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BEGGARS IN VELVET 
By LEWIS PADGETT 

The Baldies lived always in the shadow of danger; mutations such 
as they were naturally hated by the normal hu mans-and to make 
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I. Someone-a woman, the overtones of her 

IT was like stepping on a snake. The thing 
concealed in fresh, green grass, squirmed 
underfoot and turned and struck venom
ously. But the thought was not that of 
reptile or beast; only man was capable of 
the malignance that was, really, a perversion 
of intellect. 

Burkhalter's dark face did not change; his 
easy stride did not alter. But his mind had 
instantly drawn back from that blind mal
evolence, alert and ready, while all through 
the village Baldies paused imperceptibly in 
their work or conversation as their minds 
touched Burkhalter's. 

No human noticed. 
Under bright morning sunlight Redwood 

Street curved cheerful and friendly before 
Burkhalter. But a breath of uneasiness 
slipped along it, the same cool, dangerous 
wind that bad been blowing for days 
through the thoughts of every telepath in 
Sequoia. Ahead were a few early shoppers, 
some children on their way to school, a 
group gathered outside the barber shop, one 
of the doctors from a hospital. 

thought showed-sent a message tinged with 
emotional confusion, almost hystericaL One 
of the patients from the hospital-

Instantly the thoughts of the others closed 
reassuringly around her, warm with friendli
ness and comfort. Even Burkhalter took time 
to send a clear thought of unity. He recog
nized among the others the cool, competent 
personality of Duk;: Heath, the Baldy priest
medic, with its subtle psychological shad
ings that only another telepath could sense. 

It's Selfridge, Heath told the woman, 
while other Baldies listened. He's just drunk. 
I think I'm nearest, Burkhalter. I'm coming. 

A helicopter curved overhead its freight· 
gliders swinging behind it, stabilized by their 
gyroscopes. It swept over the western ridge 
and was gone toward the Pacific. As its 
humming died, Burkhalter could hear the 
muffled roar of the cataract up the valley. 
He was vividly conscious of the waterfall's 
feathery whiteness plunging down the cliff 
of the slopes of pine and fir and redwood 
around Sequoia, of the distant noise of the 
cellulose mills. He focused on these clean, 
familiar things to shut out the sickly foul-

Where is he? 
The answer came swiftly. 

him. Near you. though-

ness that blew from Selfridge's mind to his 
Can't locate own. Sensibility and sensitivity had gone 

hand in hand with the Baldies, and Burk· 
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halter had wondered more than once bow 
Duke Heath managed to maintain his bal· 
a nee in view of the man's work among the 
psychiatric patients at the hospital. The race 
of Baldies had come too soon; they were not 
aggressive; but race--survival depended on 
competition. 

He's in the tavern, a woman's thought 
said. Burkhalter automatically jerked away 
from the message; be knew the mind from 
which it came. Logic told him instanUy that 
the source didn't matter-in this instance. 
Barbara Pell was a paranoid; therefore an 
enemy. But both paranoids and Baldies were 
desperately anxious to avoid any open 
break. Though their ultimate goals lay 
worlds apart. yet their paths sometimes 
paralleled. 

But already it was too late. Fred Selfridge 
came out of the tavern, blinked against the 
sunlight, and saw Burkhalter. The trader's 
thin, hollow-checked face twisted into a sour 
grin. The blurred malignance of his thought 
drove before him as he walked toward Burk
halter, and one hand kept making little darts 
toward the misericordia swung at his belt. 

He stopped before Burkhalter, blocking 
the Baldy's progress. His grin broadened. 

Burkhalter had paused. A dry panic tight· 
ened his throat. He was afraid, not for him
self, but for his race, and every Baldy in 
Sequoia knew that-and watched. 

H� said "Morning, Fred." 
Selfridge hadn't shaved that morning. 

Now he rubbed his stubbled chin and let 
his eyelids droop. "Mr. Burkhalter," be said. 
"Coftful Burkhalter. Good thing you remem
bered to wear a cap this morning. Skinheads 
catch cold pretty easy." 

Play for time, Duke Heath ordered. I'm 
coming. I'll fix it. 

"I didn't pull any wires to get this job, 
Fred," Burkhalter said. "The Towns made 
me consul. Why blame me for it?" 

"You pulled wires, all right," Selfridge 
said. "I know graft when I see it. You were 
a schoolteacher from Modoc or some hick 
town. What the devil do you know about 
Hedgehounds?" 

"Not as much as you do," Burkhalter ad
mitted. "You've had the experience." 

"Sure. Sure I have. So they take a half
baked teacher and make him consul to the 
Hedgehounds. A greenhorn who doesn't 
even know those bicbos have got cannibal 
tribes. I traded with the woodsmen for thirty 
years, and I know bow to handle 'em. Are 
you going to read 'em pretty little stories 
out of books?" 

"I'll do what I'm told. I'm not the boss." 
"No. But maybe your friends are. Con

nections I If I'd had the same connections 
you've got, I'd be �ittirlg on my tail like 
you, pulling in credits for the same work. 
Only I'd do that work better-a lot better." 

''I'm not interfering with your business," 
Burkhalter said. "You're still trading, aren't 
you? I'm minding my own affairs." 

"Are you? ·How do I know what you tell 
the Hedgebounds?" 

"My records are open to anybody." 
"Yeah?" 
"Sure. My job's just to promote peaceful 

relations with the Hedgehounds. Not to do 
any trading, except what they want-and 
then I refer 'em to you." 

"It sounds fine," SeUridge said. "Except 
for one thing. You can read my mind and 
tell the Hedgehounds all about my private 
business." 

Burkhalter's guard slipped; he couldn't 
have helped it. He had stood the man's 
mental nearness as long as be could, though 
it was like breathing foul air. ''Afraid of 
that?" he asked, and regretted the words in
stantly. The voices in his mind cried: 
Careful/ 

SeUridge flushed. "So you do it after all, 
eb? All that fine talk. about you sltinheads 
respecting people's privacy-sure! No 
wonder you got the consulate I Reading 
minds-'' 

"Hold on," Burk.hailer said. "I've never 
read a non-Baldy's mind in my life. That's 
the truth." 

"Is it?" the trader sneered. "How the 
devil do I know if ):ou're lying? But you 
can look inside my head and see if I'm 
telling the truth. What you Bald.ies need is 
to be taught your place, and for two coins 
I'd-" 

Burkhalter's mouth felt stiff. "I don't duel" 
he said, with an effort. "I won't duel." 

"Yellow," Selfridge said, and waited, his 
band hovering over the misericordia's hilt. 

And there was the usual quandary. No 
tclepath could possibly lose a duel with a 
non-Baldy, unless be wanted to commit 
suicide. But he dared not win, either. The 
Baldies baked their own humble pie; a 
minority that lives on sufferance must not 
reveal its superiority, or it won't survive. 
One such incident might have breached the 
dyke the telepaths bad painfully erected 
against the rising tide of intolerance. 

For the dyke was too long. It embraced 
all of mankind. And it was impossible to 
watch every inch of that incredible levee of 
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custom,. orientation and propaganda, though 
the basic tenets were instilled in each Baldy 
from infancy. Some day the dyke would 
collapse, but each hour of postponement 
meant the gathering of a liUle more 
strength-

Duke Heath's voice said "A guy like you, 
Selfridge, would be better off dead." 

Sudden shock touched Burkhalter. He 
shifted his gaze to the priest-medic, remem
bering the subtle tension he bad recently 
sensed under Heath's deep calm, and won
dering if this was the blowoff. Then he 
caught the thought in Heath's mind and re
laxed, though warily. 

Beside the Baldy was Ralph Selfridge, a 
smaller, slighter edition of Fred. He was 
smiling rather sheepishly. 

Fred Selfridge showed his teeth. "Listen, 
Heath," he snapped. "Don't try to stand on 
your position. You haven't got one. You're 
a surrogate. No skinhead can be a real priest 
or a medic." 

"Sure they can," Heath said. "But they 
don't." His round, youthful face twisted into 
a scowl. "Listen to me-"' 

"Im not listening to--" 
"Shut up!" 
Selfridge gasped in surprise. He was 

caught ftat·footed, undecided whether to use 
his misericordia or his fists, and while he 
hesitated, Heath went on angrily. 

"I said you'd be better off dead and I 
meant it! This kid brother of yours thinks 
you're such a hotshot he imitates every
thing you do. Now look at him! If the 
epidemic hits Sequoia, be won't have enough 
resistance to work up antibodies, and the 
young idiot won't let me give him pre
ventive shots. I suppose he thinks be can 
live on whiskey like you!" 

Fred Selfridge frowned at Heath, stared 
at his younger brother, and looked back 
at the priest-medic. He shook his head, try
ing to clear it. 

"Leave Ralph alone. He's all right." 
"Wel1, start saving for his funeral ex

penses," Heath said callously. "As a surro
gate medic, I'll make a prognosis right now 
-ri[(Ormortls." 

Selfridge licked his lips. "Wait a minute. 
The kid isn't sick. is he?" 

"There's an epidemic down toward 
Columbia Crossing," Heath said. "One of 
the new virus mutations. If it hits us here, 
there11 be trouble. It's a bit like tetanus, but 
a.vertin's no good. Once the nerve centers 
are hit, nothing can be done. Preventive 
shots will help a lot, especially when a mao's 

got the susceptible blood-type--as Ralph 
has." 

Burkhalter caught a command from 
Heath's mind. 

"You could use some shots yourself, 
Fred," the priest-medic went on. "Stil1, your 
blood type is B, isn't it? And you're tough 
enough to throw off an infection. This virus 
is something new, a mutation of the old flu 
bug-" 

He went on. Across the street someone 
ca11ed Burkhalter's name, il.nd the consul 
slipped away, unnoticed except for a parting 
glare from Selfridge. 

A slim, red-haired girl was waiting under 
a tree at the corner. Burkhalter grimaced 
inwardly as he saw he could not avoid her. 
He was never quite able to control the 
turmoil of feeling which the very sight or 
thought of Barbara Pell stirred up within 
him. He met her bright narrow eyes, full of 
pinpoints of light. He saw her round slim
ness that looked so soft and would, he 
thought, be as hard to the touch as her 
mind was hard to the thought's touch. Her 
bright red wig, almost too luxuriant, spilled 
heavy curb down about the square, alert 
face to move like red Medusalocks upon her 
shoulders when she turned her head. Curi
ously, she had a redhead's typical face, high· 
cheekboned, dangerously alive. There is a 
quality of the red-haired that goes deeper 
than the hair, for Barbara Pell had, of 
course, been born as hairless as any Baldy. 

"You're a fool," she said softly as he 
came up beside her. "Why don't you get 
rid of Selfridge?" 

Burkhalter shook his head. "No. And 
don't you try anything." 

"I tipped you off that he was in the 
tavern. And I got here before anybody else, 
except Heath. If we could work together-" 

"We can't." 
"Dozens of times we've saved you 

traitors," the woman said bitterly. "Will you 
wait until the humans stamp out your 
lives-" 

Burkhalter walked past her and turned 
toward the pathway that climbed the steep 
ascent leading out of Sequoia. He was vividly 
aware of Barbara Pell looking after him. 
He could see her clearly as if he had eyes 
in the back of his head, her bright, danger
ous face, her beautiful body, her bright, 
beautiful, insane thoughts-

For behind all their hatefulness, the para
noids' vision was as beautiful and tempting 
as the beauty of Barbara Pell. Perilously 
tempting. A free world, where Baldies could 
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walk and live and think in safety, no longer 
bending the scope of their minds into arti
ficiaJ, cramping limits as once men bent 
their backs in subservience to their masters. 
A bent back is a humiliating thing, but even 
a serf's mind is free to range. To cramp the 
mind is to cramp the soul, and no humilia
tion could surpass the humiliation of that. 

But there was no such world as the para
noids dreamed of. The price would be too 
high. What shall it profit a man, thought 
Burkhalter wryly, if be gain the whole world 
and lose his own soul? The words might 
first have been spoken in this collrlection 
and no other, so perfectly did they apply to 
it The price must be murder, and whoever 
paid that price would automatically sully 
the world he bought with it until, if he were 
a normal creature, he could never enjoy 
what be bad paid so high to earn. Burkhalter 
called up a bit of verse into his mind and 
savored aa;ain the bitter melancholy of the 
poet who wrote it perhaps more completely 
lhan the poet himself ever dreamed. 

I see the country, far away; 
Where I shall never stand. 

The heart goes where no footstep may, 
Into the promised land. 

Barbara Pell's mind shot after him an 
angry, evil shaft of scorn and hatred. 
"You're a fool, you're all fools you don't 
deserve telepathy if you degrade it. If you'd 
only join us in-" The thought ceased to be 
articulate and ran suddenly, gloatingly red 
with spilled blood, reeking saltily of it, as if 
her whole mind bathed deliciously in the 
blood of all humans. 

Burkhalter jerked his thoughts away from 
contact with hers, sickened. It isn't the end 
of free living they want any more, he told 
himself in sudden realization-it's the means 
they're lusting after now. They've lost sight 
of a free world. All they want is killing. 

"Fool, fool, fool!" Barbara Pell's thoughts 
screamed after him. "Wait and see! Wait 
until-one times two is two, two times two 
is four, three times two--" 

Burkhalter thought grimly. "They'm up 
to something," and sent his mind probing 
a;ingerly past the sudden artificial barrier 
with which she had sought to blank out a 
thought even she realized was indiscreet. 
She fought the probing viciously. He sensed 
only vague, bloody visions stirring behind 
the barrier. Then she laughed without a 
sound and hurled a clear, terrible, paranoid 
thought at him, a picture of sickening clarity 

that all but splashed in his face with its 
overrunning redness. 

He drew his mind back with swiftness 
that was pure reflex. As safe to touch fire 
as thoughts like hers. It was the only way any 
paranoid could shut out the inquisitive 
thoughts of a nonparanoid wheo oeed arose. 
And of course, normally no Baldy would 
dream of probing uninvited into another 
mind. Burkhalter shuddered. 

They were up to something. He must 
pass the episode on to those whose business 
it was to know about the paranoids. Barbara 
Pell's mind was not, in any case, likely to 
yield much information on secret plans. She 
was an executioner, not a planner. He with
drew his thoughts from her, fastidiously, 
shaking off the contamination as a cat 
shakes water from its feet. 

He climbed the steep slope that led out 
of Sequoia to his home, deliberately shutting 
his mind from all things behind him. Fifteen 
minutes' walk brought him to the rustic log
and-plastic house built near the shadow of 
the West Canadian Forest. This was his 
consulate, and only the cabin of the Sel
fridge brothers lay farther out in the wilder
ness that stretched north to the Beaufort 
Sea that mingles with the Arctic Ocean. 

By his Grsk a glowing red light indicated 
a message in the terminal of the pneumatic 
that stretched for six miles into the forest 
He read it carefully. A delegation of Hedge
hounds would arrive soon, representatives 
from three tribal groups. Well-

He checked supplies, televised the general 
store, and sat down behind his desk to wait. 
Heath would be along soon. Meanwhile be 
closed his eyes and concentrated on the 
fresh smell of pine that blew through the 
open windows. But the fresh, clean scent 
was sullied by vagrant thought currents that 
tainted the air. 

Burkhalter shivered. 

II. 

SEQUOIA lay near the border of old Canada, 
now an immense wilderness that the forest 
had largely reclaimed. Cullulose by-products 
were its industry, and there was an immense 
psychiatric hospital, which accounted for the 
high percentage of Baldies in the village. 
Otherwise Sequoia was distinguished from 
the hundreds of thousands of other 
towns that dotted America by the recent 
establishment of a diplomatic station 
there, the consulate that would be a 
means of official contact with the wandering 
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tribes that retreated into the forests as civil
ization encroached. It was a valley town, 
bordered by steep slopes, with their enor
mous conifers and the white-water cataracts 
racing down from snowy summits. Not far 
westward, beyond the Strait of Georgia 
and Vancouver Island, lay the Pacific. But 
there' were few highways; transport was 
aerial. And Communication was chiefly by 
teleradio. 

Four hundred people, more or less, lived 
in Sequoia, a tight little semi-independent 
settlement, bartering its specialized products 
for shrimps and pompaoo from Lafitte; 
books from Modoc; beryllium-steel daggers 
and motor-plows from American Gun; 
clothing from Dempsey and Gee Eye. The 
Boston Textile mills were gone with Boston; 
that smoking, gray desolatiQn had not 
changed since 1950, the year of the Blowup. 
But there was still plenty of room in 
America, no matter how much the popula
tion might increase; war hacf thinned the 
population. And as technology advanced 
so did improvements in reclamation of arid 
and unfertile land, and the hardier strains 
of the kudzu plant had already opened vast 
new tracts for farming. But agriculture was 
not the only industry. The towns specialized, 
never expanding into cities, but sending out 
spores that would grow into new villages
or, rather, reaching out like raspberry canes, 
to take root whenever they touched earth. 

But each town was independent. No 
empire could groW. Decentralization had 
been the answer to the atomic bombs that 
were so easy to make, and of which each 
village had its cache. One helicopter could 
dust off a town, quite conclusively, but it 
had been decades since such a thing had 
happened. The psychology was simple and 
ruthlessly accurate. If one man has a sword, 
his opponent won't provoke a fight Not 
until he has a pistol, and is better armed. 

But atomic bombs were the ultimate de
velopment Modoc could dust off Lafitte
but then American Gun could dust off 
Modoc. And there was no defense possible. 

But the towns spread, cell by cell. Only 
the blasted areas were shunned, the desola
tion that had been New York and Chicago 
and a hundred other cities, the lifeless 
wastes that held only abnormal life. After 
the Blowup, the fringes of the radioactive 
areas bad caused the mutations of which 
the telepaths were the only survivors, aside 
from the occasional monsters-reptiles and 
harmless beasts-that still lived near the 
blasted areas. Until lately, there had been 

human monsters as well, unsuccessful muta
tions warped physically or mentally by the 
radiations. But they had died out by now. 
Only the telepaths had bred true, and even 
there existed a cleavage; true Bald, and 
antisocial paranoid-type. 

-And some in velvet gown. 
But in 1950 no one knew that the beggars 

were coming to town, or that the Baldys' 
only chance for survival would lie in mak
ing themselves the equivalent of Franciscan 
friars. They were the minority. And minor
ities can easily arouse hatred, especially 
when it possesses the incalculable wealth of 
the telepathic function. From generation to 
generation of Baldies now the indoctrination 
had gone on; Seek no power. Let no non
telepath envy you. No direct competition. 

They worked, bad economic security, 
possessed the luxuries that every other man 
and woman in America owned. But their 
heritage was a menace as well as the great
est privilege any race on Earth has ever 
known. 

They were beggars in velvet. And each 
Baldy. knew that, inevitably, the day of the 
pogrom would come. 

Burkhalter was deliberately not thinking 
of the red-haired woman when Duke Heath 
came in. The priest-medic caught the 
strained, negative mental picture, and 
nodded. 

"Barbara Pell," be said. "I saw her." Both 
men blurred the surface of their minds. 
That couldn't mask their thoughts, but if 
any other brain began probing, there would 
be an instant's warning, during which they 
could take precautions. Necessarily, how
ever, the conversation stayed oral rather 
than telepathic. 

"They can smell trouble coming," Burk· 
halter said. "They've been infiltrating 
Sequoia lately, haven't they?" 

"Yes. The minute you copped this con
sulate, they started to come in." Heath 
nibbled his knuckles. "In forty years the 
paranoids have built up quite an organiza
tion." 

"Sixty years," Burkhalter said. "My grand
father saw it coming back in.'82. There was 
a paranoid in Modoc-a lone wolf at the 
time but it was one of the first symptoms. 
And since then-" 

"Well, they've grown qualitatively, not 
quantitatively. There are more true Baldies 
now than paranoids. Psychologically they're 
handicapped. They hate to inter-marry with 
non-Baldies. Whereas we do, and the domi
nant strain goes on-spreads out" 
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"For a while," Burkhalter said. 
Heath frowned. "There's no epidemic at 

Columbia Crossing. I had to get Selfridge 
off your neck somehow, and he's got a 

. strong]y paternal instinct toward his brother. 
That did it-but not permanently. With that 
so-and-so, the part equals the whole. You 
got the consulate; he had a nice little racket 
gyping the Hedgehounds; he hates you----so 
he jumps on your most vulnerable point. 
Also, he rationalizes. He tells himself that if 
you didn't have the unfair advantage of 
being a Baldy, you'd never have landed the 
consulate." 

"It was unfair." 
"We had to do it," Heath said. "Non

Baldies mustn't find out what we're building 
up among the Hedgehounds. Some day the 
woods folk may be our only safety. Jf a 
non-Baldy bad got the consulate-" 

"I'm working in the dark," Burkhalter 
said. "All I know is that I've got to do what 
the Mutes tell me." 

"I don't know any more than you do. The 
paranoids have their Power-that secret 
band of communications we can't tap-and 
only the Mutes have a method of fighting 
that weapon. Don't forget that, while we 
can't read a Mute's mind, the paranoids 
can't either. If you knew their secrets. your 
mind would be an open book-any telepath 
could read it." 

Burkhalter didn't answer. Heath sighed 
and watched pine needles glittering in the 
sunlight outside the windows. 

"It's not easy for me either," be said. "To 
be a surrogate. No non·Baldy has to be a 
priest as well as a medic. But I have to. 
The doctors up at the hospital feel more 
strongly about it than I do. They know how 
many psychotic cases have been cured be
cause we can read minds. Meanwhile--" He 
shrugged. 

Burkhalter was staring northward. "A 
new land is what we need," be said. 

"We need a new world. Some day we'll 
get' it." 

A shadow fell across the door. Both men 
turned. A small figure was standing there, 
a fat little man with close-curling hair and 
mild blue eyes. The misericordia at his belt 
seemed incongruous, as though those pudgy 
fingers would fumble ludicrously with the 
hilL 

No Baldy will purposely read a non
telepath's mind, but there is an instinctive 
recognition between Baldies. So Burkhalter 
and Heath knew instantly that the stranger 
was a telepath-and then, on the heels of 

tbat thought, came sudden, startled recogni· 
lion of the emptiness where thought should 
be. It was like stepping on clear ice and 
finding it clear water instead. Only a few 
men could guard their minds thus. They 
were the Mutes. 

"Hello," said the stranger, coming in and 
perching himself on the desk's edge. "I see 
you know me. We'll stay oral, if you don't 
mind. I can read your thoughts, but you 
can't read mine." He grinned. "No use 
wondering why, Burkhalter. If you knew, 
the paranoids would find out too.' Now. My 
name's Ben Hobson." He paused. "Trouble, 
eh? Well, we'll kick that around later. First 
let me get this off my chest." 

Burkhalter sent a swift glance at Heath. 
"There are paranoids in town. Don't tell me 
too much, unless-" 

"Don't worry. I won't." Hobson chuckled. 
"What do you know about Hedgehounds?" 

"Descendants of the nomad tribes that 
didn't join the villages after the Blowup. 
Gypsies. Woods folk. Friendly enough." 

"That's right," Hobson said. "Now what 
l'm ·telling you is common knowledge, even 
among the paranoids. You should know it. 
We've spotted a few cells among the Hedge· 
hounds-Baldies. It started by accident, forty 
years ago, when a Baldy named Line Cody 
was adopted by Hedgehounds and reared 
without knowing his heritage. Later he 
found out He's still living with the Hedge. 
hounds, and so are his sons." 

"Cody?" Burkhalter said slowly. "l've 
heard stories of the Cody-'' 

"Psychological propaganda. The Hedge
hounds are barbarians. But we want 'em 
friendly and we want to clear the way, for 
joining them, if that ever becomes necessary. 
Twenty years ago we started building up a 
figurehead in the forests, a living symbol 
who'd be overtly a shaman and really a 
delegate for us. We used mumbo--jumbo. 
Line Cody dressed up in a trick suit, we gave 
him gadgets, and the Hedgehounds finally 
developed the legend of the Cody-a sort 
of benevolent woods spirit who acts as 
supernatural monitor. They like him, they 
obey him, and they're afraid of him. Especi
ally since be can appear in four places at 
the same time." 

"Eh?" Burkhalter said. 
"Cody had three sons," Hobson smiled. 

"It's one of them you'll see today. Your 
friend Selfridge has fixed up a little plot. 
You're due to be murdered by one of the 
Hedgehound chiefs when that delegation 
gets here. I can't interfere personally, but 
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the Cody will. It's necessary for you to play 
alonj. Don't give any sign that you expect 
trouble. When the Cody steps in, the chiefs 
will be plenty impressed." 

Heath said, "Wouldn't it have been better 
not to tell Burkhalter what to expect?" 

"No. For two reasons. He can read the 
Hedgehounds' minds - I give him carte 
blanche on that-and he must string along 
with the Cody. O.K., Burkhalter?" 

"O.K.", the consul nodded. 
"Then I'll push off." Hobson stood up, 

still smiling. "Good luck." 
"Wait a minute," Heath said. "What about 

Selfridge?" 
"Don't kill him. Either of you. You know 

no Baldy must ever duel a non-Baldy." 
Burkhalter was scarcely listening. He knew 

he must mention the thought he had sur
prised in Barbara Pell's mind, and be had 
been putting off the moment wben be must 
speak her hateful name, open the gates of 
his thoughts wide enough to let her image 
slip back in, beautiful image, beautiful 
slender body, bright and dangerous and 
insane mind-

"1 saw one of the paranoids in town 
awhile ago," he said. "Barbara Pel!. A nasty 
job, that wo:nan. She let slip something 
about their plans. Covered up too fast for 
me to get much, but you might think about 
it. They're up to something planned for 
fairly soon, I gathered." 

Hobson smiled at him. "Thanks. We're 
watching them. We'll keep an eye on the 
woman too. AU right, then. Good luck." 

He went out. Burkhalter and Heath 
loohd a� one another. 

The Mute walked slowly down the path 
toward the village. His mouth was pursed 
as he whistled; his plump cheeks vibrated. 
As he passed a tall pine he abruptly un· 
sheathed his dagger and sprang around the 
tree. The man lurking there was caught by 
surprise. Steel found its mark unerringly. 
The paranoid had time for only one desper
ate mental cry before he died. 

Hobson wiped his dagger and resumed 
his journey. Under the close-cropped brown 
wig a mechanism, shaped like a skullcap, 
began functioning. Neither Baldy nor tele
path could receive the signals Hobson was 
sending and receiving now. 

"They know I'm here." 
"Sometimes they do," a soundless voice 

came back. "They can't catch these modul· 
ated frequencies the helmets use, but they 
can notice the shield. Still, as long as none 
of 'em know why--." 

"I just killed one." 
"One less of the bichos," came the coldly 

satisfied response. 
I think I'd better stay here for a while. 

Paranoids have been infiltrating. Both Heath 
and Burkhalter think so. There's some con
tingent plan I can't read yet; the paranoids 
are thinking about it only on their own banC." 

"Then stay. Keep in touch. What about 
Burkhalter?" 

"What we suspected. He's in love with 
the paranoid Barbara Pel!. But he doesn't 
know it" 

Both shocked abhorrence and unwilling 
sympathy were in the answering thought 
''I can't remember anything like this ever 
happening before. He can read her mind; 
he knows she's paranoid-" 

Hobson smiled. "The realization of his 
true feelings would upset him plenty, Jerry. 
Apparently you picked the wrong man for 
this job." 

"Not from Burkhalter's record. He's 
always lived a pretty secluded life, but his 
character's above reproach. His empathy 
standing was high. And be taught sociology 
for six years at New Yale." 

"He taught it, but I think it remained 
remote. He's known Barbara Pell for six 
weeks now. He's in love with her." 

"But bow-even subconsciously? Baldies 
instinctively bate and distrust the para
Ooids." 

Hobson reached Sequoia's outskirts and 
kept going, past the terraced square where 
the blocky, insuJated power station sat. "So 
it's perverse," be told the other Mute. "Some 
men are attracted only to ugly women. You 
can't argue with a thing like that. Burk
halter's fallen in love with a paranoid, and 
I hope to heaven he never realizes it. He 
might commit suicide. Or anything might 
happen. This is-" His thought moved with 
slow emphasis. "This is the most dangerous 
situation the BaJdies have ever faced. Ap
parently nobody's paid much attention to 
Selfridge's talk, but the damage has been 
done. People have listened. And non-Baldies 
have always mistrusted us. If there's a blow
off, we're automatically the scapegoats." 

"Like that Ben?" 
"The pogr�m may start in Sequoia." 
Once the chess game bad started, there 

was no way to stop it It was cumulative. 
The paranoids, the warped twin branch of 
the parallel telepathic mutation, were not 

'insane; there was a psychoneurotic path
ology. They had only one basic delusion. 
They were tho super race. On that founda� 
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tion they built their edifice of planetary 
sabotage. 

Non-Baldies outnumbered them, and they 
could not fight the technology that flourished 
in the days of decentralization. But if the 
culture of the non-Baldies were weakened, 
wrecked-

Assassinations, deftly disguised as duels 
or accidents; secret satbotage in a hundred 
branches; propaganda, carefully sowed in 
the proper places-and civilization would 
have headed for a crack-up, except for one 
check. 

The Baldies, the true, non-paranoid muta
tion, were fighting for the older race. They 
had to. They knew, as the blinded paranoids 
could not, that eventually the non-Baldies 
would learn of the chess game, and then 
nothing could stop a world-wide pogrom·. 

One advantage the paranoids had for a 
while-a specialized band on which they 
could communicate telepathically, a wave 
length which could not be tapped. Then, in 
2022, a Baldy technician had perfected the 
scrambler helmets, with a high.frequency 
modulation that was equally untappable. 
As long as a Baldy wore such a helmet 
under his w1g, his mind could be read only 
by another Mute. 

So they came to be called, a small, tight 
group of exterminators, sworn to destroy 
the paranoids completely-in effect, a police 
force, working in secret and never doffing 
the helmets which shut them out from the 
complete rapport that played, so large a part 
in the psychic life of the Baldy race. 

They had willingly given up a great part 
of their heritage. It was a curious paradox 
that onJy by strictly limiting their telepathic 
power could these few Baldies utilize their 
weapon against the paranoids. And what 
they fought for was the time of ultimate 
unification when the dominant mutation had 
become so numerically strong that in all the 
world, there would be no need for mental 
barriers or psychic embargoes. 

Meanwhile the most powerful of the 
Baldy race, they could never know, except 
within a limited scope, the subtle gratifica· 
lion of the meatal round·robins, when a 
hundred or a thousand minds would meet 
and merge into the deep, eternal peace that 
only telepaths can know. 

They, too, were beggars in velvet 

lli. 
BURKHALTER said suddenly, "What's the 
matter with you, Duke?" 

Heath didn't move. "Nothing." 
"Don't give me that Your thoughts arc on 

quicksand." 
"Maybe they are," Hc1tb said. "The fact 

is, I need a rest. I love this work, but it does 
get me down sometimes." 

"Well, take a vac::tion. ·· 
"Can't. We're too bc�J. Our reputation's 

so good we're getting cases fro:u ali over. 
We're one of the first mentl sanitariums to 
go in for all·out Baldy psychoanalysis. It's 
been going on, of course, for years but sub 
rosa, more or less. People don't like the idea 
of Baldies prying into the minds of their 
relatives. However, since we started to show 
results -" His eyes lit up. "Even with 
psychosomatic illnesses we can help a lot, 
and mood disorders are our meat. The big 
question, you know, is why. Why they've 
been putting poison in the patient's food, 
why they watch him-and so forth. Once 
that question's answered fully, it usually 
gives the necessary clues. And the average 
patient's apt to shut up like a clam when the 
psychiatrist questions him. But-" Heath's 
excitement mounted, "this is the biggest 
thing in the history of medicine. Tbere'vo 
been Baldies since 1955, and only now are 
the doctors opening their doors to us. Ulti· 
mate empathy. A psychotic locks his mind, 
so he's hard to treat. But we have the 
keys-" 

"What are you afraid of?" Burkhalter 
asked quietly. 

Heath stopped short. He examined his 
fingernails. 

''It's not fear," be said at last. "It's 
occupational anxiety. Oh, the devil with that. 
Four·bit words. It's simpler, really; you can 
put it in the form of an axiom. You can't 
touch pitch without getting soiled." 

"I see." 
"Do you, Harry? It's only this, really. My 

work consists of visiting abnormal minds. 
Not the way an ordinary psychiatrist does it. 
l get into those minds. I see and feel their 
viewpoints. I know all their terrors. The 
invisible horror that waits in the dark for 
them isn't just a word to me. I'm sane, and I 
see through the eyes of a hundred insane 
men. Keep out of my mind for a minute, 
Harry." He turned away. Burkhalter hesi· 
tated. 

"O.K.," Heath said, looking around. "I'm 
glad you mentioned this, though. Every so 
often I find myself getting enti�:::ly too 
empathic. Then I either take my co · :er up, 
or get in a round robin." For every Daldv. 
there was a deep, relaxing calm in tho upper 
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air, where the continual subsensory bom
bardment of thoughts was lessened almost 
to the vanishing point "I'll see if 1 can 
promote a hook-up tonight Are you in ! "  

"Sure," Burkhalter said. Heath nodded 
casually and went out. His thought came 
back. 

1'(/ better not be here when the Hedge-
hounds come. Unless you-

No, Burkhalter thought. 1'/l be all right. 
O.K. Here's a delivery for you. 
Burkhalter opened the door in time to 

admit lhe grocer's boy, who had parked his 
trail car outside. He helped put the supplies 
away, saw that the beer would be sufficiently 
refrigerated, and pressed a few buttons that 
would insure a supply of pressur�ooked 
refreshments. The Hedgehounds were hearty 
eaters. 

After that, he left the door open and 
relaxed behind his desk, waiting. It was hot 
in the office; he opened his collar and made 
the walls transparent Air conditioning began 
to cool the room, but sight of the broad 
valley below was equally refreshing. Tall 
pines rippled their branches in the wind. 

It was not like New Yale. That had been 
one of the larger towns. Only the techno
logical villages covered larger areas, and 
that was a matter of necessity; chemists 
and physicists need plenty of room to pro
vide a margin of safety. But New Yale 
was intensely specialized in education. 
Sequoia, with its great hospital and its cellu
lose industry, was more of a complete, 
rounded unit. Isolated from the rest of the 
world except by air aod television, it lay 
clean and attractive, sprawling in white and 
green and pastel plastics around the swift 
waters of the river that raced down seaward. 

Burkhalter locked his hands behind his 
neck and yawned. He felt inexplicably 
fatigued, as he had felt from time to time 
for seve;ral weeks. Not that this work was 
hard; on the contrary. But reorientation to 
his new job wouldn't be quite as easy as 
he had expected. In the beginning be hadn't 
anticipated these wheels within wheels. 

Barbara Pell, for example. She was dan
gerous. She, more than any of the others, 
perhaps, was the guiding spirit of the 
Sequoia paranoids. Not in the sense of 
planned action, no. But she ignited, like a 
flame. She is a born leader. And there were 
uncomfortably many paranoids here now. 
They had infiltrated-superficially with good 
reason, on jobs or errands or vacations; but 
the town was crammed with them, compara
tively speaking. The _ nontelepaths still out-

numbered both Baldies and paranoids a.s 
they did on a larger scale all over the 
world-

He remembered his grandfather, Ed 
Burkhalter. If any Baldy had ever bated the 
paranoids, Ed Burkhalter had. And presum
ably with good reason, since one of the 
first paranoid plots-a purely individual at
tempt then-had indirectly tried to indoc
trinate the mind of Ed's son, Harry Burk
halter's father. Oddly, Burkhalter remem
bered his grandfather's thin, harsh face more 
vividly than his father's gentler one. 

He yawned again, trying to immerse him
self in the calm of the vista beyond the 
windows. Anolher world? Perhaps only in 
deep space could a Baldy ever be com
pletely free from those troubling half· 
fragments of vagrant thoughts that he sensed 
even now. And without that continued dis· 
traction, with one's mind utterly unham· 
pered-he stretched luxuriously, trying to 
imagine the feeling of his body without 
gravity, and extending that parallel to his 
mind. But it was impossible. 

The Baldies bad been born before their 
time, of course-an artificially hastened 
mutation caused by radio-activity acting on 
hwnan genes and chromosomes. Thus their 
present environment was wrong. Burkhalter 
toyed idly with the concept of a deep-space 
race, each individual mind so delicately at
tuned that even the nearness of any alien 
personality would interfere with the smooth 
processes of perfect thought. Pleasant, but 
impractical. It would be a dead end. The 
telepaths weren't supermen, as the paranoids 
contended; at best they had only one fataUy 
miraculous sense-fatal, because it had been 
mingled with common clay. With a genuine 
superman, telepathy would be merely one 
sense among a dozen other inconceivable 
ones. 

Whereas Barbara Pell-the name and the 
face slid into his thoughts again, and the 
beautiful body, as dangerous and as fascinat· 
ing as fire-whereas Barbara Pell, for in
stance, undoubtedly considered herself 
strictly super, like all the warped telepaths 
of her kind. 

He thought of her bright, narrow gaze, 
and the red mouth with its sneering smile. 
He thought of the red curls moving like 
snakes upon her shoulders, and the red 
thoughts moving like snakes through her 
mind. He stopped thinking of her. 

He was very tired. The sense of fatigue, 
all out of proportion to the energy he had 
expended,_ swelled and engulfed him. If the 
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Hedgebound chiefs weren't coming, it would 
be pleasant to take a copter up. The inclos
ing walls of the mountains would fall away 
as the plane lifted into the empty blue, 
higher and higher, till it hung in space above 
a blurred, featureless landscape, balf.erased 
by drifting clouds Burkhalter thought of 
how the ground would look, a misty dreamy 
Sime illustration, and, in his daydream, he 
reached out slowly to touch the controls. 
The copter slanted down, more and more 
steeply, till it was flashing su�cidally toward 
a world that spread hypnotically, like a 
magically expanding carpet. 

Someone was coming. BurkJatcr blurred 
his mind instantly and stood up. Beyond 
the open door was only the empty forest, but 
now he could bear the faint, rising over
tones of a song. The Hedgehounds, being 
a nation of nomads, sang as they marched, 
old tunes and ballads of memorable sim
plicity that had come down unchanged from 
before the Blowup, though the original 
meanings had been forgotten. 

Green grow the lilacs, all sparkling 
with dew; 

I'm lonely, my darling, since parting 
/rom you-

Ancestors of the Hedgehounds had 
bummed that song along the borders of Old 
Mexico, long before war had been anything 
but distantly romantic. The grandfather of 
one of the current singers had been a Mexi
can, drifting up the California coast, dodg
ing the villages and following a lazy wander
lust that led him into the Canadian forests 
at last. His name had been Ramon Alvarez 
but his grandson's name was Kit Carson 
Alvers, and his black beard rippled as be 
sang. 

But by our n£xt meeting I'll hope to 
prove true, 

And change the green lilacs for the 
red, white and blue. 

There were no minstrels among the 
Hedgebounds-tbey were all minstrels, 
which is bow folk songs are kept alive. 
Singing, they came down the path, and feU 
silent at sight of the consul's house. 

Burkhalter watched. It was a chapter of 
the past come alive before his eyes. He bad 
read of the Hedgebounds, but not until six 
weeks ago had he encountered any of the 
new pioneers. Their bizarre costumes still 
had power to intrigue him. 

Those costumes combined functionalism 
with decoration. The buckskin shirts, that 

could blend into a pattern of forest light 
and shade, were fringed with knotted tas
sels; Alvers had a coonsk.in cap, and all 
three men wore sandals, made of soft, tough 
kidskin. Sheathed knives were at their belts, 
hunting kmves, plainer and shorter than the 
misericordias of the townsfolk. And their 
faces showed a rakehell vigor, a lean, brown 
independence of spirit that made them 
brothers. For generations now the Hedge· 
hounds had been wresting their living from 
the wilderness with such rude weapons as 
the bow one of them had slung across his 
shoulder, and the ethics of duelling had 
never developed among them. They didn"t 
duel. They killed, when killing seemed 
necessary-for survival. 

Burkhalter came to the threshold. "Come 
in," be said. ''I'm the consul-Harry Burk
halter." 

"You got our message?" asked a tall, 
Scottish-looking chief with a busby red 
beard. "That thing you got rigged up in the 
woods "looked tetchy." 

"The message conveyor? It works, all 
right." 

"Fair enough. I'm Cobb Mattoon. This 
here's Kit Carson Alvers, and this un's 
Umpire Vine." Vine was clean-shaven, a 
barrel of a man who looked like a bear, his 
sharp brown eyes slanting wary glances aU 
around. He gave a taciturn grunt and shook 
hands with Burkhalter. So did the others. 
As the Baldy gripped Alvers' palm, he knew 
that this was the man who intended to kill 
him. 

He made no sign. "Glad you're here. Sit 
down and have a drink. Whafll you have?" 

"Whiskey," Vine grunted. His enormous 
hand smothered the glass. He grinned at the 
siphon, shook his head, and gulped a 
quantity of whiskey that made Burkhalter's 
throat smart in sympathy. 

Alvers., too, took whiskey; Matoon drank 
gin, with lemon. "You got a smart lot of 
drinks here," he �id, staring at the bar 
Burkhalter bad swung out. "I can make out 
to spell some of the labels, but-what's 
that?" 

"Drambuie. Try it?" 

"Sure," Mattoon said, and his red-haired 
throat worked. "Nice stuff. Better than the 
com we cook up in the woods." 

"If you walked far, you'll be hungry," 
Burkhalter said. He pulled out the oval 
table, selected covered dishes from the con
veyor belt, and Jet his guests help them
selves. They fell to without ceremony. 
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Alvers looked across the table. "You one 
of them Baldies?" be asked suddenly. 

Burkhalter nodded. "Yes, I am. Why?" 
Mattooo. said, "So you're one of 'em." 

He was frankly slaring. "I never seen a 
Baldy right close up. Maybe I have at that, 
but with the wigs you can't tell, of course." 

Burkhalter grinned as he repressed a 
familiar feeling of sick distaste. Ho bad been 
stared at before, and for the same reason. 

"Do I look like a freak, Mr. Mattoon 1"  
"How long you been consul?" Mattoon 

asked. 
"Six weeks." 
"O .K.," the big man said, and his voice 

was friendly enough, though the tone was 
harsh. "You oughta remember there ain't no 
Mistering with the Hedgebounds. I'm Cobb 
Mattoon. Cobb to my friends, Mattoon to 
the rest. Nope, you don't look like no 
freak. Do people figger you Baldies are all 
sports?" 

"A good many of them," Burkhalter said. 
"One thing," Mattoon said, picking up a 

chop bone, "in the woods, wo pay no heed 
to such things. If a guy's born funny, we 
don't mock him for that. Not so long as 
he sticks to the tribe and plays square. We 
got no Baldies among us, but if we did, I 
kind of think they might get a better deal 
than they do now." 

Vine grunted and poured more whiskey. 
Alvers' black eyes were fixed steadily on 
Burkhalter. 

"You readin' my mind? "  Mattoon de
manded. Alvers drew in his breath sharply. 

Without looking at him, Burkhalter said, 
"No. Baldies don't. It isn't healthy." 

"True enough. Minding your own business 
is a plenty good rule. I can ace how you'd 
have to play it. Look. This is the first time 
we come down here Alvers and Vine and 
me. You ain't seen us before. We heard 
rumors about this consulate--" He stumbled 
over the unfamiliar word. "Up to now, we 
traded with Selfridge sometime&, but we 
didn't have contact with townsfolk. You 
know why." 

Burkhalter knew. The Hedsebounds bad 
been outcastes, shunning the villages, and 
sometimes raiding them. They �ere outlaws. 
"But now a new time's coming. We can't 
live in the towns; we don't want to. But 
there's room enough for everybody. We still 
don't see why they set up the&e con-consul
ates; still, we'll string along. We got a 
word." 

Burkhalter knew about that, too. It was 
the Cody word, whispered through the 

Hedgebound tribes-a word they would not 
disobey. 

He said, "Some of the Hedgebound tribes 
ought to be wiped out. Not many. You kill 
them yourselves, whenever you find them--" 

"Th' cannibals," Mattoon said. "Yeah. We 
kill them." 

"But they're a minority. The maio group 
of Hedgebounds have no-quarrel with the 
townsfolk. And vice versa. We want to stop 
the raids." 

"How do you figger on doin' that?" 
"If a tribe bas a bad winter, it :::teedn't 

starve. We've methods of makiug foods. It's 
a cheap method. We can afford to let you 
have grub when you're hungry." 

Vine slammed his whiskey glass down on 
the table and snarled something. Mattoon 
patted the air with a large palm. 

"Easy, Umpire. He don't know . . .  listen, 
Burkhalter. The Hedgehounds raid some
times, sure. They hunt, and they fight for 
what they get But they don't beg." 

"I'm talking about barter," Burkhalter 
said. "Fair exchange. We can't set up force 
shields around every village. And we can't 
use Eggs on nomads. A lot of raids would 
be a nuisance, that's all. There haven't been 
many raids so far; they've been lessCoing 
every year. But why should there be any 
at all? Get rid of the motivation and the 
effect's gone too." 

Unconsciously be probed at Alver's mind. 
There was a thought there, a sly crooked 
hungry thought, the avid alertness of a 
carnivore--and the concept of a hidden 
weapon. Burkhalter jerked back. He didn't 
want to know. He had to wait for the Cody 
to move though the temptation to provoke 
an open battle with Alvers was dangerously 
strong. Yet .that would only antagonize the 
other Hedgehounds; they couldn't read 
Vine's mind as Burkhalter could. 

"Barter what?" Vine grunted. 
Burkhalter had the answer ready. "Peits. 

There's a demand for them. They're fashion
able." He didn't mention that it was an 
artificially created fad. "Furs, for one thing. 
And-" 

"We ain't Red Indians" Mattoon said. 
"Look what happened to them l There ain't 
nothing we need from townsfolk, except 
when we're starving. Then-well. maybe we 
can barter." 

"If the Hedgehounds unified-" 
Alvers grinned. "In the old days," he said 

in a high, thin voice, ''tho tribes that unified 
got dusted off with the Eggs. We ain't 
unifying, brother 1." 
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"He speaks fair, though," Mattoon said. 
"It makes sense. It was our granddaddies 
who had a feud with the villages. We've 
shaken down pretty well. My tribe ain't 
gone hungry for seven winters now. We 
migrate, we go where the pickin's are good 
and we get along." 

"My tribe don't raid," Vine growled. He 
poured more whiskey. 

Mattoon and Alvers had taken only two 
drinks; Vine kept pouring it down, but his 
capacity seemed unlimited. Now Alvers said, 
"It seems on the level. One thing I don't like. 
This guy's a Baldy." 

Vine tumed his enormous barrel of a 
torso and regarded Alvers steadily. "What 
you got against Baldies?" he demanded. 

"We don't know nothing about 'em. 1 
heard stories-" 

Vine said something rude. Mattoon 
laughed. 

"You ain't polite, Kit Carson. Burldlalter's 
playin' host Don't go throwing words 
around." 

Alvers shrugged, glanced away, and 
stretched. He reached into his shirt to 
scratch himself-and suddenly the thought 
of murder hit Burkhalter like a stone from a 
sling-shot. It took every ounce of his will 
power to remain motionless as Alver's band 
slid back into view, a pistol coming into 
sight with it 

There was time for the other Hedge
hounds to see the weapon, but no time for 
them to interfere. The death-thought antici
pated the bullet A flare of blinding, crimson 
light blazed through the room. Something, 
moving like an invisible whirlwhind, flashed 
among them; then, as their eyes adjusted, 
they stood where they had leaped from their 
chairs, staring at the figure who confronted 
them. 

He wore a tight-fitting suit of scarlet, with 
a wide black belt. and an expressionless 
mask of silver covered his face. A blue-black 
beard emerged from under it and rippled 
down his chest Enormous muscular develop
ment showed beneath the skin-tight gar
ments. 

He tossed Alver's pistol into the air and 
caught it. Then, with a deep, chuckling 
laugh, be gripped the weapon in both hands 
and broke the gun into a twisted jumble of 
warped metal. 

"Break a truce, will you'?" he said. "You 
little pipsqueak. What you need is the livin' 
daylights whaled outa you, Alvers." 

He stepped forward and smashed the fiat 
of his palm agai.mt Alvers' side. The sound 

of the blow rang through the room. Alvers 
was lifted into the air and slammed against 
(le further wall. He screamed once, 
dropped into a huddle, and lay there 
motionless. 

"Git up," the Cody said. "You ain't burt 
Mebbe a rib cracked, that's all. lf'n I'd 
smacked your head, I'd have broke your 
neck clean. Git up ! "  

Alvers dragged himself upright. his face 
dead white and sweating. The other two 
Hedgehounds watched, impassive and alert 

"Deal with you later on. Mattoon. Vine. 
What you got to do with this'?" 

"Nuthin'." Mattoon said. "Nuthin', Cody. 
You know that" 

The silver mask was impassive. "Lucky 
fer you I do. Now listen. What I say goes. 
Tell Alvers' tribe they'll have to find a new 
boss. That's all." � 

He stepped forward. His arms closed 
about Alvers, and the Hedgehound yelled in 
sudden panic. Thne the red blaze flared out 
again. When it bad died, both figures were 
gone. 

"Got any more whiskey, Burkhalter'?" 
Vine said. 

IV. 

THE Cody was in telepathic communication 
with the Mute, Hobson. Like the other 
three Codys, this one wore the same modul
ated-frequency helmet as the Mutes; it was 
impossible for any Baldy or paranoid to 
tune in on that scrambled camouflaged wave 
length. 

It was two hours after sundown. 
A.lvers is dead, Hobson. Telepathy bas no 

colloquialisms that can be expressed in 
language-symbols. 

Necessary'? 
Yes. Absolute obedience to the Cody

a curiously mingled four-in-one concept
is vital. Nobody can be allowed to defy the 
Cody and get away with it. 

Any repercussioru? 
None. Mattoon and Vine are agreeable. 

They got along with Burkhalter. Whafs 
wrong with him, Hobson'? 

The moment the question was asked, the 
Cody knew the answer. Telepaths have no 
secrets but subconscious ones - and the 
Mute helmet can even delve a little into the 
secret mind. 

In love with a paranoid'? The Cody was 
shocked. 

He doesn't know it. He mustn't realize it 
yet. H�d have to reorient; that would ta/ce 
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time; we can't afford to have him in the side 
linu jltSI n•w. Trouble's bound to pop. 

What? 
· 

Fred Selfridge. He's drunk. He found out 
the Hed8ehound chiefs visited Burkholur 
today. He's afraid his trading racket is being 
cut from under him. I've rold Burkhalter to 
stay out of sight. 

I'll stay Mar here, then in case I'm 
needed. I won't go home yet. Briefly Hobson 
caught sight of what home meant to the 
Cody; a S«:ret valley in the Canadian wilder
ness, its whereabouts known only to wearers 
of the helmets, who could never betray it 
inadvertently. 1t was there that the tech
nicians among the Baldies sent their special
ized products-via the Mutes. Products 
which had managed to build up a fully 
equipped headquarters in the heart of the 
forest, a centralization, it was true, but one 
whose whereabouts were guarded very 
thoroughly from the danger of discovery by 
either friend or enemy. From that valley 
laboratory in the woods came the devices 
that made the Cody the legendary figure he 
was among the Hedgehounds-a Paul Bun
yan who combined incredible physical prow
ess with pure mag.ic. Only such a figure 
could have commanded the respect and 
obedience of the woods runners. 

Is Burkhalter safely hidden, Hobson? Or 
can /-

He's hidden. There's a round robin on, 
but Selfridge can't trace him through that. 

O.K. I'll wait. 
The Cody broke off. Hobson sent his 

thought probing out, across the dark miles, 
to a dozen other Mutes, scattered across the 
continent from Niagara to Salton. Each one 
of them was ready for the underground 
mobilization that might be necessary at any 
moment now. 

It had taken ninety years for the storm to 
gather; its breaking would be cataclysmic. 

Within the circle of the round robin was 
quiet, complete peace that only a Baldy can 
know. Burkbalk:r let his mind slip into 
place among the others, briefly touching and 
recognizing friends as be settled into that 
telepathic closed circuit. He cauaht the faintly 
troubl¢ unrest from Duke Heath's thoughts; 
then the deep calm of rapport swallowed 
them both. # 

At first, on the ouk:r fringes the psychic 
pool, there were ripples and currents of mild 
disturbance, the cuual distresses that are 
inevitable in any gregarious society, and 
especially among the hypersensitive Baldies. 
But the purge of the ancient custom of the 

confessional quickly began to be effective. 
There can be no barriers between Baldies. 
The basic unit of the family is far more 
complete than among non-te!epaths, and by 
extension, the entire Baldy group were 
bound together with ties no less strong 
because of their intangible subtlety. 

Trust and friendship : these things were 
certain. There could be no distrust when the 
tariff wall of language was eliminated. The 
ancient loneliness of any highly specialized, 
intelligent organism was mitigated in the 
only possible way; by a kinship closer even 
than marriage, and transcending it. 

Any minority group as long as it main
tains its specialized integrity, is automatically 
handicapped. It is suspect. Only the Baldies, 
in all social history, had been able to mingle 
on equal terms with the majority group and 
still retain the close bond of kinship. Which 
was paradoxical, for the Baldies, perhaps, 
were the only ones who desired racial 
assimilation. They could afford to, for the 
telepathic mutation was dominant : the 
children of Baldy father and nontelepathic 
mother-or vice versa-are Baldies. 

But the reassurance of the round robins 
was needed; they were a symbol of the 
passive battle the Baldies had been fighting 
for generations. In them the telepaths found 
complete unity. It did not, and never would. 
destroy the vital competitive instinct; rather, 
it encouraged it. There was give and take. 
Aod, too, it was religion of the purest kind. 

In the beginning, with no senses that non
Baldies can quito understand, you touched 
the minds of your · friends, delicately, sensi
tively. There was a place for you, and you 
were welcomed, Slowly, as the peace spread, 
you approached the center, that quite in
describable position in space time that was a 
synthesis of intelligent, vital minds. Only by 
analogy can that locus even be suggested. 

It is half-sleep. It is like the moment 
during which consciousness returns sufficient· 
ly so that you know you are not awake, and 
can appreciate the complete calm relaxation 
of slumber. If you could retain conscious
ness while you slept-that might be il 

For there was no drugging. The sixth 
sense is tuned to its highest pitch. and it 
intermingles with and draws from the other 
senses. Each Baldy contributes. At first the 
troubles and disturbances, the emotional 
unbalances and problems are cast into 
the pool, examined, and dissolved in 
the crystal water of the rapport Then, 
cleansed and strengthened, the Baldies ap
proach the center, where the minds blend 
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into a single symphony. Nuances o f  color into the cool quiet o f  the night Overhead, 
one member has appreciated, shadings of a full moon hung yellow. A fan of diffiwcd 
sound and light and feeling, each one is a light reached upward from Redwood Street 
grace note in orchestration. And each note , in the distance, and dimmer paths in the air 
is three-dimensional, for it carries with it the marked the other avenues. Burkhalter's 
Baldy's personal, individual reaction to the muscles were rigid. He felt his throat tense 
stimulus. with near-panic. Generations of anticipation 

Here a woman remembered the sensuous had built up a violent phobia in every Baldy, 
feel of soft velvet against her palm, with its and now that the day bad come
corresponding mental impact. Here a man Barbara Pell came dau.ingly into his 
gave the crystal-sharp pleasure of solving a thoughts, and as his mind recalled her, so 
difficult mathematical equation, and intellect- her mind touched his, wild and fiery, gloat
ual counterpoint to the lower-keyed feeling ing with a triumph his whole being drew 
of velvet Step by step the rapport built up, back from, while against all judgment 
until there seemed but a single mihd, work- something seemed to force him to receive 
ing in perfect cohesion, a harmony without her message. 
false notes. He's dead, Burkhalter. he's dead! I've 

Then this single mind began building. It killed Fred Selfridge ! The word is "kill," 
Degan to think. lt was a psychic colloid, in but in the mind of the paranoid it was not 
effect, an intellectual giant given strength a word or a thought, but a reeking sensation 
and sanity by very human emotions and of triumph, wet with blood, a screaming 
senses and desires. thought which the sane mind reels from. 

Then into that pellucid unity crashed a You fool! Burkhalter shouted at her 
thought-message that for an instant made across the distant streets, his mind catching 
the minds cling together in a final desperate a little of her wildness so that he could not 
embrace in which fear and hope and friend- wholly control it. You crazy fool, did you 
sh.ip intermingled. The round robin dissolved. · start this? 
Each Baldy waited now, remembering Hob- He was starting out to get you. He was 
son's thought that said; dangerous. His talk would have started the 

The pogrom's started. pogrom anyhow-people were beginning to 
He hadn't broadcast the message directly. think-

The mind of a Mute, wearing his helmet, It's got to be stopped I 
cannot be read except by another Mute. It It will be ! Her thought had a terrible 
was Duk.e Heath, sitting with Hobson in confidence. We've made plans. 
the moonlit grounds outside the hospital, What happened? 
who had taken the oral warning and con- Someone saw me kill Selfridge. ll's the 
veyed it to the other Baldies. Now his brother, Ralph, who touched things off
thoughts continued to flash through Sequoia. the old lynch law, Listen. Her thought was 

Come to the hospital. Avoid non-Bafdies. giddy with triumph. 
lf ·your're seen, you may be Irnched. He heard it then, the belling yell of the 

In dozens of homes, eyes met in which mob, far away, but growing louder. The 
the terror had leaped instantly to full flower. sound to Barbara Pelt's mind was fuel to a 
All over the world, in that moment, some· flame. He caught terror from her, but a per
thing electric sparked with unendurable verted terror that lusted after what it feared. 
tension from mind to sensitive· mind. No The same fury of bloodthirst was in the 
non-Baldy noticed. But, with the speed of crowd's yell and in the red ftame which was 
thought, the knowledge girdled the planet. Barbara Pell's mad mind. They were coming 

From the thousands of Baldies scattered near her, nearer-
through the villages, from helicopter and For a moment Burkhalter saw a woman 
surface car, came a thought of reassurance. running down a dim street, stumbling, re
We are one, it said. We are with you. covering, racing on with a lynch mob bay-

That-from the Baldies. From the para- ing at her heels. 
noids, fewer in number, came a message of · .  A man-a Baldy-dashed out into the 
hatred and triumph. Kill the hairy men ! path of the crowd. He tore off his wig and 

But no oontelepaths outside Sequoia knew waved it at them. Ralph Selfridge, his thin 
what was happening. young face dripping with sweat, shriek.ed in 

There was an old plastic house near the wordless hatred and turned the tide after 
edge of town where Burkhalter had been this new quarry. The woman ran on into 
hiding. He slipped out of a side door now the dark.ness. 
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They caught the man. When a Baldy dies, 

there is a sudden gap in the ether, a dead 
emptiness that no tclepath will willingly 
touch with his mind. But before that blank
ness snapped into being, the Baldy's thought 
of agony blazed through Sequoia with stun
ning impact, and a thousand minds reeled 
for an instant before it. 

Kill the hairy men! shrieked Barbara Pell's 
thoughts, ravenous and mad. This was what 
the furies were. When a woman's mind lets 
go, it drops into abysses of sheer savagery 
that a man's mind never plumbs. The woman 
from time immemorial has lived closer to 
the abyss than the male-bas had to, for 
the defense of her brood. The primitive 
woman cannot afford scruples. Barbara 
PeU's madness now was the red, running 
madness of primal force. And it was a fiery 
thing that ignited something in every mind 
it touched. Burkhalter felt little flames take 
hold at the edges of his thoughts and the 
whole fabric that was his identity shivered 
and drew back. But he felt in the ether 
other minds, mad paranoid minds reach out 
toward her and cast themselves ecstatically 
into the holocaust. 

Kill them, kill-kill! raved her mind. 
Everywhere? Burkhalter wondered, dizzy 

with the pull he felt from that vortex of 
exultant bate. All over the world, tonight? 
Have the paranoids risen everywhere, or 
only in Sequoia? 

And then he sensed suddenly the ultimate 
hatefulness of Barbara Pelt. She answered 
the thought, and in the way she answered 
he recognized how fully evil the red-haired 
woman was. If she had lost herself utterly 
in this flaming intoxication of the mob he 
would still, he thought, have hated her, but 
he need not have despised her. 

She answered quite coolly, with a part of 
her mind detached from the ravening fury 
that took its fire from the howling mob 
and tossed it like a torch for the other 
paranoids to ignite their hatred from. 

She was an amazing and complex woman, 
Barbara Pel!. She had a strange, inflamma
tory quality which no woman, perhaps, since 
Jeanne d'Arc bad •SO fully exercised. But 
she did not give herself up wholly to the 
fire that bad kindled within her at the 
thought and smell of blood. She was de
liberately casting herself into that blood
path, deliberately wallowing in the frenzy 
of her madness. And as she wallowed, she 
could still answer with a coolness more ter
rible than her ardor. 

No. only in Sequoia, said the mind that 

an instant before had been only a blind 
raving exhortation to murder. No human 
must live to tell about it, she said in thought
shapes that dripped cold venom more burn
ing than the hot bloodlust in her broadcast 
thoughts. We hold Sequoia. We've taken 
o�er the airfields and the power station. 
We're armed. Sequoia is isolated from the 
rest of the world. The pogrom's broken loose 
here-only here. Like a cancer. It must be 
stopped here. 

How? 
How do you destroy any cancer? Venom 

bubbled in the thought. 
Radium, Burkhalter thought. Radio

activity. The atomic bombs-
Dusting off? he wondered. 
A burning coldness of affirmation 

answered him. No human must live to tell 
about it. Towns have been dusted off before 
-by other towns. Pinewood may get the 
blame this time-there's been rivalry he
tween it and Sequoia. 

But that's impossible. If the Sequoia tete
audios have gone dead-

We're sending out faked messages. Any 
copters coming in will be stopped. But we've 
got to finish it off fast. If one human escapes 
-Her thoughts dissolved into inhuman, in
articulate yammering, caught up and echoed 
avidly by a chorus of other minds. 

Burkhalter shut off the contact sharply. 
He was surprised, a little, to find that he 
bad been moving toward the hospital all 
during the interchange, circling through the 
outskirts of Sequoia. Now he heard with 
his conscious mind the distant yelling that 
grew loud and faded again almost to 
silence, and then swelled once more. The 
mindless beast that ran the streets could be 
sensed tonight even by a nontelepath. 

He moved silently through the dark for 
awhile sick and shaken as much by his con
tact with a paranoid mind as by the threat 
of what had happened and what might s.till 
come. 

Jeanne d'Arc, be thought. She had it too, 
that power to inflame the mind. She, too, 
had heard-"voices ? "  Had she perhaps been 
an unwitting telepath born far before her 
time? But at least there had been sanity 
behind the power she exercised. With Bar
bara Pen-

As her image came into his mind again 
her thought touched him, urgent, repellently 
cool and controlled in the midst of all this 
holocaust she had deliberately stirred up. 
Evidently something had happened to upset 
their plans, for-
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Burkhalter, she called voicelessly. Burk· 

halter, listen. We'll co-operate with you. 
We hadn't intended to, but-where is the 

Mute, Hobson? 
I don't know. 
The cache of Eggs has been moved. We 

can't find· the bombs. J(/1 take hours before 
another load of Eggs can be flown here from 
the nearest town. It'3 on the way. But every 
second we waste increases the danger of dis
covery. Find Hobson. He's the only mind we 
can't touch in Sequoia. We know no oru else 
has hidden the bombs. Get Hobson to tell 
us where they are. Make him understand, 
Burkhalter. This isn't a matter affecting only 
us. If word of this gets out, every telepath 
in the world is menaced. The cancer must be 
cut be/ore it spreads. 

Burkhalter felt murderous thought
currents moving toward him. He turned 
toward a dark house, drifted behind a bush, 
and waited there till the mob bad poured 
past, their torches blazing. He felt sick. and 
hopeless. What he had seen in the faces of 
the men was horrible. Had this hatred and 
fury existed for generations under the sur
face-this insane mob-violence that could 
burst out against Baldies with so little pro
vocation? 

Common sense told him that the provoca
tictn bad been sufficient. When a telepath 
killed a nontelepath, it was not duelling
it wa& murder. The dice were loaded. And 
for weeks now psychological propaganda 
bad been at work in Sequoia. 

The non-Baldies were not simply killing 
an alien race. They were out to destroy the 
personal devil. They were convinced by now 
that the Baldies were potential world
cunquerors. As yet no one had suggested 
that the telepaths ate babies, but that was 
probably coming soon. Burkhalter thought 
bitterly. 

Preview. Decentralization was helping the 
Baldies, because it made a temporary com
munication-embargo possible. The synapses 
that connected Sequoia to the rest of the 
world were blocked; they could not remain 
blocked forever. 

He cut through a yard, hurdled a fence, 
and was among the pines. He felt an im
pulse to keep going, straight north, into the 
clean wilderness where this turmoil and fury 
could be left behind. But, instead, be angled 
south toward the distant hospital. Luckily 
he would not have to cross the river; the 
bridges would undoubtedly be guarded. 

There was a new sound, discordant and 
hysterical. The barking of dogs. Animals, 

as a rule, could not receive tho telepathic 
thoughts of humans, but the storm of mental 
currents raging in Sequoia now bad stepped 
up the frequency--or the power-to a far 
higher level. And the thoughts of thousands 
of telepaths, all over the world, were focused 
on the little village on the Pacific Slope. 

Hark, hark! The dogs do bark! 
The beggars are coming to town-

But there's another poem, be thought, 
trying to remember. Another one that fits 
even better. What is it-

The hopes and fears of aU the years-

v. 

TuB mindless marking of the dogs was 
worst. It set the pitch of the yapping, mad 
savagery that washed up around the hospital 
like the rising waves of a neap tide. And 
the patients were receptive too; wet packs 
and hydrotherapy, and, in a few cases, re
straining jackets were necessary. 

Hobson stared through the one-way 
window at the village far below. "They can't 
get in here," he said. 

Heath, haggard and pale, but wilb a new 
light in his eyes, nodded at Burkhalter. 

"You're one of the last to arrive. Seven 
of us were killed. One child. There are ten 
others still on their way. The rest-safe 
here." 

"How safe?" Burkhalter asked. He drank 
the coffee Heath had provided. 

"As safe as anywhere. This place was built 
so irresponsible patients couldn't get out. 
Those windows are unbreakable. It works 
both ways. The mob can't get in. Not easily, 
anyhow. We're fireproof, of course." 

"What about the staff? The non-Baldies, 
I mean." 

A gray-haired man seated at a nearby 
desk stopped marking a chart to smile wryly 
at Burkhalter. The consul recognized him : 
Dr. Wayland, chief psychiatrist. 

Wayland said, "The medical profession 
has worked with Baldies for a long time, 
Harry. Especially the psychologists. If any 
non-Baldy can understand tho telepathic 
viewpoint, we do. We're noncombatants." 

"The hospital work has to go on," Heath 
said. "Even in the face of this. We did 
something rather unprecedented, though. We 
read the minds of every non-Baldy within 
these walls. Three men on the staff had a 
preconceived dislike of Baldies, and sym
pathized with the lynchings. We asked them 
to leave. There's no danger of Fifth Column 
work here now." 
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Hobson said slowly, "There was another 
man-Or. Wilson. He went down to the vil
lage and tried to reason with the mob." 

Heath said, "We got him back here. He's 
having plasma pumped into him now." 

Burkhalter set down his cup. "All right. 
Hobson, you can read my mind. How 
about it?" 

The Mute's round face was impassive. 
"We had our plans, too. Sure, I moved the 
Eggs. The paranoids won't find 'em now." 

"More Eggs are being flown in. Sequoia's 
going to be dusted off. You can't stop that." 

A buzzer rang; Dr. Wayland listened 
briefly to a transmitted voice, picked up a 
few charts and went out. Burkhalter jerked 
his thumb toward the door. 

"What about him? And the rest of the 
staff? They know, now." 

Heath grimaced. "They know more than 
we wanted them to know. Until tonight, no 
nontelepath has even suspected the existence 
of the paranoid group. We can't expect Way
land to keep his mouth shut about this. The 
paranoids are a menace to non-Baldies. The 
trouble is, the average man won't differen
tiate between paranoids and Baldies. Are those 
people down there"-he glanced toward the 
window-"are they drawing the line?" 

"It's a problem," Hobson admitted. "Pure 
logic tells us that no non-Baldy must survive 
to talk about this. But is that the answer?" 

"I don't see any other way," Burkhalter 
said unhappily. He thought suddenly of Bar
bara Pelt and the Mute gave him a sharp 
glance. 

"How do you feel about it Heath?" 
The priest-medic walked to the desk and 

shuffled case histories. "You're the boss, 
Hobson. I don't know. I'm thinking about 
my patients. Here's Andy Pel!. He's got 
Alzheimer's disease-early senile psychosis 
He's screwed up. Can't remember things very 
well. A nice old guy. He spills food on his 
shirt, he talks my ear off, and he makes 
passes at the nurses. He'd be no loss to the 
world, I suppose. Why draw a line, then? 
If we're going in for killing, there can't be 
any exceptions. The non-Baldy staff here 
can't survive either." 

'That's the way you feel?" 
Heath made a sharp, angry gesture. "No ! 

It isn't the way I feel! Mass murder would 
mean canceling the work of ninety years, 
since the first Baldy was born. It'd mean 
putting us on the same level as the paranoids. 
Baldies don't kill." 

"We kill paranoids." 
'"There's a difference. Paranoids are on 

equal terms with us. And . . .  oh, I don't 
know, Hobson. The motive would be the 
same-to save our race. But somehow one 
doesn't kill a non-Baldy." 

"Even a lynch mob?" 
"They can't help it," Heath said quietly. 

"It's probably casuistry to distinguish be
tween paranoids and non-Baldies but there 
is a difference. It would mean a lot of differ
ence to us. We're not killers." 

Burkhalter's bead drooped. The sense of 
unendurable fatigue was back again. He 
forced himself to meet Hobson's calm gaze. 

"Do you know any other reason? " he 
asked. 

"No," the Mute said. "I'm in communica
tion, though. We're trying to figure out a 
way." 

Heath said, "Six more got here safely. One 
was killed. Three are still on their way." 

''The mob hasn't traced us to the hospital 
yet," Hobson said. "Let's see. The paranoids 
have infiltrated Sequoia in considerable 
strength, and they're well armed. They've 
got the airfields and the power station. 
They're sending out faked teleaudio messages 
so no suspicion will be aroused outside. 
They're playing a waiting game; as soon as 
another cargo of Eggs gets here, the para
noids will beat it out of town and erase 
Sequoia. And us, of course." .. 

"Can't we kill the paranoids? You haven't 
any compunctions about eliminating them, 
have you, Duke? "  

Heath shook h i s  head a n d  smiled; Hobson 
said, "That wouldn't help. The problem 
would still exist. Incidentally, we could inter· 
cept the copter flying Eggs here, but that 
would just mean postponement. A hundred 
other copters would load Eggs and bead for 
Sequoia; some of them would be bound to 
get through. Even fifty cargoes of bombs 
would be too dangerous. You know bow the 
Eggs work." 

Burkhalter knew, all right. One Egg would 
be quite sufficient to blast Sequoia entirely 
from the map. 

Heath said, "Justified murder doesn't 
bother me. But killing non-Baldies-if I bad 
any part in that, the mark of Cain wouldn't 
be just a symbol. I'd have it on my forehead 
-or inside my head, rather. Where any 
Baldy could see it. If we could use propa
ganda on the mob--" 

Burkhalter shook his bead. ''There's no 
time. And even if we did cool off the 
lynchers, that wouldn't stop word of this 
from getting around. Have you listened in 
on the catch-phrases, -Duke?" 
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"The mob?" 
"Yeah. They've built up a nice personal 

devil by now. We never made any secret of 
our round robins, and somebody bad a 
bright idea. We'rC polygamists. Purely 
mental polygamists, but they're shouting that 
down in the village now." 

"Well," Heath said, "I suppose they're 
right. The norm is arbitrary, isn't it--auto
matically set by the power-group? Baldies 
are variants from that norm." 

"Norms change." 
"Only in crises. It took the Blowup to 

bring about decentralization. Besides, what's 
the true standard of values? What's right 
for non-Baldies isn't always right for tele
paths." 

'There's a basic standard of morals-" 
"Semantics." Heath shuffled his case 

histories again. "Somebody once said that 
insane asylums won't find their true function 
till ninety percent of the world is insane. 
Then the sane group can just retire to the 
sanitariums." He laughed harshly. "But you 
can't even find a basic standard in psychoses. 
There's a lot less schizophrenia since the 
Blowup; most d.  p. cases come from cities. 
The more I work with psycho patients, the 
less I'm willing to accept any arbitrary 
standards as the real ones. This man-" he 
picked up a chart "be's got a fairly familiar 
delusion. He contends that when be dies, the 
world will end. Well maybe, in this one 
particular case it's true." 

"You sound like a patient, yourself," 
Burkhalter said succinctly. 

Hobson raised a band. "Heath, I suggest 
you administer sedatives to the Baldies here. 
Including us. Don't you feel the tension?" 

The three were 'silent for a moment, tele· 
pathetically listening. Presently Burkhalter 
was able to sort out individual chords in the 
the discordant thought-melody that was 
focused on the hospital. 

''The patients," be said. "Eh ? "  
Heath scowled a n d  touched a button. 

"Fernald? Issue sedatives-" He gave a 
quick prescription, clicked off the com
municator, and rose. "Too many psychotic 
patients are sensitive," be told Hobson. 
"We're liable to have a panic on our hands. 
Did you catch that depressive thought-" 
He formed a quick mental image. "I'd better 
give that man a shot. And I'd better check 
up on the violent cases, too." But be waited. 

Hobson remained motionless, staring out 
the window. After a time he nodded. 

'That's the last one. "We're all here now, 

all of Us. Nobody's left in Sequoia but para
noids and non-Baldies." 

Burkhalter moved his shoulders uneasily. 
"Thought of an answer yet?" 

''Even if I had, I couldn't tell you, you 
know. The paranoids cou1d read your 
mind." 

True enough. Burkhalter thought of Bar
bara Pell, somewhere in the village-perhaps 
barricaded in the power station, or at the 
airfield. Some confused, indefinable emotion 
moved within him." He caught Hobson's 
bright glance. 

"There aren't any volunteers among the 
Baldies,'' the Mute said. "You didn't ask to 
be involved in this crisis. Neither did I, 
really. But the moment a Baldy's born, he 
automatically volunteers for dangerous duty, 
and stands ready for instant mobilization. 
It just happened that the crisis occurred in 
Sequoia." 

"It wou1d have happened somewhere. 
Sometime." 

"Right. Being a Mute isn't so easy, either. 
We're shut out. We can never know a com
plete round robin. We can communicate fully 
only with other Mutes. We can never resign." 
Not even to another Baldy cou1d a Mute 
reveal the existence of the Helmet. 

Burkhalter said, "Our mutation wasn't 
due for another thousand years, I guess. We 
jumped the gun." 

"We didn't. But we're paying. The Eggs 
were the fruit of knowledge, in a way. If 
man hadn't used atomic power as he did, the 
telepathic mutations would have had their 
full period of gestation. They'd never have 
appeared till the planet was ready for them. 
Not exactly ready, perhaps," be qualified, 
"but we wouldn't have bad quite this mess 
on our hands." 

.. 
"I blam� the paranoids," B��khalter said. 

And . . .  m a way . . .  myself. 
"You're not to blame." 
The Baldy grimaced. "I think I am, Hob

son. Who precipitated this crisis?" 
"Selfridge-" Hobson was watching. 
Barbara Pell," Burkhalter said. "She killed 

Fred Selfridge. Ever since I came to Sequoia, 
she's been riding me." 

"So she killed Selfridge to annoy you? 
That doesn't make sense." 

"It fitted in with the general paranoid 
plan, I suppose. But it was what she wanted, 
too. She couldn't touch me when I was con
sul. But where's the consulate now ? "  

Hobson's round face w a s  very grave. A 
Baldy intern came in, offered sedatives and 
water, and the two silently swallowed the 
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barbiturate�. Hobson went to the window 
and watched tho .flaring of torches from tho 
village. His · voice was muffled. 

"They're coming up," he said. "Listen." 
The distant shouting grew louder as they 

stood there in silence. Nearer and louder. 
Burkhalter moved forward to Hobson's side. 
The town was a flaming riot of torches now, 
and a river of light poured up the cur\'ed 
road toward the hospital. 

"Can they get in ? "  someone asked in a 
hushed voice. • 

He3tb shrugged. "Sooner or later." 
The intern said, with a touch of hysteria : 

"What can we do? "  
Hobson said, ''They're counting on the 

weight of numbers, of course. And they've 
got plenty of that. They aren't armed, I sup
pose, except for daggers-but then they don't 
need arms tO do what they think they're 
going to do." 

There was a dead silence in the room for a 
moment. Then Heath said in a thin voice, 
"What they think-?" 

The Mute nodded toward the window. 
"Look." 

There was a small rush toward the glass. 
Peering over one another's shoulders, the 
men in the room stared down the slope of 
the road, seeing the vanguard of the mob so 
near already that the separate torches were 
clearly distinguishable, and the foremost of 
the distorted, shouting faces. Ugly, blind 
with hatred and the intention to kill. 

Hobson said in a detached voice, as if 
this imminent disaster were already in the 
past. "We've got the answer, you see-we 
know about this. But there's another problem 
I can't solve. Maybe it's the most important 
one of all." And he looked at the back of 
Burkhalter's head. Burkhalter was watching 
the road. Now he leaned forward suddenly 
and said: 

"Look! There in the wood�what is it? 
Something moving-people? Listen-what is 
it?" 

No one paid any attention beyond the first 
two or three words he spoke, for all of them 
saw it now. It happened very swiftly. One 
moment the mob was pouring unchecked up 
the road, the next a wave of shadowy 
forms had moved purposefully out of the 
trees in compact, discipline order. And 
above the hoarse shouting of the mob a 
cry went terribly up, a cry that cb.illed the 
blood. 

It was the shrill, falsetto that had once 
been the Rebel Yell. Two hundred years ago 
it echoed over the bloody battlefields of the 

Civil War. It moved westward with the 
conquered rebels and became the cow
boy yell. It moved and spread with west
erners after the Blow-Up, the tall, wild men 
who could not endure the regimentation of 
the towns. Now it was the Hedgehound yell. 

From the window the hospital watchers 
saw it all, enacted as if on a firelit stage 
below them. 

Out of the shadows the men in buckskin 
came. Firelight Oasbed on the long blades 
they carried, on the beads of the arrows they 
held against the bent bows. Their wild, 
shrill, terrible yell rose and fell, drowning 
out the undisciplined screams of the mob. 

The buckskin ranks closed in behind the 
mob, around il The townsmen began to 
huddle together a little, until the long loosely 
ordered mob bad become a roughly compact 
circle with the woodsmen surrounding them. 
There were cries of, "Kill 'em ! Get 'em 
all t" from the townsmen, and the disorderly 
shouts arose raggedly through the undula
tions of the Hedgebound yell, but you could 
tell after the first two or three minutes who 
had the upper hand. 

Not that there was no fighting. The men 
at the front of the mob had to do something. 
They did-or tried to. It was little more than 
a scume as the buckskin forms closed in. 

''They're only townsmen, you see," Hob
son said quietly, like a lecturer explaining 
some movie scene from old newsreel files. 
''Did you ever think before bow completely 
the profession of the fighting man has died 
out since the Blow-Up? The only organized 
fighting men left in the world are out there, 
now." He nodded toward the Hedgehound 
ranks, but nobody saw the motion. They 
were all watching with the incredulous eager
ness of reprieved men as the Hedgehounds 
competently dealt with the mob which was 
so rapidly changing into a disorganized 
rabble now as the nameless, powerful, ugly 
spirit that had welded it into a mob died 
mysteriously away among them. 

All it took was superior force, superior 
confidence-the threat of weapons in more 
accustomed bands. For four generations 
these had been townsmen whose ancestors 
never knew what war meanl For four 
generations the Hedgehounds bad lived only 
because they -knew unremitting warfare, 
against the forest and mankind. 

Competently they went about rounding 
up the mob. 

"It doesn't solve anything," Burkhalter 
said at last, reluctantly, turning from the 
window. Then he ceased to speak. and sent 
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his mind out in rapid thoughts so that the 
oontelepaths might not bear. Don't we have 
to keep it all quiet? Do we still have to 
decide about-killing them all? We've saved 
our necks, sure-but what about the rest of 
the world? 

Hobson smiled a grim, thin smile that 
looked odd on his plump face. He spoke 
aloud, to everyone in the room. 

"Get ready," he said. We're leaving the 
hospital. All of us. The non-Baldy staff, 
too." 

Heath, sweating and haggard caught his 
breath. "Wait a minute. I know you're the 
boss, but-I'm not leaving my patients ! "  

"We're taking them, too," Hobson said. 
Confidente was in his voice, but not in his 
eyes. He was looking at Burkhalter. The last 
and most difficult problem was still to be 
mel 

The Cody's thought touched Hobson's 
mind. All ready. 

You've got enough Hedgehounds'J 
Four tribes. They were all near the Fraser 

Run. The new consulate set-up had drawn 
'em from the north. Curiosity. 

Report to group. 
Scattered across the continent, Mutes 

listened. We've cleaned out Sequoia. No 
deaths. A good many got pretty well beaten 
up, but they can all travel. (A thought of 
wry amusement) Your townspeople ain't 
jighlers. 

Ready for the march? 
Ready. They're all rounded up, men, 

women and children, in the north valley. 
Umpire Vine's in charge of that sector. 

Start the march. About the paranoids, any 
trouble there? 

No trouble. They haven't figured it all out 
yet. They're still in the town, sitting tight. 
We've got to move fast, though. If they try 
to get out of Sequoia, my men will kill. 
There was a brief pause. Then-The march 
has started. 

Good. Use the blindfolds when necessary. 
There are no stars underground, the 

Cody's thought said grimly. 
No non-Baldy must die. Remember, this 

is a point of honor. Our solution may not 
be the best one, but-

None will die. 
We're evacuating the hospital. Is Mattoon 

ready? 
Ready. Evacuate. 
Burkhalter rubbed a welt on his jaw. 

"What happened? "  be asked thickly, staring 
around in the rustling darkness of the pines. 

A shadow moved among the trees. "Get-

ting the patients ready for transportation
remember? You were slugged. That violent 
case--" 

"I remember." BurkhaJter felt sheepish. 
"I should have watched his mind closer. I 
couldn't. He wasn't thinking-" He shivered 
slightly. Then be sat up. "Where are we?" 

"Quite a few miles north of Sequoia." 
"My head feels funny." Burkhalter re

arranged his wig. He rose, steadying himseU 
against a tree, and blinked vaguely. After a 
moment be had reoriented. This must be 
Mount Nichols, the high peak that rose tall 
among the mountains guarding Sequoia. 
Very far away, beyond intervening lower 
summits, he could see a distant glow of light 
that was the village. 

But beneath him, three hundred feet 
down, a procession moved through a defile 
in the mountain wall. They emerged into the 
moonlight and went swiftly on and were 
lost in shadow. 

There were stretcher-bearers, and motion
less, prone figures being carried along; there 
were men who walked arm in arm; there 
were tall men in buckskin shirts and fur 
caps, bows slung across their shoulders, and 
they were helping, too. The silent procession 
moved on into the wilderness. 

"The Sequoia Baldies, "Hobson said. "And 
the non-Baldy staff-and the patients. We 
couldn't leave them." 

"But-" 
''It was the only possible answer for us, 

Burkhalter. Listen. For twenty years we've 
been preparing-not for this, but for the 
pogrom. Up in the woods, in a place only 
Mutes know about, there's a series of inter
locking caves. It's a city without population. 
The Cody's-tbere are four of them, really 
-have been using it as a laboratory and a 
hideout There's material there for hydro
ponics, artificial sunlight, everything a 
culture needs. The caves aren't big enough 
to shelter all the Baldies, but they'll bold 
Sequoia's population." 

Burk.baJter stared. "The non-BaJdies? "  
"Yes. They'll be segregated, for a while, 

till they can face truth. They'll be prisoners; 
we can't get around that fact It was a choice 
between killing them and holding them in
communicado. In the caves, they'll adapt. 
Sequoia was a tight, independent com
munity. Family units won't be broken up. 
The same social pattern can be followed. 
Only-it'll be underground, in an artificial 
culture." 

"Can't the paranoids find them?" 
"There are no stars Uhderaround. The 
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paranoids may read the minds of the 
Sequoians, but you can't locate a mind by 
telepathic triangulation. Only Mutes know 
the location of the caves, and no paranoid 
can read a Mute's thoughts. They're on their 
way now to join us---enough Mutes to take 
the Sequoians on the last lap. Not even the 
Hedgebounds will know where they're 
going." 

"Then the secret will be safe among tele
paths--except for the Hedgehounds. What if 
they talk?" 

"They won't. Lots of reasons. For one, they 
have no communication to speak of with 
the outside world. For another, they're under 
an autocracy, really. The Codys know bow 
to enforce their rules. Also, have you 
thought bow the towns would react if they 
knew Hedgehounds had cleaned out a whole 
village? To save their own skins the Hedge
bounds will keep their mouths shut. Ob, it 
may leak out With so many individuals 
involved you never can be absolutely sure. 
But I think for an extemporaneous plan, it'll 
work out well enough." Hobson paused and 
his mind brushed with the keeness of a quick 
glance against Burkhalter's mind. "What's 
the matter, Buck? Still worried about some
thing? "  

"The people, I suppose," Burkhalter ad
mitted. "The humans. It doesn't seem exactly 
fair, you know. I'd hate to be cut off forever 
from all contact with the rest of the world. 
They-" 

Hobson thought an explosive epithet It 
was much more violent thought than voiced. 
He said, "Fair ! Of course it isn't fair ! You 
saw that mob coming up the road, Buck
did they have fairness in mind then? If any
one ever deserved punishment that mob 
does ! "  His voice grew milder. "One thing 
we tend to lose sight of, you see. We grow 
up with the idea of indulgence toward 
humans pounded into us to such an extent 
we almost forget they're responsible people, 
after all. A pogrom is the most indefensible 
concerted action a group can be guilty of. 
It's always an attack by a large majority on 
a defenseless minority. These people would 
have killed us all without a qualm, if they 
could. They're lucky we aren't as vicious as 
they were. They deserve a lot worse than 
they're getting, if you ask me. We didn't ask 
to be put in a spot like this. There's unfair
ness involved all around, but I think this 
solution is the best possible under the cir
cumstances." 

They watched the procession below mov
ing through the moonlight. Presently Hobson 

went on. "Another angle turned up after we 
put this thing in motion, too: A mighty good 
one. By sheer accident we're going to have 
a wonderful laboratory experiment going on 
in human relations. It won't be a dead-end 
community in caves. Eventually, we think 
the Baldies and the non-Baldies will inter
marry there. The hospital staff are potential 
good will ambassadors. It'll take careful 
handling, but I t.hink with our facilities for 
mind reading and the propaganda we can 
put out adjusted by the readings, things will 
work out It may be the basis for the 
ultimate solution of the whole Baldy-human 
problem. 

"You see, this will be a microcosm of 
what the whole world ought to be-would 
have been if the Blow-Up hadn't brought 
us telepaths into being ahead of our normal 
mutation time. It will be a community of 
humans dominated by telepaths, controlled 
by them benevolently. We'll learn bow to 
regulate relations with humans, and there'll 
be no danger while we learo. It'll be trial 
and error without punishment for error. A 
little hard on the humans, perhaps, but no 
harder than it's been for generatioru on the 
Baldy minority all over the world. We might 
even hope that in a few years' time the 
experiment may go well enough that even if 
the news leaked out. the community mem
bers would elect to stay put Well, we'll have 
to wait and see. It can't be solved any better 
way that we know of. There is no solution, 
except adjustment between the races. If 
every Baldy on eaith committed voluntary 
suicide, there'd still be Baldies boro. You 
can't stop it The Blow-Up's responsible for 
that, not us. We . . wait a minute." 

Hobson turned his head sharply, and in 
the rustling night silences of the forest, 
broken only by the subdued noises of the 
proposition far below, they listened for a 
sound not meant for ears. 

Burkhalter beard nothing, but in a 
moment Hobson nodded. 

"The town's about to go," be said. 
Burkhalter frowned. "There's another 

loose end, isn't there? What if they blame 
Pinewood for dusting Sequoia off? "  

"There won't b e  any proof either way. 
We've about decided to spread rumors in
dicating two or three other towns along with 
Pinewood, enough to confuse the issue. 
Maybe we'll say the explosion might have 
come from an accident in the Egg dump. 
That's happened, " you know. Pinewood and 
the rest will just have to get along under a 
slight cloud for awhile. They'll have an eye 
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kept on them, and if they should show any 
more signs of aggression . . .  but of course, 
nothing will happen. I think . . .  look, Burk-
halter! There she goes I "  

Far away below them the glow that was 
Sequoia lay like a lake of light in the 
mountains' cup. As they watched, it changed. 
A nova flamed in incandescent splendor, 
whitening the men's fa�es and showing the 
pines in starkly black silhouette. 

For an instant the soundless ether was 
full of a stunning, mindless cry that rocked 
the brain of every telepath within its range. 
Then there was that terrible void, that blank
ness of cessation into which no Baldy cares 
to look. This time it was a mighty vortex, 
for a great many telepathic minds perished 
together in that nova. It was a vortex that 
made the mind reel perilously near its great, 
sucking brink. Paranoid they may have been, 
but they were telepathic too, and their going 
shook every brain that could perceive the 
passing. 

In Burkhalter's mind a reeling blindness 
struck. He thought, Barbara, Barbara. 

It was an utterly unguarded cry. He made 
no effort to bush it from Hobson's per
ception. 

Hobson said, as if he bad not heard, 
"That's the finish. Two Mutes in copters 
dropped the Eggs. They're watching now. 
No survivors. Burkhalter-" 

He waited. Slowly Burkhalter pulled him
self out of that blind abyss into which the 
beautiful, terrible, deadly image of Barbara 
Pell whirled away toward oblivion. Slowly 
he brought the world back into focus around 
him. 

"Yes?" 
"Look. The last of the Sequoians are 

going by. You and I aren't needed here any 
more, Burk." 

There was significance in that statement. 
Burkhalter shook himself mentally and said 
with painful bewilderment, 

"I don't . . .  quite get it Why did you 
bring me up here? Am 1-" He hesitated. 
"I'm not going with the others?" 

"You can't go with them," the Mute said 
quietly. There was a brief silence; a cool 
wind whispered through the pine needles. 
The pungent fragrance and freshness of the 
night washed around the two telepaths. 
"Think, Burkhalter," Hobson said. "Think." 

"I loved her," Burkhalter said. "I know 
that now." There was shock and self-revul
sion in his mind, but he was too stunned by 
the realization for much emotion to come 
through yet 

"You know what that means, Burkhalter? 
You're not a true Baldy. Not quite." He was 
silent for a moment. "You're a latent para
noid, Burk," Hobson said. 

There was no sound or thought between 
them for a full minute. Then Burkhalter sat 
down suddenly on the pine needles that 
carpeted the forest floor. 

"It isn't true," be said. The trees were 
reeling around him. 

" It is true," Burk." Hobson's voice and 
mind were infinitely gentle. "Think. Would 
you-could you-have loved a paranoid, 
and such a paranoid as that, if you were a 
normal telepath 1 "  

Dumbly Burkhalter shook his head. He 
knew it was true. Love between telepatbs is 
a far more unerring thing than love between 
blind and groping humans. A telepath can 
make no mistake about the quality of the 
beloved's character. He could not if he 
wished. No normal Baldy could feel anything 
but utter revulsion toward the thing that had 
been Barbara Pelt. No normal Baldy-

"You shouJd have hated her. You did hate 
her. But there was something more than 
hate. It's a paranoid quality, Burk, to feel 
drawn toward what you despise. If you'd 
been normal, you'd have loved some normal 
telepathic woman, someone your equal. But 
you never did. You had to find a woman 
you could look down on. Someone you 
could build up your ego by despising. No 
paranoid can admit any other being is his 
equal. I'm sorry, Burk, I hate to say these 
things." 

Hobson's voice was like a knife, merciless 
and merciful, exercising diseased tissue. 
Burkhalter heard him, and trod down the 
latent hatred which the truth-and he knew 
the truth of it-brought out in his double 
mind. 

"Your father's mind was warped too, 
Burk," Hobson went on. "He was born too 
receptive to paranoid indoctrination-" 

"They tried their tricks on him when he 
was a kid," Burkhalter said hoarsely. "I 
remember that." 

"We weren't sure at first about what ailed 
you. The symptoms didn't show till you 
took on the consulate. Then we began to 
build up a prognosis, of sorts. You didn't 
really want that job, Burkhalter. Not sub
consciously. Those heavy fatigues were a 
defense. I caught that daydream of yours 
today-not the first one you've had. Day
dreams concerned with suicide-another 
symptom, and another means of escape. 
And Barbara Pell-that was the payoff. You 
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couldn't let yourself know what your real 
feelings were, so you projected the opposite 
emotion-hatred. You believed she was per
secuting you, and you let your hatred have 
full freedom. But it wasn't hatred, Burk." 

"No. It wasn't hatred. She . . she was 
horrible, Hobson t She was horrible I "  

" 1  know." 
Burkhalter's mind boiled with violent 

emotions, too tangled to sort out. Hatred, 
intolerable grief, bright flashes of the para
noid world, memory of Barbara Pell's wild 
mind like a flame in the wind. 

"If you're right, Hobson," be said with 
difficulty, "you've got to kill me. I know too 
much. If I'm really a latent paranoid some 
day I might betray-Us." 

"Latent," Hobson said. "There's a world 
of difference-if you can be honest with 
yourself." 

"I'm not safe if I live. I can feel
disease-back in my mind right now. 1-hate 
you, Hobson. I hate you for showing me 
myself. Some day the hate may spread to 
all Mutes and all Baldies. How can I trust 
myself any more?" 

"Touch your wig, Burk," Hobson said. 
Bewildered, Burkhalter laid a shaking 

hand upon his head. He felt nothing un
usual. He looked at Hobson in complete 
confusion. 

"Take it off, Burk." 
Burkhailer lifted off the wig. It came 

hard, the suction caps that held it in place 
giving way with reluctance. When it was 
off, Burkhalter was amazed to feel that there 
was still something on his bead. He lifted 
his free band and felt with unsteady fingers 
a fine cap of wires like silk, hugging his 
skull. He looked up in the moonlight and 
met Hobson's eyes. He could see the fine 
wrinkles around them, and the look of 
kindness and compassion on the Mute's 

round face. For an instant he fora:ot even 
the mystery of the strange cap on his bead. 
He cried voicelessly, 

Help me, Hobson! Don't let me hate you! 
Instantly into his mind came a firm, 

strong, compassionate locking of thoughts 
from many, many minds. It was a com· 
munion more intimate and of a different 
quality than anything he bad ever felt 
before. And it was to the mind as the clasp 
of many supporting hands would be to the 
body when the body is weary and in infinite 
need of support. 

You're one of us now, Burkhalter. You 
wear the Helmet. You are a Mute. No Para
noid can ever read your mind. 

It was Hobson's thought that spoke to 
him, but behind it spoke the thoughts of 
many others, many trained minds from hun
dreds of other Mutes, all speaking as if in a 
chorus that echoed and amplified all Hobson 
said. 

But I . . .  I'm a latent-
The hundreds of minds blended into a 

cohesive unit, the psychic colloid of the 
round robin, but a different, more intense 
union, wrough• into something new by the 
caps that filtered all their thoughts. The unit 
became a single mind, strong and sane and 
friendly, welcoming the newcomer. He did 
not find miraculous healing there-he found 
something better. 

Truth. H000;5ty. 
Now the warp in his mind, the paranoid 

quirk and its symptoms and illogic, became 
very clear. It was the highest kind of psycho· 
analysis, which only a Baldy can know. 

He thought, It will take time. The cure 
will take-

Hobson was standing behind him. I' If be 
with you. Until you can stand alone. And 
even then-we'll all be with you. You are 
mze of us. No Baldy is ever alone. 
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BEING the world's worst thumb twiddler, 
Bullard was unhappy. He was restless, dis
gusted and bored. There was nothing to do. 
There could be nothing to do. And if there 
should be, by any chance, there was nothing 
to do it with. That he temporarily bore the 
rank of admiral while acting as commandant 
of the great Lunar Base helped him not at 
all. He had little taste for brass-hattism and 
an immense loathing for swivel chairs. He 
got up from the one he was sitting in and 
paced the floor of his sumptuous office for 
awhile. Then he planted himself before its 
big window and stared gloomily at the 
dreary scene outside. 

The uncanny silence in that former bust
ling place was depressing. No- longer wRs 
heard the shrill whistles of traveling cranes, 
the whir of fabricJting machines, or the 
boom-boom of heavy stamps. The shops 
were closed; the men laid off; the ships 
away. Ships! Bullard's mouth tightened. 
Yes, there were ships present, rows upon 
rows of them-dead huJls of what had once 
been proud v.arships, now rusting away until 
the wrecking crews should come and go to 
wor :: on them. Wh:tt remnants of the Fleet 
that bad escaped the ax wielded by the gang 
of pacifists now in control were dispersed 
to the far comers of the System, their crews 
enjoying themselves on leisurely, junketing 
"good-will cruises." His own good ship, the 
Pollux, was the sole exception. She lay at 
the moment over in the remodeling dock. in 
Gobi Crater, her machinery torn out and 
the bulk of her crew disbanded. The amaz
ing new astral drive units that were meant 
to go in her still lay unboxed in the store
house, the nullochrons were not even on 
order. It might be a year before work was 
resumed. Bullard sighed. So this was the 
peace be had fought hard for. Bah ! 

Peace reigned from the Darning face of 
Sol to the outermost reaches of the Plutonian 
orbit. All was serene. Some claimed it would 
always be serene hereafter; the human race 
was fed up with war. There "-'aS never to 

be another one. Yes, peace. It was supposed 
to be wonderful, but Bullard felt otherwise. 
It was not that he was a war-loving man; 
far from it. But he knew his Martians, and 
his Calistans, and his Venusians, and all 
the rest, not forgetting some scheming Tel
lurians who dwelt down below on Earth. 
It was too much to expect that they would 
stay bound forever by the lofty phrases and 
noble sentiments expressed in the Treaty of 
Juno. It is true that they had forsworn the 
use of force in interplanetary relations, but 
the paths of hiStory are littered with the 
torn scrays of similar treaties, though men 
seemed to have forgotten it. At any rate, 
the peace had borne heavily on the armed 
services. Officers and men were retired in 
droves, battleships and cruisers were en
thusiastically scrapped, new construction 
came to a dead halt. There was nothing to 
look forward to but dull routine and in
action. Bullard sighed again, and gnawed 
his lower lip. 

He was about to turn away from the 
window, weary from the bleak view and his 
own depressiog thoughts, when his eye 
caught the glint of sunlight on burnished 
gold. The glitter came from a small sky-cycle 
that had just entered the dome through the 
southwest portal and was skimming to a 
stop in the middle of the parade gmund. 
Bullard knew at once from its dark-green 
color that it belonged to the State Depart
ment, and from the golden insignia it sported 
that it was the personal car of a very high 
official. He frowned spe<::ulatively at that, 
for experience had taught him that un
scheduled visits from diplomatic bigwigs in
variably meant trouble. Their contempt for 
the Service was notorious-they haughtily 
ignored the uniformed men until their own 
muddlings sometimes brought affairs to such 
a pass that there was nothing left but to call 
in men of action to strengthen their band. 

"Wonder what this bird wants?" growled 
Bullard, watching the man alight from the 
machine. "If it's a snappy warship for a 
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dirty job, he won't get it. There aren't any." 
Then he put on his best poker face, recrossed 
the room, and sat down to await his caller. 

"I," announced the caller, exuding pom
posity and incompetence from every pore, 
"am Lionel Wallowby, Undersecretary of 
State for. Asteroidal Affairs. My caUing on 
you, rather than sending for you, though 
unprecedented-" 

"I am hpnored," said Bullard, bowing 
stiffiy, but without a quiver of expression. 
Now be knew whom he had to deal with, 
for Wallowby's name was a byword, and he 
knew that the interview was not going to be 
an easy one. Fellow officers who had dealt 
with the man complained afterward that the 
strain of holding themselves in was almost 
intolerable. Not that Wallowby was a villain, 
or even malicious. He was simply smug, 
vain, useless-an outstanding example of 
what nepotism at its worst can foist upon a 
suffering public. 

"I come about a matter of great urgency 
which will require your immediate interven
tion.'' 

"How can anything be urgent in these 
placid times?" asked Bullard bitterly, "and 
if so what can I do about it? Article VIII. 
of the Treaty of Juno-of which, if my 
memory is not at fault, you were one of the 
drafters-forbids forever the used of force 
or the threat of force in any situation what
ever, regardless of provocation. Isn't that 
correct?" 

"Uh, yes," admitted Mr. Wallowby, 
squirming in his seat, "but here are aspects 
of the situation in hand that make it excep
tional. You see, it is the attitude of the 
Trojans. It is distressing. Humiliating. They 
sidestep, fence, and quibble. We have reached 
an impasse. An exasperating people, really." 

"Quite ! "  said Bullard. He could think of 
a hundred adjectives applicable to them, all 
harsher. Exasperating, indeed! On the gray 
rocks of those far-off groups of asteroids 
lived the lowest and meanest dregs of man
kind. Their rulers were fugitive shyster 
lawyers, disbarred from more decent planets. 
Their "aristocracy" were retired pirates and 
gamblers, their "working" populace a 
medley of every type of petty crook from 
pickpocket to cutthroat. Their very existence 
as a quasi-independent nation was a reproach 
to civilization. 

''They take every advantage of their privi
ledged international atatus," complained Mr. 
Wallowby. 

"They would," said Bullard, dryly. "And 
why not?" 

It was a dig at his caller, for it was Under
secretary Wallowby who had held out at the 
peace conference for the continued auto
nomy of the Trojans, alleging that to leave 
them as they were was the simplest evasion 
of the age-old rivalry between the Martians 
and the colonists on the Saturnian satellites. 
And so it might have been had the Trojans 
been populated by any other kind of people. 
But as it turned out, "autonomy," as con
strued by the bosses of the Trojans meant 
license to thumb their noses at the rest of the 
civilized world. They owed their immunity 
to subjugation to their peculiar location in 
the Solar System. Both groups rode the orbit 
of Jupiter, one 'a half billion miles ahead, 
the other an equal distance behind the master 
planet. Therefore, the Jovians periodically 
made claim for jurisdiction. But there are 
years when Saturn is actually closer to one 
or the other of them, and often Mars is 
closer to both. From the earliest asteroid
grabbing days Mars and Saturn had quar
reled over which had the primary interest. 
The nearsighted framers of the Treaty of 
Juno had ducked the issue by leaving the 
Trojan groups autonomous, but yet under 
the joint protection of both squabbling claim
ants. Whereupon the Trojans promptly made 
the most of it. 

Bullard knew the rocky planetoids well, 
for be had visited them often in the days 
when manhunters were not handicapped by 
paralyzing rules. He knew the men who ran 
them, particularly the swashbuckling four
flusher who styled himself the Boss of 
Nestor. Since he bad defied him more than 
once in cutting out some wanted man. But 
those good old days were gone. Nowadays 
the Trojans wrapped themselves in the bless
ing of the no-violence terms of the fatuous 
treaty. No one could enter their ports 
forcibly, or remove any criminal fugitive 
without their consent-not even one of their 
own protectors. Should Mars make harsh 
claims, the Trojans would appeal to the 
Saturnians, who in turn, could be counted 
upon to declare the Martians in the wrong. 
Or they would work it the other way 
around. On the other hand if the Earth or 
any other outside planet presented a claim 
or grievance, both protectors would be called 
in. The Trojans played both ends against the 
middle with great skill. Their position re
sembled that of certain small Balkan 
countries at an earlier period in history
they were of little intrinsic worth but of high 
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nuisance value. The least upsetting of the 
status quo could easily initiate another 
general war. The Trojan situation, in short, 
was dynamite. 

"What is your difficulty with the Trojans?" 
Bullard asked, seeing that Wallowby seemed 
at a loss to proceed. "What do you want of 
me?" 

"I . . .  uh, that is we . . .  or the Depart
ment, I meant to say," stammered Wallowby, 
"find we are compelled to ask you to extri
cate . . .  no, that isn't what I mean . .  
execute a delicate diplomatic mission. It has 
to do with a notorious criminal known as 
Grory the Groat. We have extradited him 
and now want to secure custody." 

"I have no ships in commission here," re
marked Bullard, "whereas sky liners make the 
trip every month. Furthermore, you have a 
large staff of marshals who are maintained 
for just such missions. The apprehension of 
a civil prisoner is outside my jurisdiction." 
He bad not missed Wallowby's fumbling of 
the word "extricate,'' and already guessed 
the civil arm had made a try for Grory and 
messed it up. Wallowby's capacity for 
bungling was unsurpassed. 

'The Trojans do not treat our marshals 
with respect," whined Wallowby. He was not 
used to being talked back to, and he did not 
like to admit what he had to. "We have 
sent several, but they are always turned hack 
on one legatistic pretext or another. In our 
first requisition we claimed Grory on charges 
of treason, sabotage, fomenting rebellion, 
and guh-running. They accepted it, but when 
our officer got there they told him that they 
had reconsidered. It appears that the crimes 
enumerated were not sufficient in view of the 
blanket amnesty clause in the Treaty.'' 

"Of course not,'' said Bullard bluntly. 
''They have a political tinge. You should 
have known better. Isn't that general am
nesty clause known widely as the Wallowby 
Provision?" 

Wallowby flushed, then turned huffy. 
"It was never intended to give immunity 

to common scoundrels of the Grory stripe,'' 
he said stiffly. "Moreover the treaty is not 
what I came to discuss." 

Bullard shrugged. Wallowby went on. 
"Since then we have submitted other re

quests. Five, to be exact. We have presented 
evidence of piracy, murder and embezzle
ment. We have demanded him for smuggling 
drugs and white slaves, for counterfeiting, 
and a score of other crimes. Each time they 
say we may have him if we only send. Each 

time our marshal arrives there they send 
him back emptyhanded, always with a 
different excuse. To make the story short, 
they are evasive and unco-operative. They 
have persistently refused to arbitrate. They 
flout us, admiral they flout us I "  It was a 
wail. 

"Maybe they don't want to give up Mr. 
Grory the Groat," said Bullard. 

Wallowby looked momentarily startled as 
if that suggestion was entirely novel to him. 
Then he rallied himself and completed his 
oration. 

"We have been correct, considerate, and 
courteous throughout. They repay us with 
legal sophistries. We have dilly-dallyed over
long. My patience is at its end. The hour for 
action has struck. Now the time has come 
when we must reveal the iron hand that lies 
beneath the velvet glove-" 

"What iron hand? " asked Bullard brutally. 
Wallow by blinked and swallowed bard. 
"Why, ub, the potential iron hand, of 

course. We must be more impressive. We 
must be more stern. We must cease making 
request and make derm:uuls. You will at once 
send a warship to Nestor and secure the 
person of this Grory for us." 

"That," said Bullard, rising, "is absolutely 
absurd. The only ships we have that can 
take the void have been thoroughly de
militarized. Even if they were armed, we are 
still forbidden by the terms of your ridicu
lous treaty from using them. What, I ask, 
can a gunless battleship do that a letter can't 
do?" 

"You are impertinent. Acting Admiral 
Bullard," said Wallowby with what was 
meant to be cutting sarcasm. He, too, was 
on his feet, and his face aflame. "I have 
wasted words enough on you. Here are your 
orders. Carry them out." 

He jerked a long official envelope from 
an inner pocket and burled it onto Bullard's 
desk. Then, after venting one contemptuous 
sniff, stalked haughtily out. 

"Well, I'll be-" whistled Bullard as the 
door closed on the back of his departing 
caller. 

He sat for long, staring down at those silly 
orders and marveling at the incredible 
stupidity of a man such as Wallowby. Yet, 
he asked himself after a time, was he so 
stupid after all? However he might bungle 
jobs, he bad cunning enough to find an out. 
The suspicion was growing in Bullard'a mind 
that this time it wu he who had been chosen 
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for the aoat. He glanced throuJb the ordera 
again. 

They were official enough, having been 
aisned in open council by no lesser person
age than the Director himself. And they 
were simple. They directed that a demilitar
ized man-of-war be put in commission at 
once and sent under the command of a 
competent officer to the port of Nestor in 
the Anterior Trojans. Upon arrival the ship's 
captain was to make peremptory demand 
upon the Boss of Nestor for the person of 
one Grory the Groat, receive him into cus
tody, and deliver him to the appropriate 
authorities on Earth. The demand was to be 
made in the name of interplanetary Jaw only 
and was not to be accompanied by threaten
ing words or gestures. If refused, no efforts 
were to be made to apprehend Grory by 
force. In the latter event, the viaiting officer 
was to politely withdraw and return to 
Luna. 

"Nuts ! "  snorted Bullard, kicking his 
swivel chair out from under him and begin
ning a feverish pacing of the room. For five 
minutes be angrily strode up and down, 
cursing Wallowby without cessation. For 
now his dilemma was crystal clear. Wal
lowby, the louse, didn't matter any longer. 
He had adroitly ducked from under. The 
thing was official now. Whatever the 
stupidities and ineptness of the Office of 
Asteroidal Affairs, they had been buried, 
white-washed, glossed-over, or what have 
you. The mess had been laid in Bullard's 
lap. It was his baby now. Worse, it was the 
Service's baby. 

If and when the affair was ever made 
public, the story would run thus : Justice 
located their man; State put through the 
necessary requests and papers; Space Ser
vice was assigned to execute the ultimate 
act of physical possession. Whether or not 
they got the man would be irrelevant. The 
two civil departments bad done their stuff, 
if blame was due it was due somewhere else. 

"Heads be wins, tails I lose," growled 
Bullard. "If we get Grory, it is no more 
than we are expected to do--a routine 
matter; if we don't get Grory, we're a pack 
of bums. There isn't but one answer. No 
stuffed shirt like Wallowby is going to make 
this outfit a laughingstock as long as I'm 
giving the orders. I'm going to "get Grory." 

He sat down to gather himself together 
and think of ways and means. The more he 
contemplated the problem, the thicker it got. 
Wallowby's legal sharks had done their best 
-and failed; his diplomats had made repre-

sentationa. argued and pleaded-and bad 
failed; his marshals bad been received with 
ridicule, and sent back defeated. But that, 
after all, was the WaUowby crowd. BuHards' 
eyes grew hard. He knew offhand of at least 
forty officers on the Moon he could send 
who would bring back Grory dead or alive, 
and the blustering Boss of Nestor, too, if it 
came to that, if only told to do so. But 
Bullard could not order them out. His 
hands were bound by the let-the-lamb-lie
down-with-the-lion platitudes of the accursed 
Treaty of Juno. No longer could a Guards
man look a hardboiled criminal in the 
eye and say, "Put 'em up, or else." Oh, no. 
You should approach the rogue politely and 
request he accompany you to the jail. Bah ! 
That time Bullard picked up his chair and 
hurled it clear across the room. After that 
he took up his tigerish rug tramping again. 

All the answers were negative. If he didn't 
bring Grory back, be would have furnished 
Wallowby with the alibi he sought. If be 
brought him back through the use of, or by 
the barest hint of force, a delicate inter
planetary situation would be provoked. The 
Martians and Saturnians would be certain 
to protest it as a violation of the treaty, and 
again the blame would fall upon Bullard's 
man for having been over zealous. It might 
not result in a resumption of the war, but 
it was as risky as smoking in a powder 
magazine. 

Spent from his excited pacing, Bullard sat 
down again. Th.is time be discarded all the 
usual approaches and went at the problem 
in his own way. There had been other times 
in his life that he had received as.inine, if 
not impossible orders, and had managed 
somehow to carry them into execution, 
though, it must be admitted in all frank
ness, not always to the perfect satisfaction 
of those who had issued them. Now he must 
wrack his brains again. 

He scanned the list of ships present and 
the roster of personnel. The choice of ships 
was easy. He selected the ex-cruiser, Llerdyx, 
a prize of war, for the vessel. Her guns had 
been pulled and the ports blanked off, and 
her torpedo tubes plugged beyond repair, 
but she was handy and fast and that Was 
all he wanted: Bullard sent orderlies scurry
ing with word to various departments. The 
Llerdyx was to be renamed the Texas 
Ranger, provisioned and fueled and made 
ready for departure the following day. Her 
crew was to be made up of Pollux men then 
waiting in the lonely barracks by the Gobi 
dock. 
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All of Bullard's best officers were away 

on extended leave, but at length he found 
a notation on the roster that gave him 
comfort. Lieutenant Benton, whom be had 
fleeted up from tubeman, was due back 
on Luna that very night. Benton then was 
the man, for Benton could be relied upon. 
That disposed of the expedition except pro
vision for what it was to do. That was the 
hardest task. 

He sat down at the ordergraph. His 
fingers flew as be pecked out part one of 
the orders. They were largely a paraphrase 
of the set Wallowby brought. Then the 
going got hard; Bullard bogged down. He 
swore softly to himself, scowled, wrote pages 
of drafts, only to tear them up and feed 
them into the maw of his wastebasket. He 
would light one cigarette on the butt of its 
predecessor, then grind it angrily under his 
heel. 1t was one thing to write orders that 
could be complied with, another to compose 
a set in the face of almost certain failure. 
It was like ordering a faithful follower to go 
up against a ruthless killer with nothing but 
an empty gun. 

Dark was almost at hand when Bullard 
finally wrote out the words he dreaded to 
put down. But he did write them out, for his 
duty was plain. They would be painful for 
Benton to execute, and disgraceful for Bul
lard if they were ever made known. But the 
feelings and reputations of two men did not 
count in the grander scheme of things. Very 
reluctantly Bullard inserted the paper in an 
envelope, sealed it with a sigh, then typed 
on the cover these words: 

th;�v�t �h:�� an:o�0�i0;?es�!e�ef��� �� 
hand over the penon of Grory the Groat. 
Otherwise this must be returned to signer 
intact. 

Bullard. 

An hour later Benton reported for duty, 
brisk, cheerful and ruddy after his vacation. 
But his grin faded when he saw the somber 
mood of his skipper. Bullard hardly spoke. 
Instead he banded over part one of the 
orders. 

"Gee ! "  said Benton, delighted. "I get a 
command. And do a cruise all on my own. 
That's great ! "  

"Evidently you d o  not understand what 
you are to do," said Bullard, gravely. 

"Sure. It's clear enough. I hop off to
morrow, go out to Nestor, tell 'em I want 
this bird Grory, slap him in the brig, and 
then come back. What's the catch ? "  

''They aren't going t o  givo Grory up." 
"Huh?" Benton was astonished. Then his 

face widened as his old grin came back. 
Now he knew-Bullard was having a little 
private fun. be was pulling his leg. "Why 
that Ilea-bitten little so·called republic. For 
two cents I'd blast 'em out of the ether. no 
matter what they've got." 

''That," said BulJard, "is the hard part. 
You aren't permitted to do any blasting. 
You haven't any arms but sidearms. And 
they know it." 

"All right. They say no. Then what do I 
do? Come home like a whipped bound?" 

Bullard drew the secret portion of the 
orders out of his desk drawer and fondled 
its envelope thoughtfully. 

"You will find the answer here," he said. 
'This will tell you all you need to know." 

Bullard got up abruptly and walked to the 
window, where be stood for a moment look
ing out into the dim night, his hands clasped 
behind him. Benton saw that his fingers were 
twitching nervously, and was surprised, for 
he had seldom seen the celebrated captain 
of the Pollux display strong emotion. Then 
Bullard began speaking again, but still fac
ing out the window. His tone was low and 
his voice solemn. 

"Benton, lad, there is something I want 
you to remember when you get out there on 
Nestor. That is that I am sending you on 
this mission only because I am forbidden to 
take it myself. The darkest hours in any 
senior's life come when he is compelled to 
delegate a job so dirty that he would shrink 
from touching it himself. This job, Benton, 
is that kind of job. If the worst comes and 
you have to open this envelope, you will 
have no choice but comply with its harsh 
instructions. You will want to squirm out 
from under, you will want to rebel, you will 
hate me--" 

"Oh, no, skipper," exclaimed Benton. "I 
can carry out orders. You know it I " 

"To the letter, whatever the cost, what
ever your opinion of the orders themselves 
or the man who wrote them?" 

"Why, yes, sir. What proper officer would 
not?" 

Bullard whirled, and Benton thought he 
caught a twinkle in his eyes, though the 
mouth still held its grim set. 

''There have been times, Benton," Bullard 
said softly, with a faint smile, "when offi
cers have not always adhered to the letter. 
In fact, on several such occasions I believe 
you acted as an accomplice." Then his face 
grew stem Rgain, and the voice peremptory 
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and commanding. ''ln this instance you are 
to attempt nothing of the sort. Orders are 
orders:· 

He handed Benton the sealed package. 
Then he shook him warmly by the band. 
Henton looked so crestfallen J,hat Bullard 
was beginning to wonaer ii he bad not over
played his band. 

.. lf you work things right," said Bullard. 
in a more confident tone, "you will bring 
this back unopened along with Grory. I can
not tell you in advance what my instructions 
are, but 1 assure you that I have prepared 
for every conceivable contingency. The only 
hints l can give you are these: be cool and 
civil; do not bluster or enter into a debate. 
But be bold, be confident when you make 
your demand. If it is refused, go . back 
quietly to the ship and wait. 1f nothing hap
pens by the expiration of four hours, then 
you will have to do what 1 have written 
here. Good luck ! "  

Many tim es  o n  the trip out Benton took 
the mysterious envelope out of the safe and 
examined it hopefully. There was no clue 
to what it contained. As often he put it 
back, more curious than ever His confidence 
in Bullard was unbounded; he was sure of 
one thing, and that was that those hidden 
orders did have the answer to anything that 
might come up. But what? Bullard had in
timated that carrying them out would be 
distasteful, perhaps hazardous. Oh, well I 

Benton went through the ship with a 
fine-toothed comb, looking for secret gadgets 
that might have been planted there. He 
found nothing. Whatever Bullard expected 
him to do was probably in the strictly 
Bullardian manner-a pulling of rabbits out 
of a hat. He was still puzzling over the 
teaser when the Trojan group showed up 
on his screen. A little later he was setting 
the newly christened Texas Ranger down 
on Nestor. 

When he stepped out of the space lock 
he saw to his surprise that be had company. 
A Martian gunboat, bristling with long Zor
dicb guns, lay to his left; a Saturnian sloop 
of war, studded with tube openings, lay to 
the right. An armed yacht, sporting the 
triple-cross emblem of the Trojans, was a 
little way ahead of where be lay. It was 
apparent that the denizens on the outer 
planets were not taking disarmament as 
seriously as the gullible Earth people. It was 
very disconcerting. 

Then Benton thought of his orders inside 
in the safe. It bucked him up. No doubt the 
presence of these vessels was ono of the 

contingencies that Bullard bad provided for. 
Bullard was a careful man. Benton wa.lk.ed 
on toward the port. 

His interview with the Boss of Nestor 
was short and to the point He stated what 
be had come for; the answer was a curt no. 
That was aJJ there was to it 

"Very well," said Benton, calmly. Bullard's 
words still rang in his ears--"be confident, 
be cool, be bold." 

Someone in the audience chamber snicker
ed, but Benton ignored it He walked down 
the aisle and out the door with a finn step 
but without haste. At the door the Nestorian 
captain of the port who had escorted him 
to the place took him back in tow. 

"You take it easier than the marshals 
did," be said, in an oflband way. "They 
raved and swore. But it didn't get 'em any
where. Our Boss is tough." 

"Yeah ? "  
"Yes. Are y o u  shoving off now?" 
"Oh, no," said Benton. "I haven't finished 

yet." 
They walked along for a hundred yards 

while the beetle-brewed captain mulled that 
cryptic remark over. At length he asked for 
enlightenment. 

"You came for Grory and the Boss said 
you couldn't have him? So what.? Bluffs 
don't work on Nestor." 

"1 wouldn't know." 
"Then what? What have you got up your 

sleeve?" 
"You'll find out in just four hours from 

now-if I don't get Grory." 
"Oh, a threat, huh?" 
"Nope. A statement" 
The port captain left Benton at his ship, 

then walked across to the Martian vessel and 
said something to its skipper. Then Benton 
saw him making his way toward the Saturn
ian. Benton called for his steward. 

"Bring out that fancy deck chair we found 
in the cabin," be directed. 

Ten minutes later Benton was stretched 
out in a luxurious silken chair over which a 
striped awning made a canopy against the 
weak Nestorian sun. By his side stood a 
taboret and on it a tall, cool drink. Benton 
relaxed. It was his way of displaying con
fidence. 

Presently the Martian captain came over, 
read the name of his ship, looked enviously 
at the fancy chair layout, then opened the 
conversation. 

"Sticking around awhile?" 
"Dunne," said Benton. "That's up to the 

Boss. When I get Grory, I shove off." 
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The Martian asked several more questions, 

but the answers were vague and noncom
mittal. The conversation languished. Benton 
glanced at his watch. An hour had gone. 
He took a sip of his drink, closed his eyes 
and pretended to doze. 

The Martian went away. Half an hour 
later Benton bad a new visitor. It was 
Nestor's deputy Boss, a scarred, one-eyed 
ex-burglar named Fraggin. 

"\\'hat's this about an ultimatum? "  he 
demanded roughly. "Captain Zeeter said 
you said you were going to get Grory inside 
of four hours or else." 

"He quoted me inaccurately, but that was 
the substance of it" 

"Or else what?" Fraggin looked like he 
1vas about to swing. 

"When the time limit expires I shall carry 
out the uncompleted portion of my orders. 
That's all. What's in 'em is my business." 

"Who wrote any such orders?" growled 
Fraggin. 

"That's none of your business either, but 
I don"t mind telling you. Bullard did
Admiral Bullard, Commandant of Lunar 
Base and captain of the Pollux. You ought 
to know him. He pulled the raid on Titania." 

"Yeah, yeah, I know him," said Fraggin, 
rubbing one of his scars thoughtfully. There 
was not a man in all the Trojans that didn't 
know him. Most had been arrested by him 
at one time or another. 

"Well," said Fraggin after a long and 
what must have been for him a painful 
silence, "I gotta be goin' ! "  

"O.K.," said Benton, serenely, and reach
ing for his drink. "I'll be seeing you." Then 
he settled down to do some concentrated,. if 
well concealed, worrying. At that moment 
he would gladly have given a pair of fingers 
for some advanced knowledge of what that 
sealed envelope held. He felt that he should 
be making preparations, not dawdling in a 
silky chair. But he knew be was being 
watched intently from three ships, and now 
that he bad chosen his role be must stick it 
out to the bitter end. 

It still lacked ten minutes to the deadline 
when the squad of soldiers approached. 
Fraggin led them. Benton glanced up with a 
pretense of indifference, and then a great 
weight rolled off his soul. Struggling . and 
cursing in the midst of the squad was the 
man Grory, handcuffed to the soldiers on 
either side of him. Benton turned his bead 
and called the steward. 

"Ask the master-at-arms to come out," he 
said. "Here comes our prisoner." 

The exchange of formal papers took ooly 
a few minutes. Then the Texas Ranger"s 
tubes began to glow and a little later sbe 
was in the void, headed home. Benton 
decided to while the time away by refresh
ening his astragation. Working out the sights 
made the days of the voyage pass quickly. 
Almost before be realized it, he was making 
his landing on Luna. 

A prison van from Justice was there to 
meet him, and Benton took the receipt for 
Grory from an astonished looking chief 
marshal. He declined to answer any 
questions, but the moment be was rid of his 
prisoner, be hurried over to the Administra
tion building. 

"Well done," said Bullard, meeting him at 
the door. "I knew you could do it. Any 
trouble? "  

"Not a bit," said Benton, proudly, then 
to make the most of his brief spot in the 
limelight, produced the envelope still bearing 
its seals. "I didn't even have to use this, sir." 

"Ah, splendid," said Bullard, taking it and 
dropping it in the drawer. "You may go 
back to your regular duties now, Benton, 
and thank you." 

"Yes, sir, of course. But I am a little 
curious. You may not know it, sir, but I 
was worried. I'm itching to know what those 
orders were." 

Bullard looked at him quizzically. Should 
he tell him? After all he had been put in 
an awful hole and had come through with 
flying colors. Bullard felt be rated some
thing. He would have preferred that Benton 
never knew, but be had asked, and it was a 
request that was bard to deny. 

"All right, Benton, here you are. Here is 
the shameful thing you might have had to 
do." 

"Shameful?" said the amazed Benton, 
taking the envelope and pulling off its seals. 
Bullard watched him intently as he shook. 
out the contents and fished through them. 
Benton had expected to find several paa:es 
of closely written instructions. lnstead he 
found only sheets of blank paper. Then, in 
the middle, he found a little slip of paper 
on which were written three brief words. 

"Great God ! "  he cried, as the enormity 
of it hit him. He stared at the terse sentence 
in frank disbelief. Then he laughed. The 
paper fluttered onto Bullard's desk where 
the three little words lay until Bullard tore 
them into fine little bits. The words were: 

RETURN TO BASE. 



TROUBLE TIMES TWO 
By GEORGE 0. SMITH 

A schizophrenic is a man with two personalities. Thomas Lionel 
was a physicist; To m Lionel was an engineer. Unfortunately, they 
inhabited the sa me body---and To m's o bjection was they used the 

sa me bank account. His. 

THOMAS LIONEL, PH.D., M.M., bounded out of 
bed with a cheerful bit of off-tunc song. He 
glanced at the calendar and then the clock 
and he grinned because life was just too 
good to be true. 

Everything was according to plan. He'd 
won his first battle. Up to now it had been 
touch and go�t last he bad established his 
right to co-occupy the mind along with the 
engineer. No longer could the engineer 
claim that he was an expensive detriment 
He had forced the engineer into agreein� 
that his offering, though not directly pro
ductive, was a causative factor in the de· 
velopment of success. Then to top it all, he 
retained enough technology to be a necessary 
item. He must be permitted to remain if 
only for a source of information. 

The engineer's trap had been excellent. 
But the trap had turned and caught the 
engineer. Those reams of data on the 
poltergeist effect bad been the basis for an 
entirely new science that o:-tly a real physicist 
could appreciate-and no engineer could 
hope to thread his way through them with
out a research physicist's assistance. 

He stood over the ches�board in the living 
room for a few minutes. The engineer was 
not making any great moves. Therefore the 
physicist thought that be might best con
solidate his position. He castled to the 
queen's side, burying his king behind a 
bulwark of defenses that would defy a 
master ches9 player to penetrate in less than 
ten or fifteen moves. 

During breakfast, he perused a thin vol
ume of recent publication. He did not 
entirely agree with the theories presented; 
aftr all, the book bad been written for the 
express purpose of getting reader's view
points and Thomas knew it. In fact, the 
book was not too interesting to Thomas but 
he knew that the engineer would fume, fret, 
and howl at the idea of having a well
thumbed volume of " fh.:!ory of Multi· 
J�  

Resonanl Wave Guides" in the library. 
Thomas wouldn't look. at the engineer's 

volume, laying on the table opposite. It was 
too un-physical. It was un-erudite. It was 
"Basic Theory in Micro-Wave Transmission'' 
and the edges of the pages were loaded with 
application formulas, diagrams, and working 
sketches. 

He was near the end of breakfast when 
the glint of reflected sunshine arrowed 
through the window and caught his eye. He 
looked, and wondered who was landing on 
his lawn in a helicopter. 

Then he did a double take. 
"Helicopter" stemmed from Greek, the 

"helix" or �ew plus the "opter" a machine. 
This contrivance did nol It was not oper
ated with air screws. 

It looked like a tlYeo-wheeled coupe. It 
looked like the indus! rial designer's dream 
of the Plan For Tomorrow, excepting tho5e 
three wheels. The Plan For Tomorrow 
should, by all rights, have f:ur wheels. And, 
if the thing is going to fly, it should have 
some sort of overhead vanes, or wings, or 
engines, or jets, or even a skyhook. But 
there it was, coming down as light as a 
feather to make a neat landing on the back 
lawn. 

By the time the door was open, and the 
passengers stepped to the ground, Thomas 
was standing before the little sky car, look
ing somewhat dazed at the name: 

POLTERGEIST 

"Like a dream," said the driver of the sky 
car. 

"It should," said Thomas, covering his 
ignorance with monosyllabic agreement 

"Handles well, too. I think we could stand 
a bit more positivity of control, though." 

"I'll look into it" 
"I wish you would. We've got the jump 

on the whole world with this. We'd like to 
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keep it But the thing doesn't answer to the 
wheel too solidly." 

"Ub-huh." 
"Tho chief engineer said, 'Jim, take that 

crate over to Lionel and see if be will beef 
up the control force a bit.' So here I am." 

"O.K., Jim," said Thomas, offering a 
prayer for the name that bad been given 
unwittingly. The engineer must have been a 
busy boy I "How are you going to get 
back?" 

Jim looked up into the sky. "Jerry is 
following in the pilot model. He'll pick me 
up and we'll go on back thataway." 

Jim nodded skyward, and Thomas looked 
at tho growing speck that must have been 
the pilot model. 

Thomas forgot about the pilot model. 
What he wanted to know was the where.. 
abouts of the five tons of equipment that 
had been an integral part of this idea. He 
looked at the model. He wondered whether 
the engineer had iostalled tho whole thing, 
stepping- up the power by using the main 
part of the power to support the equipment. 
That did not seem possible. Any failure 
would cause the little sky car to collapse, of 
it own dead weight. Besides there was not 
enough room in the little crate to pack all 
that equipment-tonnage. 

The engineer had achieved the impossible. 
He bad done away with the main part while 
retaining the effect. 

The pilot model landed. it was not the 
finished job of the prototype. The cabin was 
squarely functional and the landing wheels 
were not !aired into the hull. The rear end, 
instead of tapering gently into a narrow 
paraboloid of revolution, was a truncated 
four-sided pyramid. 

Jerry did not emerge. He merely tossed 
the door open and shouted : "Come on-we 
ain't got all day I "  

Thomas nodded. 'Tll call you when 1 get 
it fixed." 

Cali wiw? the physicist wonriered, and 
then forgot about it. He wanted desperately 
to dig into the sky car. He wanted to find 
out where the engineer had packed five tons 
of equipment. He wanted to see what made 
the wheels go around. No doubt tho thing 
could be returned to iLs owners without 
calling in the police. The thing was probably 
recorded in tile precisely kept engineering 
notebook of the physicist's alter eao. 

Tho pilot model was not completely out 
of sight before Thomas had the power cowls 
off and the whole model stripped of its 

servicing doors. They bad dooe an excdlent 
job of design; the sky car without ita servic
ing panels was but a skeleton frame. with 
every line, every connection, and. every con
trol rod open for easy servicing. 

Aud. it was then and there that the physi
cist understood what the engineer bad been 
doin.a. 

Instead of the low-voltage high-current 
supply lines, with their attendant heavy 
busbars, thin pipes ran about the sky car. 
Seamless aluminum tubing carried the 
energi.z.ing current. Or, rather the space in
side of the tubing carried it. At the generator 
end, a ten megawatt microwave generator 
supplied high power at ultra high frequency. 
At the terminus, rectifiers brought the ultra 
high frequency down to direct current for 
operation of the force-field generators. 

Thomas nodded. It was not the final tenth 
of one percent job. It was not direct current 
The diagravitic force was not constant It 
operated only seven tenths of tho time, and 
was turned oft and on fifteen or twenty 
million million times per second. Nothing 
short of high-definition test equipment 
would ever tell the difference, however. 

Gone were the massive electro-magnetic 
deflection field coils. In their place was a set 
of seventy kilovolt electrostatic plates. 

Missing entirely were the variable-speed 
motor generators. In their place was a simple 
crystalline formation under permanent mag
netic stress. "Artificial radio-activated crys
tals," muttered Thomas. "Good for a couple 
of years." 

But the feed lines. The feed lines. The 
current carrying ability of space itseU-not 
the metallic conductor-did the trick. Using 
the ultra high frequency bands, the busbars 
bad been replaced with cylindrical wave 
guides. The depth of penetration was 
measured in microns at those frequencies
and as long as the guides were properly 
designed, they offered little loss in power. 
The current went down the wave guides by 
virtue of the magnetic fields created through
out the guides-magnetic fields generated in 
the space inside of the tubular guides. 

The generator itself was one of the new 
crystal microwave generators and the recti
fiers at the receiving end were of the same 
ilk-

And the five tons of equipment bad van
ised in a puff of tubular guides, electrostatic 
plates, and intermittent operation. 

Thomas. hit a snag for a moment Tbe 
engineer had answered his challenge. So he'd 
come up with the answer to the five-ton-per-
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fifty-pound answer-and had gone further. 
Thomas knew that there was no apparent 
limit to the maximum power or lift It 
merely set a fifty pound minimum-actually 
it was 49.87 pounds by measurement-under 
which limit no amount of tinkering would 
produce the effect. 

He smiled. There must be something 
beyond. After all, small stones moved 
quietly in natural poltergeist manifestation; 
they would be able to reproduce that eventu
ally. But for now, the engineer was willing 
to accept the limitation whereas the physicist 
wouJd not 

He knew now. And he'd leave the sky car 
until the engineer returned. Let him beef up 
the control force. lt was his baby. 

Thomas put the panels back on the sky 
car and stood off to admire it. It was a neat 
job, just what the public wanted. The urge 
to get in and drive was a most compelling 
one, and Thomas succumbed. He sat for a 
moment, inspecting the dashboard until he 
had the pattern well set. Then he snapped 
on the power, took the wheel and pulled 
back gently. The sky car lifted its nose 
slightly, and as Thomas pressed the foot 
pedal, it took off on a side-line straight into 
the sky. He leveled off at a thousand feet 
and he did some scurrying back and forth in 
midair. It did handle a little sloppy but not 
enough to make the physicist uncomfortable. 
Yet it wouldn't stand any hedge-bopping or 
bridge-undercutting without a prayer on the 
part of the driver. Butter the controls a bit 
and you could thread a needle with it on 
the first try. 

Yes, the engineer had done it again-all 
of which made Thomas chuckle. A bit more 
of this and the engineer would have such an 
income that he'd no longer worry himself 
into engineering. Then-

Thomas turned the sky car and drove 
across the city toward Dr. Hamilton's place. 
He landed on the psychiatrist's lawn and 
startled the doctor out of a week's growth. 

"I've won," he told the doctor. 
"Good," laughed Hamilton. "Mind if I 

ask which you arc today-and how do you 
know you've won?" 

"I'm Thomas Lionel, Ph.D. And the 
engineer bas worked himself out of a job." 

"Interesting. But bow ?" 

"He dropped me a mess of cockeyed data, 
remember? Well, I unraveled it into a most 
interesting field of science. From it I banded 
him a slab full of theories and experiments 
that are just inefficient enough to make him 

fume. He's come up with several things that 
make money in vatfuls" 

"That, I know and understand. Go on." 
"Remember, I am his ideal personality. 

I am a physicist, a type of person be has 
always wanted to be. He couldn't be a 
physicist because of financial reasons and so 
he went into the engineering field to bolster 
up his bank account. That was eminently 
practical. But now that the worry about the 
bankroll is over, he can tum to theoretical 
physics and physical research. That's me
and I've won 1 "  

"Suppose he, himself, takes the gradual 
retreat from engineering into physical 
research?" 

"Um-1 don't think he's capable of it. 
He's been too well conditioned." 

"Might well be," admitted the doctor. 
"Well, as I said before, I'm just a referee. 
Both of you are well adjusted and good, 
worthy additions to society. Either one of 
you that wins will be a credit to civiliza-
tion." • 

"You're a great help," laughed Thomas. 
"But I don't mind. This is my round, and 
it's my game. He's licked himself." 

"I'll tell him that when I see him," said 
Dr. Hamilton. "But there is one thing that 
I must know. I want to know what makes 
that little tungsten box work." 

"I cast the tungsten in-'' 
"I don't care how you made it," said 

Hamilton flatly, "unless it bas a definite 
bearing on how it works." 

"I made it of tungsten because the engin
eer would rip it apart if it weren't too 
tough," grinned Thomas. "Being of tungsten 
it doesn't matter bow it works excepting it 
would have been more efficient if I'd made 
it of silver." 

"Look, Thomas, stay on the subject I 
want to know what's with the works." 

Lionel laughed. "What's so important?" 
"Look, man, I'm a psychiatrist. The 

functioning of the human mind is my baby. 
Or," he added bitterly, "it should be. But, 
darn it, all we can do is to surmise, theorize, 
hope and pray. We don't know what makes 
schizophrenics, or manicdepressives or any 
of the other mental quirks. We aren't even 
certain why some people are well liked while 
others, of almost identical get-together arc 
heartily disliked. But you've come up with a 
little dingus that causes a switchovcr from 
one personality to another by merely push
ing a button. Find out why and we psychia
trists may some day get to first base in 
psychoanalysis." 
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"Urn - I suppose a real pathopbone 

would be a help." 
"Pathopbone is a good word," smiled the 

psychiatrist, "but to dig into a warped mind 
without having the erroneous impressions 
and false evaluation clouding the only entry 
. . .  we'd be able to clear up almost any 
mental condition. Now, how does it work?" 

"I am not prepared to say. I was seeking 
experimental data on the 'epicenter' of the 
poltergeist phenomena - the poltergeist 
usually manifests in the vicinity of or 
because of some central influence--usually 
a person who is unaware of his potentiality. 
At any rate, I was setting up a series of local 
magnetic and electrostatic fields and then 
trying the micro-microwave spectrum for 
response. I was running up through the 
region between lOng heat radiation and 
micro-micro radio waves wben-blooey ! -
1 was the .engineer. I switched back eventu· 
ally and consolidated my findings into that 
little tungsten box." 

"I want the dope orr it." 
"I'll give it to you," nodded Thomas. "As 

soon as I make some final measurements 
and consolidate my data." 

"Fine. Mind telling me what causes the 
poltergeist?' '  

"As best I can. The present concept of 
space is that space itself is under internal 
strain. Force vectors in cancellation prevail, 
resulting in a stable continuum. Space is 
warped by electrostatic effects, magnetic 
effects, and gravitic effects. These local 
effects do not create a discontinuity in the 
space strain, and therefore no eruption takes 
place. Now eaters the epicenter. Radiation 
from his mind or brain in thinking goes out 
and starts a very ntioor sympathetic oscilla
tion in the warps and strains of space. If 
these strains are in the right vectorial situa
tion. the ntinor oscillation builds up the 
response amplitude--" 

'That doesn't make sense," objected the 
doctor. "Mental radiation must be weak. 
How can it induce high power?" 

"It can't. But if you know radio at all, 
you'll recall that a high 'Q' circuit will de· 
velop very high voltages across the terminals 
with a very small driving voltage. Well, this 
is analogous to the epicenter effect. The epi
center wave causes instability in the space 
strains because the brain wave is not a 
natural phenomena of space. Then-like two 
sticks end to end under compression, it takes 
very little sidewise thrust to make the com-

pression-force collapse, forcing the sticks out 
at right angles. Follow?" 

"But where did this energy or force come 
from?" puzzled Hamilton. "Isn't that a 
violation of the Law of Conservation of 
Energy?" 

"Not at all. The law is still valid. It does 
state that you cannot get more out of any
thing than is put into it. The guesswork 
comes in deciding how the energy got there. 
Coal, for instance, is just a black stone. It 
has poteDtial energy which was put into it 
by the eons of solar energy shining on the 
carboniferous forests. A stone has potential 
energy for falling. Where did it get it? It 
may have been carried up the hill; it may 
have been dropped from space-put out 
there by the cosmic eruption that caused 
Creation. Or it may have been on the edge 
of a gully and the potential drop made by 
the stream eroding the ground out from 
under it." 

"How about atomic power?" 
"You mean, bow did the power get locked 

in the atom?" 
-

"Yes." 
"The power in the atom was put there by 

the universe's atom factories. Sol, and the 
other suns,'' explained Hamilton. 

"But where did the earth-?" 
"Creation," murmured Thomas. "Who 

knows? I don't. Every time somebody comes 
up with a perfect answer, someone else 
comes up with perfect data that proves that 
the answer couldn't be anything that any
body has ever used before. 

"The atom factory is the Solar Phoenix. 
You start with hydrogen and carbon. The 
solar beat is such that they combine atomic
ally to an unstable isotype of nitrogen which 
immediately becomes a stable isotype of 
nitrogen. More hydrogen gets in, making it 
unstable oxygen and so forth. Oxygen breaks 
down. releasing energy, helium, and, what 
do you know, carbon again, which begins to 
take on hydrogen again, and here we go 
again. But the thing is uncontrolled hell on 
wheels. Things go wrong due to the vari
ances of pressure and temperature, and the 
oxygen doesn't always break down into 
helium and carbon. It takes offshoots and 
sidetracks. It'll add hydrogen and become 
fluori.Oe, for instance, which then adds more 
and becomes something else, some of which 
trails off like the branches of a tree and do 
not break down into recurrent reactions. 
Hence the other atoms." 

"I'll read about it and get the real picture. 
Know a good book?" 
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Thomas scratched bil chiD. "If you can 

find a copy of 'The Daya of Creation; by 
Willy Ley, the first part of the book bas a 
description of the Solar Phoenix." 

"Well, good enough," said Dr. Hamilton. 
''But just bear one thing in mind. You think 
you've beaten the engineer. Your basic 
trouble is just that the engineer is you, too. 
He bas your ability and your knowledge 
and your experience upon which to work. 
He is no fool, and you can take that as a 
backhanded compliment if you want to. He 
is just as capable an engineer aa you are a 
physicist. He thinks in different channels, I 
will admit. But, Thomas, remember that his 
extra-chanoellar thinking is done with the 
same thinking equipment as yours is, and it 
ia no less efficient because of being divergent 
from your own thought-track. Your battle 
was won too easily to be conclusive." 

"What do you expect? " 
"I wouldn't know. I'm no scientist in 

physics." Hamilton held up a band as 
Thomas started to protest. '•I use 'scientist' 
despite your dislike of the word only because 
there is no term that describes both of the 
attributes of practical engineer and research 
physicist. Frankly, I'm hoping for an 
eventual coalition, but I fear not." 

"Why view no-roalition with distaste?" 
demanded Thomas. 

"Because both personalities offer much to 
the world, to science in general, and to the 
body that houses both of them." 

"I heartily dislike all aspects of practical 
engineering," stated Thomas tiatly. '"To be 
everlastingly forced to retrace your own 
steps, again and again and again, working 
out the most insignificant details-bah ! "  

"The engineer has another viewpoint." 
"I know. But the engineer in this case is 

here only because of his own neceasity
wbicb he himself bas removed. I am the real 
entity; I am the desire of the engineer. I a� 
what he wants to be. I am what M wtll 
become!'' 

"Good morning, Frank." 
"Morning, Miss Elaine. Mr. Lionel isn't 

here." 
"He'll be back?" asked the girl. 
"Oh, yes. He went over to see Dr. Hamil· 

ton." 
"Oh, Frank, the usual question ? "  
"This morning be is Thomas Lionel, 

Ph.D., M.M." 
"Oh." 
"He went to bed Tom Lionel, Consulting 

Engineer." 

"1 wonder if be remembers." smiled 
Elaine. 

The Poltergeist landed on the lawn. It was 
� silent, but a flash of sunshine caught the 

sleek. side and attracted Elaine's attention. 
"Hi," she called as she emerged from the 

bouse. 
"Howdy," he answered. "What brings you 

out?" 
"Never ask a girl a question lib that." 

she laughed. "You'll never act the right 
answer.·: 

'"Why?" 
"If she says 'you' it's either a lie or she's 

the kind of girl your mother tried to protect 
you from. If she says anything else, it's 
either a lie or she's the kind of girl your 
mother tried to protect you from." 

"A man can't win," snorted Thomas. 
"Does a man really want to win?" 
''Nope," admitted Thomas. "I .won't ask 

questions, Elaine. I'll just be glad you came." 
'"I'm glad you're glad." 
Elaine flirted with him shamelessly, and 

then turned toward the laboratory building. 
He followed, and they kept up a running 
fire of light talk all the way. 

"The fust thing .l have to do is to see 
what the engineer was doing last," remarked 
Thomas as he opened the laboratory door. 

"You are a strange? fellow," smiled Elaine. 
"You respect each other's possessions and 
beliefs, though you argue madly through 
impersonal mediums. Still writing nasty 
letters ? "  

"Ub-huh. And playing chess." 
"What's he been doing?" asked Elaine 

innocently. 
''Don't really know. Aside from some ex

periments on the poltergeist effect-reducing 
them to practice-! wouldn't know. I 
doubt that be's been doing much else. I do 
happen to know that be's deeply interested 
in the epicenter effect. He may find the key 
to it, too.'' 

The laboratory was about as he remem· 
bered it. There were some changes. A few 
of the pieces of equipment were moved; 
some of them were converted; and a couple 
of them had been built in to other, larger 
pieces. All of the workmanship was clean 
and shining. 

The cyclospectrogJaph had been worked 
on with a vengeance. It had lost its haywire 
appearance. The D plates were all neatly 
machined and the high frequency plumping 
was all rearranged into mathematical and 
technical symmetry. The hours-use counter 
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showed constant operation for several days 
solid, which interested the physicist. 

"He's found a use for it," be grinned at 
Elaine. 

"He finds a use for most everything," she 
said. "He's a pretty sharp man." 

"Thanks," grinned Thomas, recalling wflat 
the psychiatrist bad said regarding the 
mutual efficiency of the mind in Thomas 
Lionel's body. 

"Wonder what this crystal is," muttered 
Thomas. 

"Looks like a natural quartz." 
"Might be-t.hough I doubt it." 
"Can you find out? "  
"Eventually. If it is interesting, I will. 

What bothers me mostly, though," said 
Thomas thoughtfully, "are two things. One 
of them is that open drum of gooey tar. 
The other one is that vat of used motor 
oil." 

"The oil 1 understand. But what is the 
tarlike goo ? "  

" I  forget i t s  name. It i s  o n e  of t h e  natural 
asphalt family and it ranks high-along 
with chewing gum-among those substances 
in which I would least like to bathe." 

"Urn. I detect a tone of distaste," laughed 
Elaine. "Here's another little tricky gadget. 
Looks sort of like your tungsten box." 

"Oh? "  asked Thomas. 
"Yes . . .  say, Tommy, what's an epi

center?" 
"Ah . . .  why? "  asked the physicist, his 

attention on the cyclospectrograpb. 
"This box has a little sign on it. It say s :  

' B e  an epicenter' and some other stuff.'' 
"The epicenter is the main feature around 

which the phenomena revolves," explained 
Thomas idly. 

"Oh.'' 

Elaine fondled the little box. Her fore
finger touched the button, felt its smooth
ness. In her mind was knowledge of the dire 
effects caused by tyros who push strange 
buttons. Certainly there was no curiosity 
deep enough to override her own good sense. 
But subconsciously the natural impulse to 
touch wet paint, to kick the package on the 
sidewalk, came to the fore and Elaine stood 
there, looking the box over with her fore
finger set against the button. 

" 'Be an epicenter'," she repeated. 
It registered. Like a swift montage, events 

past, present and future sped through 
Thomas Lionel's mind. He went from the 
basic idea to tho foregone conclusion in 
three lightning-quick steps. 

"NO/" he yelled. 
But it was too late. 
And through his mind there passed a 

vision that made him swallow. Elaine
dressed in a simple frock of printed silk, 
garnished from the top of her beautifully 
coiffed hair to the bottoms of her exquisitely 
shod feet in an awful mixture of used crank
case oil and a tar-asphaltum-

In vain he tried to cross the twenty feet 
that separated him from the girl. In vain 
be tried to get there, to snatch that devilish 
box from her hand, to grab it and hurl 
it far enough away so that the effect 
wouldn't even cause a bad splash. 

The idea of seeing her all gooed up. That 
made him shout hoarsely. 

It shouldn't happen to a dog-
And then it hit him. He was fully fifteen 

feet from the girl and her little inStrument. 
A half-hour's observational time weo.,t into 
milliseconds in Thomas Lionel's mind as he 
watched the open drum of asphaltum com
pound rise out of the open top in a para
bolic arc. It arched high, just missing the 
ceiling, and passing in an agee curve to miss 
a stanchion. Forward it came, to cu·rve 
downward upon his own bare bead. 

Simultaneously, he was drenched from 
behind by the arching column of oil from 
the vat behind him. 

In twin, converging arches, Thomas was 
inundated and thoroughly soaked from head 
to toe with a whirling mixture of oil and 
tar. 

He cleared his eyes with squeegeeing 
fingers. Elaine, holding in her laughter with 
effort, showed him the box. 

Above the button it said: 

BE AN EPICENTER ! 
Control that mysterious power. Exert the forces 

of hidden nature in your behalf! 

PRESS HEREl  

"He·s found it," croaked Thomas. "He's 
found it ! "  

"And you're a mess.'' 
"That I am," said Thomas shaking off 

some of the gluck that was trickling down 
his arm. ''That I am." 

"Don't you mind?" 
"I have my own revenge. My own, par

ticular means of revenge. I'm sorry, Elaine. 
I must now leave you. The engineer bas 
bad his fun-now, my sweet, he may have 
the compensating task of cleaning up l "  

Thomas turned and found the litUe tung-



31 ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION 
sten box with its label: BE AN ENGI
NEER I and pressed the button. 

Tom Lionel, Consulting Engineer, re
moved his finger from the button, and turned 
to �ee Elaine. 

··was it funny?" be asked. 
"Very much so," she laughed. 
"Who pushed it?" 
"I did." 
"Too bad. I'd rather be got it by his own 

machinations." 
"He tried to stop me-" 
"Uh-buh. Maybe it's better the way it is," 

Tom laugt.ed in spite of the load of un
comfort he was carrying. He wiped some of 
lhe oil and tar mixture from his face and 
continued. "The instantaneous feeling of 
horror at the idea of seeing you glucked 
over with this mess must have &iven him 
some shock. No doubt be thought that what
ever would happen would happen to the 
holder of the epicenter locator." 

''Now what are you going to do?" 
"Me?" 
"Yes. You're going to clean up, aren't 

you ? "  
"Not me." 
"How are you going to . . .  to--?" 
"Cause his return?" 
"Yes." 
Tom considered. "I guess I'm licked. He'll 

just use this box of his." 
"Can't you undo it?" 
"Nope. It's just too tough. I'd go to 

work on the insides with acid if I could get 
inside of it. The outside is possible, but I 
haven't enough acid to react with the whole 
darned box. But I'm going to get something. 
Well, I'm going inside and take myself a 
shower. Wait-l'll be back." 

the secret of the fi.n.ish on 1his case. He's 
ruling jewelry now and it is the largest thing 
�ce the discovery of diamond-faceting. I'm 
also getting a five percent royalty on every 
grating-ruled piece thafs made. It ain't hay. 

"Anyway, it backfired on me because 1 
presented him with something that offered 
him, not frustration, but instead, be pro
ceeded to make something of it that no 
sensible engineer could ignore. And," he 
continued ruefully, "it did two more drastic 
things. One, it made his continued influence 
necessary. There are too many things that he 
knows to dispense with his type of thinking. 
Number two, my success in reducing his 
discoveries to practice has resulted in the 
generation of a good income. That has been 
the basis of our argument. He's impractical 
to the extreme, but as long as the body is 
fed, both materially and intellectually, so 
what? So instead of finding myself the 
winner, I'm actually fighting for my own 
existence." Tom went bitter. "A fine thing. 
To be forced to fight for one's existence 
because of factors that emanate from his 
own success." 

Elaine put a band on his shoulder. "Don't 
be bitter," she said softly. "I . . .  I'll miss 
you-" 

"Oh, don't worry," he told her in a 
strained voice. "I don't intend to give up." 
He cradled her face between his bands and 
looked her straight in the eyes. "ll, as, and 
when, I-'-though the concept is purely hypo
thetical-might possibly lose-mind, I have 
no intention of losing since I intend to win 
unconditionally and maintaining the present 
status is intolerable-the other guy will have 
been in such a mad battle that he'll be 
forced into accepting some practical tenets 
as a factor. Then he'll be more like me." 

"Tbls may burt," she said seriously, "but 
An hour later, Tom Lionel emerged from you are not as different as you might think." 

the bathroom. Frank, the houseboy went in "He hates the thought of practicality." 
with a humorous shake of the bead. He'd "And yet," said Elaine, "if all were engin-
seen the embryonic mess and knew what eers who would take time to seek out the 
there was to do. little-known facts?" 

"Now what?" asked Elaine. "And," snorted Tom, "if all were physi-
"Well, you see, the thing is slightly out cists, we would still be hanging from trees, 

of hand," exclaimed Tom. "I started this tossing coconuts at one another whilst a 
thing because my physicist friend got out of few bright dawn-men were contemplating 
line and shot the entire bankroll on a pile the possibilities of using fire-but, of course, 
of scientific flapdoodle." He took a cigarette doing nothing about it After all, once the 
case from his pocket that glinted and iri- physicist has considered all the angles. he's 
desced as he opened it. ''I've been able to through. He doesn't give a howling hoot 
use nearly everything," be grinned, "includ- , whether what he's considered is practical
ing the ruling engine," he waved the grating- after all, it is interesting and that's all be 
ruled cigarette case at the girl. "Marten cares about" 
shelled out about ten thomand bucks for "But-" 
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"Since the physicist's thinking is actually 
based upon past proof-D;�ade by practical 
engineers-the contemplation of fire would 
be as far as they'd get For there would be 
no engineer to ever use it to show its practi
cal possibilities ! That's based on my horribly 
hypothetical world where all were physicists 
and none were engineers." 

"Who invented the bow and arrow?" 
asked Elaine. 

"Ah, Ug, or Unguh. He, she, or it was an 
experimenter. Y'see, Elaine, at one time 
there were neither engineers nor physicists. 
Alexander Graham Bell was not-in our 
present day sense - a  physicist nor was 
Morse, or Edison or Lodge. Nor were they 
engineers. Somewhere since then the tine 
has been divided. In them days they were 
basement geniuses. But now," he said 
bitterly, "There is one set of people who 
think up cockeyed things and another set 
that figures out what to do with them." 

"Y'know," smiled Elaine, "1 think that 
getting together would be the finest thing 
that ever happened to you and the physicist." 

Tom backed up three steps. "Look," be 
snapped, "I've beard a lot. 1 can stand for 
a lot. But that's something that I can't even 
consider." 

"Both of you offer so much to-" 
"Yeah," be sneered, "and we're both solid 

citizens! Hooey." 

Tom stalked over to the chessboard and 
looked down. "Overconfidence is a danger
ous thing," he said with a smile. He moved 
a bishop halfway across the board. "There," 
be said with a satisfied air, "that should be 
obscure enough to fool anybody, 
Lasker." 

"Who's Lasker?" asked the girl. 
"One of the chess masters." 
"Oh." 
"Now," he said, ''I"m going to ask you a 

favor." 
"Yes." 
He grinned. "It might be quite personal. •· 
""In which case I'd ask you a favor, too. ' 
"What kind? "  
"That depends o n  the nature of the 

original request. What's yours?" 
"I'd like you to write a few letters for 

me." 
"In which case there'll be no counter

proposition." 
For three solid hours, Blaine sat at the 

typewriter. At the end of that time, Tom 
smiled, patted her on the top of the bead 
and said : "You've been a good girl. k.iddo." 

''Thanks," she mumbled. "But there are 
things about your physicist that I do admire. 
He never makes his women work." 

"Impractical lad," laughed Tom. 
"Impractical, but fun.·' 
"Bah. You, too, hub?" 
"Well fun is-" 
''Impractical.'' 
"'When you find time to be impractical," 

said Elaine, rising, "you may invite me over 
long enough to find out just exactly how 
practical an impractical batch of fun can be. 
Practically, I am an impractical asset with 
indispensable attributes." She arched one 
eyebrow at him and leered in a ladylike 
fashion. "You"U find out," she told him. 

"'Dinner?" he suggested. 
''That I cook? Ab-ahhh." She touched 

his cheek lightly and then said : "I gotta go. 
I'm late as it is. Sorry, Tommy. But that's 
how it stands. Take it easy-and I'll be 
seein' you." 

Tom Lionel, Consulting Engineer, saw her 
away, and then returned to his desk full of 
work. He sorted papers, did some computa
tions, manipulated some theory, and then 
sat still, thinking out his plan. 

His evening was full. He experimented in 
the laboratory until the wee small hours, 
and then spent another two hours contem
plating, with relish, the results. He finished 
by writing another letter, taking a last look 
at the chessboard, and then retired with a 
final look at the calendar. 

Thomas Lionel, Ph.D., M.M., awoke with 
a feeling of self-satisfaction. The world was 
his onion and be knew it. There was nothing 
to detract from his success. After all, every 
time be returned it was because the engineer 
had been frustrated. The same thing bad 
happened again. 

He breakfasted lazily, reading the mail 
and the notes made by the engineer. The 
notes satisfied him. He added some notations 
and made some calculations himself that 
would further frustrate the engineer when 
again possession of the body changed minds. 
He noted with relish that the bank account 
was growing by leaps and bounds-a back
fired result of the engineer's own machina
tions. 

How long it would be before the engineer 
was completely vanished he did not know, 
but it would not be too long. 

A few more developments of the polter
geist effect, another series of new sciences-
with their attendant publicity, sales, and, of 
course, royalty and licensing fees-and the 
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engineer would find nothing in hii life worth 
living for. He then would tum, bendina; 
his naturally curious mind to the more 
obscure realm of physics. 

In other words. the mind of Tom Lionel 
would become congruent with the mind of 
Thomas Lionel. Tom Lionel would vanish. 
Thomas Lionel, the ultimate desire of the 
engineer's mind would take control and the 
period of schizophrenia would end 

It was more than just logical. The con
sulting engineer wanted to be a physicist 
Now that all barriers were removed, he 
would. 

The hearty dislike of physicists that char
acterized the mind of the engineer was sheer 
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all others who successfully achieve iL 
Aesop called it ''Sour Grapes." 
He noted the calendar for the day. He 

nodded. He was to see a group of physicists 
from one of the government bureaus. That 
would be O.K. Later in the afternoon there 
was a conference between a group of pro
duction superintendents who were about to 
start producing items using the poltergeist 
effect. He made a notation to investigate the 
epicenter effect and see what could be gen· 
erated out of il 

The latter was interesting, and presented 
a problem. 

He arose from the breakfast table and 
sought the chessboard. He laughed quietly 
and advanced a knight to cover his oppon
ent's bishop. That was in accordance with a 
well-known theory of chess. If, after several 
moves, no apparent pattern is manifest, 
attack with a minor pi�r even capture 
or exchange minor pieces. The plan of attack 
may be obscure to you, but the chances are 
that a bold counterattack or exchange of 
minor pieces will disrupt the attack. 

Well, all was well. 
His plans? They were simple enough. He 

would carry on. He would do more research, 
and confound the engineer whenever next 
he returned. It was as simple as that 

"The poltergeist effect," said Thomas, 
facing the group of government physicists, 
"is still in the field of research and develop-
ment-and wide open on all sides. Much is 
still unknown about it, in spite of the fact," 
he added distastefully, "that certain aspects 
of it have already been put to work. 

"You are all familiar with the initial 
theories. though I shall touch upon them 
briefly here again. The spatial strains, when 

under the influence of solar gravity, lunar 
gravity, and terrcstial gravity all in proper 
vectorial relationship, add to the spatial 
strains caused by the magnetic fields of the 
three main bodies mentioned. The electro
static fields in the terrestrial atmosphero
the same which cause lightning in another 
manifestation-also add to the spatial strain 
These are all natural phenomena. 

"The radiation of a thinking brain, gentle
men, is not a natural phenomena-not a 
natural characteristic warp in space," he 
corrected with a slight smile. "It causes a 
vibration in the region of the end-hysteresis 
loop of space itself when space is saturated 
to that threshold by the natural warps and 
strains. It exerts a triggering action that 
releases a more powerful nonphysical radia
tion, which in turn releases the space strain 
that causes-things-to move. Also this 
final buckling of tb'e space strain releases a 
component of the initial wave which again 
exerts the triggering action. The proposition 
is self-sustaining as long as the gavitic, mag· 
netic, and electrostatic effects are such as to 
maintain the saturation of space at the 
hysteresis-loop level. 

"However," continued Thomas, "it has 
been discovered that these potentials are not 
only released, but are dirigible, under the 
complex force-fields generated by the equip-
ment so far developed. Some effects are akin 
to gavitic effects-the real nature of which 
none of us can state, or even guess." 

"Your statements border on the fantastic," 
smiled the head visitor, Lowell Johnstown. 
"Were it not for the fact that your state-
ments have been accompanied by experi· 
mental proof, we would be forced to discount 
them as the ravings of an insane mind. How· 
ever, your paper before the American 
Physical Society plus your experimental data 
-which we all have duplicated-gives proof. 
The nullification of gravity-" 

"Not nullification," insisted Thomas. "I 
do not claim nullification. The effect is a 
development of diagravitic force." 

"The difference-? "  
''Does exist The generation o f  a counter· 

force may, in some cases be considered 
nullification. But nullification does not de-
scribe all aspects of counter-force. I prefer 
to use the counter-force definition, since 
vectorial components may be generated in 
the object under observation. These forces 
have no relation to the force of gravity 
acting upon the object, other than can be 
similarly observed in the free flight of a 
projectile, where both the forward motion 



TROUBLE TIMES TWO 41 
and the gravitic attraction cause summation 
of forces into a parabolic path." 

"I'll accept your remarks. But we are here 
to discuss the epicenter elf eeL" 

"The epicenter is a generator of the radia
tion which causes release of the potentials 
indigenous to all material bodies. This 
radiation is of a complex nature. It requires 
both physical, electrostatic, electromagnetic 
generators to produce the radiation that 
triggers the poltergeist potential. 

"Incidentally, gentlemen. this may be why 
some people always seem to be getting into 
accidents. I believe that we have the true 
answer to the 'Accident-Prone' within our 
grasp." 

"How does lhis manifest in experimental 
work?" asked Johnstown. 

"By crystallographic generation of the 
force fields coupled with the radiation of 
the brain in question. The effect is probably 
more pronounced with a man whose preva
lence toward poltergeist effects and accident 
prone-ness is higher than normal. I am 
seeking such a man now. By further filtering 
through crystals the random release of pol
tergeist energy is directed and controlled so 
that a desired object may be moved almost 
at will" 

"This equipment-can we hope to get it 
in practical size? "  

Thomas considered and then said with a 
touch of disinterest : "It is possible. No 
doubt the practical viewpoint wiil appeal to 
many." 

"To sum up your statements,'' interjected 
Johnstown, "We have an effect that will 
cause the movement of any desired object 
by the use of nonmaterial supporting and 
actuating means." 

"RighL And one other interesting effect. 
The generation of direct current electricity 
is also possible in the same manner. I might 
even add,'' be concluded with a smile, "that 
manifestation of any physical effect is 
possible." 

Johnstown packed the pages of data in 
his briefcase. "You have unlocked a veritable 
universe of basic study,'' he said. "You 
should feel gratified. We'll keep in touch 
with you, Lionel. And, we'll return once we 
have had a chance to digest this information. 
Also, we'll furnish you with whatever 
observations we make." 

Thomas watched them leave. He smiled. 
Adding to the discomfiture of the engineer 
at really having nothing left to work for
the bank account being filled daily-he was 
tossing b..is discoveries to the world of 

physicists. and other eng.in«irs and .scientists 
would take over, more than J.il,;ely leavin8 
the engineer founuering in a sea of un
certainty. 

The group of production superintendents 
entered and seated themselves. Their spokes-
man, Charles Norden said: ··we are here 
because of certain diflkulties we are havin& 
in making your effect operate satisfactorily." 

"I can, of course, assist you,'' smiled 
Thomas, atfably. 

"'Good,'' answered Norden. "Here is the 
first difficulty." He pulled from his case a 
sheaf of blueprints, and he spread them out 
across the desk.. •·our design department 
claims that the arrangement of k.nobs on the 
panel is inconvenient. A suggested change is 
to put them like this.'' 

Franklen. who was one of Norden's 
associates objected : "That means you'll have 
to shunt the snivvy over here. That length
ens the leads and causes instability.··  

"But we can reinstate the stability by 
running the leads through a dingi.nk.." 

"'That won't help. Shielding the leads only 
adds distributed capacity." 

"It work.s. Only one percent loss in 
efficiency and better stability, believe it or 
not." 

··well," said Norden. "I'll leave it up to 
Lionel, here. What do you think ? "  

"I'll have t o  consider it," answered Lionel. 
"You understand that it is important,'' 

urged Norden. 
"But why ?"' 
"Why?" exploded Norden. "Great Scott! 

Look, Lionel, the arrangements of these 
knobs are such that the operator must cross 
the calibration-scale with his band while ad
justing the output. That means that he must 
either assume a cramped position or be must 
adjust, observe, adjust, observe, and so on, 
taking the adjustment of output by incre
ments instead of a stepless arrival at the 
precise value." 

"Urn." 
"Look, Lionel, we aren't toying with the 

job of lifting a standard weight. We are 
hoisting three hundred tons of semirigid 
structure that mustn't be joggled too much." 

"I see. Well under the circumstances I'll 
take quick action and give you the answer 
within twenty-four hours." 

"We can't have it immediately?" 
''I'm afraid not. I must make some tests 

before I can pass judgment on the matter." 
"We are more or less forced to accept 

your time-limit," said Norden &Iumly. 
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"Please understi:Lnd that time is essential 
because every minule that our production 
line is down costs the company about twenty 
dollars." 

"I'll get your answer in twenty-four 
hours," Thomas faced another man. "And 
your trouble ? "  

H e  w a s  Mawson, of Technical Manufac
turing, Inc. 

"You specify this part," indicating another 
set of blueprints, "as pure copper. Anything 
else do?" 

"It carries high frequency. Copper is best 
-unless you could get silver. If that is-" 

"Look we're making production and hope 
to hit fifteen thousand completed assemblies 
per day. That piece would weigh about two 
pounds. Silver is out." 

"What's the matter with copper? "  asked 
Lionel. 

"lt cuts like cheddar cheese, gums up the 
tools, and is generally not good for close 
toleranc.: work." 

"The first one was all right." 
'"Listen," said Mawson, "you carved the 

first one out by hand and I'll bet it took 
you four or five hours. We're going to run 
·em on an automatic screw machine at th!! 
rate of ten per minute." 

"So? "  
" I  want t o  use free cutting brass." 
"You'll lose conductivity-" 
"The rig will be only seven percent less 

efficient. Tests-" 
'"Your tests may be right. But seven per

cent loss is pretty oad," grumbled Thomas. 
"I'd say no." 

"Then I'm going to ask you to name a 
substitute. What alloy would suffice? I want 
a free cutting alloy that'll come off of the 
tools clean." 

Will White spoke up at this point. "We've 
got a bit of regeneration in our driver sys
tem," be said. 

''That's easy. Have one of your engineers 
remove it." 

"Can't. Anything they do to remove 
regeneration also destroys the driver's 
efficiency." . 

"Efficiency," said Thomas, "is the inverse 
function of the frequency of drive divided 
by the number of full-phase poles in the 
genedyne. Expressed by the quadratic equa
tion in which A equals the number of full
phase poles-" 

"But we can't get rid of the regenera
tion ! "  exploded White. 

"Look, that driver is as simple as ABC. 

It has and will be a standard assembly for 
seven generations past and forward. Now 
don't tell mo-" 

"I'm telling you that we're burning up 
our test stands left and right. How long 
can you take a forty percent regeneration 
in a hundred kilowatt genedyne? "  

"Well, n o t  long," admitted Thomas. ''You 
understand the principles involved? "  

"Not entirely." 
"''ll explain. The force-fields created by 

the· full-phase poles under the power output 
from the driver create a nonelectromagnetic 
field radiation. The intensity of this field is 
a function of the driver output, derived 
1ertiaily through the pole system. Now the 
development of the field radiation creates 
a space hysteresis that-" 

"Look;' snapped White, "1 don't give a 
care about field theory. It doesn't apply in 
my job. I merely want to know what to do 
about the regeneration." 

"How can you work without understand
ing the theory? "  asked Thomas with a 
sneer. 

"How can a musician play a pipe organ 
without a course in first year physics?" 
shouted White. "Just tell me what to do l "  

"Tell 'em t o  retune the driver t o  another 
band." 

"They aren't certain that the pickup loop 
is itself tuned or not." 

"It is." 
"Then that means tuning the entire feeder 

line." 
"Naturally." 
"But the feeder line is a silver plated die 

casting." 
"Change the dies," said Thomas. 
"May we charge you for them?" asked 

White, sweetly. 'And also for scrapping the 
three hundred and seventy thousand parts 
we have cast already? " 

' 

''Wby get so far ahead?" 
"Look, Thomas Lionel, we did it because 

it was cheaper not to tie up the die-caster's 
shop in weekly driblets rather than get the 
whole order in a lump Now-what do we 
do about regeneration?" 

"Anybody can clear up regeneration," 
snapped Lionel. 

"Good-you show us how. That's what 
we're retaining you for. Your developments 
and whatever technical assistance is re
quired." 

Thomas Lionel looked up, and scanned 
each face at the big table. "From left to 
right, can you state your problems? "  be 
asked. 
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"Plating specs on the genedync." 
"Problem in suspension during process." 
"Can plus or minus fifteen percent electri-

cal components be used in place of ten per
cents?" 

"We still require the alignment pro
cedure." 

Thomas held up a hand."O.K., fellows. 
Submit your problems in writing and I'll 
furnish the answers in twenty-four hours." 

Norden bobbed his head in agreement. "I 
fear that I shall call for cancellation of con
tract and the forfeit sum if your answers 
are not forthcoming." 

Thomas nodded silently. The forfeit-if 
this whole gang bopped their contracts back 
he'd lose his shirt. 

He watched them file out. And his eyes 
dropped from their stare out of the window 
to the pile of questions on the desk. A pile 
of production problems! 

Sheer, unadulterated belL 
Well, be might as well call the engineer 

and let him handle this. It was one of the 
things that the engineer got a kick. out of. 
As a physicist. this was not his job-and 
as an intelligent psyhicist. he did know how 
to get things done. Everything for its own 
use; if be didn't k.now, be k.new where to 
find out. 

Thomas went out to the laboratory and 
faced his tungsten box. A twinge of wonder 
flashed through his mind. It bothered him. 

WDS tliis an admission of partial defeat? 
Not at all. This was good sense. Call in 

the engineer to clear up this mess, since his 
income and well-being depended upon it. 
Once these contracts were clear and closed 
-well, time enough I 

He pressed the button. 
And Thomas Lionel, Ph.D., M.M., 

pressed it again. 
And again
And again. 
And then took a suspicious glance at the 

oxy-hydrogen torch on the table. A growing 
fear hit him. Tungsten wouldn't budge under 
an acetylene torch. Acids were not too effec
tive, and plain, old-fashioned cutting tools 
were sheer foolishness. But heat the block 
white hot and bit it with an oxygen lance-

Thomas looked on the back side. 
Uh-huh. The engineer had enjoyed him

self. The back side of his little tungsten 
wave generator bad been poked full of 
raged holes; cut in ribbons with the oxygen 
lance, and generaJly made messy. The wav&-

guides and channels were all un-terminated 
and laid open. Pushing the button wouldn't 
do a thing. . 

It definitely would not call the engineer. 
He bad twenty-tour hours to solve the 

production people's problems. 

And Thomas Lionel understood. The 
engineer had his own little trap. No doubt 
the engineer would go fishing if called, and 
only the physicist was really interested in 
fighting this thing out to the bitter end. 
The engineer, losing already, had only a 
bank account to throw away by not work
ing. And the engineer could get another 
one soon enough if permitted to do so. 

Twenty-four hours. 
Thomas headed in toward the bouse to 

get his notebook and his engineering notes. 
He'd have to take over the engineer's job, 
no matter bow distastefuL 

Out of one coroer of his eye be saw the 
chessboard and be stopped short. It had 
been the odd angle that gave the trap away 
but his moving of the knight had opened a 
line right down into his own defenses. On 
the next move there would be a severe 
attack. against his queen, and in saving that, 
he'd lose the bishop. If he <>acrificed the 
queen, be was as good as lost. In fact, it was 
checkmate no matter bow long he fought; 
no matter what he did, it was only a ques
tion of L'J.ree moves minimum or seven 
moves maximum. 

Well, might as well give up. This game 
was gone and there was no use in fighting a 
losing battle-whipping a dead cat-

He opened the drawer and removed the 
little sign normally used to terminate a game 
without going through the formality of a 
checkmate. 

But the sign had been augmented. It 
read : 



A MATTER OF LENGTH 
By ROSS ROOKL YNNE 

"How long is a minute?" doesn't ordinarily make much sense

but on that strange planet, a minute was the wrong length. 

The oxygen in the air was the wrong length, too-but they 

were the right length to take the measure of Joe Henderson's 

deadly liule problem! 

CROWDED and cramped I The little cell in 
the depths of the Galaxy Guard warship was 
neither wide enough nor long enough to 
accommodate two full steps of Joe Hender
son's booted legs; not high enough to keep 
his rooster's plume of riotous mahogany 
hair from brushing fuel soot off the ceiling. 

He hunched his blood-stained black-and
purple uniform-the uniform of the Galactic 
Third Pro-Hypno Army against the confin
ing bars, blunt-Lipped fingers showing little 
circlets of white-against-brown where bad 
been the flashing diamond rin.gs his captors 
had stripped from him. He scowled with the 
full power of his glittering, agate-blue eyes. 
Someone, fearfully, inde<:isively, was coming 
down the ladder. 

"You ! "  Joe Henderson called gratingly. 
"You with the tin earrings and upswung 
nose! Come here and get a good, first-hand 
look at a hypno, you Sensitive ! "  

H e  could see her, diminutive, beautiful 
and green-eyed with a hard, &lassy perfec
tion, standing in the bend of the passageway 
which led to the silent engine room. One 
small hand was to her breast, her crimson 
lips were parted with fear. Her nose was 
bidden by a tiny breathing mask, from which 
a hose fell away to a small oxygen tank 
strapped to her hips. 

She spoke at last faintly. "How'd you 
know I was a Sensitive with the anti-hypno 
barrier around your cell?" 

"I know it, all right I" he boomed, trans
fixing her. "You Sensitives are forbidden to 
see, speak to, or look at a hypno. In two 
weeks of captivity, I haven't seen you before .. 
And you're scared, scared silly. Captain 
MacDougall forbade your coming down 
here and you're scared of what he'll say 
when he finds it out." 

"I'm not scared," she whispered. 
"And looking at a hated swine of a bypno 

has turned your backbone to jelly, green 
eyes! Why? Why should you be scared of a 
hypno, when sooner or later, after you've 
helped the powers that be track down the 
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last of the hypnos, you and your kind will 
feel the dagger of the Expurgation, too ? "  

S h e  seemed to s a g  in the fresh blue- and 
green-striped glass-straw suit which touched 
off the eye-riveting charm of her body. She 
retreated a full step, and her forefinger 
waved quickly, from right to left, across her 
eyes, as if to break some spell. 

His laughter at that bad an ug]y, snarling 
undertone. "The ahypno gesture! You 
ignorant Sensitive I So you still take after the 
old superstitions. You with your heartless 
training, you, the student of the thought
control schools, the neophyte on your first 
hypno-hunt?" 

She turned slowly scarlet. She said in a 
muffied voice, "My grandparents taught me 
the ahypno gesture. Perhaps it'll take more 
than a lifetime to rid myself of it. The 
authorities tried to, when they discovered I 
was a Sensitive-but it didn't take." 

His hate for her was helpless, berserk. His 
great hands tensed on the inner bars of the 
cell door, as if be might tear them from their 
mooring. Not much chance. Besides, what 
would happen if he were free of the cell, 
free to slap her down as he felt like doing? 
One more atrocity to be blamed on the 
hypno. Joe Henderson, one of a race of self
styled supermen, attacks helpless girl. Beware 
of the hypnos! Kill the hyprws! Not until 
the last double-brain is dead will any of us 
be free/ 

He breathed hard. No. Not hate. Besides, 
she was a Sensitive. No matter that her mind 
was geared to the powerful emanations 
which flooded from his; no matter that she 
had guided the Galaxy Guard warship to 
the third planet of the red star Antares, 
where he and the shattered remnants of his 
Pro-Hypno division were hiding out; no 
matter that be alone was captured alive, the 
rest of his division-Ordinaries all : oon
hypnos-wiped out. That she had accom
plished his demise did not matter. That she 
was a Sensitive did; a Sensitive, gorged on 
brutal lie3; inclosed in a cage of restrictions 
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and commands by men who were secretly 
as inimical to her as they were to the hypnos, 
men whose advantage it was to keep the 
incredible truth from her. 

"Come here, Miss Keithea," he said in an 
altered tone, yet with arrogant command. 
"You've seen me now, talked with me; you 
can't undo the damage. Besides, as you say, 
this cage is inclosed in the anti-hypno bar
rier. 1 couldn't get my mind through the 
barrier to perform the mental atrocities they 
accuse us double-brains of performing, 
could I?"  

She was a swift ilissade of movement. 
Her fear and uncertainty were sheared away 
by the sudden glitter of hard purpose in her 
eyes. She faced him through the cell. 

"That's the reason 1 broke orders and 
came down here," she said huskily. "To find 
out if you were getting through. I think. you 
are ! "  

The great shaggy brows over his biting, 
mocking eyes lifted toward his thick hair
line. 

She continued lowly ; "We've landed." 
"1 know we've landed. Felt it. Where?" 
Somewhere within a few thousand light 

years of Canopus." 
"Lost?" 

"Lost. The ship scraped the fringe of a 
dust cloud. lt was like traveling through a 
tunnel of sandpaper a million miles long. 
Ground away our cannon controls, peri
scopic eyes, and the starboard repellor 
plates- You knew that? That we were 
lost?" 

There was a sound deep in his throat that 
was difficult to interpret. "Maybe," he 
snapped. "After all, I killed your navigator
after he tried to kill me, of course. I guess 
you were bound to get lost after a scrape 
like that one. Now you're worried. Strange 
planet, maybe?" 

"Strange 1" Her small white fingers shook 
as she brought out a cigarette. She scraped 
the tip across her palm. The cigarette 
smoldered, sent up a slow spiral of smoke. 
She hurriedly placed it between her lips, 
tried to inhale. The cigarette went out. She 
dropped it with a littlo jerk. 

''That's an example! No oxidation on this 
planet. Or very little. We can't breathe this 
planet'a air. Torture to draw in a breath. 
Thirteen pounds pressure, same constituents 
as Earth'a. But it wears you out sucking the 
air in and then it doesn't have much 
tendency to combine with the body. Just aa 

much trouble to puab it out. Norlavich 
says " 

"Norlavich? "  
" A  payin.i passenger w e  picked u p  o n  

Mochus ll.  a few days back." 
Joe Henderson's eyes flickered brietly. 

"Stranger?" 
"Stranger. He says," she rushed on, "that 

the oxygen isn't long enough some such 
thing. He's a scientist of sorts. The rest of 
the planet isn't long enough either-in the 
time dimension. It's fairly warm. and tbere're 
flowers and trees and grass and . . and 
animals. Twelve-legged animals with eight 
of the legs doubled up inside their fur. 
Everything's absolutely motionless. You 
can't pick flowers or pull the petals off or 
bend the grass. The grass is like green wire. 
Try kicking the motionless animals. It's liko 
kicking neutroniwn. They just stand there, 
with life in their eyes, but they're just 
statues." 

She was gritting tho words out Her eyes 
searched his face piercingly, as if for a
clue. Joe looked back at her unblinkingly. 
She went on. 

"We landed in the middle of a native 
village. We couldn't help that. The natives 
are giants, twelve, thirteen maybe fourteen 
feet talL Two arms, two legs. They're 
motionless, too. like rock." She blinked, 
shook her head. "Well, Joe Henderson, 1 
&uess I'm telling you something you already 
know ! "  

"Don't know a thing about it" 
Her rod-gold bead of hair came up, 

savagely "Don't lie," she said thickly. "It's· 
you that did it, isn't it? "  

"No," said Joe Henderson calmJy. 
"You're a liar! All you bypnos are liars 

and child-murderers ! It's a little bynotizin.g 
trick you've pulled to make us all nervous
maybe hysterical later on ! Why don't you 
admit it?" 

Her voice stayed down, but she was over
wrought enough to make the ahypno gesture, 
several times, unconsciously. Joe Henderson 
calmly watched the flashing little finger 
Crossin£ her eyes. He felt part of his mind 
flowing along a channel of horror-horror 
of the witchcraft s.ign she made. 

"Very well, Miss Keithea. I created that 
planet out there-for your amusement" 

She moved back, pressed rigid against th• 
corridor wall. 

"How?" she said harshly. "How can you 
do it .through the anti-bypno barrier? "  

"You've been an£werin£ your own ques
tions, Miss Keithca." 
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She relaxed, the composed beauty of her 
face coming back again. "There may be only 
one way to find out if you're actually work· 
ing on us through the barrier; kill you," 
she stated coldly. She turned and started back 
up the passageway. She slowed down, turned 
as slowly, stared unfocusing at a spot over 
his shoulder, as if not wanting, not daring, 
to meet his glance. 

"You said that sooner or later, we--the 
Sensitives-would feel the dagger of the 
Expurgation, too. What did you mean?" 

Joe's lip curled scornfully. "What I said 
Let the thought curdle in your brain for 
awhile." 

She recognized his refusal to enlarge. She 
said shakily, "It's a byno lie, of course," and 
then she went up the ladder. 

Captain MacDougall came down to the cell 
two hours later, after the food-beam bad 
magically drawn away the remnants of Joc·s 
meal. He was wearing the pure-white 
uniform of the Galaxy Guard, the blazing 
jeweled star, symbol of his anti-hypno oath 
showing predominantly on his sleeve. He 
moved up the companionway toward Joe, 
and Joe looked at him incredulously for a 
iecond. He was walking as if forcing his way 
through something that was far thicker than 
air. It was hardly perceptible, that slowing 
down of motion, and yet-

MacDougall stood in front of the cell, his 
polished fish-eyes, set in the round red frame 
of his face, fixed on Joe Henderson. 

"I was talking with our Sensitive, Keitbea 
Drummond, Joe. Seems to think you're 
responsible for our present troubles. A pack 
of nonsense, of course, but I came down to 
check up." 

His red cheeks puffed out Nobody ever 
hesitated to call a hypno by a companion
able first name. Joe said nothing, and Mac
Dougall, with a heavy, puffing sound-be 
was round and short and overfed--stepped 
out of sight for a moment, and audibly 
jerked open the casing to the anti-hypno 
barrier meter. "Nonsense" he repeated, com
ing back and glaring at Joe's scornful aloof
ness. "Barrier's full on. You couldn't get 
through. Stuff and nonsense about that 
planet coming from you. Those neophytes 
at the game can make themselves believe 
anything." 

"Well then," said the giant in the blood
stained uniform "that's that" 

"I'm not so sure it is, Joe." The bulging, 
glistening eyes blinked, swept him up and 

down like a brush. "You sick'i' You·re 
twitching." 

Joe was not sick. The blood on pis 
uniform was that of the navigator when they 
had trapped Joe in the cave. Joe bad literally 
torn him apart and flung him over the cliff. 
The rock somebody had dropped from 
higher up had landed with thudding impact 
on Joe's bead of untamed mahogany hair, 
but all it did was to make him groggy 
enough for capture. He' was not sick, and 
he certainly was not twitching. 

"Never felt better in my life." 
''That's fine, Joe. Joe, we may have to kill 

you." 
"That," said Joe, "is nothing new. You've 

already murdered nearly a billion of us. 
What's one more'i'" 

"Murdered?" MacDougall smiled. He 
pointed out, "Killing something we don't 
consider human isn't murder. And even at 
that, murdering a group of people who have 
menaced civilization for as many hundreds 
of years as you hypnos have couldn't be a 
crime by any stretch of the imagination. 
Try to be fair with your outlook, Joe." 

Joe ignored that demand. "You're sure 
we've menaced civilization?" 

"Documentary evidence." 
"Maybe," Joe suggested, the documentary 

evidence is a pack of self-perpetuating lies 
perpetrated by self-perpetuating religions., 
rackets, and Humanity First organizations 
for the sole purpose of furthering their own 
ends'i'" 

MacDougall tossed his head with nervous 
impatience. "Ten years ago the hypnos 
started the Second Galactic War, didn't 
they'i'" he charged. 

"That's what the Ordinaries say," said 
Joe calmly. 

"I never saw any evidence of you hypnos 
getting killed in that war," MacDougall said 
thickly. His face was darkening. 

Joe said, "Self-perpetuating lie." 
"Don't throw your lying hypno talk at 

me, you double-brain," MacDougall shouted, 
lurching forward and grabbing the outer 
bars of the cell door. "You and your kind 
have been digging your roots into humanity, 
sucking our life away. Why . . .  why, it was 
a hypno killed my youngest daughter! " 

Joe was apparently casual. But as always, 
when facing these appalling accusations, the 
unmoved brownness of his face was no 
indication of the sickness in his stomach. 
The doctor who had tended MacDougall's 
daughter had, after the girl had fallen into 
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a tatal coma, been discovered to be a hypno. 
The hypno medico bad died by mob rule. 
That bad been many years ago, shortly, 
before the Galaxy-wide Expurgation got into 
full swing. 

Joe's great chest slowly rose and fell. Long 
ago be had learned the depthless futility of 
this argument-a feud that was as elemental 
as white and black. He watched Mac
Dougall's figure through lidded eyes. All 
this while, something strange about Mac
Dougall's voice, which hovered near a 
falsetto, bad dropped several notes toward 
the masculine scale; and the words were 
drawled, had a tendency to blur into one 
another. The blinking of his eyes or other
wise rapid motions of his body were now 
of seconds' duration. MacDougall seemed to 
be slowing down-

And he had stated that Joe was-twitch
ing. 

Joe released his breath, taking his glance 
from MacDougall's glare. "Never mind that 
argument, captain. Purely as an academic 
question, instead of killing me to find out, 
why not leave the planet and keep on going 
back to Earth? Just because you're lost?" 

MacDougalJ released his grip on the bars 
with such a slow motion that it was as if be 
were pulling his hands away from an adhes-
ive surface. He said coldly, "No. If we 
could get up in space again, we could keep 
on going and get ourselves lined up with 
some familiar landmarks.' 

"Why not simply weld some spare repellor 
plates on?" 

"Can't. The welding torches use oxygen, 
and we've pumped all the ship oxygen into 
these small tanks we have to carry around 
in order to breathe. So we have to use the 
planet's oxygen to combine with the acety
lene.- Only it won't combine." 

"Oxygen isn't . . .  ah . . .  long enough? "  
Joe questioned. 

MacDougall started, turned pale. His 
nostrils dilated, and though be bad lived 
with himself too long to be caught making 
the ahypno gesture for a moment it seemed 
his finger started to raise to his eyes. 

"'How did you learn that?" he snapped 
harshly. "Come to think of it who told you 
we were lost or that the repellor plates were 
sheared away? All the men have been out
side the ship." He gasped then, in compre
hension. He exploded, ripping out curses. 
"The Sensitive Keithea Drummond 
talking to you ! "  

Joe admitted that she had. 

"What did you tell her?" MacDougall 
demanded. 

Joe smiled mirthfully, quizzically. "What 
.would I tell her, captain?" 

"I wonder," snarled MacDougall. He 
looked with baffled eyes at Joe, and Joe 
shru3ged his shoulders uncaringly. 

MacDougall slowly wiped his sweating 
face. He projected a rigid finger at Joe. 
·'Don't forget, Joe. If you're causing that 

. .  that planet up there, better turn it off ! 
I'm warning you I "  

MacDougall turned, started back u p  the 
companionway toward the ladder. Joe quick
ly pressed himself against the bars, following 
him with his eyes. His breath caught. It was 
as if MacDougall were moving through 
deep water, raising a foot. leaning forward 
against the weight of the water, then slowly, 
putting the foot down-as if gravity, certain
ly near an Earth normal, bad given up part 
of its strength. 

The sound of MacDougall's footsteps 
was like low drawling booming sounds, to 
Joe's ears. He wondered if MacDougall was 
aware of that. 

MacDougall wJsn 't aware, for with much 
heaving and normal puffing he walked up 
the ladder, helping himself by the hand rails 
on the side. On the upper deck aft of the 
main air lock, be saw Keithea Drummond 
running toward him, her face anxious. She 
caught his arm, and panted : 

"It's true, captain. Norlavich says the 
beasts are moving." 

"Moving ! "  
"Yes. Not very much. Maybe a n  arm has 

raised an inch, or a leg-or an eye is a little 
bit further on in a blink. And I tried picking 
a flower and this time I could actually bend 
the stem." 

MacDougall urged himself toward the 
lighted space of the airlock, breathing 
audibly. The girl walked briskly beside him, 
and be said glaring. 

"I thought your orders were to stay away 
from the hypno, Keithea? "  

She did n o t  face him, stared straight 
ahead. "He didn't hurt me any," she said 
huskily. She dropped to the ground, stepping 
o� grass that gave slowly, like a mass of 
WICC. 

MacDougall's fleshy band wrapped around 
her arm. "What did the bypno tell you? "  

She broke away, her face whitening t o  a 
sick color. "Nothing," she stammered. "Only 
that . . .  that after all the bypnos are killed 
off they'll start on us Sensitives." 



48 ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION 

MacDoUgall started almost imperceptibly. 
Then he swore under his breath. He put 
anger in his eyes. '·Understand what I told 
you now?" he demanded. "It's danger· 
ous for you to be around a hypno. You 
Sensitives- Can't you see he's actually got 
you believing that?" 

"Yes," she whispered. 
"Now,'' he said darkly. "the Council will 

have to put you through another semester 
at the Clinic. But don't worry about it now." 

They walked down the well-defined central 
path of the village, now and then forgetting 
to breathe through the nose-masks. using 
their mouths instead. The air, which at 
first had given them such trouble, went 
into their lungs slowly, with difficulty but 
not with as much difficulty as before. Still, 
it was necessary to breathe oxygen from their 
hip tanks. That oxygen, for some reason, 
was normal. 

They walked past several of the queerly 
spiraling huts. and Keithea Drummond 
shivered slightly as she looked into the dark 
interior and saw a statuesque giantess sitting 
in quiet, godly poise. A few feet away from 
the hut, a giant who in all probability was 
her mate, stood with his shaggy head turned 
up toward a sky wrecked by dark cumulus 
heaps, unmoving. As if he were gauging the 
weather. 

There were other huts. There were bones 
strewn around-bones which several of the 
crew had lifted and displaced only with 
efforl Over some of these bones, or crunch· 
ing them lifelessly in their teeth, stood outre, 
fanged creatures with round bodies and 
extra legs, not in use, doubled up under 
their fur. A domestic animal. Other giants 
stood about. At the far end of the village, in 
the middle of which the spaceship had come 
to a forced landing, was a brutal·faced giant 
coming with one foot raised eternally in the 
air, a bloody spear in one hand, and over 
his shoulder slung a limp rag of flesh-an 
aboriginal being of short stature with a more 
human look on llls face than the giant who 
had slain him. 

Keithea and MacDougall stopped beside 
Norlavich, the thin nervous passenger whom 
they'd picked up on Mochus 11 Norlavich 
held a tape measure, was standing under 
the bent arm of a rock-skinned, silent, 
motionless gianl 

"You can see for yourself," said Norla
vich, quickly putting his foot on one end of 
the tape measure and extending the other 
end to the unbulging giant hand. "In four 

hours his hand has moved up an inch . 
whoa! Inch and a quarter. Hm·m-m l 
Moved a quarter of an inch in the last 
fifteen minutes. MacDougall," he laughed, 
licking nervously at his hair-line mustache, 
"this world is softening up." 

Both Keithea and MacDougall showed 
questions in their eyes. 

Norla.vich explained, pulling h.is business 
suit coat tighter around h� neck, in uncon
scious protest against the planet's chill : "It's 
this way, l'm sure. This planet pulsates-in 
the time dimension. It's on a return pulsa
tion at the present, as near as I can gather." 

"What would cause th<�.t?" asked Mac
Dougall, somewhat aghast. He was trusting 
Norlavicb, a complete stranger, who was 
paying a fee considerably above the current 
rate for passage from Mochus ll to Earth, 
only because his navigator had been killed 
by the hypno. MacDougall was, unbe.
k.nownst to anybody else, pocketing the 
difference in fare. 

Norlavich squinted along an upward slant 
toward the masses of pendant moveless 
clouds. He was a small man with quiet, 
olive eyes that were bright and quick and as 
full of humor as his generous mouth. He 
was a college professor-so he bad told 
MacDougall-and MacDougall, truth to tell, 
did not care to dip into the statement with 
too many questions. He was well aware, and 
only a trifle uneasy, that the large passage 
fee was in the nature of a bribe. Norlavich 
said he had to get to Earth in a hurry, and 
MacDougall's warship had been the first 
vehicle to put in at Mochus ll for several 
days. 

"Too bad we can't see the sun," Norla
vicb said. "My guess is it's a big sun, quite 
outside normal experience. This planet is 
rolling around just outside Roche's Limit, 
maybe within a million miles of its parent. 
That means it's caught in a big gravitational 
warp. It's year can't amount to more than a 
few days. At perigee, the time-dimension 
shrivels down to nothing. Everything, even 
the pull of gravity, is pretty short As it goes 
toward apogee, things get longer. Good 
enough? "  

"Shorter? Longer ? "  MacDougall gazed 
at Norlavich with intensity. "Maybe I don't 
understand those terms." 

Norlavich laughed, his eyes looking down
ward four inches to Keitbea's. "I'm taller 
than Miss Drummond-spatially. But we're 
both the same weight temporally. Her minute 
is one of my minutes. If a minute were a 
box. we'd both fit into it snugly and neither 
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of us would take up more room than the 
other. But if 1 suddenly became as :short 
in the time-dimension as this giant here., I'd 
be a thousand times shorter temporally than 
Miss Keithea. Time can be considered a 
dimension, of course. Temporally speaking, 
we s.imply can't begin to get into the giant's 
box. We're too long. But as the time
dimension lengthens, as the planet travels 
toward apogee, the box grows bigger. And 
probably, according !O my measurements, 
the box is growing bigger on the square. 

"Of course," he added hastily, "don't take 
my word for it. There may be another, 
more pr«:ise explanation." 

"And pretty soon," MacDougall sug
aested, "we'll be able to jump into their 
box?" 

"Or," laughed Norlavich, "they into 
ours ! '' 

Keithea Drummond fitted her nose-piece 
more tightly to her flushed face. "What 
about my theory concerning the bypno? "  

"Well.'' said Norlavich guardedly, "that's 
something else." 

She extended a small white determined 
forefinger. "The hypno told me he created 
this planet," she got out, with difficulty. 

Norlavicb showed his surprise that she 
bad spoken with the hypno, then quickly 
took all expression from his face. 

MacDougall puffed his cheeks impatiently, 
looking at Norlavicb as if to draw his sup. 
port. But Norlavich said curtly "Might bel  
Except that I never beard of a hypno 
practicing mass hypnosis on a scale like this 
before. lt would involve making us believe 
the shipwreck., our getting lost, the landing 
on this planet, our walking around on it, 
theorizing-" 

"Not necessarily! He may merely have 
created this life tiere, under these conditions. 
What if these beasts came to life and at· 
tacked us and killed us?" 

"You think an amaginary beast could do 
that?" 

"Why not? We think they're here. Hypnos 
are capable of anything." 

Norlavicb's quiet eyes sparked, lidded. He 
regarded her patronizingly. "Young lady, 
perhaps you're too susceptible to the stories 
they tell about hypnos." 

He bared his white teeth in a smile to 
offset the terrific sarcasm weighting his 
words. Both Keithea and MacDougall wore 
shocked, incredulous expressions. 

''That's not a smart thing to say," Mac
Dougall glared. "Maybe you've lived on the 
outer fringe of the Galaxy too long to under-

stand bow that statement sounds. Li.k.e a 
Pro-bypno." 

Norlavich remained coldly silent. He wu 
not willing to retract the statement, and a 
hard tension stretched between them. Then 
there was a short tooting whistle from the 
long slim blackened shape of the ship a 
hundred feet distant. By common consent, 
they turned toward the ship for the second 
meal of the day. 

Several men shinnied down from the 
ship, hanging their welders over projections. 
MacDougall caught one of the men by the 
arm questioning him. 

The man's welder's headpiece was thrown 
back from his face. "It's going better," he 
admitted. ''The bead's beginning to take. I 
thought we might have to start using our 
own oxygen, but for some reason the 
planet's oxygen is . . .  uh . . softening up. 
We've got a 2700° flame, which is fair 
enough. Maybe we'll finish the job up in five 
or six. hours." 

As soon as Norlavicb was settled into 
place at the head of the table with the girl 
Sensitive and MacDougall, he remarked, 
"That ties in. Oxygen's getting as long as 
our acetylene. Which means also the giant 
will start coming up to our size, too." 

MacDougall reached for the salt. He 
nodded. "We better get a good check on 
just bow fast their time is speeding up. May
be we better get at that in the next hour 
or so." 

Keithea Drummond ate that meal in sil
ence, and not much of it at that. She was 
a Sensitive, and she had been schooled 
through life to keep her thoughts and 
emotions to herself under strict control; her 
whole purpose in life was to sense the pre
sense of hypnos, within radii that amounted 
to interstellar distances. But now there was 
a minute tremor running through her whole 
body. 

Norlavicb's all-encompassing glance 
noticed that. She had spoken to and seen 
her first hypno. He thought be had a general 
idea of what Joe Henderson had told her. 

Norla.vich finished his meal quickly, ex
cused himself. He went to the washroom, 
turning his bead birdlike from side to side. 
Except for the mess hall, the ship was 
deserted. He came from the washroom a 
few moments later, again looked around, 
then melted down the starboard companion
way, soundlessly. 

On the third deck down be followed a 
corridor to its termination and c�me to the 
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bypno's cell. looking into its partial dark
ness. 

"Joe Henderson," be whispered. 
He strained his eyes. At the top crest of 

an inhalation, he caught his breath. No 
sound, no movemenL There was nobody in 
the ceU. 

"Joe Henderson ! "  Norlavich called 
harshly. 

Tiny hairs rose on his scalp. He stood 
perfectly motionless, staring at a fixed spot 
in the cell, not even breathing. And for a 
fractional instant, looking back at him, he 
saw a blurred figure, like the shadowy ghost 
of a man who was trying to materialize him
self. That shadowy ghost was Joe Hender
son. Then he disappeared complc:tely. 

Norlavich cursed. His thin fingers dived 
into his coat pocket. brought out a tiny, 
metallic instrument, dark-blue with strength 
and hardness. He inserted it into the lock, 
strained mightily, and something snapped. 
The door creaked a little, then sagged open 
of its own weight. Norlavich entered the 
oell. 

He sweated. Then he started feel
ing around the cell, arms widespread, legs 
forked. In that manner he examined the 
volume of the cell, cubic inch by cubic 
inch. He felt a terrific, supernatural fright. 
He quickly left the cell, leaving the door 
ajar, and went up the stairs. 

He had no sooner reached the main deck 
than be knew there was something amiss. 
From the direction of the main air lock be 
beard the crackle and hiss of several therma 
sticks. Several of the crew ran past him 
with an urgency on their faces. Norlavicb 
got to the air lock in time to see three or 
four men dive into the air Jock. He looked 
over their beads, up the breadth of the vil
lage and saw a strange sight. 

The village bad apparently come to life. 
There were perhaps thirty giants in the 
viUage., a few youngsters who were man
size, and fifteen or twenty of the round, 
many-legged domestic scavengers. These bad 
all changed position and were facing the 
ship, even the scavengers. Half of the giants 
were moving with slow, ponderous walking
through-molasses stride toward the ship. The 
others were visibly getting into motion. 

About twenty feet away was Captain Mac
Dougall, running toward the air lock as fast 
as the wobbling extra pounds of his short 
body would allow. 

Fifty feet behind him, taking it easy and 
looking over her shoulde-r, came Keithea 

Drummond. She was unhurried, cool, doing 
no more than walking quickly. One of the 
giants was behind her a good hundred feet. 
The giant who had apparently just returned 
from a fruitful hunting trip was to her left 
and this one was now in the act of dropping 
the dead, humanlike beast draped on his 
shoulder. 

Because everybody expected these giants 
to move slowly at best, the way the nearer 
giant got into action was terrifying. He 
moved forward one step slowly, another step 
that was twice as fast, and another step was 
twice as fast as that. At the same time., he 
drew his spear back over and above his 
shoulder and brought it forward. It snapped 
out, was in the air, and actually picked up 
speed as it moved. 

MacDougall then reached the air lock, 
was helped aboard, strangling on his own 
breath. 

"Close the air lock 1 ., be screamed, after 
taking one look along his back trail. 

At the same time, NorJavicb let loose his 
breath in an astounded roar : 

"Run, gir l !  For God's sake-run/" 
The spear was driving straight toward 

her, squaring its velocity. 
And the whole village partook of that 

same increased motion, a slow motion film 
which squared its speed for every passing 
second. The giant who bad been a hundred 
feet behind the girl Sensitive had in a few 
seconds broken that distance to an eighth 
of itself. As if a sound track had been in
stalled in the film, little thundering sounds 
sprinkled through the village, jumped up a 
note, two notes, at last held steady on a 
series of full-bodied giant roars. The round 
animals in the village were in full motion 
toward the ship, their whole bodies spiraling 
eerily, each oodriving leap using an alter
nate series of legs. 

From their indeterminate inoutbs came a 
continuous sirenlike scream. 

"Close the air lock ! "  MacDougall roared 
again but Norlavich yelled. 

"No." 
"She's only a Sensitive," MacDougall 

gritted, and as his men stood stupidly, be 
leaped toward the air lock controls. 

Norlavich went after him, brought the 
back of his fist smashingly against the side 
of MacDougall's head. MacDougall reeled 
back, and two of his men caught him. Nor· 
lavicb Hung himself from the air lock, ran 
toward Keithea. He didn't think be could 
save her. She was in the path of the spear, 
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and certaioly she would receive a serious, 
if not fatal wound. 

All this bad taken scarcely more than a 
dozen heartbeats. Though she saw the spear's 
sure destination, Keithea Drummond was in 
the middle of a step, unable to divert the 
balance of her weight. The spear struck
almost. 

Norlavich's teeth met in consternation. 
The tip of the spear made a wide, yawing 
motion, curving around the girl's bead, lost 
motion, fell leadenly to the ground. 

"Run ! "  Norlavich yelled. He caught her 
hand, jerked her hard. Norlavicb heard tho 
air lock whining shut, but he lifted the girl 
up, shoved her through the opening, saw 
behind him a giant hurling a boulder the 
size of a man's head. The boulder bit the air 
lock at quite normal speed, rebounded. 
Norlavich edged through into the ship, then, 
barely escaped being crushed. The door shut, 
and Norlavich, white with fury, whirled on 
MacDougall. 

"You crazy fool ! "  be cried. "You tried to 
lock us out there ! "  

MacDougall was trembling with rage. He 
flung up a quivering hand. "Hold him, men. 
I'll teach him to hit me." 

Two men grabbed Norlavich's arms, but 
Keithea Drummond edged her way through 
the press, her greenish eyes wide and un
blinking with a desperate urgency. She faced 
MacDougall. 

"Captain MacDougall, you said . . .  you 
said I was nothing but a Sensitive. What did 
you mean by that? I have to know." 

His faced turned brutal. "As a Sensitive, 
Miss Drummond, you're completely washed 
up." 

"I have to know," she whimpered, sud
denly twisting her bands. "If it's what I 
think it is . . .  if what Joe Henderson says-" 

MacDougall roared, throwing his arms 
over his head : "Do you think I have to 
stand here arguing with you with a village 
of giants out there ready to attack us?" His 
shrill voice suddenly demanded of every
body at largo: "Did you see the way they 
suddenly speeded up?" 

He stopped talking and nobody else said 
anything. They listened. The village was a 
babble of excitement and menacing roars. 

They heard a giant body put its shoulder 
against the air lock with a vibration that 
traveled through the ship. 

Some of the men crowded to the large 
closed ports on either side of the air lock. 

From their exclamations, Norlavich, stand
ing rigid and watchful, guessed that the vil
lage had geared itself to normal time. 

But there was a flaw in this reasoning 
somewhere. What was normal time? It 
seemed to Norlavich, although the true 
answer was slowly gaining clarity in hill 
mind, that the giants should have kept on 
speeding up. Why they should have come to 
an abrupt stop at the normal human rate of 
motion and living was a mystery. 

Somebody yelled from the port, ''They're 
bringing a battering ram from the edge of 
the village ! "  

MacDougall shouldered his way t o  a port, 
looked out, his fleshy jowls hanging. He 
clipped out, before stopping to think, 
"Gunners, man after and forward cannons ! "  

Somebody pointed out that the same dust 
storm which had sheared away some of their 
repeller plates had sandpapered the exterior 
cannon controls away too. 

MacDougall paled and then yelled, "Don't 
stand there. You men with hand weapons 
get out through the sky-hatch onto the top 
of the ship and pepper them ! "  

Ten o r  fifteen men shifled uneasily and 
then left in a body. They had no sooner 
disappeared up the corridor than the giants 
outside let out a concerted series of cries. 
At the same moment, the air lock door 
shook: violently, and a nut popped off its 
threaded bolt like a button 

Keitbea Drummond stood with a sick, 
utterly devastated expression on her face, 
thinking of something that had little to do 
with the danger outside, Norlavich sus
pected. He felt a grim sorrow for her and 
her kind. She showed her first signs of 
awareness when one of the blue-shirted 
crew came on the double down the port 
corridor. His eyes were big. 

"Captain MacDougall?" he said huskily. 
"Well what is it?" yelled MacDougall, 

turning from the port. 
"The hypno, sir. Joe Henderson. Some

body broke the lock to his cell from out
side. He's escaped.'' 

Keithea uttered a low cry. 
MacDougall turned on her, puffed face 

streaming sudden sweat. "You?" he choked. 
""You did that?" 

But already most of the men standing 
around were looking not at Keithea but at 
Norlavich. Norlavich was the stranger, com
pletely unknown to any of them. It was 
well known among the men that he had 
offered Captain MacDougall a fantastic sum 
for a passage to Earth-now it seemed in 
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the nature of a bribe, since the hypno was 
already aboard at that time. 

MacDougall's quavering hand shot out. 
"Search his pockets," he harshly ordered the 
men who held Norlavich. 

Norlavich made no protest, said nothing 
when the small implement with which he 
had broken the lock was held up for all 
to see. 

· 

MacDougall grabbed the implement and 
uttered a devastated curse. 

"You know what this means, Norlavich? "  
he said harshly. 

And Norlavich drew his slight body up 
proudly. 

"Captain Norlavicb," he said. "Of General 
Hanson Hale's Third Galactic Pro-Hypo.o 
Army." 

MacDougall made an enraged sound in 
his throat, drew his therma stick and fired 
point-blank at Norlavich's stomach. 

Joe Henderson, the hypno, was having 
trouble. He could hardly breathe. It was 
like inhaling molasses. When Norlavich 
&bowed up at his cell-a man Joe Henderson 
bad never seen-he strugg]ed up from a 
sitting position, spoke harshly. But Norla
vich couldn't answer. He couldn't have 
beard. A thrill of fright pricked Joe's skin 
as he saw that the mao was moving not 
like a deep-water man, but through some
thing that was thicker than water. He re
membered MacDougall's slowing motion as 
be had slogged up the passageway hours 
before. 

Either he, Joe Henderson, was speeding 
up, or they were slowing down. 

It was an hour before Norlavich, with his 
incredible slow-motion broke the Jock on 
the cell. Joe Henderson, specks before his 
eyes., pushed the door open-by putting his 
whole strength against iL He thought the 
air might be better out in the corridor, but 
it wasn't. He staggered up the corridor, but 
the motion made such oxygen demands on 
his body that he bad to rest at the head of 
the companionway. 

His only thought was for air, better aii. 
He took no thought of the men he passed 
who were moving as slowly, and perhaps 
slower than the man who had freed him. 
He dropped from the air lock, sank to a 
sitting position, trying to resL Resting, his 
body didn't need as much oxygen. 

He sat there near the spaceship, only 
vaguely aware of the events that were 8ow
iog around him. How long he rested be 

didn't know. He knew only that the air 
wasn't much better. Finally he raised h� 
eyes., and bad his first good look. 

He saw several men running soundlessly, 
snaillike toward the ship. Over a space of 
several minutes they hoisted themselves into 
the air Jock. Behind them came MacDougall, 
and still farther back Keitbea looking over 
her shoulder. 

The giants of the village were moving but 
apparently much slower than the human 
beings. 

Joe came to his feet, weaving, his eyes 
on the giant who had come back from a 
successful hunting trip. This giant held a 
spear. By the time Joe, moving with diffi
culty, got between Keithea and the giant, 
the spear was in the air. 

Joe watched the spear for some five 
minutes. It was picking up speed, undoubted
ly-probably on the principle of the square. 
As it came over Joe's bead, he bunched his 
legs, leaped toward it, but fell sborL He 
tried that several timCI.!I. However, the spear 
was arcing down, and when its deadly 
barbed point was a few feet from certain 
collision with the girl Sensitive, he was able 
to wrap his giant hands around iL 

He was breathing hard now, and it 
seemed as if his strength was slipping away. 
He gritted his teeth, grunted. The spear, 
hurling forward inch by inch, was simply 
dragging him along with it. Yet he pulled 
mightily, brought the spear tip around in 
a slow circle, his corded muscles standing 
out, sweating. 

He saw Norvalich drop from the air lock. 
He loosed his hold on the spear, dropped 

weakly to the ground. The spear, deprived 
of inertia, sank slowly downward. 

Later, Joe Henderson rolled weakly out of 
the way of giant feet, crawled to the side of 
the spaceship. He watched the soundless 
giants bringing the battering ram, saw it 
strike the air lock once, twice. The third 
time a warp big enough to admit Joe's body 
was made. 

As be levered himself up to the air loclc:, 
he noted men on top of the ship, slow
motion men, shooting at the monsters with
out much success. He saw two of the men 
plucked off and squashed hideously. Their 
mouths opened in screams, but they were 
sounds that belonged to another time-scale, 
so far below the limit of audition that they 
could not affect Joe's ears. 

He wormed his way into the ship, through 
torpid, snakelike moving men, brushed past 
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Keilbea Drummond's rigid body, and saw 
Captain MacDougall, nostrils dilated with 
anger that was completely uninhibited, hold
in& a therma stick and pointing it at 
Norlavicb. 

MacDougall's fin&er was plainly contract
ing on the trigger. Joe was feeling an 
oxy&en-starvation again, and he knew he'd 
have to sit down for awhile. His eyes fixed 
longingly on the oxygen tanks everybody 
was carrying. However, few of the people 
had their nose-pieces attached to their faces, 
and it was apparent they were breathing the 
planet's air. He didn't have any time for 
that, now, though. 

One thing was apparent to Joe Henderson. 
The lime of the human beings and the time 
of the giants was now identical. His own 
was inconceivably faster at present, so fast 
nobody could see him. But previously, there 
had been three different times : that of the 
human beings, that of the giants, and his 
own. 

Sooner or later, Joe Henderson's time 
would level down to theirs; or level up. 
Which? Why Joe Henderson should keep a 
time that changed in relation to theirs was 
at first a mystery. Then be thought it out. 
The anti-hypno barrier. Nothing else could 
have kept him immune to the temporal-varia
tion vibrations which washed this planet. 
His time had remained a constant while be 
was in the cell. When Norlavicb bad released 
change, just as they had been subject to it 
him, be had become subject to the time
from the first 

If be was slowing down, and that seemed 
likely, he had a tremendous job ahead of 
him, and it would have to be done in a 
burry. 

He now walked over to Captain Mac
Dougall. He wrapped his great band around 
the barrel of the therma stick, pulled upward. 
The gun was barely budging. It bad a will, 
an inertia of its own, in another time. He 
sweated and he was weak anyway. Yet the 
gun did budge up, perhaps a quarter of an 
inch, and Joe relaxed dizzily as he saw a 
killing flash of light Spear daggerlike over 
Norlavicb's shoulder. 

Joe took one of the oxygen tanks from 
one of the crew, but beyond the fact that 
it was pure oxygen, it was no better than 
the air be was laboriously breathing. He 
dropped it and turned facing MacDougall, 
think.ing soundlessly, "Captain, you and your 
men are done for, unless you can beat the 
giants off. I can only help what's me or 
mine. And maybe I don't care if you die-� 

you and your kind who bate to see the 
human race take one more step up along 
the path of evolution. But you'll never kill 
us all. You birds are the Ordinaries, only 
you don't want to be Ordinaries. When 
we're all dead, you think, you'll be the 
supermen." 

Then be turned toward Keithea Drwn
mond. 

Norlavich had little time to consider the 
cause of, or feel relief for, his salvation. 
Suddenly he was in the air, was moving at 
brain-jarring speed straight through the 
warp in the air lock. Then, as if someone 
were throwing him, catching him, throwing 
him again, he shot dizzyingly toward the low 
hills bordering the village. Then be was on 
his feel, reeling, staggering and be fell to a 
sitting position, and was looking stupidly up 
at Joe Henderson's exhausted, streaming 
face. 

There were hills around, dark and windy, 
and he was sitting on soft damp grass. 
Neither the village nor the ship was in sight. 
The transmigration had taken perhaps a 
minute. 

Keithea Drummond was sitting near him. 
Her mouth opened and she emitted a soul· 
withering scream. 

"Sit still ! "  
Joe Henderson rapped the words out, the 

savagery of his voice focusing their atten· 
tion on him, rather than on puzzles which 
might have disastrous mental consequences. 

They sat still. They sat quietly. But where
as Norlavicb showed a gradual, humorous 
relief, fright began to distort the girl 
Sensitive's face. 

Joe said, squatting down, "That was a 
drag! I could shove you along for awhile. 
Matter of inertia. But my time kept slowing 
down and you started squirming. We got 
this far. We'll have to make it farther back 
into the hills." 

He spoke further, casually, obviously 
trying to impress subtly upon the girl tho 
complete usualness of what bad happened. 
"Too bad about MacDougall and the others. 
I think they're done for. Can't be helped. 
Keithea, give me a cigarette." 

She handed him her half-empty pack after 
a long minute. She said huskily, "You 
wanted MacDougall and the others to die ! "  

"Did 1 7 "  I 
"Yes ! You could have hypnotized that 

whole bunch of giants. For you it would 
have been nothing ! "  

Joe looked a t  Norlavich, and Norlavich 
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shrugged helplessly. Joe said, very patiently, 
very slowly. "Keithea, you11 have to be re
educated maybe. You've h�rd too many lies 
about the bypnos. You've believed them. 
You'll have to start unbelieving them. In 
the first place, it's too exhausting to usc my 
double-brain unless I have to. In the second 
place, I have a strange moral qualm against 
using my hypnotic powers. In the third 
place, I doubt if I could control more than 
two or three human beings at a time, hypno
tically. Fourth, I have no power over 
animals or other intelligent beings who are 
not human. Good enough? "  

Her teeth were chattering. "No ! What are 
you going to do to me? "  

"Do t o  you?" Joe laughed, blew out 
smoke. "Do exactly the same as I would 
with any pretty girl. Talk with you, joke 
with you, maybe try to make love to you." 

"You're lying ! "  she cried harshly. "You'll 
torture me. Hypnotize me-do something 
horrible. You're a bypno aren't you?" 

"So are you," said Joe Henderson calmly. 
She leapt to her feet, and the first normal 

wind she bad felt on this planet whipped her 
hair distractedly around her face. She 
screamed tinnily, "Don't say that ! "  

"Might as well admit it, Keithea. You're 
a hybrid bypno. All the Sensitives are 
hybrids. The powers·that-be know that 
That's the reason they segregate you and 
your kind. They train you to hunt us down 
-you're sensitive to us. and we're sensitive 
to you. But they don't ever let a hypno see 
you face to face. The hypno might tell you 
the truth. Well, now you know the truth. 
Ask Norlavich. He's an Ordinary - pro
hypno; but be knows what you don't" 

She looked wildly at Norlavicb and Nor· 
lavich nodded in complete agreement. Her 
bead dropped, she locked her arms around 
her stomach as if feeling a terrific coldness 
there, and fell moveless to the ground. 

Several minutes later, the men bad her 
wrapped in their shirts and coats, and Nor· 
lavicb said, "She'll be all right" 

He gripped Joe Henderson's band, and the 

two men smiled. Norlavich introduced him· 
self as a captain in the Special Intelligence 
of General Hanson Hale's Third Galactic 
Pro-Hypno Army. "Should be some of the 
ships of the Galactic Third in this neck of 
the woods, Joe. Hale won the last engage
ment. Maybe if this girl throws in her lot 
with us, your combined minds can make a 
dent in the ether and get a message through." 

"And we might draw a Galaxy Guard 
ship." 

"That's a chance we have to take, I'd say. 
Of course, the Galactic Third bas cleared 
out most of the Guard from this neighbor· 
hood. Even at that, you and I. fighting for 
a cause we know is right-well, Joe, you and 
I have been taking chances all our life." 

They sat there, shivering and smoking. 
"And when they do get here, •;e'll be 

statues relative to them," Joe said at last. 
"That's all to the good though. Means we 
won't be marooned here more than four or 
five hours, maybe. Maybe." 

Norlavich nodded carelessly. After awhile, 
he mused. "Funny bow egocentric people 
can be. We all thought our time was 
'normal', whereas it was the planet's time
scale we were slowing down to. On the 
inverse square. The longer we stayed, the 
more quickly we adapted. And you kept 
moving at Earth·normal. The anti·bypno 
barrier? Hm·m·m. Preserved Earth·normal 
time, I'd say. No wonder I couldn't see you 
when I broke the cell lock." 

The girl stirred moaning as if in a mental 
torture chamber. Joe moved concemedly 
closer as her eyes opened. She met his dark 
eyes for a long searching moment Then she 
dropped her bead back, sighing. 

"What fools some people can be," she 
muttered. "I'm not afraid of you any more, 
Joe." 

''I'm glad of that," Joe Henderson said 
softly. "We can't tell bow long we'll be here. 
In the meantime, we'll have to find ourselves 
a cave, and get ourselves set up on a paying 
basis. There're giants to lick, Keitbea and I 
don't mean only the ones on this planet" 



T H E  P L A N T S  
By ·MURRAY LEINSTER 

It should be axiomatic that the domintint Ufe·form on any planet 

is a dangerous, powerful species-or it wouldn't be domirumt. But 

of course, no one will be much bothered by a pretly little {lower, 

even if it is dominant-

THE plants on Aiolo grew by thousands and 
millions and hundreds of millions over the 
wide flat plains of the planet. It was not a 
very luring planet, perhaps, but the plants 
knew no other and they were content. They 
were all alike. Every one was a flower with 
a singularly complicated center and a wide 
collar of white petals. It grew four feet high 
upon a reedy, seemingly flimsy stalk. Up at 
the top, just under the blossom, there was a 
furry thickening of the stalk for about six 
inche$. This thick part was asymmetric, with 
lumps here and there as if the organism 
within it were far from simple. It was. The 
plants spent most of the daylight hours gaz
ing at Aiolo's tiny, blue-white sun. Now 
and then, though, they turned from it to 
regard each other or any singular occurrence 
that might take place. But there were not 
often any occurrences because there was 
nothing on Aiolo but the plants. Literally 
nothing. No animals. No birds, No insects. 
And the plants were all alike. They were 
cot only the dominant species on Aiolo, they 
were its flora and fauna and everything else. 

But one day there came a screaming, far 
away in Aiolo's thin air, and out of the 
purplish sky a dark object came hurtling 
horribly. For a time it traveled almost 
parallel to the ground, but gradually it de
scended, struck and bounced upward like 
a skipped stone, struck and bounced again, 
and then struck a third time and ploughed 
a monstrous furrow in the soft earth for 
a quarter of a mile before it stopped. It 
killed thousands of the plants of Aiolo in its 
plunging. 

After it was still for a long time, four 
men came staggering out of gaping rents 
in its plating and gazed dazedly about them. 
And all the plants within view turned their 
faces to regard them curiously. 

Hours after their landing, the four men 
built a campfire in the great furrow dug 
by the Copunicus' shattered bull. They 
brought out shattered burnable litter from 

the ship's interior to use for fuel, because, 
of course, the plants would not bum. As 
they cooked, the sun sank abruptly and the 
formerly faintly-visible stars came out 
with astonishing brilliance. The only light 
anywhere on the ground was that of the 
coampfi.re. The flames licked high and burned 
with more than ordinary brightness. The 
atmosphere of Aiolo was only five percent 
nitrogen, and despite its thinness men could 
breathe without air tanks, and fire could 
burn. 

The men moved about the fire with stiff 
and painful motions as if badly bruised and 
shaken. Around them the round flower faces 
turned toward the flames or the men or both. 
They made an effect of innumerable mar
veling listeners. The men bad found their 
stalks too tough to be readily brushed aside, 
and they camped in the cleared furrow for 
convenience. 

"After thinkin' it over," said one of the 
men ironically, "an' even allowin' for the 
fact that we're still alive, 1 still say we're 
in a fix ! Slade musta been crazy ! "  

A second man-Caxton-said medita
tively : 

"No-o-o, Burton. He planned it too care
fully. Some of his explosives must have 
been set before we left port. And he pushed 
off in the lifeboat before they went off. They 
were exactly calculated to wreck the Coper
nicus from stem to stern. He had some 
scheme in mind, but just what-" 

"It was just murder ! "  said Burton stub
bornly. ''He was a killio' lunatic. There were 
forty-eight men in the ship, countin' him 
Forty-three of 'em died right off. W�: 
shoulda died, too. He just meant to kil! 
everybody. What'd be gain by wreckin' the 
old ship fifty light-years from anywhere?" 

A third mao, Palmer, said heavily : 

"There's twelve million stellars worth of 
iridium on board. If he figured he could get 
away with that somehow- He might figure 

55 
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on coming back to loot it. He'd have the 
CopernicuS course and speed." 

"Yeah?'' said Burton scornfully. "How'd 
he reach any place to come back from? 
All be had was a lifeboat! An' what'd the 
ship's course an' speed be by the time be 
did get back?" 

Caxton nodded. 
"I agree on that, Burton. If you don't find 

a wreck pretty quick you don't find it. But 
still I think Slade had some scheme in mind. 
He wasn't just a maniac killing people. A 
maniac likes to see people die, and be left 
hours ahead of time." 

They ate as they talked, but the food was 
not really cooked. The boiling point of water 
in the thin air of Aiolo was well below two 
hundred and twelve Fahrenheit. The food 
was hardly more than well-warmed, save 
where it was burnt. The coffee could be 
drunk straight from the boiling pot without 
scorching one's tongue. 

Presently they fell silent gazing into the 
fire. Their situation was completely without 
hope of betterment. The hull and drive of 
the Copernicus was shattered faf past patch
ing. The ship's fuel was gone to the last 
ounce. The wrecking of the ship in midspacc 
had been a triumph of ingenuity and skill. 
At one instant the freighter bad been dron
ing along comfortably at cruising speed on 
overdrive, taking a direct line between Algol 
IV and the Briariades. And then, without 
warning, there was one shattering explo�ion, 
then two more, and then a monstrous blast 
which seemed like the end of all things. 
Within seconds the Copernicus changed 
from a well-found, space-worthy vessel to a 
riddled, airless, powerless hunk, its over
drive off, and therefore next to no forward 
velocity. 

The four men beside the campfire on 
Aiolo were the only survivors beside the 
man who had set off lhe blasts by machinery. 
They had happened to be off watch in lhe 
only two compartments of the ship which 
were neither cracked open by the explosions 
nor emptied of air by the jamming of self
sealing doors. Their situation had seemed 
hopeless then. 

Even now it was hardly better, though 
something like a miracle was responsible 
for their being stilt alive. No possible astra
gator could have calculated a landing such 
as they flad made, nor could any wreck have 
grounded approximately in one piece on 
any planet less featureless than Aiolo. The 
derelict had hit lbe atmosphere traveling 
west to east at the flattest of conceivable 

angles. Moreover, it had overtaken the planet 
in its orbit so that both orbital speed and 
the speed of rotation could be subtracted 
from the relative motion of bulk and planet. 
lt had hit within an impossibly small margin 
of the incredible, at a rate which would 
allow the aunosphere to slow it without 
burning it up, and at an angle which allowed 
it to reach ground like a skipping stone. It 
bounced twice, ploughed a huge ditch in 
soft earth, and came to rest. 

But the four men who still survived the 
shaking-up were in no enviable position, at 
that. They were marooned on Aiolo, which 
had been visited by men exactly on�e before 
in all galactic history. They had no hope 
whatever of ever leaving it. And their situa
tion was the work of a shipmate who had 
caused it and then set out, seemingly, to 
travel fifty light-years in a lifeboat powered 
for seven. 

The night grew chill, even beside the fire. 
It would be horribly cold presently. Hor
ribly! But in the bright starlight the plants 
stayed erect and the flowers open, their 
round faces staring at the fire and the men. 

"We might as well turn in," said Cu:ton 
presently. "We'll think of something: we can 
do, sooner or later." 

The statement was a lie. There was noth
ing to think of but endless chilly days and 
endless frigid nights to come, on a planet 
on which every square mile seemed to be 
exactly like every other square mile. They 
would live here, and grow old, and die. 
Perhaps in a thousand or a million years 
another cosmographic expedition would land 
on Aiolo and find the rusted wreckage of 
their ship. But that was all they could look 
forward to. 

They had sleeping bags ready. They 
crawled into them and zipped the flata shut. 
The fire died down and died down-

Starlight shone on the broken hulk. and 
on the four sleeping bags, and on the plants. 
The flowers stirred subtly. They made tiny, 
quite imperceptible sounds. Presently those 
nearest the gouged-out furrow leaned to
ward the sleeping men. They drooped far 
over. They drooped in tiny jerkings; not at 
all like the smooth movement of muscle, 
but they moved. Three of the four men were 
far beyond their reach, though the nearest 
flowers strained toward them, but Caxton 
had happened to sleep with his head quite 
near to undisturbed ground. Hannet was 
fairly close to some flower stalkl, and one 
leaned far over and out to apprQach him, 
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but it could not. Half a dozen or more, 
however, could hover over Cn:ton. Their 
blooms bent down and bent down until they 
almost touched the cloth of the sleeping 
bag above his bead. 

Beyond that, nothing happened at all. 
When dawn broke and the men waked, the 
flowers were all erect again. 

But, next morning, as the castaways pre
pared their necessarily half-cooked break
fast, Caxton said suddenly : 

"Look here! Slade left the Copernicus 
with fuel for at most seven light-years. It's 
fifty to the nearest inhabited solar system. 
We thought he was crazy I But-where are 
we ? "  

· 

''Right here," said Palmer gloomily. "And 
likely to stay, too ! "  

"Well, then-where'd Slade b e  i f  b e  bad 
sense?" 

"U he had sense," snapped Burton, "he 
wouldn't ha' wrecked the ship. But if he 
wanted to stay alive-" 

Then Burton stopped short, his mouth 
open. Palmer swore suddenly. Hannet 
growled. 

"He'd be here, too," said Burton angrily. 
"He'd have made for this place and landed ! 
He's somewhere on this planet ! "  

Caxton nodded. His expression was queer. 
"It came to me in my sleep," he said 

slowly. "I had odd dreams, all mixed up 
with these flowers. Somehow I bad a feel
ina in my sleep that they were telling me 
Slade is here. But it makes sense." 

He looked uneasily at the flowers, all of 
which seemed to regard the man and the 
hulk of the spaceship with a round-eyed 
curiosity. It was particularly odd that all of 
them faced the men, because some were 
on the north and some on the south and 
east and west. The ground went on to the 
horizon, completely flat and completely 
monotonous. As far as the eye could reach, 
there was nothing in view but these flowers. 
They were all the same variety. There was 
no grass underfoot. They were spaced with
out regularity, but with an amazing equality 
of space between them. 

"Flowers told you? Huh ! "  snapped Bur
ton. "But that's it, all right. He smashed 
up the ship and landed here and-" 

Again his mouth dropped open. 
"But he couldn't ha' figured the ship 

'ud land here," he protested. "Nobody coulda 
calculated the landing we made ! "  

"Hardly," said Caxton. "No matter how 
fine his adjustments were, he couldn't time 

his explosions to make us crack up on 
Aiolo. He could know, though, that he'd 
make it in the liftboat." 

"But who'd want to make it here-" 
Caxton looked at the flowers speculatively. 
"Maybe he had friends waiting.'' He 

paused. "There's that twelve million stellars' 
worth of iridium in the ship, yonder." 

The four men looked at one another. One 
of them got to his feet and swore at the 
aches and pains which beset him. He went 
into the ship while Caxton went on evenly : 

"Nobody can pirate a ship in space, on 
overdrive. You can't find it !  And nobody 
can be kept from going on overdrive -if be's 
scared or suspicioJS. So there's never been 
real piracy in space. But Slade smashed the 
Copernicus close to this planet and this sun. 
He made the ship a hopeless wreck, and 
went on to join his friends. They'll have a 
ship, and they'll wait with detector screens 
out for a derelict to float past-" 

Then he got up and dived into the interior 
of the ship. He entered through a great rent 
in her plating. There was one huge tear 
where thirty feet of her inwards were ex
posed to view. There were sudden, violent 
crashings inside the hulk. 

Cnton came out again, very pale. The 
other man who'd been inside came out with 
three or four quite useless objects in his 
hands. 

"There was a Bridewell automatic sender 
in action," said Caxton briefly. "That would 
have helped them find her ! I smashed it, 
but probably too late." 

Palmer said bitterly : 
"I went lookin' for sometbin' to fight with. 

All I could find was torches," He threw them 
disgustedly away. "Weldin' torches against 
guns ! "  

Hannet growled : 
"We don't have to hang around to be 

killed, of course. They wouldn't bother to 
track us-but they'll know somebody lived 
through the crash. They'll prob'ly bake the 
ship just to make sure-" 

The four men clenched their hands. It was 
bad enough to be hopelessly marooned upon 
a planet inhabited only by flowers with an 
irritating habit of always staring at one. But 
it was infuriating to feel sure of the near 
presence of a ship on which they could 
return to humanity, save for the slight fact 
that the crew of that ship would murder 
them on sight to prevent it. It was most 
enraging of all to be unarmed. 

"The most we can <!d," �aid Caxton, "is 
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to hide the iridium. It won't do much good, 
but at least it'll bother them." 

Burton stared around the featureless plain. 
"Where you goin' to hide it?" he de

manded sourly. "They could track us any
where. Turn up any dirt an' it'd show from 
overhead." 

"We might bury it in the furrow or under 
the Copernicus" said Caxton. "They'd expect 
us to cart it away. So we won't" 

There was a sudden wavering motion of 
the plants about them. The flower faces 
turned, in small, jerky movements. They 
faced to the southeast. All of them. As far 
as the eye could see, every flower over miles 
and miles of plain turned and faced in the 
one direction-which was not the direction 
of the tittle blue-white sun. 

Then, very faintly at first, there came a 
roaring noise far away. It was accurately 
in the direction toward which all the ftowers 
turned. It moved swiftly along the horizon, 
and all the flowers turned their blossoms in 
tiny jerks as it moved. When the roaring 
noise died out again to nothingness, all the 
flowers over all the plain were facing to the 
northeast. 

"That's them ! "  said Palmer furiously. 
"Let's get that stuff hidden! Not that we 
want it, but sn they won't get it ! "  

But Caxton was staring a t  the flowers. As 
be looked, with many tiny jerkings the 
blooms which faced away from him turned 
about again. And again the wrecked Caper· 
nicus and the four men were surrounded by 
staring flower faces, which watched them 
with an air of charmed attention. 

The men set savagely to work to hide the 
treasure, for which the Copernicus had been 
wrecked, forty-three men murdered, and they 
themselves hopelessly marooned upon Aiolo. 

Toward sundown, Caxton had an idea. He 
rummaged in shattered cabins until he came 
upon a tiny picturescope. Men who travel far 
afield in space have usually some personal 
pictures they like to look at from time to 
time. Picturescopes run off such records 
untiringly, without power supply. Caxton 
found one with a seemingly full record. He 
tucked it under his arm and walked off 
among the plants. It was amazing, once he 
was among them to notice that though there 
was no pattern in their growth-they did not 
grow in rows or any recognizable arrange
ment- there 

'
was a strict and startling 

equality in the amount of moist bare earth 
about their stalks. Each one had as much 
�lear space as would roughly fill a two-foot 

square. They were not overcrowded. Each 
had an equal allotment of ground from 
which to draw its nourishment. And they had 
no competition. He bent down and fingered 
the soil. Its top was a closely-matted tissue 
of roots. There could be no erosion nor 
could there be any dust-cloud arising from 
wind blowing over such terrain. 

He walked away from the Copernicus. 
Flower faces turned to regard him as be 
moved. He walked between the stalks, and 
every flower stared at him. There was a 
concerted movement to regard him. At a 
hundred yards from the ship, he could see 
that he was surrounded by staring blossoms. 
Even those in his rear had turned from the 
ship to stare after him. 

Two hundred yards away, he set up the 
picturescope and touched its button. It began 
to function. There were two children waving 
out of it-evidently the children of the 
murdered man to whom the picturescope 
had belonged. The scene changed, and a 
woman smiled and spoke. That went on for 
a space, and there was the interior of a 
living room, with the woman and the child
ren moving about-

Caxton cast sidewise glances at the flowers 
about him. A few had turned from their 
fascinated contemplation of himself to took 
at the picturescope. Others turned twitchily 
as he watched. A blossom drooped jerkily 
to approach the screen. Others drooped to 
join it They crowded to contemplate it 
They almost jostled each other. 

Caxton went back toward the wrecked 
ship. Three · times he stopped to survey the 
scene behind him. The plants paid no atten
tion to his retreat. Every one within hun
dreds of yards of the picturescope turned 
and faced it Within ten yards, they drooped 
and seemed to strain toward it Caxton 
reached the great furrow, his expression very 
queer ·indeed. 

''These flowers are conscious ! "  he said 
abruptly, to the others. ''They've gcit intelli
gence of a sort Look at them looking at that 
picturescope ! "  

Burton said sourly : 
"What good's that?" 
There was a simultaneous movement of 

all the blossoms within sight They stirred 
and by tiny twitching movements faced to 
the northwest Unanimously. The men held 
their breaths. Presently the thin air brought 
them a faint, faint sound which was the 
deep-throated roar of a space drive in 
atmosphere. But it was very faint. and after 
only seconds it died away. 
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"They beard that before we did," said 

Caxton calmly, "or else they knew it
another way." 

Then be looked where he'd left the 
picturescope. The flowers about it had 
straightened up and turned to face the in
audible sound. But as he watched, those 
about the busily working small machine 
turned again, and those nearest it drooped 
toward it until there was a small depression, 
about the picturescope, in the otherwise 
perfectly level field of flower beads. 

The small white sun was very low upon 
the horizon. It dropped down and was not. 
Night fell. Hannet built up the fire with 
more litter from inside the Copernicus. 
Palmer began to cook. 

"Slade's pals know the ship crashed, now," 
said Burton, seething. "They had trouble 
believin' it at first, maybe. Odds too big 
against it But they know it now ! And now 
they're huntin' it, cussin' because the Bride
well's stopped sendin'. They'll find us, 
though ! They're quarterin'-" 

Hannet said bitterly : 
"And we haven't got a thing to fight with 

when they do catch up on us ! "  
Palmer snapped : 
"You think we don't know that? Even 

if we go off an' bide, they'll know somebody 
was alive around here! So they'll bake the 
ship just to spoil our grub, an' there's nothin' 
to eat on the whole planet except what's in 
the ship." 

Caxton said meditatively : 
"I think we've got to ask for some help." 
The others blinked at him. He waved 

his band around, at the white-fringed flower 
faces now again regarding the fire and the 
men with an effect of captivated interest 

''These things are intelligent after a 
fashion. I don't know bow intelligent, but-" 

"Hub ! "  snapped Burton. "You're goin' 
to get a pack o' flowers to help fight off a 
gang of murderers?" 

"I don't know," said Caxton. "But it's 
the only chance we've got." 

Hannet 6;runted. Palmer said belligerently : 
"What could flowers do--even if they bad 

brains?" 
He poured out barely-warm coffee and 

Caxton said : 
"I don't know what they can do. But I 

can guess what they've done." 
Men grunted skeptically. 
"They've wiped out every other life-form 

on the planet," Caxton pointed out. ''They 
haven't bothered us, to be sure, but we 

haven't bothered them. In landing, we killed 
a good many, but it was an accident. We 
couldn't help it. Maybe they know it. Any
bow they wiped out all competitors before 
us. There's no other sort of plant and there 
are no animals and not even an insect. You 
can't tell me there was never but the one 
line of evolution! These plants are highly 
organized. They're specialized ! If they'd 
had no competition, they'd have stayed 
primitive. But they've developed to what 
they are because they did have competition 
which they've now wiped out! They've even 
arranged to divide up what's left among 
themselves. Every one has the same amount 
of space-no more, no less. They're the 
dominant race on this planet. They have 
senses-hearing, at least, and certainly sight, 
and I insist that I had those queer dreams 
of having the flowers tell me that Slade was 
here-and he is." 

Burton snorted scornfully. The feeling of 
utter helplessness and hopelessness made aU 
their tempers short. They would be found 
tomorrow by the ship they'd heard, which 
was bunting for the Copernicus to loot it of 
twelve million stellars' worth of iridium. 
Forty-three men bad already died for that 
iridium. Four more would die tomorrow 
because, whether the pirate ship killed them 
in cold blood, or merely turned a heat ray 
on the wreck and turned all their food to 
charcoal, they would die. Almost any argu
ment would be maintained to avoid thinking 
of their infuriating helplessness. 

"How'd those flowers fight animals, if 
there was any?" demanded Burton. 

"How did men fight them?" asked Caxtoo. 
"Was there ever any single way? Men used 
their brains. Man specialized on intelligence, 
and became dominant on Earth. These 
plants may have done the same thing. At 
least they're dominant here ! "  

"'O.K.." said Burton i n  heavy sarcasm. 
"Talk to 'em, then. Tell 'em we'll bring 'em 
a load of fertilizer if they'll wipe out Slade 
an' his gang so we can go home in his ship ! "  

''That," said Caxton meditatively, "is just 
about what I've got to try." 

"Crazy ! "  rasped Burton. 
"Quite likely," admitted Caxton, "but I 

can't think of anything with sense tO it that 
gives us a chance." 

The stars on Aiolo were very bright The 
air was very thin and very cold. The men 
in their sleeping bags lay still, and the camp
fire burned brightly until there were only 
embers left, and those embers glowed with 
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the brigbtnCM of coals in almost pure 
oxygen. One by one they went out, leaving 
ooly ash. But all the moo wore not in tho 
gouged-out earthen furrow bohind tho shat
tered Copernicus. One man lay among the 
flowers, twenty yards and more from the 
ship. 

It was easy to locate him, even io the 
starlight, though he could not be xen among 
the flowers. For many feet around him, 
every flower stalk was bent toward him. His 
sleeping bag was almost hidden by hovering 
blossoms-most of which were clustered 
as close as possible to his head. 

The ground was utterly flat. and it reached 
out to a horizon utterly without break or 
projection. It was a mow:trou• plain, com
pletely filled with the omnipresent flowers. 
Nearby one could see betwoen white-petaled 
blooms to reedy stalks and stringy leaves 
below. But at a distance the absolutely level 
sea of blossoms formed a sheet of snowy 
white. 

At what would correspond to ten o'clock 
in the morning, the look of the vast expanse 
of flowers changed. From one horizon to 
the other, the plants stirred. They moved in 
tiny jerkings. They faced in one direction. 

"This will be it," sa.id Caxton evenly. 
"They'll find us now." 

Tmere was yet no sign of the pirate ship, 
neither of sight nor of sound. Three of the 
four men clenched their fists, raging. They 
might be killed. They might be mock.ed and 
left to die. They were filled with an impotent 
rage at their inability even to offer battle. 

Ca:tton waited with an odd expression on 
his face. A dull roaring came from very far 
away. It grew louder. It grew thunderous. 
They saw the spaceship as a tiny speck of 
light; a moving mote of bfi&htness which 
was the reHection of the sun from its chrom
ium-bright outer plating. They regarded it in 
suffocating fury. It went hurtling onward
and suddenly shifted its course. Its momen
tum carried it on, but it swung toward the 
crashed Copernicus. It turned again. It made 
a wide half-circle and headed back toward 
the wreck and the great furrow in tho earth, 
descending as it came. It was a small ship, 
much less than the freighter it had come to 
loot. Concealed ports opened in its bow and 
guns peered out 

Caxton ran back in the furrow and waved 
violently, trying to cause it to land where 
there were no plants. It ignored him. One 
of the bow guns flashed briefly. An acre of 
flowers exploded in steam, and only black-

ened stal.ks and �Cared earth remained 
behind. There was a strange, tiny, extra
ordinarily shriU sound which ran all over 
tho plain of blossoms, as if the Hewers them
selves bad uttered it in rage or horror. All 
tho way to the horizon there was tbe seem
ina: of commotion, of the agitated twitcbings 
of reedy stalk.&. 

The strange space vessel landed. It bad 
the swollen, obe6e look of a space tug. It 
settled heavily upon tbe newly-charred 
ground. It was still. Then the guo muzzle 
swiveled. Another brief flare. Another burst 
of steam and thin shrill screaming noise. A 
path of charred emptiness opened from the 
space tug to the battered, broken wreck. 
Figures in spacesuits appeared carrying 
weapons. They walked negligently toward 
tbe Copernicus. 

Caxton went to meet them. The first face 
he saw in a space helmet was strange to him. 
The sceood was Slade's. 

"Hello, Slade," said Caxton coldly. "We 
figured you were responsible." 

Slade grinned. 
"Neat job, eh? How'd it miss you?" 
"Cabin," said Caxton evenly. "Off duty. 

The self-sealing door worked." 
"Any others?" asked Slade negligently. He 

raised a weapon very casually. 
''Three," said Caxton. He added, "We 

bid the iridium." 
Slade lowered the weapon. 
"Yeah? What for?" 

''To make a bargain," Caxton told him. 
"We want transportation to some place 
where we'll have a chance of being picked 
up. Promise tbat and we tell you where the 
iridium is. Otherwise-look for it I "  

Slade laughed. 

"We can get it outa you with a pencil 
beam," he said amusedly. "One thing I do 
wanna know, though. The Dowers don't 
bother you. Why?" 

"Why should they?" 

"Maybe this's a different kind," said Slade. 
"Where we were waitin' for the Copernicus 
to come along, tbey made some kinda smell 
or somethin' that put a guy to sleep. That's 
why we got on spacesuits now. O.K.
Wbere'rc the other three?" 

Silently, Burton and Palmer and Hannet 
came into view, their eyes sullenly defiant. 
Slade grinned at them. 

''We came for the iridium," be said in 
mocking politeness. "I wanna volunteer to 
tell me where it is, or else the first one to 
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take the pencU beam tost. Who's &Oilll& be 
nice?" 

"I'll show you," said Caxton, without in
tonation. "It was silly to hide it. anyhow." 

He led the way. He pointed to where they 
bad dug deep under tho Copernicus· plating 
to bury the precious metal for which their 
shipmates bad died. 

.. Fine ! "  said Slade. ''You men buried it. 
Now dig it out ! "  

Silently, the four men took shovels and 
began to dig. Slade stood over them with 
a blaster held ne&ligently in his hand. Those 
with him explored the ship cautiously. They 
found no one else in biding. They began to 
loot. One man carried a load of personal 
possessions back to the pirate ship, moving 
along the lane of charred, destroyed plants. 
Two men came back With him. More loads 
of loot. A shattered box of Bynarth lace 
bad spilled half its contents in a broken-open 
hold. More men came from the pirate ship. 
The last three came without spacesuits, hav
ing been informed that since the four sur
vivors of the wreck had had no trouble, 
there was no need of spacesuits here. 

Caxton and his fellows unearthed the 
iridium. Twelve million stellars' worth. They 
dragged it out to .the clear space of the 
furrow. 

"Maybe I oughi:a make you carry it to 
my ship," said Slade, genially, "but a little 
exercise'll do my gang good. So-" 

He lifted his hand weapon, grinning. It 
bore upon Caxton. His finger tensed on the 
trigger. 

And that was all. He ceased to move. 
His eyes closed. He stood rocking on his 
feet, breathing heavily. 

There was silence. Inside and outside the 
wreck there was stillness. Caxton turned his 
head and saw two men from the pirate ship, 
on their way back to it with loot taken from 
the Copernicus. They stood still swaying a 
little on their feet. There was no movement 
anywhere. 

''All right,'' said Caxton coldly. "We'll 
load up the iridium. That'll be salvage, any
how. Maybe we'll come back for tho rest. 
Maybe not." 

The four men began the transfer. When 
the last of the iridium was loaded, Caxton 
went back and took away the weapons from 
the seemingly paralyzed pirates. 

Burton said furiously : 
"Ain't you goin' to blast 'em off?" 
"I promised not to," said Cax.ton grimly. 

"Besides, we couldn't. Slade had his finger 

tensed to kill mo and be wu 1toppcd. We'd 
be, too." 

Burton grumbled. Then he said defiantly : 
"Whadda we do now, then? "  
''Take-off," said Caxton. 
He went into the ship. Its entire company 

was outside. There were only the four sur
vivors of the Copernicus . 

Tho strange ship rose vertically from the 
ground. Caxton, in the control room, looked 
at the bottom visiplate. The wrecked space
ship below already grew small upon the 
screen, but the two blasted areas-in which 
thousands upon thousands of the plants of 
Aiolo had died-were still visible. And he 
saw moving dots. The men who had come 
to Aiolo in this ship, but now were left 
behind, marched somnambulistically toward 
the larger burned·out space in which the 
pirate ship bad landed. But that space 
dwindled still more as the ship rose, until 
nothing could be seen at all except the il
limitable expanse covered by the flowers
the plants of Aiolo. 

"They're the dominant race of Aiolo," 
said Caxton doggedly. "It's as I told you. 
Like men, they specialized on intelligence. 
Men specialized on intelligence to tell them 
what to do. But those things were plants. 
They could only specialize on intelligence 
to tell other things what to do. To tell 
animals to keep away from them, for in
stance. They are tiny enough, and maybe 
the will power of a single one isn't enough 
to-well-bypnotize anything or anybody. 
But when a whole field of them concen
trates on telling something or somebody 
what they must do-why there's not much 
chance of disobeying them. Animals, in the 
past, were useful to them. They made the 
animals devour other plants-made animals 
clear ground for them to spread to. But 
when they'd spread everywhere, they had 
no use for the animals. So-" 

"Huh ! "  said Burton, ''They didn't bother 
us ! "  

"We didn't bother them," said Caxton 
dryly. "And the intelligence that can force 
itself on other minds hasn't much trouble 
extracting information from them. They 
knew everything we thought." 

"But-" 

"Surely they could have killed us,'' said 
Caxton irritably. "It annoys me to think how 
completely we were at their mercy! But 
they knew - from our brains - that our 
arrival was an accident They knew we were 
the victims of others of our own kind. And 
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somewhere on the other side of Aiolo, 
Slade and his gang bad made trouble for 
the plants. He said something about the 
plants giving off a smell or something that 
put men to sleep. That was his interpretation. 
Actually, be and his gang bad burned off 
a ten-acre space simply to have room to 
move around in. He tilled millions of the 
plants. They fought back the only way they 
could. But apparently a four-inch steel hull 
is a barrier to-whatever force a mind or 
minds can exert on others. They couldn't 
affect anybody inside the ship, and the more 
they worked on men outside the ship, the 
bigger the swathe of plants was burned 
down by the men inside the ship, to 'clear 
the air.' Naturally, the plants wanted to get 
rid of those men and of their ship, too." 

"How d'you know all this?" demanded 
Hanoet skeptically. 

"The plants told me," said Caxton evenly. 
"Our minds are made to communicate and 
command• things. They could read our 
minds, but they couldn't communicate ideas 
--only commands-unless we were asleep, 
and even then only with difficulty. So I had 
to go out and sleep among them to be able 
to tell me. We made what you might call a 
bargain-while I was asleep." 

"Meanin','' said Burton, "you dreamed it !  
Huh ! "  

"Who's dreaming now," asked Caxton, 
"that we're on this ship headed for the 

Briariadea, fifty light-years off, instead of 
waiting to die on Aiolo?" 

There was no answer to that 
There was a blackened, empty space 

where a ship-mounted blaster had played, 
and' there was a deep furrow where the 
Copernicus had ploughed horribly through 
soft earth as it stopped. But the blackened 
space was smaller than it had been. There 
were new small plants growing up, and tall, 
full-grown plants leaned strainingly far out 
beyond them to touch the groUnd at appro
priate spots for yet other new plants to start. 
It would not be long before the naked 
furrow and the charred spaces would again 
be filled with growing plants. There was, to 
be sure, a curious mound at one place in 
that clearing-it had been men-and the 
wreck of the Copernicus would stand up 
above the flowers for long centuries to come. 
But the situation was well in hand. On the 
other side of the globe, too, a process of 
repair was in progress. 

So that, with a return to normal quite 
definitely on the way, the flowers could 
spend most of their daylight hours gazing 
at their tiny blue-white sun. But now and 
again they did turn from it to regard each 
other, and, of course, they would always 
turn to regard any singular occurence that 
might take place. But there would not be 
many happenings, because there was-again 
-nothing on Aiolo but the plants. 

''-BU T ARE WE?�� 
THE best newspaper editorial so far pub
lished on the atomic bomb observes, co
gently, that "The atomic bomb is here to 
stay-but are we?" 

It seems to most science-fictionists that 
the answer to that is that the human race 
is here to stay; the individuals are too small, 
too numerous, and too scattered to be found 
and destroyed by atomic bombs. But that, as 
things stand, President Trufnan was wrong 
in saying that the next war using atomic 
bombs would end our civilization. The 
civilization is already ended. Unless we can 
produce an adequate defense against the 
atomic bomb within the next five years, 
there is a very real chance of an atomic 

war breaking out in about that length of 
time. 

Why? 
Basically, our whole cultural pattern is 

rooted in the firm and oft-proven belief 
that a good big nation can lick a good 
little nation any day in the week, and twice 
on February 29th. Japan made a try at 
disproving it; for !hat imprudent gesture 
she was rewarded with the world's first 
atomic bomb, after a severe preliminary 
mauling with battleships, aircraft, sub
marines, and assorted technological weapons 
she could match neither in quantity nor 
quality. 

The Sao Francisco United Nations charter 
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a.ccept.ed that as a basic fact of life; the 
Council of the Big Five has special pre
rogatives for the perfectly obvious reason 
that a good big nation can lick a good 
little nation. 

Once upon a time a good big man could 
lick a good little man any time, so a man 
who stood four feet eleven had to bo very 
careful of his manners in talking to a man 
who stood s.ix feet four, and made his living 
playing the anvil chorus with a twenty
pound hammer. 

Then somebody invented the revolver
and the six-foot-four man had to have just 
as good manners to the four-foot-eleven 
man as the little man needed around the 
big man. The good little man was just 
exactly as deadly as the good big man. 
Our present social set-up involves the back
ground proposition that extremely deadly, 
handy weapons make all individuals equal. 

The atomic bomb will make all nations 
approximately equal in size. Belgium, for 
example, is several sizes larger than Russia 
or the United States; Belgium owns more 
of the world's known uranium. At present, 
Belgium doesn't have atomic bomb plants, 
but Belgium is a highly industrialized, and 
thoroughly technical nation. When Belgium 
-or Holland, Switzerland, Yugoslavia, 
Czechoslovakia or what have you-gets the 
atomic bomb, it will be perfectly evident 
that she joins the ranks of the Big Five. 
If Czechoslovakia or Holland gets the 
answer before Russia by some chance, Hol
land or whatever will, obviously, be more 
deadly as a world power than Russia. The 
small, not the big, nation will, therefore, 
belong to the select group of ruling powers. 

The situation wiU, of course, last for a 
very short time. ln a few years, every nation 
will have it. At the moment, our relations 
with Argentina are strained. There are a Jot 
of Nazis in Argentina; the Nazis had done 
a great deal of atomic research. Suppose 
one of them comes up with the answer, and 
equips Argentina. How would the United 
States foreign policy with respect to Argen
tina be altered? 

Again, that's temporary. The situation 
as of about five years hence will probably 
find all the industrialized nations of the 
Earth adequately equipped. 

That will call for a total reorganization 
of thinking. The smallest nation so equipped 
must be handled with the same high regard 
that is displayed toward the largest; each 
is equally deadly. If the hot-headed, 
emotional, illogical, greedy, egoistic, pride-

ful members of the human race succeed 
in weathering that time of crisis without 
somebody, somewhere, getting overexcited 
and shooting off a few rocket-driven robot 
atomic bombs at somebody else, it will be a 
Gradc�A miracle. Imagine the chances of 
world peace if each of the Balkan nations 
is equipped with atomic bombs I And, be it 
remembered, no "big" powers exist under 
that regime; the big powers can no more 
arbitrate the differen�s than the bystanders 
in the saloons of the old West could arbit
rate a gun .fight. That just leads to by
standers getting plugged. 

A real defense against the atomic weapon 
is needed. It has been reported that the 
Crosby Foundation bas developed a method 
of detonating the bomb at a distance. Maybe 
so. The next question is, of course, whether 
or not a screening can be developed that 
blocks that detonation effect, and so allows 
the bomb to penetrate. 

There is also this point; presumably, if 
there were danger of atomic bombard
ment, the devices which detonate atomic 
bombs would be turned on, as a precau
tionary measure. It has been stated that 
this device-whatever its nature--can de
tonate the atomic bomb, even when its 
exact location is not known. It suggests a 
broadcast energy wave which can set off 
the bombs. 

Now if I were planning an attack on an 
enemy nation which had such ' a bomb 
defense, I would ship a few hundred cases 
of canned milk, or raw silk, or toys, or 
something-with the one case full of an 
atomic bomb. Then when the war tension 
reached the proper pitch, and he turned 
on his bomb-detonator, he would save me 
the trouble of rocketing atomic bombs over 
to his cities. His defensive detonator would 
set off the pre-planted atomic bombs in the 
warehouses in his cities. It just seems to 
me that would be a fairly practical way-

In any case, there remains the use of 
the radioactive dusts produced in quanti
ties, as by-products. in the operation of a 
uranium pile. Those can't be detonated, and 
in their own awful way, they are even more 
ghastly than the atomic bomb-which is, 
at least, a quick, clean death for nearly 
everyone affected. 

Subterraneean cities are futile. The/ 
uranium reaction is reasonably potent, but 
another one, discovered in 1930 by Lord 
Rutherford, is nearly twice as powerful, 
pound for pound, and uses cheap litb�um 
and ordinary hydrogen. It won't start until 
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a temperature of several million degrees is 
reached, but the Hiroshima U-235 bomb 
voould make an excellent primer to start the 
more violent explosion. If a city plays hard 
to get, the bombs will simply be stepped up 
to get it. 

By spending $2,000,000,000, the United 
States bought the atomic bomb. Other 
nations can get it much more cheaply, now 
the spade work has been done. Probably 
two new battleships would buy a function
ing uranium pile. 

The secret of the atomic bomb is not 
an American, or an Anglo-American secret; 
it's Nature's secret-and Nature is a blabber
mouth. She'll tell anyone who asks the right 
questions. 

For approximately $1,000,000,000 the 
nation's scientific forces could, unquestion
ably, develop and perfect an adequate de. 
feose against the atomic weapon-which 
would, incidentally and automatically, be 
a perfect defense against aU weapons now 
k.l'lown. It would have to be. lt would, to 
stop the atomic bomb or atomic dusts, 
have to be able to stop every single in
dividual projectile, even when attacking at 
a speed of six to ten miles per second. 

One great difference between the atomic 
weapons and all previous weapons is in that 
matters of statistics. The kamikaze attacks 
were defeated, because the Navy knocked 
down ninety-eight per cent of the attackers 
-an overwhelming statistical victory. But 
with atomic weapons, only one statistic is 
of importance : "Did one get through?" 

Unfortunately, there is only the remotest 
sort of a chance that Congress might appro
priate that billion dollar fund-somewhere 
around the chance that a glass of water 
will boil when an ice cube is dropped in 
due to an inverted distribution of mole
cular motions. The general Congressional 
attitude is that we alone have it, we spent 
$2,000,000,000 getting it, the war's over, and 
why should we, tho sole possessors, spend 
$1,000,000,000 more nullifying most 
valuable military weapon? 

The defense can be found. surely. The 
trouble is that the defense will never be 
found once atomic war starts. Ordinarily, 
hindsight is not very helpful, but better 
than nothing. This time, bindsiaht is apt 
to be impossible. Thought processes are 
so difficulL for corpses. 

The United States is world-famed for its 
tendency to wait around practically defense
less, and then make a wild and wonderful 
scramble to build highly effective defense 
and attack weapons. 

There won't be any United States twenty
four hours after the next war starts. We'll 
be Target number 1, because every one 
knows that the United States is extremely 
dangerous to would-be world conquerors. 
Particularly if she's given time to prepare. 

So long as the Government continues to 
muzzle the professional scientists who know 
the atomic score-to avoid frightening the 
people into doing something about it. per
haps-tho general public and even Congress 
is not going to get an adequate understand
ing of the danger the world faces. 

lf the United States continues on its 
preseot ''wait and see" attitude, the natioo 
hom in 1776 will cease to exist before 1966, 
and quite probably before 1956. 

The period of the world's great danger 
will come when two adjoiniog nations, age
old rivals, start making demands backed up 
with atomic weapons. Czechoslovakia and 
Poland, for instance-and God help anyone 
who tries to mediate, and so gets both sides 
mad. 

By the way, did you notice the awe
struck comments of the radio and news· 
papers on General Marshall's report of a 
forty-five thousand pound and one hundred 
thousand pouod bomb? Of six hundred 
mile-an-hour bombers? The Hiroshima 
bomb equalled forty million pounds of 
TNT, and V-2 goes eighteen hundred miles 
an hour already. 

You'd think intelligent news commenta
tors could see that proportionality. 
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war, in times of prosperity and of depression, it 
has helped and encouraged men and women in 
all the affairs of life. Now in this time of recon
struction and planning for the future two facts 
stand out against a background of evidence-the 
lar�e number of serving and ex-service members 
of H.M. Forces enrolling for the Felman Course, 
and the continued support of those in civilian 
oc-cupations. 

This increasing demand proves the creative 
and re-creative value of Pclmanism. Minds 
under stress and strain are sorely in need of rest
ful recreation and soothing stimulus. Pelmanism 
!lives all this and more. I t  is the way to clear 
thinking and calm but determined action under 
all circumstances. You cannot be harassed by 
anxieties, fears and worries, or feel helpless, mute 
and fearful in times of sudden emergency when 
imbued and buoyed up by the friendly personal 
guidance of Pelmanism. Take the Course to-day 
and possess those self-reliant attributes per
manently enjoyed by over half a million (o:tatcful 
Pelmanists. 

A True Philosophy 
Pelmanism is a true philosophy of living for 

ordin�ry sensible people who wish to make the 
best of themselves at t:ll times and under all cir
cumstances. The Pclman Institute has won and 
held its unique position through all wars and 
worries, trials and tribulations, during the last 

-h11lf <'entury. To-day Pelmnnism is appreciated 
tl!rtnuch-as ever. The test of time has proved the 
Power of Pelmanism and in these uceptional 
:md ever-changing times it plays its part in the 
National Effort. 

PersoJial and Individual 
Pelmanists are not left to make the applications 

them..�elves. An t'xperienccd and sympathetic 
insuuctional staff shows them, in exact detail, 
how to apply the principles of Pdmanism to 
their own circumstances and aspirations. Thus 
t"very Pelman Course is an individual Course. 
Over and over ag-ain our correspondents say, in 
effect. ' I feel that this Course was prepared for 
me, �nd me onlv.' Substantially this is so, for 
the instructional notes and letters of adv1ce are 
entirely personal to the individual ; they are for 
him, or her. only. 

Fm,mher-Et·ervthinl! _vou do is 
f>"u�d'd bv vou., an;tude of mind 

What Pelmanism Does 
Pelmanism brings out the mind's latent powers 

and develops them to the highest point of 
efficiency. I t  banishes such weaknesses and 
defects as : 

Pessimism Indecision 
Procrastination Timidity 

Indefiniteness Aimlessness 
Mind-Wandering Depression 
Forgetfulness Lack of Ideas 
Weakness of Will Inferiority 

All these defects and weaknesses can be com
pletely overcome by a course of Pelmanism. 

Then there are those opposite qualiries which 
are valuable in every aspect of living : 

-Self-Confidence -Initiative 
-Concentration -Resourcefulness 
-Observation -Courage 
-Judgment -Will-Power 
-Organising Power -Reliability 
-Optimism -Presence or Mind 
You can develop and strengthen all these by 

a course of Pclmanism. 

�---- H.M. FORCES ------, 
All ... rving and n-oervice mombono are now ontitled to 
reo:ei•·etheoompletePelmanCou...,,wirhfulltuitionand 
guidance, at 

One-Half Uoual Fee 
Immediate opplic.r.ion ohould be made for Speciol 

Enrolment Fonn (Services). 

The present dominant aim for every man and 
woman must be to show a courageous, confident, 
well-equipped mental front. This assured, then 
all else will be achieved, and the world has no 
more proven method than Pelmanism to attain 
this end. 

· 

The Felman Course is fully described in a 
book entitled The Science of Succen. The Course 
is simple and interesting and takes up very little 
time ; you can enrol on the most convenient 
tcnns. The book will be sent to you, gratis and 
post free, on application to : 

PELMAN INSTITUTE 
(ErMb/ished &t.VF 40 J'<'ar•) 

210 Norfolk Mansions, WigmOre Street, 
London, W.t 

Rtaders who (an rail at lht Imtitute will be welcomed. 
PEL..'lfAN (OVERSEAS) INSTITUTES : NEW YORK, 271 
N<Kth A��"ut. Nn6 Rot:hellt. MELBOURNE, 3� Flimln1 
Lll�t. JOHANNESBURG. P.O. B0><4928. DURBAN, Nattll 
&M Chamber• /P.O. B0>< ••89). DELHI, 10 Alipar• Rotld. 
CALCUTTA, 102 Cliw St•ul. 
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