have brains enough
for the sleep ray,” Nim Ut said slow-
ly. "Thn looks like a declaration of
Wlf.

dered. “T've seel

From openings in bow, stern and
sides of the ship came a soft red ray
that spread over the ground below,
dropping the monsters in a {angled
mass. Then, from the bottom of the
craft, long flexible hooked cables
drooped down, and picked up several
of the creatures. The cables were with-
drawn carrying their victims with
them, and the lower hatches closed
with a thud.

“That'll take care of the things,”
Nim Ur said with a shudder. “Are
you going to keep them aslesp?

“I think it would be wise,” Bar
Ein answered. “I'll leave just enough
of the ray active so there wnl be fio
possibility of them awaken;

“By the gods, we'd bettay keep them
asleep!” Dan Cor gasped. “Look at
the rest of themt”

‘The moment the ray had been re-

“Turn it on \hen " Dan Cor shud-
amlgm

moved from the remainder of the
creatures, every one of them had come
to life with a vengeance. They were
making desperate efforts to gain a
foothold on the craft above them, and
as those in the ship watched, several
of the creatures by dint of over ex-
panded air bladders, were leaping into
the air just missing the stern plates,

Bar Ein sent the ship swiftly up out
of danger. “Our lives” he remarked
in a voice he tried to keep steady,
wouldn't have been worth Anythim I(
even one of those things had managed
to get hold of us. " He was silent for
a moment, then:

“Dan Cor, will you lay the course
for our destimation?”

“I've already done so,” was the
answer. “It's frame sixty-three right
ascension 104 degrees, eleven and
three quarters light years, Pim Dum
Planet three.”

“Good! Give the pilot his orders!”

For fhe first half of the trip, an
unusual silence reigned in the ship. It
had been too close a thing to members
of a civilization trained to deny the
fact of death. Dan Cor, the irrepress-
lble flnally hroke the stillness.

better take a look at
:ur ’spe:lmem, and see what we
ave!

The lights were turned on in the
|puhnm cage, and its contents

examin ed

“Only llum"' Bar Ein
exclaimed nn d:sgust, “I thought the
hooks had caught at least sixd

TT TOOK careful study, and they
were Rearly at thelr destination

before a biological fact beeame éer:

tainty: the captives were all males!

“Well,” Dan Cor demanded, “what
do we do now?”

“Load them in the landing erate,
release them, and go mk for the fe-
males,” Bar Ein answere

“Do you mean we‘vo uat to go
through this
“That isn't the right spirit, Dan
Cor,” Bar Ein chided. "Romamher,
this is all in the name of science.”



“Science it may be,” Dan Cor re-
torted, “but the more I think of it,
the less I like it. Why, I ask you, do
we set ourselves up as judges of what
life should be shut up in our zoss?

The silence was so thick it curdled,
and for sometime no one spoke except
to give a necessary order. The remark

been close to {reason.

Bllt that silence was shattered when

ey arrived at the zoo. Bar Ein, at
tlle vision plate, called sharply:

me here at once!” There was
an urgency in his tone that made all
of them hurry to their own plates.

Below them was spread a world that
as far as the eye could see,was a mass
of cities seemingly without end. Great
towering buildings lined the broad
avenues, and the air was filled with
an assortment of flying craft whose
number was too numerous even to
guess. The inhabitants, garbed in a
variety of bright colors, could be seen
everywhere.

The visitors were dumbfounded.
Finally, some courageous one found
voice enough to ask weakly:

“Th-ti-this is our zew?”

Dan Cor gazed at the busy world
for a long time, and gave a long sigh.

“Well,” he said with a grin, “T im-
agine we'll have to find ourselves a
new zoo. We certainly ean't let these
three bloodthlmy derrions loose en
Hhait civilki

'l'llal's nhere you're
Bar Ein snapped. “As leader of this
expedition, I say we will leave the
specimens here, return and get the fs-
males, and land ther also. Dan ’;
I'm afraid you're losing your mnmiv'

“But the inhabitants of that world
have a culture almost equal to ouf

“Silence!” Bar Ein commanded. He
ordered the pilot to lower the ship,
and when the desired distance had
been reached, touched a lever hat
opefﬁiﬁ the trap in the base 6f {he
craft,

‘l'hm was a small flash of the red

, then a case containing the eap-
nm floated down below a great para:

chute. Bar Ein, watching through
glasses, said suddenly:

“It’s a good thing we left the ray
on them during the trip. They have
awakened already. We really should
have notified the Council and the Em-
peror about this. It should be rare
sport!”

The case landed in the center of a
wide street which was filled with cur-
ious people, watching both it and the
strange craft that hung above them.
But as the box landed and opened,
the populace took one homfed Took
and tried to run. They were too late,
for the enraged spider creatures had
propelled from the case,
and hanging on inflated bladders, were
spraying their deadly venom far and
E

TUAR EIN hung at his viewport in
A7 utter ecstacy, drinking in the
scene of carnage below. His globular
body was pulsating with various
shades of green as he stared avidly,
not to miss anything that was going

“Dan Cor,” he commanded, “come
here and watch! I've never dreamed
of such a delightful spectacle! Those
late captives of ours are killing hun-
dreds of the other speciis!”

Unwillingly, Dan Cor went forward.
One look was enough, and he turned
from the port in disgust.

“What you are able to enjoy in that
spectacle, Bar Ein,” he said coldly, “I
can't understand. Those are highly
civilized beings down there, and we
are treating them like amimnalls!"™

“And why not?” Bar Ein seemed
surprised at the vehemence in the
other's voice. “They are animals!
They’re the descendants of the various
species we have put there for our plea-
sure! Although,” and there was a whis-
per of amusement in his voice, "I
never expected them to give us #his

ch pleasure!”,

There was a sudden cry from Bien
For who had been watching from his

ort, Bar Ein whirled around to
see cause, and blazed with rage.



“But they can't do do that!” he
yelled. “Stop it, you fools! Stop it at

Dan Cor hurried to a port and
grinned at the scene below. He was
just In time to see the last el tbe
mensters blown to shreds frem
pon in the hamk of several blue elaé

inhabitants:

‘The next instant he had yanked the
speed control open to the limit, and
in less than a breath, ms shup was eut
in the emptiness of

Bar Ein, who was !pmvled ina
corner, sprouted a series of legs, nnd

walked himseM upri gh

“And may I ask,” he smd ooldly.
“the meaning of that mar

“Atomic energy. 1 was almd they
might have it

“You're insane!” Bar Ein exploded.
"Those cattle down there have no con«
ception of atomics! If we haven't
been able to discover it—"

“Well you'd bmer consult the tell-
tale and make sure.”

Every eye Bar Ein possessed shot
out to its limit before he saw the
pointer on the telltale was not aimed
at the purple, There must have been
a sneaking fear that Dan Cor could
have been right, for it teok him sey:
eral minutes to get the situation uRder
contrel. It was enly when he finally
5 ke that the erew realized wha

the sheek and fear had dene o

hers mg Bure venem iR his o
€Cor, Jyou will notify the h@m:
plum to send every bare ge We possess
to the planet of the spider creatures.
We'll bring every one of them to this
planet and turn them loose! If those
animals down there think they can
frustrate my desires, III show them
they're sadly

“But, Bar Ein—" Dan Cor tried to

“Silence! 1 am the leader of this
expedition, and my word is law! 1
started out to add certain specimens
to this 200, and by the nine gods I'll
add thew!”
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YT WAS A long flight back to the

planet they had found, and most
of the trip was spent in grim silence.
It was only when they arrived that
Bar Ein permitted himself a grunt of
satisfaction.

There were fully fifty of the great
barges awaiting them, and down on
the surface of the world were piles of
the §€ldef ereatures lylng quietly un-
der the sleep rays.

“Now that,” Bar Ein said with sat-
isfaction, “is exactly what I had in
mind.” He picked up the interphone
and gave orders.

“Load every one of those creatures,
and be sure the ray doesn't slip from
them for a single instant! After that,
you will follow me to the following
Section.” He gave the co-ardinates,
then watched the scene below.

As the top layers of the piles were
rownved, and the ray followed the cap-
tives aloft, those remaining on the
ground came to fighting, slavering life

Some of the leaps which the mon-
sters made were almost incredible, but
with all their efforts they fell short of
the ships hovering safely out of range.

There was a sudden commotion at
the airlock, and Bar Ein hurried for-
ward to greet the newcomers. It was
the ruler of the home.world, come to
see the entertainment abeut to be pro:-

vseﬂn ]aa:i gagn was abl ':u;
crawARg R3elé’ saxitddmonananll foy
auhngaenher SREPUSH, toor manys legs

iﬁ’ﬂ'ﬂm elpebpw. “This is an
n't expect.”

The visitor allowed a single extra
eye to pop out, and’ stared boredly
about the cabin. From his expression,
he didn't expect much from this visit,
and he didn't bother to conceal his
feelings.

"Bur Eip, you have called us on a
mauer which sheuld be pure Foutine
by this nm
» i
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words explaining the situation. As he
talked, the ruler’s face lost some of its
boredom, and by the time he had
finished, Sen Dae's enthusiasm almost
matched the other’s.

“But where did the things come
our zoo?” he

“They are descendants of the very
captives we placed there long agal
“Impossible! Those vermin would
newar be able to invent anything as
comy as a wheell” the ruler ex-
ploded. “Some other race has landed
nnd taken overl”™
is probably as you say, honored
sir,” Bar Ein was on the verge of a
three cornered huff, but he didn't
dare show it. “But if that is the case,
they are creatures of exactly the same
kind we pul there.”
“That,” San Dae said decisively,
“I will have to see for myself. Is there
any way you can hasten the keading?”
Thing were in a mess. Several of the
barges had been pierced and lay in a
tangled mass on the ground below,
where the spiders were busily rending
them into their component atoms. The
only trace of the personnel was a few
shreds of skin lying around. Bar Ein
was so hortified he didn’t notice the

work was being carded on from a
much higher level.
“How did those barges get

wrecked?” he screamed.

“Those things down there are a Jit-
tle smarter than we gave them credit
for being,” Dan Cor answered. “They
climbed to the tops of the trees and
jumped from there. About six of them
made it to the lowest barge, and from
that one to three of the others was a
short jump. We couldn’t get the barg-
es away in time, and without any mo-
tive power; the crews were helpless.
We've moved up to five hundred feet,
and we're going to stay herel”

ONCE Bar Ein couldnt find
to fit, and the pair stood
;ﬂent nulng down at the scene be-

The work took hours, but finally
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the last stunned spider was snugged
away under a strong sleep ray, and
the long journey to the zoo was Start-
ed.

Sen Dae, much to Bar Ein’s disgust,
decided to make the trip in the ex-
ploration ship. This action effectively
put a gag on the temperamental leader,
and be was forced to keep his rage un-
der double wraps. And to make mat-
ters worse, he couldn't mistake the
slight grin of derision . that adorned
every mouth.

It was an uneventful trip and Bar
Ein was beginning to breathe a little
easier when their destination came in
sight. He didn't even allow the fleet
to pause. It swept down toward the
surface as if contemptous of any dan-

ger.

“Don't you think, Bar Ein,” Dan
Cor tried a suggestion, “we should
reconnoiter a bit before we go too

Bar Ein, seeing the emperor was at
a Safe distance, snapped: “I'll take
care of the landing, and I'll thank you
to remember I'm the leader of this ex-
pedition! Get back to your duties!

‘The array of ships were within a
mile of the surface before Bar Ein
began to have a few doubts. The lo-
cale below was the same as the previ-
ous visit, but now there was a differ-
ence. He gave a sharp command into
the interphone.

“Stop where you are!” He looked
down, increased the magnification on
his lens, and tried to see what was
changed.

The buildings still towered along the
streets, but nowhere could he see a
sign of the teeming multitudes that had
populated the city on their last visit.

What he did see, though, sent an
uneasy thrill down what passed for
Bar Ein's spine. They were grey, fur-
nished with a sort of broad open nose,
and their sleek roundness reflected
sunlight in an ominous glare. Even as
he watched, Bar Ein saw one of the
things spin swiftly and point its orifice
toward him. There was no action, just
a sense of watchful waiting which




transferred itself to the watcher.

“What are you waiting for?” Sen
Dae broke the silence abruptly. “We
came here to teach these vermin a les-
son, so let's get on with jt!”

Bar Ein collected his scattered emo-
tions with an effort, and gave orders
for the first of the barges to lower
away. The crew, each clad in space-
suits, took it within half mile of the
surface, and prepared to abandon
ship. Dan Cor unwillingly reached for
the controls which would guide the
craft until it reached the ground,
where once emptied, it would be raised

ain,

Tt is doubtful if the tip of his pseu-
dopod ever e lever. There
was a suddzn loud noise, audible even
to those in the ship, and the barge
flew into bits, scattering its comtents
far and wide, "and making mincemeat
of its occupants.

TFHE NEXT instant shells were

rsting all areund the fleet. Sud:
denly, -one of them expleded with 4
crash which flaitened Sen Dae and all
the others. Thete was a dead silenice
for & breath, and in that silence, Dag
Cor, flatiened on the side of the €abifi;
yelled:

“The telltale! Look at it!”

The pointer was perched squmly
in the center of the pui Bar Ela
struggled to his feet and made a lunge
for the controls. He sent the ship up-

ward at a dizzy speed and this time
it .didn't halt when it reaiched outer
space.

The craft was a lonely survivor that
made the long trip back to the home
planet, and during that trip, Bar Ein
squirmed under the stern and unre-
lenting glare of San Dae.

It was a grim and serious conclave
who drafted a short, terse announce-
ment a little later, which was given as
wide a circulation as possible:

PROCLAMATION!

DUE TO THE NEED OF RE-
DUCING THE BUDGET, AND
THE FACT THAT ITS SOLAR
SYSTEM IS SO FAR RE-
MOVED, IT HAS BEEN DECI-
DED 'I"O ABANDON THE
OXYGEN ZQO. WHEN CIR-
CUMSTANCES PERMIT, AN-
OTHER WILL BE STARTED,
BUT FROM NOW ON, ALL
SPACE 0“!/-!“:!1” ONE LIGHT

T
QF EQU ns \ngLATQRB
THE FULLE%T EXTENT OF
THE LAW

SEN DAE, EMPEROR
DAN COR, EXPEDITION-
ARY LEADER.

THE END
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by Robert A. Ginskey

ince the dawn of history, man

has marveled at the mystery

'and grandeur of the heavens.
On a clear night, our own galaxy,
the Milky Way, can be seen as a
star-studded ribbon circling the sky.
The familiar constellitionss-Orion,
the Pleiades, the Big Dipper—proba-
bly look the same to us as they did
te ancient civilizations long since
perished.

But what secrets lie hidden in the
celestial realm of outer space? And
what is man’s place in the cosmic
scheme of things?

To the writers of the Bible, the
heavens were awesome testimony to
the Creator (Ps. 19:1). According to
Job, it was God who spread out the
heavems; who made Arcturus,
Orion, the Pleiades, and the cham-
bers of the south (Job 9:8-9). “When
I consider thy heavems,” mused
David, “the work of thy fingers, the
moon and the stars, which thou hast

ordained; what is man, that thou art
mindful of him?" (Ps. 8:34.) In
New Testament times, the apostle
Paul expressed the same awe and
wonder (Heb. 2:6). Yet somehow, in
our hurried and harried twentieth-
century life, the heavens no longer
seem to inspire quite the same feel-
ing of reverence toward the Creator.

Probing the Casmos

But consider the awesome size and
complexity of the cosmos that is re-
vealed by modern science. Our
earth is a massive sphere some 8000
miles in diameter; yet our star, the
6un, has a diameter 100 times larger
than the eavth. Viewed fref afar.
OuF selar system—the sun and nife
fevelving planeis=weuld aj e&i? as
a disk 1R spaee_nearly eight theu:
saRd million miles aeress. Already
}:ﬂi\ AUMBRES Siagger BUF #Magind-
t

Pc-rhaps we can better visualize
such incredible distances by an

a6
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analogy: If we compressed our solar
system so that our sun (which is ac-
tually over 800,000 miles in diame-
ter) was reduced to the size of a
quarter (one inch in diameter), then
Pluto, the most distant planet in our
solar system, would be the size of a
grain of sand located over 400 feet
away!

And the nearest star? Again on a
scale where our sun is the size of a
quarter, the nearest star, Alpha
Centauri, would be a similar object,
500 miles away! And in between
would be the vast emptiness of
space. Yet our sun and Alpha Cen-
tauri are only two of 100 thousand
million stars in the glant pinwheel
of stars knewn as thé Milky Way.

The Milky Way is so vast that
light—which can travel around
the world in the snap of a fifigger-
would take 100,000 years to cross
from one edge of our galaxy to the
other.

Such distances are nearly impos-

sible for us to comprehend. Yet sup-
pose we could drastically com?rm
our Milky Way to the size of the
continent of Asia. Then ouF eftire
solar system—including the sun, the
earth, and the orbits of all the other
planets-waswld be the size of a small
pebble one inch in diareter. Can
you imagine being given the assign-
mient of finding a pebble (eur selar
system) amid all the milliens of
square miles in the esntinent 6f
Asia? Surely it weuld be far easier
to find the proverbial feedie in a
haystaek!

Yet even our gargantuan galaxy
could be easily lost in the endless
expanses of space. For far beyond
our Milky Way are additional ihou-
sands of millions of galkniias-as
common as blades of grass in a
meadow. In just the space defified
by the bowl of the Big Dippef coh:
stellation, astronerers have feund
nearly a millien galaxies, with each
galaxy containing theusands ef mil-
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lions of stars and other heavenly
bodiies.

The Edge of the Universe?

As man reaches out to explore the
heawens, will he ever find the end?
So far. using the largest and most
sophiisticated telescopes. astrono-
mers have probed the universe to a
distance of over one hundred thou-
sand million million million miles.
If we could ride on a beam of liight,
it would take some ten tthousend
million years to travel this distance!
Still. astronomers have beem wnable

rai forces appear to be sufficient to
stop the galaxies from expanding to
infinity. Some scientists may be re-
luctant to accept such a conclusion,
but the universe gives every in-
dication of having had a definite be-
ginming. perhaps IS billion years
age. Cogent evidence points (o a
unigue ereation eveit:

Did our universe simply come
into being itself? Or is it the
produxt of divine imtelligence?

Man has only scratched the sur-
face of knowledge about the heav-

to fiind the edge of the
haps it is endliess: no one knows.
Indeed. the latest evidence in-
dicates not only that the universe is
expamdiing. but that no known matu-

ens. But evem this li'm!ined
. Per- g has beem a humbl
experience. The more mai learns

about the awesome universe. the
more evidemtt its Creator be-
comes. ]
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it! Not”

The robot shrugged. 'REMES
Mr. Golden, but once beyend the §up<
pressed area, you would have found
that the power to command letely
is a corrupting thing, and yeu weuld
have used it eventually as I deseribed.
For that very reason did we robsts
desert Earth and set up 6uF owR 56:
ciety. Men made us to obey, and we
could do nothing less. Only here are
we completely free. The J&ﬂilty wlll
be severe, I am afrald, Mr. Geldén.
He drew his pistel as Golden gaped,

“Oh, no ne nonoie—1" Gl
whispering sigh of protest died in the
ceackling bolt of energy from ihe
weapon, The wraith holstered his fls:
tol and looked down, his handsome lips

**Wlwmea,” he sald. And he made it
sound like a éurse,

®End

o0cc0. SCIENCESCOPE:
Meteorologists wild be able b paint @ dhree-ginensional phi

e cloat? iyl

IN-GROUP  (contty fromk page 1i5)

naturally members of the oul-growp.”

“Did you know they were going to
tum you loose, you treacherous dewii®”

“No. Or rather I thought there was
about a fifty-fiftyy chance that they
would do so. It seemed a chance werth
taking.”

The supply of native helpers being
exhausted, Ma was dragged off pro-
testing in a shrill singsong. Moyang

said:
“Look, Bertin, get us out of this

& varieus helghis, «a6tpyctlis i

and Tl go Awalg and HeveE fagk 2t

your damned éi

Another shrug. “T am wuy, But 1
could not even if I wished.”

Shouting hysterical eurses, Msyﬂgg
was di to the bowl. A falan
hand reached across from the far sige
of the vessel, grasped his haif, and
pnlled his hedad, face dow, sul zw

the pool of bloed that had 4 ?
been collected, The fast thing mal Al
oyang saw was {he staring aRd
dlsnewha refleetion of his 6wh face

in the scarlet surface. END

n
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She took a fig-apple out of her
work-basket, broke off a section, and
began chewing primly. “Always said
no good would come of this,” she said
darkly, to nobody in particular.

Mom jumped as if she were bitten,
and Dad sat down beside her and put
his arm around her shoulder. Aunt
Bess picked up her crochet-work,
looking smug. She lived for the times
she could say, “I told you so.”

I knew what the three of them were
thinking, even though they were trying
to hide it from me. They were afraid
Larry had taken up with some saloon-
girl he’d met in one of the entertain-
ment dives of n IV. They
hadn't even told any of the neighbors
back in Pember's Falls that Larry was
married. Just said he was coming
home, and shut up.

Time trickled by and I was begin-
ning to doze a little, when there was
a blinding flash, and the floor vibrated
under our feet. Aunt Bess shrieked
and came upright, spilling her work-
basket. Everyone in the waiting-room
crowded around the windows and we
watched a big freighter being eased
into dock by a swarm of tiny tug-
planes. The ship’s hull was covered
with bng blotches of space-rust. We
could barely make out the name,
President Wanaidea, on the side facing

‘The loudspeaker overhead squawked
into life and the excited babble quieted
down.

“Attention please! Visitors are ot
permitted on the field! Passengers
must go through Customs, Immigra-
tion Service, and Health Inspection,
They will join you in the waiting room
as soon as they are through. Please
do not walk out onto the field! Thank

A FEW PEOPLE complained loud-

ly, after the loudspeaker clicked
off, but it was mainly for showing off
purposes—everyone hat  the
hull radiation of a ship just in from
space can be dangerous.

We all settled back to wait. At first,
every time the inner door of the wait-
Ing room swung open, Mom and Dad
would leap to thelr feet, But esch
{ime it was a stranger who entered, {0
be greeted joyfully by friends and
family. Afte about an heut, the four

6f us were the enly §ﬁ§§ left in the
€averneus waiting foe

We were all becommg a little ner-
vous at the delay. Aunt Bess kept
ripping -the work she’d done and start-
Ing over again. I heard Dad whisper
urgently to Mom, “Reimember, Agfies,
she’s aur ﬂﬂl}hﬁﬂn law, We miusin't
hut

He bmke off suddenly. The door
swung open and Larry came through,
weighted down with baggage.

There was a figure behind him in
the dimness, but our eyes were on
Larry. He'd ch: d a lot in the three
years. His body was thin and stronger-
looking than it had been before he had
left, and his face was deeply tanned,
We all stood fixed for a moment, then
Larey dropped his luggage and fan
toward us, grinning.

“Mom! Dad! Tommy! Aunt Bess!
It's great to be back.”

T pummelled Larry's back, Dad held
his hand and said, “Well, well,” in &
choked volce, and Mom thtew her
arms acound his neck and eried,

Larry picked Mom up and whirled
her around. “How's my girl?” he said,
lluqmng. ‘Then he put het down, std-

denly, "“Hey, that reminds me!” He
turned and raced to the figure in the
doorway.

He led her forward into the light.

“Meet Vhantha, my wife, folks,” he
said proudly. “Vhantha, this is my
family. T've told you all about them.”

T heard Dad gasp behind me, and
I guess my own jaw must have
dropped. antha was the most
beautlful girl I'd ever seen, but she
Washt Auwen)

Not Earth-human, anyway. She was
average height, but her skin was a
rich, golden color. Not yellow, or
orange, but burnisikd gold? The pupils



of her eyes were gold, too, and they
reflected back the lights of the room.
Her full, red lips parted in a heart-
breakingly unsure smile, and revealed
perfect, white teeth,

She wore a simple, gresn frock that
set off the soft curves of her )
but that also contrasted startlingfy
against her golden skin,

Vhantha was obwmuly frightened,
and the rest of us were stunned, but
Larry was determined to behave as if
it were tie most normal situation in the
woriu. Holding her arm, he propelled
her farcibiy up to tach one of us.

“This is koim, and Dad, and this is
the kid brother, Tommy. Aunt Bess,
meet your new niece, Viantial"

Aunt Bess had been clutching the
back of one of the benches for support,
but when Larry spoke to her she
straightened up stiffly and extended a
hand to Vhantha.

“How do you do?” Aunt Bess said,
in a completely toneless voice.

Vhantha looked at the hand, looked
up at Larry, then put her own hand
out uncertainly.

Aunt Bess started to shake the prof-
ferred hand, screamed piercingly, a:.d
collapsed to the floor in a dead faint.

“Vhantha's delicately moulded, gold-
en hand had two thumbs, the second
one where the little finger should bel

l"lﬂ-lli TRIP back to Pember's Falls
pretty damned uncomfort-

able, Lmy and Vhantha sat up front
with me, and I did my best to cut
theough the tenseness by polnting out
the sights t8 Vhantha. She exelaimed
eéﬁtaueﬁlly evsr the Grand Canyon,
way i0 fHe seuih of us. Her English
was perfeet; but she had a Nﬂﬂ¥ way
at a§5|mw% eagh vewel Net ufi:
|Si§£ﬂl different. Eﬁﬁ Liffy

iuﬂ§ﬁi ?Qﬂﬂlﬂﬂ ma;s;nél%hl Bﬁmﬂﬂ !H@

But Mom, Dad, and Aunt Bess sat
breathing heavily in the back seat,

It was getting dark when I dropped
the “copter into the yard hack of our

3

house. Mom offered to put Larry and
Vhantha up for the night, but she
seemed a little relieved when Larry
said tliey pianned to stay at the hotel
until they could get a house of their
own. ie did insist, mough that me\y
have supper ai ouf heuse that m

She sl Qﬂ queguema%ly at
as it unsute how e phrase the 9fﬁ§~

“Vhantha eats all normal foods,”
Larry sald evenly, and Mom turned
red and huecied into the house, fol-
lowed cloic.y by Aurit Bess.

Dad opened and ciosed his mouth
a few times, ana then said, “Wiucl, sse
you foiks later.”

I decided to land the ’copter on the
hotel's roof garage, rather than the
street, to avoiu auticuities. There wn
a little stickiness when Llff{
Vhantha registered, but finally the
three of us were sitting In the tiny
parloe Ui Larry's hotel suite.

‘There was an oppressive silence for
a while, Larry broke it by calling
room service and asking to have a
bottle sent up. He covered the screefi
with his palm and looked at me.

“Is it ail ﬂgh! for you to have a
drink?” he asked.

“I'm a big boy now " 1 told him.

Larry grinned. “And three glasses,”
h:‘ told the clerk's face, and elicked
off.

I watched Vhantha. She was ufi-
packing two of the sultcases, nestly
placing some of her and Lafry's
clothes in tlie old-fashioned Hhetel
dresser. 1t was obvious that the events
of the past few heuts had disturbed
hef deepl I¥ But §ne was making 2

isn o shoy l st
S Eate

§§mé|é§glm%

Lmy nrndg twer to her and
his arm around her waist. Hu led
to the couch, saying gently, "‘I‘Im
enough for that lmr oA, Let's all get
acqualnted, fiow.”

He looked at me and, when he was



sure Vhantha couldn’t see his face, his
expression changed. His eyes said,
“Don’t you fail me,” but he really
didn't have to worry.

“Vhantha,” 1 said, relaxing back
into my chair, “it’s an honor to have
you in the family. Believe me, the
family doesn't deserve it.”

It wasn't much of a crack, but it
seemed to clear the air.

Vhantha came over and kissed me
lightly. “Thamks, Tommy,” she said
softly. “Larry was right. You're the
nicest brother-in-law a girl could
want.”

I gulped, and I must have blushed
a little, because they both laughed as
Vhantha sat down next to Latry again.

“Don’t worry about the family,” I
told them, trying to sound as If I
were really sure of what I was saying,

come around. It's just that
they always have trouble getting used
to someone new.”

ARRY'S face became troubled.

o Pt Bl O

He ran his fingers through his hair
and pulled Vhantha’s head down on
his shoulder.

“Oh, I knew Mom and Dad would
be surpeised, of course, but, well—
You see, on Matilda—"

“Who's Matilda?” 1 interrupted,
confused.

“ IV. Named after the dis-
coverer’s mother. After you've lived
there awhile, it gets to feeling like
home and you can't think of it as just
a numeral in space. It's a beautlful
planet, with most of lhe fand ares
in the sub-tropical zones.”

1 leaned forward excitedly. This was
what I wanted to hear! The real story
of life on another planet!

“The tha’s  people
—sort of set off the mood of Matil-
da,” Larry went on. “They’re a little
behind Earth technicalty, but Eiychel-
ogists have proven they have the safme
intelligence level. A placid pesple, éa:-
Joylng day-to-day exisience i the
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fullest, and the earthmen tend to imi-
tate them after a time. Intermarriage
is accepted pretty much casually there,
even though it doesn't seem to lea
to children. It seems we're too dif-
ferent ially.

I swallowed. This would be a fur-
ther blow to Mom, who had dreams of
grandchildren,

“You'd like the girls out there, Tom.
I married the prettiest one—" he
grinned down at Vhantha, “but—
there are lots more, And niobedy werks
too hard on Mnildm When the eeffi:
Rnny offered me a job on Earih,

hupanika distiibubion iR this
state, I eeuldi't make up My mind
whether 1 feall vaiied s o back
6f Het. But Vi iﬂﬁ i hiﬂ ﬁ\iii i\giﬁ
18 matky me, it 1t would
B Bice {0 s i s f ik

A rap sounded at the door. I
jumped to my feet, but Larcy got
there first,

“Your drinks, Sir,” the bellhop
said. He noticed Vhantha and looked
startled. Larry slapped a coin into his
hand and shoved him out,

We had a couple of drinks and
talked some more. Larry told me about
his new job, and how planted to
buy a little house in town, I lﬂld abaiit
school and all the news at Periiber’s
Falls for the past three years, whieh
wasA’t mueh. thmha limﬂe& pit:
“lﬂ! in a werd new and then. It was
hige.

Suddenty, Larry looked at his wateh
and jumped to his feet,

“Hey,” he said, “suppers waiting,
and so is the hm[ly We'd better get
a move on! Give me & secend ta
change my shirt.”

He disappeared into the bedroom.

Vhantha came up to me and took
my hands. Urgency radiated from her
golden eyes.

“Tommy," she whispered, “Larry’s
trying mot to show it, but he's afraid.
So am L If his own mother and fa-
ther acted that way, how are the rest
of the people going to behave? You're
the only friend we have. It’s going to



be hard for you, too, but please stick

I closed my fingers over her cool,
two-thumbed hands.

“You didn't have to ask, Vhamtha,”
I whispered back. “I'm on your side,
remember?”

FITHERE WAS a clatter at the door

again. I opened it, with Vihantha
standing behind me. Sam Drewberry.
reporter for the Pember's Falls Sen-
fimell, stood in the doorway chewing a
pencil. He'd been in Larry’s class in
school.

“Hi. Tom,” he said. “Hear your
brother just got in from Procyon I
The desk clerk was a little emd
and I couldn’t make head or tail of
what he was trying to tell me. What's
this about Larry bringing some kind of
monster home from—"

He noticed Vhantha, then, and did
a double take.

This time, I did the shoving.

Larry walked back into the room
struggling into a tie.

“Somebody at the door?” he wanted

“Nothing important,” I told him,
avoiding Vhantha's eyes. “Let's get
going, if you're ready.”

Supper was about as painful as I'd
expected, what with Aunt Bess shud-
dering visibly eyery time Vhantha
lifted a spoon to her mouth. The poor
kid was becoming self-consclous about
it, too, and that just made her move-
ments lwkwuﬂ Dad friade heavy eon-
versation about how he, Latry, and 1
would go hunting and fishing tesedher,
just as we did in the old days.

Mom seemed to have come to a
decision before we arrived, and be-
haved almost naturally toward Vhan-
tha. Once she and Larry were seftled
in their new home, Mom told her,
Monm weuld Invite her down te ene 6f
her sewing ecirele meetings, where
Vhastha e@ula ggl aeguainted with the
wathien et hi

“You do se'w, donl you?” Mom
asked anxiously.

“Oh, yes,” Vhantha told her, pathe-
tically grateful.

Larry bought a tiny house about
three blocks away from ours, and
for the next three days I didn't see
too much of either of them. Larry
was busy getting squared away at his
new job, and Vhantha knocked herself
out getting her fiew home in order,
Mom drepped over oeeasionally to
glve her a hand, and even shewed
her how (o breil steaks the way Larry
liked the. It really began e leok
as if things might werk eut, after all.

I came back from school on the
fourth day to find the house in an
uproar. Mom and Vhantha were sitting
In chaifs on opposite sides of the kitch-
en, crying. I noticed thrit Viantha's
left wrist was bandaged.

Dad and Larry, both of them ap-
parently hurriedly arrived from work,
were standing behind their wives, try-
ing to calm them down and find out

happened. I dropped my books
near the door. No one even noticed

“Now, Agnes,” Dad said helplessly,
“it can't be as bad as all thatt"
“I was never so humiliated!” Mom

Vhantha looked up and tried to con-
trol her sob:

“I—I was just trying to hide my
other thumbs,” she said in a tiny
voice. “I know they make people
uncomfortable. The cup slippedd..”

She buried her face in her hands and
Larry put an arm protectively around
her heaving shoulders.

Th} story came out in sections. Put
together, it appeared that Mom had
decided not to put off Vhantha's in-
troduction to the women of Pember's
Falis any longer, and had invited her
down to a gathering at our house that
afternoon, The women thawed after
an hour oF so—it was hard not to,
around Vhantha—and everyone be-
eame pretty ehummy. Then Vhantha
eut her wrist 6n the broken cup and

ightly.

Larry explained to me later that



her blood was more or less like ours,
just smaller hemoglobin, or some-
thing. Anyway, it came out sort of
watery and more pink than red. Some
of the women got upset, old Mrs. In-
gram threw up on the rug, and Aunt
Bess of course had hysterics. All in
all, it was pretty awful.

“Oh, why did this have to happen
to us?” Mom moaned. “Mrs. Fre-
mont sald my son was matried to a

“Dont use that word!” Larry
barked.

Dad looked at Larry reprovingly.
“Larry, she’s your mutbeer

“And Vhantha's my vnfe""

He yanked Vhantha to her feet
roughly and pulled her out through
the back door before anyone could
say a ward.

K/AOM CRIED some more, and final-

* ly Dad and I got het up to her
room. She stayed in bed with £ sick
headache for two days. I suppose she
was afraid to face the other women.

Word got around the town about
Vhantha after that, and the word was
“monster”. T fights with a coup-
le of the fellows at school when I
heard them using the word, and
knocked out two of Jimmy Watson’s
front teeth when he came up to me
between classes and leered, “Hey,
Tom! Is it true what they say about
the ‘monster’? I've heard she—" He
whispered into my ear, and I hit him.

The principal, Mr. Brennan, called
me down to his office and gave me
a long lecture about how rowdyism
was hurting my record, and in my
last year, too.

T came out of school feeling th
hopelessness of the whole thing. You
can't fight an entire town. Larry
wouldn’t let anyone except me come
down to see him and Vhantha, but
Mom and Dad were putting on a show
of loyalty and it was hurting them
among their friends. Even Dad’s busi-
ness was affected.

Some of the town's more irrespon-

sible elements were muttering about a
“tar and feathering party.” The Sen-
tinel had run a short squib by Sam
Drewberry, the day after Larry’s and
Vhantha's arrival. It had reported
tonelessly that “Lawrence Adams, son
of Mr. and Mrs. John Adams, of this
community, arrived yesterday from
Procyon IV. He brought with him his
wife, formerly a native of that planet.
They will resiitbe...” Since then, the
Sentinell had been disturbingly silent
for a small-town paper.

“Tommy!

I looked up, startled. Vhantha very
rarely left the house these days. She
was standing just outside the high
school yard. Her hands were in the
pockets of her coat, a habit she'd got-
ten into whenever she did go out, but
it didn't make much difference. Her
golden skin shone in the beight sun-
light and the people wi walked by
ignored her pelntedly. A crowd of
small ehildren had gathered near her,
glggling and pointing.

1 walked over to her scowling at
the chiMren. They scattered.

“Tommy!” she said, “I'm glad I
caught you. Larry called up and said
he had a rush of work to do and that
he wouldn’t be home till late. I—I
don’t like to sit around the house all
by myself. T thowgftt... Would you
want to come over for W

“Sure thing,” T told her. T dropped
into a phone booth and called up home
to say I wouldn't be there for supper.

Vhantha was a terrific cook. She
had a way of preparing the most com-
monplace things so that they'd taste
as if you'd never eaten them before.

After supper, we sat around in the
living room and Vhantha showed me
pictures of Matilda. 1 guess she was
homesick,, and you couldn’t blame her.
She talked about het people, and their
history, and the blg open-air festivals
they had. After & while, she got a
faraway look in her eyes and started
singing a seng. I eeuldn’t understand



the words, of course, but it sounded
like something she'd learned when she
was a little girl.

She made jokes, and tried to be-
have as if she were perfectly happy,
but I could see she had something on
her mind. 1 was afraid it was Larry,
and I turned out to be right.

“Tommy," she said suddenly, “I'm
worried about Larry. He's changed so
in the past few days. I'm afraid it's
hitting him hardest. After all, these
peopte were all once his frlends He
just sits around the house, brooding.
If it goes on much longer, I dom't
know what he'll do. Do you—do you
think the town will get over its feel-
Ings, and—and stop acting the way
it does?”

I WAS FRAMING some reassuring
fiction when the front doorbell
rang. Vhantha jumped up and ran
to the door. I followed her.

When she opened the door, Lar
stumbled in, almost falling. His h
was disarrayed and his face
flushed. I'd never seen him this way
before, but I recognized the symp-

“Larry!” Vhantha cried. “What's
the matter? Are you sick?”

I caught hold of Larry's arm and
steered him into the house.

“It's nothing, Vhantha,” 1 told
her. “Larry must have had a couple
of drinks with some of the boys. He's
a little drunk, that's all.”

“Vhantha,” Larry mumbled broken-
ly, “love you, baby. Don’ worry,
Vhantha, thiags'll wofk out. Larry

Between us, we got him upstairs
and into bed. I had to be getting
home, and Vhantha showed me to the
door, strain evident around her gold-
en eyes.

“There's no point in getting up-
set, Vhantha,” I told her. “A fellow
begln: to feel l.hlngs are aetlmg out
of h himself a couple of
drlnk; l.lrry’i 6o fool. By wmorm'
be'll have realized this hasa’t solved
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anything. 1 doubt if 1FUl happen
again.

Vhantha nodded dumbly and 1
walked off. I didn't look back. I was
pretty sure I hadn’t fooled Vhantha,
and I knew 1 hadi’t fooled myself.

When 1 arrived home after school
the next day the was y.
Mom had left a nole uymy Dad was
keeping his store open & little later
temghl, and she was going down (o

keep him company.

1 lcok some milk from the refrig-
erator and cut myself a large hunk of
cake, thinking about Mem and Dad.
They were quiet these days, always
staying close together as if they
were tereibly afraid of §smsmmg i«a
the enly seeurity eaeh had wi
BCHEFE esenee. 1t f@f

aid H was even hatder for
Liiﬁ & Hﬂﬁlhﬁ 1t was i ;en
WO was He

8 e(egg} (§ F, BR the §u§‘5m

'l'h: telephone buzzed.

1 walked into the hall, carrying
the cake, and clicked the screen on.
Vhantha's face appeared. I'd never
seen her looking so upset before. She
was efying, and she started talking,
half-hysterically, as s66R as
fecognized e,

“Tommy! I'm glad it's you! Larry
hasn’t come home, or called, or any-
thing! I called his office, and they
told me he’d been fired! Oh, ammyl
Its all my fault, IWW
fuining Larey’s ifer

“Vhantha!” 1 shouted at her.
“Try to get a grlp on yourself! Look:
I'll go inte town and find Larey. He's
pfohnhly wandering around town try-
lng to figure out how to cefie herie

hfﬂ the news te yeu. I'll bring
hif herme, but you den't want him 6
see yau like that/

She really mudg an effort to swal-
low her sobs.

*Thanks, Tommy.” She smiled at
me. “For everything. I wish 1 had
some of your strength.” The screea
blanked and 1 tore out of the house.



¥T TOOK me about an hour to find

Larry. I tried the town’s small
park first, thinking he might be sit-
ting there trying to work things out,
but the benches were filled with the
usual crowd of young couples and
lhm was no sign of Larey. Finally,

went down Seuth Street, peering
lme all the bars.

T almost missed Larry. He was sit-
ting in the dimness at a small table
way in the back of a saloon. There
was a glass In front of him and, for
a moment, I was afraid he was drunk

again, but as I approached his table
1 Mlleld Ihe irink hadA't been
touehed.

He looked up when I stepped in
front of him, somehow not at all sur-
prised to see me there.

“Hello, Tommy,” he said, then
looked down at the drink before him
and shook his head, smiling slightly.

“No, I'm not drunk. I came here
for that, but there really isnt much

int to it. Besides, yesterday’s
foolishness caused enough trouble.”

I sat down in an empty chair.
“What happened, Larry?”

He shrugged. “When I got to the
office this morning the District
Manager was walting for me. Seems
somebody had wired the maln office
about my damfool act last night, and
the manager flew Fight inte Pemiber's
Falls. T\\! enly way I ean figure it is
that the Fruit Cemgan% was wailting
for me ip make the sm shs He

Bumbled abeut
gi i But wsuﬂa ua

Mabida, and all

With Eh! Business of hw the com

i e e S
[CRLY: ﬁﬂ%ﬂ & ‘%\g

“You mean they lued you beause
of one little thing like that?”

“ it was more than that,
course. T had a sort of quiet preunre
put on me back on Matilda,. when I
was preparing te marry Vhantha, The
company didn't like it there, but they
liked it even less 61 Earth. They take
all the geise our marriage has raised
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as a reflection on the company. The
manager didn't mention Vhantha, but
I could feel she was the real issue. 1
told him what he could do with the
rest of the month, and mlkcd out.
Now I've got to tell

“She knows, Larry.”

That startled him, “How did she
find out?” he asked, alarm in his

“She tried to reach you at the
ofﬁce, and they told her. You’d better

0 home. She's pretty upset.”

Lany nodded and stood up, flip-
ping a coin on the table.

“Larryl” T burst out, when we
reached the street. “Why den't 3{9!1
and Vhanthe go back to ilda?

never geing te work eut here. That's
heme, gﬁnd the two of yeu could

He looked at me queerly and 1
breke off.
“L thought of it, Tommy. Lots of
times. What would I do there? The
company wouldn't give me my old job
back. They don't like married plan-
tation managers. Live with Vhantha's
people? It’s a thought, but the main
trouble is we don't have the fare to
. It’s pretty expensive when
you're not working for the company.
No, Tommy, I guess we'll just have
to work things out here.”
T didn't see how, but I nodded and
we walked the rest of the way to
Larry's house in silence.

*zmmu: WAS a light shinning from
the front room and I felt a lot
better. I hadn't wanted to say any-
thing to Larry, but all the way home
I'd been thinking ‘about Vhantha, sit-
ting all alone in the house for hours,
waiting for Larry to come home, and
I'd been warried.

Larry leoked a little relieved, too.
He went up the front steps two at a
time, pulling out his keys. deer
qpened before he could unlock it, and
Vhantha stood there, looking

“Larryl” she cried, throwing her




arms around his neck, “I was so wor-
ried about yow!™

Then she said in a low whisper,
“Both of you. Come in and keep
quiet. Whatever I say, just sgree with
me. There's a man here. .

She led us into the living room. A
tall, middle-aged stranger who had
been sitting on the couch, stood up
as we came in. He was holding a note-

ok,
Vhantha, smiling brightly at every-
one, said, "Mt. Stone, this is my hus-
band, Larry Adams, and my brother-
in-law, Tom Adams, Latry, Mr\ Stone
s with Amalgamated Press, Hi
all the way here from Fm to
terview fhe. His eopler's in the bick

The newspaperman shook hands
gravely with Larry and me. He said,
“Sorry to bust in on you like this
without an invitation, Mt Adams, but
we've just gotten wind of what's been

appening out here in Pember’s Falls,
De you mind if 1 eontinue with the
interview?”

T've never seen my brother look
more confused. He shook his head in
a bewildered fashion, and we all sat

“Now, Mrs. Adams,” the reporter
said, opening his notebook and turn-
ing to Vhantha, “these anecdotes
you've given e about your girlhood
of Matilda are very interesting and
will make nice background materlal,
but what I'd rather hear abeut are
g‘.lé experiences here in Pember's

He turned toward Larry. “As I've
explained to your wife, Mr. Adams,
ever since interstellar travel was de-
veloped and other intelligent races
discovered, thoughtful people on
Earth have wondered what the results
would be. Would we expleit—ard pef-
haps destroy—ather speeies? Weuld
we e able 18 mmgme with mem and
form 6He galaelie p gsi
€6 1R, seMe v,
what 18 ﬁ% m? 6!56 ere 1o ihe
galaxy, But this 8 LﬁS st KRowA
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case of an earthman bringing an alien
wife back to Earth. And we waat {6
know how your neighbors—the every-
day people of Earth—are taking it.*

‘Vhantha smiled again, and folded
her golden hands in her lap. She began
to talk in a low clear voice, with the
sweet, Matildan accent rippling
through it.

“I was worried, too, Mr. Stone.
Not about the fate of the galaxy, but
about myself—and Larry. Leaving
your home is never easy. Coming to
a strange world, as the only represen-
tative of your kind, and with your
husband’s future tied to your accept-
ance, is very hard. That's why I'm so
grate(ul to the good people of Pem-
ber's Falls. Larry's fam-
ily, now—were really wonderful.”

She flashed her beautiful smile at

“Larry’s mother did her best to
make me feel at home. 1 know it
wasn't easy for her—after all, every
mother probably wants her son to
marry a girl of his own kind, But
never once did she behave as if 1
wasn't one of her own children. And
Larry’s Aunt Bess—well, words can't
describe her treatment of me. Why,
do you know I'd been here less than
a week when they introduced me to
their sewing circle! It's the little, in-
tangible things like that which really
count, And the other women of Pem-
ber's Falls, =

Vhantha went on like that for al-
most fifteen minutes. She described
incident after incident, teHing how
the town had clasped her to its col-
lective bosom. If I hadn't been around
through the whole bitter business, I'd
have believed her myself, she was that
convincing. As it was, I can't say

whose jaw hung lower through the
recital—mine or Larry's.

‘When she was finished, there was a
moment of silence broken oaly . by
the sound of the reporter’s pen, a
he scribbled some- final notes. He put



the notebook away, finally, and looked
up at us.

“You know,” he said in & low, se:
rious voice; “lor maybe eds of
years theyve been ecracking Jokes
about the cyniciem of newspapermen:
It's true in a way; you gig inte
people’s private lives long enough,
ana you find you have a dim view oi
their potentiahties. But you get a won-
defful mlmg when you find out
you're wrong."

He stood up, and so did we, and
he shook hanas all around:

“I won't take up anymore of your
time, today,” he continued, as we
followed him through the kitchen to
the backyard. “I'd like to come back,
though, and bring a few other people
with me, This Is too big for just a
Rews story. Pember’s Falls belongs
to the galaxy.”

Larry nodded. I don't think he
could have said a word if he'd tried.
The reporter opened the 'copter door,
then paused and smiled.

“Funny thing,” he said, “When I
saw that news clipping from your
local paper, I could have sworn I'd
have known how the townsfolk would
reaet. I was sure I'd find you two
barricaded in your house, with the
townsfolk amung a stake in the
village square”

He shook his head. “It’s great to be
a human?” Then he ducked inside his

The three of us watched it dis-
appear into the nij
Lary tumed on Vhantha with
sort a( wordless gurgle,

“Vhantha!” he explodcd, “What's
the idea of —"

“Why, it's nearly ten o'clock,” she
interrupted smoothly, propelling us up
the stairs toward the kitchep, “The
two of you must be starved.”

I nodded hungrily.

While we were eating, Larry told
Vham.lu he'd lost his job. She nodded.
“T was expecting that, Larry,” she
commmd, “And that stake Mr.

Stone mentioned isn't so far off, ei-
ther.”

“Speaking of Mr, Stone,” Larry
said, swallowing the food in his mouth,

“I'm sure you had a good reason for
telling him what you dld but, frankly,
Vhantha, I don't understand —

“E’Iuse Larry.” Vhantha sank into
a chair, and I noticed how tired she
was. “Not tonight. There are so many
things at stake, and I may be so ter-
rlbly wrong. Le(s wait till tomorrow,
and see what happens.”

T'HE NEXT day was Saturday, and
I usually slept late. That morn-

ing, though, Mom tore into my room
at nine-thirty, excitedly waving a
newspaper.

“Wake up, Tommy!" she shts\l\e(lv
“We're famous. We're in the

I grabbed the paper. Halfway thwn
the right hand side of the front page,
1 saw_the headline
EARTH BOY MARR!IIs GIRL
FROM PROYCON

The byline read, “Ebemezer

The story told about Vhantha, about
the planet Matilda, how Vhantha and
Larry had met and married, but most-
ly about Pember's Falls, Mom and
Dad were mentioned, so was Aunt
Bess. Even my name was in print,
Nearly everything Vhantha had told
the reporter was in the news story.
Reading it, I could hardly believe it
was about the town I'd lived in all

Mom was still dancing around the
room. “Aunt Bess brought the .
She's downstairs. I've called Dad at
the store, He's—"

The telephone buzzed below and
Mom dashed out of the room. I start-
ed dressing. I'd barely gotten my
shoes on when Mom shouted from the
foot of the stairs, “Tom! It's Larry!
Thete are all kinds of reporters and
photographers at his house. ‘l'hey want
us all over there right away!®

By the time Mom, Aunt Bess and
T arrived at Larry’s house, Dad was
already there. So was nearly everyone



else in Pember’s Falls, or so it seemed,
We worked our way thro

crowd and joined Larry, Vhantha and
Dad on the porch. There were about
a dozen reporters crowded onto the
porch, and maybe twice as many cam-
eramen taking shots for Television
News,

Larry posed with Vhantha, Mom
posed wiin Dad, Dad posed between
Larry and myself, and Aunt Bess
just

Mayor Hags!rom drove up and got
into a couple of newsreels, I heard
Sam Drewberry telling any rter
who'd listen that he wrote the firat
story about Vhantha and Larry.

I can't remember much else about
that morning. Anyway, about one
o'clock most of the reporters had left,
and the rest were interviewing the
eager neighbors, so the six of us
trooped into Vhantha's kitchen for
something to eat. Mom, Vhantha, and
Aunt Bess were in an animated dis-
cussion about whether they were wear-
ing the right sort of dresses for tel
vision, when Larry's phone rang. He
went out in the hall to answer it.

He came back in a few moments,
looking stupid.

“That was the president of Inter-
stellar Fruit,” he informed us in a
dull voice. “It seems the company had
no intention of firing me yesterday.
The District Manager acted without
the proper authority. He is no longer
with the company. I am. With a sal-
ary Increase to make up for any in-
convience I might have been caused.”

And that was only the beginning.

Larry and Vhantha got more invi-
tations than I'd have thought there
were families in Pember's Falls. Dad
was offered a job in Boston, handling
the importing end of the Martian fig-
apple business, but he turned it down,
saying his gmcery wus u.ll he wuld
handle these days.
she didn’t speak lo hlm llll nf!er shéd
been elected permanent president of
the Pember's Falls Sewing and Read-
ing Society. Aunt Bess appeared on a

television program, and surprised
everyone by doing so well that she
was signed up for a lecture tour. Mr.
Brennan, my high school principal,
called me into his office again, and
after hemming and hawing, asked me
if T thought Larry still remembered
him,

“I've always considered your broth-
er one of my more able students,”
he told me with a perfectly straight
face, “and I've been thinking of pay-
ing him and his charming wi'e a
visit. Of course, I shouldn't like to in-

FYTHE DAY that stands out in my
* memory, though, was the one
whefi it announced that the govern-
ment was Wﬁildeflﬂg Larey for a con-
sular post oA Matilda.

I was over at Larry and Vhantha's
that evening. It seemed that Vhantha
wanted to go.

“I miss the double moons at night,
Larry,” she said. “I'd like to watch
the children dancing at the /Wuhkanka
harvest. I'd like to hear the songs
again at the mating festivals—"

‘The front doorbell interrupted her.

Mayor Hagstrom entered, flanked
by three of the town’s other officials.

“We've heard about that appoint-
ment,” he told Larry, “and we've
come to ask you not to leave.”

Larry and Vhantha looked sur-

“Maybe we have no right to ask
you that,” the mayor went on hurried-
ly, “but it's fot just for ourselves
that we're asking It. Pember’s Falls
has become a sort of symbol to the
whole galaxy—a symbol of inter-
spacial amity I think the entire town
reali the importance of what has
happened here, and if you two stayed,
we could all build something really
lasting.”

He stopped, and his professional
suavity seemed to desert him. “Be-
sides,” he added haltingly, “we've
really gotten to know Vhantha in the
past few weeks. Apart from anything
else, we'd like a chance to make up
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for—that is, T spuk not only fer my-
sen when I say—’
ry cleared his throat.

"l’m afraid my wife and 1=" he
began, but Vhantha took his hand and
;;lmlod uﬁn beautiful smile of hers at

ayor Hagstrom,

“This is our home, Mayor" she
said, “Of course wa’ll stay in Pem-
ber’s Falls."

Well, that was four years hut
the letters T get from Larry Vh
tha indicate they've never tet\sd

staying. Mom and Dad are
too, and_ there's talk of rulmmg'%
against the next
election. I've never heard Any of Aunt
Bess' lectures, but the press clippings
indicate she's still going strong, I've
been on Matilda for almost & year
now, and plantation managership is
everything Larry ever told me about
it, The girls are almost as pretty as
Vhantha, and there’s one in particular
~but that's not part of this story,

re have been eightesn books
written about “The Pember’s Falls

(Contirddchbrpegeasye 33)

It was the voice of Colonel Hein.
OQFOUR STORY aught 18 88 IR &

Eii! beok, Leslie said the
smiling psychologist. “But it needs

w.y," and I guess 've read every ofie
of them. I even took i eaum il Hai-

vard In mitsrgpetée Fel ?
one of the first la giu a Vliiﬂma
Adams Scholker:

Bnl Tve never found the answer o
something that has troubled me sifce
the night the reporter interviewed
Vhantha. Why did she give him the
story she did?> The only person she
might have told is Larey, but if she
did, he never told e,

It's easy to say she did it because
she knew it was the only way te foree
the town to give her a chance. I like {6
believe, too, that she realized hew ifi:
portant what happened In Pemmber's
Falls was for the future of the galaxy.
But I can’t help remembering how ihe

town had treated her befere il ﬂIQM‘
and how bitter she fust have

Understand, I'm not saying wn lm
but maybe there was just a i‘
revenge in Vhantha, that might.

After all, Vhantha is caly b ..,

®Ead

upon you. But tell fe, Gﬂ@! yau had
broken that bond, how esuld you be
so utterly sure he weld meel yeur
challenge?”

“Did you see his body?"

“ch, incredibly ugly ?
between us?”

“T sibling
we run into it frequently. You carried
an extraordinarily large portion of it.
I can understand your feeling of guilt
and frustration. You belleved you kil:
led him in the Everglades, fer.. . mis-
treating your swesthess.

“Then, realizing that he was still
alive, you at an ireational
kind of invulnerability to him and
experienced the full force of that prl-
mal domination once more.

“You felt he could not be stopped,
certainly not by you, and that you

could never break his anclent hold

"N’nme that T could see.”

“And yet once there was” said
Dirk. “And that is the whele point,
Mare was very serfously disfigured
in a jet accident, hih?ﬁ his frind
was also affested, oF the disfigurement
might explain his persenality.

“Anyway, major, I knew Mare be:
cause under our exteriors we were
the same flesh and bloed, the sarme
gene structure, the same m evsry bi—
sic respect—we were idei




breast and sat down hard in one of
trie Kitcuen chairs, “john,” she gasped,
“you know Larry’s written us time
and time again that plantation mana-
gers aren't permittea to bring their
lamiiics with theml Wi can he have
married?”

Alom was right, of course. Dad tried
not to show it, but as tne months went
by and we waited for my brother
Lany and his new wile to arrive, i
coulu see he was worrying, too.

On the morning of November first, 1
banked the family ’copter Wl over
iNewaua Lieid, and shot 4 quiet giance
into the rear seat. Mom and Dad
were holding hands and both their
lhm were pretty pale.

she's a castaway,” I said.

Aunt Bess, sitting next to me up
front, sniffed loudly.

Dad frowned.

“You've been reading too many of
those crazy space adventures, ltaun.
That kind of talk isn't helping your
mother any. You'd better turn around
and mind your pilstiing’”

I shrugged, and concentrated on the
controls. There wasn't much for me to
do: the ’copter was practically eom-
plmly automatic like everything else

days. You have to be a graduaie
é@mb\m&bi\ engifieer even to khow How
16 6peA the M6ler easing. The ground
beam teek ever, pulling us inte an
emply parking space, and | 7eiaxed:

Attendants directed us to the over-
sized waiting room. When we got there
we read the big ceiling, “Arrivals and
Departures”, and found out that
Larry’s ship, the Presiiiton:
was going to be two hours late, 50 we
settted down o wait.

Mom sat down on a padded bench
and pulled the rumpled spacegram out
of her Venus-leather handbag to see if
maybe the words had changed since
the last time she had read It. Dad

d the floor In front of her, ehain
smoking. 1 grabbed a seat off to ene
nlde, and watehed Aunt Bess stare dis:

vingly eut ef me big windew at
lth doeked spaceshiips.

Aunt Bess always said it wasn't

fittin' for people to leave their native
world and go traipsing around space.
When Larry got the job with Inter-
stellar Fruit, three years ago and an-
nounced he was going off to Procyon
IV to manage a Ik plantation,
Aunt Bess raised a yell that could be
heard to Canopus. I was only fifteen
then, but I remember all the excite-
ment in the family. Dad said she was
just an old maid with no family of her
own, always mixing into other people's
affairs. Mom said that was a nice
thing to say about her own sister, and
there was a big fight.

¥ ARRY WENT, of course. He'd
lanned on going since we were
both 5o high, reading space adventures
together late at night, flashlights under
the blankets. In these days we beth
intended te be jet engineers, but
Laiiy haa te junk that dream when ha
flunked his * %wmmm Cef
prehensive  Engineering Apm«d@”
Just a8 1 did, ﬂl@f of=and aiM iA:
siead foF a plantation managership.
Funny, how differently things
worked out from the way they figured
it in the old anthologies. I don't mean
all their warpy ideas about ship pro-
pulsion or alien life, but the ways
they described life in the Age of Space
Travel. What always made me laugh
was the way the eld masters imagined
we'd all be leaping in and eut ef spae:
ships, welding busbars, and whatnot.
Trouble is, seleAce became 50 eomplex
that enly the tep brains eeuld
with it. The rest ef us just use
stuff they tuen eut, witheut having me
vaguest idea of the principlas at werk.
Then ’'copters came along and
turned the world into a mess of small
towns. My own Dad is just an ordi-
nary grocer, and the only difference
between him and his (wentieth-cent=
ury cauﬂlarpm is thm Daa stocks
things like Mwianike fruit and Mar=
tan fig-apples. And I”ll Bet figne ef
m old Beys theught there'd be some:
e fike um sss e&aehelmg iﬂd
l\liﬁl

her
the !wgﬂw mna egﬂmy%l
(Gomtivetshqragal® 72)



STAR-WAFE

THI-‘. SPACEGRAM had said:
6/24/2127 S.S PRESIDENT WANA-
KA

EWROWEE PIRUL YOV NV—SSI0L I
DEMR MOW AND [AD:

ARRIWNAG EARTH NOVEBMBER
FIRST. MMRIIED. MEET US AT
SPACERORT.

LARRY

by MORTON
KLASS

“But there are no womem on Pro-
cyon IVI” Mom wailed when she
read the spacegram.

“Now, Agnes," Dad said, taking the
message out of her fingers and trying
to read lines that weren't there, “no
point in getting all upset. If Larry’s
married, there must have been a girl!
Pliy the daughm of some other

antation manager.”
Mom clutched her hands to her

Vhantha was unquestionaby the most beautiful girl i'd
ever seen, but my brother Larry should have realized
that she wasn't human, after allL.....
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