


LOOK AT TOMORROW 
One day this winter a signal will be given, a switch will be thrown 

-and a gleaming gold-jacketed space satellite will thrust its W::J'f 
upward from earth. It will be the first of a dozen or more that will 

ring our planet by mid-1958. Project Vanguard it's aptly called. The 

Vanguard satellite will be the first step for mankind on the great 

journey outward. 

But such things as space satellites are old duff to Science Fiction 

fans. Stories dealing with orbital satellites were common in the 

pages of science fiction ten and even twenty years ago-just as the 

utomic bomb, atomic power, television and scores of other modern 

wonders were first foretold in science fiction. 

The science fiction fan b10ws the wonder of deep space; and when 

man gets there sometime in the next few decades he won't find the 

face of the moon nor the sands of Mars unfamiliar, thanks to science 

fiction. Again it's old stuff. Science fiction told what it would b� like� 

years before. 

In SUPER-SCIENCE FICTION you'll be reading about the wonder 

world of tomorrow. Today's fantasy is tomorrow's reality. The stories 

you'll read here vividly pcrtray the coming marvels in the true tradi

tion of science fiction. Just as the Vanguard satellite and uranium fis

sion were foretold, so, perhaps will the stories in this issue be news 

items on the front pages in 1967 or 1997 or 2997. 

But YOU can read them NOW. 

w. w. scon 
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WORLD OF A 

THOUSAND COLORS 
by ROBERT SILVERBERG 

illi!Sitrated b11 EMSH 

Winners of the "Test" on the World of a Thousand Colo1·s h�n:! j:;Ji!.llted the soul's utmost dream. Was 
this mysLerious award wotth the killing of a man? 

�EN Jolvar Hollinrede 
discovered that the slim, 

pale young man opposite him 
was journeying to t·he \Vorld of 
a Thousand Colors to undergo 
the Test, he spied a glittering 
opportunity for himself. And in 
that moment was the slim, pale 
young man's fate set. 

Hollinrede's lean f i n g e r s 
closed on the spun-fiber drink
flask. He peered across the 
burnished tabletop. "The Test, 
you say?" 

The yoWlg man smiled dif-

fidently. HYes. I think I'm 
ready. I've waited years-and 
now's my big chance." He had 
had a little too much of the 
cloying liqueur he had been 
drinking; his eyes shone glassi
ly, and his tongue was looser 
than it had any right to be. 

11Few are called and fewer 
are chosen," Hollinrede mused. 
"Let me buy you another 
drink." 

"No 1-" 
41lt �ll be an honor. Really. 

It's not every da)r I have a 
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chance to buy a Testce a 
drink." 

Hollinrcde waved a jewelled 
hand and the se r v o m ec h  
brought them two more drink� 
flasks. L i g h t 1 y Hollinrede 
punctured one, slid it along the 
tabl�top, kept the other in his 
hand unopened. ��� do n't heM 
lieve I know your name/' he 
said. 

11Derveran Marti. I'm from 
Earth. You?'' 

"Jolvar Hollinrede. Like
wise. I travel f-rom world to 
world on business, which is 
what brings me to Niprion this 
day.'' 

"What sort of business?" 

"I trade in jewels," Hollin
rcdc said, displaying the bright 
collection studding l1is fingers. 
They were all morphosims, not 
the originals, but only careful 
chemical analysis would reveal 
that. Hollinrcdc did not believe 
in exposing millions of credits' 
worth of merchandise to any
one who cared to lop off his 
hand. 

"I was a clerk," Marti said. 
"But that's all far b2hind me. 
I'm on to the World of a Thou
sand Colors to take the Test! 
The Tcstl" 

''The Test!" Hollinredc ech
oed. He lifted his unpuncturcd 
drinkflask in a gesture of sa
lute, raised it to his lips, pre
tended to dra.in it. Across the 
table Dervcran Marti coughed 
as the liqueur coursed down his 
throat. He looked ur), smiling 
dizzily, and smacked his lips. 

HWhen rl o e s your ship 
leave?" Hollinrede a.<iked. 

"Tomorrow midday. It's t he 
Star Climber. I can't wait. This 
stopover at Niprion is making 
me fume with impatience." 

"No doubt," H o 11 i n red e 
agreed. "What say you to an 
afternoon o-f whist?'' 

AN ho-ur I a t e r Derveran 
Marti lay slum(X'd ove1 

the inlaid card-table in Hollin· 
reUe 's hotel suite, still clutch
ing a handful of waxy cards. 
Arms folded, Holl:mede sur
veyed the body. 

They were aboat of a height, 
he and the dead man. <lnd a 
chcmothcrm mask would alter 
Hollinrede's fare sufficiently to 
allow him to pass as �,!arti. He 
switched on the playback of 
the ream's �fcorde1· to p�rk 
the fin::tl frn::;incnts of 
conversation. 
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.. care for another drink, 
Marti?" 

"I guess I'd better not, old 
fellow. I'm getting kind of muz� 
zy, you know. No, please don't 
pour it for me. I said I didn't 
want it, and-wen, all right. 

Just a little one. There, that's 
enough. Thanks.'" 

The tape was silent for a 
moment, then recorded the soft 
thump of Marti's body falling 
to the table as the quick·action 
poison unlatched his synapses. 
Smiling, Hollinrede switched 
the recorder to record and said, 
mimicking Marti, "/ guess I'd 
better not, old fellow. I'm get
ting kind of muzzy, you know/' 

He activated the playback, 
listened to the sound of his 
voice critically, then listened to 
Marti's again for comparison. 
He was approaching the light, 
flexible quaHty of the dead 
man's V()ice. Several more a.t .. 
tempts and he had it almost 
perfect. Producing a vocal ho-
mologizer, he ran off first Mar� 
ti's voice, then his own pro
nouncing the same words. 

The voices were alike to 
three decimal places. That 
would be good enough to fool 
the most .tensitive detector; 

three places was the normal 
range of variation in any man's 
voice from day to day. 

In terms of mass there was a 
trifHng matter of some few 
grams which could easily be 
sweated off in the gymnasium 
the following morning. As for 
the dead man's gesture-com� 
plex, Hollinrede thought he 
could manage a fairly accurate 
imitation of Marti's manner of 
moving; be had studied the 
young clerk carefully for near
ly four hours, and Hollinrede 
was a clever man. 

When the preparations were 
finished, he stepped away and 
glanced at the mirror, taking a 
last look at his own face-the 
face he would not see again un· 
til having taken the Test. He 
donned the mask. Jolvar Hol
linrede became Derveran Mar� 
ti. The corpse at the card-table 
did not protest its loss of iden� 
tity. 

Hollinrede extracted a length 
of cotton bulking from a draw
er and wrapped it around Mar
ti's body. He weighed the 
corpse, and added four mini
grams more of cotton so that 
Marti would have precisely the 
mass J olvar Hollinrede had 
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had. He donned Marti's clothes 
finally, dressed the body in his 
own, and, smiling sadly at the 
convincing but worthless mor
phosim jewels on his fingers, 
transferred the rings to Marti's 
already·stiffening hands. 

"Up with you," he grunted, 
and bundled the body acros!!l 
the room to the Disposall. 

"Farewell, old friend," he ex
claimed feelingly, and hoisted 
1\Iarti feet-first to the lip of the 
chute. He shoved, and the dead 
man vanished, slowly, graceful
ly, heading downward toward 
the omnivorous maw of the 
atomic converter buried in the 
deep levels of Stopover Planet 
Niprion. 

Reflectively H oI 1 i n r ed e 
turned away from the Dispos
all unit. He gathered up the 
cards, put away the liqueur, 
poured the remnant of the poi
soned drink in t?e Disposal! 
chute. 

An atomic converter was a 
wonderful thing, he thought 
pleasantly. By now the body of 
Marti had been efficiently re
duced to its component mole
qtles, and those were due for 
separation into atoms shortly 
after, and from atoms into·sub-

atomic particles. Within an 
hour the prime evidence to the 
crime would be nothing but so 
many protons, electrons, and 
neutrons-and there would be 
no way of telling which of t,he 
two men in the room had en
tered the chute, and which had 
remained alive. 

Hollinrede activated t·he tape 
once more, rehearsed for the fi
nal time his version of :Marti's 
voice, and checked it with the 
homologizer. Still three decimal 
places; t-hat was good enough. 
He erased the tape. 

Then, depressing the commu
nicator stud, he said, "I wish to 
report a death." 

A cold robo\ face appeared 
on the screen. 11Yes?" 

"Several minutes ago my 
host, Jolvar Hollinrede, passed 
on of an acute embolism. He 
requested immediate dissolu
tion 1._1P9n death and I wish to 
report that this has been car
ried out." 

. 

"Your name?" 
11Derveran Marti. Testee." 
11A Testee? You were the 

last to see the late Hollinrede 
alive?'J .. 

<�That's. right." 
''Do you swear that all in for· 
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mation you might give will be 
accurate and fully honest?" 

"[ so swear," Hollinrede 

said. 

THE inquest was brief and 
smooth. The word of a 

Testee goes without question ; 
Hollinrede had reported the dc
taib of the meeting exactly as 
ii he had been 1Iarti, and after 
a check of the converter rec
ords revealed that a mass ex� 
actly equal to the late Hollin
rede 's had indeed been dispose<l 
of at precisely the instant wit
ness claimed, the inquest was 
at its end. The verdict was nat
ural death. Hollinrede told the 
officials that he had not known 
the late jewel trader before that 
day, and had no interest in his 
property, whereupon they per
mitted him to depart. 

Having died intestate, Hol
linrede knew his property be
came that of the Galactic Gov
ernment. But, as he pressed his 
hand, clad in its skintight 
chemotherm, against the door
plate of Derveran Marti'5 
room, he told himself that it 
did not matter. Now he wal 
Dervcran Marti, Testee. And 
once he had taken and passed 

the Test, what WCI'ufd the loss 
of a few million credi ts in bau� 
bles mat.ter to him? 

Therefore it was with a light 
heart that the pscudo-Derveran 
Marti quitted his lodging_;; the 
next day and prepared to board 
the Star Climber for the voy
age to the World of a Thou-

sand Colors. 
The clerk at the desk peered 

at him sympathetically as he 
pressed his fingers into the 
checkout plate, thereby erasing 
the impress from the doorplate 
upstairs. 

"It was too bad about that 
old fellow dying on you yester
day, wasn't it, sir? I do hope it 
won't affect your Test result." 

Hollinrede smiled blankly. 
41lt was quite a shock to me 
when he died so suddenly. But 
my system has already recov
ered; I'm ready for the test." 

"Good luck to you, sir," the 
clerk said as HolHnrede left 
the hotel and stepped out on 
the flaring skyramp that led to 
the waiting ship. 

The steward at the passen
ger's hatch was collecting iden
tiplates. Hollinrede handed his 
over casually. The steward in
serted it tip--first in the com• 



SUPER-SCI ENCE FICTION 

puler near the door, and mer 
tioned for Hollinrede to step 
within t·he beam while his spe
cifications were being automat
ically compared with those on 
the identiplate. 

He waited, tensely. Finally 
the chattering of the machine 
stopped and a dry voice said, 
41Your identity is in order, 
Testee Derveran Marti. Pro
ceed within.'' 

"That means you're okay," 
the steward told him. "Yours is 
Compartment Eleven. It's a 
luxury job, you know. But you 
Testees deserve it. Best of luck, 
sir." 

"Thanks." Ho l l i n  r e d e  
grinned. "I don't doubt I'll 
need it." 

He moved up the ramp and 
into the ship. Compartment 
Eleven was a luxury job; Hol
linrede, who had been a frugal 
man, whistJed in amazement 
when he saw it. It was nearly 
eight feet high and almost 
twelve broad, totally private 
with an opaquer attached to 
the doorscope. Clinging cur
tains of ebony synthoid foam 
from Ravensmusk VIII had 
been draped lovingly over the 
walls, and the acceleration 

couch was trimmed in golden 
bryozone. The rank of Testee 
carried with it privileges that 
the late Derveran Marti cer
tainly would never have mus
tered in private life-nor Jol
var Hollinrede either. 

At 1143 the d o o r s c o p e  
chimed; Hollinrede I e ape d 
from the soft couch a little too 
nervously and transluced the 
door. A crewman stood outside. 

"Everything all right, sir? 
We blast in seventeen min
utes." 

"I'm fine," Hollinrede said. 
11Can't wait to get there. How 
long do you think it'll take?" 

"Sorry, sir. Not at liberty to 
reveal. But I wish you a pleas
ant trip, and should you lack 
for aught hesitate not to can 
on me." 

Ho1linrede smiled at the cu
riously archaic way the man 
had of expressing himself. 
"Never fear; I'll not hesitate. 
Many thanks." He opaqued the 
doorscope and resumed his 
seat. 

AT precisely 1200 the drive
engines of the Star Climb

er throbbed heavily; the pale 
green light over the door ol 
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� o 11 in r e d  e's compartment 
glowed brightly for an instant, 
signalling t h e approaching 
blastoff. He sank down on the 
acceleration couch to wait. 

A moment later came the 
push of acceleration, and then, 
as the gravshields took effect, 
the 7 g escape force dwindled 
until Hollinrede felt comfort
able again. He increased the 
angle of the couch in order to 
peer out the port. 

The world of Niprion was 
vanishing rapidly in the back
ground: already it was nothing 
but a mottled grey·and-gold 
ball swimming hazily in a puff 
of atmosphere. The sprawling 
metal structure that was the 
stopover hotel was invisible. 

Somewhere back on Niprion, 
Hollinrede thought, the atoms 
that once had been Testee Der
veran Marti were now feeding 
the power-intake of a turbine 
or heating the inner shell of a 
reactor. 

He let his mind dwell on the 
forthcoming Test. He knew lit
tle about it really 1 considering 
he had b�en willing to take a 

man's life for a chance to com
pete. He knew the Test was ad
ministered lustra1Jy--once eve-

ry five years, that was-to can
didates chosen by Galaxywide 
search. The world where the 
Test was given was known only 
as the World of a Thousand 
Colors, and precisely where this 
world was no one was permit
ted to know save a few space
men pledged to secrecy. 

As for the Test itself, by its 
very nature it was Wlknown to 
the Galaxy. For no winning 
Testee bad ever returned from 
the World of a Thousand Col
ors. Some losers returned, their 
minds carefuHy wiped dean of 
any memories of the planet
but the winners never cam" 
ba<:k. 

The Test's nature was un
known; the prize, inconceiv
able. All anyone knew was that 
the winners were granted the 
soul's utmost dream. Upon win
ning, one neit·her returned to 
his home world nor desired to. 

Naturally many men ignored 
the Test-it was something for 
"other people" to take part in. 
But millions, billions through
out the Galaxy competed in the 
preliminaries. And every five 
years, six or seven were d1osen. 

Jolvar Hollinrede was con
vinced he would succeed in the 
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Test-but he had failed three 
times hand running in the pre� 
liminaries, and was thus per
manently disqualified. The pre
liminaries were simple ; they 
consisted merely of an inten
sive mental scanning. A flip
tll)p circuit would flash "YES" 
or "NO" after that. 

If "YES," there were fur
ther scannings, until word wa!! 
beamed through the Galax)' 
that the competitors for the 
year had been chosen. 

Hollinrede stared moodily at 
the blackness of space. He had 
been eliminated unfairly, he 
felt; lH� coveted the unknown 
prize the Test offered, and felt 
bitter at having it denied him. 
When chance had thrown Tes
tee Derveran Marti in his path, 
Hollinrede had leaped to take 
advantage of the opportunity. 

And now he was on his way. 

Surely, he thought, they 
would allow him to take the 
Test, even if he were discov� 
ered to be an impostor. And 
once he took it, he knew he 
would succeed. He had always 
succeeded in his endeavors. 
There was no reason for failure 
to happen now. 

Beneath the false mask of 

Derveran Marti, Hollinrede's 
face was set in a tense taut· 
ness. He dreamed of the Test 
and its winning-and of the 
end to the long years of wan· 
dering and toil. 

THE voice at the door said, 
"\Ve1re here, Testee Der

veran. Please open up." 

Hollinrede grunted, pulled 
himself up from the couch, 
threw open the door. Three 
dark·faced spacemen waited 
there for him. 

"Where are we?" he asked 
nervously. "Is the trip over?" 

"We have come to pilot you 
to the Test planet, sir," one 
of the spacemen told him. 
1'The Star Climber is in orbit 
around it, but will not make a 
landing itself. Will you come 
with us?" 

11Vcry well," Hollinrede said. 
They entered a Iifeship, a 

slim grey tube barely thirty 
meters long, and fastened ac
cele-ration cradles. There were 
no ports. Hollinrede felt en
closed, hemmed in. 

The lifeship began to slide 
noiselessly along the ejection 
channel, glided the entire 
length of the Star Climber, and 
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burst out into space. A pre-set 
orbit was operating. Hollinrcde 
dung to the acceleration cradle 
as the lifeship spun tightly in
ward toward a powerful gravi
tational field not far away. 

The ship came to rest. Hol
linrede lay motionless, flesh 
cold with nervousness, teeth 
chattering tensely. 

"Easy does it, sir. Up and 
out." 

They lifted him and gently 
nudged him through a mam
fold compression lock. He 
moved forward on numb feet. 

HBest of luck sir!" an en
vious voice called behind him. 

Then the lock clanged shut, 
and Hollinrede was on his own. 

A riotous blaze of color 
sw�pt down at him from every 
point of the compass. 

He stood in the midst of 
what looked like a lunar crater. 
Far in the distance on all sides 
was the massive upraised fis-:
sured surface of a ringwcill and 
the ground beneath him was 
barren red-brown rock, crum
bling to pumice here and there, 
but bare of vegetation. 

In the_ sky. was a solitary 
sun, a blazing Type A blu�
white star. That sun alone was 

incapable of accounting for 
this flood of color. 

Streamers of every hue 
seemed to sprout from the 
rocks, staining the ringwall 
olive-gray and brilliant cerise 
and dark, lustrous green. Pig
ments of every sort bathed the 
air; now it seemed to glow with 
currents of luminous pink, now 
a flaming red, now a pulsing 
pure white. 

His eyes adjusted slowly to 
the torrent of color. \Vorld of 
a Thousand Colors, they called 
this place? That was an under
estimate. Hundred thousand. 
:Million. Billion. Shades and 
near-shades mingled to form 
new colors. 

"Are you Derveran �Iarti?" 
a voice asked. 

Startled, Hollinrede looked 
around. It seemed as if a band 
of color had spoken: a swirl
ing band of rich brown that 
spun tirelessly befo_re him. 

!'Are you Derveran Marti?" 
the voi<:e repeated, and Hollin
rede saw that it had indeed 
come from the band of Lrown. 

It seemed a desecration to 
utter the· lie here on this world 
o f  awesome beauty, and he felt 
the _temptation to claim his 
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true identity. But the time for 
that was later. 

"Yes,'' he said loudly. "I am 
Dervcran Marti." 

"Welcome, Derveran Marti. 
The Test will soon begin." 

"Where?" 
"Here." 
"Right out here? Just like 

this?" 

"Yes," the band of color re� 
plied. "Your fellow competr· 
tors are gathering.'" 

HOLLINREDE narrowed 
his eyes and peered to

ward the far reaches of the 
ringwall. Yes; he saw tiny fig
ures located at great distances 
from each other along the edg�: 
of the crater. One, two, three 
.... there were seven all told, 
including himself. Seven, out 
of the whole Galaxy I 

Each of the other six was 
attended by a dipping, bobbing 
blotch of color. Hollinrede no
ticed a square-shouldered giant 
from one of the Inner Worlds 
surrounded by a circlet of 
violent orange; to his imme
diate left was a sylph-like fe
male, probably from one of the 
worlds of Dubhe, wearing only 
the revealing token garment or 

her people but shielded from 
inquisitive eyes by a robe ol 
purest blue light. There were 
others; Hollinrede wished them 
well. He knew it was possible 
for all competitors to win, and 
now that he was ab()ut to at
tain his long-sought goal he 
held no malice for anyone. His 
mind was suffused with pity 
for the dead Derveran Marl!, 
sacrificed that Jolvar Hollin
rede might be in this place at 
this time. 

"Derveran Marti," the voice 
said, ';You have been chosen 
from among your fellow men 
to take pa-rt in the Test. This 
is an honor that comes to few; 
we of this world hope you ap
preciate the grace that has 
fallen upon you.'• 

"I do," Hollinrede said hum
bly. 

11We ourselves are winners 
of the prize you seek," bhe 
voice went on. "Some of us are 
members of the fi,rst expedition 
to find this world, eleven hun
dred years before. As you see, 
life is unlimited in duration in 
our present state of matter. 
Others of us have come more 
recently. The band of light 
purple moving above you to 
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the left was a winner in the 
previous competition to this. 

''We of the \Vorld of a 
Thousand Colors have a rare 
gift to offer: total harmony of 
mind. We exist divorced of 
body, as a stream of photons 
only. We live in perfect free� 
dom and eternal delight. Once 
every five years we find it 
possible to increase our num� 
hers by adding to our midst 
such throughout the Galaxy as 
we feel would desire to share 
our way of life--and whom we 
would feel happy to welcome 
to us." 

11You mean," Hollinrede said 
shakily, "that all these beam! 
of light-were once people?'• 

"They were that-until wei· 
comed into us. Now they are 
men no more. This is the prize 
you have come to win." "I see." 

"You are not required to 
compete. Those who, after 
reaching our world, decide to 
remain in the material state, 
are returned to their home 
worlds with their memories 
cleared of what they have been 
told here and their minds free 
and happy to the end of their 
lives. Is this what you wish?" 

Hollinrede was silent, let� 
ting his dazzled eyes take in 
the flamboyant sweep of color 
that illuminated the harsh, 
rocky world. Finally 1JC said: 
HJ will stay." 

HGood. The Test will short
ly begin.'' 

HOLLINREDE saw 1he 
band of brown swoop 

away f.rom him, upward to re
join its never-still comrades in 
the sky. He waited, standing 
stiffly, for something to hap
pen. 

Then this is what I kiUed a 
man for, he thought. His mind 
dwelled on tlhe words of the 
band of brown. 

Evidently many hundreds ot 
years ago an exploratory ex
pedition had stumbled over 
some unique natural phenome
non here at a far end of the 
universe. Perhaps it had been 
an accident, a stumbling into 
a pool of light, that had dema
terialized them, turned them 
into bobbing immortal streaks 
of color. But that had been the 
beginning. 

The entire Test system had 
been developed to allow others 
to enter this unique_ society, lo 
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leave the flesh behind and live 
on as pure energy . Hollinrede 's 
fingers trembled; this was, he 
saw, something worth killing 
for! 

He waited. 
Finally the brown band de� 

:scended from the mass of lam· 
bent color overhead and curled 
into a tight bowknot before 
him. 

"The Test is about to begin, 
Jolvar Hollinrede." 

Use of his own name startled 
him. In t·he past week he had 
.so thoroughly associated his 
identity with that of Derveran 
Marti that he had scarcely let 
his actual na.rne drift through 
his mind. 

"So you know," he said. 

"We have known since the 
moment you came. It is un
fortunate; we would have 
wanted Derveran Marti among 
us. But now bhat you are here, 
we will test you on your own 
merits, Jolvar Hollinrede!' 

It was just as well that way, 
he thought. The pretense had 
to end sooner or later, and he 
was willing to stand or fall as 
himself rather than under an 
assumed identity. 

"Advance to the center of 

the crater, Jolvar Hollinrede ,
,
. 

came the command from the 
brown band. 

Leade11ly Hollinrede walked 
forward. Squinling through the 
mist of color that hazed the 
view, he saw the other SC\'Cil 

competitors were doing the 
same. They would meet at the 
centrr. 

"The Test is now under 
way," a new and deeper voicl.' 
said. 

SEVEN of them. Hollinrecle 
looked around. There was 

the giant from the Inner 
World�Fondelfor, he saw 
now. Next to him, the near
nude sylph of Dubhe, and 
standing by her side, one dia
mond-faceted eye glittering in 
his forehead, a man of Alphe
raz VII. 

The selectors had cast their 
nets wide. Hollinrede saw an
other Tcrran, dark of skin and 
bright of eye; a man of Deneb 
IX, squat and muscular. The 
sixth Testee was a squirming 
globule from Spica's tenth 
world; the seventh was Jolvar 
Hollinrede, itinerant, home 
world Terfa. 

Overhead hung a circular 
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diadem of violet light. It ex

plained the terms of the Test. 
"Each of you will be award

ed a characteristic color. It 
will project before you into the 
area you ring . Your object will 
be to blend your seven colors 
into one; when you have 
achieved this, you wiil be ad
mitted into us." 

"May I ask what the pur· 
pose of this is?'' Hollinrede 
said coldly. 

'4The essence of our society 
is harmony-total harmony 
between us all, and inner har
mony between those groups 
which were admitted at the 
same temporal juncture. Nat
urally if you seven are incapa� 
ble even of this inner harmo
ny, you will be incapable of 
the greater harmony of us 
all-and will be rejected." 

Despite the impatient frowns 
of a few of his fellow contes
tants, Hollinrede said, "There
fore we're to be judged as a 
unit? An entity?" 

"Yes and no,, the voice re
plied. "'And now the Test." 

Ho1linrede saw to his as� 
·tonishment a -color spurt from 
his arm and hang hovering be� 
fore him-a pool of inky bla<k-

ness deeper in hue than tile 
dark of space. His first reac· 
tion was one of shock; then 
he realized that he could con� 
trol the color, make it move. 

He glanced around. Each of 
his companions similarly faced 
a hovering mass of color. The 
giant of Fondelfor contro11ed 
red; the girl of Dubhe, orange. 
The Alpherazian stared into a 
whirling bowl of deep yellow, 
the Terran green, t·he Spican 
radiant violet, the Denebian 
pearly grey. 

Hollinrede stared at his 
globe of black. A voice above 
him seemed to whisper, ''Mar
ti's colOf' would have been blue. 
The spectrum has been vio
lated." 

He shrugged away the words 
and sent his globe of black 
spinning into the area between 
the seven contestants ringed 
jn a circle. At the same time 
each Of the others directed his 
Partict,J]ir color inward. 

HOLLINREDE w a i t e d 
breathlessly, watching the 

oth«s. His color of black 
see:rned to stand in opposition 
to the other six. Red,_ orange, 
yello�, green, violet. The pearl-
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grey of the Denebian seemed 
to enfold the other colou 
warmly-all but Hollinrede's. 
The black hung apart. 

To his surprise he saw the 
Dubhian girl's orange begin� 
ning to change hue. The girl 
herself stood stiffly, eyes 
closed, her body now bare. 
Sweat poured down her skin. 
And her orange hue began to 
shi-ft toward the grey of the 
Denebian. 

The others were following. 
One by one, as they achieved 
control over their Test<olor. 
First to follow was the Spican, 
then the Alpherazian. 

Why can't I do that? Hollin
rede thought wildly. 

He strained to alter the col
or of his black, but it remained 
unchanged. The others were 
blending, now, swirling around; 
there was a predominantly grey 
cast, but it was not the grey 
of the Denebian but a differ
ent grey tending toward white. 
Impatiently he redoubled his 
efforts; it was necessary for 
the success of the group that 
he get his obstinate black to 
blend with the rest. 

"The black remains aloof," 
someone said near him. 

"We will fail if the black 
does not j<)in us.11 

His streak of color now 
stood out boldly against the in· 
creasing milkiness of the 
others. None of the original 
colors were left now but his. 
Perspiration streamed down 
him; he realized that his was 
the only stumbling-<block re
maining to the seven's passing 
the test. 

"The black still will not 
join us," a tense voice said. 

Another said, "The black is 
a color of evil." 

A third said, 11Biack is not 
a color at aJl. Black is the ab
sence of color; white Is the 
totality of color.'" 

A fourth said, "Black is 
holding us from the white." 

Hollinrede looked from one 
to the other in mute appeal. 
Veins stood out on his fore
head from the effort, but the 
black remained unchanging. He 
could not blend it with the 

From above came the voice 
of their examiner, suddenly ac
cusing: "Black is the color ot 
mttrder." 

The girl from Dudbe, lilting 
the ugly words lightly, repeat· 
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ed it. 11Black is the color of 
murder." 

"Can we permit a murderet 

among us?" asked the Dene
bian. 

"The answer is self-evi
dent," said the Spican, Indicat
ing the recalcitrant spear of 
black that marred the other
wise flawless globe of neal·
White in tiheir midst. 

"l'he murderer must be cast 
out ere the Test be passed," 
muttered the giant of Fondel
for. He broke from his position 
and moved menacingly toward 
Hollinrede. 

"Look I" Hollinrede yelled 
desperately. uLook at the 
red!" 

The giant's color had split 
from the grey and now darted 
wildly toward Hollinrede's 
black. 

14This is the wrong way, 
then," the giant said, halting. 
"We must all join in ft or we 
all fail.'' 

"Keep away from me," Hol
Unrede said. "It's not my fault 
if-" 

• 

Then they were on him
four pairs of hands, two rough 
claws, two slick tentacles. Hol
linrede felt himself being lifted 
aloft. He squirmed, tried to 
break from their grasp, but 
they held him up-

And dashed him down 
against the harsh rock floor. 

He lay there, feeling his life 
seep out, knowing he had 
failed-and watched as they 
returned to re-form their cir
cle. The black winked out of 
being. 

As his eyes started to close, 
Hollinrede saw the six colors 
again blend into one. Now that 
the murderer had been cast 
from their midst, nothing 
barred the path of their harmo
ny. Pearly grey shifted to pur
est white-the totality of col
or-and as the six merged into 
one, Ho11inrede, with his dying 
glance, bitterly saw them take 
leave forever of their bodie� 
and slip upward to join their 
brotihers hovering brightly 
above. 

THE END 
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by HARLAN EIJ.ISON 

ilhtstratul bfl EMSH 

No matter how touJ';:"h a hunter may be, there's always a 
�;ouvc n i r  of the .�af:\ri that costs too much. - Trapped 
on Histablt>, Dt:rr found to his horror - he had to 1my l 

JT was the strange�t tropl1y of 
them all. Ha11ging there in 

the main dub room of the 
Trottersmen , i t  was a grim re
minder that the nu·mbers were 
not all idle playboys who had 
bought their meml::crships with 
lackey-shot hides from Africa 
or the mild blue mist-jungles of 
Todopus III.  It  was a strange 
trophy, very much out of place 
-yet not at all out of place, 
somehow-plaque-mounted be
tween a hardcebeast and a 
szlygor. 

lt had been Nathaniel Dcrr's 
final grant to his dub. The 
visitor (invited down for the 
weekly cocktail party) to the 

1 8  

Trottersmen's g a 1 1  e r y ,  could 
walk through room after room, 
filled to taxidermiously bulg
ing degree with the booty of 
two hundred hunting expedi
tions Derr had engaged . The 
visitor (whether he be hip-boot
ed spacer or effete dignitary) 
could marvel at the degree of 
wildlife Derr had mastered. 
The photoblox showed him 
straddling dead gorilla a.nd 
lion1 butchered gazelle and 
puma. The skins wi th the Derr 
e rn  b I e m  burned into them 
ranged &om cheetah and 
javelina to deeler and ferrl-cat. 
The mounted beads were awe
some: bull elephant, and prest-
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asour, king cobra and desert 
wolf. Derr had been more than 
a hunter, that was obvious. 

Derr had been something 
of a fanatic about hunting; 
perhaps even a butcher, though 
no one would say out loud 
about a man who had left the 
Trottersmen almost a million 
dollars. 

And that trophy. 
But if the visitor was in par

ticularly well with his hosts, 
and if they had all taken one 
stingeree too many, and if the 
visitor pumped assiduously, the 
Trottersmen might just tell 
him the story behind that final 
trophy. 

The story about Derr's last 
conquest. And of his visit to 
the planet of Ristable. 

��ce
da

�� ��:d 
a

�r::::d
da

!� 
Ristable, was too placid for 
Derr. Had the planet sported 
twenty-mile-an-hour gales, or 
freezing snowstorms, or un
bearable heat as in the veldt 
. . .  then he would have gladly 

suffered, and even reveled in 
it. For that was the hunter's 
environment. 

But this baby-bath of a 

world was serene, and calm, 
and unHurried. 

Nathaniel Derr was a man 
who liked his hunter status to 
be unchallenged, even by the 
climate. 

He stared out of the slowly
m o v i n g  half-track truck, 
watching the waist-high, un� 
broken, ever-and-ever-as-far-as 
the-eye-could-see, plains of dull 
russet grass whisper past. He 
felt the faint stirring of the 
vagary winds as they ruffled 
his thick, clotted grey hair. 

Derr was a big man. Big of 
chest. Big of hand. Big even in 
the way he watched, and the 
way be fondled the stet-rifle. 
As though the gun had been 
born, grafted to him, when he 
had been horn. 

His eyes had the tell-tale 
wrinkles around them that 
labeled him a watcher. Either 
ill a stand of grass, or in the 
bush, or waiting for a flight 
of mallards to bonk overhead, 
he was a watcher. Again, there 
was something else, less £imple, 
in his face. 

A hunter's face . • •  
• . .  but something else, too. 
•Ayyy," he chivvied the nut-

brown native . who drove the 
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half-track. The native's oblong 
head turned slightly, inclined 
an ear, and Dcrr asked, "What 

is this we're going to?" 
The native's voice was deep 

and throaty, a typical Rista
bite tone. "Ristable, shasir 
Derr," the native answered, 
turning back to the driving. 

Derr let his heavy features 
settle down into a frown. The 
word "ristable" seemed to 
mean many things on this 
planet. First it meant "home" 
as the name of the world, and 
now it was the name of a cere
mony or something he was 
about to attend. He had heard 
it used in several other ways1 
also, during the past week. 

Nathaniel Derr turned his 
thoughts inward momentarily, 
as the half-track rolled over 
the grassland. The past week ; 
he dwelled on it sequentially. 

When he had applied to the 
Mercantile System for super
cargo passage on a liner out 
to the stars, he had hoped for 
bigger hunts, better kills, finer 
trophies. But though it had cost 
him more for this one trip 
than all the safaris he had 
staged on Earth-and they 
were many, many-so far he 
had landed nothinj: but & bust. 

Oh, it had been exciting, of 
course. The Mercantile System 
had complete jurisdiction out 
here (had had it, in fact, for 
over eighty years) and he was 
lucky to be one of the first per
sons allowed on their exclu
sive guided tours, but for that 
much money . . .  there should 
have been something spectacu
lar. The szlygor he had bagged 
on Haggadore was a puny thing 
. . .  even though it had ripped 
three of his bearers before he'd 
gotten the 50.50 charge into 
the beast's brain. The prest
ausor was big, but too cum
bersome to have been any real 
threat. The ferrl-cat and the 
deeler had been the roughest. 
The decler was more an asp 
than a spider, but there had 
been the deadliest facets of 
both before he had slit its hood 
with his vibro-blade, and im
mobilized it. The ferrl-cat had 
dropped from a feathery-leafed 
tree on Yawmac, and it was 
proof indeed that his age was 
no deterent to great strength, 
that he had strangled the fear
some yellow feline. Even so, the 
vibrant surge of the real thing 
bad been absent. Perhaps he 
expected too much. 

But Ristable was just t()O 
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dead, too boring, too unexcit
ing. He knew the regular stops 
on his hunting tour were the 
same as the mere-ship's trading 
stops, and he had to take pot
luck from that planet's wild
life . . .  but Ristable was a total 
loss. 

THE planet was an old one. 
So ancient, ali mountains 

had long since flattened away. 
Now the oceans were broken by 
undisturbed grassland, swaying 
from one continent end to the 
other. The natives were simple, 
uncomplicated agrarian folk, 
who just happened to produce 
from their grasses a salt-sub
stitute much enjoyed by gour
mets on Earth, and worth all 
the plasteel hoes and rakes 
the mere-ships could trade. 

So he was here on Ristable, 
where the rubble of the glori
ous ancient cities lay at the 
edges of the grasslands, cared 
for by the natives, slowly join
ing the dirt from which they 
had come. \Vhile the universe 
swirled silently. 

The past week had been one 
of utter boredom, while the na
tives went about their haggling, 
the merc�ship's crew stretched 

and mildly Jeched, and the big 
red sun Sayto undulated across 
the sky. 

No hunting, too much sleep
ing, and a growing disgust at 
the slothful natives. It was true 
they were anxious to learn 
about civilization-take the 
d r i v e r  of this ha1f�track
but though they mimicked the 
Earthmen's ways, still they 
were farmers, slow and dull. 
He had watched them all week, 
tending their farms, having 
community feasts, and taking 
care of the animals that lived 
out on the grass plains. 

In fact, today had been the 
first break in the monotony. 
Nerrows, the Captain of the 
mere-ship, had come to him 
that morning, and offered him 
a chance to see a "ristable." 

"I thought that was the 
name of the planet ? "  Derr had 
asked, pulling on his bush
boots. 

Nerrows had thumbed his 
cap back on his crewcut head, 
and his slim face had broken 
lightly in a smile. "When these 
people come up with a good 
word, Derr, they don't Jet it go 
easily. Yeah, that's right. The 
planet is ristable, but .so are 
the animals out there," he 
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jerked a thumb at the outside 
lying the other side of  the hut, 
•:and so is the ceremony they 
have once a week . . . ristable, 
that is ."  

Derr had perked up sharply. 
"\\'hat ceremony ? "  

Kerr0\'.'5 smiled again, and 
said, "You know what the 
word 1ristable' means in this 
usage ?  I didn't think so : it 
means, literally, 1Kill Day'. 
Want to take it in? The ship 
won't be unsaddled here more 
than a couple days, so you'd 
better take in all you can." 

Derr stood up, smoothing 
out his hunt-jacket, slipping 
into it, sealing it shut. "Is it 
sa fe ? They won't try to lynch 
me for observing the secret 
ceremony, or anything ? "  

Nerrows waved away the 
w o r r i e d comment. "Safest 
planet on our route. These 
people haven't had wars since 
before man was born. You're 
completely safe, Derr." 

The hunter clapped the cap
tain on his thin shoulders, won
dering inwardly how such a 
scrawny sample could get to be 
a mere-ship officer . . .  he'd 
never make it where it counted 
. . . as a hunter. 110kay, Cap
tain, thanks a lot. Got someone 

who can direct me out there ? "  

So here h e  was, with a nut
brown native, whose unpro
nounceable name was as fan
tastic as the 1 'kill-day" he was 
about to witness. 

Derr t a p p e d  the nativ·e 
again. "How much further ? "  

The native's horny shoulders 
bobbed. "Ten, 'Ieven mile, slta
sir Derr. Big ristable today." 

Derr pulled a black cigar 
from the cartridge ring, one of 
ten, that were rowed across his 
jacket. He lit it. Drew deeply. 
He never kept extra cartridges 
in the rings; if he hadr. 't 
bagged the quarry by the time 
the stet-rifle was empty, Derr 
felt he deserved to die. That 
was his philosophy. He drew 
down on the black cigar, let a 
heavy cloud of smoke billow 
up over his head, lose itself 
mistily in the clear blue day. 

rEY drove silently, half-
smoothly, as the mere

ship's half-track eased steadily 
out into the grasslands. At one 
point they passed a tumbled 
pile of rubble, and Derr recog
nized it as another of the lost 
cities of Ristable. The faintly 
pink columns rose spiralling. 
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then hroke with ragged abrupt
ness. Strangcly-p y r a m i d e d 
structures split down the mid
dle. Carved f i g u r e s with 
smashed noses, broken arms, 
shattered forms . . .  forms which 
could not really be understood 

. humanoid or something 
else? 

The ruined city with huge 
clumps of grass growing up in 
its middle, settled past, and 
Derr crossed his legs in the 
back seat. "Those cities," he 
said to the native driving, "who 
made them ?" It was reasona
bly obvious these semi-savages 
hadn't done the intricate craft
ing of those figures. 

The native shrugged. "Don't 
know. Ristable." 

Ristable again. Wert these 
people so devoid of ingenuity, 
they had to repeat the same 
word over and over again ? 
What, he asked himself, could 
their ceremony be expected to 
prove if they were so disgust
ingly unimaginative even in 
their language . . .  

He found out soon enough, 
for the half-track passed walk
ing natives, heading toward a 
plume of grey smoke that 
twisted out of the grasslands 
ahead. Eventually, they drew 

up on the edge of a widely
cleared dirt area. Surrounded 
by the waist-high russet grass 
on all sides, it was like a bald 
spot on someone's head. The 
dirt was packed solid and hard 
with the footprints of a hun
dred thousand natives. Even as 
Derr watched, the crowd that 
had gathered already, swelled 
at its edges. 

Strangely enough, a path 
quite wide and straight was 
left in the circle of natives, 
leading out to the grasslands. 

'!\Vhat's that ?" Derr asked 
the driver, motioning to the 
circle, to the path, to the na� 
tives watching at nothing. The 
native motioned him to silence, 
and Derr realized, for the first 
time, that there wasn't a sound 
in the crowd. How unnatural 
it was ; the dead nothing that 
rode the wind sounds. The na
tives, male and female, children 
and old dark-brown crones, 
stood silently, shifting foot, 
shifting eye, but not speaking. 

"Come on, boy, open up," 
Derr prodded the native angri
ly. "What's this w h o  1 e 
t h i n  g . . .  what's that path 
there . . .  ? 11 

The native spun around, 
looked at Dcrr for a moment 
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in annoyance and high anger, 
and then vaulted out of the 
half�track. In a moment he was 
lost in the crowd. When he said 
"quiet'' he meant just that. 

DERR had no other choice: 
he slung the stet-rifle to 

his back, and slid up onto the 
separating bar between the 
driver's cab and the back seat, 
getting a better view of what 
was happening. 

What was happening, as he 
settled himself, was that a 
medium�sized animal-the ones 
taken care of  by the natives, 
and labeled, inevitably, rista
bles-was loping in from the 
grasslands, on six double-joint
ed legs. 

It was the size of a large 
horse, or small black bear. It 
was dull grey in color, mottled 
with whiteish spots along the 
under-hide. It was massive 
chested, and built the way a 
dinosaur might have been. 
Smooth front that rose straight 
up to a triangular head with 
huge, pocketed eyes set far on 
each side of the head. The back 
sloped down sharply at 45 
degrees, ending in a horny-lip. 
The head was darker grey, and 

had one gigantic unicorn-like 
horn protruding from a space 
midway between the eyes. 
No . . .  as Derr watched it com
ing closer, he saw that the horn 
was not single; following the 
laws of  nature, there was a 
smaller, less apparent horn 
stuck down near the base of 
the first. 

The beast also had two 
groups of vestigial tentacles, 
appearing to be six or eight to 
a cluster; one on either side of 
its body, halfway up the mas
sive neck. 

This was a ristable. As eve
rything was ristable. 

The beast charged down the 
path between the natives, much 
like a bull entering a Spanish 
arena, and stopped in the cen
ter1 its little red eyes glaring 
about, the two front paws 
clopping at the dirt1 leaving 
furrows. 

Abruptly, a native stepped 
out of the crowd, and removed 
all his clothing-little enough 
to begin with-and called to 
the animal (Derr continued to 
think of it as a bull, for no 
good reason, except this seemed 
to be a bullfight) ,  clapping his 
hands, stamping his feet. 

Bullfight, Derr t h o u g h t  



26 SUPER-SCI ENCE FICTION 

startlrdly.  This is more like it .  
And, 1'!1 gel one of tlrosc ani
mills for the rollcction, I've 
<!;VI to  l!at·r it, somrhow. Then 
hr thought ,  Ristablr. Kill Day. 

The nat ive  moved slowly, 
! t• l t i ng  the  beast edge i n  on 
hirn. pawing and snorting 
tho·ough a pair of  breather 
hole5 below the horns. Then 
the native 1eaprd i n  the air ,  
a n d  chanted someth ing unintel
l ic:ibl?. As he came down in  the 
d i rt ,  the animal moved sharply, 
and charged across the cleared 
space. People in  it's line of 
charge stepped back quickly , 
and the native moved aside 
quickly, also. 

It went that way for over an 
hour. 

The ristable charged, and the 
native leaped out of its path. 
Then, when Den was con
vinced it wou ld go on this way 
tilt darkness fell . . .  the method 
change-d . Radically. 

The native settled down in 
the dirt , and clasped his hands 
to his chest. He settled down, 
and the bull charged. He set� 
tied down . . . and . . .  

Grr-at God! thought Derr in 
horror, he's sitting there, lei· 

ting ;, gore him . lie's, ltc's, 
he's . . .  

Then i t  wJs over , and they 
carried the native away, as the 
r i:. tabll' loped back down the 
h u m a n -�ided path to the grass
land. 

D�rr sl ipped hack into the 
hal f-track, bewildrre-d ; and 
.'i<-'rnetime la ter, though Dcrr 
was unaware o f  it, the nativr 
ca me to the t ruck, stared at 
him silently for a few seconds, 
then vaulted over the low door, 
and started the engine. 

Derr stirred slightly as the 
half-·track rolled away from 
the clea red space. His Pyes re

gistered that the dirt was wet
ter than when t hey had come, 
and da rker, and that Lhe rest 
of the natives were walking 
swiftly back toward the vil
lage . . .  c a r r y i n g  sometJhing 
sodden . . .  but he seemed to be 
far lost in thought . . 

It seemed ridiculous. The 
native had gone out to fight 
the ristable. But the ristable 
had won. For no apparent rea
son. And the hunter that was 
more Nathaniel Derr than he 
knew, was forming a plan. 

The half-track passed lhe 
natives, and arrived in town an 
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hour before t11e sodden cargo 
was brought in, finally laid to 
rest, alongside hundreds of 
other such graves. 

''J'M not going on with you, 
Nerrows," Derr said. 

The mere-ship's c a p t a i n, 
worried, replied, �<You know 
we'll be heading out to the next 
worlds-Artemis, Shoista, La
Jook, Coastal H-and we won't 
be able to pick you up for al
most three months." He stared 
at Derr with a complexity of 
annoyance mirrored i n  his 
eyes. 

"I know that. "  
"Then why d o  y o u  want to 

stay ? "  
"There's a trophy here I 

want to get . "  
Nerrows' eyes slitted down. 

"Watch that stuff, Derr." 
"No, oo, nothing like that. 

The ristable." 
"You mean the animal out 

there in the fields, the one they 
go to fight every week ? "  

D e r r  nodded, checked t h e  
stet-rifle, though he w a s  not 
going hunting for a while yet. 
"That's it. But there's some
thing those natives don't 
know." 

· •·what's · that ? "  

"How t o  kill it." 
"What are you talking 

about?" 

Derr settled back on the cot, 
)ooked at Nerrows carefully, 
' 'I talked to some of the na
tives when I got back yester
day from that ceremony. You 
know something, they go out 
every week, to fight the rista
ble." 

uso?" 

11The only thing wrong with 
it i s  that they always lose." 

�Always ? "  

"'Every damned time. They 
haven't won a bout with the 
beast for as long as they can 
remember. Do you know that 
they plant their dead in rows 
of two hundred ? "  

T h e  captain nodded, "Y e.�, 
I've noticed that." 

Derr pulled a cigar loose, lit 
it, smiled grimly : 11But there's 
something you didn't know . . .  
namely, they plant rows on 
top of the rows. What's out 
there now," he waved at the 
native cemetary, "'is the five 
hundredth generation, or some
thing like that. They've been 
fighting the ristables, dying 
regularly, and being planted 
for timc ·beyond memory." 
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The captain looked bemused, 
more than confused. "The best 
fertilizer, they tell me." 

"Ah, that's just it," Derr 
waved the cigar melodramatic4 
ally. "They've been winding up 
like that for centuries . • .  with· 
out once winning. • 

"Don't they want to win ?" 
Derr looked perplexed for a 

moment, spread his hands in 
absence of logic. "From what I 
ca.n tell, from what I was able 
to get out of the Headsman, 
they just don't know any other 
way. They've been doing that 
way, just tl1at way, since be
fore they can remember, and 
they don 't know why. I asked 
the Headsman, and he stared 
at me like I'd asked him why 
he breathed.. 

"Then he answered me that 
it was just the way things 
were; that's alL • 

NERROWS scuffed his feet 
at the hard�packed floor of 

the hut. He looked up at Derr 
finally, "What'• that !!OC to do 
with you ?.., 

Derr grinned widely, then 
ran a hand through the heavy 
clog of his white hair. "' want 
to kill a pack ol wolves with 
one charge, • • tpeak. • 

Nerrows cocked an eyebrow 
at the hunter in confusion. 

Derr went on, �er came out 
here to bag game that tops all 
the game on Earth. This is the 
first planet I've hit where 
there's any real excitement. 
Just think-1 can be the first 
man to kill a ristable. I 'll have 
a photoblok made up, and I'll 
have the pelt p r e s  e r v e d, 
stamped with my crest . • .  I'll 
have the head stuffed. 

"But more than just the 
pleasure of killing a ristable
when I think of that charging 
horn, I get a jump in my belly 
like the first time I faced a 
half·crazy bull elephant-1'11 
show these stupid natives some
thing. They've been letting 
themselves get killed for so 
long, they just take it as desti
ny now. When I show them 
how to kill one of those filthy 
beasts-! think I'll just take it 
w i t h a bush-blade-they'll 
realize there's another end to 
the sport." 

"But," Nerrows interrupted, 
noticing with unease the gleam 
of the hunt in Derr's eyes, "i[ 
they lr.eep getting killed, why 
do they continue to go out 
theca every week, and offer 
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themselves up? Is it ritual ? "  

Derr shrugged. "1 suppose 
so. B ut it doesn't really matter. 

Ristable one of these days is 
going to be different ; I got 
the permission of the Heads
man to go into the cleared 
space, in place of a native some 
week soon. He thought I was 
nuts, but he 'll soon see how an 
Earthman fights! "  

Nerrows stood up, extend
ed his hand . ' 'Well, we'll be 
back along this trail in three 
or four months, dt'pending on 
the loading conditions along 
the line. 

"Take care of yourse1f, l'.lr. 
Derr, we'd have a hard time ex
plaining to Earth what hap
pened to its favorite \V bite 
Hunter." 

Derr gripped the spa..:er's 
hand for a moment, grinned at 
h�m roughly, and sbovcd him 
toward the hut's opening with 
friendly heaviness. 

"Don't worry ubout me," he 
reassured th� m ;.rc-ship's cap
tain, ' ' I 'm out to get myself a 
real trophy. 

".-'.nd I v:ill, too, you \Vait 
and s e e . ' '  He iiuge�T:::l the kr;i\e 
in its s)tE"a\-h at his left armpit. 
He patted i t  wilh as,:;urance. 

"Yes sir," he repeated at the 
retreating back of the spacer, 
"a real, honest-to-God tro
p:.y ! "  

QESERVATION had proven 
the case : They never won. 

They seemed to allow them
selves to be gored. F'or ten 
weeks Derr h:=.d watchtd them 
getting mauled and bloodied 
and ripped and ki\1eJ. He had 
seen ten new graves laid in line, 
and now h;s week was here. 
Stripped to the waist, clad only 
in a breechclout, the ornately
carved bush-knife in his thick, 
square hand, Nathaniel Derr 
moved into the cleared space 
to face his first rlstable. 

He didn 't have long to  wait ,  
as the natives before him hall 
not had long to wait. 

The beast loped in from the 
grasslands almost ir.�mn;i.:: cly, 
p..1..;;3ing do·;.-n th� hu;-,:a.n-sided 
path without touch:ng m-:.yca�. 
Strange /;cw it s(ons t o  kr.ow 
w!:o it's to fight, li - :d nc /  Uo .'h
cr aJ;y o:hu·:;, he t:10e.;\· ,  he f t 
in,::: the rr .. w � Lt'd;cd 
Sw{OU had b e'!tin to Gl1t 
u:-. his f�::e, �iLd t >� �;-,�._:") : ]J 
h;;ud:e of th{' L!·t ; fc f l t  
p::ry i n  his g .  :p .  1-:(: , : � - -. : J 
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hand quickly on his breech
clout, and took the knife again. 
In killer's grip. I n  upward
slc.sh grip. 

In ready grip, to win grip. 

The ristable lumbered into 
the clearing, and Derr made 
note that i t  was not the one he 
had seen the week before last, 
nor the week before that, nor 
last week. Each week seemed 
to bring another beast-at 
some unknown, unbidden sig
nal-ready to gore a nut-brown 
n::ttivc with that deadly, ala
baste-r horn. 

Derr circled around the edge 
of the dearing, feeling the 
heat-stink of the natives be
hind him. The beast pawed and 
circled, too, as though unccr
tai:t. 

Then it charged. It shot for
ward on six double-jointed legs, 
its tentacle clusters flailing, its 
head lowered, the breath snort
ing from its breather holes fu
riously. 

Derr spun out of the way. 
The beast pulled up short be
fore ramming the crowd. 

It turned on him, stared with 
red little eyes. 

Derr stared back, breath 
coming sharply, shortly, with· 

out that much difficulty that 
another leap could not be ef
fected. He felt good ; he felt 
fine ;  he felt the kill coming. It 
was always like this. This was 
the good thing. The hunt feel
ing. 

The ristable lurched forward 
again, this time seeming to 
make a short, sharp, ballet-like 
sidestepping movement. Derr 
had to be quick. He managed 
to twirl himself past the beast 
with only a scant inch between 
his Earthman flesh and that 
bone-white horn o f  flesh as 
hard as bone. 

The ristable brought up 
sharply, stopped, passed its 
own end, turned, and glared at 
Derr. 

This was the po jar, the way 
the natives called it. The time 
to stop and sit down and be 
kiUed. So Derr sat down, in 
the manner he had seen the 
natives do it. . .  and oddly, the 
crowd exhaled with relief. 

The ristable pawed, snorted, 
charged. 

It was coming, coming, com
ing, larger than the world as it 
speeds toward its own sun, 
larger than life, larger than the 
universe which contained it, 
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and suddenly, Derr was up, 
thrusting himself from the dirt 
with the strength of his legs, 
and the ristable could not stop 
its movement, and it was past 
the spot where Derr had squat
ted, its horn brushing the air 
viciously where Derr's chest 
had been a moment before. 

But Derr was not there to 
die. 

He was whirling, clutching, 
and in a stride and a breath, he 
was on the ristable's back, and 
the knife hand came up, with 
a slash and the blood, and down 
with a thud and the blood, and 
back again with a rip and more 
blood, and three times more, 
till the ristable convulsed and 
failed to get off a bellow, and 
tipped over, its legs failing 
their precision step. 

Derr leaped free, as the ris
table collapsed to the dirt. He 
watched in silence and power, 
the awe and fury of the trium� 
phant hunter flowing in him 
Jike red, rich wine, and 
watched as his trophy bled it
self to death on the sand. 

It died soon enough. 
'1'\he natives seized him. 
Then when they had him 

tied in the hut at the edge of 

the village, and he knew he was 
to die, the Headsman told 
him . . .  

"You have killed the rista
ble. You will die."' 

H
E calied for the Headsman, 
the day be was to go to 

the ristable, to die, tied be
tween two poles set deep into 
Ristable's soil. He called, and 
the Headsman thought it was 
for a final wish, a boon. But it 
was not, for this was not a 
Ristabite, this was the Earth
man who bad not known the 
way of it, and who had killed 
the god ristable. 

"Look," Derr tried to be 
calm and logical, '(tell me why 
I'm to die. I don't know. Can't 
you see, if I'm to die, I must 
know why/11 

So the Headsman drew from 
tribal legend, from memories 
buried so deeply they were 
feelings in the blood without 
word or meaning actually, but 
which made up "the way of it." 

And this was it.  . .  this was 
the secret behind it, that wasn't 
rea11y a secret at all, but just 
the way of it: 

Who rules who? Take the 
blood in your veins. How do 
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you know that at one time the 
blood was the dominant life 
form of Earth, ruling its phy
sical bodies, using them as 
too1s. Then, as time and the 
aeons passed, the blood turned 
its thoughts to other things, 
maintaining the bodies merely 
as habitations. 

It could be so . . .  if  the blood 
ruled you, and not you the 
blood, it couki be so. The last 
thing you would do, under any 
circumstances, is spill your 
blood. Don't you wince when 
you bleed, when you cut your
self, and you rush to bandage 
yourself. What if  it were so, 
and you had lost the racial 
memory that said I am ruled 
by my blood . . .  but you would 
know the way of it. 

That was how it was on Ris
table. At one time the bulls, 
the ristable beasts, ruled the 
natives. They built the cities 
with what were now atrophied 
tentacles. Then as the aeons 
passed, they t u r n e d to the 
hi�er bhings, and went to 
graz.e in the Helds, a.nd let the 
natives feed bhem, and the cit
ies rot into themselves. 

As time passed, the memo
ries pa.ssed-oh, it was a long 

time; long enough for the 
mountains of Ristable to sink 
into grasslands-and eventual
ly the natives had no recollec
tion of what they had been, not 
even considering themselves 
ruled, so long and so buried 
was it. Then they took care of 
the ristables, and one last ves
tige of caste remained, for the 
bulls accepted sacrifices. The 
natives went to die . . .  and one 
a week was put beneath the 
sod . . .  and that was the way of 
it. 

So deep and so inbred, that 
there was not even a conscious 
thought of it; that was simply 
the way of it. 

But there was a stupid 
Earthman who had not known 
the way of it. He had won. So 
he had killed a god, a ruler, 
deeper than any rule that ever 
existed . . .  and he must now die 
in only partial reparations. 

"So if there is anything I 
can grant," said the Headsman 
of the natives, in true sorrow, 
for he bore this Earthman no 
malice, "just name it." 

And Nathaniel Derr, the 
great white hunter from Earth, 
thought, and the bitterness of 
his life with gu.n and knife 
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came to wash his mouth with 

the sourness of waste. 

Finally, �s they untied him, 
taking him to the cleared area 
outside the village where he 
had killed the god ruler, the 
final twist came to him. Then 
he made his request, knowing 
the :Mercantile Ship would 
come months too late, and 
there was nothing to be done. 

He made his request, and 
they tied him between the 
posts, and finally the new ris
table came, with its snow horn 
lowered, and fire in its eyes. 

He watched the ristable paw
ing and snorting and charging, 
and he knew his request would 
be carried out. 

How stratJte, he thought, as 
the tip of the horn plunged 
deep to the softness that lies 
within all hard men. 0 f aU the 
trophies I've gathered, I should 
be the jin<Jl trophy. 

Then there was no thought 
of trophies . . •  

50 there it is, hanging be-
tween the hardeebeast and 

the szlygor in the Trotters
men's room. There was no 
choice about hanging i t ;  after 
all, a million dollars 'Was a 
million dollars. But it did give 
the members a chill of  hell. 

Still, there it hung, and 
usually the room was closed 
off. But occasionally, if  drinks 
were many, and wit was abun

·dant, the tale would be told. 
Perhaps not always with ac
curacy, but always with won
der. 

Becaus<. it was a marvelous 
job of taxidermy. 

There were even members 
who were willing to pay to find 
out how the Ristabite natives 
who had done the job were able 
to retain the dean white color 
of the hair . . •  

. . . and that damned watch
fulness of the eyes. 

THE END 

• 



DESIRE WOMAN 

by HENRY SLESAR 

illustrated b11 ORBAN 

Wh�t. is a man's desire? Sometimes it's �omet-hin� that hi!:! wife doesn't guess and at the same time wmtlhing 
that she actually ou�ht to have known very, very wdl 

S
HE had heard nothing but 
ugly rumors all  week, and 

Clarissa was determined to for
get them. On the serond day of 
Mack's return from Tradepost 
Fou-r in the _.._ndromeda Group, 
she cornered her husband and 
said : 

"Mack, darling. Let's cele
brate tonight. It's · been a whole 
year . . .  " 

' '  [ thought we'd stay hotne/' 
Mack grunted. "I'm not used 
to Earthways yet, Clarissa. I 
have to acclimatize." 

She pouted. 111 was planning 
such a fun evening. I thought 
we'd go to the Pantheon Club. 
Remember how you used to 
Jove Rome?_'' 

34 

ur want to stay here." He 
was fro.vning; the irown hadn't 
left his face since his return, 
except for the one wan smile he 
had given his w i fe at the space
port. 

'1Space hasn't changed you," 
she said unhappily. Then she 
said a great deal more, a.nd 
Mack's long face, with its 
deeply-etched lines stretching 
elastically from eyebrows to 
chin, grew sad and distant. 
Clarissa's arguments continued, 
while her eyes s-tudied their  ef
fects upon the revealing mo
tions of his wide mouth. 

She won, of course. Thf>y 
would go to the Pant-heon, and 
dine and dance amid the ruins 
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of Sanfa Maria Rotonda. They 
would have a perfectly marvel
ous time, and their gay atti
tudes would be evidence to the 
social world that Mack Ma
hon's journey to Tradepost 
Four had not been a suspicious 
failure. 

At six-thirty, she seated her
self at the elaborate dressing 
table and made preparations. 
As she rubbed Scalp Cream 
over her smoothly shaven head, 
she thought of the morning's 
visiphone call from Sherry 
Meredith. 

11Ciarissa, darling? I just 
heard that Mack's home . . .  " 

"Why, yes, sweet. It's so 
wonderful to see him again." 

'10h, I'm sure. I understand 
that his partner hasn't re
turned. Lewis. Has he told you 
what happened ? "  

"No. I stay ou t  of my hus
band's affairs.'� 

"Yes, of course. But you 
know, dear . . .  " 

"Let's have it, darling. I'm 
sure you're dying to ask the 
question everyone else has. n 

"WeB, you have to admit. I 
mean, gone a whole year and 
not b r i n g i n g  back any� 
thing, , , H 

CLARISSA s p r e a d the X 
Hormone Cream violently 

over her cheeks, her mouth 
thin and angry. But it wasn't 
just Sherry's curiosity whkh 
angered her. It was her own. 

Gone a whole year. A ship 
laden with Earth valuables. A 
Tradepost planet famous for its 
wealth and gullible inhabitants 
(at least, that's what Crowe 
had reported, and it was Crowe 
who had made a fortune before 
selJing out to M,ack) . Yet her 
husband returns to Earth sans 
valuables, sans partner, sans 
everything but a battered spac
er and an older face. 

Oarissa s h r u g  g e d, and 
slipped the emerald green con
tacts over her eyeba11s, blink
ing in the Truedepth mirror 
and smiling with approval at 
the effect. Then she put the 
golden-arched wires of the Dui
Set into her mout,h, adjusting 
the device to the contours of 
her palate. She cleared her 
throat, and said : 

"How now, brown cow . . .  " 
She smiled contentedly at 

the smooth sound. 
Next she applied tooth

paint, rubbing her tongue over 
the surface to remove the ex-
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cess. Then she sprayed her She smiled indulgently, and 
spoke like a wise parent. ' ·N"ow, 
l\1acl�, you get dress(>d. You 'll 
sc� ::Jw much gooU i t  does you 
to see people again. I mean, 
you\·c b�en living with abs:>-

che�ks with ve:vc tsheen, add· 
ing a dash of Highlig•lH Crim
son to cOIH()k\e t h e  job. Her 
J ; j)s needed noth:q� .  having 
b.:-en pemnncn!lv rc�id�neJ in 
a rather costly bit of surge;:y 
t h,:,. t  )h':'! r ( I\1.:: ;:::� hadn't yet 
-;een the 0ill ) .  Then, her nw.ke
up task cor:cluded, she P :J • I
dercd over an assor l m�nt o l  
hairp"eces, sp�cinlly gro••:n for 
her by i.\bximus o f  Dal las , and 
selected a rav�':-�-l:-1  ;,�k page
boy to harmonize •.vith the .d
ver sheath dress sl1c planned to 
wear. 

From a closet, she w:1celed 
out the Foundation Analyzer, 
plugged it in, and stepped into 
the cabinet. As usual, it was a 
bit too warm for comfort. Af
ter a while, a bell rang and she 
stepped out, removing the new
ly-shapzod garment the Analyz
er had produced to g:ve her 
figure perfection. 

'Mack appeared i n  the door-
way. 

"Clarissa . 
"Yes, dear ? "  

"1 know it's late, but--can I 
possibly convince you to 
change your mind? About the · 
Pantheo n ? ' '  

Ju :e  savages f o r  so Inn ; .  

H i s  voice was a crac!�ing 
wh: t• ·  ""�lou don't know � LlY
t h i ;: 1  :1 lnut i t ."  

"Wha�.:ver you say, dea r .  
D =..tt ifs much t o o  !c:. t e  to caned 
our reservation now . 

His shoulders s I u m p c d. 
"Then I be-tter get sU.rte d . "  

In t h e  jet-taxi,  halfwa)' 
acrcss the Atlantic, Clarissa fi
nJ.lly broached the subject on 
h.::r mind. 

"I knew you don 't like to 
talk about it, darling. But what 
did you say''bappened tO Lew
i s ? "  

" I  didn't say anything lt.ap
pc:tcd to him. I just said he 
didn 't come back. I'll see him 
in a cov�le of months , when I 
go back. "  

"\Vas he ill ? Is that why ? "  

":-.J"o." 
"Was there something he 

didn't want to come back tu?" 
"Perhaps:" The ocean Wa3 

gli!lering I i k e coriuscating 
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g�.,-mc;:,  but l\fack's eyes were on 
t h e  clouded .<>k ies. 

' ·\\'el l .  you 're not being very 
hc-!pfu l . ' '  

· · He d i d n ' t  7£•ant to come 
lx1d. What could be pl:;,iner ? ' '  

' ' \\"ns i t  be--cause of the trad
i r. g ?  Because you weren't com
ing back with anyl·hing?" 

lie didn't a nswer. 

"1\lad ! "  Even the Dul-Set 
couldn't ke�p the shrillness oat 
of her voice. ' ·Is that all you 're 
going to say about it? Am I 
supposed to keep my mouth 
:-hut ;mel let people laugh at 

ll.� ? .'\m 1 ? "  
H e  dido ' t  answer. 

CJ;;���;,s-�e
h
;�n�h:��8;��� 

As for Mack, he got sicken
ingly drunk. 

At first,  his wife was dis

gusted at the specmc:e, but as 
his limp form was deposited in 
a n  awkward heap in the rear of 
t h e  jet-taxi, she recognized an 
opportunity. 

"Mack. Mack, wake upl  
\Vake up, you pig ! " There was 
something oozing out of the 
side of h is mouth, and his thin 
sandy hair wa.<> tumbled over 
h is  forehead. He looked rather 

l i k e  an u r,h;1 p;•y chi ld n t  the 
n1cment, bu t t h ;c>  rl"!'(":r,l•lance 
e\·inced n a  maternal ft•eling 
from CloHi.-:sa. 

''for G::>d's s<:kf'. ?,f<;_ck ! "  
She sbppc>d h ' s  chttk.  

"\Vh�t is  i t ?  What i -,.  i · t  ? ' '  he 
mumbl:d. 

She thought �hrcwdly. "Fin
i .-;h what you were s�ying.' '  

· •  "BGut w h a t ?  Sayi •�g about 
what ? : >  He tried to close his 
eyes, but .:-he w;;.s shaking him 
now. 

"About the trading. Yw 
were telling m �  about what 
happ::-ned on T-4." 

' 'T r a d  i n g . . .  " His head 
bobbed. ' ').fade a good trade 
. . .  bargain . " 

"What kind of a bargain, 
Mack? What did you get for 
all you gave? Mack ! "  

"Wonderful bargain. Best 
bargain I ever . . . " His head 
dropped to his chest, but Clar
issa was relen tless. 

''�lack ! \ . . . at rlid you get 
for everything? Where is it? 
Did you bring it bac k ? "  

" N o .  N o , "  her husband said. 
"Couldn't bring it  back . . . had 
to leave it . . .  btst ba rgain I 
ever had . 

••You left i t ?  Left it  on 
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Trade-post Four ? "  Her voice 
was climbing an hysterical lad
der. ".\ rc you cr.1zy ? Did you 
go out of yo u r  mind up there ? "  

B u t  he \'.'as asleep, a n d  the 
pilot of ibe j et-ta:xi was watch-
in g. 

"P o o r  darling:." Clarissa 
crooned. ' ·Poor tired dar
ling .  

She put h i m  t o  bed when 
they at r�'.:c-J home, almost ten
de-rly, !:>1J(�.:l'!�ly p1ea.-.;eci by the 
u tL· ,·ly s i m p  I c exp:an:t l ion.  
Why, the trudir:g h :1d b2�n a 
succcs.-, :l f l <> r  � .u.  lt. was simply 
a nnt�rr o f  tran;,port . . .  

Bu t  b:- fvr� he. wrnt o(f to 
sl�ep, l\bck :r-.I.:thon's ey�s 
opC'ned anJ regarded her for a 
moment of chil l ing clarity. And 
the look he gave her was like a 
door closing permanently be
tween them . 

A �.;;;e��t\�
r, 

:�
e 

g��e 
Sh

���f-
phone, and asked a casual 
question. 

"Sherry, dear. Remember 
wllen you got your divorce? 
The first one, 1 mean. From 
Harold." 

Sherry wasn't please-d at t·he 
reminder. '(What about Har-

old ? "  she asked frostily. 
C(I seem to remember some

thing abcut a P r ivate Hy you 
used. You know." 

' ·The hypnotist? But that 's 
so long ago, honry. You can't 
expect me to-" Then she 
smelled scandal . "Why, dear ? 
You having doubts a b o u t 
:Mack ? "  

":Ohybe." Clarissa was smil· 
ing;  this was going to be- easy. 
"1 Ili2an, th:lt [�·l!o·.v yo:1 h i red 
found out all about  that Cvrri
gan woman so cJ.sily . . . 1 w:...-.; 

wondering ii you rcnwn�iJ;.r::-d 
his name." 

The woman i,l t l lC  visi1�htc 
ga�ped. "Why, Clarissa ! Yo-u 
mean Mack is playing aroun U ?  
He's been away a whole ye�tr. 
I mean, how did he ever fiud 
the time-" 

j(His name, darling. " 
"Simon," Sherry said, lean

ing forward confidentially. wr. 
Frederick Simon. He's very 
good." 

"Thanks, honey," Clarissa 
said sweetly. "Thank you very 
much . . . " 

She found Simon listed open
ly in the Directory, merely 3.3> 
a Private Investigator, with no 
mention of his particular meth-
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od or talent. She buzzed him 
o n  the visiphone, and after a 
b r i e f conversation, realized 
that he was willing to accept 
the a�.signment right then and 
there. 

"You will be discreet?' '  she 
said. 

The man in the image had a 
jolly, rubbery face, and he con· 
torted it into a look of dignity. 

"Discretion is our way of 
life, 1\·Irs. Mahon. You can rest 
assured. Your husband will 
never know he's been probed. 
We'll give you a detailed r�rt 
within the week." 

Simon was as good as h1s 
word. He called at her home 
four days later, on a morn:ng 
when Mack was out. He looked 
bigger and jollier than he had 
on the visiphone, and he 
seemed proud o f  the sizeable 
pouch that preceded him. 

"Here's exactly what hap
pened," he told her. "First, I 
se11t my assistant to, er, deter
mine your husband's diurnal 
habit patterns. That's a tech· 
nical process I won 't trouble 
you with . . .  " 

"You mean you trailed 
him?" Clarissa said. 

The big man bristled. j'It's a 

great deal more scientific t·han 
that. After we had determined 
the best point for the initial 
contact-it happened to be a 
lunch counter-! personally 
went on the job, and made cas· 
ual conversation with him. I 
found him rather phlegmatic, 
and appraised him as Type 
Three. That means, in our 
business, that he is a rather 
difficult subject for hypnotism. 
But we have our methods . . .  " 

"Dope in his coffee ? "  
"Mrs. Mahon ! "  T h e  Private 

Hy was shocked. uvou make it 
sound very crude. At any rate, 
I managed to make the first 
contact, and left him with a 
post-hypnotic suggestion to can 
at my office at four. He did so. 

"The rest, o f  course, was 
simplicity itself. I merely com· 
pleted the hypnotic probe, got 
him to answer our questions, 
and sent him off convinced 
that he had spent the last hour 
watching a construction job on 
Lower Broadway." 

Simon folded his hands over 
his stomach, and smiled like a 
satisfied Buddha. 

"Well ? "  Clarissa said harsh
ly. "What did you find out ?" 

"You'll get a complete writ-
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ten report . .  <\11 file copies will 
be destroyed; have no fear of 
t·hat. But I can give you an in
formal recap of the situation." 

HYou do that," the woman 
said acidly. 

He fingered some notes. HWe 
don't know her name, I 'm 
afraid. At least, we couldn't 
make out the name he gave us. 
He wasn't too cooperative 
about the details. But we have 
a general description, and we 
believe we can . " 

"What?" Clarissa was on 
her feet. 

" . . .  tell you what you want 
to know," the man finished 
lamely. "Is there something 
wrong, Mrs. Mahon ?' '  

"W h a t are you talking 
abou t ?  I asked you to find out 
about my husband's trading ac
tivities on T-4. I wanted to 
know what he's keeping up 
the-re . 

Simon blinked. ('But Mrs. 
Mahon. That's just what I am 
telling you. He's keeping a 
woman up there." 

She sat down again, heavily. 
"As a matter of fact," the 

investigator said b 1 a n d 1 y, 
11that's what he traded every
thing for." 

SHE spent an hour with Si-
mon, learning everything he 

had probed out of her hus
band's mind. Most of it was 
unsatisfactorily v a g  u e, but 
there was enough to make her 
reach a decision. 

"Mr. Simon," she s a i d  
abruptly. "A man in your busi
ness must know a lot ot 
things. ' '  

"Well, yes,  I suppose you 
could say that . ' '  

"Could you get  someone-a 
woman, I mean-up to a 
Tradcpost ?" 

"Well, that's a poser." Simon 
scratched his chin. "I never did 
anything qWte like that. But I 
imagine wit·h enough-ingenui
ty-it could be done. '\'hy ? "  
he finished naively. 

"I'm sure you know what 
I'm talking about ." 

"Maybe. nut something like 
that can be expensive . " 

"I didn't ask yom price yet. 
I want to know how it might be 
managed." 

The investigator thought fot 
a while. "Only one thing comes 
to mind, off hand, And yo1..1 
probably won't like the idea." 

"Let me judge that. What i� 
i t ? "  
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"Well . . . t h e r e ' s  the so� 
called bum boat, of course." 

C!:trissa's hand \Vent to her 
throat, and her cheeks red
dened even further under the 
makeup. ' · You've got yoU! 
nerve." 

"You'll have to admit that's 
the e'-l.Siest way. I mean1 you 
dou't have t o  be one of the . " 
He rubbed his mouth. ' ·Well, 
you kno\v wlnt I me�n. 01w oi 

tl:c w .  \\;u c:w sin1ply u � e  the 
bum Ltut for tran:.;nor\aUon.  
OilCC you :.::L't h l\£a;·s , o r  t i lr  
:.at ...:i � t � c  s t :li_:'l , 1  o n  Jupi �cr .  you 
C\il . . w,_•! l .  I th ink  I k 1H�W t : lL'  
right ! l:'Op\· Lo s r e  a;ttr that ."  

".'\1 \  righ t , "  C l a rissa suid,  
her eyes :;!Hit .  ' '\'t'hen can I 
start ? Could it be in the next 
two weeks? :rviy husband ls 
leaving for T-4 in three days ." 

"It'll cost," the big man 
warned. "It's not the most ac
cessible place in the universe. 
Except for Crowe, and your 
husband, I don't think any� 
one's bothered setting up a 
trading schedule there." 

"I don 't care what it costs.'' 
"Then let me

. 
see what I can 

do. I'll keep you posted. All 
right?" 

"All  right," Clarissa said. 

MACK departed on the sixth 
of the month. Ten days 

later, Clarissa l'vl<Lhon packed 
a trunk, secreted a large 
amount of mon�y in a hidden 
compartment, and removed any 
symbol o f  wealth or cla..:;s from 
her person. 

It bad been easy to locate 
the advertisement i n  the local 
paper, the cryptically-worded 
class ified whose purpose was 
recognized read!ly by a large 
group of women. An "Inter

plar.ctary Service Compctny" 
h:1d avaibblC' "�clrc t i ·,'e po,.;i
t ions" with a n  OJl!YJr l unity for 
" travel and adven t u :·r ." The 
Earth's law agencie:-;, and the 
newspapers themselves, knew 
full well the purpose of the 
"service company," and knew 
the kind of women who would 
respond to the lur-e. But it was 
a necessary evil in a universe 
where men were far-flung, and 
women too far away_ 

Clarissa was accepted read
ily, without questions about 
"previous experience'' or "qual
ifications." She was a woman, 
and attractive, and relatively 
young, The bum boat welcomed 
her. 

· 

She kept apart from her fcl-
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low p:'. -.:�engrrs throughout the 
Jong \'oy:t:;� to �lars. Hers w a s  
a di fferent erra n d ,  o f  course ; 

�h'' had nothing but contempt 
for thei rs . B ut her greate�t 
:-ou rce of annoyance was that 
t hese women o f  doubtful mo· 
rality !� e-a<;i]y accepted her as 
one of t ht·ir own. 

A. t  the !\lartian spaceport, 
she wa.s met by a sallow·faced 
n;a n who i ntroduced himself as 
�m ith ,  a nd mentioned that 1\Ir. 
Simon had asked him to see to 
her weliare. 

She �pent two frustrating 
weeks unde rground on the cold 
planet , wa iting for Mr. Smith 
to ma�:e the necessary connec:· 
lions. Fin al ly, word came 
through . A lightship was mak· 
ing a journey to the .'\.ndro· 
meda group, and after certain 
technical difficulties were re· 
moved ( " How much ? " Claris
sa asked coldly ) they would be 
on thei r way. 

T
HEN all terms were agreed 
upon, and she was on bet 

W<�y to Tradepost Four. 
The p�Jot , a gru ff, one-eyed 

vetera n named Briggs, said : 
''You Mahon 's wife?" 
"Yes. Listen , I don't want 

hi 111 to k n r.w ;-:l ' :n:� tl -. : s .  I i ' .s  a 

!'Ort o f-�;.! rp:· i , c  ,- · s i l . ' '  
"Don'i  worry.  l !;=Jt the  story 

:-traigh� fro 1n S m ; t ty. I pl:-1.11 to 
arrJng�' a n  ' C'mergeq...;y '  �· l l •p on 
T-4. Xob:Jtly'Ji  ]:; now. '' 

Ee h � ndled it well .  When 
tl·,,·y ap ;)TC�icheJ the minor 
ph: net .  and r<ul io�d for Jandinz
instru<::'t i o n .  the inh; ,bi t :o r. 1 s  ex
p::ctecl n o t h i n g  more th :w a 
t rader in troulJ'.:", :\nd in  the 
anc nymous :-p::ce �ear, Claris· 
sa )fahon co�Jld hm·e pas.o:;ed 
ea.-; ily for B rigg:s ' m<lk partner. 

The natives of T·4 were hu� 
manoid . The curious g:T•up at 
the je-rry b u i l t  s p a c e p o r t  
watched the arri\'al o f  the 
lightship with w;de·eyed in ter
e:=:t. They were i m{Y-lssibly th in , 
ha i rlcs� ,  and the color of damp 
stone . Their flesh was shiny, 
and stretched drurnskin tight 
over their narrow bone struc· 
lure. �one of them spoke an 
Earth tongue, but the pilot 
ca l led upon a l i fetime o f  e:qx:· 
rience and.matle hi msel f u nder
stood. 

Fi nally, they secured an au
dience with a stoopetl .specimen 
who was ob,·iously an Elder ot 
the small world. 
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''You speak Earth talk ? "  
the pilot said. 

"1 speak," the Elder nad
dcd. "Crowe te�ches , and 
bring:; u::; Earth thing::: .  Man 
�lahon come, and teaches RS 
wel l .  You v;ill  trade with t� > ? '' 

">l'o," lh'ggs said. "I don't 
trade. I h:d some troubl� with 
my ship.  Forced to land.  
'Where is Tr<:d<!r Mah-:m? "  

The o l d  m i1 n  waved a n  n m .  
" O n  t h e  o t h e r  side of  long 1 • m.l  
stretch.  In Earth house, I!� li·:c 
with the woman Esara ."  

C 1 a r i s s  a gac.ped, and 
clutched the pilot 's arm. 

"Tell him we wan t to go 
there ! "  

The Elder shrugged when he 
heard the request, as i f  it mat
tered not at all to him. 

�<:\sk him who the woman 
is," Clarissa urged. "Is she 
from Earth ? "  She looked at 
the natives with evident loath
ing. "Mack couJdn't be living 
with one of  the•n . " 

"Vlho is the w o m a n ? "  
Briggs asked. "Who is Esara ? " 

T
HE squad found the herd 
tain ge.sture with his hands . . 

"Esara," he said . having di ffi
culty makin)! the explanation. 

"Desire-woman. Wl· did make 
her for Trader l\Iahon, for his 
Earth things . We did make de
sire-woman for Tr:tder Crowe, 
and for Trader L;wis ."  His old 
eyes gleamed. "Yuu wiil make 
trade , and we will  make d["sire
woman for you . " 

"What do�s he mean ? "  Clar
issa said. 

"\Vhat is a clesirc-w;Jman ? "  
t h e  pilot asked. 

The Elder mo•;-:d hi� hands 
helplessly, as i f  the Earth 
words he knew were incapable 
o f  explanat ! o n .  

" F r o m  river t h a t  l ives , ' '  he 
said falteringly. "\:Ve grow. 
You give wish, we grow desire-
woman . 

"Oh, God ! "  C l a r i s s a  
groaned. "He c:m"t mean that. 
They can't m a .� e people, 
Briggs. Can they ? "  

"I don't know, Mrs. Mahon. 
I've seen nullier things than 
that . . .  " He raised his arm. 
"You take us to TraJer Ula
hon ? You take us now ? "  

T h e  Elder looked shrewd. 
"You give us Earth th'ngs ? "  

"\Veil, I d u n  no . .  " 
"Tell him yes ! "  
"All right ," Briggs said. 

"We'll give you Earth things. 
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But you must take us to Trad
er Mahon now." 

The old one nodded with sat
isfaction. HLand ship will come. 
You will wait." 

When be left tnem, Clarissa 
said: "It can1t be true, Briggs. 
Can it? Could such a thing 

bel" 
1 11  dunn.o, Mrs. Mahon. It 

could be some sort of an illu
sion they create. It may even 
be a drug they give your hus�d. E�ra may only be in his 
mmd . . .  

"I hear the inhabitants of 
Callisto grow new arms and 
legs," Briggs said grimly. "Na
ture has some funny tricks up 
her sleeve. Be ready foe any
thing." 

An odd vehicle seemed to be 
approaching them. It  appeared 
to be a flat slate of some gray
ish substance, raised only inch
es from the terrain, moving 
wilhout evidence of mechanical 
equipment. The Elder was sit
ting cross·legged on top, and 
some sma11er members of the 
race were chasing after him, 
making clucking noises that 
might have been jeen ADd 
!aught .... They we.e iDstructed 
to climb aboard, 

T:E journey was brief, and 
oddly t e r r i f y i n g. The 

'(ship, moved SJil()Otbly over 
the flat plains of the planet, 
and then seemed to distort and 
bend as they approached a 
hilly area, molding its gray 
shape over the swelling sur
face. Briggs suggested that the 
thing was organic, and Qaris
sa shuddered. 

Then they saw the house. 
It might have been made of 

wood. There was a flat roof, 
and one curved transparent 
window extending three-quar
ters of the way around the 
building. A metallic edifice on 
t·he right side of the house indi
cated the presence of an oxy
gen supply being fed into the 
structure. As they came closer, 
they saw a fence, and Clarissa 
would have sworn that ther-e 
were wild roses interwoven 
through the slats. 

When the vehicle stopped, 
she ran towards it. 

"Mrs. Mahon ! ,  Briggs cried 
out a warning. ''Better wait 
for me." 

"Stay oot l "  she cried. t'J'm 
going in alone J "  

She went through th e  door
way. 
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When the door slammed be
hind her, she found herself fac
ing a steel partition. A motor 
wh i ned, and the clmnge of 
pressurL' in.;ide her helmet told 
her that oxygen was being 
pumped into the small enclos
u re bNween outside door and 
partit ion. She glanced at t he 
gauge o n  her space suit, and 
tk•n l i f !.C'd off  the helmet, 
g:a .. ">pin;. 

She t ouched the partition, 
and i t  slid upwards. 

I t  \va.::; a t:ving room. 
They were s t o:mdi1;g by a 

windo·s,  thrir  f ingC' rtips barely 
touching. T\Iac!;, :�.nU the girl,  
merely tu!king.  quietly. A torrid  embrace couldn ' t 
have angered her m ore. The 
sce-ne was iar more intimate 
!:han that. 

"Mack ! "  she shrieked. 
They t-urned. 
She saw :Mack's face first. It 

was a terrihle mixture of rage 
and surprise. 

Then her eyes went to the 
girl, and she shook her head in 
wonderment. \Vas this her hus
band's desire-woman ?  

She wore a gray dress, naive
ly simple, with a high-cut neck 
and wrinkles-actual wrinkles 

-on the skirt .  Her legs were 
bare, and not even deJ)ilaturicJ. 
There were slipr..:.·r.:; on her feet, 
low-heeled things o f  brown 
leather . Her hair was mousey 
blonde, and obviously home
grown , thrown back carelessly 
over her shou lders . Her l ips 
were red enough, and there was 
a soft glow on her cheek�. But 
she wore no makeup. and you 
could actually see a sprinkle o f  
frccklc:;; across t h e  br idge o f  
lu·r nose. A n d  a bh•mi."h 
(God ! ) .  Actually a Lkmish, 
right o n  h0r chin ! 

l\bck was aghast .  ' (C!J.r!;;
sa ! How in the world-" 

"How could you ? ' '  she said, 
feeling sick. "How could you, 
l\fack ? "  

ESARA turned frightened 
eyes on his drawn face, and 

she clung to his side. His arm 
went about her, protectively. 

"Is this your treasure ? "  
Clarissa said. "This-thing ? "  

T he  girl began to cry. 
"Clarissa--you must leave. 

You must go away ! "  

A motor sounded again,  and 
the partition b e  h i n d her 
opened. H was Br�gg:s. He 
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�tart'd at t·h e table-au, and his 
mouth dropped. 

• · Get out of  here ! "  Clarissa 
shouted.  

The girl �tcppt'd forward, 
her cheeks wet, her eyes sud
denly clear and hard . 

• · No," she said. "¥011 go. 
You go now l '' 

' ' I don't get il ," Briggs said 
softly. 

The gi rl came closer, and 
bared her teeth. 

"You go---now!" 
' ; !\Iy God, Mrs. 11-fahon ! "  

Briggs touched her arm. "Don't 
you recognize her? Don't you 
see who i t  i s ? "  

';What ? ' '  Clarissa glared at  
the gir l ,  and then stepped back. 
"What do you mean ? "  

" It's you, Mrs. Mahon ! 
Can't you see that?" 

She stopped, a.nd her hand 
flew to her mouth. 

00h, God ," Clarissa said. "It 
i s !  It i s  me ! '' 

"You go now ! "  her double 
said. 

• 

".1\Iack ! !\fack ! '' Cla·ris!:>a 
cried . "\\'hy didn 't  you tell 
me? Why didn ' t  you let me 

know?" 
' '1 couldn't, Clarissa. You 

wouldn't have understood-'' 
' 'You can't ha,·e l<t'O of us ! "  

Her v o i c e  creaked.  ''You 
can't ! "  

Before their startled eyes, 
t·he girl i n  the gray d ress made 
a blurred motion. Something 
was plucl�ed from a tnble, and 
i t  glittered i n  a high a rc as her 
arm swooped down. Briggs 
swore, and dove for her, but it 
was too late t o  h<llt the girl's 
onslaught. She t hudded against 
Clarissa, and the two women 
fe11 to the floor. One of them 
screamed. 

Esara dropped the meta] ob
ject to the floor, a nd rose. 

She looked at the two mt'n, 
defiantly. 

"There can't be two,, she 
said. 

THE EKD 



PUSHOVER PLANET 

by DON BERRY 

NOVELETTE tllustralrd by ORBAN 

The new planet wa� a cinch, earth-type and J'cady for coloni:;ts. Then why couldn't they complete their task 
11.nd Ulast off? Well, Uwre was just one l i tt h:  thing 

JT was an O.K. planet up to 
a point, was 1\Iacaulay's 

opinion. Up to when the kid 
got killed, everything looked 
real goo<f After that the whole 
tr.ip just went to helJ, and 
Macaulay went along, wonder
ing why. 

It wa<;n't the death that 
panicked everybody. Macau
lay, for example, had beeR 
working Prelim for twelve 
years. A fter that long, a guy's 
seen st range planets kill lot!! 
o f  people, and come pretty 
close to getting killed himself, 
unless he's been luckier than 
he's got any right to be. After 
a while, a professional Prelim 
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worker develops an attitude of 
respectfully ignoring death. 
Death was just a thing that 
was around most of the time, 
you know, but you couldn't 
talk to him or anything, so you 
just politely ignored him and 
tried not to step on his toes. 

Macaulay was pretty well 
set up for ignoring most any� 
thing he wanted. He was a big 
bull of  a man, heavy bodied 
and strong. He shouldered past 
dangers like a man making his 
way through a crowd o f  wom· 
an shopjX'rs, careful, but reso� 
Jute. And he never could really 
understand why there had been 
so much t rouble on that parti� 
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u1lar Surw·y. Tht' Clpt <t in was 
� r e, -n ,  :-urt', i t  was his f ir"!  
:f, , ; ;mand.  Hut a f l e r  al l ,  t he 
] .id n d  i t ...: d f  wa-; �ucb a J)U."'h
l·n-r t h a t  )facaulay figured 
.nyhorly, no m a t ter ht,w gretn , 
f • • t l ld  h;n•t: handled i t .  :'\ow i f  
i •  k i d  bttn a rea I 1•-'U!!h mH', 
n r· :-;ay t hat .'\ n t otres IV job, 
i ;  \o\ ould have been d i fferen ! ,  
l .w ft'nnt'l I I w a s  as close t o  
i ·: r ff'Ct a s  any l'rcl i m i n a r)' 
�urv1·y Tt-a m wa" l i kely t o  
f ind .  Bl' l l t r  than Terra, a l 
lll• • S I .  

Tht'y had �t.-1  d o w n  in  a g i 
,l! i1 1 l t i c  me;ulow . t lav .c:ide. I t  wa-> 
� rt-a l nice mead�w, a gentle 
p!t�ct', with hip-deep gra�s rip
pl in){ �liJ!htly i n  the win£1. 
Frt•J•l t he lock it had looked 
lih a bril l iant  emerald Jake 
bd ng :-o t irred by a �oft , fall  
btf<':t.e. I t  was probably eight 
or n i ne miles w i de, with rug
,l!t·d moun t <� i n s  shooting up on 
t h<· f"<>�t a nd a th ick rain forest 
nn tht• wt-st . Looking at the 
rnoulow you couldn't  believe 
t hc·re could be much wrong 
with a pla net that had a 
meadfrw l ike tha.t on i t .  

I n  t h e  Labs, deep i n  the 
bt-lly 1•r the h uge ship, al l  the 
l i t t l t:  g<�uges s:wung their point-

er!i around to 1 .0 Tt·rr� s:calf'. 
There wasn't uny :;igni ricant 
d i f ference umil maybe t wo ot 
t h ree dt•cimal ph�ct-�. It was 
going to be a milk run.  

I n  the Un3ki l lt: tl quarters, 
� Ittcaulay i n fornwd the crew 
of his own perstmal opinions, 
while they packed tiH· ir  geM. 

"Six months," he � a i d .  "Six 
months at mo�t . C"a t ;�Iogue 
everything we can get our 
hands on,  figure out t he ecolo
gy pattern, and go home. Paid 
vacation , boys." 

" � l ayb;:-," sa id one sour in
d ivi<lual .  " I  !'t'en planets in  
my day looked e<�.�r, too,  but 
you can't  always tc· l l .  How the 
hell you know that  grass  a in 't  
full o f  l i t t l e  poison things, just  
wai t ing for  some E<t!" l h  meat ? "  

" O h ,  for Ch ri:-:sake ! "  said 
!\facaulay. "You WNe born 
with a suspicious hea d .  You're 
always lookint for t rouLTt. You 
wouldn't be h<�ppy if you 
couldn't find something wrong, 
and if you could n ' t  find any
t h i ng, you'd make !'ometh i ng 
up. That ri�ht bnys ? "  He 
t u rned to the rest of the Un
skilled crewmen ft)r con firma
tion. They gener� l ly  agreed 
that wa� righ t ,  la rgo:ly l.*GHJse 
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Macaulay had more Pr�· l im 
sl'rvil'l' t i 1:1 1 1  any o f  the rc.st  o f  

t h�·m , and t h l'y paiJ. t h e i r  n�
.:;1)1..'\.:t  tv hi.s .:;,·n inr i ty .  l ie al.�u 
stood a ht·ad hi;,;her than t he 
t.d lt>.•t ui t h e m .  

• · Y u u  j t b l  \Va i t  a n J  sec ,"  
con t i n ued ) f . tcau!ay cheer fu l 
ly. " )J a n .  w h en y o u  g u y s  r u n  
i n to �nme damn c l inker  of a 
pbnet you h a \·e to  change t he  
whu!c- rcu! . • ..; y  aruunrl ,  you" ! !  
Lc ple:1 t y  g !JJ to  renH'mbt·I 
t h i.� u n t · .  I t eU  )"lEt, it ';; a paid 
\"J.C::!.I io : l . ' '  

J:'\:iTI� l - � I E"\"T t p,:t in _·� had 
bt·�· n t: runp l i - t t>l l .  The planet 

wa.s ::.� clu . ·e :n Tl':·ra nurm:d 
a:-; anyqn(• cnuld w i .-h .  Thc
spcakcrb : IX  i n  the crP\V quar
ter.� �;put l l'r<'d once and rmit
ted the t h i n .  di .� t or ted voice of 
Capt ain Thomas T\:nny. 

' 'Crewmen w i l l proceed to 
set  up eoca mpme-nt around the 
sh i-p . ' '  It cl id;.erl o f f. 

Macaulay was vaguely both
er('d that the Captain had for
gotten t h e  u.o;ual high-flown 
pe-p-talk .  E v e r y b o d y just 
laughed at i t  anyway, but still, 
it  wa;; part o f  the rou t i ne-.  Kind 
of a l i t t l e  courte;;y, and he 
shouldn' t  have le£t i t  out. That 

Captain Penny was a st r:l.llge 
orH.', kl'L'ping to his cai1i1� t l u:  
whole  t h ree momh tr ip,  llt' v t.' r  

ta l k i:q to .:tnylxKiy ('X!.:Cpt trJ 
give di rect comman,J:-i. O h ,  
w(.•ll. He w J. s  ne-w. Hl.''d iL•.Jrn 
b;-;t enough. 

The crew t rooped out o f  the 
lod.:  sing!,, f i l l' ,  carry i ng thrir  
gl':lr on t h  .. i r  back:>. Thl'y 
f,mlh'J a pre •. : i .�e .�quJ.re at t lH� 
rw.'l', :md ..- t uod at  a l l r· n t ivn  
whi !l'  t he 'hrid_:..:e· pokl'd i t :.  \":Jy 
out oi  t l :.: ! Jul l .  r,·nny ('J\ ! ('ft.'d 
th �· ;�b S ·l"ill' do l l l �l' .  a-:r- r! nJi\:l·  
n! �·d by ;; ,, m e  n i  t h e  h i!--(h,· � 
r:li: k i n �  ]Wtple frum t h r  Sl: i ·  
e n c e  Cun t in;;::>n l .  I I •_' picked u � ,  
t h e  h�nd m l k e  :w,J  ;; tond f , J r  :1 
molllt ' l l l  d i .�pa.-.;; innal l'ly sur
vc-y i n � tlw a.->:.t>mbled crew. 

' · Very wt'il. gl· n t lemen . ' '  his 
ampl i iiE'd voice came to thrm. 
"\\'e are herr. Clear the area 
and set up your tents ."  H-e 
tu rned and left the bridg:e 
abruptly, and the dome retrac t 
e- d  slowly i n t o  t h e  hul l ,  bu7.
zing quietly. 

' ;\\'el l ,  for-" 
'' Relax, buddy," snap[lt'\1 

).Iacaulay. "What did you ex
pect him to do, wis-h us happy 
birthdav?'' 

"Wh;t a ro1d sonofahitch."  
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"I said relax l "  repeated tender roots of the meadow 

Macaulay. "Cap'n Penny's got grass. 
better things to do than stand Scout planes repxted �eing 
around and make small talk herds of large, apparently bet 
with you. Now get this goddam bivorous animals at some dis
art'a clear. Hopl , tance, but none had been seen 

As he went about his own 
duties, �lacaulay was irritated 
by the Captain's shortness. His 
own half-official straw bos� 
position in the crew meant that 
if  anything happened, he would 
very likely hear the brunt of it. 
It would be more troublesome 
if the Captain were going to 
t reat the crew as a bunch of 
voice-<:ontrolled m a c h i n e s. 
Well, maybe he'd warm up 
after the operation got under 
way. 

T
HE next two days were 
routine. The crew gathered 

samples of everything. Grass, 
dirt , rocks, OO'Wers, everything. 
It all disappeared into the bel
ly of the ship where the Science 
Contingent figured it out. As 
more and more samples were 
classified and analyzed, it went 
faster. Some small varieties of 
insa:t llft're found, and an ani
mal about the size of a large 
mou5e which lived on the 

within the meadow. 
The t·hird day, toward eve· 

n ing, Watch spotted them from 
his station atop the hull. 

11Hey l Cows ! '' he shouted. 

Mocaulay wanted to ask 
where, but Watch couldn 't 

hear him through the dome. 
His binoculars were pointed 
toward the forest Jess than a 
mile away. Macaulay watched 
the dome and saw Captain 
Penny enter from below. The 
Captain took the powerful 
binoculars and fisffi them on 
the edge of the forest. He 
watched silently for several 
minutes before he returned the 
binoculars and picked up the 
hand mike. 

"Crewmen attention," he 
said. "A herd of  approximately 
thi rty to forty large animals 

has appeared at the edge of 
the forest. On seeing the ship, 
they milled about and re-en· 
tered the forest. I want a five 

man squad ready to leave at 
dawn t()fll{)!'Nli'IP and 5Ktlre a 
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:::pccimen . Equip yourselves 
w: th paralyzers for obtaining 
the :.pecimcn and heat.bla.sts in 
t h e  cve;J t the animals shouh1 
prove ho., t i l l' .  �Iacaulav will 
cunmmttd .  anJ will l'l'i�rl  the 
.;-.:L ·c t iun oi h i s  squad to me. ' '  

• · :\d riz.4 h t , ' '  s3id :\ I a�.:au lay 
wk·n t he Captain had ]p ft the 
\\'atch dume.  He quickly sur
n�y ... · l t:tc knnt o f  crrw!ncn. He 
wuuld want two old IH·ads to 
ba nd it"  the joO, and he could 
give t w .J  of the new k ids t he ir 
f ir...;t p:t : :-o l .  " i\ J a..<;on, B:utley, 
you 'n.• on. take care of  equiJ>
ping: th..: party, and I ' l l  take 

yuu, Hammond is i t  ?-and you 
:here." H(• point ed at a young 
man stand ing at the edge of 
the crowd. "\Vhat's your name, 
sun ? ' '  

"Fri tch ,  sir," replied the 
young::.trr. 

":\l l  righ t ,  Fritch, you'll go 
along. too. ' '  

\\'lwn the men had dispersed 
t o their own tents,  Fritch ap
proached :\Iacaulay. 

''.:\lr. :\Iacauby , si r:· 
"You dl)n't  ha\·c to cal l me 

'si r, ' kirl. I'm no officer or any· 
thing like that. \\'hat's your 
troublr?''  

"?\o t rouble , ) J r. !Hacaulay, 

I was j ust wondering if some· 
one ebe cou ldn ' t take my pla.ce 
on the squad tomorrow. Fellow 
in the tent next to me :;aid he'd 
tal;.e i t . "  

"\\'hy ; "  
''\Vei l .  no reason really, ' '  

:;aid the Uuy, rubUing his cht'tk 
w i t h  the bJck o f  h is hand. " l  
ju:;t-wc\ 1 ,  I 'd rather wa.it a 
l i t lh· wh i le-. that 's all." 

"You'll  have to lea rn some
t ime,  boy , ' '  said i\Iacaulay. : : I t 
m ight a ,;  well be now. Therr: 
won ' t bt• a �ly t rouble. You bel · 
ter come ::�lor.g." 

"B ut--well ,  cou ldn 't 1-'' 
"No," said :\Iacaulay. 
"A l l righ t , :\'lr. Macaulay. 

juSt thought I'd ask . "  

"That's O.K, kid," �Iacau· 
Jay said . · 'Evtrybody's a l itt le 
nervous first t ime out. Don't 
let it worry you . "  He clapped 
the boy on the shoulder as he 
left. Then he went into the 
sh ip to report the selection of 
th e squad to Captain Penny. 

Xatura\ly, i t  was Fritch the 
R ider  killed the next day. 

T
HE souad found the herd 
of animals gath ered J USt m· 

s.idr t h ('  fringe 0£ for('St: 
\-Vatch's dt>.'>cription ha.d b<-cn 
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ap! , thcv were much like cows. 
Xot so .ful l i n  body. and a l i t
tle longer, t iH'Y st i ll exhibited 
many of t·hc charilcter ist ics of 
the dome�t ic cow. They were 
u n i form tan i n  color, exccrt for 
a jet black furry ruff around 
their  necks. They were placi<l
ly brows ing the forest floor, 
occa� ional ly em i t t ing low rum
bling sounds which were ap
pa rently what p.1�sed w i t h  
t h e m  for a contented moo. 

The five men entered the 
forest qu ietly and sepa rated, 
remain ing within sight of each 
other. They were strung I n  a 
rough half circle along the 
edge of  the herd. Macaulay 
didn't know whether the beasts 
had any serJsc of smell or not, 
but he kept the group upw ind 
just in case. 

The phone plug in his ear 
buzzed, and Ba rt ley 's voice 
�id : 1 '  Mac, look over there by 
that big tree . There's one o r  
them cows wi thout his fur col
lar!' 

"I don 't see i t ," said �facau
la.y. · ·Yeah, now I do , there 
was one of them i n  the way. 
).f�ybe i t 's a female or some
th ing ." 

"Could be,� agreed Bartley. 

�fa 'ion's Yoice came low ovrr 
the phone. · 'Think we .-.buuld 
t ry to  get one with and one 
w;thoul : "  

' · \\'e bet ter ," ,:\ fac:wlHy re
plied. "The ::;citnce crcw·l l
hr·v.  look : "  

:J'he barc-ntd�t'rl 'cow' had 
stopped beneat h  the  t r rt'. On a 
low branch d i rt'Ct i ly above i t ,  
the men couhJ see movemf'nt. 
A th ick , furry object bega n to 
lower from t he branch, �Jowly,  
swayi ng gently. \\'hen i t  wa! 
stretched out ful l  kn�t h ,  the 
men saw that i t  " a s l ike a 
huge, black caterpil lar.  pt>rhaps 
t h ree feet in leng t h and pro
port ion ately thick. It d ropped 
from the branch and curled its  
furry body around the cow's 
neck. The cow seemed to take 
no heed of its rider,  but moved 
contentedly on. now exact ly 
resembl ing all the oihcr.c:. 

"V.'el l ,  I'll be da m ned ," 
whispered ).facaulay. ' ·Those 
collars aren't part of the an i 
m a l  a t  a l l ! They 're some other 
an imal en t i rely . The-y hide up 
i n  the trees and d rop down on 
the cow�.  I wondt'r  what-" 
He broke off as he gla nced 
across the space between h im4 
�el f and Fritch. The boy's pale 
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face stood out clearly in the 
dark furest .  Above his head 
dangle-d the slowly swaying 
l>ody o f  o n e  n f  t he huge ridl'rs. 

' � F r i t c h : "  shouted ?llacau
Jay. But <l'> he shouted, the 
blal k fu rry creature dropped. 

Fri tch screamed ju.o;t once .. 
and ft'll hack ,  out o f  ."ight. The 
har.,hncss of  his  voice �tartled 
the g:razinr� herd, and they 
s t i f fenr:-d .  S l owly, C'\''-"ry animal  
tu r n :·d i n  t h .?  d irect i �m o f  t h e  
scrf':, m .  J ; ].; o  :. ll  m:;ny rnmp:b . ., 
net·, ! ! ·. · .� .  ·i :l( 're \Cts ck:.:.d si
knc\' ; , i  : h �· l i l i l l' ci;·:t r i ;:;.; .  ;mJ 
n o  i u r t !E· r  :.uun�l c:m�c from 
t h l' :-.p Jt v .  i : t' rc  f r i t c h  lnd 
f�dl�·:t. Th�· c o w ;-;  were ri :; id ,  
s t a r i t t e;  i mr�assivcly, seeming 
s ta t ues. 

i\ bc:tuby hesitated. The 
animals d ispassionate gaze 
seemed som.:-how menacing. 
They migh t suddenly break 
from their frozen trance and 
stampede i n  that direction. 
\\'ell , t·he hell  with it. He ran 
toward Fritch, shouting. The 
cows did not move, but 
wat-ched fixedly. 

T
HE four men reached the 
sfX)t where Fritch had fall

en in time to see the f�.trry 

animal d rawing itsrl f rhyth
m ical ly away from Fri tch's 
fallen body with a sl u;gish, 
snakr-like motion. l\Iacaulay 
fi red on the run with his heat
blast ,  and the creature sizzled 
and exploded. Fr i tch was drad. 
The animal ha.d app.:nentiy 
b.nded d i rC'C t ly on the back nf 
his neck. for thNe we;e two 
parallel l i nes of t iny punc t u n•s 

I herr. 

; .Lct '5 �;-t the hrll out  of  
hf'" r  r � "  s:tid g � l r l  ky, :;cann i n:� 
t he l o w  l i n ; IJ5 of  t i l C' t rc�·� 
around thr:m. 

' "Yt':th, ' '  s:o iJ :\fac:!uhy. 
' ' .\ 1:-t."Ull ,  you and J lammond 
brin� the - k id '  . .; body. I ' l l  W' 
f i r .-; t ,  Bart  Try br ing up the rr:u. 
Cnmc on � "  

They made their way rapid
ly to the edge of the forest and 
out into the deep meadow 
grass. Macaulay fired an 
emergency signal and they 
were met by a heavily armed 
party of experienced Prelim 
men . Thus escorted th<'y re
turned to the sh ip. Fritch's 
body was immediately t ahn 
into the ship for examination, 
and l\facaulay reported to 
Captain Penny. 

Penny's quarters were spare 
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and hard. The Capta in himsel f 
sat exprcssionlt•ss at the metal 
de!'k and l istened , h is hands 
clasped together on the de!'k. 

"And that's about the story,  
Captai n ," said :\Iacau lay. 

•·c i g a r e t t e, i\Iacaulay ? "  
asked the Captain , extendi ng 
an oren box. 

"Thank you, si r, I don't 
smoke." 

Pmny l i t  one, blew a long 
plu me of  blue smoke at  the 
cdling. " \'cry interest in.!!:, �Llc
au lay ,"  he s..1.id evenly. "\'ou 
say t hese-Riders,  as you call 
t hl'm-wcrc around the necks 
o f  all  the cow-l ike a n i mal s ? "  

"Yes s i r , "  said :\Iacaulay, 
" Exn•pt for the one we saw 
where the Rider dropped on 
h im ." 

"And the cows froze when 
thc-ah, emergency startled 
them." 

' 'Yes, sir ." 
"Hmm." A fter a momentary 

pause, Penny said abruptly, 
"You didn't get a specimen, 
Macaulay ." 

<4No, sir. What with the poor 
kid and all, I decided to-" 

Penny waved him to silence, 
and deliberately crushed his 
cigarette. 

"Well , Macaulay, you were 
sent to get a �pcc imcn of  the 
large animal and you did not 
bring one back. I t  will be so 
noted in the log.' '  

�l!tCaulay looked at the Cap
tain's lean, hard face . .-\. real 
cool one. 

"Yes sir " 
wrh-�t will be all for now," 

said Penny, watching h i m  with 
a casual, disinterested a ir .  He 
remained SC'ated while tht! 
crewman rose and turned t o  
g o .  "::\facau lay," he said quiet
ly. 

"Yes, :-:. i r ? "  
"Tomorrow you w i l l  replace 

Fritch in your squad and ob
tain specimens of the cows and 
riders. ' '  

11Ycs, sir ." 

wi·IEN l\'facaulay h:1rl gone, 
Captain Thomas Penny 

sat staring at  the blank bulk
head un t il , by an effort o f  will ,  
he could unclench his  lmnds.  
He l i t another cigarette.  hut 
the hot dry smoke irritated 
him , and he r:rushcd it out . 

So the Fritch boy had been 
killed, he thought. Captain 
Penny 's first mistake. He won
dered i f  any of the rest of the 
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crew knew the boy had come 
to his quarters last night. He 
decided not. When a man turns 
coward, he wants as few people 
to know as possible. Penny 
knew t'hat very well. 

Fritch had been, in Penny's 
eyes, despicable. His thin face 
was pale as he pleaded to be 
excused from the patrol. Penny 
looked at him with disgu!'t, 

"You 're behaving like a 
child, l\Ir. Fritch," he said 
coldly. " I f  you're not big 
enough for the job you hired 
on to do, you never should 
have come. The first necessity 
for any Prelim man, from cook 
to Captain, is to know himsel f, 
and his own capabilities." Sud
denly, Penny had felt the 
whole �ccne to be familiar, 
deja v u .  He was playing out a 
scene already played before. 
The sensation made him acute
ly uncomfortable. 

He had dismissed Fritch 
abruptly, then, giving him the 
dubious choice of going on the 
patrol as ordered, or being 
taken off the payroll and held 
in custody until the return to 
Terrabase. 

Now why, thought Penny, 
had the scene been so distaste-

ful ? It  was, arter all, not ter
ribly unusual for a crewman 
to freeze on his first trip. And 
w:hy had it all seemed so fa
miliar? There was something in 
that familiarity, something 
more than the common deja vu 

expcrience1 but he could not 
place it. 

T
HAT night, as he began to 
drift into sleep, random 

images and phrases flitt,ed 
across his mind, and suddenly, 
there it was. You're not big 
enough for the joh . .Yot big 
enough for the job .  Not big 
rnou.gh. 

Betty. Betty had �aid that , 
when she called the night be
fore takeoff. Penny sat sud
rlrnly upright ,  remembering the 
shock of being awakened by 
the visi from a shallow, trou
bled sleep. He had not heard 
from Betty since the di\'orce 
six weeks earlier. 

"Good evening, Thomas,"' 
Detty said sweetly. "Did I 
wake you?" 

"Yes, you did," said Penny. 
•• I'm sorry. I called to con� 

gratulate you on your new com
mand." 

"Thank you," said Penny. 
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' 'You kno·.\' i t ' l l  prol>ably be 
a colo;;.-.a.l b.i l u re, don 't you � "  
.!. h e  con t i n urd d i�pa.�:; ionatcly. 

' " B d t y ,  for G()d's sake-' ' 
"Sow dvn' t  get excited, 

Thoma_;,  I t ';; j ust a cal m .  un� 
C'tnot  ion a\  statrmrnt.  You·r� 
VL'fY fond o f  ca l m , rational 
s t atemfnh, rcrnrmbrr? Eii i 
cient  a n ;.sh-;-;is o f  the  s i tuat ion 
�nd all t i1:ll . \Yt-'11 .  that 's i t .  
\'ou wi : J  und � ;ub i •:d lv make a 
hn:· r i lJJ:- I l l . ' ' -� n u '  oi . th is  co;�;-

' · \'nu l i l l L· : J i l c ' , , ' '  :' ,t i d  Pen
ny. 

' " \\'h : · .  Th r : ·,; ·· - :  T! J L I \  n••t  
:1. ra t itn � �  t l : · n �  t o �  . �ay. Yl!u 
dPn ' t  w:l : l !  { , )  l t · t  y!lt. t r  emot iuw:: 
: l i f,·ct Yi )U l i k::- t l n t .  You want 
t v  k('t-]1 t h i n _��  l l !ld,•r  f irm in
te- l lechnl con t rH I .  That 's  what 
you live by, Thomas, remem
ber ? "  

" [ don 't  have t o  listen to--" 

":\ h ,  but you will ," said 
Brtty.  ' ' You'd l isten to anyone 
who was talk ing about you, no 
matter  what thev said. Because 
undernea th that

· 
i m p a s s i v e  

ma."k.  Thomas, the only thing 
y(.)U really care about is what 
peopl<> th ink of you . " 

"Th('r('\ nothing abnormal 
about that .'' 

''When you pretend to be 
completely indcpcnd .. ·n t ?  \\"hen 
you wave you r scl i·s u f f i c it>nt·y 
l i k e  a fb3 ? Thuma.�, do YtlU 
know why you wear that lll3�k ? 
l !avc you rver rral!y t h ough t 
about i t ?  I ' l l  teJJ you why. Be· 
cause you 're <le.�JX'ratt-ly afraid 
o f  bring found out. You're run· 
vincrd i f  people knew you fur 
wh:lt you are,  t hry'd r::ject 
you.  and that 's one lhinA you 
C:ln ' t  stand.  I gur:;s I pruwd 
t i n t ,  d i , J n ' t  I? I gr1t t�·h inJ  
)'D t : r  m;d.: .  an,] I cu:d : l n ' t  l ive 
\...,- ; 1 �1 \dnt  l f u u n d  t h .:- r,•. \ ! �d  

:: ;�·�· �;��� :�.�r 

r
�� ;��l �r;1: ��;;�' �-lCf1�� : ::: 

•.dlll knows whJ.l y .. u rnl!y 
are. ' '  

"That';; ridiculous. Bet tv .  l 
a:> ked for t his job brcau�c I 
wanted i.t." 

"And you never would have 
gotten i t  without your fathN's 
poli t ical in fluencl". Not w i t h  
y o u r  record of pet t y  failure.:;; . 
You always back ou t in the 
clutch,  Thomas, you alway.;;; 
make the coward's choice. :\nd 
enough of those choices begin 
to make themselves obvious, 
even on a cool, impt."rsonal 
record. Little things, Thomas., 
but they trap you, because 
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(·,·rry ()ne you make adds up, 
u n t i l  t'\·enl i lal ly you c�m ·t make 
a n y t h ing but the coward's 
choice. 

• · \'  ou 're not big enough ror 
t h e  j (•b, Thumac;. When you 
t a l; e  a m:t n 's job, the fi rst 
t':':'t'n ! ial i�  to know your�el f,  
�HHI yOtJr capabil i t ies. And 
y<}u ' J I  nenr do that bec?. uo;e 
you're a fraid to know. You 
don 't w;mt \t) k now what you 
really are, Thomas , I've got 
bru i -;e!' to prove that. You 're 
a fraid to know, and you 'll go 
to any lengths to keep fron, 
f ind ing nut. You're not big 
en ough- "  

Pt>nny reached forward and 
�hut off  the set wi t h a viciou.! 
swipe of h i s hand. God l How 
typical of H(:t ty to do a th ing 
l i k e  that � Ca l l i ng t he night be

fore la k�.:,ff to  needle him.  He 
wontlered what she expected to 
ga i n from i t .  A woman 's mal

ice. Simple malice. 
His forehead was damp, and 

he went to the bathroom and 
."'[Xmged i t  off .  �o u�e gett ing 
exci ted aOOut i t .  There was 
really no point to it. She was 
just t ry ing to  gt't back at him 
for some fancie<l wrong, he de

cided, There ""'as really noth-

ing to i t  a t  a l l .  He : u nH'�i nut  
t he l i g h t  ancJ t , u l :l·J tht cu\'t'f.! 

up. 
Big f't/OUJ;h. Bi�:; ('JI�IIIJ)I. Big 

tnougl:. 

He had forgot ten all abuut 
it next day, i n  the IJ.u:- i l c  of 
departu r<>, the t hou:->and detai ls  
o f  takeo f f . :\ nd now Fr i tch 's 
dC"ath had brou�ht ii. b:.Kk t o  
h im .  I t  angtrcd h im that he 
had used Bet t y 's words I n  talk

ing to Fritch. S u rely Bet t y 's 
fem i n i n e  ,- ic iou ... nt·�s hadn't 
made th<tt dN·p an  irnpr�:" ion . 
It was �imply coi ncidence , he 
dec ided . A common phrase. 
�ot big enough for the job. He 
had probably heanl i t  usffi in 
one context or a nother a t hou
sand t imes w i t hout th i nk ing 
any more about i t .  It was pur e 
ly coinciden tal t h a t  he h a d  
u!'-ed i t  talking to F r i tch. 

That , he though t ,  was the 
t rouble w i t h knowing a little 
about p.�ycholo�y . You looked 
for h idden meani ng." in the sim
plest coincidt'nce of phrasing. 
Big 010Uf!. h.  Big rnout:h. RiK 
enou.�h. Shut i t off, he thought 
angri ly. It  was like y.ome idio
t ic song rol l in,:! i n  his hearl .  
�onsense �vllablt's that  insist 
on repc-t i t io�. :\""on�en<>t". 
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WHE� Macaulay's t e a m  

brought back a Ride-r 
that afternoon, dead, it  was 
turned over to Marie Homan 
for exami rwtivn .  The biologist  
Wl:'nl abocrt h e r  business quiet 
ly ,  pr�·J xtr ing t h e  crea t u n· for 
:; t u J v .  :\bcaubv remai ned in 
the ·laUoraiory br iefly . watch 
in� her w :J r k .  I t  was crrta i nly 
not thro ugh any ron1a n t i c  in
INC�! that  he remained.  Even 
without  t h � t  ll {' W  hypoc{}ndi
t ionin�.  ) f:l -::a u by wuu l d  have 
ber-n l i t t l e  interestL"d in Marie 
Homan.  h i :;  ta::;tc ran to more 
spectacular 5p�cimens of fem
i n i n i t y .  

S h e  w a s  s m a l l  and sl ight , 

with undistinguished brown 
h ai r pul led t ight ly back in a 
bun .  She was young, though, 
Macaulay thought, in her 
later twenties, perhaps. Her 
face wa;;; well modeled, but 
I a c k e d any dist inguishing 
feature, any focus. There was 
an aura of neutral ity about 
her. She ffi1Jved neither wit•h 
grace nor awkward ness , she 
was nei ther  ugly nor pre-tty. 

M o u s y was the word, 
�lacauby dccidrd. She was 
l i ke a I i t t !:::- gray mouse moving 
inconspicuously in the white 

laboratory. If she were happy, 
one could not tdl : it would be 
private. If she were unhappy , 
one would ne\"(:r know. for her  
u nhappine;;� would b , ·  nn a 
.smal l scale, l i ke a d raw ing of 
the real thing.  

' '\\"hat do you think i t ',; all  
about ? "  asked ::\Jacaulay.  

' 'The anima l ?  I don't  knuw . ' '  
S h e  looked at 1 he biL: crt'wman 
lean ing casual ly again::,t  the 
vacuum hood. He se:·med a 
plea5<'lnt enough sort ,  though 
probably not mw . .:h above a 
ch i ld,  mentally. ' 'You s:ty 
t hese are always found i n  
c o n  j u n c t i o n w i t h  another 
spec ies ? "  

" Yeah," said 1\·lacaulay. " A t  
lca!:it t h e  only separate ones I 've 
seen was the one that d ropped 
onto one of the cows and the 
one that killed Fritch. This one 
here was riding . a cow, but 
when we paralyzed the cow he 
started to crawl away. That's 
how we got him." • 

"It  was alive, thrn." said 
i\Iarie. 

"Oh, sure, he was al ive , all 
right ," repl ied :\facaulay. " llut 
I guess he must 've died on tht: 

way to camp. What d'you 
make out o( that ? "  
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. .  1 don't know," repeated 
Marie. ' 'It  could be some Corm 
of symbiosis, W e'U be able to 
tell more about it after exam� 
ination." 

40\Vell, that's your job,'' 

said Macaulay. "I got to get 
back to work now. \Ve'll see 
you later, take care of your
self." 

"I will," she replied. 

AS she watched :Macaulay's 
heavy body move easily 

through the door, �larie Ho
man briefly enlC'rtaincd an old 
regret that men should have 
such an o\·erwhelming physi� 
cal advantage over women. 
\Vdl, there was nothing for it .  
That wa� the way things were, 
and you had to put up with it. 
She turned back to her sub
ject-what had that man cal� 
led it ?-a Rider, that was it
and began the dissection. As 
she worked swi ftly with the 
knife ,  her mind roved over the 
possibilities inherent i n  the in
fonnation the crewman had 
given her. 

Symbiosis or parasitism was 
certainly very possible. But 
then, in one sense, the entire 
ecology of a planet might be 

considered a complex symbios
is. The planet one member, the 
delicately baJanced pattern of 
l i fe on its surface t•he other. 
Both elements, giving and re
ceiving in turn what they mut
ually need for life. 

Sometimes, i n  the Jab, that 
sense of  unity haunted her. In 
the midst of work, even when 
it was going we\1 , she would 
suddenly be seized with a con
viction of her own inadequacy. 
1\� o matler how hard she 
worked, no matter how thor
ough the job, she could never 
know. She could ne\'cr under
stand one animal fully, i n  it
selL To understand,  she must 
look at the animal i n  relation 
to its world, how i t  lived, hmv 
it died, how it rqJroduced. 
There was nothing complete in 
itsel f ,  nothing you could take 
and say ' Here ! Here is Truth ! ' . 
All things were dependent in 
the world of nature, depend 
ent on some certain relation tl.J. 
the world about them, and 
that relation was seldom clear. 

The world of men, the social 
world, was the same, and it 
frightened her, for she could 
never see clearly her own rt· 

lations to that world. Depen· 
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den<:c wa.o; an ignoble th ing , 
somC'how, demeaning . �Iaric 
had never been able to under· 
stand how a wurnan could Or
com� 1.h-prnclent on a man. Her 
own sister's marriage had bcet1 
l i ke that,  a th ing of drpcnd
rncc. The- h u�b:md never giv
ing. alw:.�.ys drnu.nding, harsh , 
c r u e 1 ;  and yrt her sist('r 
seemed h:tppy. Why, she coulrl 
nul ny. 

SvciC'�Y wa--. not f:1ir t o  a 
wcm.Jn .  Lm:in .� her alw:ty:-; t o  
st :br.1 i t ,  \ ')  � t : rrrnr!er,  t o  l.:e-

���-!:1��1 ,�:��1:�;: :: i :�:; :t:��f::).��J :�.�:� t � 
t r:tp. !.ht i t c'.l  \',. ; i h  a si 1 1 1pk bio
logi-:-:\1 n :- e- d .  fnr which a W O ·  
man was forced to �8-cr ih:c 
her indepC':-�dencc. \:Vrl l , �Iarie 
Homan was not going to fall 
into that t rap. She, at least, 
had her profrssion, and there 
was a stn'ngth in t ·hat . 

S
HE knrw she was not pretty, 
i n  the ordi nary sense. B ut 

that was because she refused 
to paint hersel f like other wo
men in their desperate scramble 
for a mate . She was �Iarie Ho
man, Doctor Marie Homan. 
She was i ndependent , she w� 
her own woman, in  perfe-ct pos
session and control of herself. 

She d id not nee-d a man . She: 
could even re-member clearly 
the very mom::n t i n  her l i fe 
when she had decided that  men 
were always going to be second
ary to her. 

It had been just after  that 
distastciul affair at thc  Scni•J I  
Cla.s� dance when �he had 
c a v c s d r o p  p c d-that  was 
wrong, but  aft�r al l ,  it wa;0; ac
didont:d -and hl·ard IH'r d a l e  
o i fcr a pimply - Ltc::d lHy f i v e  
d . , l lars to take hf'r l 1 1 ·me .  Tha�  
n !;.;:h t ,  whr n t . ·a rs  wo;t l d n "  
lunza C U i l l <'  . .she lnd tkc id ,'·.l 
f inuly .  :\'ev\.· r  :: .� ·.t i n  \'.- , ,u ld ;., 1 1 ;
bc put in a [)O:; i t iun of dc;wn d 
r n c c  on t h e  unpred i c t :-: l.J!r ,  sel i
i .�h whims of a nun.  \\"l:Pn and 
i f  she ever married,  i t  \votlld 
be on her own I N m :;. ,  a.;; equals .  
And it had worked out exactly 
as she had planned . !'."ow she 
was independent, respected in 
her field .  She was a good tech· 
nician. No biological gen ius , of 
course, but a sound, competent 
worker. The very fac t that t-he 
most difficult problem of the 
Survey, the Ride-r, had been 
turned over to her was proof 
or  that. 

She was suddenly aware that 
her hands had stopped moving, 
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that ..-he was !'it t ing at the 
benches w i t h  t he :-h i n i ng scalp� 
d h:wginl( idle, staring un .«ee· 
i ng a t  the furry body �fore 
her. W i l h  an angry shake of 
her hea d ,  ::.he ret urned the  glit· 
tering blade to the i ncision she 
had bt·gu n .  

The nt"xt  few hours  went  
!'iWi ftly, w;thout her being 
aware of the pa ... S\ge of t ime. 
She found the entire ventral 
s.u.rface of the Rider to be a 
sheet of  unstr iated, contractile 
muscle. If one could draw an 
a nalogy with Terran organisms, 
that would 1rn.•a n it  was an in
voluntary mechanism, actuat
ed i n  some way automatically. 
I m bedded in  the slab o f  m uscle 
W('"re two rows of tiny barbs, 
hollow and rctract ible. I n  re
laxation the barbs should be 
withdrawn in to  t he 'belly.' A 
viiJient .o;pao.:modic cont raction 
of trhe ventral sheat·h would 
extend t hem. Each barb ended 
in a membraneous sac within 
the sh('(>t of muscle. The same 
contract ion that extended t he 
ba rb would also squecze the 
con tents of the  s.1c do·wn the 
hollow channel . l t was a pois· 
on mffhanism,  of the simplest 
kiml. B u t  if r·he oostriated 

muscle was any ira.l ication,  i t  
was i nvol un la ry . H o w  was i t  
tr iggered ? Selling t hat prob
lem aside for the mom<•nt ,  she 
rxa mineti the c;rcuL .. a t ory sys· 
trm. 

I t ,  too,  was rC'mark;Jbly �im
ple, a fairly commnn s i ngle au� 
ride type heart . Hardly e\"en 
a hcart , but a .' i mple tul>e w i t h  
a succes;-;.ion o f  enl<� rgenwnts 
sep:trated by \"ah·e�. The res
piratory .o;y:-Otf'm w<t..; Ntually un
complicated, about on a par 
with  that of a frog. It was !'ur
prising that a land-going ani
mal cc.u ld attain such a res
p<'CI<1ble size w i t h  .- uch pr imi
t i n  biologic «JUipmen l .  

T h e  nervous !')"� tem was 
another que!'tion ent i rely. Here 
she found incredible comple"· 
ity. The more closely it wa.s 
examined, the more �he real
iud that the scope and purpose 
o f  such a nervous svstem wa..�; 
total ly  beyond he; compre
he-nsion. Where the R ider's 
other functional ..-ystems wt>re 
a.lmost l u d icrous in t heir  �im· 
pl ici ty,  its ner\'ous !"'yst<.>m ·was 
incredibly wcll-deH·loped. But 
to what pu rpose? There wa.c; 
no need for such a complex 
cont rol system on .o;uc<h a Slim-
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ple organism. It was like us
ing the ship's computer to 
turn on a light sn.·itch. And 
besides, as far as she could 
sec, very little o f  that com· 
plexity was actually used for 
control and regulation of the 
animal's body. What unknown 
usc the rest served she did not 
know, and could not guess. 

As she sat in growing ex
citement and bewilderment, she 
heard the lab door open behind 
her. 

CAPT:\11\i Penny's intention 
in go ing to the B iolab had 

b�Pn simply to check on what 
progress had been made with 
the Rider. When he opened 
the door, he stopped short, 
with a sudden pounding i n  his 
chest, which slowly died. Look
ing at the back of the woman 
at the workbench,  he had 
thought for a sudden shocked 
moment that it was Hetty. 
While Betty's hair was sever
al shades darker than that of 
!\farie Homan, she sometimes 
wore i t  pulled back in the 
same way, and the similarity 
had caused the uncomfortable 
momrnt o f  misidenti fication. 

"Good evening, Miss Ho-

man," .said the Captain as the 
woman turned. "You're work
ing quite late, arcn ' t  you ? "  

Marie glanced in confusion 
at the wall clock. ' 'Why, yes, 
I mean-! didn't realize-" 

"It's certainly nothing to be 
ashamed o f , "  said Penny, 
amU5c::l by her ob\'ious confu· 
sion in his presence. "On the 
contrary, it's highly commend· 
able. I shall see that mention 
is made i n  the Jog." 

"Well-thank you, Cap
tain," she said, gesturing aim· 
lessly at the laboratory. "I be· 
came absorbed in-1 mean, 
this problem is-" She broke 
off,  ,profoundly <"mbarrassed. 
Inwardly, she was furious with 
hersel f for her confusion. You 
would think she was some 
flighty colle�e girl, the way 
she was acting. And the fact 
that the Captain himsel f was 
so cool and e fficient made it 
all the worse. 

''\Vel! ,  what kind o £  pro-
gress have we made ?"  asked 
Penny. His f irst impression 
had been that his mistake in 
identi fication was a t rick of 
the light. Betty and this worn· 
an seemed nothing alike. And 
yet, t:heir eyes were moch the 
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same. If Homan used a lit-tle 
makeup they would probably 
look exactly like Betty's. 

"A little, Captain/' said 
Marie, regaining her compos
ure. "The basic structure is 
quite primi tive , d.rld nothing at 
all unusual. But the nervous 
system is more complex than 
anything I've ever seen. It's 
casily t<he equal of man's." 

"Oh ? "  sa id Penny, moving 
over to the bench. "In what 
way ? "  The woman had the 
same sl ightly too- full lower l1p 
as Betty, and the same high 
cheekbones. 

"Well , I haven't had time to 
make an exhaustive exam1na
tion yet/' she said, "But it 
almost looks as though the 
other systems were almost en
ti-rely neglected,  and the ner
vous system built up ent irely 
out of proport ion ." She went 
on, explaining the rud imentary 
nature of the circulatory and 
respiratory systems, and how 
out of balance they seemed 
with the complex web of neur
ons and gangl ia. The Captain 
was Qfl]y half l istening. He 
lV6.S wonde-ring if  the hypno
oondkioning against sexual de
sire should not have been ex-

tcnded to the commander oi 
tl1e Prdim Team, too. 

But i t  was too new, too ex� 
perimental. Only after the 
near fatal fracas on Linder IV, 
llad the psycs thought it  nec
essary to put some artificial 
curb on man's passions. It was 
not known what the long range 
effect would be. Leashing a 
drive as st rong as that could 
raise all sorts of  havoc over a 
period of time , and the Cap
tain was left unconditioned in 
case there were ser iously ad
verse e f fects. 

"-and it  seems al 1ogether 
too much for t:he job it has to 
do." The woman was bent in 
concentration, point ing to a 
rough diagram she had drawn . 

pEX:-.lY bent over to look at 
the d i;�gram , and his shoul

der brushed hers. He felt her 
st i f fen abruptly, and then re� 
lax a.o; she moved enough to 
take her shoulder away. 

"Yes1 I see/' said Penny, 
look ing at the diagram. "Very 
interest ing." 

"The anterior end of the 
spinal column is surrounded by 
huge nodes. Not really a brain , 
of course, they're too widely 
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distribut erl for that,  bu t t hey 
show a re•n:1rkahlc d,�n'lop
mcnt." Sh•.' t u nwd her head l 1l 
look at h i rn .  

H l' r  ('fl'-" ar1• rx.:u:l!y l ike  
Brt ty· ... , 1\•nn� ·  t hough t .  :\1 -
mo�t .,.,- i t h · l � , t  rea! i :•. in� i t ,  h e  
to0k her _,; h ""' t • ldrrs i n  b o t h  
h and .-> and pu! l c-J  he-r erect .  

' ·Capta i n - ' '  

Penny bent to  kiss her,  and 
wa.s nwt by a s t i nging :,lap. 
She t w i .., t cd loo:><.' from his grip. 

' · C:ct aw:.t_:.' from me � " ' Her 
voicr w.L" .• ! ! �k ing. 

Penny rai�:l'd his  h a nd to his 
bet�, wht> l"e tht:  .;t ing of the 
11\ow :-t i l l  l i n;..:�· red. ' · For ('..-d'.s 
S3kf'." ht•  _,a : d .  ' ·you don't have 
[ 1)--. , 

' ·Ct'l ou t  , , f  t h e  lab, or 1' 1 1-
1 ' 1 1 -" 

' ::\"u ·.•• w:.;it a m i n u te, l 'm 
not-'" 

' ·You 're j u ,; t  like all the 
re.; t , ' '  shr said.  ' ' You think a 
Wtlrnan shuuld fal l  i nto your 
arms just  \)CGLLL"e you 're a 
man : Gl'l o u t  of herr ! Go 
awav and leave me alonr ! "  
S h e - buried her face i n  her 
hands. 

Penny was dar.ed by the v i
olence of  her reaction. "It '.; 
not that se rious , "  he said, � < for 

God's sake, wom a n .  i l ':>  not 
that serious." 

''Pl1•ase h•ave�  I can't stan,( 
i t , I ju .;;;t can ' t � · · H('r  .�h�1ulden 
were shak ing and Penny .<>ud
dt'nly Oeca me furiuu.� .  Tbt> l i t 
tle b i tch ! Slap hi.> bee !  :\.; i i  
he- we-re- s o m e  frt'sh pun k �  

".\\1 rig:h t ,"  he- said vic:"u�

ly. " I 'l l  leavt•, but let me warn 
you , Homan. I f  :wyone on th is  
ship ('Vcr hears a.brmt t h i s .  I ' l l  
k i l l  you � I m e- a n  i t .  1 " 1 1  k i l l  
you � "  Ht• ldt , slJ.iJHni n� t h e  
laboratory door. 

A . .; he bl i nd ly ma,f.:- h i  . .; way 
to  hi.; quarter."'.  Penny's m i nd 
wa..s surging l i ke a hravy :>ea. 

She couldn't  s tand him ! That 
plain little nllnt.�e coulJn" t  
stand him ! VaguC'ly h "  rC'a l i zed 
that he had made a seriuus 
mistake, bu t the iury.  and the 
violencC" of  her rejection wf'rc 
too st rong i n  h i m  to heed that 
rcal i1.alion. She wac'> sn:al l ,  and 
peuy. and weak , she wa.s nl.)t 
even a woman. She was not big 
c:-nough to be a rt:al woman. 
And he wa.-. stung to further 
anger as the words r<'peatrd 
t hemselves endlessly i n  his 
mind. Not big t'nough, not big 
�nough, not bir: mou�:h. 
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THE wet'ks passed, and 
Penny found it not d i f fi

cult to a\'oid the Homan wo
man. l-Ie found it  less easy to 

avoid h is own shame-tinged 
memories of the i nciden t .  He 
prodded it  wit h his mind, as 
automatically as a ch i ld prods 
an adJing tooth with his 
tongue. The \" ividnes.s of his 
mental  im:lj!C.'; cl icl not dimini!'h,  
and W('rc augnwntcd by his 
im;: g i n a t i o n .  Though he knew 
it was cau:-:ed, at least i n  part 
by t:h(• hypnocond i t i oning the 
woman h;td n'(cived, the !"ling 
of her rejet:t ion l i nger<'d in h is 
mind lunt: a fter the physical 
memory of her slap had dis
appeared. 

With the rest of the crew, 
he maintained his usual aloof
ness. His commun-ication with 
them was l imited t o  di-rect or
der� and the receiving of re
ports. He d i ned alone, in his 
own quarte-r5, and spent the 

even ings studying progress re
ports. 

It was, a-. Macaulay had 
pred ict ed, a milk run. The ecol
ogy of Ft:nnel II was relative
ly simple, w i th t hf. single still
unexplained exception of the 
Rider'! function. As a whole, 

the planet could accept the ar
rival of Man without seriou:o� 
disruption of its normal pat
tern. 

Gradually, the huge jig-saw 
puzzle t hat i .::; the l i t e  pat tern 
of a planet was i i l led i n.  :\ fte-r 
a cer tain point, rc.su hs were 
predic table with a fair dt'grec 
of accuracy. :\n animal o f .::;uch
a nd-such characterist ics would 
be needed here, to complete 
the balance, and i t  was u.::;ual ly 
foun d  within days. The Riders 
were the on ly element which 
did not set'm to f i t  t he overall 
pattern. Their function re
mained obscure. 

Study of the problem wa� 
h indered by the inabi l i ty to 
secure a live speci men . Autop
sy examination can go just so 

far, and then a l ive, funct ion
ing subject is nwled. 

Examination of  the Ri<ler"s 
nervous system indic.1.ted that, 
wh ile l iv ing, i t  should be a 
st rong t ransmitter of  encepha
loid rad iat ion . B u t  while  such 
radiation in  a human is  ce nter
ed in  the brain itself , there was 
no suoh center of activity in the 
Rider. It  wa<> like a n  ampli fi£·r 
Vt· ithout an input ci rcu it , cap
able of ampli fication and em is-
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sion all through the encepha� 
loid spectrum, but with noth· 
ing to amplify, no signal source. 

It  was found that the only 
way to get a Rider into camp 
alive was by capturing a cow 
together with its Ridrr, and 
ex:un ining both at the same 
time. It  was futile. Encepha
lograms of the cow produced 
only the relatively uncomplica
ted patterns of the typical nnn
inant herbivore. If the Rider 
was emitting along the ence
phaloid sr:.>ctrum, as i t s  struc
t ure indicated it  should be, i t  
was undrtectable. 

The Unskilled crewmen's 
work load was cut down as the 
pattern filled in, until each 
man workecl only two hours 
per day, and that at routine 
maintenance jobs. Macauley, 
as spokt'."man for the men, re
quested C�ptain Penny ror per
mis:;ion t o  organize hunting: 
t rips. hik6, and other rccrea
tional activities outside the 
camp. Permission was denied. 
The Regulation Handbook 
decreed otherwise, i t  was too 
dangerous. The Handbook 
had been written with harsh
er planets in mind than Fen
nel II, but Captain Penny was 

too keenly aware that b<>nding 
one regulation could lead to 
breaking another, and another, 
until he had lost control of  the 
men. He was not keenly enough 
aware of  the potency of ennui. 
50 the men played cards and 

whittled, and grumbled. 
They watched the ship's movie 
tapes until they had seen them 
all three times. A half.-heartcd 
attempt was made to organize 
a baseball team, which failed 
through inability to get enough 
men interested. 

Their work , as far as they 
could see, was over. But they 
were not going homC". Because 
the Science Contingent could 
not solve the single remaining 
problem of the Riders, they 
were kept sitting on a dull, 
unexcitin� planet with nothing 
to do. The few who tried to 
sneak out of camp for no oth
er reason than to be doing 
something, really. were caught, 
and con fined to the ship's hrig, 
which was only slightly more 
dull than being free. 

Macaulay was beginning to 
feel the pinch. He could han
dle men, and had handled 
them, in almost every circum-
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stance. He had led crews on 
t·he most dangerous planets the 
Prel im Teams had ever oon
tacted . He could bring them 
through hazards, and mis
treatment, and every other sort 
of annoyance, but he had never 
before had to deal with a crew 
of bored men. l t was not the 
usual hazard of a Prel im Team. 
And i t  is one t hing when you 
are bored, but there is an end 
i n  sight .  lt is another to be 
bored "l"nt il-" 

•·For Chri . .-sakes, why can't 
we go home ? ' '  

" D ecau!'e our job's not 
done," snapped �Iacaulay, 
"That 's why ." 

"The he l l you say ! 1f we 
got work to do, what're we sit
tinS! around on our duffs for ? "  

' ·R ud dy ," !'aid :1\facaulay, 
"You're jU';t one guy i n  a big 
tram. As long as some of that 
team got work to do, you'll 
sit and l ike i t .  Hear ? " 

"What's the scoop, 1\-lacau
lav? You 're clo!'e to that cold
fi;h Captain.  When're we go
ing hom e ? "  

"In the first place." said 
"Macaulay, "l'm not close to 

t:M Captain , he keeps to him
self. And in t� second place, 

like I said, we'll go home when 
the job we came here for gets 
done." 

"So what's holding up the 
parade?" 

"You know as wel l as I do," 
said Macaulay . "Those Rider�. 
I guess they just can't figure 
'em out." 

4 10ne stinking over . .-!ze cater
pi llar out o f  a whole planet, 
a.nd they keep us a l l  here sit
ting on our hancl s !  What d i f
ference does i t  make ? "  

' 'Listen, :.\1 ister. W h e n  you 
bern on as many o f  thc;:c little 
joyrides as I have, you'll know 
goddam wel l how much differ
ence i t  makes. That Rider al
re-ady ki l led one man1 remem
ber? And i f  we don't know why 
anrl how and al l tha t .  we can't 
go te l l ing Colon is is  l o  come i n . "  

" I f  you ask m ;:- , "  mut lcred 
one man, "it's ! hat  Captain 
holding us up. He don't know 
crap from applcbut tcr . " 

"You know any bet ter , 
brai n ? "  asked :.\1 a c a u l  a y. 
"Sure, Cap'n Penny's new at 
this game, an' maybe he goe� 
a l ittle too much by the n um
bers, but he's done a pretty 
damn good job. And he's the 

Captain,  and don't you forget 
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t l tct.t fo r :1. m i ! • U it' . Hc'.s the 
c�pt a;n_ · l ' t i v;.I J ,· !y. )'la<:aulay 
W.l:> far irorn c : ,nvinced that 
J\. >nny had d • , rh' even a pa�;.s· 
able j ,!J _  In iac t .  he d idn ' t  src 

!J , )w  !1 w . !.i p J ss ib le  for a Cap· 
1 �1 i n  lu l:il::w .•O �r>Jdam l i l l ie 
a�lU u t  h i _" nll 'n .  l : q t  wi t3t  could 
y · >'.l say :• H�· was t h e  Cap
t : : ; :l . a i ! ,• r  � 1 1 .  

Pt : t - ty .  f( )r h ;.,; pa r t ,  W:l..'i 
a w : : ,· ui 1 he· ,; • · J •.v i n;;  n·st l e:>s-
11 : · · ,  :ud : •·-�p >:ukd Ly rl:\mp
ing � � l l l e r  a r t . !  t : :; !Hcr r.:-., t r i..::
t i • · ' \ ; c:n t i ll' n c : 1 .  Th�·re wa . ..; 
n - • ·  h i , �  : · 1 --e  : : ,• {:<J tdd do. l·k 
tJ_, _ . ,  •. J h i .� a u t i u • .- i t v  u n  the 
I f . · = Jdh  • .  : . !;. .  nnd  :.t l l  l ;j _ ;  s i rc-ng:th 
l: •y t i h' l\'. 

· · :;. f - ;cwldy . "  he  qi- 1 .  · ·what  
c !  1 y o � u  n 1 . · a n  i n  th i s  report 
\ i - l P - �t' . .  HL-ly 1 - l '.Y mora !;;? ' " 

. .  \\ · , · ! 1 .  C<! ] ) : a i n .  I don't  
k :J . o.·;, i t ·_. :;: i n d  o f  lnrd to :;.ay. 
I n : .: J n  i t ' .,;  nut th.: sort of 
t h i n e� a fe l low :-; !wu!d tt·ll the 
l ' : 1p� . t i o 1  � I J , ,u t .  i f  you knuw 

w1: · t t  I 11lt' :J n .  _-.. i r . · ·  

' I k 11t Jw what  y o u  mean, 
� I . ·c�uby.  [ know th"' men are 
n .. · .. , · l i· .�" ·  and they want to go 
h ·mw .. I t '.� been l ike that for 
I� :J.rly twa m o n t h � .  But what 
b ! h i:; 'dang:· .. •rou.sly ? ' " 

1 4Wcl l .  sir.  frankly-! mean, 

to real ly  Jay i t  on ! h t• l ine-, .�i r ,  
I ' m  airaid I �.:an 't  be r�._�;,._.n _, j .  

Ole  i i  th is  goes on too mudt 
longer." 

' '  Bt• :;pKi fic, ma.n � ' '  snapped 

Pcnnv.  
' ·\\'el l ,  all  righ t .  Cap: ::J i n .  i f  

t h a t '_,; t h e  w a y  y o u  w a n t  i t .  Til ·� 
men don't  l i ke you 5ir .  They 
think you're t oo cold .  They 
t h i n k  you don't givr a d a m n  
for t hem at all .  Thf'v d,m·t  
J ikl' t h e  way yuu\·e hand lt'd 
t h i n.�� . "  

' • [ ' m  tht.· Capt a i n ,  :'\ LtL"au
lay. ' '  

" Yes. sir .  l 'w told thern 
thar . ;.; i r .  But y n u  k nuw how 
t h e -'c t h i ngs arc, t here's not  
m l!dl you can do about  th<'rn . "· 

' ' I  di . ..;agrl'C', 1\Jac:o.ulay. hut 
that ':>  b6it!e tht •  poin t .  By 
'dan�erously' yon lllL':tn - ? ' ' 

" .\lutiny.  � ir .  �[aybc. I t ! c �n' t  
kn0w. But C'ven maybe i s  lo.J 
rnud1." 

Pen n v  loohd at the mass:ve 
crc ...vma�t , shiiting u nL"a� i ly in 

the chair.  When the silence 

had become uncnm fonablt·,  he 
spoke quietly. 

".\11 right, l\Iacaulay, Dis
missed ." 

Macaulay stopped at th-r 
door and tW'ned. "Something 
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else you maybe should know 
Captain.  The men are saying 
you gol this  command t h rough 
poli t icnl pull ,  and you cnn't 
hack i t .  They say you're not 
big enough fer the job.' '  

,...[H:\T n:ght Captain The>m-
as rf"nny raped ::\Iar ic  

Homan.  He could not  have ('X
plainul i t .  He found her i n  hC'r 
own qum ters, t h ough he cou l d 
not rernemhfT going t here.  and 
a t l �u.:l:rd her. He rC'membC"red 

nvthing o f  going t o  her quar
tt :rs,  l i u l e  o f  the at tack, and 
nothing of ret u rn ing to the 
bridge, where he sat all nigh t .  
H i s  mind w a s  a churning mass 
o f  t hought and images l ike 
heat wavrs,  insubstan t i a l .  im
perm:�.ntnt and transient .  The 
i m agt's o f  Bel l y  and ::\tarie 
Homan swirled,  and merged, 
and �eparated in a frantic 
d•mce. The black, ominouc; b-u lk 
uf a RiUcr seemed to hang 
above him, !'waying rhythmic?.l
ly. :!\·f�1caulay, the ship, the 
crew, h is  father ,  his  apartment 
on Ter ra;  all inextr icably jum
blt-d i n  a wild, u ncon t rollable 
nu·l�n,l!t'. He �a·t on the bridge 
u n t il dayliJ!lJ t ,  .staring blankly 
a1 1�1e n..-flt.'Ct.ions of inst ru-

ments i n  the glassffie dome. 
When he had gone from h e r  

t iny room, � l a r i e  Homan 
sobbed un t il the tears o f  an
guish and shnme clrird on her 
face. Then she I;Jy in u nnat
ural  quiet, the snund of t h e  
world wao: t u rn e d  o f f ,  and 
t h C" r c  w . t s  onlv the lwr �:h 
�oun:l o f  sudd;.n .  �p<�.smodic 
i n � <:kes of  brra t h .  \Yh{·n hys
trria p:t �sC'd, it  lcfl a n  empti
n e s s  i n  her mind t l •at  rr�u�C'd 
to be f i llctl.  The ca: m (I f dc
!<p.:� i r  sett led o• ·er her l i k e  a 

heavy cloak . .<:nwl-her ing the 
frenzy, rlamping o u t  the mi-;
ery and pa i n .  �ht.• 'v : 1 s  con
scious only o f  a hu;.;c u ndenn
n !'Ss, a kpNJ."Y �o Yi le  as t o  b� 
bc·yond comprehcn . ..: ion .  In the 
m('(licinc caLinC"t of  t h e  sick
bav she founrl scdat i\·rs, a 
hai f. full boi t k .  The:-:e �he took 
w i l h o-ut ,·cl i t ion . a-nd d roP:;c·d 
the  emp�y bot tle to tLc floor, 
where i t  sh� uererl i ll t o  a hun
dred crv�·tnl s�' ; ) !·d . ..: .  In rhc 
m i r ror h

-
e r  f;;cc ·" h i  f t e tl ; ni:l  

waverPd,  n n rl she :?:we lip t ry
ing to sec. Li� - t k.�sly �he 
moved on� n f  the r()()lll ;md 
down the long. nwtc.l corr:dor. 

Her footsteps t'Chod �of ! ly, 
and the corritlor w as  lvng \l.· it·h-



n SUPER-SCIENCE FICTION 

out end, the inadequate night
lights glowing feebly in the 
dark, reflecting from the cold 
metal as gen tly as the sound 
of her footsteps. 

Oprninf! the airlock ami de
scend ing the ladder, she wa!l 
consc ious of a light breeze, 
cool n.nd soft . \Vhen she 
reached the g r o u n d, she 
staycd close bcneat·h the swell
i�g curve of the hull, and she 
walked slowly toward the 
stern, touching the cold metal 
o f  the hull occasionally, as if  
to af firm that i t  existed. 

The hip-deep grass wa,., 

swaying in the gentle breeze, 
and she felt detached from her 
body, as i f  she were watching 
some !'Ca spirit mov ing slowly 
across an ocean of grass. A 
s ingle th ing had held her at
tention for mon ths , and it was 
to this she unconsciously moved 
now. The R iders . The Riders 
were i n  the forest , but she was 
oot sure. It  did not matter if 
she could see it , she could  
walk toward i t  and eventual ly 
she would f ind it.  In the forest 
waited peace, and she would 
find it i f  she kept on walking. 
It was not far. 

AT the abrupt edge of the 
forest she stopped, and 

watched it. I t  was dark , it 
was Ulack, a mystery and a 
secret . A mystery within a 
mystery, a tlt•pth anti a rlark-
11.:'55 • •  \ darknc:>s w i d10ut l im
i t , profundity w i t h ou t end. A 
sleeping peacefulnes:;,  deep , 
solem n ;  a Jon� sbw song, a 
blackness more than night. She 
moved past the first  trees. 

The trunks o f  t rees moved 
past her l ike ghosts,  insubstan
t ial th ing;;,  mnv i ng o f  th':'m
sckes, behind her, ::urounding 
her. enclosing hrr in a soft 
darkness until she could not 
see where ::.he h:d Mltcred. S11c 
re.uhcd out a.3 she moved, and 
touched a tree . It wns sol id,  
nnd she was almo�t  � a t i ;-; fied 
that i t was real . � uw she be
gan watch ing the lower branch
es of the trce.o:, watchin� for 
the black fruit hung su.�pend
cd there , dormant,  n-ceptivr ,  
wait i ng to give her peace. 

'Vhen she found the Ritler, 
she stopped. "Up there," .she 
said , look ing at the dark form 
against the dark limb. ' : I t's 
me.'' The Rider made no re
sponse. She was disappointed 
that it would not speak to her. 
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"It's  me," she said again . 

"I've cvi L it· . · ·  She :;poke sofl ly, 
qu;etiy, a s  a mothn waking a 
sleeping child. Sh:.! mon-d ben<'ath the l i mb. 
am.! sat on the gr�sy fon·.;t 
flour. · ' I 'm ready," she whis· 
percd. · 'Why don 't you come to 
m r ? ' '  

�he d i d  n o t  s e e  the R i d e r  br· 
gin h) sway above her , but she 
heard the brushing of a leaf, 
and she felt the soft impac t of 
the furry body on h .•r shoul· 
ders. 

Hrr f i r:;t  fl·eling was of  re
l ief ,  a gentle, easy rel ief , a 
peaa . Anrl she felt i t echo i n  
the citambcrs of her mind,  that 
peace, and re-echo stronger, 
and stronger again,  like a pen
dulum i n  ever increasing arcs. 
And she felt warm satisfaction 
repbce the deadness in  her 
minrl, a fullness and a content
ment.  

Soon she knew she would not 
d ie , and it made her glad that 
she w0uld not die, and her 
gladness was rrturned t o  her 
increased and replenished. 

And she knew the nature of 
the Riders that her scalpel had 
nevt-r given her, for it was 
knowledge only a Rider could 

give. She stood , and lx-gan to 
walk out of the forest toward 
the :.hip. 

MACULAY downed another 
' .; traight shot of l iquor . He 

looked out the broad \V i n d•)W 
o f  the Purtside Inn at the ht'��.._. 
metal sh:p.� waiting: at the t a !•e
o f f  docks. 

"Yea h , "  h.:' said to the bar
trnder, ' ' that  w:ts the damndc::;t 
t rip I e•:er ran,  that one to  1·\·n
nel I I . "  

" H e a r d  �onwt h ing a b o  u 1 
that ," the bartrnder admitted.  
"Scut tkbu l t ,  mostly.  Didn't  
kn ow you wns on i t .  thow!:h . ' '  

"Oh. I was on i t  O . K . , ' '  said 
1\-Iacaulay. "There were t ime.� 
I wondered i f  I 'd  ever get o f f  
i t . "  

"P r e  t t y n a s t y  planet ? "  
asked t h e  bartender obl igi ngly. 

' ·He l l .  no," said :.\1actlulay. 
".\ peach o f  a planet.  R u t  the 
damndest Captain I e \' e r 
shipped with.  Pen ny was his 
name. John Penny , Thomas 
Penny, something like that , J 
don't remember. He was a c()ol 
one, all right . You know, one 
of these 'touch-me-not' superi
or bastards. I sw�r to God I 
never saw a crew so dose to 
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mutiny in my l ife. It  was just a 
lousy trip all the way around ." 

"Say," said the bartender, 
"what's the stra ight dope on 
these here P:-;ychom irror things 
you picked u p ? "  

''\\"ell,  we called ' e m  Rider� 
then, you know, we didn't !wow 
" hat the hell they wrrc Jl l  
about.  \\'hat they do is take 
t h e  feelings, you know, cmo· 
t icns and al l ,  o f  whatever they 
happen to be Riding,  and 
bounce th<'m right back, on ly 
st ronge-r. Like a m;:;gn i fy i ng 
mirror,  �ort of.  They mostly 
r ide these 'cows' on Frnnc1 I I ,  
big , cairn , peaceful t h i ngs. The 
Riders like peaceful things 
best , they tell me. I guess it 
muc;t tickle their insides or 
something, I don 't know. But if 
they do get onto something 
that's all rxc ited , they know 
it 's  not going to be a good 
th i ng to Ride, yon know, auto
mali<: l i ke , so they k il l  i t ,  and 
go off  and wait  for !'omrthing 
better to come along.  Lost a 
man , that  way, a.' a matte-r of 
fact .  Young k i d ,  name o f  
F r i t c h ,  he wa s all shook up 
�a red and a R id£'r hit hi:n and 
bounced the f(>ar right back 
and all. :\f ust've bc<"'l some 

jolt. So I guess the Rider decid
ed the hell with i t , it wasn't 
for h i m .  j ust tigh tened up and 
shot the kid full of rvison." 
)Jacaulay shrugged . 

"Now, how the  hell would 
anybody figure ou t about a 
th ing l ike that ,"  a .... kcJ the bar
l<.'nder. 

"You don't  w!'nt  to �c-11 these 
science bab!cs s l w r t , ' '  s?.id l\Ia
caulay. ' · I ' l l  tell you, guy-; l i k e  
you  and me, we d n n ' t  t h i n k  
cool enough. c�·t al l  (':;cited 
and \"OU don 't think " \ ra irh t ,  
yuu know , that 's a fac t .  But 
t he:-;e science guys, they wver 
get exc i ted. They ju�t sit  down 
a nd th ink for a while, and up 
they come w i th the an:'wcr. 
There was a woman scien:  i�t on 
that t rip, frigid, mousy l i t t le  
type, i f  you know what I me2 n .  
R e a l  cold babe. \Yell, ."he  was 
the one found out how the Rid
ers worked. Took one t'f  them 
apart ,  and �at c lown a:1d 
t hou�·ht ahou t i t ,  a n d  a fter a 
w:1;le.  there you a r e .  Tul-k her 
a lil!le \'::1;1e,' but what the hdl. 
Ra tion:1 l ,  that\ the poi n t .  cool, 
no pan i c ,  you �ee ? Th::l's the 
wuy 1 ho�� guy� arc. t h r·y )lOt 
practically no feel ing..; at all,  
just l i k e  that Capt n i n .  :\n cl now 
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that womn n\ g:ot that big priT.c 
and all, <J n d  J)(�oplc working fr,r 
lll'r for :t change, she's rt>ally 
got a :-.t· t · u p  now." 

1 'What  happcnrd to this  
Penny k ! l a ?  St i l l  on Prel i m ? "  

":\1\',·, he>:; on a desk job 
Tcrra:> idc  ::;omeplacc /' s a i d 

Macaulay. "They took him o f f  
Prel im a fter that ,  hi ." f i r:>t  t r i p .  
too."  i\ L lcaulay shook his h�ad. 
"He ju.:.t couldn't  h::mdk· i t .  
t ll 3.t 's a l l .  He j u s t  wa:�n·t bi:_; 
enough for the job. ' '  

T H E  E:-.iD 

ELECTRONIC LIGHT 
The ii r.4 full -:;calc presenta

t ion of  man's newest l ight 
sou rc<', elec t ronic l ight,  was 
marlc s�\·eral months ago in 
P i t tsbuqh when \\'t>st inghou.-:c 
unvriled a om�J>letc room l i t  
e n t i rely by clectrolumi ncs
ccncc. 

Elect rol uminescence is light 
emission by sui table pho:>phor 
powder..-. embedded in an insu
lator and act ivated by an AC 
rh"Ct ric f ield.  \Ybcn it's com
mercially availabl£', expert� 
pred ict .  i t  will rapidly outdis
tance both incandescent and 
flu,Jre_.;;,ccnt  l ight ing in populari
ty. One i nteresting advantage 

of rlcctrol u m inesce-ncr. asiJe 
from i ts  att rac t i ve i n d i rect
l i;,{hting cfiL-c t ,  is that  the ro!or 
of thC' l ight may be cnn t rol l:-d 
w i t h  (':t,;e. I n  the P i t t sburgh 
dl."mon :-: t ralion.  onr h u n d re,J 
twelve gla::s panels,  each a fo0t 
square and I S of an inc: 1  
t h i c k .  were used t o  ca_;; t a soft  
green l ight.  B u t  e m i t t ed coJqc 
of thr t>lectrolumi ne.;;cencc v.J · 
ries wi th  the frequency of the 
cu rrent that passes t h rough i t ,  
a n d  c a n  b e  al t e red a t  th� f l ir!;: 
of the knob. Thus a hou.-;cwife 
of the future wi l l  havf."' compll' l t• 
cont rol over ht>r l ightinJ!.  w ! t h  
o n e  switch to adj ust tht> brigh t 
ness a n d  anotht"'r the h u e .  



NEW MEN FOR MARS 

by CALVIN M. KNOX 

NOVELETTE 

'The cohl n i t rof!cnou!'l air of Man; was not b l'(•athal•le h:v l'at ·thmcu. Tht•y . iu�t \1'(' 1 't'n't bui l t  t o  tah! low jJr('�:< U i t'. 
li�;>nce they w�:t·c but gue�Ls on the J>la11ct, not res idents 

THE interplaneta ry r e r r  y 
Jfcrnadottc q u i v e r e  d i n 

space and began the long, slow 
t u rnover motion that was 
bringing it i nexorably closer to  
t he cold, slumbering. oxidized 
wastes o f  :Jlars . Abo.:ud the 
:ship, LX man )J ichael Aherne,  
ma k ing his first trip to the red 
planet , stared a n x i o u s l y  
th rough the rear viewer, 
searching for some sign of l i fe. 

There was none. The Dome 
that housed the )Iars Colony 
was not in sigh t , and all 
Aherne could see was the bleak,  
barren sand.  He was nervous
as, indeed , a spy who�e osten
sibly secret mission was known 
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openly to  en•ryone �l10uld he. 
He had been pi tch forked i n t o  
a nasty j o b ,  a n d  he k n e w  a 
stern test lay ahead of h i m .  

Aherne heard a noi:'e sonH> 
where in the back of  the cabin,  
and whi rled to see the captain 
of  the l i tt le vessel enter-Jur i 
Valoinen, a t a l l ,  balding,  a n .  
noyingly bantersome l: inn w h o  
had logged m o r e  h o u r s  i n  :-pace 
than any other l i\ · in� m a n .  

" J u s t  another h u n d red min· 
utes or so," Valoincn told him.  
' 'You ought to  be able to ste 
our dome pretty soon-we'll be 
coming down right next to i t ,  
practically. I 'm always afraid 
we're going to land righ t on it 





78 SUPER-SCI ENCE FICTION 

one of  these days , and that'll  
�hoot the t: !\'  budget complete
ly to blaze!'.�� 

Aherne forced himscH t o 
gr in , and t u rned away from the 
' it·w<-r to wa l k toward the cap
t : � in .  !\lwrne was a man of mid
t l le h<:i�h t .  storkv, �:lndy
h a i r(·d : as Sprcial :\ ttache-<! 1 -
Laq:t' f t 1r  the Cn i tcd X a t i 0 n � .  
h t - had bern on a n u mber of  
f<-� r - f!u ng inn•:O t ig� t ion:-:,  h u t  
t h i s w�s abou t a :-:  f:� r as he h a d  
e v r r  bc·en fl u ng i n  the n;une of 
t h :;- t_. �-forty m i l l !on mi l ��s, 
:; r r o."s t he g:uli o f  "l"><'�<' C - t o  
;;;py 1111 t he 11.lnrs Colony. Spy. 

Sumc spy, he thought bi t ter
ly. 

He looked a t  his watch.  
ThPy were r igh t on schedule.  

"They know I ' m  coming, 
dun't they ? ' '  Aherne a!:-kc-d,  
vo ici ng his fea rs. 

The F inn nodded, smiling 
k nowingly. " l ndet'd they do. 
:\ nd what's morC', they know 
•�·hy you 're com i ng. I don 't 
doubt thC'y 'll  ha\'e the plu�h 
t·arptt rol led out  for ynu fnr 
�urc. They're going to wan t t o  
ma kc a good impression on 
ynu." 

"That's what I was a fra id 
of," said :\herne. "l'd have 
prefer red to go a mong them 

cold and take a hmk around. 
That way my rt·pmt wuuld be 
gl'tl U inc.'' 

' ' \Yho needs J;t·nuine re· 
por t .<: ? � >  \'olnin(·n t i t-mandtd 
.":t rdonically. • · :-. r y  fr i t·nd , it 's  
t i m e  \ ' O U  lcanwd t l 1a t  (•Ur or· 
ga n i z;� ! ion t h r i \·(·." < m  mi.'>CI.ln· 
cen: ion and bl u n d o:r .  r .. cts are 
i t s. dc� cl ly l'tH'tn it•s. '' 

I n s t a n t 1 � .. :\hernt 's fncc 
darkened . ' ' f .(·t \ ;  n0t l •t' fl ip· 
p:.tn t ,  \'aloi n e n .  ' \ 'h(' l' :\' i .,;  rcs
pon:•ihle for a p:1:nd ma ny 
t h i ngs we ought to be t h a n k ful 
for-including t he prt:�en·ation 
o f  vcmr own in.<:i!!n i f i•a n t  coun
try� " he snapped

·
. ' ' :'\nt  to nwn

tion t h e  han d.<:onw :-c;lary you 
get for ferry in!; t l 1 i ,<:  boat back 
and forth bct wel·n :;\Iars and 
Earth." 

The space ca ptn in backed 
off , holding up a hand to  chrck 
the flow o f  :\hl>rll(·'.<: ang<'r. 
' ·Take it e<J,<:y, �on . I th ink  it's 
a wonderful  org2 n i nn ion too. 
ll ut I'm old enough not lo take 
it as !"l"t iou� ly il "  <l l l  that." 

"\\'el l ,  maybe wht·n you're 
t'Hn a l i l l i e  older you'll learn 
that the v:-.: I:!IS to be taken 
�eriou,..,Jy," .'\hernr g r u n l ec l ,  and 
t u rned his  a t tcnt ;on br.ck to 
the vit'wer. He nar rowed his 
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eyrs. sf� ring in to  t he hiJ c � n c•ss 
at th�� d i 1 1 1 ,  co1>p{·ry globe half. 
vi� ib!e  IH"l,l\v. 

Ait'-·r  a momrnt he t u rned 
once ng::1 i n :  \'alo inen was stil l  
standin :� iJ? h i n d  h i m , arms 
fol dt·�l . th in  l i ps t w i s t �·d in a 
wry g r i n .  ' " \Y.- 1 1 � "  

' ' l  t h i n k  I sec t h e  Dome," 
Ah;:•me :-:l i d .  

" I  cun�ra t u l a t e  vou." 
".'\o. d•l n ' t  j�ke." Aherne 

frowm·d, glal lct'U back for a 
momt' n t  toJ vc�ri iy what he  had 
se('n, anrl scratched his head. 
" B u t - -why arc there l·::.·o 
dome_..;? Tht·re .seem.-; to  be an
other o i l <.' ,  abou t t rn m i les 
frorn t h (• i i r :- t .  How comr? I ' m  

Stl rl' thr L '\ only b u i l t  one . "  
Yaloin -. :n :-howl'd white ,  rven 

tc·: th  i n  a d n i _, i w  :; m i l (• .  "Ex
ac t ly  r i ; :L t ,  m y  ir i end . Only 
on<' o(  I h, .,. i s  I h,� l'.'\ dome . . , 

' · �; u t  t h r  othrr :• "  
" Y,lu ' ! J  f i n d  out s o o n  

t'll0ll6h. I don ' t  want  t o � ah
prrjud i\:t' you.  I want  you r r·.'
port to i.ll'--ah-,:;-owin r . "  HI' 
spun o n  h i ;;  h eels a n d  nHn-cd 
toward t hl' d•Jor. ".\nd now, if 

you' l l  t•:< cu  ... C' me." 
The O u l k h ('ad door dan�ed 

closed� a rd Ahe rne was left 
alonc--... t a r i n �  out in  b('wilder
ment at the t ·; · i n  domes. 

CH.\f'T E R  t r  

" D l-T t h r  ):!y ro�c" ]"' '  o•. r r  

..L tih'rt' . " '  \';l l u i a ;.> n  ord. · r .  1 .  
and t hr1't' m e m lk·r..; o f  h i  ... n .  "\" 
hfi\"l� to . d rag)..( i , lg:  t lw c !" a r ..: ,  r 1 
t h e  ck·�ign a t ed �p• 1 t .  

' ·Thrrr� t ha t  f i n i  . .;h,·.• i r . · · 
the capta;n :-<l i d .  Th(' o.r� · l  
c ra i e .;; \n•re :t rran��·d i n a nC', l !  
se rn ic i n.:lt• ou t .� i d l• the  �h i ;' .  
a w .1 i t  i n  g pickup.  \'al nirH' ! I  
glanced m·er at  Ahern,· .  whu 
wa . .; s tand in:,!: id ly t o  on,• :; i • i c .  
.\berne wa.o.; f,_•p J i ng  ('Xct'l '• l i nc:: 
ly  u ncom for t a lJie.  JXH!ly Oo:-

cuu . .;r hr  w a  . .; b u n d h·d t•p i n  r :H' 
u n f:un i l i J r  b u l : .: i n (' • s  ni a 
:-pac::-!> u i t  and par t l y  b,..�,.·.:u : � ?  

h · ·  had harl no :h :n� a t  a i l f . ,  J • )  
d u r i n g  t h e  u n l o a d i n � .  

• ·y l , <l :1 i l  r i�ht . .\ht'rn�-:· · ·  
Tk· l -:\- m a n  nodd.:d . lll l l '. " 

i ng  the lwl nwt o f  h i . .; suit :.t i i !
ly up and down. ' ·ju:-;t f i n , · . · ·  
hr s a i d .  T h r  portaUlr a i r  ,·�.:-at• 
ralor Wib a d\•ad Wt"ighl h ; t P � 
i n!� down h i :;  O:u : k .  Sl'::-rnin�!y 
at  the poi n t  o f  r ipp i ng: h i.� d , · l 

toid mu.:;d�:' out bod i ly . l f,? 
fel t anythi n.� but f i n e .  t hrll1gh 
: , ::- had no i n t r n t ion n f  t.'l l i rq: 
the c<�plain that. 

"They ' l l bf' ht"n.· to �et you 
any m i n ut e�" said V:lloinl'rl . 
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1 'l 've radioed the colony that 
there's a cargo pickup, and 
they're sending a fleet of sand
crawlers out. They said they're 
very anxious to meet you." 

Aherne tensed. It was going 
tc be a difficult, tricky mission. 
Sent here to determine i f  the 
tremendous expense necessary 
for continuance of the l\Iars 
Colony was justified by the 
results produced so far, Aherne 
was going to have to remain 
dispassionate, aloof to the very 
last. He was here to pass a 
sentence of life or death on the 
Colony. 

The UX would rely on his 
report. They always did. 
Aherne had proved his impar
tiality time and again .  He knew 
just one loyalty : to the corpo
ratt', many-headed creature 
known as the l:nitcd Nations. 
A second-generation U� man, 
Aherne was the ideal observer. 

But yet he hoped the colo
nists wouldn't make his task 
any more di fficult than i t  al
ready was. Aherne recognized 
the fact that he had a consider
able natural sympathy for the 
Martian pioneers, a personal 
desire to see the Colony con
tinue and prosper. I t  was part 

of his deepest body of beliefs 
that man should go out, con
quer the other planets. 

Still-if the Colony were in
efficient, badly directed, poor
ly designed, it  would be 
Aherne's duty to report it. 1 f  
t h e  Colony were barely cling
i ng to survival, i f  further pro
gress seemed completely out 
of the question, Aherne would 
have to say that, too-and, 
saying so, kill the Colony. 

He hoped the colonists would 
not play on his sympathies and 
urge him to whitewash any of 
their deficiencies ; it would set 
up a painful inner conflict in 
him. He could not falsify his 
report-but he was anxious to 
see the Colony survive. 

And a man like Aherne
monolithic, unswervingly loyal , 
firm in his beliefs-would fall 
apart completely i n  a situation 
of immediate inner st ress of 
that sort. Aherne knew that
and, as the low-slung fleet of 

sandcrawlers purred along the 
desert toward him, he felt a 
tiny pulse of fear starting to 
t.Lud in his chest. 

HE watched the steady ap
proach of the crawlers. 
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The air was cold and clear
his suiHhermometer, embed
ded i n  the heel of his left glove, 
showed a comparatively mild 
temperature of  l\linus Twenty
Two Centigrade, and the ex
ternal-pressure needle was wav
ering at about six pounds per 
square inch ; internal pressure, 
he noted reassuringly, was 
maintained at a comfortable 
sea-level fourteen pounds. 

Valoinen and his men were 
sitting on the unpacked crates, 
waiting p a t i e n t  I y. Aherne 
walked over to join them. 

"The Dome's out that way," 
Valoinen told him, pointing in 
the direction from which the 
crawlers were coming. An 
upthrust, jagged range of dark 
mountains cut off  vision about 
four miles in the distance. "Be
hind those hills," Valoinen 
said. "The Dome's right back 
there." 

"And the other one ? "  

11That's a little further on," 
said Valoinen. 

They fell silent-Aherne felt 
unwilling to prod for informa
tion about the second dome-
and waited for the colonists to 
arrive. The sun, a sickly, pale 
green object, was high over-

head, and the taitstanding Ber-
1Jadotte cast a long, straggling 
shadow over the levelled, heat
fused sand of the landing dear
ing. 

The crawlers were getting 
larger now, and Aherne could 
make them out dearly. They 
were long, ground-hugging ve
hicles with caterpillar treads 
spread out over a lengthwise 
grid, with room for a couple of 
passengers i n  a plastic bubble 
up front, and a cargo hold aft. 
There were six of them, rock
ing gently from side to side 
as they undulated through the 
shifting red sand. 

Aherne could hear the grat
ing, feathery sound of their 
treads sliding over the sand to
ward him. At length, the con
voy breasted the final dune and 
pulled up in front of the Ber
nadotte. 

A figure dropped lightly 
from the leading crawler and 
trotted toward them. Aherne 
could just barely see the man's 
face behind his helmet-blond 
hair swept back over a high 
forehead, and piercing blue 
eyes. His body, concealed by 
the spacesuit, seemed long and 
rangy. 
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'Tm Sully Roberts," he an 
nounced. ' · Hello, .skipper." 

"Here\ your cargo1 Sully." 
Valoinen st retched forth his 
arm i n  a n  r:-:pansivc gesture.  
" You'll  f ind i t  al l recorded on 
these i n voices as usual." 

Roberts reached out and 
took the sheaf of in<:oices, 
care iully avoiding looking at 
Aherne. The colonist r i f iled 
qu ickly through them. 

' 'Hm m .  \V;·II . a t  least the ex
ternals match. I can't guaran
tee that you\·e actually got 
gyros in those boxes, and not 
toy teddy bear:-, but it  won't  

do to open 't:nt now, I guess . ' '  
"D•J n ' t  vou tru.;t me�� >  Va

lo in ,•n  a.,!,;d sharply. 
' 'Oi  course." said Rob?rts.  

"Dut th is  is the UX's money 
we're �JH"nc l ing,  and we don 't 
want to wa:::le  anv of i t .  \\'e 
ha ve to b.:' very �areful with 
our arpropriat ion,  of course." 

"Of course," said the captain 
lightly. 

Tlrat 1t'tlS for my bmf'jit, 
Aherne thought . Thry're so 
terribly anxious to show m e  

w h a t  g o o d  lill!c boys t h e y  are. 
"Oh," Valoinen said . "Silly 

of me-I clean forgot to intro· 
duce you. Suily, this is Michael 

Aherne of the Unii Ni :-.rnt ions. 
He's come to stay with you 
for a while." 

Roberts took a couple of 
steps forward and shook 
Aherne's hand. " How d'yc do!  
I ' m  Sullivan Robrr t s ,  District 
Overchie f  for the Colony. l'm 
very glad to med you, 1\Ir. 
Aherne, and I hope to be see· 
ing a lot of you while you're 
here." 

' ' Glad to meet you, Rob· 
erts," Aherne repl ied . He was 
determined to remain detached, 
a t  all costs. 

Roberts waved a n  arm and 
his men dismounted from their 
crawlers. Assisted by Vak,i
nen's c;rcw, they qui..:kly loaded 
the crates i n t o  the cargo holds. 

"You can riUe with m-:-, ="Jr. 
Aherne,"  Roberts said. 

"Fine." Aherne clambered 
up into the fore bubble of the 
sandcrawler, a nd Roberts got 
i1 1  beside him. S lowly , without 
any perceptible gradation be
tween motionlessnes.s and mo
t ion, the crawl�r bt"gan to 
move. 

Aherne saw Valoincn grin 
and wave as he pld l ed out. 
Then, as the crawler started to 
Sli.rmount the h il l , Valoinen 
climbed the catwalk o f  the 
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Bernadottc and disappeared in
side. His men followed, carry
ing the mail  pouches from the 
l\tars Colony, and the lock of 
the small space ship slowly 
closed. 

Aherne was on his own now, 
with no contacts with Earth. 
He was here, and he had a job 
to do. 

CHAPTER I l l  

THE s h i n i n g  surface of the 
Dome loomed up before 

thf"m l ike  a yellow bubble ex
t ruded from the desert. With
in the gleaming, high-arched 
curve of plastic, Aherne could 
make out a dim but busy world 
of buildings and people. The 
Dome rose to a peak height of 
nearly five hundred feet. With
in' the arti ficial a.tmosphere 
was warm and breathable ;  out
side, the cold, n i trogenous air  
of :Mars o f fered little to Ter
ran lungs. 

4'\Ve go in  this way," Rob
erts said, pointing to an air
lock at the base of the Dome. 
The lock opened at the ap� 
proach of the sandcrawler, 
and they rode in. The other 
crawlers followed and the lock 

swung slowly shut behind the 
last one. Air came hi�sing in. 

At Roberts' signal, Aherne 
got down from the cab o f  the 
crawler and stretched his legs. 
The journey across the sand 
had been slow a n d  rack ing . The 
crawler had �pun through the 
desert like a refractory camel, 
and Aherne found himself 
woozy at the end of the ride. 
S!ill ,  he admitted, iL  was the 
only efflcient way of  cover ing 
that sort of  tt'rra i n .  

He saw busy, eff icirnt-look� 
ing men bustling around the 
crawlers, unpacking the cargo 
holds, carrying the crates 
through the lock inside. Fol� 
lowing Roberts, Aherne moved 
through the inner door. 

�fars Colony was .spread 
out before h i m .  

A h e r n e  felt a warm sensa� 
tion of pride, of admiration, 
run through him, but he 
squelched it.  lt  V.•as a forbid� 
den emotion ; much as h e  ad
mired the hardy men and wom
en who had erected this dome 
and built a city on inho.<Opitable 
1fars, he was there as their  
judge now, and would  have to 
put those feelings a�ide. 

"There's a committee wait
ing to see you," Robe-rts said. 
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"We've been looking forward 
to your visit ever since we 
found out you were coming." 

HLead on/' Aherne told him. 

pE committee that was 
waiting was assembled in a 

squat, un fancy corrugated-steel 
hut located at a crossroad near 
the center of the Colony. Most 
of the buildings, Aherne no
ticed, were constructed of this 
cheap, unattractive material. 
The accent was on economy in 
Mars Colony, not esthetic ap
peal. 

The committee consisted of 
Si.'IC. Sully Roberts introduced 
them hurriedly. 

There were three District 
Overchiefs, and Roberts was 
the fourth. Aherne shook hands 
with them in turn-Martelli 
from the North Quadrant, 
Richardson from the East, 
Fournier from the \Vest. Rob
erts represented the Southern 
sector of the Colony. Judging 
from their names and physical 
appearance, Aherne concluded 
that they each represented, not 
only a geographical district of 
the Colony, but one of the 
major population blocs as well. 
For the Colony, despite all talk 

of assimilation, was very much 
the product of a group of loose
ly federated nations rather 
than of a uni fied world. Each 
country, clinging to the last 
remnants of i ts  sovereignty, 
had insisted on representation 
in the Colony, and so Mars 
was populated by a curious rJ.
cial hodgepodge which only thr 
passage of t ime and the suc
cession of generations would 
efface. 

If, Aherne thought, there 
were any succeeding genera
tions on 1\lars. 

The fifth member of  the 
committee was Dr. Raymond 
Carter, General Coordinator of 
the Colony-a forty-ish, be
spectacled man whose name 
had been in the headlines often 
before the Colony had actually 
been planted, five years before. 
He had been the guiding spirit 
i n  the long crusade to build the 
Colony on 1\lars. 

The sixth was K:uherine 
Greer, introduced as a dela
gate-at-large, chosen by popu· 
lar vote of the colonists to 
serve on the welcoming com
mittee. She was a young, sten· 
der girl in her middle twenties. 

''Well , Mr. Aherne," Carter 



N EW MEN FOR MARS 85 

said-anrl the tone of his voice 
was unmistakable-"what do 
you think of  the progress we've 
made ? "  

Aherne paced edgi ly up and 
back i n  the l it t le room , dart ing 
nervous glances at the six col
onists who hung, poised , on 
en�ry word. 

" I 'd prefer to reserve judg
ment on such a swecping state
ment, Dr. Ca rter . A fter al l , it's 
to determine the extent o f  your 
progress that  I 'm here-and 
I'd rather not be required to 
state my f ina l conclusions ten 
minu!<!." a fter my arrival . " 

"Of cour�e not ," Carter said, 
a pologizing ha:-;tily. ' ·I didn' t  
lllCHn to imply-" 

"Don't  worry about i t , "  
Aherne �a id .  He was :-;urprisNl 
and rdil'\'Cd to find that these 
people were. i f possi hle.  even 
more tense than he . Th(·y were 
desperately anxious to make a 
good i mpres� ion on him.  

"\rc've arranged for your 
fjuarrers to be set up in my dis
trict, ' '  sa id R ichardson, the  
East  Distr ic t  Overchief.  Rich
a rd�on was a ..-Jim, l ithe Xegro 
who..-e prec ;se British accent 
hinted at a West Indian ances
try. 

"Fint," Aherne said. 

" I  suppose you'd like to rest 
for a while now ," Dr. Carter 
continued. " You must have had 
a long, try ing trip." 

1 'Exccllent idea. I am pretty 
bea t . "  

' ' � I r .  Richardson 'viii con
duct you to your quarters, and 
your meals will be taken care 
of .  We've made considerable 
st rides in  developing syn t l:et ics 
-until the ::\Iartian soil is su f
f ic iently re-nitrog<·ni7.cd to be 
capable of  harboring vegeta
bles, o f  course." 

"Of cou r�c ," Aherne �aid 
wear i ly. He foresaw scv.�ral 
weeks of uneasy verbal fenc
ing, and dec ide(.] that the eager
ness of these coloni.,;ts to  im
press him was g o i n g  to become 
t ir ing. 

"Aftf'r vou\·c rested ."  Car
ter :-aid, ·"we · n�  scheciuled a 

tour of the Colony for you.  
::\liss Greer has bern a,;::ignul 
to you as your guide. ' '  

He glanced at "!\ l i � s  Greer. 

She was dressed i n  the u t i l i tar
ian,  unattractive singleton tunic 
that all  the Colonists seemed to 
adopt, but her face was bri�ht
eyed and interesting, and be
neath the shapeles� garment 
Aherne's critical eye detected 
what probably was a much 
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m'Jrr th<1 11 p:l - - :, bk figme. 

H1• fe- l t i l im:-,· l i  rchx. T; , ; ,  
s u r ,·,·y t r : p  wa.�n · l go i ng io b;· 
a.• mi.u:h of an ordo: ·al for 1� ; ,  
t:o:l:-t: i . ·nc�· a .... i lt' h a d  1.>�· ·n l :�
p•.·t: � i ; :g: .  

J_,. l :-l  1"\lO;n •.·:1 :::; c:�m �tJ r t :-� h1r·, 
...!.. ii hafd l �  l u ::t: r iuu . : .  and he 

m:al,· ! � im :.;t· l i  at ho:n� inunr:l
ia t t·l • ·  1 1 �· n o t iced se•;,:-ral 
Col;:1y t u n !..:s h a n _�:d n:; i n  t i l r  
cloJthe . .--c to.�et . a n d  he s l r i ] lped 
h i ; nm:pl"d l:u.,; i n ,•ss-:,; u i t  o i i  
a n , !  :- l i d  �-�L- i ly  i l l t o  o n e  of the 
so f � .  t l l �;g i !lg u n i form.-..  

.-\; 1d  t h •.•n , j u .;, [  a -:  he W J .:>  
br_•� i nu i ng  t o  loo . ..; ,• n ,  t o  w r i •!gl • 
o u t  oi t h :-- kn�ion_.; t ha t hnd 
gr;pp·.·:l h i m :-. i , ;n· thr  St'cur i t ,· 
Cot:nr i l  had gi\';'11 h im t l;l" 
a:-.:- i;;nn:.· n t .  hr n_·m('m U.-red t he 
O t !: � r  J lom('. 

\\" h a t  w a  . .;, i t ? Who had bl: i l t  
i t :> E�·rr\· u · l e  connected v; i t h  
the Colo:�y h �·re c a r r  f u I I  y 
anli ·.bl a l l  ment ion of  i t ,  as i f  
i t i t  \Wr:.> �oml' t h i n p:  �hameful,  
sonw t :r i n g  t o  h ide from sight.  

:\hf'rne k n rw that he'd ha\·e 
to f i n d  out all the deta i ls be fore 
h e  commit trd h ! mscl i on any 
f in :d 1h·ri-.ion about Mars Col
o r . y .  �o m:Htcr  how promi.:.; i ng 
tl : :• Col ony s<"emed, and no 
nn : t er how many M i ss Greers 

t lh'V th rew in lri:; W<'\'. IH_.'d 
IW.\�l' to br in  con t rul o-f {'\"t'ry 
in forma t i o n - factor bdvn.: he 
could al low h i rn:,el i to file his 
rt·port .  

The Coloni.oot.,; haJ givrn him 
a ple:tsant  room, with :1 ::.- • f t 
lotJk ing l x- d  and a t t ra·: t i n· fur
nishings.  Thet'c:: was a "'}Qk 
casr, in which hal f a duzcn 
scarlct-buund vol u m c.i karw-d 
at  a n  angle agai nst one wall,  
and when he d rew the f i r.,;t out 
h(' saw i t  was a nuvel by a 

co\;)ni.st ,  published there in Lhc 
Colony . 

Thry don't miH a /J ( '/, he 
thought,  fcding 3111>ilwr for
bidden t i n  g: I e o f  pride 1-:() 
t h rough ! r im .  It wouldn't  be 
hard to  rccommrnd con t i nua
t ion o f  a colony t h a t  .showed 
such en terpri..-;c and such d rivt• 
-prodded everything rbc hc-1 :1 
up. So far, so good. 

Aherne slept soundly t hat 
night for the f i r.-;t t i me in 
\\'Ccks. 

CHAPTER IV 

HE expec ted the guided tour 
first th ing in  the morning 

-in fact , was positively look
ing forward to it. And so ,, 
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when he heard a soft, gentle 
rapping at  his door the next 
morning, he rolled out of bed 
and tried to look wide awake. 
He was almost positive that it  
was Uiss Greer at the door. 

He was w rong. He t:hrew 
t h e  d(Jor opt:n and was con
fron ted by a small, swa rthy , 
:ll llJo..;t copper-colored man,  
w i t h  drC'p-sct eyes and jet
black lw. i r .  

" G ood morning, senor," t h e  
��  rang<'r :;.aid blandly. 

' · (; ood morni ng,''  Aherne re
plied, somewhat taken aback. 

" I  h:l\'c been sen t  to get 
you," the small man said. 
Aherne noticed, as the other 
sttpped into the room, that he 
had an c:-normous barrel of a 
c h cst�the c-hest of a si.x- footer, 
not a m H n  barely five-two i n  
height .  He �poke with a d is
tinct Spz nish accent. 

''To gct m e ? "  
• ·s;_ Please come quickly." 

Too puzzle-d to protest, 
Alu:rne <lres ... cd, washed up
the colonial plumbing, he noted, 
was none 100 good-and fol
lowed the small man out on the 
!'I reeL I t  was st i l l  early i n  tJ1e 
morning, and fe,�,.- o f  the colon
ists were to be seen. 

' 'Where arc we going?" 
Aherne asked. 

''With me," the other said 
noncommittally. 

Aherne wondered \":1gudy 
ju..-t where he was being taken, 
but decided to follow w it hout 
a r�ument .  It was just  PD'5ihlc 
th�t he m i_::h t  f ind out �ome
thing abolll the Culvny that  he 
might n o t  hm·e kno\\·n othcr
w i;-:.e, had he l i m i 1 ed himself  t o  
the o f f i c i a l  g uided leur. 

He pat ted the rold buH of 
th:! Webley bl�stcr,  ne.�t l ing 
safely i n  i ts  s.houlder-holster. 
He could hold his own with 
that, in case o f  trouble. 

TI-IE l i t tle man seemed to be 
i n  a considerable hurry. H e  

led A h e r n e  5pcc0ily through 
the streets toward the o u t er 
edge of the Dome-towan.l the 
a i rlock. 

Senral of the coloni�ts he 
pa ...  �cd on his way sm i led a t  
h i ;n, bu t  no o n e  fccmcd to w a n t  
to s top  h i m ,  to f i nd nu:  " h e re 
he was going. It  w.:ts just  a s  
wel l ,  :\herne thought.  

Thc·y came to t h e  a i rlock, 
a n d  1\herne saw a sandcrawler 
parked outside. The little man 
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had not .:::1irl a word Uuring the 
entire walk. 

Now he indicated rack of 
f'p:1Cl' :.;u i l ;;  hanging i nvit ing:y 
at the ent rance t o  t h e  ai rlc�:�. 
wrakc o n e , " he said. "Put it  
o n . "  

Obed i o- n : l y ,  Aherne d i d  :; o ,  
a n d  hi _.- s t �·:-.ng,-. gu ide cl !miJrd 
in lo one o f  the sm<l l l�r  s u i t s .  

Tugc t ! u : r ,  tht·y pa::sed throu;�h 
ihc  �irlo.:k and ou l.:>idc the 
Dnme. 

"\\'c go i n thi:-:, ' ' the other 
grun! et.L a n d  got into the .�and· 
cr;-�•.der.  o\hf'rnC', suspect ing at 
Ja::;t wh �n· h e  was being taktn, 
got in abo, and the vehicle 
�ocked smoothly to l i fe a n d  
s t n r ted to undulate  away. 

The c rawlt'r slid through a 
gap in the hil ls ,  and fol lowf"d 
a t wist in g. sharply-banked sand 
pat h  i n  the de..:;ert. An hour 
later ,  they arr ived at their des
t i n a !  ion-th·� second Dome. 

J t  sermcd to Oe constructed 
aluag the l i nes of the other.  
. \h('rne stared around curiously 
as he and his si lent compan ion 
wt•nt through the by·now fami· 
l iar proc<'."S o f  passing through 
the airlod::::; . At l a..c:;t ,  he was out 
oi  his s�t i t ,  and within the sec· 
ond Dome. It looked much l ike 
the f irst, i nside and out. 

But after a frw steps . AIH•rne 
fvund himself panting for 
breath , and a few more and he 
could sense his pulse quicken. 
inci. There wt1s a d i f ference : 
the air-pressure here was con
s iderably lower than earth
normal . He fell his body gJ-"P· 
ing to take in t he quantity of 
oxygen to which i t was accus· 
tomcd, and he �·::al lowed hard 
to rel ieve the pr.:s.;ure on his 
eardrums. 

As he stood t h r rc ,  reel ing 
sl ightly from tiH� change i n  
prrssure, he snw anot her ,  more 
fam i l iar face approach ing . I t  

w a s  another �m� l l ,  swarthy, 
Spanish-looking man, but this 
time i t  was one that Ahrrne 
knew well. 

" You'll get usi'Cl to the luw 
pressure soon , Aherne," the 
newcomer said a:> he drew near. 
" \\'e maintain it here for the 
benefit of our colonist:- ."  He 
extended a box o f tablets . 

" Here," he said. ; . _\spirin . It'l l  
relieve the reaction a litt.lr bit ."  

Aherne took the box,  fum
bled out one of the white tab· 
lets and swal lowed it, dry . He 
wai ted a moment while the 
pounding in his head subsided 
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a little, and then looked at the 
other. 

" I ' m  in bet ter shape now. I 
th ink,"  h� said. "But  what arc 
you doing hl're, Echavarra ? "  

' ' Yllu haven't missed me,  
.\lwrnt' ? You haven' t  notic;.>d 
that I 've not been expounding 
my crackp0t ideas at the U n i t 
l'd XatiJns the.;c p:1.st  three 
years ? ' '  

' 'Xo, ' '  Ahf'rnc said slo•:;ly, 
"Eva s i =H.:c  tk.• th.:il·at of  your 
pwpr;�:tl. I 'd a...;sumed yot.: wcrc 
o i f  dvi n-g private research 
.«omcwi�erc. ' '  

The man nddre<:.::cd r.s Echa
varra gr innc·d broadly.  "Exact
ly right. I ha�·c br-cn doin� 
private researc h . "  He rut :tn 
arm ;:�.roun d Aherne's  shoul..:ter. 
"Com r· . "  he said. "Let us go to 
my home. The pressure is 
ea.;icr to take thrre." 

AS they walked in to the heart 
of the colony , Aherne dis

covered i t  was populated al
mo::.t rxclusivt'ly by the small 
�warthy mC'n, none of whom 
seemed at all bothered by the 
low pressure. The {:>icture was 
starting to take shape. 

Jose Echavarra had been a 

storm-center at the rnitcd Ka
t ions Headquarters during the 
days of the hot debate over 

who should bu i ld the l\ Iar;; Col
ony. and how. Ech:�varra, a Pe
ruvian ;::cneticist, had b i t terly 
o;Jposcd the American, Cart(' r ,  
who seemed to h a v e  the in �:de 
t rack on the covctetl r� a,r 

propriation. 

Carter h�vl f:tvorrd bui lding 
pr�ssuri7.ed dome:; e n  ::\ Iars,  in 
which Earthnwn con:d l iv� i n  
comparati\·e comiort.  Ec:lavar
ra, rag!ng, had decla rcrl that  
this was the wrong ·way to go 
about it- thD.t man :-hm•ld 
adapt himsrlf to fit t h e  phnft , 
not adapt the plane t to fit ilirn
sclf.  

He put forth as a n  Pxamplc 
And�an miners whn had been 
studied by Peruvian sc it'n t i .c;ts . 
These miners lived all t lwir 
l ives at alt itudes of  10 ,000 to 
1 5 .000 feet above sca-h.'\·.:-1 ,  
where the air  was tl:in <• nd the 
air-pressure low-and th.:-y h::.d 
adaptrd. They were capable o i  
cx ist ing comfortably w i t h  a 
pr("ssure of only eight pounds 
per square inch.  Echa\ a r ra had 
proposed to establ i:;h a cn,uny 
composed of these hardy �.,ru
vians, and gradually tn  IJr<t�:l 



90 SUPER-SCIENCE FICTION 

them further along the lines 
t hry were al ready head ing, un
t i ,  t hey were capable of living 
comfortably i n  the thin air of 
l\fars. 

Ahe-rne remembered clearly 
what had happened . The vola
t ile Dr. Ecl1a \·arra had spent 
h.ng hours expla i n i ng his plan, 
a r. d  thPn i t  had been turned 
du\\"n flat . :\ f 1 r r  all ,  one dclc
J!.:1 lc  rema rked , the Echa,·arra 
plan mt'ant that  only one naticn 
- - P�:ru-<.:ould send men to 
:;rar�. Other peoples, raised on 
the  cu�tomary 1 4 -pounds-pcr
!'quare-inch air pressure, would 
be inco:pablc o f  surviving. 

That ended the discmsien. 
E ..:ha, ·< Hra was rt>jected fi rmly, 
a n d  Raymond Carter had been 
dwsen to head the pioneer ex
ped it ion that would build the 
pre�sure-dome and establish the 
LT� Colony, with the colon ist s , 
oi course, to be chosen from all 
nn , ions . 

Ech<!varra had disappeared 
frcm siKht. Kow, here he was 
�complftc w it h  h is colony o f  
Peruvian!', a f l e r  a l l .  And the 
air pressure was low, all right. 
:\ berne, weakening, dragged 
o • 1 r  lrg <l ftcr the other pai n fully 
<t s  he followed Echavarra 
t h rough the streets. 

"}� here," the Peru vian s.-1id. 
Aherne �tumbled ahead as 

he was told , and entered a 
smal l , austerfly- furn i�hed room 
whose warm, rich atmo.<:phere 
struck his l u ngs with jarr ing 
force. 

" I  like to kC'cp C'IH' rr.:: .. :-n at 
normal pre�<:urc," Ech:�\·,-: r ra 
cx:Jla ined. ' ' I 'm .<: t i l l  not cr>m. 
pkt cly u.<:cd to the  s t t1 f f  t h c�e 
;\ndeans brea t he nn·:,r·l f .  ;�nd I 
l ike to relax in htr;! from t rmc 
to  t i m e . "  

Aherne f lung him�· d f  down 
on a ha n11nock sl n:tchcU tautly 
from wall to wall ,  and wai! efl 
for his metaboli:.m to re� u r n  to 
normal . 

"\\rhew : "  he mana ged to :ay 
after a moment .  ' • l 'rn not built 
for these pressure changes ."  

"You're suffering f r o m  an
o�ia," Echa\'a rra said. • · Lack 
o f  oxygen. The decreased pres
sure in this dome makes it 
l:ardcr for your lungs to  get 
oxygen, and the q u a n t i l y  nf red 
cells in your blood incrca�·rs to 
compcn�ale. It 's  rou!!h fnr a 
while, but you'll  adjust . ' '  

Aherne nodded. ' • 1 "11 say ifs 
f(,Ugh." 

' 'I 'd say you'd p<l.S!"(·d into 
the second thrcshohl of an
oxia," the Peruvian comml'Ut-



cd. hu . : J i ' l .� ; u , n m d  ncr ·;ou .• l \' .  
1 'Whi, · h  i "  ai;uut what l e�· 
pcc t t·d WiJu!d hap[ t :." n . "  

' ' \\' l : J i  du yuu m ea n : · •  
' ' \\· �· � r a r i e  t h e  k• ·;('i:; oi  o::y· 

gt'll ll•_•,•d IHI I h r?(' th n •::-!lOJd.-:, ' '  
Ec!n·,- �l r ra  :·.x ! 1 l a i nrd. • · Til" f i r:' l  
is t h  . .  • r ' tli! i �m th." �.IJ::JI.-1. On  
Eartl 1 ,  i t '.� gcn ::-ralh· <·n�.:oun·  

INt' I ;,J•h"(' 6 000 ft>�t a i l i tude .  
Pul .;,· q u i�:kcn � ;  �_·api l l a ri£-s re
lax, al JO \\· ing more Llood t o  
ri'ac!i t i lt• c : l b .  Son:e  d i u i n e:;;s.  

And t l:,·n com�=- �t:1ge two,  as  
you /;' '  a l i t t k· hi ;,dl C'r -dis
turl,ano· 1 /trl'shoid. You were 
just p:.�..•:- ing o·;er that level 
who:·n I .<.;ot you i n  IH'rf'. Charac· 
tC'ri.� t iC;, are fuzziness of sight, 
dul l i ng o f  t lw :-::-nses, slownc�s 
o f  rnu�cle rea c t i o n .  You know 
what i t 's l i :.. e .  I t 's u npleasant ,  
bul nut dan.�erou.s." 

• ·1  .:. ,· e , ' '  s 1 i d  .--\hC'rne . He was 
st i l l rt-CO\"t' r i n g  his  strcng i h ,  
and l ay  thNc u n mov ing . "15  
therL' a third stage ? "  

"The r�· is , ' '  Echa\·arra �aid .  
"Cri, it ·!l! t:ur,;hold. I t 's en
couni-.'r('t! whl'n th�· pr�:-sui=e 
gt:l� dt �Y:n to about on�-hal f at
mosphere. Los-> o f  vision, 
pounding o f  heart,  nosebleed, 
loss oi lllll:;�.:ubr coordination, 
blackout of  con:.:ciou:-;ness. Pos
sibly convubion.s. The ult imate 

9 1  
crisis is Ueat h .  l\Ien jq�· t  ar<'n ' t  
bu i l t  to t akt:' low pres.� u r .:- .  ,\Tars 
i�  a cr i t ical - thrc5lwld a r t' a  :1 t 
all t i m � ,:; ;  on Earth,  i 1 ',:; g,· n 
erally encountereJ on ly .:-�!;�: · _ - ,_, 
1 6 ,000 frrt--such as in t h .· 
Perw: i0 n AndC's," Et:1av:1.fd 
rom:luded poi ntc < l ly .  

:\hC'rn::- w .:t :->  fl'l'l iw,!  n n 1 1 1 1  
bdtcr now. He swun_!.i� h i ;n .,dl  
( (, a � i l t i n g:  posi t ion a m i  :;;hrd 
sh::nply at the P t> r u d a n ,  wl10 
w:1.s t oy i ng with i1;s � t i i i ,  Ubc:.. 
m u :- t :1che. 

".\11 very i n t e rest i ng. E : ! . :l 
varr::t ,  t hou�h I su.- pcd y·. o u  
didn't  smuggle m e  out lwr<:" ju �,t 
tc lecture m e  on high al 1 i t u ; h• 
conditions.  How about t h(' j q .  
formation I w : m t  t o  hea r :· · •  

Echav:trra s.mikd uriJc 1 11 .  � y .  
"Just what wou!d )' I •U l i k �· ! ; ,  
know ? "  

' 'First : wha t a r ('  y 1 : u  t l  . .  i : � : �  

h�rl' ? Who finann·tl ynu :• ' '  
T h e  small man's cou n k n J I�ce  

darkened . " I t  is a !'::td :- l 'l :T .  
After  my unhappy r;·j.;--:.: i iun ;It 
the hands of the Cencral .\: :
selllbly, I t ra ,·cliNI fro111 c o u ·l 
t ry to  country, seeking IJ;J,: : ; : ; ;  
for my projrc t .  F i n a l l y  J r:t i , ; ; ·d 
the nece�sarv m i n i m u m .  w ' i h  
t h e  generous- lwlp of my o'", ·1 
countrymen. K a t  u r a I I  y \ 
could not work 011 t ht' ::-- · 

' 
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Dr. Carter did, but we did 
manage to get together enough 
cash to transport several hun
dred Andean families here and 
build a fair-sized dome." 

' '\Vhy ?" 
The other smiled. " I  di.->

agrced with the basic premise 
of Carter's project , and I want
ed a chance to try i t  my way. 
�Iy men arc already acclimated 
t o  one-hal f atmosphere. They 
work and play happily in an 
t'm· ironnwn t that would k i l l a 

normal man. They 've been l iv
ing that way for generation�. 
Gt'Jwtically,  t hey've bern bred 
to �urvivc in thin-air condi
t ions . 

" I ' m  rrd uc in g  the pressure 
in this dome, e\'Cr so gradual ly . 
They don ' t notice i t-but their 
Lodics adapt to the sl ight 
clwn�cs. En:ntually I hope to 
get it down to where it ap
proximates that of :\Jars. I 
won't  be here to see i t .  It won't 
be with these people , nor with 
thr i r child ren-but somewhere 
along the l ine i t ' l l happen . .-\nd 
tlwn�poo f :  Xo mc.re domes ! "  

' 'Interesting," said Aherne 
coldly. "just why did you pull 
this little trick this morning 
and spirit me away, then ?"  

The Peruvian spread his 
dark-skinned hands. "You're 
here to decide on the fate of 
the Carter colony, are you 
not ? "  

Aherne nodded. ' ·What i f  I 
am?' ' 

Echavarra b r o u g h t  his 
bright-eyed, eager face close. 
Aherne noticed that i t  was 
l ined with a fine purple net
work of explodecl capi l lar ies. ' ' I 
brought y o u  h e r e  to s h o w  you 
how I 'm succeeding with my 
genet ics program. I want you 
to vote against Carter-and 
tran� fer the appropr iat ion to 
me ! "  

Aherne recoiled instantly. 
4 ' lmpossiblc ! The l.:"i has al
ready \'Oted to support Carter. 
I can't see any reason to coun
termand thei� decision. \'our 
work has some cur iosi ty value, 
I suppose, but we can hardly 
give serious-" 

"Xot so fast ,"  Echa\'i Hra 
said. "Don't leap off so blind
ly. You're here for a while. 
Take your time; consider the 
relative merits of the two 
colonies. See for yourself which 
one is fitter to work and live 
on Mars." 

Aherne shook his head. "I'm 
willing to abide by the decision 
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of the General Assembly," he 
said. "Thanks for the offer, but 
I think I'd better get back to 
the UN Colony now, Echavar· 
ra." 

"Stay a little longer," the 
Peruvian urged. 

Aherne started to say no, but 
suddenly there was the sound 
of scuffling outside, and the 
sound of loud, angry shouting. 
And then the door burst open, 
and Sully Roberts, wearing a 
plastic oxygen-mask, strode 
into the room, half a dozen 
men behind him. 

CHAPTER V 

"Y���;:arr�r R
f
:

r
b e 

t;:s� 
snapped angrily. His men 
formed a ring around Aherne;  
in the background, Aherne 
could see two or three puzzled
looking Peruvians standing on 
tiptoe trying to see into the 
room. 

"\\rhat do you mean, Me. 
Roberts?" 

"I mean you've kidnapped 
this man ! " Roberts turned so
licitously to Aherne. "They 
haven't harmed you at an, have 
they?"  

Aherne shook h is  head.  "No, 
I've-" 

"There seems to be some 
misunderstanding,'' Echavarra 
said mildly. "Mr. Aherne was 
not kidnapped. He came here 
voluntarily, earlier this morn� 
ing, to inspect our colony. Is 
this not correct, l\Ir. Aherne? ' '  

The  U N  man saw the  faces 
of  the six men from Carter's 
colony go tense. They were 
worried now ; perhaps Echa
varra had succeeded in scduc� 
ing him over to his side? Aherne 
decided to remain noncommit� 
a! for the moment. 

" I  wouldn't say I was kid� 
napped," he replied, smiling. 
ui did, indeed, come here vol
untarily." 

"You see ? "  Echavarra said. 
Roberts' face was a mask of 

anguish and turmoi l ;  apparent� 
ly Echavarra's intentions were 
known to all. 

"But-" 

Roberts was almost in tears, 
and on a man that size his fa
cial expression was remarkably 
incongruous. 

"I want to assure you that 
Mr. Aherne has not been 
harmed," Echavarra said. "And 
now, i f  you'll excuse us while 
we finish our discussion-" 
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"We're e:x[X'(ting him to take 
part in  some funct ions at our 
Uome " Roberts said ' 'We'd 
be w·;y <.l i!"a ppointed ir he re
mained here with you." 

Careful usr of the third per
son in .�peaking about m e ,  
:\herne noted. They're afraid 
of sNming to be controlling m e .  

" I  th ink t hey're right ,  Senor 
Erha,·a rra," Aherne said.  ' ' I  do 
h;n·c a rt>.�pon�i bi l i ty  to the 
C n r t rr Col ony at the momt'nt . "  

"I hope y o u  ' I I  gi,·c c a r d  ul 
con�· i < l <�rat ion to t h e  matter I 
rrwrH iuned, l\J r .  Aherne." 

" I ' l l  think about i t , "  Aherne 
prorni:-:ed. l t  was the diplomatic 
t h in�-: to !'<ay. " B u t  as of now, 
I intend to rely on the earlier 
<kc i:- ion of the Assembly." 

' ' Very well ,"  Echavarra said, 
half- frowning a n d  bowing po
l i tely. " B u t  I do hope to see 
you aga i n  before you leave 
)da rs-and perhaps you'll have 
chan�<'d your mind." 

' ' Pt·rhap:-:," Aherne s.1.id.  He 
t u nwd to Roberts. ' ' I  think it's 
t i nl(· to  go back now," he said .  

WilEN they were out�id<', 
w;i lking briskly t hrough 

th(' t h i n  air of the Peruvian 
r0lony on t ht'ir way to the air-

lock, Roberts allowed some of 
his anxiety to <'Scape. 

"\Ve were sure worricrl t here, 
1\lr. Aherne . .'\.s soon n s  we 
found out you'd bern �cen leav
ing the colony in the company 
o i  one o f  thest' l i t t l e  I n dians, 
we l it out aflrr  you ."  

• · J-Iow COOl<' y o u  w e r r  wor
r ied ? "  .'\ hcrnc a:-;k<·cl ,  t rying to 
be conversa t io n a l ,  a s  they 
reached the a i rlnd: .  H1: f l i c ket.J 
off the oxygen ma�k Roberts 
had gin:-n h i m .  and c l i m L('d i n t o  
a su i t  as quick ly as h<' could, 
a n xious to  avoid a repet i t ion of 
his previous experience with 
the low PH"S!'UrC o f  the rnu
vian Dome. 

u\\"el l ,  sir ,  you didn't lt•avc 
any message, and we were sure 
you were kidnapped. Of coursf" 

' we didn't  know you had d� id� 
ed to visit the Prruvians with
c· 1t  tell ing u� ,"  Roberts  �aid. 

lmplil'd in that, 1hought 
Aherne, is t•eiiNl criticism. 
IVhat he's hinting at is that I 
had no business mnning off 
like that-or that perhaps I 
really WtH kid11apt,ed, and 
·wvll'l admit it. 

' 'Edla,·arra and I are old ac
quaintances," Aherne �aid. "I 
had a goOO deal o f  contact with 
him i n  the days before his 
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rrojrct wa� t urned Uuwn by the 
UN. ' '  

' 'Ht.•':-o a c r;�e�pot , o f  cour5c," 
RoUt>rb a:;srrL._-d quickly.  The 
Oi.� m a n  boo,;t t�d :\hcrnc l ight

ly up into the :;�ndcrn wlt.•r a n d  
folloli'JL'J h i m  i n .  ' ·This  idea o f  
breed ing people t o  breathe 
l'.Iart ian  a i r  can't  po.�:.ibly 
work.  t·an i t ? "  

"l "rn  n o t  :-> 0  sure of that ," 
saiJ :\hrrne.  He• s : t w  the im
mrdia t t• c:xpre.��icm of despn i r  
rdlPc led  on Rob� rt <  open facl', 
and rl•joired ju.-.;t a l i t i lr i n  his  
own wickcdnc:"s. Ht• was bai t 

i n J.t  Rnber t .� , t a \;: i n g:  advantage 
o f  tlh' co!oni., t ':; de;-;p.:-ratc de
sire t • l  will :\hcrnc's appro•;a\ ,  
and w h i l (' he k nt."\\' i t  was u n 
fair i t  w a s  abo a l i ! t l c  cnjcJy
aLk•. 

A f t e r  a Jon .� .-:i lence, du ring 
which both nwn had kept l"yes 
fi xf•d f i rmly :tnd un::nm iortably 
on tht> trar .kll '.�..- wa.•tcs ahead, 
R•Jbert:;  said. ' ;You don't  mean 
you'l l  con,.i , l .. r  giving them our 
apprnpria i i o n .  wil l  you ? "  

T h e  que.� t inn was a blunt  
and d i red onC'.  Roberts wa:; ob
viously not m uch good at d i J>
Iorna t ic i n d i rection,  despite his  
{"ar\ ier  slyne�s i n  the encounter 
with Valoincn over the invoices. 

Roberts wanted t o  get straigh t  
t<, the heart o f  t h e  problem that 
so d isturbed h i m .  

A h e r n e  considered possil>h
answcrs for a moment or two 
- a n d  t h e n ,  seeing no real 
just i f ication for a l l owing Rnh
erts to worr; ovf'r the ro->.-. ib i l i· 
ty of an outcome that ,\hrrne 
himself had al rcady rt'jec ted ,  
said,  ' ':\'o, o i  course not .  The 
c:..; •s already voted to  support 
th�  Carter Colony, and I dun't  
sec any reason fur br inging 
Ecbavarra back in tu  the pi·�
ture.' '  

A XX IOUS faces grf'•.•tr1l hirn 
as he clambNt�d tlmwgh 

the a i rlock o f  t h e  l"r\ Dorn e  
a n d  rc-enter<"d t h e  colony. H e  
spotted t h e  rema i n ing mcmb,·rs 
of the com m ittee o f  .'ix. and a 
handiul  of  oth�r worricJ- \n./;:
in� colonists. 

pr.  Raymond C'artt'r  was 
the first to come up to  h i m .  l:: r J t  
bf'fore a n y t h i n g  c o u l d  be ,.,r i e l .  
Rob(•rts intcrpo.sed himsel f :-t n . l  
t>xplained where Ah.:-rne k1d 
bee n ,  and why. 

"\'isiting Echa\'arra . <·h ? "  
Carter said. "That crank ? ll:d  
he have anything in tcre:Oi i lt ' !  t · •  
say ?  Last I heard, he w : · �  
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working on some plan for mak· 
ing those Indians of his survive 
on jupiter-or was it the pho
tosphere of the sun? "  

Aherne smiled at t h e  exag
geration, but ignored the com
ment. "I'm sorry for the de
lay," he said. ur felt it  was 
necessary to examine the Peru
vian colony as well as yours
as a sort of control to use in 
judging your own Dome." 

Carter eyed him uneasily. 
"You weren't taken in by 
Echavarra, were you ? "  

�<Ko," Aherne said. "At 
]east,  I see no reason to reverse 
the decision of the General As
sembly in regard the appropri
ation." He saw Carter relax 
visibly, and immediately add
ed, "I do, of course, want to 
examine your own colony in de
tail before reaching any deci
sion on your progress and fu
ture potentialities." 

c.r\atura11y," Carter said un· 
easily. He turned and gestured 
to Miss Greer. HYou can pr<r 
ceed with your tour of  the 
Colony at once, i:  you wish. 
Miss Greer will be happy to 
accompany you wherever you 
would like to go.» 

Carter appeared almost ab-

surdly grateful that Aherne 
had not deserted to the camp 
of the Peruvian geneticist. As 
he walked away toward the 
heart of  the Colony with the 
voluble �nss Greer, Aherne 
fcund himself wishing he could 
be in a position to be honest 
with these people-to tell them 
how much he admired their ac· 
complishments, to tell them 
how badly he was hoping to be 
able to put through a positive 
recommendation !or continua· 
tion of the colony. 

But he had to be sure, first. 
An emotional identi fication 
with these pioneers was dan� 
gerous, threatening to underw 
mine his judgment. Aherne 
knew his appraisal would have 
to be cold, rational, and rew 
morscless. The outcome was 
still in doubt, so far as Special 
Attache Michael Aher!lc was 
concerned. 

CHAPTER VI 

MISS Greer was tall, slim, 
attractive, and ready to do 

a I m o s t anything to win 
Aherne's approval. A h e  r n e 
wondered, in a detached sort 
of way, just how far that atti
tude could be carried. He bad 
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no serious intt>ntions, of course ; 
UN men on special assign
ments have various strict pro
hibitions designed to keep them 
more efficiently at work. 

"You're unmarried ? "  Aherne 
asked, wondering why such a 
handsome girl would have felt 
any urge to uproot hersel f from 
Earth and join the Colony. 

She lowered her eyes. ' 'My 
husband's dead ," she said.  "I 've 
resumed my maiden name. Il's 
the custom here." 

"Oh. Sorry to hear that," 
Aherne said lamrly, as they 
turned down the long row of 
low-lying l i tt le houses that 
were situated lx>twccn the air
lock and the school building, 
which was thei r first stop. 

"He was kil led during the 
building of  the Dome," she 
said. "There w c r e eleven 
casualties during the time we 
cast it. He was one of them . I 
came here because of him
but I'm staying now for my
self . I feel I belong here ; I �  
have work to do. Doing some
th ing important-not just for 
mysel f, but for the world." 

Aherne grunted something 
unintell igible; he wanted to 
keep the <liscu<:.-;ion away from 

sentiment, pinned down on a 
level of fact. "You say there 
were eleven killed during the 
building of the Dome ? "  

S h e  nodded. "A section fell 
on t11em. I t's the only major 
accident we've had." 

�<The Colony has a low hos
pital record, then ? ' '  

"Fairly low. We've had plen
ty of minor troubles, though . 
B efore we started posting 
guards at the airlock , we'd have 
children wandering through 
and outside the Dome-but we 
stopped that quick enough. 
And then we had a spell of 
ptomaine last yea r ;  no deaths, 
but we were all pretty sick for 
a while. And there's been a lot 
of gravity sickne�s-that's our 
big�est problem." 

" How so?" Aherne asked . 

' 'Well of cour<;e vou know 
t he gra;ity here is  �nly about 
4 0 j'o of Earth's, an d i t  takes a 
l i ttle while to get adjusted to 
i t .  Some people had digestion 
problems-the food wouldn't 
go down properly. And one 
problem we haven 't licked yet 
is pregnancy. \Vomen just 
aren't built to deliver children 
in less than one-hal f  grav. The 
muscles can't manage it." 
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That wa� one factor Aherne 
hadn't considered. "But chit� 
drcn arc born here, arcn ' t  
they ?" 

"Oh,  yes ! "  Miss Greer sairl. 
her face brightening. "\\'ait till 
you see our schoolroom ! nut 
it's risky, o f  course. \Ve've built 
a small grav chamber in which 
all our deliveries are made. The 
problem is to keep a close chet:k 
on all expecting mothers, and 
make sure they're within reach 
o f  the grav chamber when labor 
begins. Occasionally someone 
will premature, and there's no 
time to get her to the chamber. 
It's very complicated then." 

Aherne nodded. He was not
ing all these things carefully. 
Miss Greer, he reflected, was 
an ideal guide. Not only was 
.she attractive to be with, she 
was neither as self-conscious 
nor as tight-lipped as the men 
seemed to be, and she was re· 
vealing all sorts of facts about 
the Colony that Aherne might 
never have found out otherwise. 

Facts which needed to be 
evaluated, to be fitted into the 
problem of, Is the Mars Colony 
promising enough to be worth 
conthtuing? 

THE schoolroom was a de--
l ight. Aherne saw two dozen 

scrubbed, .spri�htly youngsters 
go th rough dr i lls  i n  a r ithmetic 
and spelling with about as 
much accuracy as could be e x ·  

pee ted , - and then, at d ismissal, 
go tumbling out of  the class· 
room with an appealingly colt· 
ish agility. There didn't seem 
tc be an unhappy child i n  the 
lot,  nor a sel fconscious one, nor 
a homely one. The psycholo-
gists who had chosen the colon
ists for the trip had chosen 
well. 

The children ranged from 
three to ten years in age, with 
a big gap in the five-to-seven 
group. That was easily ex· 
plainable, o f  course ; the colony 
had been planted five years 
ago, and no pregnant women 
nor children under two had 
been allowed to go. So there 
was a definite hiatus i n  the 
procession o f  age ; children who 
had gone on the original ship 
were now eight and above, 
while those born in the Colony 
were no older than four. 

The youngsters moved with 
more assurance and poise than 
their parents, Aherne noticed. 
I t  made sense; they had been 
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bred in tl1e Martian gravity; 
their muscles were not previ· 
ously trained by a lifetime 
spent on Earth, and so they 
were able to cope with Mars' 
light pull more easily. They arc 
adapting, Aherne thought. 

He moved on, from the 
schoolroom to the local library, 
from the library to the print
shop where ?�.'Iars' one daily 
newssheet was turned out. 
There, he was shown with 
pride the unfinished, unbound 
copy of Dr. Carter's history of 
the .Mars Colony, from its in
ception right through to the 
conclusion o f  its fifth year of 
activity. Aherne, looking at the 
contents page, noticed that the 
book was inscribed, Volume 
One. 

Carter was anticipating a 
lcng series of further volumes. 

Miss Greer was a pleasant 
and affable companion, and she 
never failed to be a source of 
diverting and informative con
versation, as they moved on. 
She showed him the central 
telephone switchboard, then 
the building that housed the 
atmosphere-generator, and then 
the small theater i n  which a 
band of amateurs were rehears-

ing a performance of Twelfth 
Night to be given that eve
ning. 

Shakespeare on Mars? Why 
not, Aherne thought, as he 
watched the rehearsal unfold 
for a while. The Colonists were 
capturing the Bard's smoothly
flowing poetry with rare skill 
and insight. Aherne sat en
tranced in the small, cushion
less-seated theater for over an 
hour, and asked to meet the 
director afterward. 

It turned out that the direc
tor was also the taU, deep
voiced man who had played 
Malvolio. His name was Patch
ford. Aherne complimented 
him both on his performance 
and on his directing. 

l'Thank you, sir," the colon· 
ist said. �You're planning t(lo 
attend our performance, aren't 
you? "  

11Certainly," Aherne said. 
"Have �you been doing much 
Shakespeare ? "  

"No, unfortunately," Patch
ford said sadly. "Our Complete 
Shakespeare w a s  destroyed 
somehow i n  transit, and we 
haven't been able to get a re
placement from Earth yet. 1t 
was sheer luck that I had ap-
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pearcd in a !\mal l  stock·com
pany that was doing Twrljth 
Night, not long br forc I left 
E:trth. I cotlicd all the parts  
from m�·mory , and that's the 
vers ion we're do ing." 

" I t  sounded accur3te enough 
to  me," Aherne said. 

"I hope so," said the other , 
grinning. "Until  the UN gets 
around to microfi lming another 
Shc.kc�pearc for us, it's the best 
we can offer . "  

" I 'll be looking forward to  
scring it tonight , "  Aherne said 
sincerely, and he and �Iiss 
Greer moved on. 

The next stop was the town 
hall ,  a rugged-looking, half-fin
ished auditorium. From there, 
i t  was over to the hydroponics 
plant, where Aherne talked 
lcaroC'dly with a couple of the 
boys working there. He saw 
t hat his 'ponies-talk made a 
tremendous impression on !\I iss 
Greer, and he didn't care to 
disturb her belief in his omni· 
science by telling her that he 
had been a hydroponics tech· 
nician h imsel f  for a while be· 
fore entering UN service. 

Aherne n o t e d  that the 
'ponies plant was admirably set 
up, and he sampled some of i ts 
1> r o d  u c t s-radishes, which 

seemed just a l i t t lr unrledur
ni!'hcd. nnd toma toes, which 
tasted fine. 

And then,  a t  !a _c;! , :\Jbs Greer 
decided th:1. t  1\ h('rnc had seen 
enough of the colony for one 
tby. She accompa nil·d him to 
Car ter 's house, \vhcre they 
were sch{'d ule , l  to (•at dinner, 
with a vis i t t o  Patch ford's 
Shakcspca.rc pruduuion slated 
for bter in the evening . Aherne 
felt tired, exc ited , plca!'cd, and 
very much less in doubt about 
his evenlUal decision. 

CHAPTE R VII 

B
USY <lays folTowed, as 
Aherne , always the center 

of interest, was given a 
thoroughgoing look at l i fe in 
the Colony. The colonists were 
all un failingly polite and help-
ful ; they were aware that they 
were on trial, and they were 
trying to live up to whatever 
standards Aherne could possi
bly set for them. 

Life under the low gravity 
was awkward, a t  t imes, and 
the arti firial atmosphere's faint 
staleness m:tde Aherne long for 
the fresh air of E3rth. D u t  oth· 
crwise , the trc-hr.k:tl end of the 
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Colony seemed to b e  \Vell un
der control. 

They were far from being 
scJf-sufficicnt, of course; food 
shipments from Earth were 
still of vital importance, to sup
plement the diet turned out by 
the hydroponics and the bud
ding synthetics factory. The 
plan was to convert Mars' arid land into fertile soi1 once again, 
but that would take years, per
haps centuries. 

Psychologically, the Colony 
seemed beautifully balanced. 
The men who had chosen the 
colonists had chosen wisely, de
spite the handicap of having 
to fo11ow a prearranged nation
a1istic plan o f  choice, and the 
eleven hundred inhabitants of 
the UN Dome were as sane an 
assortment of people as Aherne 
had ever seen gathered togeth
er in one place. 

The Colony had, in general , 
Jived up to expectat ions. And, 
on the morning when Jose 
Echavarra came to visit him, 
Aherne had just about made up 
his mind about the sort o f  re
port he was going to turn in. 

TIE little Peruvian appeared 
s u d d e n  I y, unexpectedly, 

while Aherne, enjoytng a mo
ment of relaxation, was read
ing a reasonably good novel 
written by Roy Clellan, a col
onist, and published at the 
Colony printshop. 

He looked up in surprise as 
Echavarra entered. 

"Hello Aherne " 
uEcha�arral H�w'd you get 

past the airlock guard ? "  
The geneticist s h r u g g e d .  

"There is no law against my 
coming here, is there? Besides, 
I told the guard outside that 
if  he didn 't let me through, I'd 
simply radio over from my 
Dome and tell you that 1 'd been 
turned away. He was in a cleft 
stick, and all he could do was 
let me in." 

''So here you are," Aherne 
said. "What do you want ? " 

Echavarra took a srat on the 
edge of Aherne's bed, and fold
ed his thin, dark fingers into 
a complex pattern. "You re
member our earlier conversa
tion ? "  

"I do," Aherne �said. "What 
o f  i t ? "  

"Are you still of your former opinion ?" 
"lf what yon mean i.e;, do I 

intend to squash Carter'� col
ony and turn the appropriation 
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over to you , the answer is no." 
Echavarra. frowned . " S t i l l  

n o ,  eh ? T h a t  m e a n s  y o u  nHJ:>t 
have been impressed with this  
l i t t le  colony here . " 

"I w:ts," �id Aherne. " Very 
hi�hl y ." 

The sma 11 man scowled ex
pressi n·ly . "'You still  do not 
under.>ta nd ," he said. "These 
pt"'ple here-they are only 
guests on Mars ! Th<>y are tem
porary visitors,  stay ing here by 
s u f ferance of their Dome. But 
they will  always be ou tsida.-;, 
al ways be dependent on arl i 
ficial atmosphen• l "  

" I  told you I don't care to 
U iscuss i t , "  Aherne said sti i fly . 
"These people have set up a 
tr ul v wonderful social organiza
tion

-
. Can you say the same o f  

y o u r  high-J.ltit udc Andcan s ? ' '  
' ' X o , "  the o t h e r  replied. "Not 

yet. But we w il l be able to 
breathe the air of Mars, one 
day. The social organizat ion 
can come later, once the phys
ical handicaps are overcome." 

"I don ' t  agree/' said Aherne. 
"You\'e taken men acclimated 
t o  high altitudes, low air pres· 
su re-but what kind of men 
are they ? Do they represent the 
best of humanity. No. They're 
just ignorant , primitive people 

whll harpen to hnvc fl '.'vcloprd 
a cl'rta i n  k i n d  o f  phy., ical en 
dur� nn·. You Gtn ' t  build a 
world out of t h e m . "  

' ' \'uu c a n ' t  bui ld  a wor ld  out  
nf  p(•ople who must  hide k
nca t h  a dome,"  Echa\·,:ura r�
tor tcd.  ' · B u t  I see I will get 
nowh('r(' with you. I tru�t you'll  
have th� k indness to  in form the 
United Ka t ions o f  my where
about�, though, and of  the suc
ce:<:." of my project ? " 

" I 'l l  do that," Aherne said. 
' ;For what i t 's  worth ." 

Edm\·arra dropped a th ick 
sheaf of papers on the bed. 
"Hrre';; my report . l 've an
alyzed the tolerance of  my men 
to low pressure, discussed the 
i n t e-grated adaptations that will 
be necessary to produce a ful ly 
:i\farswor thy race, and inclmled 
some detail . .; of  the biochem ical 
a nal vses o f  muscular t i  . .;sues 
tku

· 
my associates have b..::cn 

mak i ng . One of t h;::m has been 
!'t udying myogl ob in, a form of 
hemogl ob i n which is particular
ly useful in  governing the rate 
of  oxygen-unloading in-but 
th':'re's no point in telling this 
to you , is there ? If you see fit, 
turn these papers over to the 
intere:'ted parties." 

"I'll do that," Aherne said . 
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"Look ,  Echavarra- l'm not 
t rying to be deliberately cr uel 
about this. l 'm not here to  dc
ci{le whether your setup is 
more worthy of  development 
than Carter's ; � fa r  as I 'm 
concerned, that's been decided 
long ago . .'\11 I wanted to do 
was to see i f  the Carter colony 
is work ing. :\nd i t  i-" .  I'm sat
i.c;fied." 

'•You're filing the report, 
t hen ? " 

''1 a m , "  :\hcrne said. It \\'35 
the first t ime he had voiced the 
decision aloud, and now he was 
more certain than ever that it 
was t he proper decision. 

' 'Very g o o d," Echavarra 
snapped. "1 .. ·on't attempt to 
persuade you any further." 

"It won't help," Aherne said. 
He felt genu inely sympathetic 
toward .Echavarra, but as 
things stood there was nothing 
he could do. Carter's colony 
deserved support. Even dis
counting the fact that they 
were probably putting on a 
s p e c  i a I demonstration for 
Aherne's b�:ncfit ,  the colony 
scrmcd to be the first true t>x
a mple of coopera tion betw�:en 
human beings on every level 
Aherne had ever set•n. 

Aherne picked up Echtn·ar-

ra's papers and tidied thf'm into 
a neat stack.  ' · 1 ' 1 1  take c a r e  of 
t hese," he said. 

''Thank you," the Perm·ian 
said simply. He stared St'an.:h
ingly at Aherne for a moment ,  
and then turned and left. 

A HER�E made his  cleci:-;ion 
known publicly later th.at 

day. In a short, terst·ly-worded 
statement which he handed si
len t ly to Dr. Carter, he told 
of his great delight in  seeing 
how the Colony functioned, and 
s t a t e d  definitely that he 
planned to support continua
tion of  the appropriation on an 
indefinite basis. 

Carter read the sta tement 
t hrough and looked up a t  
Aherne. ' 'Thanks,,. h e  said 
blunlly. 

''Don't thank me," said 
Aherne. ''It's your own hard 
work that's done this.  l 'nJ one
hundred-percent sold on vour 
colony here, Dr.  Carter." 

-

' 'I 'm glad to hear that," 
the graying leader said. "For 
a while, at the beginning, you 
seemed very dubious about the 
way th ings were doing here." 

''It was just a pose," Aherne 
con fesse-d. 

'·That wa! obdou�. I coultl 
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tell how much you really liked 
the things you were seeing. 
l\Iiss Creer reported that you 
were just bubbling with enthu· 
siasm."  

1 11  was," said Aherne, pri· 
vatcly annoyed that he had not 
managed to conceal his feeling:; 
better. " I 'm firmly convinced 
that you're on the right track 
here." 

"I 'll go announce this to the 
Colony at large," Carter said. 
"They'll be glad to know our 
l ife's been extended a while 
longer." 

Aherne watched him leave, 
and pictured the jubilation 
there would be when the news 
got around that the strain was 
over, that the test had been 
passed. 

My work is done, Aherne 
thought. It would be good to 
get back to Earth, to the UN, 
now that the pressure of deci
sion was ended. 

He felt relieved that he had 
been able to square his decision 
with his conscience. It was a 
good feeling. 

He turned to his desk, and 
began to make some tentatin 
notes toward the final report 
he would have to file. He start-

ed sketching out a preliminary 
outline of  Colony li fe. 

After two sentences, he  halt
ed, disturbed . E c h a v a r r a 's 
harsh words were echoing 

·
in his 

head, seeming to mock him and 
stamp him for a fool. "These 
people-they ore only guests 
on �Mars !" he heard once 
again. And : " l'ou can't build 
a world out of people u•ho must 
hide beneath a dome." 

The Peruvian's dry, incisive 
voice needled into his brain, 
and refused to be forgotten. 
Aherne chewed the end of his 
stylo reflectively for a moment 
or two, white the tenor of his 
mind swayed. He pictured 
Echavarra, punctuating each 
word with a jab of his forefin
ger against the air-the artifi
cial air of the Dome. 

Am I right? Who knows? 
Aherne asked himself, and 
slowly, with not as much inner 
conviction as he had felt a mo
ment before, he began to fill 
out his report. 

CHAPTER VIII 

DEEP in the cold, frozen 
ground, a long, fine l ine 

cut through the desert-a 
fault-line, far below the sur-
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face. A dark slit that indicated 
the end of one geological for
mation and the beginning of 
the next. 

Along the fault-line was ex
erted the pressure of the tons 
o f  sand and mountain above. 
Gradually, slowly, over a peri
od of centuries, that fault bcJ!;an 
tt .. slip. One side depressed; the 
other inexorably raised. The 
process continued impercepti
bly, until the day when the 
ground shivered, the final bar
riers broke and a pit yawned 
where no pit had been before. 

An entire geological forma
tion-a block of granite some 
hundreds o f  miles square
went rearing up like a singed 
stallion. The broken desert 
shuddered. And catastrophe 
struck the unsuspecting Domes 
planted square athwart the 
fault-line. 

Aherne had been planning to 
leave that day. Valoinen and 
his ship were sceduled to make 
their regular appearance the 
following morning, and Aherne 
was in the process of saying his 
goodbyes when i t  happened. 
The ground seemed to scream 
i1: pain, and then everything 
t ipped sideways. The mooring-s 
of the Dome broke loo�e from 

the land, stresses that had not 
been planned for r i p  p 1 e d 
through the Dome, and a 
jagged split ran through the 
gleaming plastic from end to 
end. 

Aherne felt the cold come 
rushing in.  The atmo�phcrr, so 
carefully gem·rated, fled in  an 
instant , and the harsh, nit rogen� 
laden air of 1\·lars came swoop� 
ing down. 

"$ p a c e S U i t s ! "  sonwrme 
screamed, and the panic \vas 
on. Eleven hundred pceplc ,  
dashing for spacesuits at the 
same moment. Children under
foot, screaming adults, fright� 
ened women. 

Aherne gasped for breath ; 
his head spun, and his eyes 
bugged wide. What had the 
P e r u v i a n  said ? This was 
critical thnshold-this was the 
moment from which there was 
no escape. The faint glimmer 
of the sun drifted mockingly 
through the rent Dome. This 
was it, now : the air of Mars. 
The unbreathable, cold, biting 
air of Mars. Critical threshold. 

Somehow he found a space
suit, and somehow he made his 
leaden fingers go through the 
motions that would get him in
side the suit. He could barely 
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sre ; his cold-nipped hands 
would not respond. But finally 
he was inside i t ,  with air-real 
air-surging up around him. 

Aherne leaned against the 
cold, corrugated-steel wn ll of a 
build ing for a moment ,  dazed ,  
unable to understand w h a t  had 
happened. One moment he had 
been chatting amiably with 
Kate Greer and Sully Roberts; 
a moment later the sky had 
split, and he was fumbling to 
safety in the dark. 

He sucked i n  a ir, gulped it 
down and let it warm h is lungs, 
while his body slowly returned 
to normaL And then he looked 
around. 

The scene wa! frightful. 
Wherever he looked, there were 
colonists. Most had managed to 
find spacesuits ; those who 
hadn't , and that included a 
hand ful of children , were hud
dled in unconsciousness on the 
ground, blue-faced from oxygen 
loss. 

Sully Roberts was next to 
him, folded up in a heap along 
the wall near the open chest 
where the emergency spacesuits 
were stored. Roberts had man
aged to get himself inside a suit 
in time, but passing the critical 

threshold of anoxia had been 
too much for h i m ;  the big man 
was unconscious. 

••sully ! Sully ! "  

After a moment , Roberts 
looked up. He strug:gkd to his 
feet, shook his head trntat ive
Iy� and clawed for his balance. 
.'\berne steadied h im . 

It was like moving in a n ight
mare world. 

Roberts pointed to a bo<ly 
lying a hundred yards away. 
A colonist who hadn't  made it. 

HLet's get going/' Roberts 
said hoarsely . "l\-laybe we can 
Mve some of them." 

LATER, w h e  n e\'eryth ing 
was calm and a measure of 

order bad been restored, the 
shattered colony tried to take 
stock. A general mecti,,� was 
ordered in the central aud itori
um, and slowly the dazed, 
spacesuited figures filtered in. 

Aherne took h is seat at the 
side. It was only now that the 
reaction was start ing to hit 
him. He felt overwhelming bit
terness, anger at this  cosmic 
Joke-for now they knew that 
the Marsquake had wrecked 
the Dome. The report was 
written, the future o f  the Col
ony assured-and now, this. 
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He heard Carter's voice 
dully calling the roll. 

"Anderson, Leroy and Jwm." 
"Here." 
' 4Antonelli, Leo, Marie, and 

Hclrn,, 
"Here." 

And then the dead silence 
after a name, and the repeti· 
tion, and then the checkmark 
made on the long sheet that 
t old of the dead. The toll-tak
ing continued through the day, 
until finally the extent of the 
damage was known. 

There were sixty-three drad, 
Carter announced, and fi fty
seven i n  critical condition. The 
b.1.cklash of the quake had shat
tered the Dome beyond rrpair. 
Otherwise, the Colony had not 
been bam1ed badly-but it 
wou1d have to start from the 
beginning, now. I f  there was 
t o  be any starting over at all. 

Sully R o b e r t s  was de
spatched to the Peruvian Dome 
to find out how things were 
there. Aherne watched the big 
man go, out through the u:-elcs.s 
airlock and into his sandcrawl-
er. 

It was a tragic situation, 
Aherne thought. And then, 
slowly, he came to St'c that i t  
w a s  n o t .  T h e  quake could h;we 

happened at any time-but, as 
i f  some Power were guiding i t ,  
i t  h a d  burst at the very mo
ment of Aherne's decision. It 
had waited until the returns 
were in,  and then had un
leashed its fury to show Aht'rne 
the fatal weakness i n  the entire 
Dome setup. 

They had p I  a n n e d and 
planned-and yet not figured 
on an upheaval of the ground 
a hundred miles away. They 
could never have planned on it. 

Now, and only now, was 

Aherne sure of what had to be 
done. 

T
HEY remained in the mrct-
ing hall, sitting quietly, 

waiting for Roberts to  ret urn.  
Aherne studied the faces o f  the 
men ncar him-face3 that re
flected the dream that had 
t urned into a nightmare in a 
sudden single un foreseen mo
ment. 

Abruplly the <loor oprncd 
and Sully Roberts burst in. 
hardly ten minutes :lft<'r he had 
lcfL 

"What's th::! math'r, Sully ? "  
Carter called fro:n the dais. 
"Didn't get th�rci '" 

"�o need to," Rol1� n s  :;aid. 
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'1I met the whole batch of  them 
on the way. Their Dome was 
smashed too, but they got 
things under control quicker 
than w e  did and the whole 
Peruvian colony set out en 
masse to sec if we needed 
help." 

Rober ts stepped to one side 
and Echavarra entered the hall, 
clad in a brightly-colored space
suit that looked oddly out of 
place in the drab assembly. Be
hind him, Aherne could see a 
swarm of small , spacesuited fig
ures-the Andeans. 

H\Ve've come to see what we 
could do," Echavarra said. 
"The quake got our Dome too 
-but naturally my people 
didn't feel the eHects o f  the 
sudden change in air as much 
as yours did, since we were 
conditioned to something al
most as bad." 

Of course, Aherne thoughL 
The Peruvians would simply 
have moved in a leisurely fash
ion toward the nearest space
suits. No panic, .no casualties. 

Aherne stood up. "Dr. Car· 
ter ? " 

"Yes, Mr. Aherne?" 

"\Vould you mind calling..a 
recess of the meeting for a 

while ? I'd like to speak to you 
and Dr. Echavarra privately." 

A HER1\E felt as if h e  held 
the future of Mars in his 

hands as he looked across the 
table, flick in12: anxious glances 
from sad-eyed Carter to Ech.:J.
varra and back. 

"I'll put i t  bluntly," Aherne 
said to Carter. HJ'm going to 
have to rescind my earlier re· 
port. Your colony is deTinitcly 
not suited for continuation." 

Carter went white. "But we 
can rebuild the Dome I You 
said-" 

"I know what I said," 
Aherne cut in smoothly. ' 'But 
it's all been voided by this 
ql.Oake. Dr. Echavarra put it 
very nicely for me during one 
of our meetings : you and your 
colony are only guests here. 
You're subject to the whims of 
the landscape for survival . It 
can't work on any Jongrange 
basis. You can't pin all your 
hopes on a fragile dome , and 
expect to build a lasting col
ony." 

Carter seemed to shrink In 
on h imself. He bowed his head 
"Then I was wrong," he said. 
"'The quake proved iL • 
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Echavarra's beady eyf's lit 
up. • ·  Does 1 hat mean you're 
shif t ing to my �ide, M r. 
Ahernt· ? "  

' 'Not qu ite ," :\herne said. 
"You have part of  1he right 
a nswer : your men were adapt
ed enough to be ablt: to ride 
with the blow when the Dome 
was destroyed , and in  a couple 
of genera tions thry won't even 
need the Dome. But t hey're not 
n'aterial for bui lding a new 
world with. They 're ignoran t ,  
prim itive m e n  with l o w  cultural 
possibili ties, couplNI with h igh 
surv ival quot ien ts ." 

He t urned to face Carter, 
5ensing now that the situation 
was completely in his grasp for 
the first time since he'd left 
Earth. Now he und("rstood the 
en t ire picture, and now he 
knew what his report would 
say. 

' 'Dr. Carter , you've got the 
other side of the coin.  High cul
tural level, low surv ival factor. 
Everything about your colony 
was marvelous - exci'pl the 
fact tha t i t  would fold up Jike 
a paper bag at the first crack 
i n  the Dome." 

Carter nodded g rimly. "So 
we've discovered . "  

Aherne I e a n c d forward. 

"Now-does what I've just 
said suggest a !'Oiut ion ?" 

�'Could we-build one big 
Dome for both colonies ! "  Car
ter asked hesitantly. 

' 'Exactly. One Dome . . o\�
similate . M ingle. Combine t he 
hardiness of your Pe-ruvian�, 
Dr . Echavarra, w i th t h e  all
around ability of your nl<'n , Dr. 
Carter. Breed a new race from 
the two stocks," Aherne said 
tri umphant ly. "A new race
capable of living on Mars and 
belonging there ! "  

14The pressure-" Echavarra 
said. 

"Keep it at ten pounds for 
a while. It'll  be uncomfortable 
for both groups, but not for 
long. Eventually D r. Carter's 
group will develop the !"ame 
kind of strength Dr. Echavar
ra's men have. It may take a 
couple of generations, but it '11 
work---eventually ! "  

The two leaders were glow
ing. "You'll recommend t h is to 
the UK ? "  Carter asked. 

"If you 're both agreed," said 
Aherne. 

They nodded as one. 
"Let's go back in;-;ide and 

announce the decision, t hen ," 
Aherne said. " Because you 'll 
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havr lo gf't right to work build· 
ing t h e  nC'w Dome. You can't 
J ive i n  :-pacesuits  for long, you 
k n o w . ' '  

' ' l{if{h t , ' '  Carter said. He 
r o s e  and fret t he w a y  back to 
t h l' mn· t i ng-hall, where the 
colun ists were waiting impa
t ien t ly for word on what was 
happC'n ing. 

Aherne took his seat at  the 
s ide again.  This was strictly 
Carter's and Echavarra's show, 
and he- i n t ended to remain com
ple tely detached. 

As Carter began to speak, 
out l in ing t he new plan, Aherne 
let his <'yes wander around the 
aud i tor ium.  It was crowded
crowd�:d wi th the tense-faced 
UN Colonists, and with the 
Peruvian men as well, garbed 
in the ir bright-colored space
suits.  

Alwrne saw hi3 report taking 
shape now-the memo that 

wou ld �l't t h,.. pa t t r r n  for m a n 's 
future wnque ... t oi t h <' planet� . 
Thankful  t h:lt h<' h.:td St't>n t h e  
rightway in  t i m (• ,  he sat back, 
relaxing a t  la:. t .  and l istrned to  
Carter's f'n thu:;iast ic voice- a s  
i �  rolled o u t  n n j e  . .- \ ically. 

Then he looked down. Al
most a t  his fre t ,  he saw a Peru
vian boy of about nine_>, rounrl 
and awk wa rd in his lemon-yt•l
low sp..1ce.; u i t ,  and one of  the 
UN coloni�t  chi ldren.  a prrtty 
blonde girl  of four. They were 
staring shyly at  each other in 
m u t ual c urio;.;ity. 

Ahern<' wa tched th<'m. They 
were the forrrunn<'r5, the 
founders of  the race of the fu
ture, the- nf'w men. 

No. Not men, A h e r n e  
though t . :\fen arc creat mt·s 
who belon� on Eart h . �ot men.  

Martians.  

T H E  E 'i D  

• 



THE WELL-FED BIRDS 

by RICHARD R. SMITH 

The Martian science was advanced and the Martians had 
a wonderful machine. It solved �very problem for the 
planet-stranded earthmen - every problem, exccp� one 

T
HEY stacked their supplies 
near the canal and then, as 

if a single person with a single 
thought, they sat on the sand 
and watched their ship. 

From that di.st:mce, the Star
master appeared intact al
though it was actually badly 
damaged and the engine room 
hurled deadly radioactive rays 
for a radius of a mile. 

"The first landing on :Mars," 
:i\larvin commented bitterly, "a 
flop ! " 

".'\. complete flop," Scott 
echoed. 

Houghton was the optimist 
of the group. During the long 
voyage from Earth he had 
been l iberal with ortimistic 
quotat ions and now he of fered 
another well-worn phrase : "It 
could have been worse." His 
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lean face pa1ed visibly a t  the 
resultant expressions and he ex
plained defensively, uLook at 
the supplies we salvaged. "  He 
waved a slender hand at the 
items as if his friends had for
gotten them. ' �Food rations, 
weapons, clothes, pre-tab shel
ters-" 

"What are you, a supply 
clerk ? We know what we got ! "  

H e  closed his mouth with a 
firmness that indicated it would 
stay closed for awhile. 

Scott thrust his hand into the 
red sand, l i fted a handful be
fore his eyes and let it trickle 
between his fingers. "l\lartian 
soil/' he murmured. "Harry 
brought us all the way from 
Earth and never l ived to touch 
it." 

"It was a good landing," 
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Marvin complimented the dead 
pilot. "A good landing, but the 
ship wasn't good enough . . .  
wasn't strong enough. Next 
time, they 'l l  build the ship bet
ter." 

Scott rose abruptly. "Let's 
get to work. The next ship 
won't land until three years 
from now and we've got a lot 
of th ings to do." 

"Work?'' 1\·larvin's dark fea
tures twisted with sardonic 
amusement. ''What \Vork have 
we got to do?" He waved an 
arm at the barren terrain. 
"\Ve've done our job. We've 
reached 1\Jars. That's all they 
care �out back on Earth
they don't care what sort of 
planet Mars is; they don 't  care 
i f  we explore or sit  here and 
die. They just wanted us to be 
alive when we reached here. 
They-" 

Scott turned and walked to
ward the canal. Houghton hesi
tated briefly, then followed. 

�"What's the matter with 
h i m ? "  he asked when he 
reached Scott's side. ''The 
medics gave him a high gtabili· 
ty rating--one of the highest." 

"He's probably suffering 
from shock. Hell snap out of 
it. "  

THEY stopped at the edge 
of the canal and stared 

thought fully at the muddy 
water hundreds of feet below. 
Beneath their feet, the stone 
that formed the top tier of  the 
canal wall was covered with 
deep grooves carved by cen· 
turies of relentless wind, rain 
and sand. 

For several minutes , they 
studied the canal, the silence 
broken only by the sluggish 
water as it echoed feebly be· 
tween the ancient walls. 

" I  wonder where the Mar· 
tians are who made this." 

Scott grunted. "I wonder 
how they made it.  Each stone 
on the walls must we igh tons 
and-" 

A shrill whistling sound in· 
terrupted him, and they turned 
to see a gl ittering object fall 
from the sky and land near 
their supplies. 

When they returned, they 
found Marvin gesturing fran· 
tically at a strange creature. 
Several yards to one side, a 
featureless metal globe glis
tened in the faint sunlight. 

1 The Martian did not cor
respond with Scott "s prccon· 
ceptions : it stood on three 
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�talk-like legs, its body was no 
larger t han a basket ball and 
the thin ten tacles flut tered 
weakly as ii a strong wind 
would L>r�ak them. There were 
no eye:', mouth or nose, but 
cluste-rs of antennae were di
rected toward them and Scott 
fl'l t as i i  the Martian had a 
thousand eyes that were watch
ing his t'very movement. 

"�'clcome," a voice whis
pcr('d in his mind. When he 
looked at the others, he knew 
by their expressions that they 
had also received the telepathic 
message. 

He concentrated on the 
thought, "We are from Earth; 
we come as friends." 

The ).Jartian answered, "1 
also come as a friend and anx
ious to help you in  any way 
within my power." 

''Our ship is badly damaged. 
Is there anythir}g you can-" 

"I am sorry.'' the alien re
plied. 1 1There is nothing I can 
do that will repair your space 
vessel. Our scientists have not 
explored the problems of inter� 
planetary travel." 

A soft breeze whispered over 
the red desert while the three 

EarthmC'n starrd t hou.;;lu fully 
at the l\fan ;:m. 

''/ 1::•ou.1d /i/..· r  t o  rxrltan.�(! 
knou·!nlg'' ;;>i!lt you." It  was a 
conc.:-pt t ran�minrd frmn the 
.\Iartian':; m ind, and for the 
fir.�t t ime,  .Scott  realiu·d t h a t  
the alil'n had spoken to thC'm 
bdore by trl rpa thy but with 
Engl i;-;h sentences. Sonwhow, 
unknown to them, it had 
searched their  m inds and 
learned tht'ir  language ! 

Im mediately a fter he rrpl ied 
aff irmat i\·ely, he received a 
flood of mental images. He 

closed his ryes and saw �Iars 
when it  was a young planet , 
green and fillrd with energet ic 
l i ft>. He saw great Mart ian 
cit ies like clusters of jewrls 
reach ing toward the sky and 
millions of :\Iartians who lived 
in a pat tern similar to that of 
Earthmen. 

As the centuries passed, the 
cities slowly dwindled in size, 
the green fields became barren 
plains and the populations de· 
creased afler repeated wars, 
epidemics and famines. The 
Jast image depicted :Mars in its 
present state : a dying planet 
inhabited by only a few dozen 
members o{ .a once great race. 
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Kext, delicate mental ten

drils pro\'ed his mind. Like in
struments wielded by an expert 
surgeon, they skim med lightly 
over a multitude of irreJc,·ant 
facts, located and extracted 
essential information concern
ing Earth. When the l\fartian 
was satisfied, Scott glano?d at 
his watch. The exchange of 
background had taken two 
hours . . .  two hours that seemed 
like seconds. 

''I cannot repair your ship," 
the Martian stated abruptly, 
"but there is another way in 
which I can help you-" He 
gestured with a tentacle and a 
small angular machine ap
peared by his side. "This ma
chine was developed centuries 
ago by our scientists and is 
perhaps their greatest achieve
ment. It can convert matter 
into kinetic energy and t hen 
back to matter with different 
shares and substances." 

He pressed a lever on the 
machine and as they watched 
i n  fascination, the desert sands 
before them moved violently 
as i f  driven by a dozen invisi
ble bulldozers. In a few min- ... 
utes, a twelve foot mound was 
formed .. 

The Martian pointed at 
Scott. �<Think of what vou de
sire most, and the machine will 
rearrange the atoms in the 
sand." 

SCOTT almost choked on his 
repressed laughter, but as 

instructed, he closed his eyes 
and concentrated. He thought 
of Mary and Johnny, a six
room stucco house and a grey 
Chevrolet. 

When he opened his eyes, he 
still saw the stucco house en
circH!d by the white picket 
fence. On the driveway was a 
familiar grey Chevrolet . . .  

The front door opened. 
Mary held Johnny in one arm 
and waved at him with the 
other. 

He went toward the house, 
not running or even walking 
fast, but stumbling slowly Jike 
a man i n  a dream. 

He walked up the side,ralk, 
the sound of his boots on the 
concrete ringing in his ears, the 
odor o f  fried chicken from the 
kitchen teasing his stunned 
senses. 

If this is ll dream, he 
thought, it's damned realistic! 

His wife set Johnny on the 
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ground and was suddenly in 
his arms. Her lips were soft 
and warm, and he felt her 
tears a s  they touched his 
checks.  

His mind screamed, It's 

real!  She's real! but, he asked 
the ineYitable question, "Is it 
really you, Mary? " 

She pulled away from him 
and searched his eyes. "Of 
course i t 's me." 

He glanced uneasily over his 
shoulder. l\'Iarvin and Hough
ton were watching him, their 
jaws sagging ludicrously. The 
Martian waved several tenta
cles at h im-probably ifltend
ed as a friendly gesture but in 
the now bizarre surroundings, 
it  seemed a weird, frightening 
gesture from an unreal crea
ture. 

"Let's go inside." 

Once inside the house with 
the familiar blond mahogany 
furniture around him, it was 
hard to believe that he wasn't 
in h is house on Gerald street 
in Chicago. 

A duplicate house, t: dupfi. 
rate wife, he thought wlldly. 
A' one of it is real! 

"S u p p e r ' s  ready," Mary 
sa irl .  "We've been waiting." 

She was like he remem-

bered : Her hair as dark as the 
darkest night, her soft, oval 
face accentuated by her twin
kling eyes and crimson mouth. 

"I'm not hungry." He went 
to the kitchen, reached inside 
the cabinet above the refrigera
tor and found the f if th he had 
left there. ' 'You go ahead and 
eat ." 

She looked at the bott le and 
frowned. l1er lips quickly form
ing a firm line as i f  to keep 
from trembling. He ignored the 
expression. I f  she was a fig
ment of his imagination or a 
transformed pile of sand, she 
had no right to condemn his 
behavior. 

He settled in a chair in the 
Jiving room and took a long 
drink from the bottle. The 
1iquor burned his throat and 
stomach, but he soon felt mus
cles relax throughout his body. 

HE awoke the next morning 
with a trip hammer pound

ing in his skull and a d01:en 
butterflies playing in his 
stomach. Resisting an impulse 
to wake his wife and see i £  she 
was as real as she had been the 
night before, he remained still 
and listened. 
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The house was realistic in 
every detail, but as he listened, 
he could not hear the familiar 
sounds of Gerald Street. There 
were no sounds of traffic, dis
tant radios, birds and dogs. 
Only silence. 

He rose quietly and went to 
the living room where he 
opcned the front door with 
trembling fingers. 

A hundred yards to one side, 
a tremendous castle-like struc
t ure towered above his stucco 
house. An equal distance to the 
other .side, a weird conglomera
tion sparkled in the sunlight. 

\\'hen he reached the castle, 
he paused to touch one of the 
huge stones in  a wall. It  was 
rough and firm beneath his 
fingers-as real as anything he 
had ever sensed in his l i fe. 

lie wandered through a lab
yrinth of rooms, corridors and 
winding stairs and was awed 
by the brilliant tapestries, 
statues and luxurious furni�h
ings. He didn't know who had 
obtained the castle from the 

before an ebony table covered 
with various foods and liquors. 
Perched on billowy cushions 
on either side, a dozen half
naked women watched him like 
animals eager to pounce on a 
willing prey. 

Marvin's dcepsct eyes wid
ened at the sight of Scott and 
he self-consciously stroked his 
growth of beard. "Hi ! I was 
just thinking about you. I in
tended to visit you la�t night 
but 1-uh, somehow, I neYer 
got around to it.n 

"I wonder why," Scot t re
plied and grinned at the dark
skinned women who surv('ycd 
him coldly as if  he were an in
fide] in  a holy place. 

Marvin gestured and the 
women departed with a flurry 
of diaphanous skirts. 

He  sat on a pillow beside 
1\Iarvin and sampled a bottle 
of  wine. It  formed a comfort
ing burst of warmness in his 
stomach and he reflectCt� that 
this situation could easily turn 
him into a drunkard. 

Martian's scientific marvel but "Help yourself," ::\Jarvin of
whoever it was, he had made fered. "Some l i fe, huh? Worn
him seem a piker by request- en, wine, song. EYcrything a 
ing a &ix-room house! man could want, and all from 

He eventually found Marvin � a  handful of sand." he chuck
in a tremendous room sitting led, his eyes wild as he sur-
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vry('d the luxurious room. 
"That crazy l\Iartian. That stu
pid, crazy little l\Iartian gave 
me all this ! "  

wrrHOFT warning, Scott 
s�·izcd his shoulder and ex

pertly twisted certain liga
mrnts. i\Iarvin winced with 
pain and pulled away. "What's 
the big idea ? "  

" I  w a s  trying to sober you 
up a l i t t le .. ' '  

He removed a cigar from his 
multi-hued tunic and lit i t  care
fu\lv. "I 'm sober." 

s·cott rose and paced the 
floor nervously. "Listen . For a 
frw minutes, forget-" He 
waved an ann in a circle. "
all th is . T!Ji"k and tell me:  
why should a stranger do this 
for u . ..; ? "  He paused, and when 
Marvin didn't answer, conti
nued, "It  must be a trap. Can 
you understand that? The 
:Martians are probably afraid 
w<'ll exploit their planet and 
th is must be some sort of fan� 
cy, gold-plated booby-trap ! "  

Marvin grinned foolishly. 
"How ? "  

He shrugged h i s  shoulders. 
"I  don't know. Maybe the 
Mart ian hypnotised us. Maybe 
w(''re actually on the desert 

sta rving: to death and dreaming 
thi:;. 1\ bybc-" 

He wa� interrupted by 1-. h r 
vm s raucous laugh ter. "1 
knew i t . I Iarew il l" 

' :Knew what ?"  
" \'oc1're a worry-wart. A 

damned, incurable worry-wart ! 
All the time during the voyage, 
you had something to worry 
about. Sometimes you'd tell 
us what it  was and sometimes 
you'd keep it to yoursel f. But, 
even when you kept quiet, I 
knew you were worrying." He 
slapped the table, and the 
sharp sound echoed through 
the room. "Here we are . . on 
Mars . . .  safe and sound. 'Ve 
stumble on a good deal. A 
super-duper civilization with 
super-duper hospitality and you 
look for a flaw, a gimmick ! "  

"!-" 
Marvin leaped to his feet, 

his face flushed and his eyes 
like cold stones. "Get out of 
ber\'." 

"But-" 
?!-Jarvin screamed, and two 

men with gleaming swords en
tered the room. 

"Get out of here!" 
The swords looked real 

enough so he left quickly. 
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E�TERlNG Houghton's pri-
vate world was like step

ping into a kaleidoscopic ab

!Hract painting. A smooth ex
panse of glittering marble 
stretched as far as he could sec 
in every direction. Tall, color
ful plants set in  the ."mooth  
surface produced exotic odors 
and music that drifted lazily 
on gentle breezes. Sparkling 
waterfalls fell from the empty 
air and disappeared into noth
ingness while angular statues 
of apparently mcaningle.c:s but 
,symmetrical forms pt1lsed with 
varicolored lights. 

It  was fully two hours before 
.he spotted Houghton wander
ing aimlessly among his new 
fX>Ssessions. 

"Scot t !  ' 1  Houghton ran to 
meet him and shook his hand 
warmly. ' 'How do you like my 
new world ? "  he asked, his face 
glowing with pride as he looked 
at their surroundings. "It 's the 
kind of place I've dreamed of. 
Different and perfect. There's 
no flaws here, Scott. �o crime, 
no ugly noises, no con flict, no 
fi lth. Only beauty and peace. 

· "How do you like it ? "  he re� 
pea ted. 

"Kicc. Very n ice. You're 
right, i t  is peaceful here.'' He 

walked a short distance and 
realized that even their foot
steps were silent. 

" I  just saw Marvin," he 
blurted. "I tr ied to expla i n to 
him, but he couldn't und£·r
stand. Can you understand 
that there must be a gimmick 
in this set-up ? "  

41Gimmick ? "  H o u g h t o n 
pursed his lips and shook his 
head thoughtfully_ " I  don·t 
think so. I think the �1artians 
are tremendously more ad
vanced in certain sciences than 
we are. The machine that 
makes all this possible is a s  
simple to them as a televi!'ion 
set is to us. Giving us all this 
is probably equivalent to one 
of us giving an A frican abori
gine a room i n  a fancy ho
tel . . .  " 

He paused abruptly, his 
eyes widening and wrinkles 
forming in his forehead. "You 
think this is some sort of trap, 
don't you ? "  

Scott shrugged h i s  !'boulders. 
1 1lt must be. Why would a n  
alien-" 

H o u g h t o n  turned and 
walked away. 

With a sinking sensation , 
Scott realized he had accom
plished nothing. Both were too 
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content with their new toys to 
even cons;dcr his viewpoint. 

And now, what was he sup
posed to do? Walk out on the 
desert by himself ?  Survival on 
a strange planet r e q u i r e d 
teamwork. He might survive 
physically . . .  but mentally? He 
knew he wasn't built for end
less days and nights of soli
tude . . •  

fOR �INE months, Scott 
lived peacefully with his ar

ti ficial wife and son. At times 
he even forgot that his house 
was situated on an arid desert. 
Occasionally he visited Marvin 
or Houghton, but they were 
strained, brief visits born from 
curios�ty rather than a desire 
for companionship. 

Eventually he was convinced 
that it u•asn't a trap and that 
he would continue a fairly 
normal life for years with a 
wife and son and house that 
were as real as himself. 

And then, shortly after his 
change of  mind, he awoke one 
morning and felt sand beneath 
his body. 

He leaped to his feet like a 
poised steel spring that some
one had triggered. Houghton 

and Marvin stood nearby, their 
faces pale and worried. 

He opened his mouth to 
shout, Whcre's the Martian? 
What happened? and then hrsi
tated when he noticed their ex
pressions. They didn't know . . .  

They examined their sup
plies and discovered to their 
dismay that the food rations 
had rotted, the weapons and 
other machinery had rusted be
yond repair during the months 
of exposure to sand, sun, wind 
and rain. 

"The seed 1" Houghton ex
claimed a{ter opening a pack
age. "The seed's in perfect 
shape. \Ve can plant-" 

"And what will you eat 
while you're waiting for the 
seed to produce food if you 
find fertile land?"  Scott asked 
as he gingerly opened an odor
ous package of spoiled rations. 

They speculated for hours: 
Had the Martian died? Had 
he moved to another location 
and forgotten them ? Had he 
purposefully left them strand
ed with useless supplies? 

"My wife once fed some 
birds," Scott said tonelessly, 
his eyes blank as if seeing 
something invisible to the oth-
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erg, "She fed thrm everyday 
from the day they were pushed 
out of the nest. When we re
turned from our vacation, we 
found the birds in our back 
yard . . .  d!'ad. They'd been fed 
so much, they hadn't developed 
their natural instinct and 
learned how to find food." 

1\larvin screamed, " You're 
rrazy! Why would the .Martian 
do that to us?" 

Scott shrugged his shoulders. 
"How would I know ? Maybe 
the :Martian considered us in-

vaders, trespassers. Maybe the 
Martians did away with their 
weapons after their last war. 
:Maybe the only way they could 
kill us was with kind11css." 

Their laughter scemrd a 
small, lost thing on the vast 
desert. "He'll come back. 
You'll sec." 

They waited. They waited 
day after day, while the feeble 
sun gently burned their faces, 
the coldness at n ight tore at 
their flesh and the emptiness 
in their stomachs grew . . •  

THE END 
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THE DOPE 
by 0. H. LESLIE 

Tbe Time Machine W<lS a marvelous innmti(ln from a rno!!t 
v.·onderful centu ry. The ll·ouble \\"as that the man inside 
it  was ju!it a dope and far from wonderful or ma rvelous 

W
HEN THE arrival of the 
Time Machine interrupt

ed thei r chess game, Hubert 
Adams rose from his  chair so 
rapidly that the board was up
set and the pieces scattered. 

"How fortunate : "  he cried , 
going to the window where the 
glowing globe was clearly to 
be viewed. 

"Fortunate is right ,'' grum
bled Dr. Peter!'on, picking up 
his fal len Queen. "Another 
move to checkmate." 

" :\ o ,  no : "  �id h is friend. 
" Fortunate that he landed 
here. It's obviously an outer 
space Visitor, or a Time Trav
eler. Why, he m igh� have la nd
ed in anyonr's back yard ! "  

The doctor joined him a t  the 
window and puf fe-d rrflective-ly 
on his pipe. ' '\\.<'1 1 ,  what of i t ?  
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One place is as good as anvth· 
er, i f  you 're a Th ing. " 

"You see what I mean ?" 
said Hubert . "You i mmcdiate
Jy assume it 's a Thing. Had he 
landed in your back yard, you 
would have greeted him w i t h  
horror, loathing, panic ! "  

" Buckshot, probably.'' 
''What he needs is J4mlrr

Jlandi1lg," Hubert saill. usym
pathy. Friendship." 

The glowing object out.sidf' 
had now clearly settled down 
for the night on Hubert 
Adams' well-tended grass. The 
aurora which surrounded i t  di
minished somewhat , and the 
two men at the window could 
clearly dis.cern a figure at t hf' 
controls. 

1 1\Vdl,  he's a human Thing, 
anyway,'' said the chxtor. 



THE DOP� 1 23 
11Sha11 we call somebody?. Po
lice ? Civi l  defense? "  

"Don't b e  si l ly. ) J  
' 'Well ,  there must be some

body to call. rerhaps if we 
consulte-d the phone book-" 

Hubert ignored him. "It 's 

our duty to greet him," he said 
st i f fly. "Will you come, or 
must I go alone?" 

"=.ri"·:r·-

T
HE FIGURE inside looked 
out. He nodded at Hubert, 

ratltN curtly, and seemed t() 
be swearing under his breath. 
Finally, he had himself disen
gaged from the network that 
held him, and he started for 
the door. He had a l ittle trou
ble with the opening mecha
nism, but soon the globe re
leased him. 

"Beastly cold," he said, 
looking around and rubbing his 
arms. 

"Greetings ! "  Hubert said. 
"What ? "  The V i s  i t o  r 

blinked. "Oh, yes. Greetings. I 
say, you wouldn't have a cup 
of Chew inside?" 

"A cup of what?1' 
"No, wait a bit." The Visitor 

looked thoughtful. "This is 
mid-century ni neteen hundred', 
isn't it? Don't suppose you 

drank Chew then. 'Well,  make 
it coffee th�n ." J!c stared at 
Hubert. " You did drink cof
fee?" 

"Oh, yes ! "  an:;wered Hubc-rt 
eagerly. "We do. Dr. Petrr3on 
and I were just about to have :1 
cup." 

The Visitor walkM past Hu
bert to the screen door. He 
wore a ti ! h t - ii t t ing su i t of 
what loo!>.cd i i kc gray silk, with 
dun-colored shoes of  some me-
tallic substance. 

"Dr. Peterson's an o 1 d 
friend," H u b e r t  explained. 
"But come inside. I suppose 
you have a lot to tell us." 

The Visitor frowned. "I 
don't know about lhat," he 
said. "Frankly, I was hoping 
the Machine would take me 
forward, not backward. This 
historical stuf£ bores me." 

Thry went inside. The doc
tor was at least courteou5 
enough to rise as the Visitor 
entered the room, but he 1didn't 
offer to shake h::mds. 

"How do you do, sir," said 
the doctor, resealing himself. 
"And what fine century are 
you from ? "  

"Twenty-fourth," said the 
Visitor, settl ing himsel f hrav-
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ily into Hubert's favorite chair. 
He sighed and kicked off his 
metallic shoes. " Good century, 
too. Didn't live in cold little 
wooden boxes, anyway." He 
spotted the chessboard. "Well ! 
Two-dimensional chess ! How 
quaint." 

Hubert drew up a hac;sock 
and sat himself in front of the 
Visitor. "Tell me ! "  he said. 
"Tell me all about i t !  Is it 
wonderful ?" 

"Didn' t you say something 
about coffee?" 

' '  1 ' 1 1  get i t/ '  Peterson volun
teered. "Cream and sugar?" 

"Cream and a swcctstick, 
p1casc." 

"Sorry," said the doctor. 
"We're all out of sweetsticks. 
Will sugar be all right?" 

The Visitor groaner!. ".'\ny
thin� will do. What are you 
staring a t ? " he said to Hubert. 

"Nothing, nothing ! "  Hubert 
got up hastily anrl went over 
to the fireplace. He lit a ciga
ret te with anything but c�sual
ness. The Visitor closed his 
eyes and appeared about to fall 
aslC<'J). 

4':\hcm ! "  he said. 
The Visitor's eyes snapped 

open. 1 4Sorry," he said. "But I 

am tired. Four working l1ours 

in the laboratory, and now 
tlt;s, You can see why I'm ex
hausted. ' ' 

"Of course," Hubert agreed. 
"Er-1 haven't introduced my
self. My name is Hubert 
Adams. I 'm not a scientist, but 
I do know a great deal about 
this sort of thing. You see, 1 
read quite a bit-" 

"I know," said the Visitor. 
'4You people did read, didn't 
you ?  Curious bunch." 

P,E DOCTOR came in with 
the coffee. The Visitor 

made a face as he tasted it, but 
then gulped i t  down. Hubert 
returned to the hassock, rub
bing his hands briskly. 

"Kow ! "  he said. "Tell us a11 

about it. What's been happen
ing for the last few hundred 
years?" 

The Visitor giggled. 14Bc a 
good fellow, can't you? I was 
a terrible H istory student. No 
memory at all for dates and 
things, you know." Hubert 
looked so d isapfM)inted that the 
Visitor added : "Well, of course 
there was the \Var." 

"The \Var?" Hubert gulped. 
•\Vhat war?" 
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The Vi:·dtor looked blank. 
· · ).·ou mean there were two ? "  

"What about Science ? "  the 
Joctor a�ke-d . "Tell us about 
your marvelous new inven
t ions." 

' '\\"ell," said the Visitor, 
thinking hard, "there's the 
Time P u I s  c :\lachine, of 
course. That's a fairly recent 
one. I n  fact , my laboratory has 
been responsible for its con
struction," he told them proud
ly. 

"How does it  work ?" asked 
the doctor. 

The Visitor s h r u g g e d. 
"Haven't the faintest." 

"There must be other great 
inventions," pressed Hubert. 
uWhat about Television? Is it 
three-dimensional ?'' 

"Four. We can pick up any 
program every broadcast that 
way. Gives the viewer a much 
better choice." 

"Do you know how that 
works ?" asked the doctor. 

"Certainly." 
"Ah l "  said HuDert. 

"You turn on_: he switch, ad
just the rectifier, and focus. 
Really very simple." " 

"Y cs, but what goes on in-
s;dc?" 

"Oh, light.s  and things go on. 
Sort of  a humm ing noise. Grr:tt 
jumble of transistors and s t u f f. 
Most boring." 

The doctor snorter! anJ set
tled back i n  his  chair. Hubert 
looked over at him and had a 
sudden thought. 

"� Tcdicinc ! "  hr' cried. "!\lust 
be grrat strides in mNlic inr ! "  

"Very," said the Visitor. 
"Pills for everyth ing nowa
days. I mean," he correc ted, 
"in my day." 

"Have they cured evcry
th;ng?" 

"Everything you p r o p I  e 
had," said the Visitor, with 
some d isgust . "Of cour:;e, we 
have some new ailments . . .  " 

"What about atomic ener
gy?" 

uoh, that ." The Visitor 
wavt�d his hand airily. "Gave 
that up long a�o. Solar enrr
gy's the thing these day.�. Thry 
have someth ing callt'd the So
larizer:  no bigger than your 
hand. Supplies enough power 
to light a larg(' city." 

"Amazing ! "  applaudcd Hu
bert. "What a grrat agP! Anrl 
how does the solari7.C'r oper
ate ? "  

"Never saw Oil(' o r  t la.·  
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damned things," the Vi�itor 
yawned. "Except on TV, ot 
course. Didn't look like any
thing much to me, but they 
seem to set great store by it." 

T
HE DOCTOR said to Hu
bert:  1'�-faybe you better 

try a simpler subject." 

Hubert scratched his head. 
"Automobiles ? "  he 10aid. ' 'Do 
you still use autos ? ' '  

"Ra-ther '" said the Visitor 
brightening: "You ought to � 
my little Rocketee r !  Bright 
red-two-wheeler-does f i v e  
hundred on the straightaway
only two mill ion dollars with 
accessories-" 

"What does it  use for fuel ?'' 
"Petrolon, of course. Stuff 

comes i n  l ittle vials. Snap it in 
two. There you are." 

Hubert stood up i n  exasper
ation. 

''For the love of Heaven ! "  
h e  cried. unon't you know how 
anything works?''  

"You needn't shout." The 
Visitor looked mi ff€'<!. "I've got 
enough to keep me bu�y with� 
out learning how everything 
works. Labor four hours a day 
-mucking i t  up around the 

laboratory all the time--hard
ly any time for fun-" 

The doctor made a sugges
tion. "Well, he did run that 
Time Machine." 

''That's right ! "  said Hubert 
joyfully. "What about the 
Time Pulse? You must ur.der
stand i t  I "  

''Oh, that . "  The Visitor held 
up his empty cup. "Don't sup
pose you have any liklum? 
No ? Didn't think so. " 

"Wel l ? "  said Hubert, almost 
threateningly. "What about 
the Time Machine?" 

41Guess that was some sort 
of mistake.'' said the Visitor, 
sheepishly. HDon't suppose I 
should have b e e n  fooling 
around with the silly thing af
ter hours. Thought the dials 
were set forward. Mistake, no 
doubt." 

"Then you don't know how 
to operate i t ? "  

''Oh, i t ' s  simple enough. 
Strap on safety belt. Press but
ton. That seems to be all .  Must 
be jammed somep1ace, how
ever." 

"Doctor t' Hubert looked 
grim. 

"What is it ? "  
"This <lpiX)rtunity J.s too 
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great. \Vc can't let i t slip by 
us, just because of this-this
DOPE ! "  

' · Really ! "  said the Visitor. 
"What do you prop"se to 

do?"  
Hubrrt squared his  shoul· 

ders. 
"I'm going inJo tlze Time 

Machhrr!" 
"Really, old boy ! "  
"Better think i t  over/' the 

doctor said mildly. "You may 
not get back." 

"I  must," said Hubert. He 
went ovrr to the fireplace, and 
looked up at  the framed por4 
trait o f  a crusty old gentleman 
with hoary moustaches. "Fa4 
thcr would have done the 
same." 

"But you can't take my Ma· 
chine---" 

"Hubert, this is crazy," Pet
Nson sa id.  "What ahout your 
job? Your future ? "  

" :M y  future is o u t  there," 
said Hubert, pointing to the 
w inciow. "I'll go to· the twenty
fourth century and find out 
about these great inventions 
myself. From people,"  he add
ed spitefully, "who knt>w some
thing about the world they liVe 
in. People who don't just press 

buttons and !'nap tubes and 
watch tclc·\·ision ."  

Hr s t rode to the door, flung 
i t  open, and turntxi once more 
to the two open-mouthed men 
in the room. 

'·Hail and brewell ! "  he 
cried. 

HUBERT went out into the 
yard, almost colliding with 

a clothesl ine. He approachf'd 
the Machine slowly, then slid 
back the plastic door and 
stepped inside-. 

He unscrambled the jumble 
of straps by the seat, and man
aged to fit  them awkwardly 
around his body. He looked at 
the control panel, and was 
ple-ased at its simplicity. There 
was a bu t ton marke-d Forward. 
There was a button marked 
Backwards. 

He pressed the first button, 
his jaw set grimly. I t  was 
stuck, so he pushed harder, 
then harde-r st ill. 

The globe slowly became 
phospheresce-nt. 

Then-
W h i z ! C R A C K L E ! 

FLASH! 
Blacknes� � Tumbling, whis

tling, screaming, soaring-! 
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Dazed, Hubert Adams li fted 
himsel f from the wreckage or 
the Time Pulse Machine. 

He fumbled with the straps 
and disentangled his arms and 
legs. He stepped out of the de
bris and surveyed it sadly. 

"Guess I pushed too hard," 
he said mournfully. 

He looked around him. The 
sky was almost whitened by a 
huge, burning sun overhead. 
Great bleached moun t ain peakg 
rose everywhere. Otherwise, 
there was nothing. 

"Where am I?" he said 
aloud. 

Then he found out. 
Off in  the distance, he saw a 

group of moving figures. He 
lcarcd atop a boulder to obtain 
a closer view. They were short 
and squat, ape-like in appear
ance, and they carried gr�t 
clubs of gnarled wood over 
their hairy shoulders. 

"Ca•:emcn ! "  Hubert �asped. 
He hid himself behind the 

rock until t h e procession 
passed him. 

"Cavemen ! "  he said again , 
trembling. ''The Visitor was 
r i g  h t. The Machine was 
jammed. It  sent me back into 
the past ! "  

H e  wheeled about him wild
ly. 

"I'm in the Stone Agel" he 
Clied. 

He sat down on a flat, hot 
stone, too stupefied to shed 
tears at his misfortune. His 
mind began to work. He must 
think, he told himsel f . He must 
find a way out of this ! 

But he knew there would be 
no way. He knew he would 
have to make his l i fe right 
there, in  the world of primitive 
man. 

"My God ! "  Hubert said , his 
fingers in  his m..mth. "How do 
you make a wheel ?"  

T H E  EN D  
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