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Beyond This
Horizon

By ANSON MacDONALD

Hamilton Felix 243 had this utopian world at his finger
tips. But—magnificent deviant—he was drawn to the
plotters, the unregenerant, until he too moved in the
shadow of dissolutian. Then he walked alone, fingering
a Colt .45 such as ancient men had used to solve the
problems of their fantastic steel-tipped age.

Their problems were solved: The poor they no longer bad
with them; the sick, the lame, the balt, and the blind were
bistoric memories; the ancient canses of war no longer ob-
tained; they bad more freedom than Man bas ever enjoyed.
All of them bave been bappy—
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the thirteenth level of the Depart-

ment of Finance, mounted a slide-
way to the left, and stepped off the strip
st & door marked:

HAMILTON FELIX let himself off at

BURBAU OF ECONOMIC STATISTICS
Office of Analysis and Prediction
Director
PRIVATE

He punched the door with a code combi-
mation, and waited face check. It came
meptly; the door dilated, and a voice
wside said, "Come in, Felix.”

He stepped inside, glanced at his host
and remarked, “You make ninety-eight.”

“Ninety-eight what?”

“Ninety-eight sourpusses in the last
twenty minutes. It's a game.”

Monroe-Alpha Clifford looked baffled,
an expression not uncommon in his deal-
ings with his friend Felix. “But what is the
point? Surely you counted the opposites,
t00?”

“Of course. Ninety-eight mugs who'd
lost their last friends, seven who looked
happy. But,” he added, “to make it seven
I Ead to count one dog.”

Monroe-Alpha gave Hamilton a quick
look in an effort to determine whether or
not he was jesting. But he could not be
sure—he rarely could be sure. Hamilton’s
remarks often did not appear serious, fre-
quently even seemed technically sense-free.
Nor did they appear to follow the six prin-
ciples of humor—Monroe-Alpha prided
himself on his own sense of humor, had
been known to pontificate to his subordi-
nates on the necessity of maintaining a
sense of humor.

“But what is the purpose of your sur-
vey?” he asked.

“Does it have to have a purpose? I tell
you, I just made it up.”

“But your numbers are too few to be
significant. You can’t fair a curve with so
little data. Besides, your conditions are un-
controlled. Your results don’t mean any-

t.hnﬁf."

amilton rolled his eyes up. “Elder
Brother, hear me,” he said softly. “Living
Syitit of Reason, attend Thy servant. In
Your greatest and most prosperous city I
find vinegar phizzes to grins in a ratio of

fourteen to one—and he says it's not
significant!”

Monroe-Alpha looked annoyed. “Don’t
be irreverent,” he advised. “And the proper
ratio is sixteen and a third to one; you
should not have counted the dog.”

“Oh, forget it!” his friend answered.
“How goes the tail chasing?” He wandered
around the room, picking things up and
putting them down again under Monroe-
Alpha’s watchful eye and finally stopping
in front of the huge integrating accumu-
lator. “It's about time for your quarterly
prediction, isn't it?” .

“Not about time—it is time. I had just
completed the first inclusive run when you
arrived. Want to see it?” He stepped to the
machine, pressed a stud. A photostat
popped out. Monroe-Alpha unclipped it
and handed it to Hamilton without looking
at it. He had no need to—the proper data
had been fed into the computer; he knew
with quiet certainty that the correct answer
would come out. Tomorrow he would work
the problem again, using a different proce-
dure, If the two answers did not then
agree, within the mechanical limits of error
of the machine, he would become interested
in the figures themselves, very much inter-
ested. But, of course, that would not
happen.

The figures would interest his superiors;
the procedure alone was of interest to him.

HAMILTON eyed the answer from a
nonprofessional viewpoint.

He appreciated, in Eart at least, the
enormous mass of detail which had gone
into this simple answer. Up and down two
continents human beings had gone about
their lawful occasions—buying, selling,
making, consuming, saving, spending, giv-
ing, receiving. A group of men in Altoona,
Pennsylvania, had issued unsecured as-
pirant-stock to subsidize further research
into a new method of recovering iron from
low-grade ores. The issue had been well
received down in New Bolivar where there
was a superabundance of credit because of
the extreme success of the tropical garden
cities along the Orinoco—"Buy a Slice of
Paradise.” " Perhaps that was the canny
Dutch influence in the mixed culture of
that region. It might have been the Latin
influence which caused an unprecedented
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tourist travel away from the Orinoco during
the same period—to Lake Louise, and Pata-
gonia, and Sitka.

No matter. All of the complex of trans-
actions appeared in the answer in Hamil-
ton’s hand. A child in Walla Walla broke
its piggy bank—secretly, with one eye on
the door—gathered up the slowly accumu-
lated slugs and bought a perfectly delight-
ful gadget, which not only did things, but
made the appropriate noises as well. Some
place down in the innards of the auto-clerk
who handled the sale for the Gadget
Shoppe four holes were punched in a con-
tinuous roll of paper; the item appeared in
the cost accounting of the owner, and was
reflected in the accounting of the endless
chain of middle distributors, transporters,
processers, original producers, service com-
panies, doctors, lawyers, merchants, chiefs
—world without end. .

The child—a rather bad-tempered little
blond brat, and bound to prove a disap-
pointment to his planners and developers—
had a few slugs left over which he ex-
changed for a diet-negative confection
(“Father Christmas’ Pseudo-sweets—not a
tummyache in a tankful”); the sale was
lumped together with many others like it
in the accounts of the Seattle Vending
Machine Corp.

The broken piggy bank and its concate-
nations appeared in the figures in Hamil-
ton’s hand, as a sliver of a fragment of a
supermicroscopic datum, invisible even in
the fifth decimal place. Monroe-Alpha had
not heard of this particular piggy bank
when he set up the problem—nor would
he, ever—but there are tens of thousands
of piggy banks, a large but countable num-
ber of entrepreneurs, lucky and unlucky,
shrewd and stupid, millions of producers,
millions of consumers, each with his draft
book, each with printed symbols in his
pouch, potent symbols—the stuff, the
ready, the you-know-what, jack, kale, rocket
juice, wampum, the shekels, the sugar, the

lough.
All of these symbols, the kind that jingle
and the kind that fold and, most certainly,
the kind that are only abstractions from
the signed promise of an honest man—or
more nearly correctly, their reflected shad-
ows-—passed through the bottleneck formed
by Monroe-Alpha’s computer, and appeared

there in terms of angular speeds, settings
of three-dimensional cams, relative posi-
tions of interacting levers, et complex
cetera. The manifold constituted a dynamic
abstracted structural picture of the economic
flow of a hemisphere.

Hamil ined

The
reinvestment of accumulated capital called
for an increase in the subsidy on retail
transfers of consumption goods of three
point one percent and an increase in month-
ly citizens’ allowances of twelve credits—
unless the Council of Policy decided on
another means of distributing the social
increment,

“DAY by day, in every way, I'm getting
richer and richer,” Hamilton com-
mented. “Say, Cliff, this money machine
of yours is a wonderful little gadget. It's
the goose that lays the golden egg.”

“I understand your classical allusion,”
Monroe-Alpha conceded, “but the accum-
ulator is in no sense a production machine.
It is merely an accounting machine, com-
bined with an integrating predictor.”

"I know that,” Hamilton answered
absently. “Look, Cliff—what would hz\f‘pen
if 1 took an ax and just smashed your little
toy?”

“You would be examined for motive.”

“Don’t be obtuse. What would happen
to the economic system?”

“I suppose,” Monroe-Alpha told him,
“that you want me to assume that no other
machine was available for replacement.
Any of the regional accumulators could—"

“Sure. Bust the hell out of all of them.”

“Then we would have to use tedious
methods of actuarial computation. A few
weeks' delay would result, with accumu-
lated errors which would have to be
smoothed out in the next prediction. No
important result.”

Not that. What I want to know is this:
Suppose nobody computed the amount of
new credit necessary to make the produc-
tion-consumption cycle come out even—
what woul hf:ﬁpen?"

“Your hypothetical question is too far-
fetched to be very meaningful,” Monroe-
AlPha stated, “but it would result in a
series of panics and booms of the post-
nineteenth-century type. Carried to extreme,
it could even result in warfare.
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“Freeze it, pal. You've just reminded
me of one of the two reasons I had for
looking in on you. Busy for dinner
tonight?”

“Not precisely. I've a tentative date with
my ortho-wife for twenty-one hundred, but
I'm free until then.”

"Good. I've located a new pag-restaurant
in Meridian Tower that will be a surprise
to your G-I tract. Guaranteed to give you
indigestion, or you have to fight the chef.”

Monroe-Alpha looked dubious. He had
had previous experience with Hamilton’s
gastronomic adventures. “Let’s go to the
refectory here. Why pay out hard cash for
bad food when goorf food is included in
your basic dividend?”

“Because one more balanced
would unbalance me. Come on.”

Monroe-Alpha shook his head. “I don’t
want to contend with the crowds. Honest,
I don't.”

“You don't really like peoPle, do you?”

"I don't dislike tKem—not individually.”

“But you don't like ‘em. Me, I like "em.
People are funnier than anybody. Bless
their silly little hearts. They do the craziest
things.”

Monroe-Alpha looked morose. “I sup-
pose yox are the only sane one in the lot.”

“Me? Shucks, no. I'm one long joke on
myself. Remind me to tell you about it
sometime. But, look—the other thing I
came to see you about. Notice my new
side arm?”

ration

MONROE-ALPHA glanced at Hamil-
ton’s holster. In fact, he had not
noticed that his friend was wearing any-
thing new in the way of weapons—had he
arrived unarmed, Monroe-Alpha would
have noticed it, naturally, but he was not
particularly observant about such matters,
and could easily have spent two hours with
2 man and never notice whether he was
wearing a Stokes coagulator or a common
needlebeam.

But, now that his attention was directed
to the matter, he saw at once that Hamilton
was armed with something novel—novel
and deucedly odd and uncouth. “What is
it?” he inquired.

“Ah!” Hamilton drew the side arm clear
and handed it to his host. “Woops! Wait
2 moment. You don’t know how to handle

it—you'll blow your head off.” He pressed
a stud on the side of the grip, and let a
long, flat container slide out into his palm.
“There—TI've pulled its teeth, Ever see
anything like it?”

Monroe-Alpha examined the machine.
“Why, yes, I believe so. It's a museum
piece, isn’t it? An explosive-type hand
weapon?”

“Right and wrong. It's mill new, but
it's a facsimile of one in the Smithsonian
Institution collection. It’s called a .45 Colt
automatic pistol.”

“Explodes on impact, I suppose?”

“No. It just drills its way in.”

“That doesn’t sound very efficient.”

“Brother, you'd be amazed. It'll blast a
hole in a man big enough to throw a dog
through.”

Monroe-Alpha handed it back. “And in
the meantime your opponent has ended
your troubles with a beam that acts a thou-
sand times as fast. Chemical processes are
slow, Felix.”

“Not that slow. The real loss of time is
in the operator. Half the gun fighters run-
ning around loose chop into their target
with the beam already hot. They haven't
the skill to make a fast sight. You can stop
‘em with this thing, if you've a fast wrist.
T'll show you. Got something around here
we can shoot at?”

“Hm-m-m—this is hardly the place for
target practice.”

“Relax. I want something I can knock
out of the way with the slug, while you try
to burn it. How about this?” Hamilton
picked ufp a large, ornamental plastic paper
weight from Monroe-Alpha’s desk.

“Well—I guess so.”

“Fine.” Hamilton took it, removed a
vase of flowers from a stand on the far side
of the room, and set the target in its place.
“We'll face it, standing about the same
distance away. I'll watch for you to start
to draw, as if we really meant action. Then
T'll try to knock it off the stand before you
can burn it.”

Monroe-Alpha took his place with lively
interest. He gncied himserf as a_gunman,
although he realized that his friend was
faster. This might be, he thought, the split-
sewgd advantage he needed. “I'm ready.”

“O.K." :

Monsoe-Alpha started his draw.



BEYOND THIS HORIZON Y

There followed a single CRACK! so
violent that it could be felt through the skin
and in the nostrils, as well as heard. Piled
on top of it came the burbling Whree-e-e-
ee! as the bullet ricocheted around the
room, and then a ringing silence.

“Hell and breakfast!” remarked Hamil-
ton. “Sorry, Cliff—I never fired it indoots
before.” He stepped forward to where the
target had been. “Let's see how we made

£

The plastic was all over the room. It was
difficult to find a shard large enough to
show the outer polish. “It's” going to be
hard to tell whether you burned it, or not.”

1 didn’t.”

“Huh?”

“That noise—it startled me. I never
fired.”

“Really? Say, that’s great. I can see I
hadn’t half realized the advantages of this
gadget. It's a psychological weapon, Cliff.”

“It's noisy.”

“It's more than that. It's a terror weapon.
You wouldn’t even have to hit with your
first shot. Your man would be so startled
you'd have time to get him with the second
shot. And that isn’t all. Think—the bravoes
around town are used to putting a man to
sleep with a bolt that doesn’t even muss
his hair. This thing’s bloody. You saw what
happened to that piece of vitrolith. Think
what 2 man’s face will look like after it
stops one of those slugs. Why, a necro-
cosmetician would have to use a stereo-
scu.l? to produce a reasonable facsimile for
his friends to admire. Who wants to stand
up to that kind of fire?”

“Maybe you're tight‘ 1 still say it’s noisy.
Let’s go to dinner.”

THEY ate in the pay-restaurant Hamilton
had discovered. Monroe-Alpha suto-
matically asked for a private room when
they entered; Hamilton at the same mo-
ment, demanded a table in the ring. They
compromised on a balcony booth, semi-

rivate, from which Hamilton could amuse
gimself by staring down at the crowd in
the ring.

Hamilton had ordered the meal earlier
in the day, which was the point which had
caused his friend to consent to venture out.
It was served promptly. "What is it?”
Monroe-Alpha demanded suspiciously.

“Bouillabaisse—it’s halfway between &
soup and a stew.”

"It must be terribly expensive.”

“It's creative art and it's a pleasure to
;ﬂy for it. Don’t worry your head about it.
ou know I can’t help making money.”

“Yes, I know. I never could understand
why you take so much interest in games.
Of course, it pays well.”

“You don’t understand me. I'm pot
interested in games. Have you ever seen me
waste a slug or a credit on one of my own
gadgets—or any other? I haven't played a
game since 1 was a baby. For me, it is
already well established that one horse can
run faster than another, that the ball falls
either on red or on black, and that three of
a kind beats two pair. It's just that I can't
see the silly toys that people play with
without thinking of one a little more com-
Elicated and mysterious, If I am bored and

ave nothing better to do, 1 may sketch one
and dispatch it to my agent. Presently in
comes some more money.” He shrugged.

“What are you interested in?”

“People. Eat your souti"'

Monroe-Alpha tasted the mess cautions-
ly, looked surprised, and really went to
work on it. Hamilton looked pleased, and
undertook to catch up.

“Felix—"

“Yes, Cliff.”

“Why did you group me in the ninety-
eight?”

“The ninety-eig}l:t? Oh, you mean the
sourpuss survey. Shucks, pal, you rated .
If you are gay and merry-merry-be behind
that death mask, you conceal it well.”

“I've nothing to be unhappy about.”

“No, not to my knowledge. But you
don’t look happy.”

They ate in silence for a few minutes
more. Monroe-Alpha spoke again. “It's
true, you know. I'm not.”

“Not what?”

“Not happy.”

"S0? Hm-m-m—why not?"

“I don’t know. If I did, I could do
something about it. My family psychiatrist
doesn’t seem to be able to get at the
reason.”

“You're on the wrong frequency. A
chiatrist is the last man%o s:S about & :h;’:r‘
like that. They know everything about &
man, except what he is and what makes
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him tick.”

“It’s true that he hasn’t been able to help
me much.”

“Of course not. Why? Because he will
start with the assumption that there is
something wrong with you. He can't find
it, so he’s stuck. It doesn’t occur to him
that there might be nothing wrong with
you and that might be what is wrong.”

The other man looked weary. “I don’t
understand you. But he does claim to be
following a clue.”

“What sort?”

“Well—I'm a deviant, you know.”

“Yes, I know,” Hamilton answered
shortly. He was reasonably familiar with
his friend’s genetic background, but dis-
liked to hear Eim mention it. Some contrary
strain in Hamilton rebelled against the
idea that a man was necessarily and irre-
vocably the gene pattern handed to him by
his genetic planners. Furthermore he was
not convinced that Monroe-Alpha should
be considered a deviant.

“T)EVIANT” is
term.

Monroe-Alpha (this particular Monroe-
Alpha—Clifford, 32-847-106-B62)  had
been an attempt to converge two lines of
the original Monroe-Alpha to recapture
and reinforce the mathematical genius of
his famous ancestor. But mathematical
genius is not one gene, nor does it appear
to be anything as simple as a particular
group of genes. Rather, it is thought to be
a complex of genes arranged in a particular
order.

Unfortunately, this gene complex ap-
pears to be close-linked in the Monroe-
Alpha line to a neurotic contra-survival
characteristic, exact nature undetermined
and not assigned to any set of genes. That
it is not necessarily so linked appears to be
established, and the genetic technicians
who had selected the particular gametes
which were to produce Monroe-Alpha
Clifford believed that they had eliminated
the undesired strain.

Monroe-Alpha Clifford did not think so.

Hamilton fixed him with a finger. “The
trouble with you, my fine foolish friend,
is that you are bothering your head with
things you don’t understand. Your planners
told you that they had done their level best

a  question-begging

to eliminate from you the thing that caused
your great-grandfather Whiffenpoof to
raise garter snakes in his hat. There is a
long chance that they failed, but why
assume that they did?”

“My great-grandfather did nothing of
the sort. A slight strain of anhedonism, a
tendency to—"

“Then why act like he had to be walked
on a leash? You make me tired. You've
got 2 cleanetﬂfedigree than ninety-nine out
of a hundred, and a chromosome chart
that’s as neat and orderly as a checkerboard,
Yet you're yigping about it. How would
you like to be a control natural? How
would you like to have to wear lenses
against your eyeballs? How would you like
to be subject to a doz-dozen filthy diseases?
Or have your teeth get rotten and fall out,
and have to chew your meals with a set of
false choppers?”

“Of course, nobody would want to be a
control natural,” Monroe-Alpha said reflec-
tively, “but the ones I've known seemed to
be happy enough.”

“All the more reason for you to snap
out of your funk. What do you know of
pain and sickness? You can’t appreciate
your advantages any more than a fish ap-
preciates water. You have three times the
income you can spend, a tezﬁected position,
and work of your own choosing. What
more do you want out of life?”

“I don’t know, Cliff. I don’t know, but
I know I'm not getting it. Don't ride me
about it.”

“Sorry. Eat your dinner.”

The fish stew contained several large
crab legs; Hamilton ladled one into his
guest's trencher. Monroe-Alpha stared at it

uneasily.

“Don’t be so suspicious,” Hamilton
advised. “Go ahead. Eat it.”

“How?”

“Pick it up in your fingers, and crack
the shell.”

Monroe-Alpha attempted to comply,
somewhat clumsily, but the greasy, hard
surface skidded between his fingers. He
attempted to recover and knocked it over
the edge of the balcony rail at his elbow.

He started to rise; Hamilton put a hand
on his forearm. “My fault,” he said. "I will
repair it.” He stood up and looked dowa
at the table directly beneath their booth,
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He did not see the stray bit of sea food
at once, but he had no difficulty in telling
approximately where it had landed. Seated
at the table was a party of eight. Two of
them were elderly men who wore the bras-
sards of peace. Four women alternated with
the males around the table. One of them,
quite young and pretty, was dabbing at
something which seemed to have stained
her gown. The wayward crab leg was float-
ing in a crystal bell of purple liquid direct-
ly in front of her.

THB two femaining men were both
armed, both standing, and staring up
at the balcony. The younger, a slender
youth in bright-scarlet promenade dress,
was resting his right hand on the. grip of
his side arm, and seemed about to speak.
The older man turned coldly dangerous
eyes from Hamilton to his youthful com-
panion. “My privilege, Cyril,” he said
quietly, “if you please.”

The young brave was clearly annoyed
and reluctant to comply; nevertheless he
bowed stiffly and sat down. His elder re-
turned the bow punctiliously and turned
back to Hamilton. The lace of his cuff
brushed his holster, but he had not touched
his weapon—yet.

Hamilton leaned over the balcony, both
his hands spread and plainly visible on the
rail. “Sir, my clumsiness has disturbed the
pleasure of your meal and mvaded your
privacy. I am deeply sorry.

"I have your assurance that it was acci-
dental, sir?” The man’s eyes were still
frosty, but he made no move to draw.

“You have indeed, sir, and with it my
humbleapology. Will you graciously permit
me to make reparation?”

The other glanced down, not at the
youth, but at the girl whose gown had
been splashed. She shrugged. He answered
Hamilton, “The thought is taken for the
deed, sir.

Slt, you leave me indebted.”

“Not at all, sir.”

They were exchanging bows and were
about to resume their seats, when a shouted
remark from the balcony booth directly
opposnte interrupted them. “Where's your
brassard?”

They both looked toward the source of
the disturbance; one of a party of men—

armed citizens all, apparently, for no bras-
sards were to be seen— was leaning out of
the booth and staring with deliberate
rudeness. Hamilton spoke to the man at the
table below. “My privilege, is it not, sir?”

“Your privilege. I wish you well.” He
sat down and turned his attention back to
his guests,

“You spoke to me?” asked Hamilton of
the man across the ring.

“I did. You were let off lightly. You
should eat at home—if you have a home.
Not in the presence of gentlefolk.

Monroe-Alpha touched Hamilton's arm,

H:s drunk,” he whispered. “Take it
easy.”
“I know,” his friend answered in a

barely audible aside, “but he gives me no
choice.”
“Perhaps his friends will take care of
him.”

“We'll see.”

Indeed, his friends were attempting to,
One of them placed a restraining hand on
his weapon arm, but he shook him off. He
was playing to a gallery now—the entire
restaurant was quiet, the diners ostenta-
tiously paymg no attention, a pose con-
trary to fact. “Answer me!” he demanded.

“I will,” Hamilton stated quietly. “You
have been drinking and are not responsible.
Your friends should disarm you and place
a brassard on jyox. Else some short-tem-
pered gentleman may fail to note that your
manners were poured from a bottle.”

The other man drew fast, but he drew
high, apparently with the intention of chop-

P"‘)ﬁ, down.
e terrific explosion of the Colt .45
brought every armed man in the place to
his feet, side arm clear, eyes wary, ready
for action. But the action was all over. A
woman laughed, shortly and shrilly. The
sound broke the tension for everyone. Men
relaxed, weapons went back to belts, seats
were resumed with apologetic shrugs. The
diners went back to their own affairs with
the careful indifference to other people’s
business of the urbane sophisticate.
Hamilton’s antagonist was half sup-
ported by the arms of his friends. He
seemed utterly surprised and completely
sobered. There was a hole in his shirt near
his right shoulder from which a wet, datk
stain was spreading. One of the men hold-
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ing him up waved to Hamilton with his
free arm, out. Hamilton acknow-
ledged the capitulation with the same ges-
ture. Someone drew the curtains of the
booth opposite.

Hamilton sank back into the cushions with
a relieved sigh. “We lose more crabs that
way,” he observed. “Have some more,
aife?”

“Thanks, no,” Monroe-Alpha answered.
“T'll stick to spoon foods. I hate interrup-
tions at meal times, Felix. He might have
cooled you.”

“And left you to pay the check. Such
slug pinching ill becomes you, Cliff.”

Monroe-Alpha looked annoyed. “You
know it’s not that.” He reached out and
touched a stud under the railing; the cur-
tains waved across the arch, shutting them
off from the public room.

Hamilton laughed. “A little excitement
gives savor to the food.”

IN ‘THE booth opposite the man who had
waved capitulation spoke savagely to one
who had been wounded. “You fool! You
cumsy fool! You muffed it!”

“I couldn’t help it,” the injured man
protested. “After he waved privilege,
there was nothing to do but play drunk
and pretend I meant the other one.” He
dabbed futilely at his freely bleeding
shoulder, “In the Name of the Egg, what
did he burn me with?”

“No matter.”

“Maybe not to you, but it is to me. I'll
look him up.” 0

“You wil
many.”

"gut I thought he was one of us. I
thought it was gan of the set-up.”

“Humph! Had it been, you would have
been told.”

After Monroe-Alpha left to keep his
date, Hamilton found himself at loose ends.
The night life of the capital offered plenty
of opportunity for a man to divest himself
of surplus credit, but it was not new to
him. He tried, in a desultory fashion, to
find professional entertainment which could
divert, then gave up and let the city itself
amuse him, The corridors were thron,
as always, the lifts packed; the Great
@uare under the port surged with people.

'here were they all going? What was the

not. One mistake is one too

hurry? What did they expect to find when
they got there?

He realized, consciously and sardon-
ically, that he himself was part of the
throng, present because it amused him. He
knew that he had no reason to feel that
his own sense of detached amusement was
unique. Perhaps they all came there to
keep from being bored with themselves,
to observe their mutual folly and to laugh.

He found himself, later, the last cust-
omer in a small bar. The collection of
empty cups at his elbow was impressive.
“Herbert,” he said at last, to the owner
back of the bar, "why do you run this
joint?”

Herbert paused in his tidying up. “To
make money.” i

“That's a good answer, Herbert. Money
and children—what other objectives are
thére? I've too much of one and none of
the other. Set 'em up, Herbert. Let’s drink
to your kids.”

Herbert set out two cups, but shook his
head. "Make it something else. I've no kids.”

*“Huh? Sorry—none of my business. We'll
drink to the kids I haven’t got, instead.”

Herbert poured drinks.

They tossed them down. Herbert filled
them up again. “Take children,” he began.
“Any man wants to see his kids do better
than he did. Now I've been married for
twenty-five years to the same woman. My
wife and I are both First Truthers and we
don’t hold with these modern arrangements.
But children—we settled that a long time
ago. ‘Clara,’ I said to her, ‘it don’t matter
what the brethren think. What's right is
right. Our kids are going to have every
advantage that other kids have.” And after
a while she came around to my way of
thinking. So we went to the Eugenics
Board—"

AMILTON tried to think of some way
to stop this flow of confidences.

“I must say that they were very kind and
very polite. First they told us to think it over.
‘If you Ermicg gene selection,’ they said,
‘your children won't receive the control
benefit.” As if we didn’t know that! Money
wasa't the object. We wanted our kids tq
grow up fine and strong and smarter than
we were. S0 we insisted and they made a
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chromosome chart on each of us.

“It was two, three weeks before they
called us back. “Well, doc,’ I said, soon as
we were inside, “What's the answer? What
had we better select for?” ‘Are you sure you
want to do this?" he says. "You're both good,
sound types and the state needs controls like
you. I'm willing to recommend an increase
in benefit, if you'll drop it.” ‘No," I said,
‘T know*my rights. Any citizen, even a
control natural, can practice gene selection
if he wants to.” Then he let me have it, full
charge.”

“Well2"

“There wasn't anything to select for, in
either of us.”

“Huh?"

**’8 truth. Little things, maybe. We could
have arranged to leave out my wife’s hay
fever, by using her father’s genes at that
goint in the chart, but that was about all.

ut as for planning a child that could com-
pete on even terms with the general run of
planned children, it just wasn't in the cards.
The material wasn’t there. They had made
up an ideal chart of the best that could be
combined from my genes and my wife’s and
it still wasn't good enough. It showed a
maximum of a little over four percent over
me and my wife in the general rating scale.
‘Furthermore,’ he told us, ‘you couldn’t plan
on that score. We might search your germ
plasm throughout your entire fertile period
and never come across two gametes that
could be combined to make this combina-
tion.”

“So you gave up the idea of planned
children?”

“So we gave up the idea of children,
period. Clara offered to be host-mother to
any child I could get, but I said, ‘No, if it
ain’t for us, it ain’t for us.””

“Hm-m-m. I suppose so. Look—if you
and your wife are both naturals, why do you
bother to run this place? Two citizens’ allow-
ances plus two control benefits add up to
quite a tidy income. You don’t look like a
man with extravagant tastes.”

“I'm not. To tell you the truth we tried
it, after our disappointment. But it didn't
work out. We got uneasy and fretful. Clara
comes to me and says, ‘Herbert, please your-
self, but I'm going to stact my Eairdrcssing
studio again.” And I agreed with her. So

here we are.”

“Yes, so we are,” Hamilton concurred.
"It's a queer world. Let's have another
drink.”

Herbert polished the bar before replying.
“Mister, I wouldn't feel right about selling
you another unless you checked that gun
with me and let me loan you a bassard.”

“So? Well, in that case I guess I've had
enough. Good night.”

“G'night.”

I

HIS telephone started to yammer as soon
as he was home. “Nuts to you,” said
Hamilton. “I'm going to get some sleep.”
The first three words were the code sentence
cut-off to which he had set the instrument;
it stopped mournfully in the middle of its
demand.

Hamilton swallowed eight hundred units
of thiamin as a precautionary measure, set
his bed for an ample five hours of sleep,
threw his clothes in the general direction of
the service valet, and settled down on the
sheet. The water rose gently under the skin
of the mattress until he floated, dry and
warm and snug. The lullaby softened as his
breathing became regular. When his respira-
tion and heart action gave positive proof of
deep sleep, the music faded out unobtru-
sively, shut off without so much as a click.

Hamilton became aware that the water had
drained out of his bed, and that he lay with
nothing between him and the spongy bottom
but the sheet and the waterproof skin. He
reached up and toned down the reveille,
whereupon the insistent voice of his tele-
phone cut through to him. “Better look at
me, boss. I got troubles. Better look at me,
boss. I got troubles. Better look at me, boss.
I got troubles—"

“So have L. Thirty minutes!” The instru-
ment shut off obediently. He punched for
breakfast and stcpged into the shower, eyed
the dial, and decided against the luxury of
a long workout. Besides, he wanted break-
fast. Four minutes would do.

Warm soapy emulsion sprayed over his
body, was scrubbed in by air blast, was re-
placed at the end of the first minute by water
of the same temperature in needle jets. The
temperature dropped, the needle jets pee-
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sisted for a few seconds, then changed to
gentle, full streams which left him cool and
tingling. The combination was his own; he
did not care what the physiotherapist thought
of it.

The air blast dried him with a full minute
to spare for the massage. He rolled and
stretched against the insistent yielding pres-
sure of a thousand mechanical fingers and
decided that it was worth while to get up,
after all. The pseudodactyls retreated from
him. He pushed his face for a moment into
the capillotomer. Shave completed, the booth
}gtayed him with scent and dusted him off.

e was beginning to feel himself again.

He tucked away a quarter liter of sweet-
lemon juice and went to work seriously on
the coffee before turning on the news
roundup.

FPHE news contained nothing fit to be
recorded permanently. No news, he
thought, makes a happy country but a dull
breakfast. The machine called out the plugs
for a dozen stories while the accompanying
fash pictures zipped past without Hamilton
disturbing the setting. When he did so, it
was not because the story was important, but
because it concerned him. The announcer
proclaimed, “Diana’s Playground Opened
to the Public”; the flash ed from a
crescent moon down to the brut al mountain
surface and below to a gayly lighted artificial
dream of paradise,“Hamilton slapped the
tell-me-more.

“Leyburg, Luna. Diana’s Playground,
long touted by its promoters as the greatest
amusement enterprise ever to be undertaken
off Earth or on, was invaded by the first
shipload of tourists at exactly twelve thirty-
two, Earth Prime.” Hamilton gave half an
ear to the discourse, one eye to the accom-
panying stereos, most of his attention to a
}nlfk:lo of steak, rare.

“—bewilderingly beautiful, wierdly sen-
suous low-gravity dancing.

“The gaming rooms are thronged; the
management may have to open annexes.

the pickup man had gone to in order to
shoot favorable angles.

He switched it off and turned to the tele-
phone. "Connection—one one one zero.”

“Special service,” a husky contralto ans-
wered him presently,

“Gimme the Moon, please.”

“Certainly. To whom do you wish to
speak, Mr. . . . uh, Hamilton?”

“Hamilton is correct. I would~ like to
talk to Blumenthal Peter. Try the mana-
ger’s office at Diana’s Playground.”

There was a delay of several seconds be-
fore an image appeared on the screen. “Blu-
menthal sgeaking. That you, Felix? The
image at this end is lousy. All streaked up
with incidentals.”

“Yeah, it’s me. I called to ask about the
play, Pete— What's the matter? Can’t you
hear me?”

The face of the image remained quiet for
a long three seconds, then said suddenly,
“Of course I can hear you. Don't forget
the lag.”

Hamilton looked sheepish. He had for-
gotten the lag—he always did. He found it
difficult to remember, when staring right
into a man’s live features, that there would
be a second and a half delay before that man
—if on the Moon—could hear, another sec-
ond and a half for his voice to travel back,
three seconds’ lag in all. Three seconds’ lag
seems_inconsiderable, but it is long enough
to stride six paces, or fall forty-one meters.

He was glad there was no phone service
to the minor planeu, it would be madden-
ing to wait ten minutes ar 50 between sen-
tences—easier to stat a letter. “Sorry,” he

said. "My mistake. How was the play? The
crowds didn't look so

Nztutally the crows waslxght One shi
load isn’t Noah's ark. But the play was O lf{J
They had plenty of scrip and were anxious
to spend. We reported to your agent.”

“Sure. I'll get the report, but I wanted
to know what gadgets were popular.”

“ “Lost Comet’ went strong. And so did
‘Eclipses”.”

owkabout ‘Claiming Race’ and "Who's-

Baby?'

Pamcularly dpopulm' are the machmes of-
fered b Luck, Inc Hamil-

ton’s H’;zzrds they are aalled by the trade.
In fact—" The picture that went with the
spiel did not show a throng in Hamilton’s
estimation; he could almost feel the trouble

y?
“O.K., but not too heavy. Astronomy is
the angle for this dive. I told you that.”
“Yes, I should have listened to you. Well,
Tl figure out a revamp. You
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‘Claiming Race’ right now. Call it ‘High
Trajectory’ and rename the mobies after
some of the asteroids. Get it?”

“Right. We'll redecorate it in midnight
blue and silver.”

“That’s right. I'll send a stat to confirm.
That's all, I guess. I'm clearin g.”

“Wait 2 minute. I took a W%‘liﬂ at “Lost
Comet’ myself, Felix. That's a great game.”

“How much did you drop?”

Blumenthal looked suspicious. “Why,
about eight hundred and fifty, if you must
know. Why do you assume I lost? Isn’t the
game level?”

“Certainly it’s level. But I designed that
game myself, Pete. Don’t forget that. It's
strictly for suckers. You stay away from it.”
“But look—TI've figured out a way to beat
. I thought you ought to know.”

“That's what you think. I know. There
is no way to beat the game.”

"W el —O.K."

“OX. Long life!”

"And kids.”

As soon as thecircuit was clear the phone
resumed its ubiquitous demand. “Thirty
minutes, Better look at me, boss. I got
troubles. Better—"

He removed a stat from the receiver; it
shut up. “To Citizen Hamilton Felix 65-
305-243 B47,” it read. Greetings. The
District Moderator for Genetics presents his
compliments and requests that Citizen Ham-
ilton visit him at his office at ten hundred
tomorrow.” It was dated the previous even-
ing and had an added notation requesting
him to notify the moderator’s office if it
were not convenient to keep the appoint-
ment, refer to number such-and-so.

It lacked thirty minutes of ten hundred.
He decided to comply with the request.

HE moderator's suite struck Hamilton

as being rather less mechanized than
most places of business, or perhaps more
subtly so. It was staffed with humans where
one expects autogadgets—the receptionist,
for example. The staff was mostly female,
some grave, some merry, but all were beau-
tiful, very much alive, and obviously intelli-

~The moderator will see you now.”
Hamilton stood up, chucked his cigarette
into the neatest oubliette, and looked at her.

She ushered him as far as the door to the
moderator’s private office, dilated it, and
left him as he stepped through,

“Good morning, sir!” a pleasant voice
called out.

Hamilton found himself staring at the
moderator. “Good morning to you,” he an-
swered mechanically, then, “For the love
o'—" His right hand slid of its own voli-
tion toward his side arm, hesitated, changed
its mind, stopped.

The moderator was the gentleman whose
dinner party had been disturbed by the in-
cident of the wayward crab leg.

Hamilton recovered some of his poise.
“Sir,” he said stiffly, “this is not proper pro-
cedure. If you were not satisfied, you should
have sent your next friend to wait on me.”

The moderator stared at him, then laugh-
ed in a fashion that would have been rude
in another man—but from him it was simply
Jovian. “Believe me, sir, this is as much of
a surprise to me as it is to you. I had no idea
that the gentleman who exchanged courtesies
with me yesterday evening was the one I
wished to see this morning. Make yourself
comfortable. Will you smoke? May I pour
you a drink?”

Hamilton settled himself. “If the moder-
ator pleases.”

“My name is Mordan”— which Hamil-
ton knew. “My friends call me Claude. And
I would speak with you in friendship.”

“You are most gentle—Claude.”

“Not at all, Felix. Perhaps I have an ul-
terior motive. But tell me: What was that
devil's toy you used on the cocky young
brave? It amazed me.”

Hamilton looked pleased and displayed
his new weapon. Mordan looked it over.
“Oh, yes,” he said, “a simple heat engine
burning a nitrate fuel to expel its piston. I
think I have seen its pattern, have I not, on
display at the Institution?”

elix acknowledged the fact, a little crest-
fallen that Mordan was so little surprised
at his toy. But Mordan made up for it by
discussing in detail with, apparently, lively
interest the characteristics and mechanisms of
the machine. “If I were a fighting man, I
would like to have one like it,” he con-
cluded.

“T'll have one fashioned for you.”

“No, no. You are kind, but I would have
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no use for it.”

Hamilton chewed his lip. “I say—you'll
pardon me—but isnt it indiscreet for a
man who does no fighting to appear in pub-
lic armed?”

Mordan smiled. “You misconstrue me.
Watch.” He indicated the far wall. It was
Ppartly covered with a geometrical pattern,
consisting of small circles, all the same size
and set close togetherEach circle had a
small dot exactly in the center.

Mordan drew his weapon with easy swift-
ness, coming #p, not down, on his target. His
gun seemed simply to check itself at the
top of its swing, before he returned it to his
holster,

A light puff of smoke drifted up the face
of the wall. There were three new circles,
arranged in tangent trefoil. In the center of
each was a small dot.

Hamilton said nothing.

“Well?” inquired Mordan.

“I was thinking,” Hamilton answered
slowly, “that it is well for me that I was
polite to you yesterday evening.”

Mordan chuckled.

¢ A LTHOUGH we have never met,” said

Mordan, “you and the gene pattern
you carry have naturally been of interest to
me.”

“I suppose so. I fall within the jurisdic-
tion of your office.”

“You misunderstand me. I cannot pos-
sibly take a personal interest in every one
of the myriad zygotes in this district. But it
is my duty to conserve the best strains. I
have been hoping for the past ten years that
you would show up at the clinic, and ask for
help in Ylmnin ciildrcn."

amilton’s face became completely ex-
ressionless. Mordan ignored it and went on.
“Since you did not come in voluntarily for
advice, I was forced to ask you to visit me.
I want to ask you a question: Do you intend
to have children any time soon?”

Hamilton stood up. “This subject is dis-
tasteful to me. May I have your leave, sir?”

Mordan came to him and placed a hand
on his arm. “Please, Felix. No harm can be
done by listening to me. Believe me, I do
not wish to invade your private sphere—
but I am no casual busybody. I am your mod-
erator, representing the interests of all of

your own kind. Yours among them.”

Hamilton. sat down without relaxing. “I
will listen.”

“Thank you. The responsibility of im-
proving the race under the doctrines of our
republic js not a simple one. We can advise
but not coerce. The private life and free
action of every individual must be scrupu-
lously respected. We have no weapon g‘t:t
cool reason and the appeal %0 every man's
wish that the next generation be better than
the last. Even with co-operation there is lit-
tle enough we can do—in most cases, the
elimination of one or two bad characteristics,
the preservation of the good ones present.
But your case is different.”

“How?”

“You know how. You represent the care-
ful knitting together of favorable lines over
four generations. Literally tens of thousands
of gametes were examined and rejected be-
fore the thirty gametes were picked which
constitute the linkage of your ancestral zy-
gotes. It would be a shame to waste all that
painstaking work.”

“Why pick on me? I am not the only re-
sult of that selection. There must be at least
a hundred citizens descended from my great
gross gnndlyucnts‘ You don't want me—
Tm a cull. I'm the plan that didn’t pan out.
T'm a disappointment.”

“No,” Mordan said softly, * no, Felix,
you are not a cull. You are the star line.”

“Huh?"

*“I mean it. It is contrary to public policy
to discuss these things, but rules were made
to be broken. Step by step, back to the begin-
ning of this particular experiment, your line
has the highest general rating. You are the
only zygote in the line who combines every
one of the favorable mutations with which
my predecessor started. Three other favor-
able mutations showed ap after the original
combinations; all of them are conserved in

u.

Hamilton smiled wryly. “That must make
me still more of a disapioin!ment to you. I
haven’t done very much with the talents
you attribute to me, have I?”

Mordan shook his head. “I have no criti-
cism to make of your record.”

“But you don'’t think much of it, do you?
T've frittered away my time, done nothing
mote important than design silly games for
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idle people, Perhaps you geneticists are mis-
taken in what you call ‘favorable character-
istics.” "

“Possibly. I think not.”

“What do you call a favorable character-
istic?”

“A survival factor, considered in a broad
sense. This inventiveness of yours, which
you disparage, is a very strong survival fac-
tor. In you it lies almost latent, or applied
to matters of no importance. You don't need
i, because you find yourself in a social mat-
rix in which you do not need to exert your-
self to stay alive. But that quality of invent-
iveness can be of crucial importance to your
descendants. It can mean the difference be-
tween life and death.”

"But—"

“I mean it. Easy times for individuals are
bad times for the race. Adversity is a strain-
er which refuses to pass the ill equlpEed. But
we have no adversity nowadays. To keep the
race as strong as it is and to make it stronger
requires careful planning. The genetic tech-
nician eliminates in the laboratory the strains
which formerly were eliminated by simple
natural selection.”

“But how do you know that the things
you select for are actually survival factors?
I've had my doubts about a lot of them.”

“Ah! There’s the rub. You know the his-
tory of the First Genetic War.”

“I know the usual things about it, I sup-

se.”

“It. won't do any harm to recapitulate.
The problem those early planners were up
against is typical—"

“THEY tried to breed the fighting spirit
out of men,” Mordan went on, “with-
out any conception of its biological useful-
pess. The rationalization involved stems
from the concept of Original Sin. Violence
was 'bad;’ nonviolence was ‘good.” "

“But why," protested Hamilton, “do you
assume that combativeness is a survival char-
acteristic? Sure—I've got it; you've got it;
we've all got it. So what?”

Mordan smiled. “The fighters survived.
That is the final test. Natural selection goes
on always regardless of conscious selec-
tion.

“Wait a minute,” demanded Hamilton.
“That doesn't check. According to that, we

should have lost the Second Genetic War.
Their ‘mules’ were certainly willing to fight.
At least, so I have always been taught.”

“Yes, yes,” Mordan agreed, “but I did
not say that combativeness was the only sur-
vival characteristic. If it were, the Pekinese
dog would rule the Earth, The fighting in-
stinct should be dominated by cool self-
interest. Why didn’t you shoot it out with
me last night?”

“Because there was nothing worth fight-
ing about.”

“Exactly. The geneticists of the Great
Khan made essentially the same mistake
that was made three hundred years earlier;
they thought they could monkey with the
balance of human characteristics resulting
from a billion years of natural selection and
Fxoduce a race of superman. They had a
ormula for it—efficient specialization, But
they neglected the most obvious of humaa
charactistics,

“Man is an unspecialized animal. His
body, except for its enormous brain case, is
primitive. He can’t dig; he can’t run very
fast; he can’t fly. But he can eatanything and
he can stay alive where a goat would starve,
a lizard would fry, a bird freeze. Instead of
specsal adaptations he has general adapta-

bility—

The Empire of the Great Khans was, his-
torically, a reversion to an obsolete form—
totalitarianism. Only under such absolutism
could the genetic experiments which led up
to homo proteus have been performed. For
they required a total indifference to the wel-
fare of individuals as such.

Gene selection was simply an adjunct to
the other practices of the imperial geneticists.
They ma§e use also of artificial mutation,
both by means of radiation and through the
use of gene-selective dyes. If the result of
their manipulation of the gametes did not
measure up to specifications, they practiced
endocrine therapy and surgery on the im-
mature zygote. They tailored human beings
—if you could call them human beings!— as
casually as we construct buildings.

At their height, just before the Second
Genetic War, they bred over three thousand
types of —well, call them people, including
the hyperbrains—thirteen sorts of those—
the almost brainless matrons, the clever and
repulsively beautiful pseudo-feminine free-
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martins, and the neuter ‘mules.”

We are predisposed to identify the term
“m ule” witf. fighters, since the fighters were
in direct contact with our own culture. In
fact, there was a type of mule for every
type of routine job necessary to the Empire.
The fighters were simply those specialized
for fighting.

And what fighters! They needed no sleep.
They had three times the strength of ord-
inary men, There is no way of comparing
their endurance with that of men, since they
simply kept on going, like well-designed
machines, until disabled. Each one carried
enough fuel—"fuel” seems more appropriate
than “food”—to last it for a couple of weeks,
and could continue to function beyond that
time for at least another week.

Nor were they stupid. For the purposes of
their specialization their minds were keen.
Even their officers were mules—possibly
their field marshals as well—and their grasp
of strategy and tactics and use of military
machines left nothing to be desired. Their
only weakness lay in military psychology;
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killed at the top, like a hive with a simgle
queen bee. A few score assassinations ac-
complished to a collapse which could not be
achieved in battle.

There is no need to dwell on the terror
that followed the collapse. It is not pretty
—Ilet it suffice that no single representative
of bomo proteus is believed to be alive to-
day. He joiried the ranks of the great din-
osaurs and the saber-toothed cats—evolu-
honary experiments which failed to work

He lacked adaptability.

“The Genetic Wars were brutal lessons
to us,” Mordan added, “but they taught us
not to tamper too casually with human
l:haractensucs If a characteristic is not al-

! present inthe germ plasm of the race,

't attempt to put it in. When natural
mutmons show up, we leave them on trial
for along time before we attempt to spread
them around through the mce. Most muta-
tions are either worthless on definitely dis-
advantageous, in the long run. We eliminate
obvious disadvantages, conserve obvious ad-

they did not und d their
but men did not understand lbem, the dis-
advantage worked both ways.

HE basic nature of their motivation is
still debated. It is termed a snbshtute
for sex subl " which it und

was. But the tag does not explain it, nor did
we ever understand it, It is best described
negatively by saying that captured mules
became insane and suicided in not over ten
days’ time, even though fed on captured
rations. Before insanity set in they would
beg for something called vepratoga in their
tongue, but our semanticists could discover
no process referent for the term.,

They needed some spark that their masters
could give them, and which we could not.
Without it they died. There the matter
ended.

The hordes of mules defeated men in
every engagement. Our social structure was
destroyed completely—yet the true men
won. Won because they fought and contin-
ued to fight, as individuals and guerrilla
groups. The Empire had one vulnerable
point: its co-ordinators, the Khan: his sa-
traps and administrators. Biologically the
Empire was a single organism and could be

t that is about all. I note that the
backs of your hands are rather hairy, where-
as mine are smooth. Does that suggest any-
thing to you?”

"No.

“Nor to me. There appears to be no ad-
vantage, one way or the other, to the wide
variations in hair patterns of the human
race. Therefore we leave them alone. On the
other hand—have you ever had a tooth-
ache?”

“Of course not.”

“Of course not. But do you know why?”
He waited, indicating that the question was
not rhetorical,

"Well—it's a matter of selection, My an-
cestors had sound teeth.”

“Not all of your ancestors. We selected
—our predecessors, I mean—for sound
teeth. Weused gametes which contained the
dominant. Today, aside from the control
naturals, it would be hard to find a citizen
who does not have that dominant from both
his parents. We no longer have to select for
sound teeth. It's the same with color blind-
ness, with cancer, with hemophilia, with a
great man J other heritable defects—we se-
lected and eliminated them, without dis-
turbing in any way the ordinary, normaf.
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biologically commendable tendency for hu-
man beings to fall in love with other human
beings and produce children. We simply en-
abled each couple to have the best children
of which they were p ially capable by

situation, and decide not to fire, before a
slower man would perceive that anything
was goir.g on.”

“You took a long chance,” Hamilton
lained

Y
combining their etes through selection
instead of blind cﬁ‘:cc."

“YOU didn’t do that in my case,” Hamil-
ton said bitterly. “I'm a breeding ex-
periment.”

“That's true. But yours is a special case,
Felix. Yours is a star line. Every one of your
last thirty ancestors entered voluntarily into
the creation of your line, not because Cugid
had been out with his bow and arrow, but
because they had a vision of a race better
than they were. Every cell in your body con-
tains in its chromosomes the blueprint of a
stronger, sounder, more adaptable, more
resistant race. I'm asking you not to waste
i”

Hamilton  squirmed  uncomfortably.
“What do you expect me to do? Play Adam
to a whole new race?”

“Not at all. I want you to perpetuate your
line.”

“You've picked the wrong man. I'm a
failure.”

“Don't tell me that Felix. I know your
chart. 1 know you better than you know
yourself. You are a survivor type. I could
set you down on an island peopled by how-
ling savages and dangerous animals—in two
weeks you would own the place.”

Hamilton grudged a smile.
would. I'd like to try it.”

“"We don't need to try it. I know! You've
got the physique and the mentality and the
temperament. What's your sleep ration?”

“Around four hours.”

“Fatigue index?”

“It runs about a hundred and twenty-five
hours maybe more.”

“Reflex?”

Hamilton shrugged. Mordan suddenly
whipped his side arm clear, aimed it at
Hamilton. Hamilton had his own out and
had Mordan covered at appreciably the same
instant. He returned it at once. Mordan
laughed 2ad replaced his own.

"1 was in no danger,” he declared. "I
hoew that you could draw, evaluate the
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“Maybe 1

P

“Not at all. I know your chart. I counted
not only on your motor reactions, but your
intelligence. Felix, your mtelllgence rating
entitles you to the term ‘genius’ even in
these days.”

There followed a fauly long silence.
Mordan broke it. “Well?”

"You've said all you have to say?”

“For the moment.”

“Very well, then, I'll speak my piece. You
haven't said anything that convinces me. I
wasn’t aware that you planners took such
an intense interest in my germ plasm, but
you didn't tell me anything else that I did
not already know. My answer is ‘no’—"

“But~

“My turn—Claude. T'll tell you why.
Conceding that I am a superior survival
type—I don’t argue that; it’s true. I'm smart
and I'm able and I know it. Evenso, I know
of no reason why the human race shoxld
survive—other than the fact that their make-
up insures that they will. But there’s no
sense to the whole bloody show. There’s no
point to being alive at all. I'm damned if
Tl contribute to continuing the comedy.”

He paused. Mordan waited, then said
slowly, "Don’t you enjoy life, Felix?”

"1 certainly do,” Hamilton answered em-
;hmcally “T've got a cockeyed sense of

umor, and everything amuses me.”
“Then isn't life worth living for itself
alone?”

"It is for me. I intend to live as long as
T can and I ex to enjoy most of it. But
do most people enjoy life? I doubt it. As
near as I can tell from outward appearances
it's about fourteen to one against it.”

“Outward appearances may be deceiving.
I'am inclined to think that most people ase
happy.”
“Prove it!"”

MORDAN smiled. “You've got me. We
can measure most things about the
make-up of a man, but we've never been
able to measure that. However—don't you

expect your own descendants to inherit your
zest for living?”



18 TWO COMPLETE SCIENCE-ADVENTURE BOOKS

“Is it inheritable?” Hamilton asked sus-

head me. You know my chart.”

piciously.

“Well, truthfully, we don’t know. I can’t
point to a particular spot on a particular
chromosome and say, “There lies happiness.’
It's more subtle than blue eyes versus brown
eyes. But I want t6 delve into this more
deeply. Felix, when did you begin to suspect
that life was not worth living?”

Hamilton stood up and paced nervously.
He knew the answer to that question. He
knew it well. But did he wish to bare it to
this stranger?

No one speaks to a little child of chromo-
some charts, There was nothing to mark
him out from other infants in the first
development center he could remember. He
was a nobody, kindly and intelligently
treated, but of importance to no one but
himself. It had dawned on him slowly that
his abilities were superior. A bright child
is dominated in its early years by other,
duller children, simply because they are
older, larger, better informed. And there
are always those remote omniscient crea-
tures, the grown-ups.

He was ten—or was it eleven?>—when he
began to realize that in activity in which his
teachers were unable to mask the fact of
competition he usually excelled. After that
he tried to excel, to be conspicuously supe-
rior, cock-o-the-walk. He began to feel the
strongest of social motivations, the desire to
be appreciated. He knew now what he
wanted to be when he “grewup.”

He would be an encyclopedic synthesist.
All the really great men were synthesists.

he whole world was their oyster. Who
stood a chance of being elected to the Policy
Board but a synthesist? What specialist was
there who did not, in the long run, take his
orders from a synthesist? They were the
leaders, the men who knew everything, the
philosopher-kings whom the ancients had
dreamed of.

Hamilton looked at Mordan. The man’s
faceinvited confidence. “You're a synthesist,
aren’t you? You aren't & geneticist.”

“Naturally. I couldnt specialize in the
actual techniques. That takes a lifetime.”

“The best geneticist on your staff can’t
bope to sit where you are sitting.”

Of course not. They wouldn’t wish to.”

“Could I become your successor? Go

“No, you couldn’t.”

“Why not?”

“You know why. You have an excellent
memory, more than adequate for any other
purpose, but it's not an eidetic memory. A
synthesist must have complete memory in
otder to be able to cover the ground he must
cover.”

“And without it,” Hamilton added, “a
man can never be recognized as a synthesist.
He just isn’t one, any more than a man can
claim to be an engineer who can't solve
fourth-degree equations in his head. I
wanted to be a synthesist and I wasn't
equipped for it. When it was finally
Eoun ed into my head that I couldn't take

rst prize, I wasn't interested in second
prize.”

“Your son could be a synthesist.”

Hamilton shook his head. “It doesn't
matter any more. I still have the encyclo-
pedic viewpoint, but I wouldnt want to
trade places with you. You asked me when
and how it was that I first came to the con-
clusion that life doesn’t mean anything. I've
told you how I first began to have my
doubts, but the point is: I still have 'em.”

“Wait,” Mordan put in. “You still have
not heard the whole story. It was planned
that eidetic memory would be incorporated
in your line either in your generation or in
your father’s. Your children will have it, if
you co-operate. There is still another thing
lacking which needs to be added and will be
added. I said you were a survival type. You
are—except for one thing. You don't want
children. From a biological standpoint that
is as contra-survival as a compulsion to
suicide. You got that tendency from your
hyperdexter great-grandfather. The tendency
had to be accepted at the time as he was
dead before his germ plasm was used and
we hadn’t much supply in the bank to choose
from. But it will be corrected at this linkage.
Your children will be anxious to have chil-
dren—1I can assure you of that.”

“What's that to me?” Hamilton de-
manded. “Oh, I don’t doubt that you can do
it. You can wind 'em up and make 'em run.
You can probably eliminate my misgivings
and produce a line that will go on happily
breeding for the next ten million years.
That still doesn’t make it make sense. Sax-
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vivall What for? Until you can give me
some convincing explanation why the human
race should go on at all, my answer is
‘no’.” He stood up.

“Leaving?” asked Mordan,

“If you will excuse me.”

“ AREN'T you interested in knowing
something about the woman who we
believe is suitable for your line?”

“Not particularly.”

"I choose to interpret that as permission,”
Mordan answered affably. “Look over there.”
He touched a control on his desk; Hamilton
looked where he had been directed to. A
section of the wall faded away and gave
ﬂzcc to a stereo scene. It was as if they were

king out through an open window. Be-
fore them lay a garden swimming pool, its
surface freshly agitated—by diving, appar-
ently, for a head broke the surface of the
water. The swimmer took three easy strokes
toward the pickup, and climbed out on the
bank with effortless graceful strength. She
rolled to her knees, stood up, stretched and
laughed, apparently from sheer animal good
spirits, and glided out of the picture,
“Well?” asked Mordan.

“She's comely, but I've seen others.”

“It's not necessary that you ever lay eyes
on her,” the moderator added hastily. “She’s
your fifth cousin, by the way. The combina-
tion of your charts will be simple.” He
snapped off the scene, replaced it with a
static picture. “Your chart is on the right;
hers is on the left.” Two additional dia-
grams then appeared, one under his, one
under hers, “Those are the optimum haploid
charts for your respective gametes. They
combine so—" He touched another control;
a fifth chart, diploid, formed itself in the
center of the square formed by the four
others.

The charts were not pictures of chromo-
somes, but were made up of the subtle and
ingenious shorthand used by genetic tech-
nicians to reéaresent the extremely micro-
scopic bits of living matter which are the
arbiters of human make-up. Each chromo-
some was represented by a pattern which
more nearly resembled a spectrogram than
any other familiar structure. But the lan-
guage was a language of experts; to a lay-
man the charts were meaningless.

Even Mordan could not read the charts
unassisted. He depended on his technicians
to explain them to him when necessary.
Thereafter his unfailing memory enabled
him to recall the significance of the details.

One thing alone was evident to the unin-
structed eye: The two upper charts, Hamil-
ton’s and the girl’s contained twice as many
chromosome patterns—forty-eight to be ex-
act—as the charts of the gametes underneath
them. But the chart of the proposed off-
spring contained forty-eight representations
of chromosome—twenty-four from each of
its parents.

Hamilton ran his eye over the charts with
interest, and interest he carefully repressed.
“‘Very interesting, I'm sure,” he said indif-
ferently. “Of course, I don’t understand it.”

“T'd be glad to explain it to you.”

“Don’t bother. It’s hardly worth while, is
it?”

“I suppose not.” Mordan cleared the con-
trols; the picture snapped off. “I must ask
you to excuse me, Felix. Perhaps we can
talk another day.”

“Certainly, if you wish.” He glanced at
his host in some surprise, but Mordan was
as friendly and as smilingly urbane as ever.
He found himself in the outer office a few
moments later. They had exchanged good-
bys with all the appropriate intimate for-
mality of name-friends; nevertheless, he felt
a vague dissatisfaction, a feeling of incom-
pleteness, as if the interview had terminated
before it was over. To be sure, he had said
“no,” which was all the meeting required,
but he had not said it in all the circum-
stantial detail he had wished to.

Mordan went back to his desk and
switched the charts on again, all five of
them. He studied them, recalling all that he
had been taught about them and dwelling
with loving interest on the one in the
middle,

A chime at his desk played the phrase
announcing his chief technical assistant.
“Come in, Martha,” he invited without
looking around.

“I'm in, chief,” she replied almost at
once.

“Are—so you are,” he answered, turning
to her.

“Got a cigarette?”

“Help yourself.” She did so from the
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jeweled container on his desk, inhaled it into
life, and settled down comfortably. She was
older than he, iron-gray, and looked as com-
petenit as she was. Her somber laboratory
coveralls were in marked contrast to the
dignified dandyism of his costume, but they
fitted her character.

“Hamilton 243 just left, didnt he?”

“Yes.”

“When do we start?”

“Mm-m-m. How would the second Tues-
day of next week do?”

She raised her brows. “As bad as that?”

“I'm afraid so. He said ‘no.’ Ikicked him
out—gently—before he had time to rationa-
ize himself into a position from which he
would not care to back down later.”

“Why did he refuse? Is he in love?”

“No.”

“Then what's the catch?” She got up,
went to the screen and stared at Hamilton’s
chart, as if she might detect the answer
there.

“Mm-m-m. He posed me a question which
I must answer correctly—else he will not
co-ope rate.”

“Huh? What was the question?”

“T'll ask you. Martha, what is the mean-
ing of life?”

“What! Why, what a stupid question!”

“He did not ask it stupidly.”

“It's a aisychopathic question, unlimited,
unanswerable, and, in all probabilty, sense-
free.”

“I'm not so sure, Martha.”

“But— Well, I won't attempt to argue
with you outside my own field. But it seems
to me that ‘meaning’ is a purely anthrop-
omorphic conception. Life simply /5. It
exists.”

“He used the idea anthropomorphically.
What does life mean to men, and why
should he, Hamilton, assist in its continu-
ance? Of course, I couldn’t answer him. He
had me. And he proposes to play Sphinx
and not let us proceed uatil I solve his
riddle.”

“Fiddlesticks!” She snapped the cigarette
away savagely. “What does he think this
clinic is—a place to play word games? A
man should not be allowed to stand in the
way of mcialdprogrcss He doesn’t own the
life in his body. It belongs to all of us—so
the tace, He's a fool.

“You know he’s not,
pointed to the chart.

“No,” she admitted, “he’s not a fool.
Nevertheless, he should be required to co-
operate. It's not as if it would hurt him or
inconvenience him in any way.”

“Tut, tut, Martha. Th:re‘s a little matter
of constitutional law.”

“Iknow. I know. I abide by it, but I don't
have to worship it. Gtantcd it's a wise law,
but this is a special case.”

“They are all special cases.”

She did not answer him but turned back
to the charts. “My, oh, my,” she said half
to herself, “what a chart! What a beantiful
chart, chief!”

Martha.” He

I

MONROE-Alpha called for this ortho-
wife again the next evening. She
looked up and smiled as he came into her
apartment. “Two nights running,” she said.
“Clifford, you'll have me thinking you are
courting me.”

“I thought you wanted to go to this
patty," he said woodenly.

T do, my dear. And I ag]premte your
taking me. Half a minute, while I gown.’
She got up and slipped out of the room
with a slow-seeming, easy glide.

Larsen Hazel had beena popular dancing
star in her day, both remtgoand beamcast.
She had wisely decided to retire rather than
fight it out with younger women. She was
just thirty, two years younger than her
spouse.

“All ready,” she announced after an in-
terval hardly longer than her promise men-
tioned.

He could have commented on her cos-
tume at that moment. It deserved comment.
Not only did it do things with respect to her
laudable figure but its color, a live mermaid
green, harmonized with her hair and with
her sandals, her hair ornaments and her
costume clips. They all were of the same
dull gold as the skin-tight metallic habit
he had chosen.

He should at least have noticed that she
had considered what he was wearing in
selecting her apparel. Instead he answered:
“Fine. We'll be right on time.”

“It'’s a new gown, Clifford.”
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“It's very pxetty, he answered agreeably.
“Shall we go?

"Yes, surely.”

He said very little during the ride, but
watched the traffic as if the little car were not
perfectly capable of finding its way through
the swarming traffic without his supervision.
When the car finally growled to a stop at
the top floor of an outlying residence warren,
he started to raise the shell, but she put a
hand on his arm. “Let it be, for a moment,
Clifford. Can we talk for a little before we
get lost in a swarm of people?”

“Why, surely. Is something the matter?”

“Nothing—and everything. Clifford my
dear—there’s no need for us to go on as we
have been going.”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean if you stop to
think about it. I'm not necessary to you any
more—am I?”

“Why . .. uh ... Hazel, Idon’t know
why you should say a thing like that. You've
been swell. You're a swell girl, Hazel. No-
body could ask for anything more.”

“Mm-m-m—That’s as may be. I don’t
have any secret vices and I've never done
you any harm that I know of. But that's not
what I mean. You don’t get any pleasure
out of my company any more—any Jift.”

“Uh .. . that's not so. I couldn’t ask for
any better pal than you 've been. We've
never had any argu—"

She checked him with her hand. "You
still don’t understand me. It might be better
if we did quarrel a little. I'd have a better
idea of what goes on behind those big sol-
emn eyes of yours. You don't dislike me. In
fact, I think you like me as well as you like
anybody. You even like to be with me, some-
times, if you're tited and I happen to fit your
mood. But that isn’t enough. And I'm fond
enough o you to be concerned about you,
darling. You need something more than I've
been able to give you.”

“I don’t know how any woman could do
any more than you've done for me.”

“I do. I do, because I was once able to do
it. Do you remember when we first regis-
tered? I gave you a lift then. You were
happy. It made me happy, too. You were so
pathetically pleased with me and with every-
thing about me that sometimes I could cry,
just to look at you.”

I haven't stopped being pleased with

‘Not consciously. But I think I know
what has happened.”
“What?”

“I WAS still dancing then. I was tle great

Hazel, premiére danseuse. 1 wasevery-
thing you had never been. Glamour and
bright lights and music. I remember how
you used to call for me after a performance,
looking so proud and so glad to see me. And
1 was so impressed by your intellect—I still
am, dear—and I was so flattered that you
paid attention to me.”

"Whg, you could have had your pick of
all the braves in the country.”

“They didn’t look at me the way you did.
But that isn't the point. I'm not really glam-
orous and never was. I was just a working
girl, doing the job she could do best. Now
the lights are out and the music has stopped
and I'm no longer any help to you.”

“Don't say that.”

She placed a hand on his arm. “Be honest
with yourself, Cliff. My feelings aren’t hurt,
I'm not a romantic person. My feelings have
always been maternal, rather than anything
else. You're my baby. You aren’t happy and
1 want you to be happy.”

He shrugged helplessly. “What is there
to do about it? Even if everything you say
is true, what is there to do?”

“I could make a guess. Somewhere there
is a girl who is everything you thought I
was. Someone who can do for you what I
once did, by just being herself.”

“Hunnh! I don’t know where I'd find her.
There isn't any such person. No, the trouble
is with me, not with you. I'm the skeleton at
the feast. I'm morose by nature. That's that.”

“Hunnh right back at you. You haven't
found her because you haven't been looking
for her. You've fallen into a rut, Cliff.
Tuesdays and Fridays, dinner with Hazel.
Mondays and Thursdays, work-out at the
gymnasium. Week ends, go to the country
and soak up some natural vitamin-D. You
need to be shaken out of that. I'm going
down tomorrow and register a consent.”

“You wouldn't really!”

“1 certainly shall. Then, if you find some-
one who pleases your fancy, you can con-
firm it without any delay.”
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“But Hazel, I don’t want you to turn me
loose.”

“I'm not turning you loose. I'm just try-
ing to encourage you to have a roving el};c
You can come to see me whenever you like,
even if you remarry. But no more of this
Tuesday-and-Friday stuff. That's out. Try
phoning me in the middle of the night, or
duck out of your sacred office during work-
ing hours.”

“Hazel, you really don't want me to go
chasing after other women, do you?”

She took his chin in her hand. “Clifford,
you are a big, sweet dope. You know all
there is to know about mathematics, but
what you, don’t know about women would

fill reels.” She kissed him.
“But—"
“The party waits.”

He raised the shell of.the car. They got
out'and went on in,

THE townhouse of Johnson-Smith Estaire
occupied the entire top platform of the
warren. It was a conspicuous example of
conspicuous waste. The iving quarters—that
great pile of curiously assembled building
materials could hardly be called a home—
occupied perhaps a third of the space, the
rest was given over to gardens, both open
and covered. Her husband’s ridiculously
large income was derived from automatic
furniture; it was her fancy to have her house
display no apparent evidence of machine
domination,

So it was that real, live servants offered
to take their wraps—they had none—and
escorted them to the foot of the broad flight
of stairs at the top of which the hostess was
greeting her guests. She extended both arms
as Clifford and Hazel approached.

“My dear!” she bubbled to Hazel. “So
gentle of you to come! And your brilliant
husband.” She turned to her guest of honor,
standing at her side. “Dr. Thorgsen, these
are two of my dearest friends. Larsen Hazel
—such a clever little person, really. And
Master Monroe-Alpha Clifford. He does
things about money at the Department of
Finance. Dreadfully intricate. I'm sure you
would understand it—I don’t.”

Thorgsen managed to frown and smile
simultaneously. “Tbe Larsen Hazel? But you
are—I recognize you. Will you be dancing

for us tonight?”

“I no longer dance.”

“What a pity! That is the first unfavorable
change I've found on Earth. I've been away
ten years.”

“You've been on .Pluto. How fares it
there, doctor?”

“Chilly.” He repeated his somewhat
frightening mixed expression. Clifford
caught his eye and bowed deeply. “I am
honored, learned sir."

“Don’t let it— I mean, not at all. Or
something like that. Dama it, sir. I'm not
used to all this fancy politeness. Forgotten
how to do it. We have a communal colony,
you know. No weapons.”

Monroe-Alpha had noticed with surprise
that Thorgsen was unarmed and brassarded,
yet he carried himself with the easy arro-
gance of an armed citizen, sure of his posi-
tion. “The life must be quite different,” he
offered.

“It is. It is. Nothing like this. Work, a
little gossip, bed, and back to work again.
You're in finance, eh? What sort of thing?”

“I compute the reinvestment problem.”

“That? Now I know who you are. We
heard of your refinement of the general solu-
tion—even out on Pluto. High computation,
that. Makes our little stereo-parallax puzzles
look fiddlin

“I would hardly say s0.”

“I would. Perhaps we can find a chance
to ta’l’k later. You could give me some ad-
vice.

“I would be honored.”

Several late comers were waiting in line.
Hazel could see that their hostess was be-
coming impatient. They moved on. “Enjoy
yourselves, my dears,” she invited them.
“There are, well, things—" She waved
vaguely.

HERE were indeed “things.” Two thea-

tres were available, one of which was
giving a continuous performance of all the
latest and smartest stereo-reels, the other
provided the current spot news for anyone
who could not relax without knowing what
was going on out of his sight. There were
gaming rooms, of course, and dozens of
Iittle snuggeries where small groups ot
couples could enjoy each other’s company
tete-d-tete. A currently popular deceiver cie-



BEYOND THIS HORIZON 23

culated through the crowd, displaying his
jests and deceptions and soplusncated leger-
demain to any who cared to watch.

Food and drink in lavish variety, quality
and quantity were available everywhere.

The sweeping tesselated ballroom floor
was lightly filled. Pattern dancing would
come later. The huge room faced, with no
wall intervening, into one of the covered
gardens, unlighted save for lights below the
surface of numerous rocky little pools. The
other side of the ballroom was limited by
the transparent wall of the swimming bath,
the surface of what was on the floor above.
In addition to ornate decoration and moving,
colored lights on the water side of the crys-
tal wall, the swimmers themselves, by virtue
of the inescapable gracefulness of underwa-
ter movement, gave life and harmony to that
side of the room.

Clifford and Hazel seated themselves at
that wall and leaned against the glass. “Shall
we dance?” he asked.

“No, not just yet.” A girl, swimming on
the other side of the wall, glided down to-
ward them and blew bubbles against the
glass. Hazel followed the girl's nose with
her forefinger, tracing against the glass. The
swimmer grinned, she smiled back. I think
I'd like a dip, if you don’t mind.”

“Not at all.”

“Join me?”

“No, thanks.”

After she had gone he wandered around
aimlessly for a few minutes. The recreations
at hand left him cold; he was searching half-
heartedly for a niche in which he could be
alone to nurse his melancholy and perhaps
a drink as well. But c t melan-

the period in which it was set up. But no-
thing more than that. The notion that life
coulﬁ be preserved in it, unchanged, in ab-
solute stzsls for several centuries, is pre-
posterous.”

“How do you know? It’s certain that they
thought they had found 2 way of suspending,
uh, shall we say freezing entropy. The ia-
structions with the field are perfectly plain.”

Monroe-Alpha began to understand what
they were talking about. It was the so-called
Adirondack stasis field. It had been a three-
day wonder when it was discovered, a gen-
eration earlier, in a remote part of the
mountains from which it got its name. Not
that the field itself was spectacular—it was
simply an impenetrable area of total reflec-
tion, a cubical mirror. Perhaps not impen-
etrable, for no real effort had been made to
penetrate it—because of the plaque of in-
structions found with it,

THE plaque stated quite simply that the
field contained living specimens of the
year 1926—old style, of course—which
could be released by the means given below
—but there was nothing below.

Since the field had not been passed down
in the custody of recognized institutions,
there was a strong tendency to regard the
whole matter as a hoax. Nevertheless, at-
tempts had been made to guess the secret of
that blank plaque.

“That isn’t the matter of real interest,”
spoke up a third man. “Let us consider the
purely intellectual problem of the hypotheti-

man who might thus be passed dowa to
us, out of the Dark Ages.” He was a slender,
in his late twenties, Clifford

choly—had had the same idea; the smaller
hideaways were populated. He gave up and
entered a medium-sized lounge, already oc-
cupied by a stag group of half a dozen or
s0. They were engaged in the ancient sport
of liquidating world problems in liquid.

He hesitated at the door, elevated his
brows in query, received casual gracious con-
sent from one who caught his eye, came on
in and found a seat. The hot-air session went
on.

“Suppose they do release the field?” one
of the men present was saying. “What will
it amount to? What will it contain? Some
artifacts possibly, perhaps some records of

yudged—and dressed in a turquoise blue
satin which brought out the pallor of his
face. He spoke with slow intensity. “What
would he think of this world in which he
suddenly finds himself? What have we to
offer him in exchange for that which he
has left behind?”

"What have we ta offer him? Every-
thing! Look around you.”

The young man answered with a superior
smile. k around you. Gadget
but what need has he for gadgets? He comes
from an earlier, braver world. A world of
independence and dignity. Each man tilled
his own plot of ground with his woman by
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his side. He raised his own children, straight
and strong, and taught them to wrest their
food from Mother Earth. He had no arti-
ficial lights, but he had no need for them.
He was up with the dawn and busy with
his serious, fundamental affairs. At sundown
he was tired and welcomed the rest of the
night. If his body was sweaty and dusty with
honest labor, he took a dip in his own brook.
He needed no fancy swimming baths. He
vgals based, rock solid, on primitive essen-
tials.”

“And you think he actually /iked that
better than modern comforts.” -

“I certainly do, Those men were happy.
They lived naturally, as the Great Egg in-
tended they should.”

Monroe-Alpha turned the idea over in his
mind. There was something devilishly ap-
pealing about it. He felt, quite sincerely,
that he cared nothing for gadgets. Not even
for his master accumulator. It was not the
machine he cared about, but the mathemat-
1cal principles involved. And since when did
a mathematician need any tools but his own
head? Pythagoras had done well enough
with a stick and a stretch of sand. As for
other matters, if he and Hazel were part-
ners in the old, old fight to win a living
from the eternal soil, would they have drift-
ed apart?

He closed his eyes and visualized him-
self back in the simple, golden days of
1926. He was dressed in homespun, woven
by his-wife’s capable hands—or even in the
skins of animals, cured on their cabin door.
There would be children somewhere about
—three he thought. When the day's work
was over, he would walk to the top of the
hill with his oldest son, and show him the
beauty of the sunset. When the stars came
out he would explain to him the intricate
wonders of astronomy. Wisdom would be

assed down from father to son, as it had
een.

There would be neighbors—strong, silent
men, whose curt nod and hard handclasp
meant more than the casual associations of
modern “civilization.”

There were others present who did not
accept the thesis as readily as Monroe-Alpha.
The argument was batted back and forth
until it grew somewhat acrimonious. The
young man who had started it—Gerald
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seemed to be his name—got up and asked
the company to excuse him. He seemed
slightly miffed at the reception his tdeas
had gotten.

Monroe-Alpha arose quickly and followed
him out of the room. “Excuse me, gentle
sir.

Gerald paused. “Yes?”

“Your ideas interest me, Will you grant
me the boon of further conversation?”

“Gladly. You do me honor, sir.”

“The benefit is mine. Shall we find 2
spot and sit?”

“With pleasure.”

AMILTON FELIX showed up at the
party somewhat late. His credit ac-
count was such that be rated an invitation
to any of Johnson-Smith Estaire’s grand
levees, although she did not like him—his
remarks confused her; she more than half
suspected the amused contempt he had for
her.

Hamilton was troubled by no gentlemanly
scruples which might have kept him from
accepting hosP[tality under the circum-
stances. Estaire’s parties swarmed with peo-
ple in amusing combinations. Possessing no
special talents of her own, she nevertheless
had the knack of inducing brilliant and in-
teresting persons to come to her functions.
Hamilton liked that.

In any case there were always swarms of
people present. People were always funny
—the more, the merrier!

He ran across his friend Monroe-Alpha
almost at once, walking in company with
some young fellow dressed in a blue that
did not suit his skin. He touched his shoul-
der. “Hi, Cliff.”

“Oh—hello, Felix.”

“Busy?”

“At the moment, yes. A little later?”

“Spare me a second. Do you see that
bucko leaning against a pillar over there?
Now—he's looking this way.”

“What about him?”

“I think I should recognize him, but I

on't.”

“I do. Unless I am misled by a close re-
semblance, he was in the party of the man
you burned last night.”

“Sooo! Now that's interesting.”

“Try to stay out of trouble, Felix.”



BEYOND THIS HORIZON 25

“Don't worry. I wouldn'’t stain my host-
ess’ pretty floors. Thanks, Cliff.”
“Not at all.”

They moved on, left Hamilton watching
the chap he had inquired about. The man
evidently beame aware that he was being
watched fox he left his place and came di-
rectly to Hamil He paused ac -
ous three paces away and said, "I come in
friendship, gentle sir.”

" ‘The House of Hospitality incloses none
but friends,” ” Hamilton quoted formally.

“You are kind, sir. I\iy name is McFee

Norbert.”
"Mme is Hamilton Felix.”
“Yes, I know.”

Hamilton suddenly changed his manner.
“Ah! Did your friend know that when he
chopped at me?”

McFee glanced quickly to the right and
left, as if to see whether or not the remark
had been overheard. It was obvious that he
did not like the tack. “Softly, sir. Softly,”
he protested. “I tell you I come in friend-
ship. That was a mistake, a regrettable mis-
take. His quarrel was with another.”

“'So? Then why did he challenge me?”

"It was a mistake, I tell you. I am deeply
<ony

“See here,” said Hamilton. “Is this pro-
cedure? If he made an honest error, why
does he not come to me like a man? Il re-
ceive him in peace.”

“He is not able to.”

“"Why? I did no morethan wing him.”

“Nevertheless, he is not able to. I assure
vyou he has been—disciplined.”

Hamilton looked at him sharply. “You
say ‘disciplined'—and he is not able to meet
with me. Is he—perhaps—so ‘disciplined’
that he must tryst with a mortician instead?"

The other hesitated a moment. “May we

«peak privately—under the rose?”

here is more here than shows above
water. I don't like the rose, my friend Nor-
bert.”

McFee shrugged. “I am sorry.”

Hamilton considered the matter. After
all, why not? The set-up looked amusing.
He hooked an arm in McFee’s. “Let it be
under the rose, then. Where shall we talk?”

McFee filled his glass again. “You have
admitted, Friend Felix, that you are

not wholly in sympathy with the ridiculous
ﬁenmc policy of our so-called culture. We
new that,”

“How?”

“Does it matter? We have our—ways. I
know you to be a man of courage and ability,
ready for anything. Would you like to put
your resources to work on a really worth-
while project, worthy of a man?”

I would need to-know what the project

is.

“Naturally. Let me say—no, perhaps it
is just as well not to say anythmg Why
should I burden you with secrets?”

Hamilton refused the gambit. He just sat.
McFee waited, then added, “Can I trust you,
my friend?”

“If you can't, then what is my assurance
worth?”

The intensity of McFee's deep-set eyes re-
laxed a little for the first time. He almost
smiled. “You have me. Well—I fancy my-
self a good judge of men. I choose to trust
you. Remember, this is still under the rose.
Can you conceive of a l;:ogram, scientifically
glanned to give us the utmost from the

nowledge we have, which would not be in-
hibited by the silly rules under which our
official geneticists work?”

“I can conceive of such a program, yes.”

“Backed by tough-minded men, men ca-
pable of thin{ing for themselves?”

Hamilton nodded. He still wondered what
this brave was driving at, but he had decided
to see the game through.

“There isn't much more I can say—here,”
McFee concluded. “You know where the
Hall of the Wolf is?”

“Certainly.”

“You are a member?”

Hamilton nodded. Everybody, or almost
everybody, belonged to the Ancient Benevo-
lent and Fraternal Order of the Wolf. He
did not enter the portals once in six months,
but it was convenient to have a place to
rendezvous in a strange city. The order was
about as exclusive as a rainstorm.

“Good. Can you meet me there, later to-
night?”

“I could.”

“There’s a room there where some of my
friends sometimes gather. Don't bother to
inquire at the desk—it’s in the Hall of
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Romulus and Remus, directly opposite the
escalator. Shall we say at two hundred?”
“Make it half past two.”
“As you wish.”

ONROE-ALPHA CLIFFORD saw hes

first during the grand promenade. He

could not have to%d truthfully why she caught

his eye. She was beautiful, no doubt, but

beauty alone is, of course, no special mark

of distinction among girls. They cannot help

being beautiful, any more than can a Persian
cat, or a Luna moth, or a fine race horse.

What she did possess is less easy to tag.
Perhaps it will do to state simply but in-
adequately that, when Monroe-Alpha caught
sight of her, he forgot about the delightful
and intriguing conversation he had been
having with Gerald, he forgot that he did
not care much for dancing and had been
roped into taking part in the promenade
only through his inadvertent presence in the
ballroom when the figure was announced, he
forgot his own consuming melancholy,

He was not fully aware of all this. He
was only aware that he had taken a second
look and that he thereafter spent the entire
dance trying to keep track of her. As a result
of which he danced even more badly than
usual. He was forced to apologize to his
temporary partners more than once for his
awkwardness.

But he continued to be awkward, for he
was trying to work out in his head the prob-
lem of whether or not the figures of the
dance would bring them together, make
them partners for an interval. If he had
been confronted with the question as an ab-
stract problem— Given: The choreographic
score of the dance. Required: Will Unit A
and Unit B ever come in contact?>—had it
been stated thus, he could have worked out
the answer almost intuitively, had he con-
sidered it worthy of his talents.

To attempt to solve it after the dynamic
had commenced, when he himself was one
of the variables, was another matter. Had he
been in the second couple? Or the ninth?

He had decided that the dance would no?
bring them together, and was trying to figure
out some way to fudge—to exchange posi-
tions with another male dancer—when the
dance did bring them together.

He felt her fingertips in his. Then her

weight was cradled against his hand as he
swung her by the waist. He was dancing
lightly, beautifully, ecstatically. He was out-
doing himself—he could feel it.

Fortunately, she landed on top.

Because of that fact he could not even
help her to her feet. She scrambled up and
attempted to help bm . He started laborious-
ly to frame his apology in the most abjectly
formal tones he could manage when he re-
alized that she was laughing. “Forget it,”
she interrupted him. “It was fun. We'll prac-
tice that step on the quiet. It will be a sen-
sation.”

“Most gracious madame—" he began
again.

“The dance—" she said. “We'll be lost.”
She slipped away through the crowd, found
her place.

Monroe-Alpha was too demoralized by
the incident to attempt to find his éuxopex
place. He slunk away, too concerned with
his own thalamic whirlwind to worry over
the gaucherie he was committing in leaving
a figure dance before the finale.

He located her again, after the dance,
but she was in the midst of a group of peo-
ple, all strangers to him. A dextrous young
ﬁallant could have improvised a dozen

lodges on the spot whereby the lady could
have been approached. He had no such
talent.

He wished fervently that his friend
Hamilton would show up in the crowd—
Hamilton would know what to do. Hamil-
ton was resourceful in such matters. People
never scared him.

She was laughing about something. Two
or three of the braves around her laughed,
too. One of them glanced his way. Damn
it—were they laughing at him?

Then she looked his way. Her eyes were
warm and friendly. No, she was not laugh-
ing at him, He felt for an instant that he
knew her, that he had known her for a
long time, and that she was inviting him,
as plain as speech, to come join her. There
was nothing coquettish about her gaze. Nor
was it tomboyish. It was easy, honest and
entirely feminine.

He might have screwed up his courage
to approach her then, had not a hand been
placed on his arm. “T've been looking every-
where for you, young fellow.”
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It was Dr. Thorgsen. Monroe-Alpha
managed to stammer. "Uh—How do you
fare, learned sir?”

“As usual. You aren’t busy, are you? Can
we have a gab?”

Monroe-Alpha glanced back at the girl.
She was no longer looking at him, was in-
stead giving rapt attention to something one
of her companions was saying. Oh, well, he
thought, you can’t expect a girl to regard
being tumbled on a dance floor as the equi-
valent of a formal introduction. He would
look up his hostess later and get her to
introduce them.

“I'm not busy,” he
“Where shall we go?”

“Let’s find some place where we can dis-
tribute the strain equally on all parts,”
Thorgsen boomed. “I'll snag a pitcher of
drinks.

“I see by this morning’s news that your
department announces another increase in
the dividend,” he commenced.

“Yes,” Monroe-Alpha agreed, a little
mystxﬁed There was nothing startling in
an increase in the productivity of the cul-
ture. The reverse would have been news;
an increase was routine.

“1 suppose there is an undistributed sur-
plus?”

“Of course. There always is.”

“The surplus,” Thorgsen went on, “have
they ﬁgured out what they intend to do
with it?”

“Not entirely, I am xeasonably sure,”
Monroe-Alpha told him. "I haven't given
it much heed. I'm a computer, you know,
not a planner.”

“Yes, I know. But you're in closer touch
with these planning chappies than I am.
Now I've got a little project in my mind
which I'd like the Policy Board to pay for.
If you'll listen, I'd like to tell you about
it and, I hope, get your help in putting it
over.”

“Why dont you take it up with the
Board directly?” Monme-Alpha suggested.

“I have no vote in the matter.”

“No, but you know the ins and outs of
the Board and I don’t. Besides, I think you
can appreciate the beauty of the project.
Offhand, it's pretty expensive mf quite
useless.”

“That's no handicap.”

acknowledged.

“Huh? I thought a project had to be
useful?”

“Not at all. It has to be worth while
and that generally means that it has to be
of benefit to the whole population. But it
should not be useful in an economic sense.”

“Hm-m-m. I'm afraid this one won't
benefit anybody.”

“That is not necessarily a drawback.
‘Worth while’ is an elastic term. But what
is it?”

‘l'horgsen hesitated a  moment before
replying. “You've seen the ballistic plane-
tarium at Buenos Aires?”

“No, I haven't. I know about it, of
course.”

“It’s a beautiful thing! Think of it, man
—a machine which will calculate the posi-
tion of any body in the Solar System, at any
time, past or future, and give results accu-
rate to seven places.”

“It's nice,” Monroe-Alpha agreed. “The
basic problem is elementary, of course.” It
was—to him. To a man who dealt in the
maddeningly erratic variables of socio-
economic-problems, in which an unpredict-
able whim of fashion could upset a care-
fully estimated prediction, a little problem
involving a primary, nine planets, a couple
of dozen satellites, and a few hundred
major planetoids, all operating under a
single invariable rule, was just that—ele-
mentary. It might be a little complex to
set up, but it involved no real mental labor.

“Elementary!” Thorgsen seemed almost
offended. “Oh, well, have it your own way.
But what would you think of a machine to
do the same thing for the entire physical
universe?”

“Eh? Id think it was fantastic.”

“So it would be—now. But suppose we
attempted to do it for this galactic island
on!

‘Snll fantastic. The variables would be
of the order of three times ten to the tenth,
would they not?”

ES. But why not? If we had time

enough—and money enough. Here
is all I propose,” he said earnestly. “Sup-
pose we start with the few thousand masses
on which we now have accurate vector
values, We would assume straight-line
motion for the original set-up. With the
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statiops we now have on Pluto, Neptune
and Titan, we could start checking at once.
Later on, as the machine was revised, we
could include some sort of empirical treat-
ment of the edge effect—the limit of our
field, I mean. The field would be approxi-
mately a prolate ellipsoid.”

“Double prolation, wouldn’t it be, in-
cluding parallax shown by our own stellar
drift?”

“Yes, yes. That would become impor-
tant.”

“I suppose you will include the Solar
Phoenix devolution?”

“Huh?” :

“Why, I should think that was obvious.
You'll type the stars, won’t you? The pro-
gression of the hydrogen-helium transfor-
mation in each body is certainly a key
datum.”

“Brother, you're way ahead of me. I was
thinking only of master ballistic solution?”

“Why stop with that? When setting up
a structural analogue why not make the
symbolic mechanism as similar to the proc-
ess as possible?”

“Sure, sure. You're right, I just wasn't
that ambitious. I was willing to sell out
for less. Tell me—d’you think the Board
would go for it?”

“Why not? It's worth while, it's very
expensive, it will run on for years, and it
doesn’t show any prospect of being eco-
nomically productive. I would say it was
tailor-made for subsidy.”

“It does me good to hear you say so.”

They made a date for the following day.

As soon as he could gracefully do so,
Monroe-Alpha  excused  himself  from
Thorgsen and went back to where he had
last seen the girl. She was no longer there.
He spent more than an hour looking for
her, and was finally forced to the conclusion
that she had left the party, or had hidden
herself very cleverly. She was not in the
swimming bath, or, if she were, she was
capable of remaining under water longer
than ten minutes. She was not in any of
the accessible rooms—he had risked his life
quite unconscious, so thoroughly had he
searched the dark corners.

He intended to tell Hazel of the inci-
dent on the way to her home, but could not
find the words. What was there to tell,

really? He had seen an attractive girl, and
had managed to trip her by his clumsiness.
What was there in that? He did not even
know her name. And it did not, somehow,
seem like just the evening to speak to Hazel
of other women. Good old Hazel!

She noticed his preoccupation, noticed
that it differed in character from his earlier
glumness. “Enjoy yourself, Clifford?”

“I think so. Yes.”

“Meet any attractive girls?”

“Why, uh, yes. Several.”

“That’s nice.”

“See here, Hazel—you don’t intend to
go through with this silly divorce business,
do you?”

“Ido.”

One might think that he lay awake that
night, filled with romantic thoughts of the
nameless beauty. One would be wrong. He
did think of her, but only for long enough
to work out a suitable face-rehabilitating
daydream, one in which he made killingly
witty remarks anent his own awkwardness
to which she responded with proper appre-
ciation. It had not even been necessary to
bulldoze any of the braves who surrounded
her. They, too, had applauded his wit.

Nor did he think long of Hazel. If she
saw fit to break the contract, that was her
business. Not that there was any sense to it
—it -did not occur to him that anything
could greatly change their relationship. But
he would stop this twice-a-week dine-and-
visit. A woman appreciated a few surprises,
he supposed.

All this was simply to clear the circuits
for the serious getting-to-sleep thoughts.
Thorgsen’s proposal. A really pretty prob-
lem, that. A nice problem—

AMILTON FELIX had a much busier
night. So busy that he had much on
his mind at breakfast the next morning.
Decisions to make, matters to evaluate. He
did not even turn on the news, and, when
the annunciator informed him that a visitor
waited outside his door, he punched the
“welcome” key absent-mindedly, without
stopping to consider whether he really
wished to see anyone. Some woman, he had
noticed, from the mug plate. His thoughts
went no further.
She came in and perched herself on the
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arm of a chair, one leg swinging. “Well,”
she said, “good morning, Hamilton Felix!”

He looked at her in puzzlement. “Do we
know each other?” -

“Noo0o,” she said calmly, “but we will.
1 thought it was about time I looked you
over.”

“I know!” He stabbed the air with a
forefinger. “You are the woman Mordan
picked for me!”

“That's right. Of course.”

““Why, damn your impudence! What the
devil do you mean by invading my privacy
like this?”

“Tas! Tus! Tut! Is that any way to talk
to the future mother of your children?”

“Mother of my fiddlesticks! If I needed
anything to convince me that I want to have
nothing to do with the scheme, you have
given it to me. If I ever do have children,
it won't be by you!”

She was dressed in shorts and a boyish
corselet. In defiance of usual custom for her
sex she wore, belted to her side, a hand
weapon, small but deadly. She stood up at
his words, and rested her hands on her
hips. “What's wrong with me?” she said
slowly.

“What's wrong with you! What isn't
wrong with you? I know your type. You're
one of these ‘independent’ women, anxious
to claim all the privileges of men, but none
of the responsibilities. I can just see you,
swaggering around town with that damned
little spit gun at your side, demanding all
the rights of an armed citizen, picking
fights in the serene knowledge that no
brave will call your bluff. You make me
sick!”

She remained still, but her face was cold.
“You are a shrewd judge of character,
aren’t you? Now you listen to me for a
while. I haven't drawn this gun, except in
practice, for years. I dont go around in-
sisting on privileges and I am just as
punctiliously polite as the next brave.”

“Then why do you wear it?”

“Is there anything wrong with a woman
preferring the dignity of an armed citi-
zen? I don't like to be coddled and I don't
like to be treated like a minor child. So
1 waive immunity and claim my right—I
go armed. What's wrong with that?”

“Nothing—if that were really the case.

Which it isn’t. You give the lie to yous
own words by the fashion in which you
broke in on me. A man couldn't get away
with it.”

“So! So? Let me remind you, you ill
mannered oaf, that you signaled ‘welcome’
and let me in. You did not have to. Once
inside, before I could say yes, no or maybe,
you Bstaned to snarl at me.”

“But—""

“Never mind! You think you have a
grievance. I said I hadn’t drawn this gun
in years—that doesn’t mean I'm not ready
to! I'm going to give you a chance, my fine
bucko boy, to work out that grievance. Belt
on your gun.”

“Don't be silly.”

“Strap on your gun! Or, so help me,
I'll take it away from you and hang it in the
Square.”

Instead of answering he moved towaed
her. She gripped her weapon, half drew it.
“Stand back! Stand back, or I'll burn you.”

He checked himself and looked at her
face. “Great Egg!” he said delightedly. "1
honestly believe you would.”

“Of course I would.”

“That,” he admitted, “'puts a different
face on things, doesn’t it?” He eased back a
step, as if to parley. She relaxed a trifle,
and removed her fist from the grip of thc
weapon.

E LUNGED forward, low, tackling her
around the knees. They rolled on the
floor, tussled briefly.

He banged her knuckles hard againsi
the polished floor, grabbed the shank of
the weapon with his other hand and broke
it out otP her grasp. Still grasping her wrist,
he struggled to his knees and moved away
from the spot, half dragging her behind
him. He ignored the minor violences that
were happening to his person in the
process. When he was within reach he
chucked her gun in the corner and turned
his attention back to her.

Heedless of her struggles he picked her
up and carried her to a large chair where
he scated himself with her on his lap. He
pinned her legs between his knees, forced
her arms behind her back until he manage
to get both her wrists inone of his fists.

She bit him in the process.
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With her thus effectively immobilized,
he settled back, holding her away from
him, and looked at her face. “Now
we can talk,” he said cheerily. He measured
her face with his eye, and slapped her
once, not too hard, but with plenty of sting
in it. “That's for biting. Don't do it again.”

“Let me go.”

“Be reasonable. If you look closely, you
will see that I am nearly forty kilos heavier
than you are, and a lot taller. You are tough
and strong—I've got to hand it to you—
but I'm a hell of a sight stronger and
tougher. What you want doesn’t make any
difference.”

“What do you intend to do with me?”

“Talk to you. Yes, and I think I'll kiss

ou.”

She answered this by giving a brief but
entirely futile imitation of a small cyclone,
with wild-cat overtones. When it was over
he said, “Put your face up.”

She did not. He took a handful of hair
and snapped her head back. “No biting,”
he wamed “or I'll beat the holy hell out

of

ghe did not bite him, but she did not help
with the kiss, either. “That,” he observed
conversationally, “was practically a waste of
time. You ‘independent’ girls don’t know
anything about the art.”

“What's wrong with the way I kiss?”
she said darkly.

“Everything. I'd as leave kiss a twelve-
year-old.”

“I can kiss all right if I want to.”

I doubt it. I doubt if you've ever been
kissed before. Men seldom make passes at
girls that wear guns.”

“That’s not true.”

“Caught you on the raw, didn’t I? But
it is true and you know it. See here—
Tll give you a chance to prove I'm wrong,
and then we'll talk about lcmng you go.

“You're hurting my arm.”

“Well—"

This kiss was longer than the first one,
about eight times as long. Hamilton re-
leased her, drew his breath, and said
nothing.

“Well?”

“Young lady,” he said slowly, “I've mis-
judged you. Twice, I've misjudged you.”

“Will you let me go now?”

TWO COMPLETE SCIENCE-ADVENTURE BOOKS

Let you go? That last deserves an en-
core.”

“That’s not fair.”

“My lady,” he said quite seriously,
" fair’ is a purely abstract concept. By the
‘way what is your name?”

“Longcourt Phyllis. You're changing the
subject.”

“How about the encore?”

“Oh, well!” He relaxed his hold on her
completely. None the less, it was as long
and as breath-consuming as the last. At its
conclusion she had a hand through his hair,
mussing it.

“You heel,”
heel!”

“From you, Phylhs, that’s a compliment.
How about a drink?”
“I could use one.”

she said. “You dirty

HE MADE 2 ceremony of selecting the
liquor, fetching glasses, and pouring.
He paused with his glass in the air. “Shall
we pledge peace?”

She checked her own glass before it
reached her mouth. “At this point? I think
not. I want to catch you armed.”

“Oh, come now. You fought valiantly
and were licked with honor. To be sure I
slaPped you, but you bit me. It’s even.”

“How about the kisses?”

He grinned. “That was an even exchange.
Don't be stuffy. I don't want you hunting
me down. Come on. Peace, and let by-
gones be bygones.” He raised his glass a
trifle.

He caught her eye and she smiled in
sp:te of herself. “All n&ht—peace

“Have another drink?”
“No, thanks. I've got to go.”

“What's the hurry?”

“1 :eally must go. May I have my blazer
now.

He recovered it, and dusted it off.
mine, you know. 1 won it.”

“You wouldn’t keep it, would you?”

“That’s what I mean,” he said, “about
you armed women just pretending to take a
man’s part. A man would never ask for his
gun back. He would wear a brassard first.”

“Are you going to keep it?”

“No, but I wish you wouldn't wear it.”

“Why not?”

“Because I want to take you to dinner

“It's
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tunight.’l’d feel a fool, escorting an armed
‘woman.”

She looked at him. “You're an odd one,
Hamilton Felix. Slap a girl around, then ask
her to dinner.”

“You'll come?”

“Yes, I'll come.” She unsnapped her gun
belt and tossed it to him. “Tube them back
to me. The address is one the name plate.”

“Twenty hundred?”

“Or a few minutes after.”

“Do you know, Phyllis,” he said as he
dilated the door for her, “I have a feelin
that you and I are going to have lots ang
lots of fun,”

She gave him a slow, sidelong look.
“You'll find out!”

v

HAMILTON turned away from the door
purposefully. There were things to
be done, urgent things. That little she-cat
Phyllis was diverting, but time’s awasting.
He stepped to his phone and called Mon-
roe-Alpha.

“Cliff? In your office, I see. Stay
there.” He clicked off without offering
explanation.

"Good morning, Felix,” Monroe-Alpha
said with his usual formality as he ushered
him in. “You seemed perturbed. Anything
wrong?”

“Not exactly. I want you to do me a
favor. Say—what’s gotten into you?”

“Me? What do you mean?”

“Yesterday you looked like a six-day
corpse. Today you sparkle, you glow.
There’s a song on your lips and a ‘hey,
nonny, nonny. How come?”

“I didnt know that it showed in my
face, but it is true that I am feeling some-
what elated.”

“Why? Did the money machine declare
another dividend?”

“Didn'’t you see the news this morning?”

“As a matter of fact, no. Why?”

“They opened the Adirondack Stasis?”

“Well?”

“It had a man in it, a live man.”

Hamilton’s eyebrows crawled up. “That's
interesting, if true. But do you mean to
tell me the discovery of this human fossil is
the cause of your childlike glee?”

“But don't you see it, Felix? Don't you
feel the significance of it?> He's an actual
representative out of the golden days when
the race was young—back when life was
simple and good, before we messed it up
with a lot of meaningless complications.
Think what he can tell us!”

“Maybe. What year is he from?”

“Uh . .. 1926, on the old scale.”

1926 . . . let’'s see— I'm no historian,
but I didn't know that that period was such
glowing Utopia. I had a notion it was pretty
primitive.”

“That’s just what I mean—simple and
beautiful. I'm not a historian, either, but I
met a chap last night who told me a lot
about it. He’s made quite a study of it.”
He launched into an enthusiastic descrip-
tion of Frisby Gerald's concept of life in
the twentieth century.

Hamilton waited for him to run out of
breath, then said, “I don’t know. I wouldn’t
know, but it seems to me your gears don't
mesh.”

“Why?"

“Well, I don't think this present day is
everything it might be, but I will say I think
it is probably the best set-up the human race
has ever managed. No, Cliff, this ‘Back-
to-the-good-old-days’ stuff is the bunk. We
get more for less, with less trouble, nowa-
days, than ever before in history.”

“Well, of course,” Monroe-Alpha an-
swered tartly, “if you have to have an
automaton to rock you to sleep at night—"

“Save it. I can sleep on a pile of rock, if
necessary, but I think it foolish to go out
of your way to seek discomforts.” -

Monroe-Alpha did not answer, Hamilton
saw that his words had rankled and added,
“That was strictly a personal opinion. May-
be you're right. Let’s forget it.”

“What was the favor you wanted?”

“Oh, yes! Cliff, you know Mordan?”

“The district moderator?”

“The same. I want you to call him up
and make a date for him to meet me—I
mean, to meet you.”

“Why should I want to see him?"

“You don’t. I'll keep the date.”

“Why all the fancy business?”

“Cliff, don’t ask me questions. Do it for
me.”

Monroe-Alpha still hesitated. “You ask
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me_to do this blind. Is it—everything it
should be:

Chﬂ"

Monroe-Alpha flushed. “Sorry, Felix. 1
know it’s all right if you want it. How
shall I get him to agree?”

“Make it insistent enough and he’'ll be
there.”

"Where, by the way?”

“At my . . . no, that wont do. Let me
use your flat.”

“Certainly. What time?”

“Noon.”

MORDAN came into the flat looking
slightly puzzled. He looked stilt
more puzzled and surprised when he saw
Hamilton. “Felix! What brings you here?”

“To see you, Claude.”

“S0? Where is our host?”

“He won't be here. Claude, I arranged
this. I had to sce you and I couldn't do it

enly.”

“Really? Why not?”

“Because,” Hamilton said
“there is a spy in your office.”

Mordan sumply waited.

“Before we go into that,” Hamilton went
on, “I want to ask you one question: Did
you sic Longcourt Phyllis on me?”

Mordan looked apprehensive. “Decidedly
not. Have you seen her?”

“Decidedly yes. A sweet little hellcat you
picked for me, Claude.”

“Don’t be too hasty in your judgment,
Felix. I admit she is a bit startling, but
she is sound, absolutely sound. Her chart
is admirable.”

“0. K., O. K. To tell the truth I rather
enjoyed the encounter. But I wanted to
make sure you had not been trying to
maneuver me.”

“Not at all, Felix.”

“Fine. 1 didn't get you up here just to
ask you that. I said there was a spy in your
office. 1 know that because our private
conversation the other day leaked and leaked
badly.”

He plunged into an account of his
encounter with McFee Norbert, and his
subsequent visit to the Hall of the Wolf.
“They call themselves the ‘Survivors
Club,” ™ he went on. “Superficially it's &
dxmkmg club within the lodge. As a mat-

succinctly,

ter of fac(, it's the front for a revolutionary
clique.”

“Go

Thc aSnckt:d me as likely material, and

1 played with them, more out of curi-

osity, at ﬁrst Presently I found myself in

too deep to back out.” He paused.
“Yes?”

“I joined up. It seemed healthy to do
so. I don't know for sure, but I suspect that
I wouldn’t have lived very long if I hadn’t
taken their oath. They are playing for
keeps, Claude.” He paused for a moment,
then continued, “You know that little shoot-
ing scrape I got into the other night?”

“Yes, surely.”

“I can’t prove this, but it’s the only ex-
planation that makes sense. They weren't
gunning for me; they were gunning for
you. You are one of the persons they have
to rub out ia order to put over their plans.”

“What are their plans?”

“I don’t know in detail—yet. But the
sense of it is this: They've got no nmse at all
far the present genetic policy. Not for dem-
ocratic freedom. They want to set up what
they call a ‘scientific’ state, with the ‘natu-
ral’ leaders running things. They are the
‘natural’ leaders, self-appointed. They have
a great contempt for guys like you—syn-
thesists—who help to maintain the preseat
‘backward’ state. When they are in control
they intend to go all out for biological ex-
pertmentation. They say that a culture
should be an organic whole, with the parts
specialized according to function. True men
—supermen—sitting on t's them-
selves—and the rest of the population bred
to fit zequirements.”

ORDAN smiled slowly. “I scem to
have seen all this before.”-
“Yeah, 1 know what you mean. The
Empire of the Great Khans. They've got an
answer for that one. The Khans were fools
and did not know what they were up to.
These boys know how. This is strictly one-
hundred-percent home-grown and any re-
semblance between it and the policies of the
Khans is purely due to your lack of appre-
ciation.”
“So—" Mordan said nothing more foc
a long time. Hamilton became impatieat
“Well?®
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“Felix, why do you tell me this?”

“Why? So you can do something about
itt™

“Why should you want anything done
about it. Wait a moment—please! You told
me the other day that life is not worth
living, as it is. If you go along with these
people, you could make of life anything you
want it to be. You could redesign the world
to a pattern of your own choosing.”

“Hm-m-m! I'd have some opposition.
They alteady have their own plans.”

“You could change them. I know you,
Felix. In any group, it's a foregone conclu-
sion that you will dominate if you choose
to. Not in_ the first ten minutes, but in the
course of time. You must have known that.
Why didn't you seize the opportunity?”

“What makes you think I could do any-
thing of the sort?”

“Now, Felix!"

“All right! All right! Suppose I could.
But I didn't. Call it patriotism. Call it any-
thing you like.”

“As a matter of fact it's because you
approve of our culture as it is. Isn't that
true?”

“Maybe. In a way. I never did say that I
disliked the way things were being run. I
just said that I couldn’t see any sense to any
manner of life, in any final absolute terms.”
Hamilton was feeling slightly bewildered.
He had approached this interview feeling
romantically heroic and expecting to be
patted on the back for having unmasked
the villains.

But Mordan failed to get excited
at the proper places, and insisted on
discussing purely philosophical matters. It
threw him off stride. “In any case, I don't
want to see those conceited young puaks
ruaning things. I can’t see them building a
Utopia.”

“1 see. Have you any more to tell me?
Very well, then—" Mordan began to stir
in the fashion of one about to leave.

“Hey, wait a minute!”

“Yes?”

“Look, I— The fact is, since I am already
oa the inside, I thought I might do a little
amateur sleuthing. We could arrange some
way for me to report to you, or to some-
one.”

3—Two Complete Science-Adventurs Book—Winter

“Oh, so that’s it. No, Felix, I could not
approve that.”

“Why not?”

“Too dangerous for you."”

“I don’t mind.”

“I do. Your life is very valuable, from
my professional point of view."

“That? Hell's delight—I thought I made
it clear that there is no chance, simply none
at all, of me co-operating in the genetic
program.”

“You did. But as long as you are alive
and fertile, I am bound to take into account
the Eossibllity that you might change your
mind. I can’t let you risk your life, there-
fore.”

“Welll How are you going to stop me?
You can't coerce me—I know the law.”

“No . .. no, it's true that I can’t prevent
you from risking your valuable life, but I
can remove the danger, and shall. The
members of the Survivors Club will be
picked up at once.”

“BUT, but—Ilook, Claude. If you do that
today, you haven't a full case against
them. The proper thing to do is to wait until
we know all about them. Arresting this one
group might mean that a hundred or a
thousand others would simply take cover
more thoroughly.”

“I know that. It's the chance the govern-
ment will have to take. But we won't risk
your germ plasm.”

Hamilton stood up, threw out his hands.
“Damn it, Claude. This is blackmail. That's
what it is—blackmail! It's sheer coercion.”

“Not at all. I do not plan to do a thing
—to you.”

“But it is, just the same.”

“Suppaose we compromise.”

“How?"

“Your life is your own. If you want to
lose it, playing Fearless Frank, you may.
My interest is in your potentialities as an
ancestor. My professional interest, that is.
Personally, I like you and prefer that you
live a long and happy life. But that’s beside
the point. If you would deposit in the plasm
bank a few million of your gametes, then
I would be willing not to interfere. ™

“But that's just what I was saying! You
are trying to blackmail me into co-operat-
ing.”
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“Not so hasty. The life cells you leave
with me would not be stirred into being
without your consent. They would remain
in escrow and you could break the escrow
at will—unless you are killed in this ad-
venture, In that case, I will use them to
continue the genetic policy.”

Hamilton sat down again. “Let’s get this
straight. You wouldn't touch them, if I
don't get knocked over. No tricks?”

“No tricks.”

“When it’s over, I can withdraw them
from deposit. Still no tricks?”

“Still no tricks.”

“You wouldn't frame me into a position
where I would be darned near certain to be
killed, I suppose? No, you wouldn't do that.
All right, I agree! I'll bet my own ability
to stay alive when the shooting starts against
your chance to use my deposit.”

When Mordan returned to his office, he
sent for his chief technician. He caused
her to leave the building with him, found
a suitable place where there was no chance
of being overheard—a bench in a deserted
corner of North Roofpark—and told her
of his talk with Hamilton.

“I suppose you told him that all this
about the Survivors Club was no news to

us.

“No,” Mordan said judicially, “no, I
can’t say that I did. He didn't ask me.”

“Hm-m-m. You know, chief, you are as
crooked as a random incidence curve. A
sophist.”

“Why, Martha!” Nevertheless his eyes
twinkled.

“Oh, I'm not criticizing. You've talked
him into a position whereby we stand a
much better chance of getting on with the
work. Just the same, you duf it by letting
him think that we deut n.lready know all
about this pipsq
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sidered. But be wary of the men on the
staff, and don't trust even-the women, when
you can avoid it. I think you had better
handle the deposit of Hamilton’s plasm
yourself —today.”

“I shall. Honest, chief, don’t you think
you should have told him what he was
getting into?”

“You forget that it's not my secret.”

“No, I suppose not. Just the same, he’s
much too good stock to risk in such games.
Why do you suppose they recruited him?”

“He thinks it’s because he’s a handy man
with a gun, and rich as well. But I think you
have d your own sti
star-line stock. He's good brcedmg mak&
rial. The ‘Survivors' aren’t entirely fools.”

“Oh-ho! I hadn’t thought of that. Well,
I still say it's a shame to risk him in such
business.”

“Public custodians must not permit them-
selves the luxury of personal sentimentality,
Martha. They have to take the long view.”

“Hm-m-m. There is something a little
terrifying about a man with toe long a
view.”

v

AMILTON FELIX discovered that a
conspirator can be a busy person,
especially if he is also engaged in counter-
conspiracy. He tried to present a convincing
picture to McFee Norbert and his other as-
sociates in the Survivors Club of an en-
thusiastic neophyte, anxious in every way to
promote the cause. Indoctrination classes,
dull in themselves but required before ad-
vancement in the organization could be ex-
pected, took up a good deal of time. He
endured these lFahently, trying his best to
maintain actually the frame of mind of
acceptance during instructions, in

“We don't know ‘all about 1yt Martha.
He'll be useful. He has already dug up one
significant fact. There is a leak in our own
office.”

“Um, yes. That's why you dragged me
away from the clinic. Well, there’ll be some
changes made.”

“Not too hastily. We'll assume that you
can trust any of the women. This scheme,
by its nature, is masculine. Women are not
a part of it and their interests arent con-

order that his questions and reactions in gen-
eral would arouse no suspicion.

In addition to lessons in the principles of
the New Order new members were as-
signed tasks to perform. Since the organiza-
tion was ruled with an absolute from-the-
top-down discipline, the reasons for the

were never explained nor were ques-
tions permitted. The assigned job might ac-
tually have significance to the conspiracy, or
it might simply be a test, with every person
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concerned in the matter actually a brother
club member. The recruit had no way of
knowing.

Hamilton saw what hapiened to one can-
didate who neglected to take the instruction
seriously.

He was tried in the presence of the
chapter. Attendance on the part of junior
members was compulsory. McFee Norbert
acted as prosecutor and judge. The accused
was not represented by spokesman, but was
permitted to explain his actions.

He had been directed to deliver in per-
son a specific message to a specific person.
This he had done, but, recognizing the man
to whom he had been sent as one he had
seen at the club, he had revealed himself.
“You had not been told that this man was
one in whom you could confide?” McFee
persisted.

“No, but he—"

“Answer me?”

“No, I had not been told that.”

McFee turned to the company present and
smiled thinly. “You will note,” he stated,
" that the accused had no means whatsoever
of knowing the exact status of the man he
was to contact. He might have been a
brother we suspected and wished to test;
he might have been a government operative
we had unmasked; the accused might have

been misled by a chance resemblance. The -

accused had no way of knowing. Fortunately
the other man was none of these things, but
was a loyal brother of superior rank.”

He turned back to the accused. “Brother
Hornby Willem, stand up.” The accused did
so. He was unarmed.

“What is the first principle of our doc-
trines?”

** The Whole is 1%reater than the part.” *

“Correct. You will understand, then, why
I find it necessary to dispense with you.”

“But I didn't—" He got no further. Mc-
Fee burned him down where he stood.

HAMILTON was part of the task group
which took the body and spirited it to
a deserted corridor, then disposed it so that
it would appear to have become deceased in
aa ordinary private duel, a matter of only
statistical interest to the police monitors.
McFee commanded the group himself and
carned Hamilton’s reluctant admiration for

the skill with which he handled the ticklish
matter. Hamilton won McFee's approval by
the intelligent alacrity which he showed in
carrying out his orders.

“You are getting ahead, fast, Hamilton,”
he said to him when they had returned to
the clubroom. “You'll be up with me
soon. By the way, what did you think of
the object lesson?”

“I don't see what else you could have
done,” Hamilton declared. “You can’t make
an omelet ‘without breaking eggs.”

* “You can't make an—' Say, that's a good
one!” McFee laughed and dug him in the
ribs. “Did you make it up, or hear it some-
where?”

Hamilton shrugged. He d him-
self that he would cut off McFee's ears for
that dig in the ribs—after all this was
over.

He reported the matter in detail, through
devious channels, to Mordan, including his
own part as an accessory before and after
the fact. Getting his reports to Mordan oc-
cupied 2 good portion of his time and
thoughts.

Neither of his secret lives could be
permitted to show above water. His dail
conduct had to conform, superficially, wil
his public persona; it was necessary to con-
tinue his social life as usual, see his agent
when his affairs required it, be seen in pub-
lic in his habitual manner. It is not necessary
to enumerate the varied means by which
he found safe channels of communication
to Mordan in the midst of this pattern; the
methods of intrigue have varied little
through the millennia.

Longcourt Phyllis took up much of his
free time. He freely admitted that the
woman intrigued him; he did not admit evea
to himself that she represented anything
more than diversion to him. Nevertheless,
he was quite likely to be found waiting for
her at the end of her working day. For
she was a working woman—four hours a
day, seven days a week, forty weeks a year,
as a practical psychopediatrician in the Wal-
lingford Infant Development Center.

Her occupation disturbed him a little.
Why anyone should voluntarily associate
day after day with a mob of yelling, sticky
little brats was beyond him. She seemed
normal otherwise—normal but stimulating.
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He was too preoccupied to take much
mterest in the news of the world these
days, which was why he did not follow the
career of J. Darlington Smith, the “Man
from the Past,” very closely. He was aware
that Smith had been a news sensation for a
few days, until crowded out by the Lunar
field trials, and a report—erroneous—of
intelligent life on Ganymede. The public
soon filed him away with the duckbill platy-
pus and the mummy of Ramses II—inter-
esting relics of the past, no doubt, but
nothing to get excited about. It might have
been different if his advent had been by
means of the often-discussed and theoreti-
cally impossible time-travel, but it was
noﬂung of the sort—simply an odd case of

. A sight: d record
from the same penod was just as interesting
—if one were interested.

Hamilton had seen him once, for a few
minutes, in a newscast. He spoke with a
most barbarous accent and was still dressed
in his ancient costume, baggy pantaloons
described by the interlocutor as “plus fours”
and a shapeless knitted garment which cov-
ered his chest and arms,

None of which prepared Hamilton for
the reception of a stat relating to J. Darling-
ton Smith.

“Greetings,” it began, et cetera, et cetera.
The gist of it was that the interlocutor ap-
pointed by the Institute as temporary guar-
dian for Smith desired that Hamilton grant
the favor of an hour of his no-doubt valua-
ble time to Smith. No explanation,

In his bemused frame of mind his first
impulse was to ignore it. Then he recalled
that such an act would not have fitted his
former, pre-intrigue, conduct. He would
have seen the barbarian, from sheer curi-
osity.

Now was as good a time as any. He
called the Institute, got hold of the inter-
locutor, and arranged for Smith to come to
his apartment at once. As an afterthought
he called Monroe-Alpha, having remem-
bered his friend’s romantic interest in
Smith. He explained what was about to
take place. “I thought you might like to
meet your primitive hero.”

“My hero? What do you mean?”

“T thought you were telling me what a
bucolic paradise he came from?”

-to come to .

“Oh, that! Slight mistake in dates. Smith
is from 1926. It seems that gadgeting was
beginning to spoil the culture, even then.”

“Then you wouldn't be interested in see-
ing him?”

“No, I think I would. It was a transition
period. He may have seen something of the
old culture with his own eyes. I'll be over,
but I may be a little late.”

“Fine. Long life.” He cleared without
waiting for a reply.

SMI’I'H showed up promptly, alone. He
was dressed, rather badly, in modern
clothes, but was unarmed. “I'm John Darl-
ington Smith,” he began.

Hamilton hesitated for a moment at the
sight of the brassard, then decided to treat
him as an equal. Discrimination, he felt,
under the circumstances would be sheer un-

kindness. “I am honored that you visit me,
sir.”
“Not at all.”

“I had expected that there would be
someone with you.”

“Oh, you mean my nursemaid.” He
grinned_boyishly. He was, Hamilton de-
cided, perhaps ten years younger than
Hamilton himself—discounting the years
he had spent in stasis. “I'm beginning to
manage the lingo all right, well enough to
get around.”

“I suppose so,” Hamilton agreed. “Both
lingos are basically Anglic.”

“It's not so difficult. I wish lingo were
the only trouble I have.”

Hamilton was a little at a loss as to how
to handle him. It was utterly inurbane to
display interest in a stranger's personal
affairs; dangerous, if the stranger were an
armed citizen. But this lad seemed to invite
friendly interest. “What is troubling you,
sir?”

“Well, lots of things, hard to define.
Everything is—different.”

"Didn’t you expect things to be differ-
ent?”

“I didn't expect anythmg 1 didn’t expect
. to now.”

“Eh? 1 understood that—Never mind.
Do you mean that you did not know that
you were entering the stasis?”

“I did and I didn’t.”

“What do you mean?”
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“Well—Listen, do you think you could
stand a long story? I've told this story about
forty-leven times, and I know it doesn’t
do any good to try to shorten it. They
just dont understand.”

“Go ahead.”

“Well, I'd better go back a littte. I
graduated from Eastern U. in the spring of
26 and—"

“You what?”

“Oh, dear! You see, in those days the
schools—"

“Sorry. Just tell it your own way. Any-
thing I can't pick up Ill ask you about
later.”

“Maybe that would be better. I had a
pretty good job offered to me, selling bonds
—one of the best houses on the Street. I
was pretty well known—All-American back
two seasons.” Hamilton restrained himself
and made about four mental notes.

“That's an athletic honor,” Smith ex-
plained hastily. “You'll understand. I don't
want you to think I was a football bum,
though. To be sure the fraternity helped
me a little, but I worked for every cent I
ﬁt. ‘Worked summers, too. And I studied.

major was efficiency engineering. I had
a pretty thorough education in business,
finance, economics, salesmanship. 1 was
E«epued to be an asset to any firm that
ired me. You see that, don’t you?”

“Oh, most certainly!”

“I'l"S important, because it has a bearing

on what happened afterward. I wasn'’t

working on my second million but I was

ﬁmg along. Thmgs were sllck cnough.
night it happened I was c

dinner. Anyhow, I found myself listening
to an argument that was going on in one
end of the room. One of these parlor pinks
was holding forth—maybe you still have
the type. Attack anything, )ust so long as
it was respectable and decent.”

Hamilton smiled.

* ‘See here,’ I said, ‘the pm\ger lace for
people like you is in Russia. ve the
advantage of living in the greatest period
in the history of the greatest country in
history.”

“ “There is no point in me arguing,’ he
said, and just walked out.

“Somebody poured me another drink,
and we got to talking. He was a pleasant,
Eortly chap, looking like a banker or a

roker. ‘Let me introduce mysdf he said.
‘My_name is “Thaddeus Johnson."

“I told him mine.

“‘Well, Mr. Smith,’ he said, ‘you seem
to have confidence in the future of our
COuntry

“I told him I certainly did.

* ‘Confident enough to bet on it?*

" "At any odds you want to name, money,
marbles or chalk.’

“ ‘Then I have a proposition that might
interest you.’

“I pricked up my ears. "What is it?* I
said.

*‘Could you take a little joyride with
me?" he said.

“He had a long, low, wicked-looking
Hispano-Suiza. Class.

“I must have dozed off. I woke up when
we stopped at his place. He took me in and
fixed me a drink and told me about the
t ly he called it a ‘level-entropy

lmle—wmh reason. 1 had unloaded an
allotment of South American Republics—"
“Eh2"

“Bonds. It seemed like a good time to
throw a party. It was a Saturday night, so
everybody starts out with the dinner-dance
at the country club. It was the usual thing.
I looked over the girls for a while, didn’t
see one I wanted to dance with, and wan-
dered into the locker room, looking for a

“Which reminds me,” said Hamilton,
aod returned 2 moment later with glasses
end refreshment.

“Thaoks. Maybe I should have ecatea

field And he showed it to me. He di
lot of stunts with it, put a cat in it, left
it in while we killed a drink. It was all
right.

*‘But that isn't the half of it,” he said.
‘Watch.” He took the cat and fhrew it, right
through where the field would be if it was
turned on. When the cat was right spang
in the center of the area, he threw the
switch. We waited again, a little longer
this time. Then he released the switch.
The cat came sailing ont, just the way it
was beading when we saw if last. It landed,
spitting an swwmg

= “That was just to convince you,” he said,
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‘that inside that field, time doesn’t exist—
no increase of entropy. The cat never knew
the field was tumed on.’

“Then he changed his tack. ‘Jack,’ he
says, ‘what will the country be like in
twenty-five years?’

I thought about it. “The same—only
more so,” I decided.

* ‘Think A. T. & T. will still be a good
investment?

* ‘Certainly!"

*'Jack,’ he says softly, ‘would you enter
that field for one hundred shares of A. T.
& T2

* ‘For how long?'

" *Twenty-five years, Jack.”

“Naturally, it takes a little time to decide
a thing like that, One hundred of A. T.
& T. dido’t tempt me; he added one hun-
dred of U. S. Steel. And he laid ‘em out
on the table. I was as sure as I'm standing
here that the stock would be worth a lot
more in a ?uartu of a century, and a kid
fresh out of college doesn’t get blue chips
to play with very easily. But a quarter of
a century! It was like dying. .

“When he added one hundred of Na-
tional City, I said: ‘Look, Mr. Johnson,
let me try it for five minutes. If it didn’t
kill the cat, I ought to be able to hold my
breath that long.”

“He had been filling out the assignments
in my name, just to tempt me. He said,
“Surely, Jack.' I stepped to the proper spot
on the floor while I still had my courage
up. I saw him reach for the switch.

“That's all I know.”

Hamilton Felix sat up suddenly. “Huh?
How’s that?”

“That's all I know,” repeated Smith. I
started to tell him to go ahead, when I
realized he wasn’t there any more. The
room was filled with strangers; it was a
different room. I was here. 1 was now.”

“That,” said Hamilton, “deserves an-
other drink.”

They drank it in silence.

@\ [Y REAL trouble is this,” said Smith.

"I don’t understand this world at
all. I'm a businessman. I'd like to go into
business here. I can't into business.
Damn it, nothing works the same. All they
taught me in school, all I learned on the
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Street, seems utterly foreign to the way they
do business now.”

“I should think that business would be
much the same in any age—fabrication,
buying, selling.”

“Yes and no. I'm a finance man—and,
damn it, finance is cockeyed nowadays!”

“I admit that the details are a little in-
volved,” Hamilton answered, "but the basic
principles are evident enough. Say—I've a
friend coming over who is the chief mathe-
matician for the department of finance.
He'll straighten you out.”

Smith shook his head decisively. “I've
been experted to death. They don't speak
my lingo.”

“Well,” said Hamilton, “I might tackle
the problem myself.”

“Would you? Please?”

Hamilton thought about it. It was one
thing to kid sober-sided Clifford about his
“money machine”; another matter entirely
to explain the workings of finance econom-
ics to . . . to the hypothetical Man from
Arcturus. “Suppose we start this way,” he
said. "It’s basically a matter of costs and
prices. A businessman manufactures some-
thing. That costs him money—materials,
wages, housing and so forth. In order to
stay in business he has to get his costs back
in prices. Understand me?”

“That's obvious.”

“Fine. He has put into circulation an
amount of money exactly equal to his
costs.”

“Say that again.”

“Eh? It's a simple identity. The money
he has had to spend, put into circulation,
is his costs.”

“Oh—but how about his profit?”

“His profit is part of his cost. You don’t

him to work for nothing.”

“But profits aren’t costs. They're . , .
they're profits.”

Hamilton felt a little baffled. “Have it
your own way. Costs—what call ‘costs’
—plus profit must equal price. Costs and
profits are available as purchasing power
to buy the ‘Bx;oducl at a price exadly equal
to them. That's how purchasing power
comes into existence.”

“But . . . but he doesn’t buy from him-
self.”

“He's a consumer, too. He uses his
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profits to pay for his own and other pro-
ducers’ .
“But g: owns his own products.”
*Now you're getting me mixed up. For-
get about him buying his own products.
Suppose he buys what he needs for himself
from other businessmen. It comes out the
game in the long run. Let’s get on. Produc-

tion puts into circulation the amount of '

money—exactly—needed to buy the pro-
duct. But some of that money put iato
circulation is saved and invested in new
production. There, it is a cost charge against
the new production, leaving a net shortage
in necessary purchasing siowc:‘ The govern-
ment makes up that shortage by issuing
new money.”

‘T—IA’I’S the point that bothers me,”
said Smith. “Its all right for the
pgovernment to issue money, but it ought to
be backed by something—gold or govern-
ment bonds.”

“Why, in the Name of the Eg%; should
a symbol represent anything but the thing
it is supposed to accomplish?”

“But you talk as if money was simply
an abstract symbol.”

“What else is it?”

Smith did not answer at once. They had
reached an impasse of different concepts,
totally different orientations. When he did
speak it was to another point. “But the
government simply gives away all this new
money. That's rank charity. It's demoraliz-
ing. A man should work for what he gets.
But forgetting that aspect for a moment,
you can’t run a government that way. A
g:vcmment is just like a business. It can't

all outgo and no income.”

“Why can’t it? There's no parallel be-
tween a government and a business. They
are for entirely different furposes."

“But it's not sound. It leads to bank-
ruptcy. Read Adam Smith.”

1 don't know this Adam Smith. Relative
of yours?”

“No, he’s a—Oh, Lord!"

“Crave pardon?”

“It's no use,” Smith said. “We don’t
speak the same lingo.”

“I am afraid that s the trouble, really.
1 thiok perhaps you should go to sce a
coqedkive semantician.”

“Anyhow,” Smith said, one drink
later, “I didn’t come here to ask you to
explain finance to me. I came for another

that I couldn’t go into finance. But I want
to get to work, make some money. Every-
body here is rich—except me.”

“Rich?”

“They look rich to me. Everybody is
expensively dressed. Everybody eats well.
Hell! They give food away—it's preposter-
ous,

“Why don’t you live on the dividend?
Why worry about money?”

“I could, of course, but, shucks, I'm a
working-man. There are business chances
all around. It drives me nuts not to do
anything about them. But I can’t—I don't
know the ropes. Look—there is just one
thing else besides finance that I know well,
I thought you might be able to show me
how to capitalize on it."

“What is it?”

“Football.”

“Football?”

“Football. I'm told that you are the big
man in games. Games tycoon they called
you.” Hamilton conceded it wordlessly.
“Now, football is a game. There ought to
be money in it, handled right.”

“What sort of a game? Tell me about
it.”

Smith went into a long description of
the sport. He drew diagrams of slays, de-
scribed tackling, blocking, forward passing.
He described the crowds and spoke of gate
receipts.

“It sounds very colorful,” Hamilton
admitted. “How many men get killed in
an engagement?”

“Killed? You don't hurt anybody—bar-
ring a broken collar bone or so.”

“We can change that. Wouldn't it be
better if the men defending the ball-handler
were armored? Otherwise we would have to
replace them with every maneuver.”

“No, you don’t understand. It's . . . well

“I suppose I don't,” Hamilton agreed.
“I've never seen the game played. It's a
little out of my line. My games are usually
mechanicals—wagering machines.”
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. “Then you aren’t interested?”

Hamilton was not, very. But he looked
at the youth’s disappointed face and decided
to stretch a point. “I'm interested, but it
isn't my line. I'll put you in touch with
my agent. I think he could work something
out of it. I'll talk with him first.”

“Say, that's white of you!”

“I take it that means approval. It's no
trouble to me, really.”

THE annunciator warned of a visitor—
Monroe-Alpha. Hamilton let him in,
and warned him, so#to voce, to treat Smith
as an armed equal. Some time was con-
sumed in polite formalities, before Monroe-
Alpha got around to his enthusiasm. "I
understand that your background is urban
industrial, sir.”

“I was mostly a city boy, if that's what

mean.”

“Yes, that was the implication. I was
hoping that you would be able to tell me
something of the brave simple life that was
just dying out in your period.”

“What do you mean? Country life?”

Monroe-Alpha sketched a short glowing
account of his notion of rustic paradise.
Smith looked exceedingly puzzled. “Mr.
Monroe,” he said, “somebody has been
feeding you a lot of corn, or else I'm very
much mistaken. I don't recognize anything
familiar in the picture.”

Monroe-Alpha’s smile was just a little
patronizing. “But you were an urban
dweller. Naturally the life is unfamiliar to

ou.”

“What you describe may be unfamiliar,
but the circumstances aren'’t. I followed the
harvest two summers, I've done a certain
amount of camping, and I used to spend
my summers and Christmases on a farm
when I was a kid. If you think there is
anything romantic, or desirable per se, in
getting along without civilized comforts,
well, you just ought to try tackling a two-
holer on a frosty morning. Or try cooking
a meal on a wood-burning range.”

“Surely those things would simply stim-
ulate a man. It's the primitive, basic strug-
gle with nature.”

“Did you ever have a mule step on your
foot?”
"No, but—"

“Try it sometime. Honest—I don’t wish
to secem impertinent, but you have your
wires crossed. The simple life is all right
for a few days vacation, but day in and
day out it's just so much back-breaking
drudgery. Romantic? Hell, man, there’s
no fime to be romantic about it, and
damned little incentive.”

Monroe-Alpha’s smile was a little bit
forced. “Perhaps we aren't talking about
the same thing. After all, you came from
a period when the natural life had already
been sullied by overemphasis on machines.
Your eval were already di d”

Smith himself was beginning to get a
little heated. "I hate to tell you, but you
don’t know what you are talking about.
Country life in my day, miserable as it was,
was tolerable in direct proportion to the
extent to which it was backed up by indus-
trialization. They might not have had
electric light and running water, but they
had Sears-Roebuck and  everything that
implies.”

"Had what?” asked Hamilton.

Smith took time out to explain mail-order
shopping. “But what you're talking about
means giving up all that—just ‘the noble
primitive, simple and self-sufficient. He's
going to chop down a tree—wbo sold bim
the ax? He wants to shoot a deer—wbeo
made bis gun? No, mister, I know what
I'm talking about—TI've studied economics.”

AMILTON was relieved when the dis-

cussion was broken into by another
chime from the annunciator. It was just as
well—Cliff was getting a little white
around the lips. He couldn’t take it. But,
damn it, he had it coming to him. He won-
dered how a man could be as brilliant as
Monroe-Alpha undoubtedly was—about
figures—and be such an utter fool about
human affairs.

The plate showed McFee Norbert.
Hamilton would have liked not to bave
admitted him, but it was not politic. The
worm had the annoying habit of dropping
in on his underlings, which Hamilton re-
sented, but was helpless to do anything
about—as yet.

McFee behaved well enough, for McFee.
He was visibly impressed by Monroe-Alpha,
whose name and position he knew, but
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tried not to show it. Toward Smith he was
patronizingly supercilious. “So you're the
man from out of the Well, well—
how amusing! You did not time it very
well.”

“What do you mean?”

“Ah, that would be telling! But ten years
from now mxght have been a better time—
eh, Hamilton”” He laughed.

“Pethaps,” Hamilton answered shortly,
and (n:; to turn attention away from
Smith. “You might talk to Monroe-Alpha
about it. He thinks we could improve
things” He regretted the remark at once,
for McFee turned to Monroe-Alpha with
immediate interest.

“Interested in soclal matters, sir?”
“Yes—in a way.”

“So am I. Perhaps we can get together
and talk.”

"It would be a pleasure, I'm sure. Felix,
I must leave you now.”

“So must I,” McFee said promptly.
“May I drop you off?”

“Don't trouble.”

Hamilton broke in. “Did you wish to
see me, McFee?”

Nothmg Amportnnt I hope to see you
at the club tonight.”

Hamilton understood the circumlocution.
It was a direct order to report—at McFee's
convenience.

McFee turned back to Monroe-Alpha
and added: “No trouble at all. Right on
my way.”

Hamilton watched them leave together
with a feeling of vague discomfort.

VI

LONGCOURT PHYLLIS showed up
for a moment in the waiting room of
the development center and. spoke to Ha-
milton. !'Fcllo, Filthy.”

“H'lo, Phil.”

“Be with you in a moment. I've got to
change” She was dressed in complete
coveralls, with helmet. An inhaler dangled
loose about her nedc.

0. K.

She returned promptly, dressed in more
conventional and entirely feminine clothes.
She was unarmed. He looked her over ap-
provingly. “That’s better,” he said. “What

was the masquerade?”

“"Hm-m-m? Oh, you mean the zsephc
uniform. I'm on a new assignment—control
naturals. You have to be terrifically careful
in handling them. Poor little beggars!”

“Why?”

“You know why. They're subject to in-
fections. We dont dare let them roll
around in the dirt with the others, One
little scratch, and anythin g can haj pen. We
even have to sterilize their fa

“Why bother? Why not let the weak
ones die out?”

She looked annoyed. "I could answer
that conventionally by saying that the con-
trol paturals are an invaluable reference
plane for genetics—but I won't. The real
point is that they are human beings. They
are just as precious to their parents as you
were to yours, Filthy.”

“Sorry. I didn’t know my Parcnts.

She looked suddenly regretful.
Felix, I forgot!”

“No matter. I never could see,” he con-
tinued, “"why you want to bury yourself in
that cage of monkeys. It must be deadly.”

“Huh-uh. Babies are fun. And they're
not much trouble. Feed ‘em occasionally,
help them when they need it, and love
them a lot. That's all there is to it.”

“I've always favored the bunghole theory
myself.”

“The what?”

“You take the child at an early age and
place it in a barrel. You feed it through
the bunghole. At the age of seventeen, you
drive in the bung.”

She grinned at him. “Filthy, for a nice
man you have a nasty sense of humor.
Seriously, your method leaves out the most
essential part of a child’s tearing—the pet-
tm; he gew from his nurses.”

"I don’t seem to recall much of it. I
thought the basic idea was to take care of
its physical needs and otherwise leave it
strictly alone.”

“You're way out of date. They used to
have a notion of that sort, but it was silly—
contra-biological.” It occurred to her that
Hamilton’s faulty orientation might have
its origin in the injudicious application of
that outmoded, unfounded theory. The nat-
ura] urges of mothers had prevented it ever
being applied thoroughly in most cases, but

“Oh—
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his case was different, He had been what
was, to her, the most tragic thing on earth
—a baby that never left the development
center. When she found one of these excep-
tions among her own charges she lavished
on it extra affection and a little over. But
she sald nothing of this to him.
hy,” she continued, “do you think

animals lick their young?”

“To clean them, I suppose.”

“Nonsense! You can't expect an animal
to appreciate cleanliness. It's a caress, an
expression of instinctive affection. So-called
instincts are instructive, Felix, They point
to survival values.”

He shrugged. “We're here.”

THEY entered the restaurant—a pay
restaurant—he had chosen, and went
to a private room reserved for them. They
started the meal in silence. His usual sar-
donic humor was dampened by the things
in the back of his mind. This business of
the Survivors Club—he had entered into it
light-heartedly, but now it was developing
ominous overtones which worried him. He
wished that Mordan—the government,
rather—would act.

He had not gotten ahead as fast in the
organization as he had hoped. They were
anxious to use him, willing to accept, to
demand, his money, but he still had not
obtained a clear picture of the whole net-
work. He still did not know who was
senior to McFee Norbert, nor did he know
the numbers of the whole organization,

Meantime, daily the tightrope became
more difficult to walk.

He had been permitted to see one thing
which tended to show that the organization
was older and larger than he had guessed.
McFee Norbert had escorted him personal-
ly, as one of the final lessons in his educa-
tion in the New Order, to a place in the
country, location carefully concealed from
Hamilton, where he was permitted to see
the results of clandestine experiments in
genetics.

Beastly little horrors!

He had viewed, through one-way glass,
“human” children whose embryonic gills
had been retained and stimulated. ’lshey
were at home in air or water, but required
2 humid atmosphere at all times. “Useful
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on Venus, don't you think?” McFee had
commented.

“We assumed too readily,” he continued,
“that the other planets in this system were
not useful. Naturally the leaders will live
here, most of the time; but, with special
adaptation, quite useful supporting types
could remain permanently on any of th
planets. Remind me to show you the ann—
radiation and Iow-gravity types.”

“I'd be interested,” Hamilton stated
truthfully but incompletely. “By the way,
where do we get our breeding stock?”

“That's an impertinent and irrelevant
question, Hamilton, but Ill answer you.
You are a leader type—you'll need to know
eventually. The male plasm we supply our-
selves. The females were captured among
the barbarians—usually.”

“Doesn’t that mean
stock?”

“Yes, surely. These are simply experi-
ments. None of them will be retained.
After the Change, it will be another story.
We'll have supenor stock to start with—
you, for example.”

“Yes, of course.” He did not care to
pursue that line. “No one has ever told
me |ust what our plans are for the barbar-
ians.

“No need for juniors to discuss it. We'll
save some of them for experimentation, In
time, the rest will be liquidated.”

A neat but sweeping plan, Hamilton had
thought. The scattered tribes of Eurasia
and Africa, fighting their way back up to
civilization after the disasters of the Second
War, consigned without their consent or
knowledge to the oblivion of the laboratory
or death. He decided to cut off McFee's
ears a bit at a time.

“This is possibly the most stimulating
exhibit,” McFee had continued, moving on.
Hamilton had looked where he was di-
rected. The exhibit appeared to be a hydro-
cephalic idiot, but Hamilton had never seen
one. His eyes saw an obviously sick child
with a head much too big for it. “A tetroid
type,” McFee stated. “Ninety-six chromo-
somes. We once thought that was the
secret of the hyperbrain, but we were mis-
taken, The staff geneticists are now on the
right track.”

“Why don’t you kill it?"

rather  inferior
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“We will, presently. There is still some-
thmﬁ to be learned from i
ere were other things—things that
Hamilton preferred not to think about. He
felt now S:at if he had managed to et
through that test without displaying
true feelings, he had been damned 1ucky
The proposed extermination of the bar-
barians reminded him of another matter.
Most curiously, the strange advent of Joha
Darlington Smith had had an indirect effect
on the plans of the Survivors Club. The
compelling logic of the plans for the New
Order seemed to call automatically for the
deaths of the inefficient and sickly control
naturals, as well as the deaths of synthesists,
recalcitrant geneticists, counter-revolution-
aries in general.
The plans for the latter aroused no op-
position to ssezk of, but many of the club
k had a i 1 fond: for
control naturals. They regarded them with
the kindly paternal contempt that

the name for our son.”

“Great jumping balls of fire! Aren’t you
being just a little premature? You know
damned well we aren’t ever going to have
children.”

“That remains to be seen.”

“Humph! What name have you picked
for this hypothetical offspring?”

“Theobald—'Bold for the People,’ "
answered dreamily.

* ‘Bold for the—' Better make it Jabez.”

*Jabez? What does it mean?”

*He will bring sorrow.’ ”

* ‘He will bring sorrow’!”

“I know it. Why don’t you forget all this
busines, give that noisy nursery a miss, and
team up with me?”

“Say that slowly.”

“I'm suggesting matrimony.”

She aj gpeaxed to consider it.
do you have in mind?”

“You write the ticket. Ortho-spouse, reg-
legal

“Just what

of a ruling class frequently feel for subject
“inferior” races. Just what to do about this
psychological problem had delayed the zero
hout of the Change.

THE Adirondack stasis gave a means.
Control naturals were to be placed
in a stasis for an indefinite period. It was
an entirely humane procedure; the prisoners
would be unhurt by their stay and would
emerge in the distant future. McFee had
asked Hamilton what he thought of the
scheme, after the meeting.

"It should be popular,” Hamilton had
admitted. “But what happens after they are
let out?”

McFee had looked surprised, then
laughed. *We are practical men, you and
1" he had said in 2 low voice.

“You mean—"

“Surely. But kee&{our mouth shut,”

Phyllis decided it was time to inter-
rupt his morose ;rcoccupmon. “What's
eating you, Filthy?” she inquired. “You
haven't said two words since we sat down.”

He returned to his surroundings with a
start. “Nothing important,” he lied—wish-
ing that he could unburden himself to her.
“You haven't been chatty yourself. Anything
on your mind?”

“Yes,” she admitted, “I've just selected

istered comp leg: t y contract
you want.”

“To what,” she said slowly, "am I to
attribute this sudden change of mind?”

“It isn’t sudden. I've been thinking about
it ever since . . . ever since you tried to shoot
me.”

“Something’s wrong here. Two minutes
ago you were declarin, that Theobald was
impossibly hypothcncz

“Wait a minute,” he said hastily. "I
didn’t say a word "sbout children, That's
another subject. I was talking about us.”

“'So? Well, understand this, Master Ham-
ilton. When I get married, it will not be to
a man who regards it as sort of a super-
recreation.” She turned her attention back
to her dinner.

A thick silence followed for several
minutes. He broke it.

"Sore at me?”

“No. Filthy, you're such a rat.”

“Yeah, I know that, too. Finished?”

"Yes. Coming home with me?”

“I'd like to, but I can’t tonight.”

AFTER he left her he went straight to the
Hall of the Wolf. A full roundup had
been ordered for that evening, no reason
given but no excuses accepted. Tt hgpencd
Akombehnﬂrstmcenngsmce ¢ had
been promoted to the minor dignity of sec-
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tion leader.

The door of the clubroom stood open. A
few members assembled inside were being
moderately noisy and convivial, in accord-
ance with doctrine. It was even possible that
a stranger, ot two, was present. Such pres-
ence was desired when nothing was going
oa. Later, they would be gently dismissed.

Hamilton wandered in, said hello to a
couple of people, drew himself a stein of
beer, and settled down to watch a dart game
taking place in one end of the lounge.

Some time later, McFee bustled in,
checked over the company by sight, picked
out two section leaders by eye, and signaled
them with a jerk of his head to get rid of
the one remaining outsider. The stranger
had been well lubricated; he was reluctant
to leave, but presented no real problem.
‘When he was gone and the doorway had
relaxed, McFee said, “To business, broth-
ers.” To Hamilton he added, “You attend
conference tonight, you know.”

Hamilton started to acknowledge the
order, when he felt a touch on his shoulder
and a voice behind him. “Felix. Ob, Felix!"

He turned around, half recognizing the
voice. Nevertheless, it was only his animal
quickness which enabled him to cover up in
wme. It was Monroe-Alpha,

“I knew you were one of us,” his friend

said hzgp:ly “I have been wondering
when—

“Get to your section room,” McFee said
sternly.

“Yes, sir! See you later, Felix.”
“Sure thing, Cliff,” Hamilton responded

beartily,

He followed McFee into the council
room, glad of the brief chance to get his
raging thoughts in order. Clifft Great Egg
—<Cliff! What in the Name of Life was he
doing in this nest of vermin? Why hadn't
be seen him? He knew why, of course—a
member of one section was extremely un-
likely to meet the member of another. Dif-
fecent instruction nights and so on. He
cursed the whole system. But why Cliff?
Qiff was the gentlest, kindest man who
ever packed a gun? Why would he fall foc
this rot?

He considered. the idea that Moaroe
Alpha might be an agent provocatesr, like
bimself—and amazed to find bim there. Or

rhaps not amazed—he might know Ham-
ilton’s status even though Hamilton did not
know his. No, that did not make sense.
Cliff didn't have the talent for deception
required. His emotions showed on his
sleeve. He was as pellucid as air. He
couldn't act worth a damn,

Mchc was speaking. “Leaders,” he was
saying, “I have been ordered to transmit to
you great news!” he paused. “The Change
is upon us.’

They stirred, alert, attentive. Hamilton
sat up. “Hell's delight!” he thought. “The
shi'f] about to raise and I have to be saddled

ith that holy fool, Cliff.”

“Bournby!”

“Yes, sir.”

“You and your section—prime communi-
cations. Here's your spool. Memorize it at
once. You'll co-operate with the chief of
propaganda.”

“Right.”

“Steinwitz, your section is assigned to
Power Center. Take your spool. Harrick-
son!”

“Yes, sir.”

WENT on and on. Hamilton listened
with half his mind, face impassive, while
he tried to think himself out of his pre-
dicament. Mordan had to be warned—that
was primary!—at the earliest possible mo-
ment at which he could break clear. After
that, if there was some way to save the fool
from his folly, he would try it.
“Hamilton!”
“Yes, sir.

“Special assignment. You will—"

“Just a moment, chief. Something has
come to my attention that constitutes a dan-
ger to the movement.”

“Yes?” McFee's manner was impatient
and frosty.

“Junior member Montoe -Alpha. I want
him assigned to me.”

“Impossible. Attend your orders.”

“I am not being undisciplined,” Hamilton
stated evenly. "I happen to know this mem-
ber better than any of you. He is erratic and
inclined to be hysterical. He's a deviant
type. But he is personally devoted to me.
I want him where I can keep an cye oa
him.”

McFee tapped the table impatieatly. “Ut-
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terly impossible. Your zeal exceeds your
sense of subordination. Don’t repeat the
error. Furthermore, if what you say is true,
he is better off where he is—you couldn’t
use him, Mosely—jyou’re his section leader.
Watch him.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now Hamilton—" Hamilton realized
with sinking heart that his attempt to find
a way out for Monroe-Alpha had simply
placed his friend in greater jeopardy. He
was snapped to attention by McFee’s suc-
ceeding words. “At the time of action,
you will get yourself admitted to the Mod-
erator for Genetics—Mordan. Burn him
down at once, being particularly careful not
to give him a chance to draw.”

“I know his speed,” Hamilton said dry-

“You need no help on the assignment, as
you are one man who can get in to see him
easily—as you and I know.”

“That’s correct.”

“So it’s just as well that you haven’t been
assigned a section.” McFee relaxed a trifle.
“I imagine you'll enjoy this assignment;
you have a personal interest, I think.” He
favored Hamilton with a sly smile.

“Very, very small pieces,” thought Ham-

q At

ilton used his new seniority to see to it
that he and his friend were among the first
groups to filter out. Once outside Monroe-
Alpha, tense and excited by the prospect of
action, started to babble. “Shut up,” Ham-
ilton snapped.

“Why, Felix!”

“Do as you're told,” he said savagely.
“To your apartment.”

Monroe-Alpha continued in sulky sil-
ence, which was just as well. Hamilton
wanted no talk with him until he had him
alone. In the meantime he had his eye open
for a telephone. The distance was short—a
few flights and a short slide-a-way. They
passed two booths. The first was occupied;
the second showed a glowing transparency:
“Out of Service.” He swore to himself and
continued.

They passed a monitor, but he despaired
of getting his message across to a routine-
indoctrinated mind. They hurried on to
Monroe-Alpha’s home. Once inside and the
door sealed behind them, Hamilton steppcd
quickly to his friend’s side and relieved
him of his weapon before Monroe-Alpha
had time to realize what he was up to.

Monroe-Alpha stepped back in surprise.
“What did you do that for, Felix”” he

ilton. But he

geciangppIop gnm
smile and answered, “There’s something in
what you say.”

“Ah, yes! That’s all, gentlemen. No one
is to leave until I give the word—then by
ones and twos. To your sections!”

“When do we start?” someone ventured.

“Read your spools.”

Hamilton stopped McFee on the way to
the lounge. “I have no spool. When is the
zero time?”

“Oh, yes. As a matter of fact, it hasn’t
been assigned yet. Be ready from now on.
Stay where you can be reached.”

“Here?”

“No. At your aPanmenL"

“Tll leave, then.”

“No, don’t. Leave when the rest do.
Come, have a drink with me and help me
relax. What was that song about the
‘Rocket Pilot's Children?”

Hamilton spent the next hour helping
The Great Man relax.

Monroe-Alpha’s section was dismissed
shortly before McFee released them. Ham-

P d. “What's up? Don't you trust
me?”
Hamilton looked him up and down.
“You fool,” he said bitterly. ““You utter,
stupid, hysterical fool!”

viI

“FE LIX! What do you mean? What's
come over you?” His expression was
so completely surprised, so utterly innocent
of wrongdoing, that Hamilton was mo-
mentarily disconcerted. Was it possible
that Montoe—Alfpha, like himself, was in
it as an agent of the government and knew
that Hamilton was one also?

“Wait a minute,” he said grimly.
“What's your status here? Are you loyal to
the Survivors Club, or are you in it as a
spy?”

“A spy? Did you think I was a spy? Was
that why you grabbed my gun?”

“No,” Hamilton answered savagely, "I
was Bafraid you weren't a spy.”

“But—"
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“Get this. I am a spy. I'm in this thing to
bust it up. And, damn it, if I were a good
one, I'd blow your head off and get on with
my work. You bloody fool, you've gummed
the whole thing up!”

“But. . . but, Felix, I £zew youwere in
it. That was one of the things that per-
suaded me. I knew you wouldn't—"

“Well, 'm not! Where does that put
you? Where do you stand? Are you with me,
or against me?”

Monroe-Alpha looked from Hamilton's
face to the gun in his fist, then back to his
face. “Go ahead and shoot,” he said.

“Don't be a fool!”

“Go ahead. I may be a fool—I'm not a
traitor.”

“Not a traitor—you! You've already sold
out the rest of us.”

Monroe-Alpha shook his head. "I was
born into this culture. I had no choice and
T owe it no loyalty. Now I've had a vision of
a worth-while society. I won't sacrifice it
to save my own ski

Hamilton swore. * ‘God deliver us from
an idealist.” Would you let that gang of rats
run the country?”

The telephone said softly but insistently,
“Someone’s calling. Someone’s calling.
Someone’s—" They ignored it.

“They aren’t rats. They propose a truly
scientific society and I'm for it. Maybe the
Change will be a little harsh but that can’t
be helped. It's for the best—"

“Shut up. I haven’t the time to argue
ideologies with you.” He stepped toward
Monroe-Alpha, who drew back a little,
watching him.

Hamilton suddenly, without taking his
eyes off Monroe-Alpha's face, kicked him in
the groin. “Someone’s calling. Someone’s
calling.” Hamilton holstered his gun—fast
—bent over the disabled man and punched
him in the pit of the stomach, not with his
fist but with stiffened fingers. It was nicely
calculated to paralyze the diaphragm—and
did. He dragged Monroe-Alpha to a point
under the telephone, placed a knee in the
small of his back and seized his throat
with the left hand.

“One move is all you'll get,” he warned.
With his right hand he cut in the phone.
His face was close to the pickup; nothing
else would be transmitted.

McFee Norbert's face lpPeared in the
frame “Hamilton!” he said. “What in hell
are you doing there?”

“I went home with Monroe-Alpha.”

“That's direct disobedience. You'll an-
swer for it—Ilater. Where's Monroe-Al-
pha?”

Hamilton gave a brief, false, but plaus-
ible, explanation.

“A fine time to have to do that,” McFee
commented. “Give him these orders: He is
relieved from duty. Tell him to get as far
away and stay away, for forty-eight hours.
I've decided to take no chances with him.”

“Right,” said Hamilton.

“And you—do you realize how near you
came to missing your orders? You should be
in action ten minutes before the section
group moves in. Get going.”

“Now?”

“Now.”

AMILTON dleared the circuit. Monroe-
Alpha had started to struggle the sec-
ond the phone came to life. Hamilton had
ground his knee into his spine and clamped
down hard on his throat, but it was a situa-
tion which could not be maintained indefi-
nitely.
He eased up on Monroe-Alpha a little.
“You heard those orders?”
“Yes,” Monroe-Alpha
hoarsely.
“You are going to carry them out.
Where's your runabout?”
No answer. Hamilton dug in viciously.
“Answer me. On the roof?”
“Yes."

acknowledged

Hamilton did not bother to answer. He
took his heavy automatic from its holster
and struck Monroe-Alpha behind his right
ear. The man’s head jerked once, then
sagged limply. Hamilton turned to the

hone and signaled Mordan’s personal num-
ECL He waited apprehensively while distant
machinery hunted, fearful that the report
would come back, “NOWHERE AVAIL-
ABLE.” He was relieved when the instru-
ment reported instead, “SIGNALING.”

After an interminable time—all of three
or four seconds—Mordan’s face lighted up
the frame. “Oh—hello, Felix.”

“Claude—the time’s come! This is it.”

“Yes, I know. That's why I'm here.”
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The background behind him showed his
office.

“Y ou—knew?”

“Yes, Felix.”

“But— Never mind. I'm coming over.”

“Yes, certainly.” He cut off.

Hamilton reflected grimly that one more
surprise would be just enough to cause him
to start picking shadows off the wall. But
he had no time to worry about it. He rushed
into his friend’s bedchamber, found what
he wanted immediately—small pink cap-
sules, Monroe-Alpha’s habitual relief from
the peril of sleepless worry. He returned
then and examined Monroe-Alpha briefly.
He was still out cold.

He picked him up in his arms, went out
into the corridor, and sought the lift. He
ilasscd one startled citizen on the way.

amilton looked at him, said, "Sssh—
You'll waken him. Open the lift for me,
will you please?”

The citizen looked dubious, shrugged,
and did as he was requested,

He found Monro:%l ha's little skycar
without trouble, removed the key from his
friend’s pocket, and opened it. He dumped
his burden inside, set the pilot for the
roof of the clinic, and depressed the impeller
bar. He had done all he could for the
moment; in over-city traffic automatic opera-
tion was faster than manual. It would be
five minutes, or more, before he reached
Mordan, but, even at that, he had saved at
least ten minutes over what it would have
taken by tube and slideway.

It consoled him somewhat for the time
he had wasted on Monroe-Alpha.

The man was beginning to stir. Hamilton
took a cup from the cooler, filled it with
water, dissolved three of the capsules in
it, and went to his side. He slapped him.

Monroe-Alpha sat up. “Whassa matter?”
he said. "Stop it. What's happened?”

“Drink this,” Hamilton commanded, put-
ting the cup to his lips.

“What happened? My head hurts.”

“It ought to—jyou had quite a fall. Drink
it, You'll feel better.”

i Monroe-Alpha complied docilely. When
he had finished, Hamilton watched him
narrowly, wondering if he would have to
slug him again before the hypnatic took
hold. But Monroe-Alpha said nothing

more, seemed still dazed, and shortly was
sleeping soundly.
e car grounded gently.

Hamilton raised the panel of the com-
municator, shoved his foot inside, and
Eushed. There was a satisfying sound of
reaking crystal and snapping wires. He
set the pilot on due south, without des-
tination, opened the door, and stepped out.
He turned, reached inside, sought the im-
peller bar—but hesitated without depressing
it. He stepped back inside and removed the
selector key from the pilot. He stepped out
again, depressed the impeller—and ducked.
As the door slammed shut, the little runa-
bout angled straight up, seeking cruising
altitude.

He did not wait for it to go out of sight,
but turned and started below.

MONROE—ALPHA awoke with a dry
mouth, an excruciatingly throbbin;
head, a nauseous feeling at his midriff, an§
a sense of impending disaster. He became
aware of these things in that order.

He knew that he was in the air, in a
skycar, and alone, but how he had gotten
there, why he was there, escaped him. He
had had some dreadful nightmares—they
seemed to have some bearing on it. There
was something he should be doing.

This was the Day, the Day of the Change!
That was it!

But why was he here? He should be with
his section. No. No, McFee had said—

‘What was it he had said? And where was
Hamilton? Hamslton was a spy! Hamilton
was about to betray them all!

He must inform McFee at once. Where
was he? No matter—call him!

It was then that he found the wrecked
communicator. And the bright sunlight out-
side told him that it was too late, too late.
‘Whatever had come of Hamilton’s treachery
had already happened. Too late.

The pieces were beginning to fall into
ﬂac& He recalled the ugly interview with

amilton, the message from McFee, the
fight. Apparently he had been knocked out.
There was nothing left to do but to go back,
turn himself in to his leader, and confess
his failure.

No, McFee had given him orders to stay
out, to stay away for two days. He must
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obey. “The Whole is greater than the
parts.”

But those orders did not apply—McFee
had not known about Hamilton.

He knew now. That was certain. There-
fore, the orders did apply. What was it
McFee had said? “I've decided to take no
cbances on him”

They didn't trust him. Even McFee knew
him for what he was—a thumb-fingered
idiot who could be depended on to do the
wrong thing at the wrong time.

He had never been any good. All he was
fit for was to do fiddling things with num-
bers. He knew it. Everybody knew it. Hazel
knew it. If he met a girl he liked, the best
he could do was to knock her off her feet.
Hamilton knew it. Hamilton hadnt even
bothered to kill him—he wasn't worth kill-

ng.

gThey hadn’t really wanted him in the
Survivors Club—not in a pinch. They just
wanted him available to set up the account-
ing for the New Order. McFee had spoken
to him about that, asked him if he could
do it. Naturally, he could. That's all he was
—a clerk.

Well, if they wanted him for that, he’d
do it. He wasn'’t proud. All he asked was to
serve. It would be a fairly simple matter to
set up foolproof accounting for a collective-
type State. It would not take him long; after
that, his usefulness ended, he would be
justified in taking the long sleep.

He got up, having found some comfort
in complete self-abnegation. He rinsed out
his mouth, drank more than a liter of water,
and felt a little better. He rummaged in the
larder, opened a seal of tomato juice, drank
it, and felt almost human, in a deeply
melancholy way.

He then investigated his location. The
cr was hovering; it had reached the ex-
treme limit of its automatic radius. The
ground was concealed by clouds, though it
was bright sunlight where he was. The
pilot showed him the latitude and longi-
tude; a reference to the charts placed him
somewhere over the Sierra Nevada Moun-
tains—almost precisely over the Park of the
Giant Redwoods, he noticed.

He derived a flicker of interest from that,
The Survivors Club, in their public social
guise, claimed the Generalsherman Tree as

president emeritus. It was a nice jest, he
thought—the unkillable, perfectly adapted
Oldest Living Thing on Earth,

The sabotaged pilot put wrinkles between
his eyes. He could fly the craft manually,
but he could not enter the traffic of the
Capital until it was repaired. He would
have to seek some small town—

No, McFee had said to go away and stay
away—and McFee meant what he said. If
he went to any town, he would be mixed up
in the fighting.

He did not admit to himself that he no
longer had any stomach for it—that Ham-
ilton’s words had left him with unadmitted
doubts.

Still, it must be repaired. There might be
a repair station at the Park——must be, in
fact, in view of the tourist traffic. And surely
the Change would not cause any fighting
there,

He cut in the fog eyes and felt his way
down.

‘ N THEN he grounded a single figure ap-

proached. “You can’t stay,” the man
said, when he was in earshot. “The Park’s
closed.”

“I've got to have a repair,” said Monroe-
Alpha, “Why is the Park closed?”

‘Can’t say. Some trouble down below.
The rangers were called on special duty
hours ago, and we sent the tourists out.
There's nobody here but me.”

“Can you repair?”

“Could—maybe. What's the trouble?”

Monroe-Alpha showed him. “Can you
X it2"” .

“Not the talkie box. Might scare up some
acts for the pilot. What happened? Looks
ike you smashed it yourself.”

“I didn’t.” He opened a locker, located
his car gun, and stuck it in his holster. The
caretaker was brassarded; he shut up at
once. “I think I'll take a walk while you
fix it.”

“Yes, sir. It won't take long.”

Monroe-Alpha took out his credit folder,
tore out a twenty-credit note, and handed it
to the man. “Here. Leave it in the hangar.”
He wanted to be alone, to talk to no one at
all, least of all this inquisitive stranger. He
turned and walked away.

He had seen very little of the Big Trees in
landing; he had kept his eyes glued to the
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fog eyes and had been quite busy with the
problem of landing. Nor had he ever been
in the Park before. True, he had seen pic-
tures—who has not>—but pictures are not
the trees. He started out, more intent on
his inner turmoil than on the giants around
him.

Butthe place got him.

‘There was no sun, no sky. The trees lost
themselves in a ceiling of mist, a remote dis-
tance overhead. There was no sound. His
own footsteps lost themselves in a damp
carpet of evergreen needles. There was no
limiting horizon, endless succession only to
stately columns, slim green columns of

4—Two Complete Sclence-Adventure Book—Winter

sugar pine, a mere meter in thickness, mas-
sive red-brown columns of the great ones
themselves.

PRFSENTLY he found his way blocked

by a solid gray mass of granite which
labored on up out of sight in the mist. A
series of flights of steps, cleverly shaped to
blend into the natural rock, wound up
through its folds. There was a small sign at
the foot of the steps: MORO ROCK, He
recognized it, both from pictures and a brief
glimpse he had had of it through the fog
in landing. It was a great gray solid mass
of stone, peak high and mountain wide,
a fit place for a Sabbat.

He started to climb. Presently the trees
were gone. There was nothing but himself,
the gray mist, and the gray rock. His feeling
for up-and-down grew shaky; he had to
watch his feet and the steps to hang on to
it
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Once he shouted. The sound was lost
and nothing came back.

The way led along a knife edge, on the
left a sheer flat slide of rock, on the right
bottomless empty gray nothingness. The
wind cut cold across it. Then the path
climbed the face of the rock again,

He began to hurry; he had reached a
decision. He could not hope to emulate the
serene, eternal certainty of the old tree—
he was not built for it. Nor was he built, he
felt sure, for the life he knew. No need to
go back to it, no need to face it out with
Hamilton nor McFee, whichever won their
deadly game. Here was a good place, a place
to die with clean dignity.

There was a clear drop of a thousand
meters down the face of the rock.

He reached the top at last and paused,
a little breathless from his final exertion.
He was ready and the place was ready—
when he saw that he was not alone. There
was another figure, prone, resting on el-
bows, looking out at the emptiness.

He turned, and was about to leave. His
resolution was shaken by the little fact of
another’s presence. He felt nakedly em-
barrassed.

Then she turned and looked at him. Her
gaze was friendly and unsurprised. He
recognized her—without surprise, and was
surprised that he had not been. He saw that
she recognized him.

“Oh, hello,” he said stupidly.

“Come sit down,” she answered.

He accepted silently, and squatted beside
her. She said nothing more at the time, but
remained resting on one elbow, watching
him—not narrowly, but with easy quietness,
He liked it. She gave out warmth, as the
redwoods did.

Presently she spoke. “I intended to spcak
b you after the dance. You were unhappy.”

“Yes. Yes, that is true.”

“You are not unhappy now.”

“No,” he found himself saying and
sealized with a small shock that it was
true. “No, I am happy now.”

They were silent again. She seemed to
have no need for small sFeed1 nor for rest-
less movement. He felt calmed by her
manoer himself, but his own calm was
not as deep. “What were you doing here?”
he asked.

“Nothing. Waiting for you, perhaps.”
The answer was not logical, but it pleased

im.
RESENTLY the wind became more chilt
and the fog a deeper gray. They started
down. The way seemed shorter this time.
He made a show of helping her, and she ac-
cepted it, although she was more sure-footed
than he and they both knew it. Then they
were on the floor of the forest and there
was no further excuse to touch her hand
or arm.

They enc roup of
a five-point buck who glanced at them and
returned to the serious business of eating.
his dignity undisturbed, two does who ac-
cepted them with the calm assurance of
innocence long protected, and three fawns.
The does were passively friendly, but en-
joyed being scratched, especially behind the
ears.

The fawns were skittishly curious. They
crowded around, stepping on their feet and
nuzzling their clothes, then would skitter
away in sudden alarm at an unexpected
movement, their great soft ears flopping
foolishly.

The girl offered them leaves plucked from
a shrub, and laughed when her fingers were
nibbled. Monroe-Alpha tried it and had to
grin—the nibbling tickled. He would have
liked to have wiped his fingers, but noticed
that she did not, and refrained.

He felt a compulsion to unburden him-
self to her, as they walked along, and tried
to, stumblingly. He stopped long before
he had made himself clear, and looked at
her, half expecting to see disgusted disap-
proval in her eyes. There was none.

“I don't know what it is you have done,”
she said, “but you haven't been bad. Fool-
ish, perhaPs, but not bad.” She stopped,
looked a little puzzled, and added reflec-
tively, “I've never met any bad people.”

He tried later to describe some of the
ideals of the Survivors Club. He spoke of
the plans for dealing with the control nat-
urals as being the easiest and clearest to
explain. No inhumanity, a bare minimum
of necessary coercion, a free choice between
a simple sterilizing operation and a trip to
the future—all this in the greater interest
of the race. He spoke of t%ese things as
something that might be done if the people

5%
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were wise enough to accept it.

She shook her head. “I don’t think I
would care for it,” she said gently, but
with clear finality. He dropped the subject.

He was surprised when it became dark.
"I suppose we should hurry on to the
lodge,” he said.

“The lodge is closed.” That was true, he
remembered. The Park was closed; they
were not s\lx}aposed to be there. He started
to ask her if she had a skycar there, or had
she come up through the tunnel, but
checked himself. Either way, she would be
leaving him. He did not want that; he
himself was not pressed for time—his
forty-eight hours would not be up until
the morrow. "I saw some cabins as I came
this way,” he suggested.

They found them, nestling half hidden
in a hollow. They were unfurnished and
quite evidently out of service, but strong

he thought, from the jaundiced melancholy
he had suffered from.

Had suffered from. For he realized that
her enthusiasm was infectious, that he had
caught it, and that he owed his present
warm elation to her presence.

He decided not to wake her. He had
much to think of, anyhow, before he was
ready to talk with another. He saw now
that his troubles of yesterday had been
sheer funk. McFee was a careful com-
mander; if McFee saw fit to leave him off
the firing line, he should not complain or
question. "The Whole was greater than the
parts.” McFee’s decision was probably in-
spired by Felix, anyway—from the best of
intentions.

Good old Felix! Misguided, but a good
sort anyhow. He would have to see if he
couldn’t intercede for Hamilton, in the re-
construction. They could not afford to hold

the New Order had no place for

and weather-tight. He r d around
in the cupboards and found a Tittle glow-
heater with more than enough charge show-
ing on its dial for their needs. Water there
was, but no food. It did not matter.

There were not even cushion beds avail-
able, but the floor was warm and clean.
She lay down, seemed to nestle out a bed
in the floor as an animal might, said,
“Good night,” and closed her eyes. He
believed that she went to sleep at once.

He expected to find it hard to get to
sleep, but he dozed off before he had time
to worry about it.

HEN he awoke it was with a sense

of well-being such as he had not
enjoyed in many days—months. He did not
attempt to analyze it at once, but simply
savored it, wallowed in it, stretching luxuri-
ously while his soul fitted itself, catlike,
back into its leasehold.

Then he caught sight of her face, across
the cabin floor, and knew why he left cheer-
ful. She was still asleep, her head cradled
on the curve of her arm. Bright sun flooded
in through the window and illuminated
her face. It was, he decided, not necessarily
a beautiful face, although he could find no
fault with it. Its charm lay more in a child-
like quality, a look of fresh wonder, as if
she greeted each new experience as truly
new and wholly delightful—so different,

small personal emotions. Logic and science.

There would be much to be done and
he could still be useful. The next phase
started today—rounding up control natu-
rals, giving them their choice of two
humane alternatives. Questioning public
officials of every sort and determining
whether or not they were tem] jmramentally

suited to continue to serve under the New
Order. Oh, there was much to be done—
he wondered why he had felt yesterday that
there was no place for him.

Had he been as skilled in psychologics
as he was in mathematics he might possibly
have recognized his own pattern for what
it was—religious enthusiasm, the desire to
be a part of a ter whole and to surren-
der one’s own little worries to the keeping
of an over-being. He had been told, no
doubt, in his early instruction, that revolu-
tionary political movements and crusading
religions were the same type-form process,
differing only in verbal tags and creeds, but
he had never experienced either one before.
In consequence, he failed to recognize what
had happened to him. Religious frenzy?
What nonsense—he believed himself to be
an extremely hard-headed agnostic.

She opened her eyes, saw him and
smiled, without moving. “Good morning,”
she said.

“Good morning,”

he agreed. "I neg-
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lected to ask your name yesterday.”

“My name is Marion,” she answered.
“What's yours?”

“I am Monroe-Alpha Clifford.”

"Monme-AlPha," she mused. “That’s
2 good line, Clifford. I suppose you—" She
got no further with her remark; her ex-
pression was suddenly surprised, she made
two gasping quick intakes of breath, buried
her face in her hands, and sneezed convul-
sively.

MONROE-ALPHA sat up abruptly, at
once alert and no longer happy. She?
Impossible!

But he faced the first test of his new-
found resolution firmly. It was going to be
damned unpleasant, he realized, but he had
to do it. “The Whole is greater than the

arts.”

He even derived unadmitted melancholy
satisfaction from the realization that he
could do his duty, no matter how painful.
“You sneezed,” he said accusingly.

“It was nothing,” she said hastily. “Dust
. - . dust and the sunshine.”

“Your voice is thick. Your nose is
stopped up. Tell me the truth. You're a
‘natural'—aren’t you?”

“You don't understand,” she ptotested.
“I'm a...oh, dear!” She sneezed twice in
rapid succession, then left her head bowed.

Monroe-Alpha bit his lip. “I hate this
as much as you do,” he said, “but I'm
bound to assume that you are a control
natural until you prove the contrary.”

“Why?”

“I tried to explain to you yesterday. I've
got to take you in to the Provisional Com-
mittee—what I was talking about is already
an established fact.” She did not answer
him. She just looked. It made him still
more uncomfortable. “Come now,” he said.
“No need to be tragic about it. You won't
have to enter the stasis. A simple, painless
operation that leaves you unchanged—no
disturbance of your endocrine. balance at
all. Besides, there may be no need for it.
Let me see your tattoo.”

Still she did not answer. He drew his
gun and leveled it at her. “Don’t trifle
with me. I mean it.” He lowered his sights
and pinged the floot just in front of her.
She flinched back from the burnt wood and

the little puff of smoke. “If you force me,
I'll burn you. I'm not joking. Let me see
your tattoo.”

When still she made no move, he got
up, went to her, grabbed her roughly by
the arm, dragging her to her feet. “Let’s
see your tattoo.”

She hesitated, then shrugged her shoul-
ders. “All right—but you'll be sorry!” She
lifted her left arm. As he lowered his head
to read the figures tattooed near the armpit
she brought her hand down sharply near
the wrist joint of his right hand. At the
same instant her right fist made a painful
surprise in the pit of his stomach.

He dropged his gun.

He dived after the gun before it had
clattered to a stop, and was up after her.
But she was already gone. The cabin door
stood open, framing a picture of sugar
pines and redwoods, but no human figure.
A blue jay coursed and made a flicker of
blue; nothing else moved.

MONROE-ALPHA leaped to the door
and looked both ways, coveting the
same arc with his weapon, but the Giant
Forest had swallowed her. She was some-
where close at hand, of course; her flight
had disturbed the jay. But where? Behind
which of fifty trees? Had there been snow
on the ground he would have known, but
the snow had vanished, except for bed-
raggled hollows, and the pine needle carpet
of an evergreen forest left no tracks per-
ceptible to his untrained eye—nor was it
cluttered with undergrowth to impede and
disclose her flight.

He cast around uncertainly like a puzzled
hound. He caught a movement from the
corner of his eye, turned, saw a flash of
white, and fired instantly.

He had hit—that was sure. His target
had fallen behind a baby pine which
blocked his view, thrashed once, and was
quiet. He went toward the little tree with
reluctant steps, intending to finish her off
mercifully if, by chance, his first bolt had
merely mutilated her.

Tt was not she, but a mule-deer fawn.
His charge had burnt away half the rump
and penetrated far up into the vitals. The
movement he had seen and heard could
have been no more than dying reflex. Its
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eyes were wide open, deer soft, and seemed
to him to be filled with gentle reproach.
He turned away at once, feeling a little
sick. It was the first nonhuman animal he
had ever killed.

He spent only a few minutes more
searching for her. His sense of duty he
quieted by telling himself that she stood
no chance of getting away here in 2 moun-
tain forest anyhow, infected, as he knew
her to be, with a respiratory ailment. She
would have to give up and turn herself in.

Monroe-Alpha did not return to the
cabin. He had left nothing there, and he
assumed that the little glow-heater which
had kept them warm through the night was
equipped with automatic cut-off. If not, no
matter—it did not occur to him to weigh
his personal convenience against the waste
involved. He went at once to the parking
lot underground where he found his run-
about, climbed in, and started its impeller.
There was an immediate automatic response
from the Park’s signal system, evidenced by
glowing letters on the runabout’s annuncia-
tor: NO CRUISING OVER GIANT
FOREST—ANGLE THREE THOUSAND
AND SCRAMBLE. He obeyed without
realizing it; his mind was not on the con-
ning of the little car.

His mind was not on anything in particu-
lar. The lethargy, the bitter melancholy,
which had enervated him before the begin-
ning of the Readjustment, descended on
him with renewed force. For what good?
To what purpose was this blind senseless
struggle to stay alive, to breed, to fight?
He drove the little capsule as fast as its
impeller would shove it straight for the
face of Mount Whitney, with an unreasoned
half-conscious intention of making an end-
ing there and then.

But the runabout was not built to crash.
With the increase in speed the co-pilot
extended the range of its feelers; the
klystrons informed the tracker; solenoids
chattered briefly and the car angled over
the peak.

v

AS HE turned his back on the lifting run-
about into which he had shanghaied
Monroe-Alpha, Hamilton dismissed his
friend from his mind—much to do and

damned little time. Hurry!

He was surprised and not pleased to find
that the door giving down into the building
from the roof responded at once to the
code used by the clinic staff—a combination
Mordan had given him. Nor were there
guards beyond the door. Why, the place
might as well be wide open!

He burst into Mordan's office with the
fact on his mind. “This place is as unpro-
tected as a church,” he snapped. "What's
the idea?” He looked around. In addition
to Mordan the room contained Bainbridge
Martha, his chief of technical staff, and
Longcourt Phyllis. His surprise at Phyllis’
presence was reinforced by annoyance at
seeing she was armed.

"Good evening, Felix,” Mordan an-
swered mildly. “Why should it be pro~
tected?”

“"Good grief! Aren’t you going to resist
attack?”

“But,” Mordan pointed out, “there is no
reason to expect attack. This is not a stra-

tegic point. No doubt they ;hn to take the
clinic over later but the fighting will be
elsewhere.”

“That's what you think. I know better.”
“Yes?”

I was assigned to come here to kill you.
A section follows me to seize the clinic.”

Mordan made no comment. He sat still,
face impassive. Hamilton started to speak;
Mordan checked him with a raised hand.
Twenty seconds later he said, "There are
only three other men in the building be-
sides ourselves. None of them are gunmen.
How much time have we?”

“Ten minutes—or less.”

“I'll inform the central peace station.
They may be able to divert a few reserve
monitors. Martha, send the staff home.” He
turned to the telephone.

The lighting flickered sharply, was re-
placed at once by a lesser illumination. The
emergency lighting had cut in. No one
needed to be told that Power Central was
out. Mordan continued to the phone—it
was dead.

“The building cannot be held by two
guns,” he observed, as if thinking aloud.
“Nor is it necessary. There is just one
point necessary to protect—the plasm bank,
Our friends are not completely stupid, but
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it is still bad strategy. They forget that a
trapped animal will gnaw off a leg. Come,
Felix. We must attempt it.”

The significance of the attack on the
clinic raced through Hamilton’s mind. The
plasm bank. The one here in the Capital’s
clinic was repository of the plasm of genius
for the past two centuries. If the rebels
captured it, even if they did not win, they
would have a unique and irreplaceable hos-
tage. At the worst they could exchange it
for their lives.”

“What do you mean, ‘two guns'?” de-
manded Longcourt Phyllis. “What about
this?” She slapped her belt.

“I daren’t risk you, Mordan answered.
“You know why.”

Their eyes locked for a moment. She an-
swered with two words. “Fleming Mar-
jorie.”

“Hm-m-m, I see your point. Very well.”

“What's she doing here, anyhow?” de-
manded Hamilton. “And who is Fleming
Marjorie?”

“Phyllis came here to talk with me—
about you. Fleming Marjorie is another
fifth cousin of yours. Quite a good chart.
Come!” He started away briskly.

Hamilton hurried after him, thinking
furiously. The significance of Mordan’s last
remarks broke on him with a slightly de-
layed action. When he understood he was
considerably annoyed, but there was no
time to talk about it. He avoided looking
at Phyllis.

Bainbridge Martha joined them as they
were leaving the room. “One of the girls
is passing the word,” she informed Mordan.

“Good,” he answered without pausing.

The plasm bank stood by itself in the
middle of a large room, a room three stories
high and broad in proportion. The bank
itself was arranged in library like tiers. A
platform divided it halfway up, from which
technicians could reach the cells in the
upper level.

Mordan went directly to the flight of
stairs in the center of the mass and climbed
to the platform. “Phyllis and I will cover
the two front doors,” he directed. “Felix,
you will cover the rear door.”

“What about me?” asked his chief of

""{ou, Martha? You're not a gunman.”

“There’s another gun,” she declared,
pointing at Hamilton’s belt. Hamilton
glanced down, puzzled. She was right. He
had stuffed the gun he had taken from
Monroe-Alpha under his belt. He handed
it to her.

“Do you know how to use it?” asked
Mordan.

“It will burn where I point it, won't it>”

“That's all I want to know.”

“Very well. Phyllis, you and Martha
cover the back door. Felix and I will take
a front door apiece.”

The balcony platform was surrounded
by a railing, waist high and not quite one
solid piece, for it was pierced here and
there with small openings—part of an
ornamental design. The plan was quite
simple—crouch behind the railing, spy out
the doors through the openings and use
them as loopholes through which to fire.

They waited.

Hamilton got out a cigarette with one
hand, stuck it in his mouth and inhaled
it into burning, without taking his eyes off
the left-hand door. He offered the case to
Mordan, who pushed it away.

“Claude, there’s one thing I can't figurc
out—"

“S02"

“Why in the world the government
didn't bust this up before it had gone so.
far. I gather that I wasn't the only stoolie
in the set-up. Why didn't you smear it?”

“I am not the government,” Mordan
answered carefully, “nor am I on the Policy
Board. I might venture an opinion.”

“Let's have it.”

“The only certain way to get all the
conspirators was to wait until they showed
themselves. Nor will it be necessary to try
them—an unsatisfactory process at best.
This way they will be exterminated to the
last man.”

Hamilton thought about it. "It does not
seem to me that the policy makers are jus-
nﬁed in risking the whole State by delay-

"Pohcy makers take a long view of
things. Biologically it is better to make
sure that the purge is clean. But the issue
was never in doubt, Felix.”

“How can you be sure? We're in a
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sweet spot now, as a result of waiting.”

“You and I are in jeopardy, to be sure.
But the society will live. It will take a little
time for the monitors to recruit enough
militia to subdue them in any key points
they may have seized, but the outcome is
certain.”

“Damnation!” complained Hamilton. "It
shouldn’t be necessary to wait to stir up
volunteers among the citizens. The police
force should be large enough.”

“No,” said Mordan. "No, I don’t think
so. The police of a State should never be
stronger or better armed than the citizenry.
An armed citizenry, willing to fight, is the
foundation of civil freedom. That's a per-
sonal evaluation, of course.”

“But suppose they don’t? Suppose these
rats win? It’s the Policy Board’s fault.”

Mordan shrugged. “If the rebellion is
successful, notwithstanding an armed citi-
zenry, then it has justified itself—biologi-
cally. By the way, be a little slow in shoot-
i;g, if the first man comes through your

loor.”

“Why?"
“Your weapon is noisy. If he is alone,
we'll gain & short delay.”

They waited. Hamilton was beginning
to think that his timepiece had stopped,
until he realized that his first cigarette was
still burning. He glanced quickly back at
his door, and said, "Pssst!” to Mordan, and
shifted his watching to the other door.

The man entered cautiously, weapon
high. Mordan led him with his gunsight
until he was well inside and had stepped
out of direct line of sight of the door. Then
he let him have it, neatly, in the head.
Mordan glanced at him, and noticed that
it was a man he had had a drink with
earlier in the evening.

The next two came in a pair. Mordan
motioned for him not to shoot. He was not
able to wait so long this time; they saw the
body as soon as they were in the doorway.
Hamilton noted with admiration that he
was unable to tell which one had been shot
first. They seemed to drop simultaneously.

“You need not honor my fire next time,”
Mordan remarked. "The element of sur-
1;;x'i_sc will be lacking.” Over his shoulder

e called, “First blood, ladies. Anything
doing there?”

“Not yet.”

“HERE they come!” Ba-bang! Bang!
Hamilton had fired three times,
winged three men. One of them stirred,
attempted to raise himself and return the
fire. He let him have one more bullet,
which quieted him. “Thank you,” said
Mordan.

“For what?”

“That was my file secretary. But I would
rather have killed him myself.”

Hamilton cocked an eyebrow at him. “I
think you once told me that a public official
should try to keep his personal feelings out
of his work?”

“That’s true—but there is no rule saying
I can’t enjoy my work. I wish he had come
in my door, I liked him.”

Hamilton noted that Mordan had ac-
counted for four more, silently, while Ha-
milton was so noisily stopping the rush at
his own door. That made five at his door,
one in between, and four at Mordan’s. “If
they keep this up, they'll have a barricade
of living flesh,” he commented.

“Formerly living,” Mordan corrected.
“Haven’t you been at that same loophole
a bit too long?”

“I stand corrected on both counts.” He
shifted to another spot, then called back,
“How is it commg  girls?”

“Martha got one,” Phyllis sang out.

“Good for her! What's the matter with
ou?”

“I'm doing all right.”

There were no more rushes. A portion
of a head would peek out cautiously, its
owner would blast once quickly without

roper aim, the man would duck badk

ey returned the fire, but with little ex-
pectation of hitting anything. The targets
never appeared twice in the same spot, and
for split seconds only. They crept back and
forth along the balcony, trying to enfilade
the rooms beyond, but their antagonists
had become cagey.

“Claude—I just thought of something
funny.”

“So0?”

“Suppose I get killed in this. You get
your own way in our argument, don’t you?”

“Yes. What's the joke?”

“But if I get knocked over, you'll prob-



56

ably be dead, too. You told me my deposit
was listed on[y in your mind. You win and
you lose.”

“Not exactly. I said it was not on file.
But it's identified in my will—my profes-
sxonal executor will carry out the i{

Oho. So I'm a papa anyhow.” He fired
once at a shape that suddenly appeared in
his door. There was a yelp of anguish, and
the shape drew back, “Lousy,” he deplored.
“I must be losing my eyesight.” He banked
a slug off the floor in front of his door,
letting it thereby ricochet loosely in the
room beyond. He did the same through
Mordan’s door. “That's to teach ’em to
keep their heads down. Look, Claude—if
you had your choice, which would you
prefer: For both of us to be knocked over
and thereby insure your own way about my
hypothetical offspx dg. ot for both of us to
get through it and be back where we
started?”

Mordan considered the question. "I
think I would rather try to argue you
around to my viewpoint. I'm afraid there
isnt much of the martyr spirit in me”

“That's what I thought.

IOMEWHAT later Mordan said, “Felix,

I think they havetaken to drawing our

fire. I don't think that was a face I shot
at last time.”

“I believe you're right. I coxldn’t have
missed a couple of times lately.”

“How many shots have you left?”

Hamilton did not need to count; he knew
—and it had been worrying him. He had
four clips when he left for the Hall of the
Wolf—three in his belt, one in his gun,
twenty-eight shots in all. The last dip was
in his gun; he had fired two shots from it.
He held up one hand, fingers spread. “How
about yourself?”

“About the same. I cox/d use half charge
for this sparring.” He thought a moment.
“Cover both doors.” He crawled rapidly
away through the stacks to where the two
women kept guard on the rear door.

Martha heard him and turned. “Look
at this, chief,” she insisted, holding out her
left hand. He looked—the first two joints
of the forefinger were burned away and the
tip of the thumb—cleanly cauterized. “Isn’t
that a mess?” she complained. “I'll never
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“be able to operate again. No mampulanon

“Your assistants can operate. It's your
brain that counts.”

“A lot youknow about it. They’re clumsy
—every blessed one of them. It's a miracle
they can dress themselves.”

“I'm sorry. How many charges have you
left?”

The picture was no better here. Phyllis'
lady’s weapon had been only a tweaty-gun
to start with. Both Mordan’s and Monroe-
Alpha’s were fifty-guns, but the gun expro-
priated from Monroe-Alpha had started the
evening even more depleted than Mordan's,
Phyllis had withdrawn Martha from any-
thing more than stand-by when she had
been wounded, planning to use the gun
herself when her own was exhausted.

Mordan cautioned them to be still more
economical with their shooting and re-
turned to his post. “Anything happened?”
he asked.

“No. What's the situation?”

Mordan told him.

Hamilton whistled tunelessly, his eye on
his target. “Claude?”

“Yes, Felix.”

“Do you think we are going to get out
of this?"

"No, Felix.”

“Hm-m-m. Well, it's been a nice
A little later he added “Dama it— don't
want to die. Not just yet.”

“Claude, I've thought of another joke.”

“Let's have it.”

“What's the one thing t.hat could give
life Pomt to it—real point?

“That,” Mordan pointed out, “is the
question I've beea trying to answer for
you all along.”

“No, no. The question itself.”

“You state. it,” Mordan parried cautious-

ly.

y “I will. The one thing that could give
us some real basis for our living is to know
for sure whether or not anything happeas
after we die. When we die, do we die all
over—or don't we?”

“Hm-m-m—granting your point, what's
the joke?”

“The joke is on me. Or rather on my
kid. In a few minutes I'll probably know
the answer. But be won't. But he's the one
that will need to know. Isn't that funny?”
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“Hm-m-m. If that's your idea of a joke,
Felix, I suggest that you stick to parlor
tricks.”

Hamilton shrugged jauntily. “I'm con-
sidered quite a wit in some circles,” he
bragged. “Sometimes I wow myself.”

¢ TYERE they come!” It was an organized

rush this time, spreading fanwise
from both doors. They were both very busy
for perhaps two seconds, then it was over.
“Any get through?”

“Two, I think,” Mordan answered. “You
cover the stairs. I'll stay here.” It was not
personal caution, but tactics. Mordan’s eye
and hand were fast, but Hamilton was the
younger, abler man.

He watched the stairs on his belly, most
of his body shielded by the stacks. He
was lucky on the first shot—his man stuck
his head up facing the other way. Hamilton
sent him down with 2 hdle in the back of
his skull and his forehead blown away.
He then shifted quickly to the far side of
the stair well. But his gun was empty.

The second man came up fast. Hamilton
slugged him with the empty weapon and
grappled, trying to get inside his range.
The man almost fought free, dragging
them both part way into the staircase, but
Hamilton jerked back on his head, hard.
There was a crunch of bone; he went limp.

Hamilton reported back to Mordan.

“Good. Where's your gun? Hamilton
shrugged and spread his palms. “There
ought to be a couple o’ guns at the foot of
the stairs,” he suggested.

“You wouldn't last long enough to st
over for them. You stay up here. Go ba
and get Martha's.”

“Yes, sit.”

He crawled back, explained what he
wanted, and told Martha to hide in the
stacks. She protested. “Chief’s orders,” he
lied. Then to Phyllis, “How are you doing,
kid?”

“All right”

“Keep your chin up and your head
down.” He glanced at the meters on both
guns. They had the same charge. He hol-
stered Monroe-Alpha’s gun, shot a quick
look at the door Phyllis was covering, then
grabbed her chin, turned her face around,
and kissed her quickly.

“That's for keeps,” he said, and turned
away at once.

Mordan reported no activity. “But there
will be,” he added. “We don't dare waste
shots on casual targets and they will soon
realize it.”

It seemed an interminable wait. They
grimly forbore accepting the targets they
were offered.- “I think,” said Mordan at
last, “that we had better expend one charge
on the next thing that appears. It might
cause a worth-while delay.”

“You don’t have any silly notion that
we are going to get out of this now, do
you? I've begun to suspect that the monitors
don’t even know this point was attacked.”

“You may be right. But we'll keep on.”

“Oh, of course.”

They had a target soon—plain enough
to be sure that it was a man, and not a
decoy. Mordan stung him. He fell in sight,
but shots were scarce—he was allowed to
crawl painfully back out of range.

Hamilton looked up for a moment. “See
here, Claude—it woxld be worth-while,
you know —to know what happens after
the lights go out. Why hasnt anyone
tackled it seriously?”

“Religions do. Philosophies do.”

“That isn't what I mean. It ought to be
tackled the same as any other—" He
stopped. “Do you smell anything?”

Mordan sniffed. “I'm not sure. What
does it smell like?”

“Sweetish. It—" He felt suddenly dizzy,
a strange sensation for him. He saw two
of Mordan. “Gas. They've got us” He
tried to crawl to the passageway down
which Phyllis was on duty, but he achieved
only a couple of clumsy, crawling steps, fell
on his face, and lay still.

X

It was pleasant to be dead. Pleasant and
peaceful, not monotonous. But a little bit
lonely. He missed those others—sercne
Mordan, the dauntless gallantry of Phyllis,
Cliff and his frozen face. And there was
that funny little man, pathetic little man
who ran the Milky Way Bar—what had he
named him? He could see his face, but what
had he named him? Herbie, Herbert, some-
thing like that—names didn't taste the
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same when words were gone. Why had
he named him Herbert?

Never mind. Next time he would not
choose to be a mathematician. Dull, taste-
less stuff, mathematics—quite likely to give
the ame away before it was played out.

un in the game if you knew the out-
come. He had designed 2 game like that
once, and called it “Futility”—no matter
how you Played, you had to win. No, that
wasn't himself, that was a player called
Hamilton. Himself wasn't Hamilton—not
this game. He was a geneticist—that was
a2 good onel—a game within a game.
Change the rules as you go along. Move the
players around. Play tricks on yourself:

"Don’t you peek and close your eyes,
And Tll give you something to make a
s prise!”

That was the essence of the game—
surprise. You locked up your memory, and
promised not to look, then u[:layed through
the part you had picked with just the rules
assigned to that player. Sometimes the
su(:})rises were pretty ghastly though—he
didn't like having his fingers burned off.

No! He hadn't playe:
all. That piece was an

that position at

in the direction of the voice and strove to
focus his aching eyes. It was Mordan, lying
a few feet away. There was something he
wanted to ask Mordan, but it escaped him.

“Oh, Claude. I don’t feel right. How
long have we been dead?”

“We aren’t dead. You're just a bit sick.
You'll get over it.”

“Sick? Is that what it is?”

“Yes. I was sick once, about thirty years
ago- It was ‘much like this.”

" There was still something he
wanted to ask Mordan, but he couldn’t for
the life of him recall what it was. It was
important, too, and Claude would know.
Claude knew everything—he made the
rules.

That was silly! Still, Claude would know.

“Do you want to know what happened?”
Mordan asked.

Maybe that was it. “They gassed us,
didn’t they? I don't remember anything
after that” That wasnt quite right—there
was something else. He couldn't recall.

“We were gassed, but it was done by our
own monitors. Through the conditioning
system. We were lucky. No one knew we
were under siege inside, but they could not
be sure that all of the staff were out of the

the pieces had to be. Himself had burned
off that piece’s fingers, though it seemed
real at the time.

It was always like this on first waking
up. It was always a little hard to remember
which position himself had played, forget-
ting that he had played all of the parts.
Well, that was the game; it was the only
game in town, and there was nothing else
to do. Could he help it if the game was
crooked? Even if he had made it up and
played all the parts.

But he would think up another game
next time. Next time—

HIS eyes didn’t work right. They were
open -but he couldn’t see anything.
A hell of a way to run things—some mis-
take.

“Hey! What's going on here?”

It was his own voice. He sat up, the cloth
fell from his eyes. Everything was too
bright; his eyes smarted.

*“What's the trouble, Felix?” He turned

they would have used a
lethal gas.”

His head was clearing now. He remem-
bered the fight in detail. "So? How many
were left? How many did we fail to get?”

“I don’t know exactly, and it's probably
too late to find out. They are probably all
dead.”

“Dead? Why? They didn't burn them
after they were down, did they?”

“No. But this gas we took #s lethal
without an immediate antidote—and I'm
afraid that the therapists were a little bit
overworked. Our own people came first.”

Hamilton grinned. “You old hypocrite.
Say! How about Phyllis?”"

“She’s all right, and so is Martha, I
ascertained that when I woke up. By the
way, do you know that you snore?”

“Do I, really?”

Ouuageously I listened to your music
for more than an hour.” You must have
had a heavier dose of gas than I had.
Pexths you struggled.”

“Maybe. 1 wouldn't know. Say, where
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are we?” He swung his legs out of bed,
and attempted to stand. It was a foolish
attempt; he just missed falling on his_face.
“Lie down,” ordered Mordan. “You
won't be fit for several hours yet.”
“I guess you're right,” Hamilton ad-

mitted, sinking back on the cushion. “Say, -

that's a funny feeling. I thought I was
going to fly.”

“We're next door to the Carstairs In-
firmary, in a temporary annex,” Mordan
continued. “Naturally, things are a bit
crowded today.”

“Is the party all over? Did we win?"

“Of course we won. I told you the issue
was never in doubt.”

“I know you did, but I've never under-
stood your confidence.”

Mordan considered how to teg;ly to this.
“Perhaps,” he said, “it would be simplest
to state that they never did have what it
takes. The leaders were, in most cases,
genetically poor types, with conceit far ex-
ceeding their abilities. I doubt if any one
of them had sufficient imagination to con-
ceive logically the complexities of running
a society, even the cut-to-measure society
they dreamed of.”

“They talked as if they did.”

“There is a difference between constru-
tive imagination and wild, uncontrolled
daydreams. The latter is Jpsychopat.hic—

gal i ble to distinguish be-
tween fact and fancy. The other is hard-
headed. In any case, the fact remains that
they did not have a single competent sci-
entist, nor a synthesist of any sort, in their
whole organization. I venture to predict
that, when we get around to reviewing
their records, we will find that the rebels
were almost all—all, perhaps—men who
had never been outstandingly successful at
anything. Their only prominence was
among themselves.”

Hamilton thought this over to himself.
He had noticed something of the sort. They
had seemed like thwarted men. He had not
recognized a face among them as being
anyone in particular outside the Survivors
Club. But inside the club they were swollen
with self-importance, planning this, decid-
ing that, talking about what they would do
when they “took over.” Pipsqueaks, the
lot of ‘em.

But dangerous pipsqueaks, no matter
what Mordan said. You were just as dead,
burned by a childish man, as you would be
if another killed you.

“FELIX, are you still awake?”
“Yes.”

“Do you recall the conversation we were
having during the fight?”

“Why, um . . . yes...yes, Ithink I do.”

“You were about to say something when
the gas hit us.”

Hamilton was slow in replying. He re-
called what had been on his mind but it
was difficult to fit it into adequate words.
“It's like this, Claude. It seems to me that
scientists tackle every problem but the im-
portant ones. What 2 man waats to know
is ‘Why?—all that science tells him is
‘What.” ™

“‘Why' isn’t the business of science.
Scientists observe, describe, hypothecate,
and predict. ‘What' and ‘How’ is their
whole field; “Why' doesnt enter it.”

“Why shouldnt “Why’ enter into it? I
don’t want to know how far it is from here
to the Sun; I want to know why the Sun
is there—and why I am standing here
looking at it. I ask what life is for, and
they show me a way to make better bread.”

“Food is important. Try going without
it

it

“Food isn’t important after you've solved
that problem.”

“Were you ever hungry?”

“Once—when I was studying basic socio-
economics. But it was just instructional. I
never expect to be hungry again—and
neither does anybody else. That’s a solved
problem and it answers nothing. I want
to know ‘What next? Where to? What
for?” *

“I had been thinking about these mat-
ters,” Mordan said slowly, “while you were
sleeping. The problems of philosophy seem
to be unlimited, and it is not too healthy
to dwell on unlimited questions. But last
night you seemed to feel that the key prob-
lem, for you, was the old, old question as
to whether a man was anything more than
his hundred years here on earth? Do you
still feel that way?”

“Yes—I think I do. If there was any-
thing, anything more at all, after this crazy
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mix-up we call living, I could feel that
there might be some point to the whole
frantic business, even if I did not know
and could not know the full answer while
I was alive.”

“And suppose there was not? Suppose
that when 2 man's body disintegrates, he
himself disappears absolutely. I'm bound
to say I find it a probable hypothesis.”

“We ll—it wouldn't be cheerful knowl-
edge, but it would be better than not
knowm% You could plan your life ration-
ally, at least. A man might even be able to
get a certain amount of satisfaction in plan-
ning things better for the future, after he’s
gone. A vicarious pleasure in the anticipa-
tion.”

“I assure you he can,” Mordan stated,
from his own inner knowledge. “But, 1
take it, either way, you would feel that the
question you posed to me in our first inter-
view was fairly answered.”

“Mm-m-m, yes.”

“Whereupon you would be willing to
co-operate in the genetics program planned
for you?"

“Yes, if.

“1 dont propose to give you an answer
here and now,” Mordan answered equably.
“Would you be willing to co-operate if you
knew that a serious attempt was being
made to answer your question?”

“Easy there! Wait a minute. You-win-
and-I-lose. I ought to be entitled to look at
the answer. Suppose you do assign someone
to look into the matter and he comes back
with a negative report—after I've fulfilled
my part of the bargain?”

“It would be necessary for you to place
credence in me. Such a research might not
be completed in years, or in our lifetimes.
But suppose I declare to you that such a
research were to be attempted, seriously,
hard-headedly, all out, and no trouble
spared, would you then consent to co-
operate?”

Hamilton covered his face with his
hands. There were myriad factors revolving
in his brain—of some of which he was not
fully aware, none of which he wished to
talk about. “If you did . . . if you did—I
think perhaps-

“Here, here,” a voice boomed in the
toom. “What's going on in here? Mustn't

excite yourselves yet.”
“Hello, Joseph,” Mordan greeted the
pewcomer,
Mommg, Claude. Feel better?”
“Much.”

“You still need sleep. Put yourself to
sleep.”

“Very well.” Mordan closed his eyes.

The man called Joseph stepped up to
Felix, felt his wrist, peeled back his cye-
lid, and examined the eye. “You'll do.

"I want to get up.”

“Not yet. I want you to slcep for a few
hours first. Look at me. You feel sleepy.
You—"

Felix tore his gaze lwny from the man’s

eyes and said, "Claude!
“He’s :slccp You can’t possibly wake
him.”
“Oh. See here, you're a therapist, aren’t
you?”

“Certainly.”

“Is there anything that can be done to
cure snoring?”

The man chuckled. "All I can suggest is
that you sleep through it. Which is what 1
want you to do now. You are sleepy. You
are falling asleep. Sleep—"

W'HEN they let him go he tried to look
up Phyllis. It was difficult to find
her, to begin with, since the meager bos-
pital accommodations of the city were over-
crowded and she had been ministered to, as
he had been, in temporary quarters. When
he did find her, they wouldn't let him in—
she was sleeping, they said. Nor were they
inclined to give him any information as to
her condition; he could show no claim on
such knowledge and it was clearly in the
Pprivate sphere.

He made such a nuisance of himself that
he was finally told that she was entirely
well, save for a slight indisposition puar-
suant to gas poisoning. He had to be con-
tented with that.

He might have gotten himself into seri-
ous trouble had he been dealing with a man,
but his argument was with a grimly inflex-
ible matron, who was about twice as tough
as he was.

He had the faculty of dismissing from
mind that which could not be hel
Phyllis was not on his mind once he
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turned away. He started for his apartment
automatically, then recalled, for the first
time in a good many hours, Monroe-Alpha,

The fool, the silly fool! He wondered
what had happened to him. He was re-
luctant to inquire since to do so might give
away Monroe-Alpha’s connection with the
conspiracy—although it seemed likely that
he had already found some means to do
that himself.

He called Monroe-Alpha’s office—no, he
was not there. He called his apartment. No
answer. Temporarily blocked, he decided to
go to his friend’s apartment on the assump-
tion that he might show up there first.

He got no response at the door. He knew
the combination but ordinarily would not
think of using it. This seemed to him an
extraordinary occasion.

Monroe-Alpha was sitting in his loung-
ing room. He looked up when Hamilton
entered, but did not rise and said nothing.
Hamilton walked over and planted himself
in front of him. “So you're back?”

“Yes.”

“How long have you been back?”

“I don’t know. Hours.”

“You have? I signalled your phone.”

“Oh, was that you?”

“Certainly it was. Why didn’t you an-
swer?”

Monroe-Alpha said nothing, looked at
him dully, and looked away. “Snap out of
it, man,” Hamilton commanded, by now
exasperated. “"Come to life. The putsch
failed. You know that, don’t you?”

“Yes.” Then he added, “I'm ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“"You've come to arrest me, haven’t you?”

“Me? Great Egg! I'm no monitor.”

“It’s all right. I don’t mind.”

“Look here, Cliff,” Hamilton said seri-
ously. “What's gotten into you? Are you
still filled up with the guff McFee dished
out? Are you determined to be a martyr?
You've been a fool—there’s no need to be
2 damned fool. I've reported that you were
an agent of mine.” “You're all in the
dear.”

“Well, speak up. You didn’t get in on
the If:]g ing, did you?”

“I didn't think you would, after the
hypno pills I stuffed down you. One more

and you would have listened to the birdies.
What's the trouble, then? Are you still
fanatical about this damned Survivors Club
tommyrot?”

“No. That was a mistake. I was crazy.”

“I'll say you were crazy! But see here
—you don't rate it, but you're getting away
with it, cold. You don’t have to worry.
Just slide back in where you were and no
one’s the wiser.”

“It’s no good, Felix. Nothing’s any good.
Thanks, just the same,” he smiled briefly
and wanly.

“Well, for the love o’— I've a good mind
to paste you right in the puss, just to get a
rise out of you.” Monroe-Alpha did not an-
swer. His face he had let sink down into his
hands; he showed in no way that he had
even heard. Hamilton shook his shoulder.

“What’s the matter? Did something else
happen? Something I don't know about?”

‘Yes.” It was barely a whisper.

“Do you want to tell me about it>”

“It doesn’t matter.” But he did start to
tell of it; once started he went on steadily,
in a low voice and without raising his head.
He seemed to be talking only to himself,
as if he were repeating over something he
wished to learn by heart.

Hamilton listened uneasily, wondering
whether or not he should stop him. He had
never heard a man bare his secret thoughts
as Monroe-Alpha was doing. It seemed in-
decent.

But he went on and on, until the whole
pitiful, silly picture was mercilessly sharp.
“And so I came back here,” he concluded at
last. He said nothing further, nor did he
look up. !

Hamilton looked amazed. “Is that all>”

“Yes.”

“You're sure you haven't left out any-
thing?”

“No, of course not.”

“Then what, in the Name of the Egg,
are you doing here?”

“Nothing, There wasnt any place else
to go.”

“Cliff, you'll be the death of me, yet. Get
going. Get started. Get up off that fat
thir,l'g you're sitting on and get a move

“Huh? Where?”
“After her, you bubble-brained idiot! Go
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find her.”

Monroe-Alpha shook his head wearily.
“You must not have listened. I tell you I
tried to burn her.”

Hamilton took a deep breath, let it out,
then said, “Listen to me. I don’t know much
about women, and sometimes it seems like
1 didn’t know anything about them. But I'm
sure of this—she won't let a littlething like
you taking a pot shot at her stand in the
way if you ever had any chance with her
at all. She’ll forgive you.”

“You don't really mean that, do you?”
Monroe-Alpha’s face was still tragic, but he
dutched at the hope.

“Certainly I do. Women will forgive
anything.” With a flash of insight he added,
“Otherwise the race would have died out
long ago.”

X.

I cannot say,” remarked the Honorable
Member from Great Lakes Central, “that
1 place high evaluation on Brother Mordan's
argument that this project should be taken
up to get young Hamilton’s consent to
propagate. It is true that I am not entirely
familiar with the details of the genetic
sequence involved—"

“You should be,” Mordan cut in some-

your pardon, brother. In those
forty-eight hours I have held hearings stead-
ily. The Mississippi Valley matter, you
know. It's rather urgent.”

I'm sorry.” Mordan apologized. “It’s
easy for a layman to forget the demands
on a Planner’s time.”

“Never mind. No need for finicky
courtesy among ourselves. I scanned the
brief and the first sixty pages while we
were assembling; that, with such previous
knowledge of the case as I had, gives me a
rough idea of your Pmblem But tell me,
am I correct in thinking that Hamilton
holds nothing exclusively in his chart? You
have alternative choices?”

“Yes”

“You expected to finish with his de-
scendant generation . . . how many genera-
tions would be required, using alternative
choices?”

“Three additional generations.”

“That is what I thought, and that is my
reason for disagreeing with your argument.
The genetic purpose of the sequence is, I
think, of great importance to the race, but
a delay of a hundred years, more or less,
is not imp t sufficiently imp
to justify an undertaking as major as a full
effort to investigate the question of sur-
vival after death.”

“I take it,” put in the Speaker for the
Day, “that you wish to be recorded as
opposing Brother Mordan’s proposal?”

‘No, Hubert, no. You anticipate me—
incorrectly. I am supporting his proposition.
Notwithstanding the fact that I consider his
reasons, though good, to be insufficient, I
evaluate the proposal as worth while in it-
self. I think we should support it fully.
Hamilton has put his finger on the weak
point in our whole culture—he should be a
Planner himself! Every decision that we
make, although it is based on data, is shaped
by our personal philosophies. The data is
examined in the light of those philosophies.
How many of you have an opinion about
survival-after-death? I ask for a show of
hands. Come now, be honest with your-
selves.”

Somewhat hesitantly they put their hands
up—men and women alike, every one of
them. “Now,” the Great Lakes member
continued, “the hands of those who are
sure that their opinions are correct.”

All of the hands went down, save that
of the member from Patagonia. “Bravo!”
Rembert of the Lakes called out. "I should
have guessed that you would be sure.”

She took the cigar out of her mouth,
said rather sharply, “"Any fool knows that
one,” and went back to her needlework.
She was something over a hundred years
old, and the only control natural on the
Board. Her district had confirmed her tenure
regularly for more than fifty years. Her
eyesight was thought to be failing, but she
had all of her own yellow teeth. Her
wrinkled, mahogany features showed more
evidence of Indian blood than Caucasian.
They all claimed to be a little afraid of

her.

“Carvala,” Rembert said to her, "perhaps
you can cut the matter short by giving us
the answer.”
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“I can't fell you the answer—and you
wouldn'tbelieve me if I did. She was silent
for a moment, then added, “Let the boy
do as he pleases. He will anyway.”

“Do you support or oppose Mordan's
proposition?”

“Support. Not that you're likely to go at
it right.”

THERE was a short silence, Every member
in the chamber was busily reviewing
to himself—trying to recall when, if ever,
Carvala had been proven to be on the wrong
side of a question—in the long run.

“It would seem obvious,” Rembert con-
tinued, “to me, that the only rational per-
sonal philosophy based on a conviction that
we die dead, never to rise again, is a philos-
ophy of complete hedonism. Such a hedonist
might seek his pleasure in life in very
subtle, indirect, and sublimated fashions;
nevertheless pleasure must be his only ra-
tional purpose—no matter how lofty his
conduct may appear to be from the outside.
On the other hand, the possibility of some-
thing more to life than the short span we
see opens up an unlimited possibility of
evaluations other than hedonistic. It seems
to me a fit subject to investigate.”

“Granting your point,” commented the
woman representing the Northwest Union,
“is it our business to do so? Our functions
and our authority are limited; we are for-
bidden by constitution from meddling with
spiritual matters. How about it, Johann?”

The member addressed was the only
priest persona among them, he being the
Most Reverend Mediator to some millions
of his coreligionists south of the Rio
Grande. His political prominence was the
more exceptional in that the great majority
of his constituents were not of his faith. “I
do not see, Geraldine,” he replied, “that
the constitutional restriction applies. What
Brother Mordan proposes is a coldly scien-
tific investigation. Its consequences may have
spiritual implications, if there are positive
results, but an unbiased vaestigation is no
violation of religious freedom.”

“Johann is right,” said Rembert. “There
is no subject inappropriate for scientific
research. Johann, we've let you fellows have
a monopoly of such matters for too long.
The most serious questions in the world

have been left to faith or speculativn. It is
time for scientists to cope with them, or
admit that science is no more than pebble
counting.”

“Go ahead. I shall be interested in seeing
what you can make of them—in labora-
tories.”

Hoskins Geraldine looked at him. *I
wonder,” Johann, what your attitude will
be if this research should run up facts
which contravert some one of your articles
of faith?”

“That,” he answered imperturbably, “is
a matter for me to settle with myself. It
need not affect this Board.”

“I think,” observed the Speaker for the
Day, “that we might now seek a pre-
liminary expression of opinion. Some sup-
port the proposal—are any opposed?” There
was no response. “Are any undecided?”
There was still no response, but one mem-
ber stirred slightly. “You wished to speak,
Richard?”

“Not yet. I support the proposal.”

“Very well. It appears to be unanimous.
It is so ordered. I will co-opt an instigator
later. Now, Richard?”

THE member-at-large for transient citi-
zens indicated that he was ready. “The
research,does not cover enough territory.”

“When it was proposed as a means of
persuading Hamilton Felix to accede to the
wishes of the State geneticists it was suf-
ficient. But we are now undertaking it for
itself. Is that not true?”

The Speaker glanced around the room,
picking up nods from all but ancient Car-
vala—she seemed uninterested in the whole
matter. “Yes, that is true.”

“Then we should undertake not just one
of the problems of philosophy, but all of
them. The same reasons apply.”

“Mm-m-m. We are under no necessity of
being consistent, you know.”

“Yes, I know, and I am not trammeled
by the meshes of verbal logic. I am inter-
ested. I am stimulated by the vista. I want
us to extend the research.”

“Very well. I am interested, toc. I think
we might well spend the next several days
discussing it. I will postpone co-opting the
instigator until we determine just how far
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we will go.”
“'Speaking of the philosophical g
in general,” put in the member from New
Bolivar, “we have already agreed to sub-
sidize one. Dr. Thorgsen's project—the
ballistic stellarium—eidournaian, I should
call it. The origin and destination of the
universe is certamly a classic problem of
metaphysics.”
“You are right,” c d the Speaker.

’

XL

“HO\V would you like,” Felix asked
Phyllis, “to have a half-interest in a
gladiator?”

“What in the world are you talking
about?”

“This undertaking of Smith Darlington’s
—feetball. We are going to incorporate each
’s contract and sell it. Our agent

“If we follow Richard’s proposal, Dr.
Thorgsen's project should be included under
it”

“T suggest that we did not allot Dr.
‘Thorgsen sufficient credit.”

“The subsidy could be increased, but he
‘has not spent much of it. He seems to have
little talent for spending money.”

“Perhaps he needs an abler assistant.
There is Hargrave Caleb, and, of course,
Monroe-Alpha  Clifford. Monroe-Alpha is
wasted in the department of finance. He'd
be a great help to Thorgsen.”

“Thorgsen knows Monroe-Alpha. Per-
haps Monroe-Alpha doesn't want to work on
it

“Nonsense! Any man likes a job that
stretches his muscles.”

“Then perhaps Thorgsen hesitated to ask
him to help. Thorgsen is an essentially
modest man, and so is Monroe-Alpha.

“That seems more likely.”

“In any case,” the Speaker finished, “such
details are for the instigator to consider,
not the whole Board. Are you ready for
opinion?

The question is Brother Richard’s
proposal in the broadest sense—I suggest
that we postpone elaboration of the details
of projects and methods until tomorrow
and other morrows. In the meantime—does
any member oppose?”

There was no opposition; there was full
consent.

“So be it,” said the Speaker. He smiled.
"It seems we are about to attempt to walk
where Socrates stumbled. It will take some
doing!”

“Crawl, not ‘walk,’” Johann corrected.
“We have limited ourselves to the experi-
mental methods of science.”

“True, true. Well, ‘he who crawls cannot
stumble” Now to other matters—we still
have a State to govern!”

)
thinks it will be a good investment and,
truthfully, I thiok he’s right.”

“Feetball,” repeated Phyllis meditatively.
“You did say something about it, but I never
understood it.”

“It’s a silly business, at best. Twenty-two
men get out on a large dpen place and bat-
tle with theu bare han

“The excuse is to move a little plastic
spheroid from one end of the place to the
other.”

“What differences does it make which
end it's on?”

“None, really—but it's as reasonable as
any other game.”

“I don't get it,” Phyllis decided. “Why
should anyone fight unless he wants to
kill someone?”

“You have to see it to understand it. It's
excmng I even found myself shouting.”

“You!

“Uh-huh, Me. Old calmas-a-cat Felix.
It's going to take hold, I tell you. It's going
to be popular. We'll sell permissions to view
it physically and then all sorts of lesser
rights—direct pickup, and recording, and so
forth. Smith has a lot of ideas about iden-
tifying the various combinations with cities
and organizations and attaching color sym-
bols to them and songs and things. He's full
of ideas—an amazing young man, for a
barbarian.”

“He must be.”

“Better let me buy you a piece of it. It's
a pure spec proqosition and you can get in
cheap—now. Itll make you rich.”

“'What use have I for any more money?”

"1 don’t know. You might spend it on
me.”

“That’s pretty silly. You're bloated with
credit now.

“Well, that brings me around to another
subject. When we're married you can really
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put your mind on helping me spend it.”

“Are you on that subject again?”

“Why not? Times have changed. There is
no obstacle any more. I've come around to
Mordan's way of thinking.”

“So Mordan told me.”

“He did? Egg's N: ything goes

No sign of her in the Giant Forest,
though he had cut the air back to the
place. No woman had registered there with
the given name of Marion. No one could
he find who could identify her by his de-
scription. No ship had checked in_there

on behind my back! Never mind. When do
we stat the contract?”

“What makes you think we are going
to?”
“Huh? Wait a minute—I thought that all
that stood between us was a difference of
opinion about children?”

“You thought too much. What I said was
that I would never marry a man who didn’t
want children.”

“But I understood you to say—" He got
up and moved nervously around the room.
“Say, Phil—don't you /7ke me?”

“You're nice enough—in your own hor-
rid way.”

“Then what's the trouble?”

She did not answer.

Presently he said, "I don’t know whether
it makes any difference since you feel that
way about it, but I love you—you know
that, don't you?”

“Come here.” He came to where she was
sitting. She took him by the ears and pulled
his head down.

“'Filthy, you big dope—you should have
said that ten minutes ago.” She kissed
him,

Sometime
“Filthy—"

“Yes, darling?”

“After we have Theobald we'll have a
little girl, and then another little boy, and
then maybe another girl.”

“Um—

“Um-m-m—"

She sat up. “What's the matter? Aren't
you pleased at the prospect?” She looked at
him closely.

“Sure, sure.”

“Then why are you looking so glum?”
“I was thinking about Cliff. The poor
lunk.”

“Hasn't he found any trace of her yet?”

“Nary a trace.”

“Oh, dear!” She put her arms around
him aad held him.

5—Twe Complete Science-Adventurs Book—Winter

later she said dreamily,

1 to such a person. Nor did the
owners of the ships that had been there
know such a person—several of them knew
Marions, but not the Marion—although
three of them had responded to the de-
scription closely enough to send him charg-
ing across country, with wildly beating heart,
on errands which cruelly disappointed him.

There remained Johnston-Smith Estaire,
at whose town house he had first seen her.
He had consulted her at once, after his
initial failure to find Marion still at the
Park. No, she didn't recall such a person.
“After all, my dear Master Monroe-Alpha,
the place was simply mobbed.”

Did she keep a guest list? Yes, of course;
what kind of a hostess did he think she was?
Could he see it? She sent for her social sec-
retary.

There was no Marion on the list.

He went back again. Could she have been
mistaken? No, there was no mistake. But
people sometimes brought others along to
such a party as that—had he thought of
that? In that case the hostess would have no
record of it. Did she recall any such? No,
she couldnt—it was too much to ask.
Would it be too much to ask to copy the
guest list? Not at all—anything to oblige.

But first he must listen to her. “IUs
becoming simply impossible to get servants
at any reasonable wage” Couldnt he do
something about it. “Dear Master Monroe-
Alpha.” In what way? He was the man who
handled the dividend, wasnt he? That was
the trouble—with the dividend so high they
simply would not enter service unless you
simply bribed them, my dear.

He tried to explain to her that he had no
control over the dividend, that he was
simply the mathematical go-between for the
facts of economics and the Policy Board.
He could see that she did not believe him.

He decided not to tell her, since he
wanted a favor from her, that he himself
would not choose to work as a personal
servant for another unless driven to it by
hunger. He tried to suggest that she make
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use of the excellent automaton furniture
manufactured by her husband, supplemented
by the help of the service companies. But
she would have none of it. “So common,
my dear. I tell yon nothing replaces a well-
trained servant. 1 should think people of
that sort would take pride in such a pro-
fession, I'm sure I would if I were called
to such a station in life.”

Monroe-Alpha wondered where she had
picked up such ideas, but he held his peace,
and made sympathetic noises. Presently he
got the list.

IMPATIENTLY, but with aching care,
he plodded through the list. Some of the
addresses were outside the Capital, some
as far away as South America—Johnson-
Smith Estaire was a fashionable hostess.
Some he could not question himself, not
fast enough to satisfy the lump of misery
inside him. He must hire agents to track
them down. He did so; it took all the credit
he had—personal service comes high!—he
borrowed against his salary to make up the
deficit,

Two of the guests had died in the mean-
time. He set more agents to work, investi-
gating tactfully their backgrounds and ac-
quaintances, trying, trying to locate a
woman named Marion. He dare not even
leave these two deceased to the last, for
fear the trail might grow cold.

The others, those living in the Capital, he
investigated himself. No, we took no one
with us to that party—certainly no one
named Marion. Estaire’s party?>—let me see,
she gives so many. Oh, that one—no, I'm
sorry. Now let me think—do you mean
Selby Marion? No, Selby Marion is a little
tiny woman with bright-red hair. Sorry,
my dear fellow—care for a drink? No?
What's the hurry?

Yes, surely. My cousin, Faircoat Marion,
There’s a stereo of her over there, on the
organ. Not the one you're looking for?
Well, signal me and tell me how you made
out. Always glad to do a favor for a friend
of Estaire’s. Fine woman, Estaire—always
lots of fun at her place.

We did take someone to that party—who
was it, dear? Oh, yes, Reynolds Hans. He
had some strange girl with him. No, I
can't remember her name—do you, dear?

Me, I just call them all Lollipop, if they're
under thirty. But here’s Reynolds’ address;
you might ask him.

Master Reynolds did not consider it an
intrusion, no. Yes, he recalled the occa-
sion—jolly brawl. Yes, he had escorted his
cousin from Sanfrisco. Why, yes, her name
was Marion—Hartnett Marion. How had
he known her name?

Say, that's interesting—done something
like that himself once. Thought he'd lost
track of the Eirl, only she turned up the fol-
lowing week at another party. Married,
though, and in love with her husband—
fortunately.

No, he didn’t mean that Marion was mar-
ried, but this other girl—kid named Fran-
cine. Did he have a picture of his cousin?
Well, now, let me see, he didn’t think so.
Wait now, he might have a flat pic, taken
when they were kids, in a scrapbook some-
where. Where would that be? He was go-
ing to clean out this flat some day and throw
away a lot of this junk—never could find
anything when he wanted it.

Here it is—that’s Marion, in the front
row, second from the left. Was that the

irl?

It was she! It was she!

How fast can a skyscar be pushed?
How many corners can a2 man cut without
being patrolled? Go—go—go!

He paused for a moment and tried to
still his racing heart, before signalling at
the door. The scanner investigated him and
the door dilated.

He found her alone.

E STOPPED when he saw her, unable
to move, unable to speak, face white.

“Come in," she said.

“You . . . you'll receive me?”

“Of course. I've been waiting.”

He searched her eyes. They were warm
and tender still, albeit troubled. “I don’t
understand. I tried to burn you.”

“You didn't mean to. You didn't want

to.”

“I— But— Oh, Marion, Marion!" He
stumbled forward toward her, and half fell.
His head was in her lap. He shook with the
racking sobs of one who bad not learned
bow to cry.
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She patted his shoulder. “My dear. My
dear.”

He looked up last and found that her
face was wet, even though he had heard no
sound of tears. I love you,” he said. He
said it tragically, as if it were an irrepara-
bleharm,

“I know. I love you.”

Much later, she said to him, “Come with

He followed her on out into another
room, where she busied herself at her ward-
robe. “What are you doing?”

“I've a few things to take care of first.”

“First?”

“Thistime I'm coming with you.”

On the flight back he used the phrase
“—after we're married.” She looked at him
a little strangely.

“You intend to marry me?”

“Of course. If you'll have me.”

“You would marry a control natural?”

“Why not?” He met the issue bravely,
even casually.

“That was all I wanted to know,” she
said. “Come here, Clifford.”

He came, a little mystified. She raised her
left arm; he read the little figures tattooed
there. *

The registration number was—no matter.
But the classification letter was neither the
“B” of a basic type, such as he bore, nor
the CN of a control natural. It was X—
experimental.

She told him about it a little later. Her
hyperdexter great grandparents had both
been control naturals.

“Of coutse it shows a little,” she said.
I do catch colds—if I don’t take my pills.
And sometimes I forget. I'm a sloppy
person, Clifford.”

A child of those two ancestors, her hyper-
dexter dfather, had been identified
rather late in life, as a mutation, probably
favorable—almost certainly favorable. His
mutation was no gross matter, easily recog-
nized, but was subtle and subliminal. It had
to do with emotional stability. Perhaps it
would be easiest to say that he was more
civilized than any man can be expected to
be.

Naturally, an attempt was made to con-
serve the mutation. She was one of the
conservators.

X1

PHYLLIS squealed at him as he got
home. “Felix!”

He chuckled the file case he had been
carrying aside and kissed her. “What's the
trouble, Flutterbrain?”

“This. Look. Read it.” “It” was a stat of
a handwritten message. He read aloud:

“ ‘Espartero Carvala presents her compli-
ments to Madame Longcourt Phyllis and
Emys permission to call on the morrow at
alf after sixteen hundred.” Hm-m-m.
You're shooting high, darling.”

“But whatever am I to do?”

“Do? Why, you put.out your hand, say
'Howhdo you fare?’ and then serve her
something—tea, I suppose, though they sa:
she dxinfs like a ﬁspls" 2 el

“Filthy!"

“What’s the matter?”

“Don’t joke with me. What am I to do?
I can’t entertain her. She's a Policy Maker—
I wouldn't know what to say to her.”

“Suppose she is on the Policy Board.
She’s human, aint she? Our home is all
right, isnt it? Go down and buy yourself
2 new gown—then you'll feel fit for any-
thing.”

Instead of brightening up, she began to
cry. He took her in his arms and said,
“There, there! What's the trouble? Did I
say_something wrong?”

She stopped and dabbed at her eyes. “No.
Just nerves, I guess. I'm all right”

“You startled me. You never did any-
thing like that before.”

“No. But I never had a baby before,
either.®

“Yeah, that's right. Well, cry, if it makes
you feel better. But don't let this old fossil
get under your skin, kid. You don't have
to receive her, you know. I'll call her and
tell her you aren’t going to.”

She seemed quite recovered from her
unease. “No, don't do that. I'd really like to
see her. I'm curious and I'm flattered.”

They had discussed with each other the
question as to whether Madame Espar-
tero Carvala had intended to call on both
of them, or Phyllis only. Felix was reluctant
to be present if his presence was nct ex-
pected; he was equally reluctant to fail
to show proper urbanity by not being pres-
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ent to receive a distinguished visitor. As he
pointed out to Phyllis, it was his home as
well as hers,

He telephoned Mordan, since he knew
that Mordan was much closer to such mighty
and remote people than himself. Mordan
gave him no help. “She’s a rule unto her-
self, Felix, She’s quite capable of breaking
every custom of polite conduct, if she
chooses.”

“Any idea why she’s coming?”

“Not the slightest. Sorry.” Mordan him-
self wondered, but was honest enough with
himself to admit that his guesses were un-
sound—no data; he simply did not under-
stand the old girl, and Enew it

Madame Espartero Carvala settled the
matter herself. She came stumping in, sup-
porting herself with a heavy cigar. Ham-
ilton approached her, bowed. “Madame—"
he began.

She peered at him. “You're Hamilton
Felix. Where’s your wife?”

“If Madame will come with me.” He at-
tempted to offer his arm for support.

“I can manage,” she said rather un-
graciously. Nevertheless she clamped the
cigar in her teeth and took his arm. He was
amazed to find how little she weighed,
judging by the pressure on his arm—but
the grip of her fingers was firm. Once
in the lounging room, in the presence of
Phyllis, she said, “Come here, child. Let
me look at you.”

Hamilton stood by foolishly, not k
whether to seat himself or leave. The old
Jady turned, noticing that he was still there,
and said, “You are very gracious to escort
me in to your wife. I thank you.” The
formal politeness of the words were oddly
at variance with her first, brittle remarks,
but they were not delivered in warm tones.
Felix realized that he had been clearly and
unmistakably dismissed. He got out.

He went to his retiring room, selected a
scroll-script, fitted it into the reader, and

repared to kill time until Carvala should
eave. But he found himself unable to fix his
attention on the story he selected. He found
that he had used the rewind button three
times and still had no notion of how the
story started.

Damn! he thought—I might as well have
rone to the office.

For he had an office—now. The thought
made him smile a little. He was the man
who was never going to be tied down, who
had split his profits with a man-of-affairs
rather than be troubled with business wor-
ries. Yet here he was, married, an ex-
pectant father, actually living at the same
address as his wife, and—possessing an
office! True, the office had nothing to do
with his business affairs.

He found himself actually engaged in the
Great Research which Mordan had prom-
ised. Carruthers Alfred, former member of
the Policy Board until he had retired to
pursue his studies, had been co-opted as in-
stigator for the enlarged project. He in
turn had co-opted Hamilton. He had pro-
tested to Carruthers that he was no syn-
thesist, nor scientist. Nevertheless Carruthers
wanted him. “You have an erratic and un-
orthodox imagination,” he had said. “This
job calls for imagination, the more hetero-
dox the better. You needn’t do routine re-
search if you don’t want to—plenty of
patient technicians for that.”

Felix suspected that Mordan had had
something to do with his selection, but did
not press him about it. Mordan, Hamilton
knew, had an overrated opinion of his abil-
ity. Hamilton esteemed himself as a second-
rater, a competent and high-powered man,
but a second-rater none the less. That chart
that Mordan talked about—you could not
compress a man into a diagram and hang
him on a wall. He was not that chart. And
didn’t he know more about himself, from
sitting on the inside, than any genetic tech-
nician could learn by peering down the
double barrel of a ’scope?

But he had to admit he was glad that he
had been invited into the project—it inter-
ested him. He had realized quite early that
the enlarged project had not been taken up
just to circumvent his balkiness—the tran-
script of authorization had shown him that.
But he did not feel cheated—Mordan had
delivered everything that he had promised,
and Felix had become interested in the
project for its own sake—both projects.
Both the great gublic project of the Great
Research and the private matter of him-
self, Phyllis, and their child to come.

He wondered what the little tike would
be like.
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Mordan seemed confident that he knew.
He had shown them the diploid chromo-
some chart resulting from their carefully
chosen gametes and had expounded on just
how the characteristics of the two parents
would be combined in the child. Felix was
oot 50 sure; in spite of his own reasonably
thorough knowledge of genetic theory and
technique he simply was not convinced that
all of a human being’s multifold complexity
could be wrapped up in a little blob of
protoplasm smaller than a pin point.’ It was
not reasonable. There had to be something
more to a man than that.

Mordan had seemed to find it highly
desirable that he ‘and Phyllis possessed so
many Mendelian characteristics in common.
It not only, he pointed out, made the task
of selection of gametes much simpler and
shorter, but also insured reinforcement of
those characteristics, genetically. Paired
genes would be similar, instead of opposed.

N THE other hand, Hamilton found
that Mordan looked with favor on the
alliance of Monroe-Alpha and Hartnett
Marion, although they were obviously as
dissimilar as two persons could well be.
Hamilton pointed out the inconsistency in
reasoning. Mordan had been unperturbed.
“Each genetic case is a discreet individ-
ual. No rule in genetics is invariable. They
complement each other.”

It was certainly obvious that Marion had
made Cliff happy, happier than Felix had
ever seen him.

The big dope.

He had long been of the opinion that
what Cliff needed was a keeper, someone
to lead him around on a string, fetch him
indoors when it rained, and tickle him
when he pouted.

Marion seemed to qualify on all counts.
She hardly let him out of her sight.

She worked with him, under the euphe-
mistic title of “special secretary.”

" ‘Special secretary? * Hamilton had
said, when Monroe-Alpha told him about
R “What does she do? Is she a mathe-
matician?”

“Not at all. She doesn’t know a thing
sboat mathematics—but she thinks I'm
wonderful.” He grinned boyishly—Hamil-
ton was startled to see how it changed his
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face. “Who am I to contradict her?”

“Cliff, if you keep that up, you'll have
a sense of humor yet.”

“She thinks I have one now.”

“Perhaps you have. I knew a man who
raised wart hogs once. He said they made
the flowers more beautiful.”

“Why did he think that?” Monroe-Alpha
was puzzled and interested.

ever mind. Just what is it that Marion
does?”

“Oh, a lot of little things. Keeps track
of things I'd forget, brings me a cup of tea
in the afternoon. Mostly she’s just here
when I want her. When a concept won't
come straight and my head feels tired, I
can look up and there’s Marion, just sitting
there, looking at me. Maybe she’s been
reading, but when I look up I don't have
to say anything—she’s looking back at me.:
I tell you it helps. I never get tired any
more.” He smiled again.

Hamilton realized with sudden insight
~that there never had been anything wrong
with Monroe-Alpha except that the poor
boob had never been happy. He had had
no defenses against the world—until now.
Marion had enough for both of them.

He had wanted to ask Cliff what Hazel
thought of the new arrangements, but hesi-
tated to do so, despite their close friend-
ship. Monroe-Alpha brought it up himself.
“You know, Felix, I was a little worried
about Hazel.”

“So?”

“Yes. I know she had said she wanted
to enter a divorcc, but I hadn’t quite
believed her.”

“Why not?” Felix had inquired blandly‘

Momoc-Alpha had  colored.
Felix, you're just trymg to get me mlxed
up. Anyhow, she seemed positively relieved
when I told her about Marion and me. She
wants to take up dancing again.”

Felix thought with regret that it was a
mistake for an artist, once retired, to at-
tempt a comeback. But Cliff’s next words

e him realize he had been hasty. “It
was Thorgsen’s idea—"

“Thorgsen? Your boss?”

ES. He had been telling her about
the out-stations, particularly the ones
on Pluto, of course, but he mentioned Mars
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and the rest, I suppose. ‘They don't get
much recreation, other than canned shows
and reading” Hamilton knew what he
meant, although he had never thought
much about it. With the exception of the
tourist cities on Luna there was nothing to
attract human beings to the other planets,
save for exploration and research. The
devoted few who put up with the unearthly
hardships necessarily lived a monklike ex-
istence. Luna was a special case, naturally;
being practically in Earth’s front yard and
an easy jump, it was as popular for roman-
tic holidays as South-pole had once beem.

“She got the idea, or Thorgsen suggested
it to her, of getting together a diversified
traveling troupe to play a circuit of all the
outfosts."

“It doesn’t sound commercial.”

“It doesnt have to be. Thorgsen took
the matter up for subsidy. He argued that,
if research and exploration were necessary,
then morale of the personnel involved was
a government matter, in spite of the long-
standing policy against government partici-
pation in the entertainment business, luxury
business, or fine arts.”

Hamilton whistled. “Nice going! Why,
that principle was almost as rock solid as
civil rights.”

“Yes, but it was not a matter of constitu-
tion. And the Planners are no fools. They
don’t necessarily follow precedent. Look
at this job we're on.”

“Yes, surely. Matter of fact, that was
what I dropped in to see you about. I
wanted to see how you were getting along.”

At the time of this conversation Hamil-
ton was feeling his way into the whole
picture of the Great Research, Carruthers
had given him no fixed instructions, but
had told him to spend a few weeks sizing
up the problem,

The phase of the research occupying
Monroe-Alpha’s attention — Thorgsen’s

roject, the Grand Eidouraniun—was much
urther advanced than any other aspect of
the whole project, since it had been con-
ceived originally as a separate matter before
the Great Research, which included it, had
been thought of. Monroe-Alpha had come
into it rather late, but Hamilton had as-
sumed subconsciously that his friend would
be the dominant figure in it, This, Monroe-

AlPha maintained, was not true.

‘Hargrave is much more fitted for this
sort of work than I am. I take my directions
from him—myself, and about sixty others.”

“How come? I thought you were tops in
the numbers racket.”

“I have my specialty and Hargrave knows
how to make the best use of it. You ap-
parently have no idea of how diversified
and specialized mathematics is, Felix. I
remember a congress I attended last year—
more than a thousand present, but there
weren’t more than a dozen men there I
could really talk to, or understand.”

“Hm-m-m. What does Thorgsen do?"

“Well, naturally, he isn’t of much use
in design —he’s an astrophysicist, or, more
properly, a cosmic metrician. But he keeps
in touch and his suggestions are always
practical.”

I see. Well—got everything you want?”

“Yes,” admitted Monroe-Alpha, “unless
you should happen to have concealed, some-
where about your person, a hypersphere, a
hypersurface, and some four-dimensional
liquid, suitable for fine lubrication.”

“Thanks. You can hand me back my leg
now. I see I've been wrong again—jyou are
acquiring a sense of humor.”

I am quite serious about it,” Cliff an-
swered without cracking a smile, “even
though I haven't the slightest idea where
I could find such nor how I could manipu-
late it if I did.”

“For why? Give.”

“I WOULD like to set up a four-dimen-

sional integrator to integrate from the
solid surface of a four-dimensional cam. It
would greatly shorten our work if we could
do such a thing. The irony of it is that I
can describe the thing I want to build, in
mathematical symbology, quite nicely. It
would do work, which we now have to do
with ordinary ball-and-plane integrators
and ordinary three-dimensi nal cams, in one
operation whereas the system we use calls
for an endless series of operations. It's a
little maddening—the theory is so neat and
the results are so unsatisfactory.”

-1 dgrieve for you,” Hamilton had an-
swered, "but you had better take it op with
Hargrave.”

He had left soon after that. It was evident
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that those human calculating machines
needed nothing from him, and that they
knew what they were doing. The project
was important, damned important he
thought it was—to investigate what the
Universe had been and what it would be-
come. But it was certainly a long-distance
matter and he himself would never live to
see the end of it. Cliff had told him with a
petfectly straight face that they hoped to
check their preliminary calculations in a
matter of three or three and a half centuries.
After that they could hope to build a really
worth-while machine which might tell
them things they did not already know.

So he dismissed the matter. He admired
the sort of intellectual detachment which
would permit men to work on such a scale,
but it was not his horse.

The Great Research in its opening phases
seemed to fall into half a dozen major
projects, some of which interested him
more than others because they gave some
hope of producing results during his life-
time. Some, however, were almost as colos-
sal as the building of the Grand Eidouran-
iun. The distribution of life through the
physical universe, for example, and the
possibility that other, nonhuman intelli-
gences existed somewhere. If there were
such, then it was possible, with an extreme-
ly high degree of mathematical probability,
that some of them, at least, were more
advanced than men.

In which case they might give Man a
“leg up” in his philosophical education.
They might have discovered “Why” as well
as “How.”

AMILTON admitted that he did not
expect the search for other living in-
telligences to bear fruit during his tenure
on Terra, unless they got a hump on them-
selves in dreaming up that starship and
then hit the jackpot on the first or second
try. And again it was not his forte—he
might cook up a few gadgets for them as
auxiliary mechanicals in making the ship
more livable, but for the key problem, mo-
tive power, he was about twenty years too
late in specializing. No, keep in touch,
kibitz a little, and report to Carruthers—
that was all he could do.
But there were still several other research

possibilities already under way, things that
had to do with human beings, with men, in
their more esoteric and little-studied as-
pects. Things that nobody knew anything
about anyhow and which he could, there-
fore, tackle on an equal footing with others,
catch-as-catch-can, and no holds barred.
Where does a man go after he’s dead? And,
conversely, where does he come from? He
made a. mental note of that latter—it sud-
denly occurred to him that most of the
attention had been given to the first half
of the paired question. What is telepathy
and how do you make it tick? How is it
that a man can live another life in his
dreams? There were dozens more, all ques-
tions science had refused to tackle because
they were too slippery—had in fact walked
away from them like a disgruntled cat. All
of them related to some troublesome char-
acteristic of the human personality—what-
ever that was—and any of them might lead
to an answer as to purpose—meaning.

He felt toward these questions the frée
and easy attitude of the man who was
asked if he could pilot a rocket: “I don't
know—T've never tried.”

Well, he would try. And he would hel,
Carruthers see to it that many others triecf
strongly, consistently, following out every
approach that could be thought of, and
keeping meticulous, full, scientific records.
They would track down the Ego, trap it,
and put a band on its leg.

What was an ego? He didn’t know, but
he knew he was one. By which he did not
mean his body, nor, by dama, his genes.
He could localize it—on the center line,
forward of his ears, back of his eyes, and
about four centimeters down from the top
of the skull—no, more like six. That was
where he bimself lived—when he was
home. He would bet on it, to the nearest
centimeter. He Anew closer than that, but
he couldn’t get in and measure it.

Of course, he wasn’t home all the time.

Hamilton could not figure out just why
Carruthers wanted him, but then, he had
not been present at an exchange between
Mordan and Carruthers. “How is my prob-
lem child getting along?” Mordan had
inquired.

“Quite well, Claude. Quite well indeed.”

“What are you using him for2”



72 TWO COMPLETE SCIENCE-ADVENTURE BOOKS

“Well—" Carruthers pursed his IZE&
“I'm using him as a philosopher, only he
does not know it.”

Mordan chuckled. “Better not let him
know. I think he might be offended to be
called a philosopher.”

“I shan't. Really, he’s quite useful to me.
You know how impossible most specialists
are, and how pedantic most of our brother
synthesists.”

“Tut, tut. Such heresy.”

“Isn’t it, though? But Felix is useful to
me. He has an active, uninhibited mind.
His mind prowls.”

“I told you he was a star line.”

“Yes, you did. Every now and then you
genetics laddies come out with the right
answer,

“May your bed sPring a leak,” Mordan
answered. “We can't always be wrong in
view of the numbers we deal with. The
Great Egg must love human beings, he
made a lot of them.”

“Same argument applies to oysters, only
more so.”

“That’s different,” said Mordan. “I'm
the one who loves oysters. Have you had
dinner?”

LIX sat up with a start. The house

phone at his elbow was chiming. He
flipped the come-along tab and heard
Phyllis voice. “Felix, my dear, will you
come in and say good-by to Madame Espar-
tero?”

“Coming, dear.”

He returned to the lounge, feeling vague-
Iy unsettled. He had forgotten the presence
in their home of the ancient Planner.

“Madame, will you graciously permit—"

“Come here, lad!” she said sharply. “I
want to see you in the light” He came
forward and stood before her, feeling some-
what as he always had as a child when the
development center therapists checked over
his growth and physical development.
Damnation, he thought, she looks at me as
if I were a horse and she a buyer.

She stood up suddenly and grasped her
stick. “You'll do,” she stated, as if the
knowledge somehow annoyed her. She ex-
tracted a fresh cigar from somewhere about
her person, turned to Phyllis, and said,
“Gend-by, child. And thank you.” Where-

upon she started for the door.

Felix had to hurry to catch up with her
and let her out.

Felix returned to Phyllis, and said sav-
agely, “A man that did that would be chal-
lenged.”

“Why, Felix!”

“I detest,” he stated, “these damned
emphatic old women. I have never seen
why politeness should be the obligation of
the young and rudeness the privilege of
age.
“Why, Felix, she’s not like that at all.
I think she’s rather a dear.”

“She doesn't act like it.”

“Oh, she doesn’t mean anything by that.
I think she’s just always in a hurry.”

“Why should she be?”

“Wouldn't you be—at her age?”

He hado’t thought of it from that point
of view. “Maybe you're right. Sai of
time, and so forth. What did the two of
you talk about?”

“Oh—Ilots of things. When I expected
the baby and what we were going to name
him and what plans we had for him and
things.”

“I'll bet she did most of the talking.”

“No, I did most of the talking. Occa-
sionally she put in a question.”

“Do you know, Phyllis,” he said soberly,
“one of the things I like least about the
whole business of you and me and bim is
the quivering interest that outsiders take in
it. No more privacy than a guppy in an
aquarium.”

“I know what you mean, but I didn’t
feel that way with her. We talked woman
talk. It was nice.”

“Hrummph!”

“Anyway, she didn’t talk much about
Theobald. T told her we intended to have
a little sister for Theobald presently. She
was very much interested. She wanted to
know when, and what plans we had for
her, and what we intended to name her,
1 hadn't thought about that. What do you
think would be a nice name, Felix?”

“Egg knows—seems to me that’s rushing
matters a little, I hope you told her that it
would be a long, long time.”

“I did, but she seemed a little disap-

ointed. But I want to be myself for a
while, after Theobald comes. How do you
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like the name ‘Justine’?”

“Seems all right,” he answered. “What
about it?”

“She suggested it.”

“She did? Whose baby does she think
it's going to be?”

X1

“NO\W, Felix, dont get yourself
excited.” o

“But, Claude, she’s been in there a long
time!”

“Not very long.”

“But—Claude, you biologist johnnies
should have worked out something better
than this.”

“Such as?”

“How should I know?
maybe.”

“We could practice ectogenesis,” Mordan
answered imperturbably, if we wished. It
has been done. But it would be a mistake.”

“Egg’s sake—why?"

“Contra-survival in nature. The race
would be dependent on complex mechanical
assistance to reproduce. The time might
come when it wasn’t available. Survivor
types are types that survive in difficult times
as well as easy times, An ectogenetic race
couldn’t cope with really hard, primitive
conditions. ectogenesis isn't new—it’s
been in use for millions of years.”

“No, I suppose it—Huh? How long did
you say?”

“Millions of years. What is egg-laying
but ectogenesis? It's not efficient; it risks
the infant zygotes too hazardously. The
great auk and the dodo might still be alive
today, if they had not been ectogenetic. No,
Felix, we mammals have a better method.”

“That's all right for you to say,” Felix
replied glumly. “It's not your wife that's
concerned.”

Mordan forbore to answer this. He went
on, making conversation. “The same applies
to any technique which makes life easier
at the expense of hardiness. Ever hear of
a bottle-baby, Felix? No, you would not
have—it's an obsolete term. But it has to
do with why the barbarians nearly died out
after the Second Genetic War. They weren't
all killed, you know—there are always sur-
vivors, no matter how fierce the war. But

Ectogenesis,

they were mostly bottle-babies, and the
infant generation thinned out to almost
nothing. Not enough bottles and not
enough cows. Their mothers could not feed
them,”

Hamilton raised a hand irritably. Mor-
dan’s serene detachment—for such he as-
sumed it to be—from the events at hand
annoyed him. N

“The deuce with that stuff. Got another
cigarette?”

“You have one in your hand,” Mordan
pointed out.

“Eh? So I have!” Quite unconsciously he
snuffed it out, and took another one from
his own pouch. Mordan smiled and said
nothing.

“What time is it?”

“Fifteen forty.”

“Is that all? It must be later.”

“Wouldn't you be less jumpy if you
were inside?”

“Phyllis won't let me. You know how
she is, Claude—a whim of steel.” He
smiled, but there was no gaiety in it.

. "You are both rather dynamic and posi-
tive.”

“Oh, we get along. She lets me have my
own way, and later I find out I've done
just what she wanted me to do.”

Mordan had no difficulty in repressing
his smile. He was beginning to wonder at
the delay himself. He told himself that his
interest was detached, impersonal, scientific.
But he had to go on telling himself.

E door dilated; an attendant showed
herself. “You may come in now,” she
announced with brisk cheeriness.

Mordan was closer to the door; he started
to go in first. Hamilton made a long arm,
grabbed him by the shoulder. “"Hey! What
goes on here? Who's the father in this deal,
anyhow?” He pushed himself into the lead.
“You wait your turn.”

She looked a little pale. “Hello, Felix.”

“Hello, Phil.” He bent over her. “You
all right?”

“Of course I'm all right—this is what
I'm for.” She looked at him. “And get that
silly smirk off your face. After al}, you
didn’t invens fatherhood.”

“You're sure you're all right?”

“I'm fine. But I must look a fright.”
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"You look beautiful.”

A voice at his ear said, “Don’t you want
to sec Zour son?”

h? Oh—sure!” He turned and looked.
Mordzn straightened up and stood out of
the way. The attendant held the baby up,
half inviting him to hold it, but he kept
his arms down and looked it over gingerly.
It seemed to have the usual number of
arms and legs, he thought, but that bright
orange color—well, he didn't know. Maybe
& was normal.

“Don't you approve of him?" Phyllis
sasked sharply.

“Huh? Sure, sure. It's a beautiful baby.
He looks like you.”

“Babies,” said Phyllis, “don’t look like
anyone, except other babies.”

“Oh, but he does!"

“Why, Master Hamilton,” put in the
sttendant, “how you are sweating! Don't
you feel well?” Transferring the baby with
asual efficiency to her left arm, she picked
up a pad and wiped his forehead. “Take it
easy. Seventy years in this one location and
we've never lost a father.”

Hamilton started to tell her that the
gag was ancient when the establishment
‘was new, but he restrained himself. He felt
a little inhibited, a rare thing for him.
“We'll take the child out for a while,” the
sttendant went on. “Don't stay long.”

Mordan excused himself cheerily and

"Felix,” she said thoughtfully, “I've
betn thmkmg about something.”

“Weve got to move.”

“Why? I thought you liked our place.”

1 do. But I want a place in the country.”

He looked suddenly apprehensive. “Now,
darling, you know I'm not the bucolic

“You don’t have to move if you don’t
want to. But Theobald and I are going to.
I want him to be able to get himself dirty
and have a dog and things like that.”

“But why be so drastic? All development
ceanters run to the air and sunshine and the
good earth motif.”

"I don’t want him spending all his time
in development centers. They're necessary,
hut they're no substitute for family hfe

“I was raised in development centers.”

“Take a look at yourself in the mirror.”

THE child grew in no particularly spec-
tacular fashion. He crawled at a reason-
able age, tried to stand, burned his fingers
a few times, tried to swallow the usual
quota of unswallowable objects.

Mordan seemed satisfied. So did Phyllis.
Felix had no criteria.

At nine months Theobald attempted a
few words, then shut up for a long time.
At fourteen months he began speaking in
sentences, short and of his own structure, but
sentences. The subjects of his conversation,
or, rather, his statements, were consistently
egocentric. Normal again—no one expects
an infant to write essays on the beauties of
altruism.

“That,” remarked Hamilton to Mordan
one day, hooking a thumb toward where
Theobald sat naked in the grass, trying to
remove the ears from a nonco—oPelative and
slightly mdlgnant puppy, ‘is your super-
child, is he not

“Mm,

"When does he start doing his miracles?”

“He won't do miracles. He is not unique
in any one respect; he is simply the best
we can conceive in every respect. He is
uniformly normal, in the best sense of the
word—optimum, rather.”

“Hm-m-m. Well, I'm glad he doesn’t
have tentacles growing out of his ears, or a
bulging forehead, or something like that.
Come here, son.”

Theobald ignored him. He could be
deaf when he chose; he seemed to find it
particularly difficult to hear the word “No.”
Hamilton got up, went over and picked
him up. He had no useful purpose in mind;
he just wanted to cuddle the child for a
while for his own amusement. Theobald
resisted being separated from the pup for
a moment, then accepted the change. He
could soak up a great deal of petting—
when it suited him. If it really did not
suit him, he could be extremely unco-
operative.

Even to the extent of biting. He and his
father had put in a difficult but instructive
half hour in his fifteenth month settling the
matter. Beyond cautioning Felix to be care-
ful not to damage the brat, Phyllis had let
them have it out. Theobald did not bite
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any more, but Felix had a permanent,
small, ragged scar on his left thumb.

Hamilton was almost inordinately fond
of the child, although he was belligerently
offhand in his manner. It hurt him that
the child did not really seem to care any-
thing about him and would as readily accept
petting and endearments from “Uncle
Claude”—or a total stranger—if he hap-
pened to be in the mood to accept anything
of the sort.

On Mordan’s advice and by Phyllis’ deci-
sion (Felix was not offered a vote in the
matter—she was quite capable of remind-
ing him that sbe, and not he, was a
psychopediatrician)  Theobald was not
taught to read any earlier than the usual
age of thirty months, although experi-
mental testing showed that he could com-
prehend the basic idea of abstracted sym-
bols a little earlier than that. She used the
standard extensionalized technique of get-
ting a child to comprehend symbolic group-
ing-by-abstracted-characteristics while em-
phasizing indivdual differences. Theobald
was rather bored with the matter and ap-

d to make no progress at all for the
rst three weeks. Then he seemed suddenly
to get the idea that there might be some.
thing in it for him—appatently by recog-
nizing his own name on a stat which Felix
had transmitted from his office. This point
is not certain, but shortly thereafter he took
the lead in his own instruction and dis-
played the concentrated interest he was
capable of.

NlN‘E weceks after the instruction began
it was finished. Reading was an ac-
quired art; further instruction would merely
have gotten in his way. Phyllis let him be
and restricted her efforts in the matter to
seeing to it that only such reading matter
was left in his reach as she wished him to
attempt. Otherwise e would have read
anything he could lay hands on; as it was
she had to steal scrolls from him when she
wanted him to exercise or eat.

Felix worried about the child’s obsession
with printed matter. Phyllis told him not
to. It will wear off. We've suddenly ex-
tended his psycho field; he's got to explore
it for a while.”

"It didn’t wear off with me. I still read

when I should be doing something clre.
It's a vice.”

Theobald read stumblingly and with
much subvocalization and was, of course,
forced to call for help frequently when he
ran on to symbols new to him and not
sufficiently defined by context. A home is
not as well equipped for extensional in-
struction as a development center. In a
center no words appear in a primer which
are not represented by examples which can
be pointed to, or, if the words are action
symbols, the actions are such that they can
be performed there and then.

But Theobald was through with primers
before he should have been and their home,
althoufh comfortably large, woula have
needed to be of museum size to accom-
modate samples in groups of every referent
he inquired about. Phyllis" resourcefulness
and histrionic ability were stretched to the
limit, but she stuck to the cardinal principle
of semantic pedagogy: Never define a new
symbol in terms of symbols already known
if it is possible to point to a referent
instead.

The child’s eidetic memory first became
evident in connection with reading. He read
rapidly, if badly, and remembered what he
read. Not for him was the childish custom
of cherishing and re-reading favorite books.
A once-rezag scroll was to him an empty
sack; he wanted another.

“What does ‘infatuated’ mean, mamma?”
He made this inquiry in the presence of
his father and Mordan.

“Hm-m-m,” she began guardedly, “tell
me what words you found it sitting with.”

“ ‘It is not that I am merely infatuated
with you, as that old goat Mordan seems
to think—' I don’t understand that either.
Is Uncle Claude a goat? He doesn't look
like one.”

“What,” said Felix, “has that child been
reading now?” Mordan said nothing, but
he cocked a brow at Felix.

“I think I recognize it,” Phyllis said in
an aside to Felix. Then, turning back to the
child, she added, “Where did you find it?
Tell Phyllis.”

No answer.

“Was it in Phyllis' desk?” She knew that
# had been; there was secreted in there a
bundle of stats, mementos of the days
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before she and Felix had worked out their

differences. She had the habit of re-reading

them privately and secretly. “Tell Phyllis.”
“Yes."

“That’s out of bounds, you know.”

“You didn’t see me,” he stated trium-
phantly,

“No, that is true.” She thought rapidly.
She wished to encourage his truthfulness,
but to place a deterrent on disobedience. To
be sure, disobedience was more often a
virtue than a sin, but—Oh, well! She tabled
the matter.

Felix muttered, “That child
have no moral sense whatsoever.”

“Have you?” she asked him, and turned
back to Theobald.

"There was lots more, mamma. Want to
hear it?”

“Not just now. Let’s answer your two
questions first.”

“But, Phyllis,” Felix interrupted.

“Wait, Felix. I've got to answer his
questions.”

“Suppose you and I step out into the
garden for a smoke.” Mordan suggested.
“Phyllis is going to be fairly busy for a
while.”

Quite busy. “Infatuated” was, in itself,
quite a hurdle, but how to explain to a
child in his forty-second month the allegor-
ical use of symbols? She was not entirely
successful; Theobald referred to Mordan
indiscriminately thereafter for a long time
as “Unde Claude” or “Old Goat.”

seems to

EIDETIC memory is a Mendelian reces-
sive. Both Phyllis and Felix had the
gene-group for it from one ancestor each;
Theobald had it from both his parents, by
selection. The potentiality, masked as reces-
sive in each his parents, was therefore
effective in him. Both ‘“recessive” and
“dominant” are relative terms; dominants
do not cancel recessives like symbols in an
equation. Both Phyllis and Felix had excel-
lent, unusual memories. Theobald's memory
was well-nigh perfect.

Recessive Mendelian characteristics are
usually undesirable ones. The reason is
simple—dominant characteristics get picked
over by natural selection every generation.
(It should be emphasized again at this
point that art ificial selection of genes in no

way puts a stop to natural selection. Natural
selection—the dying out of the poorly
equipped—goes on day in and day out,
inexorable and automatic. It is as tireless,
as inescapable, as entropy.) A really bad
dominant will weed itself out of the race
in a few generations. The worst dominants
appear only as original mutations, since
they either kill their bearers, or preclude
reproduction. Embryo-cancer is such a one
—complete sterility is another. But a reces-
sive may be passed on from generation to
generation, masked and not subjected to
natural selection. In time a generation may
arrive in which a child receives the recessive
from both parents—up it pops, strong as
ever. That is why the earlier geneticists
found it so hard to eliminate such recessives
as hemophilia and deaf-mutism; it was
impossible, until the genes in question were
charted by extremely difficult indirect and
inferential means, to tell whether or not an
adult, himself in perfect health, was actual-
ly “clean.” He might pass on something
grisly to his children. Nobody knew.

Felix demanded of Mordan why, in view
of the bad reputation of recessives, eidetic
memory should happen to be recessive
rather than dominant.

“I'll answer that twice,” said Mordan.
“In the first place the specialists are still
arguing as to why some things are reces-
sives, and others dominants. In the second
place, why call eidetic memory a desirable
trait?”

“But—for Egg's sake! You selected for
it for Baldy!”

“To be sure we did—for Theobald.
‘Desirable’ is a relative term. Desirable for
whom? Complete memory is an asset only
if you have the mind to handle it; other-
wise it's a curse. One used to find such
cases occasionally, before your time and
mine—poor simple souls who were bogged
down in the complexities of their own ex-
perience; they knew every tree but could
not find the forest. Besides that, forgetting
is an anodyne and a blessing to most people.
They don't need to remember much and
thc%hdon'h It's different with Theobald.”

ey had been talking in Mordan's
office. He took from his desk a file of
memoranda, arranged systematically on
perhaps a thousand small punched cards.
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“See this? I haven't looked it over yet—
it's data the technicians supply me with. Its
arrangement is quite as significant as its
content—more so, perhaps.” He took the
file and dumped the cards out onto the
floor. “The data is still all there, but what
use is it now?” He pressed a stud on his
desk; his new file secretary entered. “Albert,
will you please have these fed into the
sorter again? I'm afraid I've randomed
them.”

Albert looked surprised, but said, “Sure,
chief,” and took the pied cards away.

“Theobald has the gmn power, to speak
loosely, to arrange his data, to be able to
find it when he wants it, and to use it. He
will be able to see how what he knows is
related in its various parts, and to abstract
from the mass significantly related details.
Eidetic memory is a desirable trait in him.”

O DOUBT—but sometimes it did not

seem so to Hamilton. As the child
grew older he developed an annoying habit
of correcting his elders about minutiae, in
which he was always maddeningly accurate,
“No, mother, it was not last Wednesday;
it was last Thursday. I remember because
that was the day that daddy took me walk-
ing up past the reservoir and we saw a
pretty lady dressed in a green jumpsuit and
daddy smiled at her and she stopped and
asked me what my name was and I told her
my name was Theobald and that daddy's
name was Felix and that I was four years
and one month old. And daddy laughed
and she laughed and then daddy said—"

“That will do,” said Felix. “You've
made your point. It was Thursday. But it
is not necessary to correct people on little
thmgs like that.”

“But when they’re wrong I have to tell
them!”

Felix let it ride, but he reflected that
Theobald might need to be inordinately
fast with a gun when he was older.

Felix had developed a fondness for
country life, little as he had wanted to
undertake it. Had it not been for his con-
tinuous work on the Great Research he
might have taken up horticulture seriously.
There was something deeply satisfying, he
found, in making a garden do what he
wanted it to do,

He would have spent all his holidays
fussing with his plants, if Phyllis had con-
curred. But her holidays were less frequent
than his, since she had resumed putting in
one shift a day at the nearest primary devel-
opment center as soon as Theobald was old
enough to need the knocking around he
would get from other children. When she
did have a holiday she liked to go some-
where—a flying picnic, usually.

They had to live near the Capital, because
of Felix’s work, but the Pacific was only
a little over five hundred kilometers west
of them. It was convenient to pack a lunch,
get to the beach in time for a swim and a
nice, long, lazy bake, then eat.

Felix wanted to see the boy’s reaction
the first time he saw the ocean. “Well, son,
this is it. What do you think of it?”

Theobald scowled out at the breakers,
“It’s all right,” he grudged.

“What's the matter?”

“The water looks sick. And the sun
ought to be off that way, not here. And
where’s the big trees?”

“What big trees?”

“You know.”

“I'm sorry; I don’t.”

“The high slim ones, with big bushes at
the top.”

“Hm-m-m—what’s the
water?”

“It ain’t blue.”

Hamilton walked back to where Phyllis
sprawled on the sand. “Can you tell me,”
he said slowly, “whether or not Baldy has
ever seen stereos of royal palms—on a
beach, a tropical beach?”

“Not that I know of. Why?”

“Think back. Did you use such a picture
to extensionalize for him?”

“No, I'm sure of that.”

“You know what he’s read—has he seen
any flat-picture like that?”

She checked back through her own excel-
lent and well-arranged memory. “No, I
would have remembered it. I would never
have put such a picture in his way without
ex[i_laming it to him,

he incident occurred before Theobald
had been entered at the development center;
what he_had seen, he had seen at home.
Of course it was possible that he had seen
it in a news or story cast in the receiver

wrong with



8

at home, but he could not start the machine
himself and neither of them recalled such
2 scene. Nevertheless, it was funny, damned
funny.

“What did you start to say, dear?”

Hamilton gave a slight start. “Nothing,
nothing at all.”

“What kind of ‘nothing?”

He shook his head. “Too fantastic. My
mind was wandering.”

He went back to the boy and attempted
to pump him for details in an attempt to
ferret out the mystery. But Theobald was
not talking. In fact, he was not even listen-
ing. He said so.

N A SIMILAR occasion but much later
an event occurred which was quite as
disturbing, but a little more productive.
Felix and the boy had been splashing in
the surf, until they were quite tired. At
least Felix was, which made a majority with
only one dissent. They lay down on the
sand and let the sun dry them. Presently
the salt drying on the skin made them itch,
as it has a habit of doing.

Felix scratched Theobald between the
shoulder blades—that awkward spot—and
reflected to himself how catlike the child
was in many ways, even to the sybaritic
way in which he accepted this small sensu-
ous pleasure. Just now it suited him to be
petted; a moment later he might be as
naughty and distant as a Persian tom. Or,
like the cat, he might decide to cuddle.

Then Felix lay on his stomach, Theobald
stradled his back and returned the favor,
Felix was beginning to feel rather catlike
himself—it felt so good!—when he began
to be aware of a curious and almost inex-
plicable phenomenon:

When one human monkey does another
the great service of scratching him, delight-
ful as it is, it never guite hits the spot. With
infuriating obtuseness, despite the most
careful coaching, the scratcher will scratch
just above, just below, all around the right
spot, but never, never, never quite on it,
until, in sheer frustration, the scratchee
will nearly dislocate his shoulder going
after it for himself,

Felix was giving Theobald no instruc-
tions; in fact, he was nearly falling asleep
under the warm relaxing ecstasy of his son’s
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ministrations, when he suddenly snapped
to alert attention.

Theobald was scratching where Felix
itched!

The exact spot. An area of sensation had
only to show up for him to pounce on it
and scratch it out of existence.

This was another matter that had to be
taken up with Phyllis. He got up and ex-
plained what had happened to her, attempt-
ing the meanwhile to keep it from the
child’s attention by suggesting that he go
for a run down the beach—"But don't go
in more than ankle deep!”

“Just try him,” he added, when he had
told her of it. “He can do it. He really can.”

“I'd like to,” she said. “But I can’t. I'm
sorry to say that I am still fresh and clean
and free from vulgar distresses.”

“Phyllis—"

“Yes, Felix?”

“What kind of a person.can scratch
where another person itches?”

“An angel.”

“No, seriously.”

“You tell me.”

“You know as well as I do. That kid's
a telepath!”

They both looked down the beach at 2
small, skinny, busy silhouette. “I know how
the hen felt that hatched the ducks,” said
Phyllis softly. She got quickly to her feet.
“I'm going in and get some salt on me,
and let it dry. I've got to find out about
this.”

AMILTON FELIX took his son into

the city the next day. There were men
attached to the Great Research who knew
much more about such things than either
he or Phyllis; he wished them to examine
the boy. He took Theobald to his office,
supplied him with a scroll and a reader—
a dodge which would tie him to one spot
almost as effectively as if he were chained
down—and called Jacobstein Ray by tele-
hone. Jacobstein was in charge of a team
investigating telepathy and related phe-
nomena.

He explained to Jake that he was unable
to leave his own office at the moment,
Could Jake drop over, or was he tied up?
Jake could and would: he arrived a few
minutes later, The two men stepped into
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an adjoining room, out of earshot of the
child. Felix explained what had taken place
on the beach and suggested that Jake look
into it.

Jake was willing and interested. “But
don't expect too much from it,” he cau-
tioned. “We've demonstrated telepathy in
young children time and again, under cir-
cumstances which made it a statistical cer-
tainty that they were receiving information
by no known physical means. But there was
never any control in the business, the child
was never able to explain what was going
on, and the ability faded away to nothing
as the child grew up and became more
coherent. It seems to shrivel away just like
the thymus gland.”

Hamilton looked alert. “Thymus gland?
Any correlation?”

“Why, no. I just used that as a figure of
speech.”

“Mightn't there be?”

“It seems most unlikely.”

“Everything about this business seems
most unlikely. How about putting a crew
on it? A good biostatistician and one of
your operators?”

“I will if you wish.”

“Good. I'll stat an open voucher to your
office. It's probably a blind alley, but you
never know!”

(Let us add hastily that it was a blind
alley. Nothing ever came of it, but a slight
addition to the enormous mass of negative
information which the layman is usually
not aware of, but which constitutes the
main body of scientific knowledge. A rat
finds its way out of a maze by eliminating
blind alleys.)

Felix and Jake went back into the room
where Theobald sat reading. They seated
themselves first, in order to be on the same
level as the child, and Felix performed the
introduction with proper attention to the
enormous and vulnerable dignity of a child.
He then said:

“Look, sport, dad wants you to go with
Jake and help him with some things for
an hour or so. How about it?”

“Why?"

That was a tough one. With less-than-
adult minds it had beea found to be op-
timum procedure to keep them from know-
ing the purpose of the experimentation.

“Jake wants to find out some things about
the way your mind works. He'll talk with
you about it, Well—will you help him?”

Theobald thought about it.

“It will be a favor to dad.” Phyllis could
have warned him against that approach.
Theobald had been rather slow in reach-
ing the degree of social integration neces-
sary to appreciate the cool pleasure of coa~
ferring benefits on others.

“Will yox do me a favor?” he countered.

“What do you want?”

“A flop-eared buck.” The boy had beea
raising raibirs, with some adult assistance;
but his grandiose plans, if unchecked, would
have resulted in their entire home being
given over to fat, furry rodents, Neverthe-
less, Hamilton was somewhat relieved to
find the favor desired was no larger,

“Sure thing, sport. You could have had
one anyhow.”

Theobald made no answer, but stood up,
signifying his willingness to get on with it.

AFTER they had gone Hamilton con-
sidered the matter for a moment. A
new buck rabbit was all right; he did not
mind that as much as he would have mind-
ed a new doe. But something had to be
done fairly. soon, or else his garden would
have to be abandoned.

Theobald seemed to be working out,
with the busy and whole-hearted collabora-
tion of his rabbits, an interesting but entirely
erroneous neo-Mendelian concept of in-
herited characteristics. Why, he wanted to
know, did white bunnies some times have
brown babies? Felix pointed out that a
brown buck had figured in the matter, but
soon bogged down, and turned the matter
over to Mordan—accepting as inevitable
the loss of face involved.

Theobald, he knew, was quite capable
now of being interested in the get of a flop-
eared buck.

The boy had formulated an interesting,
but decidedly specialized, arithmetic to keep
his records of rabbits, based on the proposi-
tion that one plus one equals at least five.
Hamilton had discovered it by finding sym-
bols in the boy's rabbit notebook with
which he was unfamiliar. Theobald boredly
interpreted them for him.

Hamilton showed the records to Monroe-
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Alpha the next time Monroe-Alpha and
Marion showed up at his home. He had
regarded it as an amusing and insignificant
joke, but Clifford took it with his usual
dead seriousness. “Isn't it about time you
started him on arithmetic?”

“Why, I don’t think so. He is a little
young for it—he’s hardly well into mathe-
matical analysis.” Theobald had been led
into mathematical symbology by the con-
ventional rout: of generalized geometry,
analysis, and the calculi. Naturally, he had
not been confronted with the tedious, inane,
and specialized menemonics of practical
arithmetic—he was hardly more than a baby.

“I don't think he is too young for it. I
had devised a substitute for positional nota-
tion when I was about his age. I imagine
he can take it, if you dont ask him to
memorize operation tables.” Monroe-Alpha
was unaware that the child had an eidetic
memory and Hamilton passed the matter
by. He had no intention of telling Monroe-
Alpha anything about Theobald’s genetic
background. While custom did not actually
forbid such discussion, good taste, he felt,
did. Let the boy alone—let him keep his
private life private. He and Phyllis knew,
the geneticists involved had to know, the
Planners had had to know—since this was
a star line. Even that he regretted, for it
had brought such intrusions as the visit of
that old hag Carvala,

Theobald himself would know nothing,
or very little, of his ancestral background
until he was a grown man. He might not
inquire into it, or have it brought to his
attention, until he reached something
around the age Felix had been when Mor-
dan called Felix’s attention to his own racial
significance.

It was better so. The pattern of a man’s
inherited characteristics was racially impor-
tant and inescapable anyhow, but too much
knowledge of it, too much thinking about
it, could be suffocating to the individual.
Look at Cliff—damned near went off the
beam entirely just from thinking about his
great grandparents. Well, Marion had
fixed that.

No, it was not good to talk too much
about such things. He himself had talked
too much a short time before, and had been
sorry ever since. He had been telling Mor-

dan his own point of view about Phyllis
having any more children—after the baby
gitl to come, of course. Phyllis and he had
not yet come to agreement about it; Mordan
had backed up Phyllis. “I would like for
you two to have at least four children,
preferably six. More would be better, but
we probably would not have time enough
to select properly for that many.”

HAMILTON almost exploded. “It
secems to me that you make plans
awfully easy—for other people. I haven't
noticed you doing your bit. You are pretty
much of a star line yourself—how come?
Is this a one-way proposition?”

Mordan had kept his serenity. “I have
not refrained. My plasm is on deposit, and
available if wanted. Every moderator in the
country saw my chart, in the usual course
of routine.”

“The fact remains that you haven't done
much personally about children.”

“No, No, that is true. Martha and I have
so many, many children in our district, and
so many yet to come, that we hardly have
time to -oncentrate on one.”

From the peculiar phraseology Hamilton
gained a sudden bit of insight. “Say . .. you
and Martha are married—aren’t you?”

“Yes. For twenty-three years.”

“Well, then . . . but, why—"

“We can’t,” Mordan said flatly, with just
a shade less than his usual calm. “She’s a
mutation . . . sterile.”

Hamilton's ears still burned to think
that his big mouth had maneuvered his
friend into making such a naked disclosure,
He had never guessed the relationship;
Martha never called Claude anything but
“chief”; they used no words of endearment,
nor let it creep otherwise into their manner.
Still, it explained a lot of things—the rap-
portlike co-operation between the technician
and the synthesist, the fact that Mordan had
shifted to genetics after starting a brilliant
career in social administration, Mordan’s
intense and fatherly interest in his charges.

He realized with a slight shock that
Claude and Martha were as much parents of
Theobald as were Phyllis and himself—
foster parents, godparents. Mediator par-
ents might be the right term.

They were mediator parents to hundreds
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of thousands, he didn’t know how many.

But this wasn't getting his work done—
and he would have to go home early today,
because of Theobald. He turned to his desk.
A memorandum caught his eye—from him-
self to himself. Hm-m-m—he would have to
get after that. Better talk to Carruthers, He
swung around toward the phone.

“Chief?’

“Yes, Felix.”

“I was talking with Dr. Thorgsen the
other day, and I got an idea—may not be
much in it.”

“Give.” Way out on far Pluto, the
weather is cold. The temperature rarely rises
above eighteen centigrade degrees absolute
even on the side toward the sun. And that
refers to high noon in the open sunlight.
Much of the machinery of the observatories
is exposed to this intense cold. Machinery
that will work on Terra will not work on
Pluto, and vice versa. The laws of physics
seem to be invariable butthe characteristics
of materials change with changes in tem-
perature—consider ice and water, a mild
example.

Lubricating oil is a dry powder at such
temperatures. Steel isnt steel. The explor-
ing scientists had to devise new technolo-
gies before Pluto could be conquered.

Not only for mobiles but for stabiles as

can always think of things he wants to
measure before instruments for the purpose
have been devised. Genetics remained prac-
tically at a standstill for a century before
ultramicroscopy reached the point where
genes could really be seen. But the peculiar
qualities of superconductors and neat-
supcrconductors gave physicists an oppor-
tunity, using such chilled metals in new in-
struments, to build gadgets which would
detect phenomena more subtle than ever
before detected.

Thorgsen and his colleagues had stellar
bolometers so accurate and so sensitive as
to make the reading of earlier instruments
look like a casual horseback guess. He
claimed to be able to measure the heat from
a flushed cheek at ten parsecs. The colony
on Pluto even had an electromagnetic radia-
tion received which would—sometimes—
enable them to receive messages from Terra,
if the Great Egg smiled and everyone kept
their fingers crossed.

But telepathy, if it was anything physical
at all—whatever “physical” may mean!—
should be detectable by some sort of a
gadget. That the gadget would need to be
extremely sensitive seemed a foregone con-
clusion; therefore, Pluto seemed a likely
place to devleop one.

There was even some hope to go on. An

H

well—such as electrical equi Elec-

il did not

trical equipment depends on, among other
factors, the resistance characteristics of con-
ductors; extreme cold lowers the electrical
resistance of metals amazingly. At thirteen
degrees centigrade absolute lead becomes
a superconductor—it has no resistance what-
sover. An electric current induced in such
lead seems to go on forever, without damp-

VI\HERE are many other such peculiarities.
Hamilton did not go into them—it was
a sure thing that a brilliant synthesist such
as his chief had all the gross facts about
such matters. The main fact was this:
Pluto was a natural laboratory for low-tem-
perature research, not only for the benefit
of the observatories but for every other pur-

[BOSA o T q 9
One of the classic difficulties of science
has to do with the fact that a research man
6—Two Complete Science-Adventure Book—Winter

what it had been—had been perfected there,
had worked satisfactorily, and then had
performed very erratically indeed—when
the two who had perfected it attempted to
demonstrate it in the presence of a crowd of
colleagues. It seemed sensitive to living
people.

o living people. Egmvalent masses, of
blood temperature and similar radiating
surfaces, did not upset it. But it grew
querulous in the presence of human beings.
It was dubbed a “Life Detector”; the
director of the colony saw possibilities in it
and instigated further research.

Hamilton's point to Carruthers was this:
Might not the so-called life detector be
something that was sensitive to whatever it
was they called telepathy? Carruthers
thought it possible. Would it not then be
advisable to instigate research along that
line on Terra? Decidedly. Or would it be
better to send ‘a team out to Pluto, where
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Jow temperature research was so much more
handy? Go ahead on both lines, of course.

Hamilton pointed out that it would be
a year and a half until the next regular
ship to Pluto, “Never mind that,” Car-
ruthers told him. “Plan to send a special.
The Board will stand for it.”

Hamilton cleared the phone, turned it to
recording, and spoke for several minutes,
giving instructions to two of his bright
youn, istants. It was cor i he

speech symbols made the name uncertain
—who had tediously collected records of
forerunner dreams for more than a quar-
ter of a century. But he had died, no one had
followed up his work, and it had been for-
gotten, Never mind—Dunn’s patience
would be vindicated; over ten thousand
careful men, in addition to their other ac-
tivities, made a practice of recording their
dreams immediately on wakening, before

8
thought, to have really adequate staff as-
sistance. He referred to his next point of
agenda.

N DIGGING back into the literature of

the race it had been noted that the
borderline subjects of the human spirit with
which he was now dealing had once oc-
cupied much more of the attention of the
race than now was the case. Spiritism, ap-
paritions, reports of the dead i{;pearing in
dreams with messages which checked out,
“Ghosties, and Ghoulies, and Things that go
Flop in the Dark” had once obsessed the
attention of many. Much of the mass of
pseudo-data seemed to be psychopathic.
But not all of it. This chap Flammarion, for
example, a professional astronomer (or was
he an astrologer>—there used to be such, he
knew, before space flight was developed)
anyhow, a man with his head screwed on
tight, a man with a basic appreciation for
the scientific method even in those dark
ages. Flammarion had collected an enormous
amount of data, which, if even one percent
of it was true, proved survival of the ego
after physical death beyond any reasonable
doubt.

1t 'gave him a lift just to read about
it

Hamilton knew that the loose stories of
bygone days did not constitute evidence of
the first order, but some of it, after exami-
nation by psychiatric semanticians, could be
used as evidence of the second order. In
any case, the experience of the past might
give many a valuable clue for further re-
search. The hardest part of this aspect of
the Great Research was to know where to
start looking.

There were a couple of old books, for
example, by a man named Doon, or Dunn,
or something of the sort—the changes in

peaking to anyone or even getting out of
bed. If dreams ever opened a window into
the future, the matter would soon be settled,
conclusively.

Hamilton himself tried to keep such rec-
ords. Unfortunately, he rarely dreamed. No
matter—others did, and he was in touch
with them.

The old books Hamilton wished to have
Femsed were mostly obscure and few trans-
ations had ever been made; idiom presented
a hazard. There were scholars of compara-
tive lingo, of course, but even for them
the job was difficult. Fortunately, there was
immediately at hand a man who could read
Anglish of the year 1926 and for at least
the century preceding that date—a particu-
larly rich century for such research, as the
scientific method was beginning to be ap-
preciated by some but the interest in such
matters was still high. Smith John Darling-
ton—or J. Darlington Smith, as he pre-
ferred to be called. Hamilton had co-opted
him,

Smith did not want to do it. He was very
busy with his feetball industry; he had three
associations of ten battle groups each, and a
fourth forming. His business was booming;
he was in a fair way to becoming as rich as
he wanted to be, and he disliked to spare
the time.

But he would do it—if the man who
gave him his start in business insisted.
Felix insisted.

FELIX telephoned him next. “Hello,
ack.”

“Howdy, Felix.”

“Do you have any more for me?”

“TI've a stack of spools shoulder high.”

“Good. Tube them over, will you?”

“Sure. Say, Felix, this stuff is awful, most
of it.”

“I don’t doubt it. But think how much
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ore must be refined to produce a gram of
native radium. Well, I'll clear now.”

“Wait a minute, Felix. I got into a jam
last night. I wonder if you could give me
some advice.”

“Certainly. Give.” It appeared that Smith,
who, in spite of his financial success, was
a brassardgd man and technically a control
natural, had inadvertently given offense to
an armed citizen by refusing to give way
automatically in a public place. The citizen
had lectured Smith on etiquette. Smith had
never fully adjusted himself to the cus-
toms of a different culture; he had done a
most inurbane thing—he had struck the citi-
zen with his closed fist, knocking him down
and bloodying his nose.

Naturally, there was the deuce to pay,
and all big bills.

The citizen’s next friend had called the
following morning and presented Smith
with a formal challenge. Smith must either
accept and shoot it out, ?polo gize acceptably,
or perforce be evicted from the city bodily
by the citizen and his friends, with monitors
looking on to see that the customs were
maintained.

“What ought I to do?”

“I would advise you to apologize.”
Hamilton saw no way out of it; to advise
him to fight was to suggest suicidé. Ham-
ilton had no scruples about suicide, but he
judged correctly that Smith preferred to live.

“But I can't apologize, Felix. I was ahead
of him in line. Honest, I was.”

“But you were brassarded.”

“But— Look, Felix, I want to shoot it
out with him. Will you act for me?”

“T will if you request it. He'll kill you,
you know.”

“Maybe not. I might happen to beat him
tothe draw.”

“Not in a set duel you won't. The guns
are cross-connected. Your gun won't burn
until the referee flashes the signal.”

“I'm fairly fast.”

“You're outclassed. And don't play feet-
ball yourself, you know. And you know

Smith knew. He had planned to play, as
well as manage and coach, when the enter-
prise was started. A few encounters with
the men he had hired soon convinced him
that an athlete of his own period was below

average in this present period. In particu-
lar his reflexes were late. He bit his lip and
said nothing.

“You sit tight,” said Felix, “and don’t
go out of your apartment. I'll do a little
calling and see what can be worked out.”

THE NEXT friend was polite but regret
ful. Awfully sorry not to oblige Master
Hamilton but he was acting under instruc-
tions. Could Master Hamilton speak with
his principal? Now, really that was hardly
procedure. But he admitted that the cir-
cumstances were unusual—give him a few
minutes, then he would phone back.

Hamilton received permission to speak
to the principal; called him. No, the chal-
lenge could not be lifted—and the conver-
sation was strictly under the rose. Pro-
cedure, you know. He was willing to accept
a formal apology; he did not really wish to
kill the man.

Hamilton explained that Smith would not
accept the humiliation—could not, because
of his psychological background. He was a
barbarian and simply could not see things
from a gentleman’s point of view. Hamilton
identified Smith as the Man from the Past.

The principal nodded. “I know that now.
Had I known that before, I would have
ignored his rudeness—treated him like a
child. But I didn’t know. And now, in view
of what he did—well, my dear sir, I can
hardly ignore it, can 12"

Hamilton conceded that he was entitled to
satisfaction, but suggested that it would
make him publicly unpopular to kill
Smith. “He is rather a public darling, you
know. I am inclined to think that many
will regard it as murder to force him to
fight.”

The citizen had thought of that. Rather
a dilemma, wasn't it?

“How would you like to combat him
physically—punish him the way he damaged
you, only more so?”

“Really, my dear sir!”

“Just an idea,” said Hamilton. “You
might think about it. May we have three
days’ grace?”

“More, if you like. I told you I was not
anxious to push it to a duel. I simply want
to curb his manners, One might run into him
anywhere.”
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HAMILTON let it go at that, and called
Mordan, a common thing when he
was puzzled. “What do you think I ought
to do, Claude?”

“Well, there is no real reason why you
should not let him go ahead and get him-
self killed. Individually, it's his life; social-
Iy, he’s no loss.”

“You forget that I am using him as a
translator. Besides, I rather like him. He is
pathetically gallant in the face of a world
he does not understand.”

“M-m-m—well, in that case, we'll try to
find a solution.”

“Do you know, Claude,” Felix said seri-
ously. “I am beginning to have my doubts
about this whole custom. Maybe I'm getting
old, but, while it's lots of fun for a bachelor
to go swaggering around town, it looks a
little different to me now. I've even thought
of assuming the brassard.”

“Oh, no, Felix, you mustn’t do that!”

“Why not? A lot of people do.”

“It’s not for you. The brassard is an ad-
mission of defeat, an acknowledgment of in-
fenonty

“What of i#? I'd still be myself. I don't
care what people think.”

“You're mistaken, son. To believe that
you can live free of your cultural matrix is
one of the easiest fallacies to fall into, and
has some of the worst consequences. You
are a part of your group whether you like it
or not, and you are bound by its customs.”

Felix grinned. I think I see what you
mean. But what am I to do about Smith?”

“If he gets out of this, I think he had bet-
ter wear a gun after this. Perhaps you can
impress on him then that his life will depend
on the softness of his words. But for the
present—I know this chap he challenged.
Suppose you suggest me as referee.”

“Are you going to let them fight?”

“In my own way. I think I can arrange
for them to fight barehanded.” Mordan had
delved back into his encyclopedic memory
and had come out with a fact that Hamilton
would not fully appreciate. Smith had come
from a decadent period in which hand fight-
ing had become stylized as fist fighting. No
doubt he was adept in it. It was necessary
for one not to use the gun with which he
was adept; it was equitable that the other
not use fists, were he adept in their use.

So Mordan wished to referee that he might
define the rules.

IT IS not necessary to give overmuch at-
tention to that rather unimportant and
uncolorful little man, J. Darlington Smith.
Hamilton was forced to withdraw as next
friend, since Carruthers needed him at the
time, and did not, therefore, see the en-
counter. He learned of it first by discovering
that Smith was immobilized in an infirmary,
suffering from some rather unusual wounds.
But he did not quite lose the sight of his
left eye and his other damages were mostly
gone in a couple of weeks,

All of which happened some days later.

Hamilton turned back to his work. There
were various little matters to attend to. One
team of researchers in particular belonged
to him alone. He had noticed when he was
a boy that a physical object, especially a
metallic one, brought near to his forehead
above the bridge of the nose seemed to
produce some sort of a response inside the
head, not connected, apparently, with the

hysiological senses. He had not thought of
it for many years until the Great Research
had caused him to think of such things.

He mentioned it to Carruthers who had
said, “Well, don' stand there speculating
about it. Put a crew to work on it.”

He had. They had already discovered
that the feeling was not uncommon but
rarely talked about. It was such a little
thing and hard to define. Subjects had been
found who had it in a more marked degree
than most—Hamilton ceased being a sub-
ject for experimentation himself.

He called the crew leader. “Anything
new, George?”

“Yes and no. We have found a chap
who can distinguish between different met-
als nearly eighty percent of the time, and
between wood and metal every time. But
we are still no nearer finding out what
makes it tick.”

Need anything?

“No.

“Call me if you need me. Helpful Felix
the cheerful Cherub.”
“0.K."

'ACOBSTEIN RAY called back before
he could turn his mind to other matters.
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“Felix? You can come over and take your
young hopeful away, if you will.”
“Fine t sort of results?”
Maddemng He started out with seven
correct answers in a row, then he blew up
completely. Results no better than random
—until he stopped answering at all.”

“Oh, he did, did he?” remarked Hamil-

ton, thinking of a certain flop-eared buck.
“Yes indeed. Went limp on us. I'd as
leave try to stuff a snake down a hole.”

“"Well, we'll try another day. Meanwhile
Tl attend to him.”

“I'd enjoy helping you,” Jake said wist-
fully.

Theobald was just sitting doing less
than nothing, when Felix came in. “Hello,
sport. Ready to go home?”

“Yes.

Fehx waited until they were in the
family car and the pilot set on home before
bracing him. “Ray tells me you didn't help
him very well.”

Theobald twisted a string round his
finger. He concentrated on it.

“Well, how about it? Did you, or didn't

ou?
He wanted me to play some stupid

games the child stated. “No sense to
them.”

“So you quit?”

“Yeal

"1 thought you told me you would help?”

“I didn’t say I would.”

Felix thought back. The child was prob-
ably right—he could not remember. But he
had had a feeling of contract, the “meeting
of minds.”

“Seems to me there was a mention of a
flop-eared rabbit.”

“But,” Theobald pointed out, “you said
I could have it anyhow. You told me so!”

The rest of the trip home was mostly
silent.

XI1v

ADAME ESPARTERO CARVALA
called again, unexpectedly and with

m ceremony. She simply called by tele-
hone and announced she was coming to see
them. She had informed Phyllis on the
l}))n:vlous occasion that she expc(ted to come
ck to see the baby. But more than four

ears had fxsscd with no word from her;
%hyllls h g

scen xefcrenm to her in the
news: Madame Espartero reconfirmed with-
out opposition. Madame Espartero offers
her resignation. The Grand Old Lady of
the Board in failing health. Madame
Espartero’s alternate selected by special
election. Carvala rallies in her fight for life.
Planners honor sixtieth year of Service of
the Oldest Member. Stereostories and news
bits—she had become an institution.

Felix had thought when he saw her last
that she looked olﬁer than any human being
could.

He realized when he saw her this
time that he had been mistaken. She was
still more incredibly frail and shrunken
and she seemed to move with great effort.
She compressed her lips tightly with each
movement.

But her eye was still bright, her voice
was still firm. She dominated her surround-
ings.
gPhyllis came forward. “We are delighted.
I never expected to see you again.”

“I told you I was coming back to see the

0]

“Yes, I remember, but it has been a
long time and you did not come.”

No sense in looking a child over until
he has shaped up and can speak for him-
self! Where is he? Fetch him in.”

“Felix, will you find him?”

“Certainly, my dear.” Felix departed,
wondering how it was that he, a grown
man and in full possession of his powers,
could permit a little old woman, ripe for
cremation, to get him so on edge.

Theobald did not want to leave his
rabbits. “I'm busy.”

Felix considered the plan of returning
to the lounge and announcing that Theo-
bald would receive Madame Espartero, if
at all, at the rabbit run. But he decided that
he could not do such a thing to Phyllis.
“Look, son, there is a lady in there who
wants to see you.”

No answer.

“Make up your mind,” Felix announced
cheerfully. “Will you walk, or do you
prefer ko be dragged? It makes no differ-
ence to

Theoba]d looked slowly up his father’s
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sheer two meters and, without further com-
ment, started for the house.

“Madame Espartero, this is Theobald.”

“So I see. Come to me, Theobald.” Theo-
bald stood fast.

“Go to her, Theobald,” Phyllis spoke
briskly. The boy cemplied at once.

Madame Carvala spoke to him in a low
voice, too low for either Felix or Phyllis
to catch. He glowered and tried to look
away, but she insisted, caught his eye, and
held it. She spoke again, and he answered,
in the same low tones. They talked together
for some minutes, quite earnestly. Finally
she straightened up in her chair and said
in a louder tone: “Thank you, Theobald.
You may go now.”

He fled out of the house. Felix looked
longingly after him,

Carvala selected another cigar, puffed
until she was the center of a cloud of blue
smoke, and turned her attention exclusively
to Phyllis. “He's a sound child,” she an-
nounced. “Sound. He'll do well.”

“I'm happy that you think so.”

“I don't think so, 1 know so.” They
talked for a while longer about the boy,
small talk. Felix had a feeling that the old
woman was improvising until she was
ready with whatever was on her mind.

“When do you expect to have his sister?”

“I am ready any time,” replied Phyllis,
"I have been for months. They are selecting
for her now.”

“What are they selecting for? Anything
different from the boy?”

“Not in any major respect—except one.
Of course there will be plenty of variation
from what Theobald is, because in so many,
many of the alternatives no attempt will be
made to make a choice.”

“What is the one major respect you
spoke of?”

Phyllis told her of it. Since the coming
child was to be a girl, its chromosome
pattern would contain #wo X-chromosomes,
one from each of its parents. Now philo-
progenitiveness is, of course, a sex-linked
characteristic. Hamilton, be it remembered,
lacked it to a moderate degree. Theobald
derived his one X-chromosome from his
mother; Mordan confidently expected that
he would be normal in his desire to have

children of his own when he became old
enough for such things to matter to him,

But his projected little sister would
inherit from both her parents in this
respect. She might be rather cool to the
matter of having children, However, if she
did have any, then ber offspring need not
te handicapped by any lack i this highly
desirable survival trait; since she would
pass on to her heirs but one of her two
X-chromosomes, by selection, she could
transmit only that of her mother. Hamil-
ton’s undesirable trait would be eliminated
forever.

ARVALA listened carefully to this ex-
planation and nodded. “Put your
mind at rest, child. It won't matter a bit.”
She offered no elaboration of her words.
She talked of other matters for a while,
the‘n said suddenly, “Any time now, I take

“Yes,” Phyllis agreed.

Carvala stood up and took her departure
as suddenly as she came. “I hope we will
have the honor of your presence again,
madame,” Felix said carefully.

She stopped, turned, and looked at him,
She took her cigar from her mouth and
grinned. “Oh, I'll be back! You can count
on that” °

Felix stood scowling at the door through
which she had left. Phyllis sighed happily.
“She makes me fee/ good, Felix."

“She doesnt me. She looks like a
corpse.”

“Now, Filthy!”

Felix went outside and looked up his
son. “Hi, sport.”

“H'lo.”

“What did she have to say to you?”

Theobald muttered something of which
Felix caught only the term “cuss-boss!”

“Take it easy, son. What did she want?”

““She wanted me to promise her some-
thinﬁ."

“And did you?”

“No."

“What was it?”

But Theobald wasn'’t listening again.

After a late and pleasant supper in the
cool of the garden Felix turned on the
news, rather idly. He listened lackadaisical-
ly for a while, then suddenly called out,
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“Phyllis!”
“What is it?"”

“Come here! Right away!”

She ran in; he indicated the spieling,
ﬂnckeﬂng box:

“—dame Espartero Carvala. She appears
to have died instantly. It is assumed that
she stumbled near the top of the escalator,
for she seemed to have fallen, or rolled,
the entire flight. She will long be remem-
bered, not only for her lengthy tenure on
the Board, but for her pioneer work in—"
Phyllis had switched it off. Felix saw that
she had tears in her eyes, and refrained
from the remark that he had intended to
make, something about her cockiness in
saying that she would be sure to be back.

AMILTON did not think it advisable

to take Theobald back to Jacobstein
Ray again; he felt that an antipathy had
already grown up. But there were others
engaged in telepathy research; he selected
a crew and introduced Theobald to them.
But he had formed a theory about the
former failure; the methods used then had
been the simple methods considered appro-
priate for young children. This time they
told Theobald what they were attempting
to do and started him out with tests in-
tended for adults.

He could do it. It was as simple as that.
There had been other cases equally clear
cut, and the research leader cautioned Felix
not to expect too much, as telepathically
sensitive children tended to fade out in the
talent—which Felix knew. But he could do
it. Theobald, at least within the limits of
the conditions, could read minds.

Theobald developed a strange anti-
pathy for his mother’s company during
the period when she was e lE:ecting the
arrival of his sister. It upset P] yllis; Felix
tried to reason him out of it. “See here,
sport,” he said. “Hasn’t mamma been good
to you?”

“Yeah. Sure.”

“Then what's the trouble? Why don’t
you like her?”

“I like her all right—but I don't like
ber.” His meaning was .unmistakable. Felix
held a hurried whispered consultation with
bis wife. “How about it, Phil? I thought
we hadn’t let him in on the news yet?”

“I haven't.”

“I didn’t—that’s sure. Do you H
Claude—no, Claude wouldnt spill it.
Hm-m-m . . . well, there’s only one other
way he could have found out—he found
out for himself.” He looked at his son
with a deeply wrinkled brow; it might not
be too convenient, he was thinking, to have
a_telepathic member of the household.
‘Well, it might wear off—it frequently did.

“We'll have to play it as it lies. Theo-
bald.”

“What'cha want?"
hk? it your little sister whom you don’t

The boy scowled and indicated assent.

(“It’s probably nothing but natural jeal-
ousy. After all, he's been the big show
around here all his life.”) He turned again
to his son. “Look here, sport—you don't
think that little sister will make any differ-
ence in how mamma and daddy feel about
yox, do you?”

“No. I guess not.”

“A little sister will be a lot of fun for
you, You'll be bigger than she will be, and
you'll know a lot more, and you'll be able
to shcw her things. You'll be the important
one.”

No answer.

“Don't you want a baby sister?”

“Not that one.”

“Why not?”

He turned completely away. They heard
him mutter, "Old euss-boss!” Then he
added distinctly, “and her cigars stink”

The threesome was adjourned. Phyllis
and Felix waited until the boy was asleep
and, presumably, with his telepathic ability
out of gear. "It seems pretty evident,” he
told her, “that he has identified Carvala
in his mind with Justina.”

She agreed. "At least I'm relieved to
know that it isn’t me he has a down on.
Just the same, it’s serious. I think we had
better call in a psychiatrist.”

Felix concurred. “But I'm going to talk
to Claude about it, too.”

Claude refused to be upset by it. “After
all,” he said, “it's perfectly natural that
blood relatives should dislike each other.”

“But how about this fixation of his?”

“I'm not a psychiatrist. I wouldn’t worry
too much about it. Children frequently get
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some funny notions. If you ignore them,
they generally get over them.”

So the psychiatrist thought, too.

It was a matter of prime significance,
quite aside from Theobald’s fantastic delu-
sion, that a telepathic person had been able
to locate a person whom he had never seen
and whose existence he had no reason to
suspect. It was a fair-sized brick in the
Great Research. Dutifully, Hamilton re-
ported the affair to Carruthers.

Carruthers was intensely interested. He
asked questions about it, took the matter
home with him, and nursed it. The next
day he called in Felix, and explained to
him a plan he had conceived. “Mind you,”
he said, “I'm not urging you to do this.
I'm not even asking you It's your wife,
and your baby, and your boy. But I think
it's a unique opportunity to advance the
Research.”

Felix thought about it. “I'll let you know
tomorrow.”

“How would you like,” he said to
Phyllis, when they were alone that night,
“to go to Buenos Aires to have Justina?”

“Buenos Aires? Why there?”

“Because there is the only telepath ma-
chine on Earth. And it can’t be moved out
of the cold laboratory.”

XV

“I’VE GOT it again.” The receiver for
the telepath made the announcement
grimly. The gadget was still cantankerous;
during the past few days it had worked
beautifully part of the time—about twenty
minutes in all'—and had refused to come
to life the rest of the time. It seemed to
have soaked up some of the contrariness of
the subtle life-force it tapped.

“What are you getting?”

“Feels like a dream. Water, long
stretches of water. Shore line in the back
with mountain peaks.” A recorder at his
elbow took down everything he said, with
the exact times.

“Are you sure it’s the baby?”

“Sure as I was yesterday. Everybody is
different over it. They faste different. I
don’t know how else to express it. Hold
on! Something else—a city, a dama big
city, bigger than Buenos Aires.”

“Theobald,” said Mordan Claude gently,
“can you still hear her?” Mordan had been
brought because Felix conceded that Claude
had a handier way with the child than
Felix. The child could not hear the telepath
receiver where they had spotted him, al-
though Claude could cut in through an ear-
phone. Phyllis, of course, was in another
room—it made no difference to the gadget,
nor to Theobald. Felix had a roving assign-
ment, privileged to make a nervous nuis-
ance out of himself to anyone.

The boy leaned back against Mordan's
thigh. “She’s not over the ocean any more,”
he said. “She’s gone to Capital City.”

“Are you sure it’s Capital City?"

“Sure.” His voice was scornful. “I been
there, ain’t I? And there’s the tower.”

Beyond the partition, someone was ask-
ing, “A modern city?”

“Yes. Might be the Capital. It's got a
plyon like it.”

“Any other details?”

“Don't ask me so many questions—it
breaks into the reverie . . . she’s moving
again, We're in a room . . . lot of people,
all adults. They're talking.”

“What now, son?” Claude was saying.

“Aw, she’s gone to that, party again.”

Two observers, standing clear of the
activity, were whispering. “I don't like it,”
the short one said. “It's ghastly.”

“But it’s happening.”

“But don’t you realize what this means,
Malcolm? Where can an unborn child get
such concepts?”

“Telepathically from its mother, per-
haps. The brother is certainly a telepath.”

“No, no, no! Not unless all our concep-
tions of cerebration are mistaken. Concep-
tions are limited to experiences, or things
similar to experiences. An unborn child
has experienced nothing but warmth and
darkness. It couldn’t have such concep-
tions.”

“Hm-m-m.”

“Well—answer me!”

“You've got me—I can’t.”

Someone was saying to the receiver, “"Can
you make out any of the people present?”

He raised his headset. “Quit bothering
me! You drive it out with my own thoughts
when you do that. No, I can't. It's like
dream images . . . I think it is a dream.
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I can'’t feel anything unless she thinks about
it.”

A little later. “Something’s happened . . .
the dream’s gone. Uneasy . . . it’s very un-
pleasant . . . she’s repeating it . . . it’s . ..
it's—Oh, Great—It's awful . . . it hurts!
1 can’t stand it!” He tore off his headset,
and stood up, white and shaking. At the
same instant Theobald screamed.

It was a matter of minutes only when
a woman came out the door of the room
where Phyllis was and motioned to Hamil-
ton.

“You can come in now,’ she said.

Felix got up from where he had been
kneeling with Theobald. “Stay with Uncle
Claude, sport,” he said, and went in to his
wife.

XVI

T WAS nice to be able to come to the
beach again. It was swell that Phyllis

felt up to such little expeditions. It was
pleasant to lie in the sun with his family
all around him and soak up comfort.

Things had not turned out the way he
had planned, but things rarely did. Certain-
ly he would never have believed all this a
few years back—Phyllis and Baldy, and
now Justina. Once he had asked Claude to
tell him the meaning of life—now he did
not care. Life was good, whatever it was.
And the prime question had been answered,
for him. Let the psychologicians argue it
all they pleased—there was a life, some
kind of life, after this one. Where a man
might find out the full answer—maybe.

For the main question: “Do we get an-
other chance?” had been answered—Dby the
back door. There was something more to
the ego of a new born child than its gene
pattern. Justina had answered that, whether
she knew it or not. She had brought me-
mory patterns with her; she had lived be-
fore. He was convinced of that. Therefore,
it was a dead sure cinch that the ego went
somewhere after the body disintegrated.
Where, he would worry about when the
time came.

It did seem extremely likely that Justina
did not know what she had proved—and,
of course, there was no way of asking her.

Her telepathic patterns after she was born
were meaningless, confused, as one would
expect of a baby. Shock amnesia the psy-
chologicians had decided to call it. Good
a name as any. Being born must be some-
thing like being awakened out of a sound,
dreamy sleep by a dash of cold water in the
face. That would shock anybody.

He had not made up his mind yet
whether he wanted to continue active in the
Great Research, or not. He might just be
lazy and raise dahlia bulbs and kids. He
didn’t know. Most of it was pretty long-
distance stuff, and he personally was satis-
fied. Take that work that Cliff was on—
centuries and then some. Cliff had com-
pared the job to trying to figure out the
entire plot of a long stereostory from just
one flash frame.

But they would finish—some day. Theo-
bald wouldn't see it, but he would see more
of it than Felix, and his som would see still
more. His sons would roam the stars—no
limit.

It was nice that Theobald seemed to have
gotten over that ridiculous fixation identi-
fying Justina with old Carvala. True, he
did not seem actually fond of the baby, but
that would be expecting a lot. He seemed
more puzzled by her, and interested.

There he was now, leaning over the
baby’'s basket. He really did seem—

“Theobald!”

The boy stood up straight quickly.

“What were you doing?”

“Nothing.” Maybe so—but it lJooked
very much as if he had pinched her.

“Well, I think you had better find an-
other place to do it. The baby needs to
sleep now.”

The boy shot a quick glance at the infant
and turned away. He walked slowly down
toward the water.

Felix settled back, after glancing over at
Phyllis. Yes, she was still asleep. It was a
good world, he assured himself again, filled
with interesting things. Of which the most
interesting were children. He glanced down
at Theobald. That boy was a lot of fun
now, and would be more interesting as he
grew up—if he could refrain from wring-
ing his cussed little neck in the meantime!
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By ALFRED COPPEL

The Great Destroyer glowed ominously as the Magellanics’

attack came closer, closer. And the Star-King with his

small and battered army stood by to protect this somnolent
devil while the Galaxy waited in helpless terror.

ENDAL of Lynn stood on the edge
of the plain that had once been a

city and surveyed the desolation with
hate-filled eyes. The group around him,
nobles and captains, stirred angrily.

“How long, sir,” asked Kilian bitterly,
“Are we to submit to this? How long must
we be subjected to these murderous raids?”

There was muttered assent among the
nobles. Proud men, they were, warriors of
the Edge and the slaughtered city before
them stung like a goad.

“For months, Kendal,” Kilian said, “The
Imperials have come down on us like hawks.
They've pushed us to the wall, daring us to
strike back. What are we, brother? Men?
Then by the Seven Hells, let us act like
it!”

Kendal looked out across the ruins to-
ward the setting sun. Its rays touched his
thin face with a bloody light. This, he
thought—this Lynn—is the last outpost.
The last star-system where the old ways were
revered. The last domain of the conquer-
ing, feudal clans that built the Second
Empire out of the ruck of the Interregnum,

Here his own ancestors had smashed the
might of the Interregnal lords and founded
their dynasty. From this barren star-system
had come the finest fighting men of the
Empire—warriors to carry fire and sword
across parsecs of space in the service of the
fighting kings of empire. The men of Lynn.
had always been loyal. But mere loyalty, it
seemed, was no longer enough. Time had
changed the Empire, and now it demanded
more. Too much more, Kendal thought
savagely. Lynn was bis. No graying woman
a thousand light-years away could change
that now. With the Empire—yes. A part of
it—no.
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And the ruined city was the reply, then.
The Empress was displeased with her vas-
sal of Lynn and from her capital amid the
teeming worlds of the central galaxy, she
pointed her finger and Lynn’s people died
under a rain of bombs from beyond the
stratosphere.

A punitive expedition, they would call it
in the bureaus of the capital. But here—
amid the stench of death and the chattering
of the geigers, it was something else. . . .

Kendal turned away at last and looked
first at his twin and then at the assembled
nobles. Kilian returned his gaze levelly,
his handsome face set and harsh in the
failing light. His hand rested on the
neutron-gun at his belt as though to give
Kendal the answer he sought.

It was Marlon of Lynn who put it into
words. As a cousin of the star-king, he
dared speak when others might remain
silent. "I have served you in a half-hundred
battles, Kendal,” the old warrior said heavi-
ly, “And I have served the Empress as loy-
ally—that you know. But this is unsupport-
able. Lynn has done nothing to deserve such
treatment from the Lady of Empire. We
have only refused to accept her new ways
and clung to our own. at was good for
our fathers is good for us, Kendal. And
our fathers would have flung the challenge
back in Her Imperial Majesty's face. We
should do the same!”

“Tagree!” exclaimed Kilian angrily. “We
owe the Empire nothing. We are of the
Edge. What call have we to bow down to
that woman?”

The captains and nobles muttered their
agreement. Here and there weapons were
raised in the traditional signal of coming
battle.
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“"Wait!” It wastianus, the warlock, and
the group stood back half-respectfully, half-
fearfully as he came forward to Kendal's
side. His white hair, long to his shoulders,
whipped in the evening breeze, and his face
was stern. “You see before you a murdered
city—so you would go out and make war.
That, I know, was what your fathers would
have done. But times change, my lords. The
Empire has changed. This thing is not so
simple as you would have it—"

“Meaning what, old man?” demanded
Kilian scornfully.

“Meaning that this city was never de-
stroyed by order of the Empress. Such is
not her way.”

“Then who, Janus?” asked Kendal.

The warlock studied the tall figure of the
star-king. Helmetted, caped in silver, and
armed—he seemed huge against the darken-
ing sky. An anachronism, Janus thought
sadly. A throwback to the mighty con-
querors who built the Second Empire out of
2 galaxy shattered and terrified by the
awful chaos of the Civil Wars and the dark
ages. The Empire rarely needed men like
Kendal now, for times had indeed changed.
The warriors of the Edge could only cling
to their feudal independence an! their
memories. The rest of the galaxy had passed
them by.

YET they might be needed again. Poised
as they were on their peripheral
worlds against the blackness of the inter-
galactic night—they were still a defense for
the Empire. Though against what enemy,
Janus could only guess. And his guess was
a thing that brought terror in the night.

“Someone—someone from Outside,” the
warlock said.

“By the grave of the Great Destroyer,
that again!” cried Kilian, The nobles
laughed without humor.

“TLaugh if you will, my lord,” said Janus,
“But 1 have read the old books. I know
that such things are more than just pos-
sible.”

“Men smashed Astraris, Janus,” said
Kendal gently, “Not demons.”

“But do you know from whence they
came?” demanded Janus. He stood before
his ruler, robe whipping in the wind. The
last glow was fading from the sky and

the great datkness of the Edge was descend-
ing, broken here and there by the feeble
glimmer of a pale star.

“Where do you suppose they could have
come from, old fool!” snapped Kilian out
of the blackness, “From there—!" He
pointed to the faint river of nebulosity that
was the edge of the galactic lens. "From
the Empire!”

The whirring of an airsled and the chal-
lenges of the airborne sentries blotted out
the warlock’s reply. Out of the night came
the cry:

“A messenger for the star-king!”

“Let him land,” order Kendal.

A warrior in the vestments of the
hereditary caste of Navigators p d
himself to Kendal “The watch has de-
tected an Imperial cruiser, sir, within the
territorial space of the kingdom of Lynn.”

Kendal laid 2 hand on his wea ina
characteristic gesture and frowned. At any
other time such an occurrence would be
ordinary. The distances involved made un-
announced craft the rule rather than the ex-
ception on the Edge. But coming at this
particular time—with the ruins of Astraris
still smouldering—

It could well be that the cruiser was test-
ing the effectiveness of the raid on the Lyn-
nan warriors. It could be that the Empress
wished to see if Kendal of Lynn had
learned his place.

It was a decision that was his to make,
and Kendal made it as any star-king of
the Edge would have made it.

“Order the ship destroyed,” he said.

The nobles shouted savage assent. War
was their life, and here was a battle that
was worthy of them. An Imperial cruiser!

Only Janus was silent. He stood by
Kendal's side, a cowled figure of mystery.
And when all was once again silent, he
spoke in a ringing voice.

“By the Great Destroyer and all the gods
of space, Kendal, 1 hope you have chosen
the right enemy!”

AGAINST the blackness of the Edge, the
Imperial warship glinted like a sliver of
silver in the light of the Lynn sun. Lightly
gunned, built for speed rather than striking
power, it clung to the design of the ancient
craft used throughout the inhabited galaxy.
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But with a difference. This vessel was new,
built from the old plans in the clustering
industrial planets of the Inner Empire,
No longer did the Empire rely on the craft
that remained intact through the millennia
of the dark ages. On the inner worlds the
old superstitions were dying out and science
was no longer the feared and dreaded Great
Destroyer. A new tide of empire was flow-
ing out toward the Edge, and the Imperial
Lady of Terminus demanded that the mis-
takes that had killed the First Empire be
not repeated.

No longer, as of old, would the star-
kings be allowed their fierce independence.
The lessons of the Civil Wars and the bit-
ter despair of the Interregnum would be
remembered. And other dangers, too, would
be met by the Imperial power rather than
by a loosely controlled levy of fighting
men under their own fierce warlords.

Eight hundred years had passed since
the Emperor Gilmer shattered the might of
the warlords of Kaidor to consolidate the
Second Empire. For half a millennium, the
Sunburst blazon on the side of a star-
ship meant order where there had been
chaos, peace where there had - been
brigandage.

The Imperial cruiser materialized out of
hyper-space a light-day from the Lynn sun
—and was dismembered. Against the sud-
denness of the attack, there was no defense.
The Imperial crew sat in stunned horror
and watched until death came,

Like sharks closing in on their prey, the
ships of Lynn converged on the Imperial
craft. As it took on solidity, it was met by
a crisscrossing net of blazing torpedo-tracks
and was dissolved soundlessly into a cloud
of spinning debris.

One lifeboat survived the vicious attack,
and it fell spinning toward the pale cres-
cent of the planet of Lynn a thousand
kilometers below.

THE night was tangy and filled with the
smell of the sea. The fourth orbit
moon of Lynn was rising, and the only
sound was the soft lapping of the tide.
Kilian of Lynn stood impatiently beside
his grounded airsled and watched the sky.
The light of the golden moon glittered
oa the metal parts of his clothing and on the

‘weapons in his harness. His handsome face
was a tight mask over his inner exultation.
Presently, there was the sound of a
craft in the air above him, and Kilian sig-
nalled briefly with a tiny atomic torch.

The strange ship touched down gently,
its keel scraping on the sand of the
deserted beach. It was an oddly made vessel,
of dark metal and warlike, functional
design. The man who stepped from the
interior was well fitted to his ship. He was
thick-set, dark-skinned. His eyes burned
pale in the moonlight under a helmet of
unfamiliar design.

“You have news?” The stranger’s Jingua
spacia was heavily accented—exotically
archaic to Lynnan ears.

“Wonderful news!” Kilian said, “My
excellent twin has attacked an Imperial
cruiser!”

“That is good.”

“Better than that. The cruiser carried a
special envoy from the Empress—and the
envoy is now a hostage, if you please,
against any Imperial misbehavior. Unless
I miss my guess, there will be an Imperial
fleet here within a week.”

The stranger seemed surprised. “An
Imperial fleet to rescue one unimportant
envoy?”

Kilian’s smile glittered in the darkness.
“This envoy happens to be the Lady Jeanna
—a cousin of the Empress, herself.”

“And the Grave?”

Kilian’s smile faded. “Still guarded. The
old warlock has seen to that. But never fear.
1 promised you the Distuptor, and you shall
have it.”

It was the stranger’s turn to smile, but his
grimace had little humor in it. “You de-
scendants of the race that was left behind,”
h; said brutally, “have so much to be proud
o

Kilian flushed at the insult, his hand
tightening on the butt of his neutron-
gun.

“You cannot understand why I am doing
this,” he said in a low, bitter voice. “But
you do not know what it means to be
the second son of a star-king.” He gave a
hard, explosive laugh, heavy with hatred.
“Second son. What a ghastly joke for
a twin! The second son by minutes. So
Kendal wears the coronet that should by
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rights be mine. Kendal is bowed to and—

The stranger cut him off short. “I am
not interested in your reasons for turning
traitor. I want only your assurance that the
Grave mentioned in our ancient literature
is here on Lynn and that it contains the
Disruptor.”

“You have that,” Kilian retorted, “And
you also have my assurance that you will
never lay hands on the Distuptor until I
am star-king of Lynn.”

THE other made a gesture of contemptu-
ous dismissal. “What do we care for
this barren system of rocks out on the Edge?
It is the Empire that concerns us. With
fifty thousand warships on the way, only
the Disruptor in the hands of the Empire
can stop us. My advance force is not large
enough to do more than raid. That twin
you hate so is a madman in battle. And I
must have the contents of the Grave before
our fleet arrives. Perhaps without Kendal,
the forces of Lynn would not be so difficult
to defeat and you and I could settle our
bargain before our main force arrives. Then
there would be no question of your pay-
ment. An accomplished fact speaks for it-
self. I leave you with that thought—Lord
Kilian.”

For a long while after the strange vessel
had vanished into the darkness, Kilian of
Lynn stood on the lonely beach, his eyes
narrowed, fondling the neutron-gun in his
hand.

KENDAL of Lynn strode angrily down
the long hallway. His boots rang on
the polished flagstones with a metallic
sound, and his long silver cape flared out
behind him like ‘a battle-flag.

Sentries came erect as he passed and
then looked apprehensively at one another
when he had gone. They, his own house-
hold troops, knew that set expression well.
It meant that Kendal was readying himself
for battle—personal or political, it mat-
tered little which. They found themselves
actually feeling sorry for the captive Im-
perial princess.

The guards swung open the massive
doors and Kendal stationed himself before
the prisoner, his arms folded across his
chest.

She had not changed, he reflected with
some indignation, since he had last seen
her on Terminus at the Imperial Court.
She was slim and well made, with dark
hair and full sensuous lips. Her borrowed
harness did her the courtesy of displaying
her body well. And her gray eyes glittered
with a fury to match his own.

“You, Jeanna, are a fool!” he snapped,
“What business have you involving your-
self in this affair?”

The girl's face blazed with barely sup-
(}ressed rage. “You .. . . you ... pirate!

ou dare to call me a fooll You were
always msuﬂerable, Kendal, but this is a
new high in boorishness even for an out-
world barbarian like you!”

Kendal studied her face; a striking face
to say the least, he admitted, and made
more piquant by her indignant anger. Some
of his irritation began to fade.

“Your pride of origin does you no credit,
my lady,” he said more softly. “I seem
to recall that the Imperial Family used to
take pride in the fact that it sprang from
the warrior stock of the Edge.” He looked
around the room restlessly and began
pacing. He would have to tell her that she
was a hostage, he knew. And it wouldn't
be easy. M 1ly, he cursed the sk d
of the Empress in sending Jeanna to Lynn.
The Lady of Terminus remembered that
her cousin and the starking of Lynn had
briefly loved during his last visit to Court.
And then he began to grow angry again.
To send her after an overt act of war such
as the destruction of Astraris . . . ! It made
no sense at all.

“What insanity prompted you to come
here with the situation between Lynn and
your Imperial cousin the way it is?" he
demanded, “You might have been killed.
It’s a miracle you weren't!”

“Certainly no thanks to you, Kendal of
Lynn,” retorted - Jeanna. “You shattered
my ship and murdered my crew like the
common pirate you are!”

Kendal’s expression grew sombre. “I'm
genumely sorry about your crew, Jeanna.
But in the name of the Seven Helis what
could you expect from Lynn after what
was done to Astraris?” He paused at the
tall ogived window and stared out into
the night. “In trust, I'd have expected
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better consxderatmn from the Imperial Lady
of Terminus . . .

Jeanna was beside him, her hand resting
lightly on his arm, her anger gone. “Ken-
dall What are you saying? What's hap-
pened to Astraris?”

“It is odd, my lady, that you should be
the one to ask that,” he said coldly, “Since
Imperial bombs leveled the &lue only
thirty hours ago. And before that it was
Gasfa on Lynn IV, Are you going to deny
that your cousin gave orders that we of
Lynn should be strip| c{fd of our autonomy?”

Jeanna drew back as though he had
struck her. Her eyes were icy. “I do not
deny that Her Majesty desires Lynn to
surrender its brawling ways and become
part of the civilized Galaxy, sir. But I can
give you my word as a member of the
Imperial house that no punitive expedition
against Lynn has been ordered, and none
has been carried out. If that's your excuse,
Kendal, for pirating an Impenal warship
on a mission of friendshi

“Friendship!” Kendal turned his back to
the window and faced the girl. To his
face returned some of the hatred that had
stamped it while he stood looking at the
radiating ruins of Astraris, “If that is
Imperial friendship—"

UDDENLY, the gitl's face contorted

into a mask of horror. The window
behind Kendal shattered in a burst of
liquid flame as a neutron bolt smashed
through the panes and set the hangings to
blazing.

The backlash of the near miss seared
Kendal's neck and sent him sprawling to
the flagstones. Through the roaring black-
ness that engulfed him, he could hear
Jeanna's voice sobbing, “Kendal, Kendal
my darling—" Then he was spinning down
into a velvet well of nothingness darker
than the original night of space.

When he awoke, the first thing he saw
was Jeanna's face. Behind her stood the
robed figure of Janus, the warlock, and
with him was Kilian, a look of worried
concern on his handsome features.

“Thank the gods you're all right, Ken-
dal,” said Kilian thickly. “You gave us
a fright!”

Kendal moved painfully on the couch

and looked at his brother. “Did you get
him?”

Kilian shook his head. “No one saw the
bolt fired. And in the excitement of seeing
you fall—" He shrugged.

“Who would want to kill you?” asked
]eanna faintly. -

“Who indeed,”
thoughtfully.

Kilian looked the gul full in the face
and said deliberately: “Imperial agents
travel far.”

Like a tigress striking, Jeanna whipped
the back of her hand across Kilian's face.
“You swine!”

Kilian’s hand snapped toward his wea-
pon harness, but Kendal's voice was a
whiplash of command.

“Kilian! You forget yourself! This lady
is a hostage here. I have given my word
for her safety.”

Jeanna stared down at Kendal, a look
of utter disbelief on her face. “I'm a
what? A hostage!”

“I'm afraid so, Jeanna,” Kendal said.

“Why you incredible barbarian! You
dare to hold the cousin of your Empress
a hostage for the safety of your backwater
world!” raged the girl. “This is really
beyond belief!”

“Lynn, my lady,” said Kendal stiffly,
“is my home. It was my father’s home
when he rescued yowr blundering parent
from the fruits of his own folly at the
Battle of Cassidor. It was my ancestor’s
home when he left it to ride with Kieron
of Valkyr and Gilmer across the face of
Kaidor. If it is necessary to hold an Im-
perial hostage so that the Empress’ grati-
tude will not completely shatter my
planets, then I will do so. Even if the
hostage is the Imperial Lady Jeanna. Is
that clear?”

“Quite clear,” snapped Jeanna. “And it
is even more clear that you are not only a
seditious pirate, Kendal of Lynn. You are
a fool as well. I came here to warn you
that other systems of the Edge have been
similarly attacked, and that the danger is
from outside the Galaxy and not within
it. I was sent by my cousin to get your
personal assurance that you would guard
the Grave of the Great Destroyer with all
the troops at your command until a proper

murmured  Janus
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force could be mustered in the Inner Em-
pire to assist you. I freely admit that be-
cause of our—previous relationship—I
asked Her Majesty to send me, thinking
that I could bring you to your senses about
this ridiculous feudal autonomy you prize
50 highly. I was under the impression that
you were intelligent enough to lead your
thieving nobles onto the paths of civiliza-
tion. I imagined that you had the discern-
ment to understand that Lynn is five hun-
dred years behind the rest of the Empire
in everything except brawling, murder and
rapine.”

“Are you quite through, my lady?” de-
manded Kendal.

“Not quite! If Her Majesty's thanks for
her offer of assistance is #bis—to have her
cruiser smashed, her integrity questioned,
and her relatives imprisoned, then Lynn
had better consider itself at war wnth the
entire Galaxy—a tk d
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there had been found the bits of knowledg:
needed to form the mosaic of 2 new sad
dynamic society—with a sense of coatin-
uity and a feeling of its own destiny.

Kendal stood on the battlements of his
ancient fortress and surveyed the silent line
of warships floating in the harbor. From
above, where the embroidered gonfalons
whigped in the breeze, there came the
familiar cry of sea birds.

“Janus,” he said musingly, “can it be
that Jeanna is telling us truths and I have
refused to believe her?”

The warlock shifted his weight uncom-
fortably from one foot to the other. "I
think she has stung you, Kendal. Men an
really take very little from the women they
fall in love with.”

Kendal snorted derisively. "Love? I, in
love with Jeanna? You maunder, my
ftnend >

anyone of which is capable of smashmg
this army-camp ball of rock you call home to
rubble!”

“You forget that there will be no smash-
ing by Imperial forces, lady, while yox are
with us,” Kilian said sneeringly.

Jeanna glared at the Lynnan and turned
on her heel to stride to the door. “Guard!
Herc, guard! Put the irons on me! If I'm
a prisoner here, I should at least be proper-
ly detained—" She threw Kendal a furious
look. “Because if your friend-assassin
should miss again, I should be tempted o
shoot for him!™

THE ancestral seat of the government of
Lynn lay stride a narrow spit of land
that jutted out into the placiclP ocean. In
times of peace the great starships settled
down onto the crystal sea to disgorge their
cargoes of machines and manufactured
goods from the Inner Empire. But now,
only the warships of Lynn rode the tide.
Ancicnt, these craft were, dating back
across three thousand years to the First
Empire. For generations, these mighty
starships had been the only link between
the new culture and the old. These ships
and the spotty remnants of the ancient
literature—and  the old customs and
superstitions.
et the Galaxy is large, and here and

you have let your emo-
tional bias colot your judgment. I bave
found much in the old wntmgs %0 support
whzt the Lady Jeanna tells us.
" Kendal
then, thmkmg of Jeanna's scornful evalua-
tion of Lynn: “We should not ding so
tightly to the ancient ways that the rest of
the Galaxy passes us by.”

Janus turned his face aside so that Ken-
dal might not see his smile. "You
truly, my lord,” he said. And then his
smile faded. "But there is more than merely
superstition to be found in the books of the
ancients. Remember that it was the war-
locks of the Inner Empire—the scientists,
I mean—who solved the riddle of the force
that drives those starships down there—
and duplicated it in the new craft for the
Imperial government.

“Remember, too, that the ancients of the
First Empire were powerful. We are still
discovering their marvels. The Grave, for
example—right here on Lynn. Superstition
tells us that the Great Destroyer himself
sleeps there, Many of our people hold the
place in reverence and awe. But I know
what rests in that crypt, Kendal—and so
do you. No sleeping devil, unless you aa
call the Disruptor that. That is a trust,
Kendal, that no Lynnan can disregard, in-
cidentally. Remem{er that it was the use
of the Distruptor in the Civil Wars that
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shattered the First Empire to rubble and
brought on the Interregnum. Yet it is
simply a° machine made by men . . . the
Ancients.”

Kendal turned his brooding gaze from
the line of warships. “I would never violate
my trust, Janus. You are foolish to mention
it. Even Jeanna, who hates me, knows that
I would never use the Distuptor against
the Imperial forces. No human in his right
mind would ever use such a weapon—no
matter what the provocation.”

“No human,” said the warlock steadily,
“of this Galaxy.”

“Your favorite obsession, Janus,” Ken-
dal observed drily.

“Call it what you will,” the warlock said
stubbornly. “But the pattern is becoming
dear to me. Consider, sir—eye-witness re-

cts of the craft that bombed Astraris
indicate that the ships were of unfamiliar
design. Off Gasfa, you saw them your-
o »

"'I:he.y. are building new craft in the
Inner Empire, Janus,” Kendal reminded
him.

“True, they are. And I would admit that
it is possible the vessels were Imperial if it
were not for the warnings I see in the old
writings.” Janus made an impatient gesture.
“Oh, I know. You think that because the
books are old and have been regarded as
sigils for generations, they have no truth
in them. But I feel differently. They are
history, sir. History from before the dark
ages And they clearly state that men of
the First Empire left the Galaxy for oxs-
side mote than three millennia ago.”

Kendal remained thoughtfully silent. In
this age of dawning renaissance, anything,
after all, was possible.

“The writings say that in the reign of
the Galactic Emperor Ulmar X, while
Bacth was still the capital, colonies were
established in Andromeda and the Greater
Magellanic Cloud. Penal colonies, Kendal.
The misfits and the paranoids, the thieves
and killers. All of them were banished
from the Galaxy. Who knows what culture
those bitter creatures might have built out
there in three thousand years? Is it too out-
.rageous to assume that they might have
Feached a civilization of high degree and
J—Two Complete Science-Adventure Book—Winter

one motivated by an ancestral hatrtd of
the main Galaxy?”

Kendall felt a creeping sensation in the
pit of his stomach. If what the warlock was
saying had even so much as a grain of
truth in-it, the Second Empire was in
peril more deadly than that which had
shattered the First. The spectre of inter-
galactic war, with all its attendant horrors
loomed like a nightmare phantasm in the
young star-king’s mind. No human of 1this
galaxy, Janus had said, would use the Dis-
ruptor. It was true. The race was still tor-
tured by the ancestral memories of the utter
annihilation loosed among the inhabited
worlds by the Disruptor. Here on his own
world of Lynn, the common folk still
offered sacrifices to Science, the Great De-
stroyer. The Grave was a place of lonely
terror and awe to the people. It was in-
conceivable that a man might once again
loose the Great Destroyer. But if there was
reason in Janus' words. If other men had
lived and died steeped in venom across the
gulf in the Magellanic Cloud—

Such men would have no qualms. Gen-
erations of hate could bear a hideous fruit.
The Great Destroyer could stalk humanity
once more.

EANNA. She had come with informa-
tion. True or false, Kendal could only
guess, but he had to be certain. She had
said that other star-systems of the Edge
had beén attacked. There might be 2 con-
nection and there might not be. Kendal
of Lynn had to know. It was imperative
to his trust.

“Sentry!” Kendal’s voice rang out across
the battlements. “Bring the Lady Jeanna
here at once.”

The soldier saluted and was gone. Pres-
ently he was back—alone. Below, in the
keep, Kendal could hear the shouts of
sudden concern. He felt his heart contract.

_S};lcak up, man!” he commanded.

“The lady is gone, sir!” said the soldier.

Kendal cursed aloud. “Escaped, by the
Seven Hells! Ready a ship for me, at once!
And send Kilian to me. . . .”

The soldier’s face grew pale. “The jailer,
sit, says that the Lord Kilian took the lady
from her quarters an hour ago. Lord Kilian
told him it was your personal command.”
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Kendal felt a sinking sensation in his
chest. Kilian, his own brother—the words
formed in his brain as though etched there
in letters of fire. What was it Kilian had
said after the attack on Kendal's life? “In
the excitement of seeing you fall—" How
had Kilian seen him fall if it had not been
through the window? So it had been Kilian
who had fired the bolt. And it was Kilian
who now had Jeanna!

“Where would he have taken her, sir?”
asked Janus.

Kendal racked his brain for the answer.
Where? There were six planets circling the
Lynn sun. Only two inhabited. That Kilian
had taken Jeanna off-world was obvious. He
would not have dared to try and keep her
hidden on Lynn itself. And then he remem-
bered. Kilian kept a private retreat in the
icy moranes of Lynn VI His “hunting
lodge” he called it—

“Get me my ship!” Kendal said stiffly.

“The hc;useholdP troops, sir?” asked the
soldier.

Kendal shook his head. “This is a family
affair. Notify my cousin Marlon that I am
leaving Lynn. Take your further orders
from him until I return with the Lady
Jeanna and my—my brother,” he said, the
words sticking in his throat,

The soldier saluted and disappeared down
the steep staitway in the walls. Janus
touched g(enda]’s arm. “You will not go
alone?”

Kendal made as though to fling off the
old warlock’s hand angrily, but he caught
himself in time.

“Of course, my old friend, you will go
with me.” His expression hardened into
a tight mask of restrained fury. “If he's
harmed Jeanna, I'll kill him with these
two bare hands!” he said.

YNN VI was a frozen waste of methane
snow, broad moranes, and jagged peaks
against the blackness of space. At a dis-
tance of six light-days, even the blue-white
Lynn sun shone feebly, giving little light
and less heat. Most of the planet's at-
mosphere lay in the yellow snow-banks, and
yet there was life of a sort. In the far-
distant days before the dark ages, the
wobles of the First Empire had stocked the

planet with synthetic beasts, and these
remained, gaunt and hideous, to remind all
newcomers of the men that had once trod
the frozen soil.

Kilian of Lynn had built his retreat here
among the jagged cliffs. It was a twisted
structure, hugging the contours of the
steep slope on which it lay—a labyrinth of
rooms and armories.

It was to this sullen house that the Lyn-
nan prince brought the women he took
from the common folk, and it was here
that Jeanna found herself, surrounded by
strange, sullen soldiery resembling the
ple of no star-system she knew. Their
tongue was archaic and their weapons un-
familiar. For a time, Jeanna wondered if
they might not be androids—but time and
Kilian’s attitude toward them forced her to
dismiss that notion.

There were not many of them in Kilian’s
lodge, but they conducted themselves with
an air of contemptuous familiarity that set
her blood to boiling.

Jeanna was left no doubt about her status
as a prisoner now. The mask had dropped
from Kilian of Lynn’s face. He seemed tense
and expectant, as though waiting for some
vital activity to commence. Jeanna shud-
dered at the though. If the twin brother of
a star-king of the Edge could so openly
turn traitor, his plans—whatever they might
be—were certainly near fruition.

Her quarters were adequate, though heav-
ily guarded, and she alternately raged and
planned impossible plans of escape.

She was bathing when Kilian entered
unannounced and stood watching her with
callous and insolent appraisal. Jeanna
flushed under the humiliating stare and
snatched at her cloak.

“I called you a swine once,” she said
in an unsteady voice, “I was overly sensi-
tive. You have the manners and bearing
of a slimy toad.”

Kilian grinned at her, undisturbed. Jean-
na wondered how a man could so differ
from his fraternal twin. It was almost as
though she were looking at a distorted
image of Kendal. An image steeped in all
the disgusting vices and evil intents that
men held submerged in their hearts.

“Kilian,” Jeanna said in a tight voice,
“You'll pay dearly, for what you've done.
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Kendal will come, as well you know, and
when he does—"

Kilian stepped closer and laid his hands
on her shoulgers. She shrugged him off with
a furious gesture.

“Come he will, my dear lady,” he said
easily, “And the moment his ship a pears
it wyil[ be blasted out of the l:kyp He
slipped his arms about her quickly and held
her struggling body tight against his. “As
attractive as you are, Jeanna, I'm afraid I
must admit I didn’t bring you here for
the usual reason. You are bait, vixen. Bait
to lure my brother out of his stronghold
while my friends strike at Lynn.” He threw
back his head and laughed at her expres-
sion. “Disappointed, Jeanna? Well, I shall
try to make it up to you when I can find
the time.” He pressed his lips against hers,
hard, with a sadistic, bruising pressure.

With a convulsive effort, Jeanna broke
away from him. She stood before him, her
half-nakedness forgotten in her revolted
fury. Her gray eyes were glittering, and her
mouth was drawn back into a grimace of
utter hate.

“When Kendal comes,” she said in a low
voice, I shall beg him not to kill you. I
want that pleasure for myself—"

THE Lyanan cruiser hung motionless
above the yellow crescent of Lyna VL
k was a silver gleam against the faint
nebulosity of the galaxy.

No Navigator in his cowl sat before the
instrument panel within the spaceship. Even
two hundred years previously, spacenavi-
gation had been the exclusive duty of that
hereditary caste, and no man—star-king
or Emperor—might touch the controls of
a spacecraft. But in the sudden flurry of
dawning commerce that had permeated the

in the last century, the Navigators
had found their numbers too few to man
the thousands of craft plying the spacelanes
of the Inner Empire. Others learned the
art of spaceflight for the first time since
the days of the First Empire’s glory.

Even among the sparse systems of the
Edge, the Navigators surrendered their
prerogatives and contented themselves with
research and occasional duty in the void.
Thus it was that Kendal of Lynn sat before

the console of his cruiser, the warlock Janus
at his side.

“They will be expecting an attack in
force,” Kendal said, “And they'll have pre-
pared for that. I dont know how well
Kilian has manned his retreat, but I do not
imagine that he can have more than a
handful of warriors with him—"

“So you are planning to go in alone,”
finished Janus sourly, “Leaving me here in
the ship to wait you out.”

“That’s the way it will have to be,

anus.”

The warlock watched with brooding
eyes while Kendal donned a spacesuit.

“Use caution, sir,” Janus warned, “Re-
member that if anything should happen to
you, Lynn would be helpless. Your cousin
Marlon can’t command the loyalty of the
troops as you do. A sudden attack might
lose the planet—and the Grave.

Kendal felt a chill at the thought. Still, he
must find Jeanna first. The thought of
her in danger made his blood run cold. He
had not realized just how much she meant
to him until Kilian's treachery.

He secured the suit and checked his
weapons in the airlock. “Within an hour,
Janus, you should see my signal from be-
low. If I can reach the roof with Jeanna,
I can hold my position until you reach us
with the ship. It will have to be done
quickly on your part, while there’s enough
confusion to keep Kilian's people away
from the sky-guns.” His laid a gauntleted
hand on the warlock’s shoulder. “T've given
you the hard part, old friend.”

Janus nodded his grizzled head in re-
luctant assent and stepped away from the
lock. He watched Kengal check the bundled
spacesuit in his and open the outer
valve. Then the star-king was gone, swal-
lowed up by the stygian blackness of the
galactic night.

Kendal landed lightly, riding the null-
grav fadm of his space-armor. He had
settled in a deep ravine less than a kilometer
from Kilian's lodge. He took his bearings
from the compass at his wrist and began
to climb the ragged talus toward the top
of the ridge.

From the crest, a long snowy slope de-
scended to the base of the low wall that



100

Kilian had built to keep the planet’s syn-
thetic beasts at bay. Kendal began to pick
his way through the yellow drifts, huggiu§
the contours of the slope, keeping low an
as well hidden as the exposed face of
the defile would allow.

Above him, through the glassene of his
helmet, he could make out the twin patches
of silvery mist that were the Magellanic
Clouds. Was it possible, he wondered bleak-
ly, that Janus' theories were true? Jeanna
had said that the raids had come from
outside—

And yet it was difficult to credit. The
thought of the distances involved was al-
most mindshattering. If the penal colonies
of the Greater Cloud actually did survive—
and if their bitter people had crossed the
gulfs—then indeed the Empire and the
main xy were in danger. A culture
that could create a workable intergalactic
drive was a culture to be reckoned with.
And the idea of the Disruptor in the hands
of such creatures was terrifying.

Kendal clambered over the low wall
dumsily, his movements hampered by the
bulky space-armor. He stood now in an
outer court facing a steel valve set into the
rough masonry of the building’s facade.
Crowding the wall, keeping to the deep
shadows, Kendal made his way to the base
of the building. No windows faced the
coutt, so as yet, he was safe from dis-
covery, unless, of course, Kilian had in-
stalled detectors since the last time Kendal
had seen the lodge.

From this spot, deep down the sloping
hill, the face of the lodge was a full hun-
dred meters high, and it curved broadl
as it followed the contour of the ground.
At the top, Kendal remembered, was the
landing stage where Kilian's small yacht
was birthed. There, he thought, he might be
able to gain entry into the building. There
was a suite of rooms just below where
Kilian housed his women. It was there
that he would find Jeanna. The thought
brought a bitter rage crowding into his
throat.

Turning the nullgrav packet up, Kendal
began dlimbing the wall, dinging to the
rodxldpmjections with straining hands. For
thé better part of a quarter of an hour he
wotked his way, until at last, his hands
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rested on the top of the crenellated para-

PetWith a prayer to all the gods of space
on his lips, Kendal heaved himself ever
the wall and tumbled to the landing stage.
As he did so, a noiseless streak of fire
spattered on the creeds with fiery bril-
liance, lighting up the whole stage. Kendal
rolled to his feet to face the running figure
of a spacesuited sentry with levelled gun.

In just the flash of that single instant,
Kendal caught the strangeness of the sen-
try’s armor—its dull-metal, alien look. And
then he fired in a sweeping motion, the bolt
of his weapon smashing the heavy helmet
of the sentry’s suit and searing the head
beneath it to charred embers.

For 2 moment, the man stood erect, held
so by his armor. Then he toppled sound-
lessly to the deck and lay still.

Kendal ran forward and stooped down
over the fallen figure. A sick chill seeped
through him like dampness. The armor
was unlike any he had ever seen in all his
travels through the galaxy. Even the metal
of which it was made was unknown to him.
The serial number stamped into the breast-
plate was written in archaic characters.
Kendal recognized them with horror. They
were the digits of the First Empire. This
armor, he knew, had never been constructed
in the main galaxy. And the dead man with-
in it—had never been born under Kendal's
familiar stars. Janus had been right. Jean-
na had been right. Only he—Kendal of
Lynn—had been wrong.

KF.NDAL stepped through the valve into
the building and walked swiftly down
the deserted hallway. One level below, he
thought, he would find Jeanna, If Kilian
had harmed her—

His fury was almost more than he could
bear. How had it happened, he wondered,
that his own brother had sunk to this?
He knew that Kilian had always resented
him, It was a bitter thing to a head-
strong man of the Edge to %c second best
in everything. Kendal had always known
this, and had tried to make up for it—
offering his twin commands and honors.
Yet he had failed to win his brother’s loy-
alty. It mattered no longer, he thought
savagely, Kilian was false to his trust as a
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warior of the Edge, to his trust as a Lynn
and a soldier of the Empire. He had sold
himself to aliens and laid his hands on
Jeanna. He must die.

Kendal turned down the ramp that led to
the lower level, his neutron-gun ready.
The ramp ended in another corridor, and
at the far end lay the door to Kilian's
private rooms. Two thick-set sentries stood
with alien weapons grounded.

Kendal stationed himself in the center
of the hallway, gun in hand and called for
them to drop their weapons. For reply,
they took aim and Kendal cut them down
with a stream of sun-bright fire. Aliens, he
was thinking, Magellanics!

Their smouldering corpses lay on the

i floor, still jerking rﬂsmodimlly
25 he stepped over them and kicked open
the door with a s&acebooted foot.

Jeanna stood in the center of the room,
manacles on her hands. She stood proudly,
the gathered chain upraised and ready to
strike at anyone who approached her. Ken-
dal removed his helmet and his heart sang at
the expression that came into her face.

"Kendal! Ob, Kendal,” she breathed.
Aud then she was in his arms, her lips seek-
ing his. He kissed her again and again,
m disbelieving that she was actually

. . . for him.
a”s:ﬁdmly she pulled away, a look of dis-
on her tear-streaked face.

“Oh, Kendal—you shouldn’t have come!
It's a trap, my dearest! Kilian took me only
to lure you away so that these beasts could
aitack Lynn—and the Grave of the Great
Destroyer!”

“Quite correct, my lady,” came a sardonic

voice.

Kendal whirled to face Kilian and to
Jook full into the muzzles of a score of
riflelike projectors in the hands of a
squad of thick-set Magellanics.

“Welcome, brother,” said Kilian softly,
“Welcome.”

became a thick and formless night

for Kendal of Lyug. Chained in a

dun, stri eaten into insen-

?i::;;y, hcg:"l;v‘:d with horror. In the dark-

aess he lay on the slimy flagstones listen-

ing to rustling of the scaly vermin that
fed on the filth of the dungeon.
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Across the cell lay Jeanna. He could
not see her, but he could hear her shudder-
ing breathing in the dank, cold air.

Kilian, he knew, was cracking. The near-
ness of his triumph was almost too much
for the twisted mind, and his natural sad-
ism was being given free rein. His hatred
for Kendal was fed by periodic visits to the
cell, heavily escorted by armed Magellanics.
And these visits were sheer hell. The cell
would be lighted and each of the two
prsoners would be beaten in turn while
Kilian stood by, smiling and fondling his
beloved neutron-gun.

The Magellanics performed their duties
methodically, with a contemptuous disre-
gard for Kilian or the prisoners. Through
a red fog of pain and mental anguish,
Kendal realized that Janus had pinpointed
both their origins and their abiding hatred
of anything or anyone connected with the
main Galaxy that had so premptorily
marooned their ancestors.

He shuddered to think of what life
would be like in the Galaxy with the in-
habited worlds under the heel of such
conquerors as these.

There was only one hope, and through
the long periods of freezing darkness, he
would comfort Jeanna with it.

Janus would come. Janus was their hope,
their only salvation. Wretchedly, they clung
to the image of the old warlock. Somehow,
Janus had to come . . .

Kilian's visits to the cell had stopped
long before Kendal's fevered mind reacted,
to the realization that he was no longer
within the retreat. Slowly, with an almost
child-like determination, Kendal organized
his tottering powers of reason and accepted
the idea.

Kilian was no longer here. Why?
Against the background of the icy darkness
and Jeanna's soft sobbing, Kendal labor-
iously constructed the picture of what must
:e“taking place outside their own private

ell.

The attack. On Lynn. Jeanna had said
there was to be an attack on Lynn. Kendal
remembered that. There was to be an attack
on Lynn and that was why Kilian was no
longer about to torture them. For just the
space of an instant, Kendal found himyelf
joyful. Kilian would not come down isto
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their darkness and have Jeanna beaten
anymore . . .

Kendal frowned suddenly. No, there was
something wrong about that. There was
something else. Something he had forgot-
ten. Something that he connected with a
lined face and white hair under a warlock’s
cowl. Janus. Janus had said—

The Grave! The Disruptor.! 1t all came
back in a flood, pushing the cobwebs from
his mind with a broom of cold horror.

He scarcely heard the crashing of timbers
and the crackling hum of neutron-bolts—
the familiar sounds of battle. Someone was
fighting in the rooms and corridors above.
Very faintly, he heard the shrill cries of
the dying and the rumbling thunder of
explosives.

After what seemed a long, long time
there was a thick and heavy silence.

“Jeanna!” Kendal’s voice was harsh and
high-pitched. 2

The girl did not answer.

“Jeanna!” he called again. This time his
voice was steadier.

“Oh ... Kendal . ..” She spoke in a
hoarse WhISPEI as though a part of the
crowding darkness. “TI'm . . . afraid.”

The door was flung open and men with
weapons in their hands spilled into the
dank cell. Kendal threw himself against the
wall, the bight of his manacle chains raised
to strike.

“Kendal! It is Janus, Kendal!”

Kendal of Lynn sank back against the
masonry, relaxing his wire-taut muscles.
He closed his eyes and drew a long shud-
dering breath.

For the time, at least—until the Magel-
lanics reached the Disruptor—they were
free.

JANUS stood before the long, curving
lassene window of Kilian's captured
retreat and surveyed the darkling morane
solemnly. Day was breaking over Lynn VI,
and the sun was a brilliant star over the
western horizon.

“The situation is very grave, Kendal,”
he said. “Perhaps it was unwise of me to
take troops away from the defense of Lynn
—but what was I to do? When I waited
fof your signal and none came, I was help-
less#il could only return and ask Marlon
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for men to raid this place. I only thank the
gods of space that he is not like Kilian—
covetous and half-mad with ambition.

“He gave me men, but I was forced to
leave Lynn half-guarded. Now the Magel-
lanics have begun their attack and the battle
goes badly. There is talk of an Imperial
fleet on the way, but it will never arrive in
time.”

He shook his head sadly. "I had hoped
to strike while Kilian was here. At least
that danger would have been ended. But
we passed in the night—" He shmggcd
unh appily. “I fear I am no tactician.”

is is my fault,” Jeanna said bitterly.
"I was the bait.” Her wan face wore a look
of concern. “If Lynn is lost it will be be-
cause of me. I've failed in my mission and
maybe destroyed the Empire—"

Kendal drew Jeanna to him. “Bach of
us has done what we had to do, Jeanna.
Let's have no more talk of failure and
remorse.” He laid a hand on his we:
harness. “My brother has not won yet. I've
found estimates of the Magellanic strength
in the kingdom of Lynn, and they are not
so numerous—yet, The main body is en
route from the Cloud, but the fight for
Lynn must be at least begun with what
troops they have available. And with luck
we can keep them from the Grave of the
Great Destroyer—for a time, I think. Per-
haps until the Imperial flect arrives in
Lynn.”

“You speak of we, Kendal, said the
warlock, {’eou certamly are in no condition
to fight. Look at you!”

Kendal's gaunt face stiffened. Weak, he
might be, he was thinking, but that Janus
should consider any battle for Lynn without
the participation of the star-king of Lynn
was almost an insult. “Ready the ship,
Janus,” he ordered shatréuly “We must join
our warriors around Grave.”

“Kendal, you can’t!” Jeanna cried out.

“I can and I shall,” declared the Lynnan.
“Who should fight for Lynn if not I, my
lady?”

“Then I fight, too!” Jeanna said, “I'll
fight with you for Lynn—" And she
looked levelly at the young star-king. ™
and for the Em)

Kendal lookecf down st her for a long
monrent. “I owe you an apology, Jeanna,”
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he said. “You were right and I wrong.”

Jeanna’s lips half parted. “There’s little
time left for apologxes, Kendal. So little
time left . . . for us.

Kendal watched the pulse beating in her
slim throat and felt his own begin to
pound. She was right. Within hours they
would be amid the chaos of war, fighting
and gerhaps dying. It would be so wrong,

he thought, to die without having had
Jeanna—

The girl turned to Janus. “Give us an
hour, Janus,” she said.

The warlock lifted her hand to his lips
and was gone. They did not hear the
did(ing of the latch.
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flesh alike.

Repulsed by the vicious defense, the
Magellanics withdrew to form again. But
their advance was sure and inexorable. The
ships of Lynn were smaller, slower. Their
weapons, remnants from before the dark
ages, could not match the products of the
hate-filled Magellanic worlds.

Very slowly—but surely—the Lynnan
craft fell back now. Within the ships
Navigators cursed and called on the ancient
gods to help them—but no help was to be
had. Outgunned and outmanned, the war-
riors of Lynn died in a screaming hell of
twisted metal and bursting ships.

Then the scond wave of black craft
struck the wavenng lme of silver ships and

Th! first wave of Magenanic i
slanted down toward the cloud-flecked
disc of Lynn. From their hiding-places on
Lynn V and Lynn III, they had swarmed
like angry homets—ugly and somehow
obscene.

This fleet was the advance guard, the
task force sent to secure the Edge. Below
lay the rolling hills and placid seas of
Lynn, and somewhere below the white
cloud canopy lay the Grave and the ancient
weapon the invaders coveted .

Marlon of Lynn stood on the crest of a
ridge by the sea, surrounded by his sttaff
and batteries of telescreens. This, he knew,
was his last battle. If Kendal were here, he
thought—

But Kendal was not here. Kendal was
somewhere in space, apart from his'troops.
Without Kendal tnere would be no victory.

Resignedly, the old nobleman squared
his shoulders and rapped out an order.
High above, in the blackness beyond the
steatosphere, the waiting Lynnan warcraft
moved to intercept the dark invaders.

Space flared. Torpedo tracks crisscrossed
the void in a network of death. Hits were
scored, but the Magellanic fleet moved in-
ward in spite of the missiles. Like sleek
fish moving across the darkness, the silvery
Lynnan craft closed with the attackers.

Silently, across thousands of kilometers,
the battle raged. Ships ruptured and
_slgnlled their broken innards into space.

ortured men and battered vessels clashed
with awful violence. Fingers of flame
sought out targets and melted metal and

it A squadron de-
tached itself swnftly from the main force,
arrowing down into the planetary atmos-
phere to be met by the coughing rumble
of the Lynnan sky-guns. Time and again
hits were scored by the marksmen below,
but they in turn were silenced by the hail
of bombs that tumbled from the twisting,
turning starships.

The soil of Lynn bucked and roiled
under the deadly rain of atomic projectiles.
The attack had been pointed at the main
continent of the oceanic planet, and as the
venomous mushroom clouds rose tall into
the stratosphere, the Magellanic strategy
became clear.

Under the expert guidance of Kilian of
Lynn, the alien bombardiers were drawing
an ever-tightening circle of atomic hellfire
around the temple that marked the Grave
of the Great Destroyer.

Marlon of Lynn watched the pattern
unfold on his telescreens helplessly. All
around him fluttered the gonfalons of the
noble clans of Lynn, archaic reminders that
the old days were gone now, and that new
weapons and new enemies had made the
old style of battle obsolete.

He watched the Magellanics beginning
to disgorge troops from their black trans-
ports until the teleship was blasted out of
the air and the screen went dark.

Marlon was still standing on his exposed
hilltop, fighting a war that had surpassed
him in the manner of his warrior ancestors,
when the fission missile—traveling faster
than its own sound—wiped the hill from
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the face of Lynn.

There were only a handful of warriors
in the small detachment of silver craft that
lanced down into the smoke filled air over
the Grave.

Below, Janus, Kendal and Jeanna could

make out the swirling, bloody masses of
men locked in combat around the now-
shattered temple, Kendal ordered the ships
to crcde and gave the warning to his
troops.
With trembling hands, the warlock Janus
checked Kendal's weapon harness. Tall,
laden with weapons and armored for battle,
Kendal of Lynn brought to his mind the
ancient men of the Empire. Janus remem-
bered thinking once that the Empire’s need
for such as he had passed. He had been
wrong, he told himself. Men like the star-
king of Lynn were the strength of the
Galaxy. In their pride and the personal
prowess rested that intangible ingredient
that held the banners of empire high. They
were the creators, the conquerors. When
the race no longer produced such men,
humanity would sink into the grave of
history unmourned.

PREPARING now to drop into a battle
already hopelessly lost, Kendal of Lynn
was facing his finest hour. And Jeanna
stood beside him, true to her heritage as a
descendant of the warrior-maids of the
Edge. In her veins, thought Janus with
pride, flowed the blood of Gilmer of
Kaidor-—of his daughter the Empress Alys
who eight hundred years past broke the
might of Kalgan and drove the usurpers
from the Great Throne of the Galaxy.
Kendal, too, watched Jeanna, filled with
conflicting emotions. It scarcely seemed
possible to him that this proud faced girl
who stood on the deck of his warship clad
in armor and battle harness was the same
who had taken him for her lover a few
short hours ago. Yet the look that came
into her face when she turned her eyes on
him was still the same. The womanly body
he remembered so well was hidden under
the uac{apings of war, the soft hair that
smelled of exotic perfumes from the pleas-
ure. worlds was coiled under an ugly
helmet. The hands that had caressed him
rested familiarly on neutron-gun and rack
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of grenades . . .

The thought of her in battle terrified
him, and yet he felt a fierce and exultant
pride that she was as she was—a warrior’s
woman, His woman.

“You have the old chart, Kendal,” Janus
said. “If you can reach the Disruptor—
destroy it rather than let it fall into the
hands of the enemy.”

“I understand, my friend,” Kendal said.

Janus looked from one to the other. His
eyes filled with unshed tears. They were
going to almost certain death, and yet they
were going proudly, together—as though
confident of victory. “Guard each other
well” he muttered with emotion. “Guard
each other well . . .”

The ships were reaching their assigned
places. All around them, in the smoky
roiling air, black aircraft snarled, crackling
bolts from their forward guns spattering
the sides of the ancient starships.

Throughout the Lynnan detachment, the
fighting men filed into the long keel-bays.
Helmet radios guiding their movements
from the lead craft. Last-minute checks of
guns and armor were made and null-grav
packs adjusted for rapid descent.

Then the small formation roared into
the battle, a scant three hundred meters
above the struggling armies, and the Lyn-
nan warriors spilled out of the bays, plum-
meting down into the bloody mass of men
and machines surrounding the Grave.

KENDAL unslung his neutron-rifle as
he fell, and he struck the ground
firing. Jeanna had landed a few meters
from him and she, too, was blasting a path
through the massed invaders toward him.
Others of the detachment formed in a
skirmish-line nearby, and Kendal moved
the troop toward the tem}:le ruins through
a curtain of smoke and falling debris.

A Magellanic burst through the cordon
towards Jeanna, clubbed weapon upraised.
Kendal cut him in half with a bolt from
his rifle. -

Through the din, Kendal could make
out the steady shriek of starships, and he
knew that the Magellanics were landing
more and more troops in their beachhead.
Organized resistance from the -Lynnans
seemed to have collapsed, but the warriors
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of the Edge were used to being on their
own, and the battle had dissolved into a
thousand individual combats.

A wounded Magellanic raised himself on
one shattered stump of an arm and loosed
a bolt at Kendal. It splashed liquidly on
his armor, searing the flesh beneath. Jeanna
and two others concentrated their fire on
the alien, and he literally vanished in a
white gout of neutronic flame.

Kendal winced with the pain of his
burn, but shoved on, fighting his way
steadily toward the collapsed pile of stone
and twisted steel skeleton that marked the
site of the Grave. At last, after what seemed
a bloody eternity, they were fighting among
the overturned blocks, and Kendal began
the search for the trapdoor that would
lead him to the Disruptor.

In the very center of the smashed struc-
ture, a black hole gaped. Kendal spoke
rapid orders into his transmitter, and the
troopers who remained on their feet—sixty
of them—formed a perimeter around the
pit and began to dig in. Kendal knew that
they could not hold out long, but it would
take a mighty effort on the part of the
Magellanics to dislodge them from the
wreckage.

Kendal signaled Jeanna to follow him
and dropped through the hole into black-
ness.

Their helmet lights cut a path of bril-
liance through the tunnel. The sounds of
battle were fading as they felt their way
down the shaft.

In spite of himself, Kendal felt a qualm
of superstitious fear. This was, after all,
the Grave. For generations the people of
Lynn had feared it. Since the dark days of
the Interregnum, when the last of the
Thousand Emperors had gathered his piti-
ful handful of loyal troops on Lynn for the
final battle with the barbarian Infred of
Laurr, the Disruptor had rested in these
vaults. And when at last the barbarian had
taken the Orb and Scepter from the dead
Emperor’s hands, he had proclaimed that
the resting place of the Great Destroyer
should forever be inviolate. Infred had seen
with horror and dismay the havoc wreaked
by the final weapon and his savage soul
had trembled.

The Interregnal lords of Lynn had come
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up out of the vicious striff to strike the
crown from Infred of Lawt’s head, but
they too, feared the sleeping devil in the
pit and had built there a temple where
warlocks and witches held obscene rites
in the dark of the galactic night.

THE millennia passed, and the tides of
war and reconquest swept over the soil
of Lynn many times. Barbarians became
nobles and nobles kings. Again and again
the cycle completed itself in a carnaval of
bloody combat, but through the dark and
hopeless ages, the Grave of the Great De-
stroyer remained a place of awe and
mystery.

With the coming of the conquerors of
the Second Empire, Gilmer of Kaidor,
Kieron of Valkyr and Kendal’s own ances-
tors, fragments of the old literature told of
the demon in the Grave. Navigators and
warlocks poured over the ancient texts for
generations until at last the secret was un-
covered and the men of Lynn entrusted
with the guardianship of the weapon that
had smashed the First Empire and reduced
the Galaxy to near-savagery. s

It seemed to Kendal that he was leading
Jeanna down into the bowels of Lynn. The
Eassageway was a Labyrinth, 2 maze of

ranchin g tunnels and endless byways lead-
ing down and down toward the awful
Minctaur that was the Disruptor.

""Kendal of Lynn, Janus megl"

The voice was thin and faraway in his
helmet phones, barely piercing the hissing
static. Kendal raised his transmitter to his
lips and acknowledged the warlock’s call.

From high above the battle in the circling
ship, Janus said: “The main body of the
Magellanic fleet bas been detected, Kendal.
The Imperial forces bave moved up 1o inter-
cept it.”

The Imperials! They had come at last,
Kendal thought thankfully. And then his
sudden hope died. The ships of the in-
vaders were better, larger, faster. The Im-
perials would never be able to break the
spearhead descending on the Edge.

His mouth set into a hard line. If defeat
and failure were all that was left to him—
he could at least prevent the aliens from
reaching the Disruptqy. If they wished to
smash the Inner Empirg, let them do it with
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weapons less final, less shattering‘

After what seemed a long while, Kendal
and Jeanna stood before the massive stone
door that sealed off the vault where the
Great Destroyer lay. The starking stared
st the stone with sinking heart. It had been
burned and shattered by neutron bolts, and
it sagged half-off the massive bronze hinges.

With Jeanna close behind him, Kendal
stepped through the portal into the vast,
vaulted chamber beyond. The high domed
ceiling of the sepulchre was lost in the
blackness. In the very center of the circular
room, near an ancient altar studded with
gems set in the pattern of the spiral galaxy,
floated the Great Destroyer.

It hung in the dimness, floating on its
radial belt of nullgrav beams, a long glow-
ing ovoid that hummed with an eternal and
mysterious neutronic life.

How long, Kendal wondered, had it
rested here in the depths? What hands had
touched its glowing flanks? What awful
rites and bloody sacrifices had been per-
formed here by warlocks and witches dust
these many centuries?

Jeanna’s hand tightened on his, for she,
too, felt the aura of power that radiated
from the almost living machine above the
jewelled altar.

A movement in the shadows caught Ken-
dal's eye and with the reactions of the
trained fighting-man, he flung himself and
Jeanna to the stone floor. A searing beam of
energy hissed angrily over their heads. Ken-
dal flattened himself against the flagstones
and levelled his rifle.

Two shadowy figures moved and Kendal
fired. There was a hoarse cry of pain and
the shorter of the two figures pitched back-
wards onto the altar and lay there smould-
ering.

Another bolt came out of the dimness,
corruscating along the flagstones. In the
momentary flare Kendal could make out
the crouching figure of a tall man in
Lynnan armor. Kilian—

A shrill laugh pierced the gloom. The
sound of it made Jeanna gasp.

“Kendal! Kendal, my brother! We settle
our score now!” There was a world of
distilled hatred in the sound of Kilian's
voice.

Kendal inched backward, moving Jean-
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na into the shelter of his own body. His
movements brought a series of bolts that
splattered against the walls of the vault and
showered them with sparks.

“I have you pinned down, Kendal,"”
shouted Kilian, “Get ready, lord of Lynn!
I'm going to cook you slowly!”

Another bolt almost brushed Kendal's
face, stinging his flesh. Kilian laughed
again, a high-pitched laughter that brought
thoughts of madness.

“He’s right, Jeanna,” whispered Kendal
tightly, “If we stay here he can pick us off
at will.” He handed the girl the rifle and
drew his hand gun. “I'll have to rush him.
Cover me.”

“Kendal, be careful!” Jeanna's voice tear-
ful in the darkness.

Kendal grinned mirthlessly. With his
world shattered and invaded, with the Em-
pire itself tottering, Jeanna could ask him
to be careful of his own precious skin,
‘Women were the wonder of the ages .. .!

“Cover me,” he said again. “Now!”

JEANNA fired again and again into the
gloom, her shots roaring and filling
the vault with sunfire. Kendal leaped for-
ward toward Kilian, his own hand gun
blazing,

Kendal saw Kilian rising to meet him,
neutron-gun raised. With a convulsive ef-
fort, Kendal flung himself bodily at his
twin as the stars exploded in his face.

There was a solid impact and Kendal
found himself sprawled over the strug-
gling Kilian. Dazed by the near miss of
Kilian’s shot, Kendal struck wildly at the
other. Kilian rolled out from under him
and staggered to his feet. Kendal felt the
sharp agony of breaking ribs as Kilian's
booted foot caught him in the flank.

Kendal reached out and wrapped his
arms about his assailant’s legs mf pulled
him to the floor. Again and again he drove
his gauntleted fist into Kilian's face. He
could feel the splintering of teeth in the
bruised mouth, and his hands ached with
the pain of the sledgehammer blows.

Kilian's hands sought his throat and
Kendal broke away. He got to his feet and
raised both hands high, fingers interlocked,
Kilian raised his head and Kendal brought
the blow down with all his streagth.
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“That's for what you did to Jeanna!”
he said through clenched teeth.

Again he smashed Kilian face. “And
that's for being a traitor to Lynn!”

Kilian slumped to the floor, moaning
softly through the bloody froth on his lips.
Kendal stood over him, sick with a mixture
of pain, anger and disgust.

This mumbling creature at his feet was
his own twin. Consort of enemies—traitor
—to his family heritage, to Lynn and to
the Empire. Kendal wanted to kill him—
and yet he knew that he could not. The
blood that flowed in Kilian’s veins was the
same as his own. They were born of the
same mother and father—together. He could
not snuff out his own brother’s life—

Breath rasping in his throat, he turned
away to look dully at Jeanna. There was
an expression of compassion on her face.
She knew what tortures he was suffering,
She knew that by the warrior code of the
Edge, he should cut the traitor’s heart out.
But she knew that he could not, and she
knewwhy.

Together, they turned fromKilian to look
at the glowing entity that shared the now-
silent crypt with them.

Ancient characters lined the gleaming
flanks. Characters that warned of the
weapon’s power and instructed in its use.

Kendal picked up his fallen helmet and
activated the transmitter. Janus' voice came
into the phones frantically.

"—answer me! Kendal of Lynn, Janus
calls! Answer me . . . ! The warlock
sounded almost hysterical. “Kendal! You
must not destroy the Disruptor! Can you
hear me? You must not destroy the Dis-
ruptor! The Imperial fleet has been badly
mauled by the Magellanics, Kendall! You
must not destroy the Disruptor!

Kendal raised the transmitter to his lips
to speak, but the voice in his helmet phones
cut him off. “My ship is under attack, Ken-
ddl. If you can hear me—" There was a
long silence, and then:

"They've bit us. We're falling. Kendal,
you must not destroy the Disruptor! The
Empire will need—"

Kendal let the transmitter drop from
numb hands. Janus was gope. His friend
and his father’s friend—dead .in the radiat-
ing wreckage of the fallen starship. A blind
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fury choked him. “They've killed Janus,”
he said thickly. -

Jeanna did not reply. Her hands tight-
ened on Kendal’s arm,

“He was warning us,” Kendal said,
“That the Empress’ forces have been turned
back. The Magellanics have won. And
they've killed Janus. .. ."”

Filled with a surging hatred, Kendal
turned to seek Kilian.

He was gone. In the faint &low radiating
from the ovoid shape of the Great De-
stroyer, a few bloody streaks marked the
way of his going.

THE guard perimeter of warriors Ken~
dal had left in the wreckage of the
temple above ground was broken in several
places when Jeanna and the star-king
emerged from the pit. Between them, Kenn
dal and the girl pushed and shoved the
Disruptor ahead with an urgency that was
almost Jese majeste. And at the sight of
the weapon they coveted, the Magellanic
attackers redoubled the fury of their as-
sault.

From a wounded Lynnan, Kendal heard
the story of a bloody, battered Kilian
emerging from the pit and rushing into
the roiling melee around the temple.

The pain of his broken ribs was almost
more than Kendal could bear, and he was
still weak from the rigors of his imprison-
ment in Kilian’s retreat, but the young star-
king joined his warriors in their efforts to
plug the gaps in the thin line of steel and
men that surrounded the dormant Disruptor,

Through the haze and “smoke of battle,
Kendal could make out the dim shape of a
Lynnan warship descending toward them.
It was battered and limping, but .it swung
down through the hell of explosives and
searing energy bolts. Twice the ancient star-
ship took direct hits from the now en-
trenched Magellanic batteries around the
Grave, and Kendal saw it stagger.

At last it was directly over them, its
keel bays gaping open. The Magellanic
troops were massing for an overpowering
attack behind a curtain barrage of explo-
sives.

Kendal measured the situation and
§ave the order to fall back to a position

irectly under the starship,

4
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“It may be a trap, sir,” a blood streaked
young officer protested.

KF.NDAL of Lynn knew that well, but
there was no other alternative. He
realized that the Magellanic forces had not
used fission missiles on the small Lyanan
detachment because of their fear that harm
might come to the Great Destroyer, but
their next attack would surely overrun the
handful of warriors left to him.

He looked back over his shoulder to
where Jeanna stood—weapon in hand—
beside the floating ovord of the Distuptor.
The starship was close above them. He had
to chance it. Death for this handful of de-
fenders would mean slavery and another
descent into savagery for the Galaxy.

The Magellanics pressed forward with
a fierce cry. Kendal and his men fired into
the close-pressed ranks until the stench of
burning flesh was almost unbearable in the
ozone-heavy air.

“Fall back into the starship!” Kendal
commanded.

A step at a time, the Lynnans fought
their way back through the rubble and into
the keelbays of the hovering craft. Ken-
dal stood under the corroded steel belly of
the battered ship, neutron gun blazing as
he watched his men file past. At last, all the
living were within the craft save Jeanna
and Kendal, He glanced into the dark bays
with a sudden feeling of misgiving. Sup-
pose it were a trap?

But there was no time for questions. He

But there was no time for question.
He motioned Jeanna inside, and the girl

dragged the glowing Distruptor after her.

Thea Kendal threw himself into the en-
closing darkness as the armored bay doors
rumbled closed. Save for the tiny island
of light cast by the Great Destroyer, the
ragged troop stood in a cimmerian black-
ness—waiting for they knew not what. . ..

“They are inside, sir.”

The lTCﬂket was short and stocky—clad
in the black garb of a Magellanic. He sat
before a telescreen in the space-darkened
bridge of a great black warship,

His companion nodded, but made no
comment. There was an expression of bit-
ter anger on his face,
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“The Lynnan has failed us,” said the
first speaker.

The Magellanic commander arose to pace
the bridge of his warcraft. All around him
were the ships of his advance guard—the
huge black spaceships that had smashed the
E:wer of the Lynnan fleet and established a

ad on the soil of Lyna itself. The
whole purpose of the operation, in all its
multiplicity of facets, had been to obtain
the weapon in the cmpt below the ruined
temple. Everything had hinged on that. He
had known as far back as the time of his
meeting with the quisling Kilian that the
Distuptor in the hands of the Imperials or
their allies would mean the shattering of a
plan that had been a racial obsession in the
Greater Cloud for almost three thousand
years.

All the pent-up fury of a life steeped
in hatred raged in the Magellanic’s breast.
He had gambled on Kilian. He had had to
gamble on him. No one but a member of
the ruling house of Lynn could have put the
Great Destroyer into his hands. He had
never trusted him, of course. Trust was an
alien concept to a Magellanic—and then
there was the fact that Kilian was of the
main Galaxy. No descendant of those first
bitter Magellanics could ever feel any-
thing but hatred for a galactic. It had been
his {hﬂ from the beginning to dispese of
the Lynnan. A man that would sell his twin
brother would be useless to the Magellanics
once his mission was accomplished. . . .

But now, he was almost helpless. A light-
day away from the Lynn sun the main force
of the black fleet was speeding inward—
scarcely ruffled by its encounter with the
Empress’ Imgerizl squadrons. Ten thousand
starships loaded with the finest fighting men
of the Cloud—and they were useless if the
ancient tales concerning the Distuptor were
true.

The Magellanic commander snarled out
his orders to the

“To all ship commanders! That ship ris-
ing out of Lynn must be taken at all costs!
At dll costs!”

His eyes burned with a fanatical fury as
he watched the crippled Lynnaa ship twist
upward out of the smoky air of the tor-
tured world,

A face appeared superimposed on the
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image of the battle on the telescreen. It was
that of the Captain of Security.

“Honored commander—a Lynnan noble-
man has just been taken aboard. He claims
the right to an audience with you. Is it
your desire that he be killed?”

The Magellanic scowled thoughtfully.
“No,” he said presently, “Escort him here
under guard.”

Failure, he was thinking, was not some-
thing that could be explained to the great
ones of the home worlds. And death for
a failure was not pleasant in the Cloud. A
man could be made to die slowly and bit-
terly. Any man—even the commander of a
great armada.

HE LOOKED again into the screen. Al-
ready, the advance elements of the
Magellanic main force could be seen glint-
ing in the pale light of the blue-white Lynn
sun. Below, the crippled Lynnan warshi
was making no effort to escape the bla
cruisers that closed in on it It was as
though, the Magellanic thought darkly,
those aboard the vessel knew that they must
be taken alive.

“Honored commander!” It was the Cap-
tain of Communications.

“The Imperial fleet has regrouped. We
have detected their energy radiations in
hyperspace. Range is one and one-half
parsecs.”

“How many?” The Magellanic wanted to
know.

“Three thousand ships, Honored com-
mander.”

“Maintain contact.”

“Very good, sir.” The face faded from
the screen, leaving only the kaleidoscopic
melee above the glow of the Lynnan at-
mosphere.

It was possible, the Magellanic reflected,
that the black fleet could do the job without
the Distuptor. The Imperials were outnum-
bered almost four to one by faster, better
armed craft. But he dared not give orders
to shatter the Lynnan warship. His orders
had been explicit. He had been commanded
to obtain the Disruptor, and that he must
do. A plan had begun to form in his mind
—and as Kilian of Lynn was escorted into
the bridge, it took its final shape. Ap-
propriate orders were given.
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He scowled at the battered Lynnan, and
when he spoke, his voice was like a
lash,

“Little wonder that you were never
destined to rule, Kilian of Lynn. You are a
coward and a fool. And more important to
me—a failure.” He drew his hand gun and
gazed at the sullen warrior before him.
“If T were to follow my own inclination,
I would burn you here and now—"

Kilian glared at the heavy figure, an al-
most maniacal hate coming into his eyes.

“But there is still a chance for you. If
you can follow a set of simple instruc-
tions.”

Kilian's battered lips twitched with re-
pressed fury. He stood between the flanking
soldiers, head thrust forward, breath rasp-
ing in his throat.

“I will give you a suit and a space-
sled,” the Magellanic said, “And turn you
loose. You will gain entry into that ship
below and deliver it to me.”

Kilian spoke for the first time. His voice
was scornful. “Impossible. You are a fool!”

“You are still the brother—the twin—
of the star-king of Lynn. They will take
you aboard and I will give you weapons
with which they may be subdued.”

“One man take a cruiser?”

“If he can enter—one man can, with our
weapons.”

Kilian drew himself up, a faint flicker
g_f hope for his great plans growing within

i

m.

The Magellanic nodded to the guards and
Kilian was escorted from the bridge. Pres-
ently, his spacesuited figure was seen in the
telescreens. He sat astride an open space-
sled jetting toward the silvery hulk of the
staggering Lynnan cruiser.

The Magellanic watched the tiny figure
fading into the immensity of the sparsely
starred night.

“Honored commander—"” His execu-
tive's tone was respectful, but concerned.
“Was that wise? To turn him back to the
enemy that way?”

The Magellanic grinned without mirth,
“Very wise. He wears an activated suit.
Once he is in the airlock, we will detonate
it. Death will at least be quick for him. But
the others in that craft will die slowly . . .
painfully . . . in space. Their ship will be
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ruptured and they will seek the safety
of their suits.” He grinned again, as though
savoring the thought. “No Magella nic craft
will pick them up. They will be very lone-
ly, I think—"

KENDAL of Lynn stood in the thin
glow of the Disruptor, his face turned
upward toward the slowly opening hatch
that led to the interior of the ship. Beside
him stood Jeanna, her weapons in her
hands, and behind her, the survivors of the
fight in the temple ruins.

The hatch swung ajar with agonizing
deliberation, a deliberation at odds with
the violent gyrations of the vessel as a
whole. Kendal knew they were in space, and
that the ship was under attack.

‘The hatch was open at last, and a dark
figure outlined itself against the brilliant
circle of light that streamed down into the
darkened bay. Cowled and grizzled. .

“Janus!”

Kendal cried the name out aloud, hard-
ly daring to believe the evidence of his
own eyes.

Now the survivors of the battle were
streaming up the catwalk into the main part
of the ancient starship, laughing and jok-
ing with the sudden release of the tension
that had pervaded them. Kendal and Jeanna
stood by the tired figure of the old war-
lock, faces alight with pleasure.

“Oh, Janus,” cried the girl,
thought—"

“You thought I had died, did you?”
Janus grinned wanly, “We all very nearly
did, my lady. The ship was hit three times
before our excellent Navigators managed
to right her. There are some of the old
customs that are worth preserving, you see.
The Navngators are good enough for the
new Empire.”

He turned to look up at the star-king.
“You may have saved tEat Empire, sir. If
we can but use the weapon that the gods of
space have put into our hands, the imperial
lady of Terminus may yet forgive Lynn
the cruiser we destroyed.” His eyes sought
the glowing shape in the bay below. “There
it is—" he said with awe, "The weapon that
smashed a galaxy

“The wea]
smash the

“We

said Kcndal “That will
gellamcs
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“We are still under attack, sir,” Janus
said, “But they are afraid to harm the
Great Destmyer. They prod us, but little
more.”

A warrior in the t:afppmgs of a Navi-
gator presented himself to Kendal, hand
raised in salute.

“A space-sled, sir. From the Magellanic

fshi? They say that it carries Lord

1l1an,

Jeanna looked up at Kendal in half-dis-
belief.

“What can this mean?”

Kendal shook his head slowly. “I don’t
know. But I would say that it is some kind
of trap.” He turned to the Navigator. “Are
you sure their signal said Kilian?”

“The message carried his own personal
cachet, sir,

Kendal turned to Janus.
this?”

The warlock shook his head. “I cannot
imagine. Unless he has escaped them and
bas risked returning to his own people.”

Kendal shook his head. nlikely. It
must be some kind of trick.” To the Navi-
gator he said: “Take him aboard, but in-
struct him to leave his space-sled at least
a kilometer from the ship. It could con-
tain a bomb. And order all hands into
spacesuits.”

The Navigator saluted and withdrew.
Kendal and Janus led Jeanna into the bridge
where they donned space-armor and awaited
the arrival of Kilian’s sled.

In the telescreens they watched him dis-
mount and jet toward the wide curving
flank of the old starship.

“I'll meet him in the valve,” Kendal
said into his throat-mike.

Jeanna’s face looked pale behind the
glalssene .?f her helmet. “Be careful, Ken-

al. . . .

Kendal nodded and made his way down
the spidery walks toward the ventral valve,
All about him, spacesuited warriors stood
to their battle stations, watching the single
man in armor making his way toward the
valve.

Kendal stood at last before the inner
hatch. He watched the indicators that
showed the outer door opening. When it
had swung closed again, he reached for the
controls of the inner door, and—

“What about



THE MAGELLANICS

The universe exploded! There was a sear-
ing flash and a crackling rumble of shear-
ing metal. With a ghastly roaring sound, the
air in the compartment blasted out into
space, and Kendal of Lynn tumbled out-
ward into the void, stunned by the violence
of the explosion.

ENDAL awoke in blackness. There was
a throbbing pain in his head and a
thick, heavy blanket of soundlessness that
seemed to have wrapped itself around him.

Then fear came. He, remembered the
blast in the starship’s valve, and he thought
of Janus and Jeanna. Frantically he looked
about for the ship—and found it.

It was spinning slowly in the light of the
Lynn sun, it's scarred flanks glittering as it
turned. A great black hole gaped in its side
and the keel bays hung open like a huge,
slack mouth.

There was no sound of life in the void
around him, His helmet phones hissed
faintly with stellar static, but his trans-
mitter seemed dead. He called Jeanna’s
name again and again. There was no reply.

In the far distance, he could make out the
shape of the Magellanic flagship closing in
on the derelict. And beyond that a cluster
of what looked like a thousand fireflies in
the night.

He looked again at the hulk of the
Lynnan warship. There seemed to be a faint
glow at the edge of one open bay. It
brightened as the ship turned.

The Disyuptor.

Still half-dazed, Kendal roared at the
sight of it. Here was power! Power to make
the aliens pay for what they had done to
Lynn—to Jeanna! He began jetting toward
the glow, lips pulled back from his teeth
in a blood-streaked grimace of utter hate.

The great Magellanic warship was huge
in the sky when he finally reached the glow-
ing ovoid.

Kendal swung the weightless machine
about and pointed it at the sky. Swiftly,
his gauntleted hands swept over the smooth
surface, breaking magnetic currents and
setting the incredibly antique relays within
to clucking softly in the airless dark. No
sound was heard, but Kendal could feel
the forces gathering about him. Something
akin to terror shook him as he floated be-
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side the gleaming Destroyer. Here were the
forces that had wrecked an Empire—that
had smashed worlds and ruined a culture
ten thousand years in the building. .". .

A pulsing darkness began to gather at the
small end of the ovoid. It was a darkness
without substance—a vortex of negative
energy that was a denial of matter itself
and a gap in the fabric of space and time.

It grew.

Tendrils formed and began reaching out-
ward from the vortex, fingers spawned in
some fey hell that should never have
been.

All the blind horrors of childhood came
flooding back to Kendal, the darkness and
the awful loneliness, the sere demons that
haunted the night and the screaming wail
of banshees in the pits of hell.

The tendrils began to spin, ever faster,
weaving a web of cancerous emptiness
through the sparse starfields. As though
possessed of an unholy intelligence, the
web sucked the reality of the void into itself
and spawned a blankness that was a nega-
tion of every living thing. The blackness
was death—and more than death. It was a
spinning cone of all that had never been—

And it sought the Magellanic warshi
eagerly, engulfing it and sweeping onwar
and upward in an ever widening swirl,
blotting out the far off stars.

Wider, and wider yet became the cone.
Now a kilometer. Now five. Now twenty.
Fifty. A hundred. Five hundred. Wider and
swifter, devouring space and time with a
ravenous hunger, like some dark monster
loosed on the face of the living universe.

It cut the heart out of the Magellanic
fleet and swept on, out into the gulfs,
seeking the vast emptiness of the inter-
galactic void—a great black nebula plung-
ing hungrily toward eternity.

And then came the collapse. Into the
gap left by the vortex, normal space-time
thundered. A billion tiny suns came alight
with the interplay of titanic forces. On the
surface of the Lynn sun huge prominences
lifted flaming heads to voice the star’s
protest. Earthquakes shook the planetary
system. Great clouds of glowing gases spun
into globules and burst with soundless
thunders in the void.

Kendal of Lynn was flung outward wnd



112

upward, a spinning human comet, his suit
glowing with ionization discharges, his
face a mask of fear and horror. And then
his tortured nervous system took pity on
him and he plunged into darkness. A warm
and velvety darkness that was like the nur-
turing, fluid warmth of the womb. . . .

“T7 ENDAL—"

a The voice came from far away.
Somewhere, a- brilliant sun was burning
down through his closed eyelids—hot and
close. He lay on a burning desert under that
blue-white sun, his body curled into the
foetal position.

He did not want to wake, and he fought
it. A thought formed: I am being born. I
will not be born! Desperately, Kendal clung
to the fading dimness, but the sun grew
hotter and brighter until at last he could
stand it no longer and his body uncurled
itself spasmodically.

“He is waking now. He will live”

The voice was that of someone from the
past. The distcrted past or before the awful
collapse. He knew the voice. It was Janus.
But Janus was gone. The ship was gone.
Jeanna . . . Jeanna was gone too. All
swallowed up in the hellish black that
had engulfed the universe. A sickening guilt
swept over Kendal. He had loosed the Great
Destroyer—and the hideous monster had
devoured the universe—

“Ob, help him! Help him!”

That was Jeanna’s voice, Kendal thought.
Then this was death and Jeanna would be
with him. Some o the tension began to
flow out of him. It did not matter so much
if Jeanna and he would be together in the
new plane of burning sun and pain.

“I cannot belp him, my lady. He bas
bad a greas shock. Remember thas be loosed
the Disruptor. He was at the very apex of
the cone. No living man bas seen whas
Kendal of Lynn bas seen. We must watch
and hope. He has been through the Seven
Hells. Pray the gods he may return to
us . .. with a sound mind.”

That was another voice. One Kendal did
not know. Then there were others nearby.
Perhaps—the thought came vaguely 1-
haps this was not death. Pethaps the black
monster had not engulfed the stars—

TWO COMPLETE SCIENCE-ADVENTURE BOOKS

The sun seemed almost unbearable now,
striking at his eyes through a reddish cur-
tain. Slowly, he drew a shuddering breath
and opened his eycs. Misty figures swam
in the heat.

“Kendal!”

Someone was touching him. Cool lips
on his burning forehead. A faint scent of
exotic perfumes stung his nostrils. Pain-
fully, he spoke.

“Jeanna. . . .

He could taste her tears on his lips. His
hand closed on hers, a deep content seep-
ing through his tired body.

*Janus, ”

A figure stirred in the steaming mist.

“My lord?” The voice trembled with
suppressed emction,

“Where are we?”

“On the Imperial flagship, sir. They
picked us up seventy hours ago.”

The Distuptor?” A tremor shook Ken-
dal as he said the name.

“I destroyed it, sir.”

The monster was gone. Never again
would the blackness eat like a cancer at the
face of sanity and reality. A fecling of
peace and well-being grew in Kendal.

“The Magellanics? Lynn?”

“Their main fleet was engulfed, my lord.
Lynn is being cleared of their forces by
ImPeria.l warriors—"

“And what of . . . of my brother?”

“The Lord Kilian was never found after
the blast in the airlock, sir.”

Kendal lay in silence. This, then, was
the end of it. Lynn lay in ruins. Kilian was
dead. But the awful terror of the Great
Destroyer was dead, too. The price was
not too great. And the Empire would grow.
The intergalactic drive of the Magellanics
would carry the banners of civilization once
again into the gulfs. To the seetee suns of
Andromeda, to the Magellanic Clouds, and
beyond. . . .

One day, soon, Kendal of Lynn would
fight again as a star-king must. He would
see Andromeda and the worlds of the
Clouds. But for now—

He breathed deep of fragrance of Jean-
na’s hair— He felt the soft pressure of her
lips—the warmth of her nearness—and
knew content,
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