The Cold Equations

Tom Godwin

HII I: lj!!iH-T '



Thisisawork of fiction. All the characters and events portrayed in this book are
fictional, and any resemblanceto red people or incidentsis purdy coincidentd.

Copyright © 2003 by Tom Godwin.

The Survivors wasfirst published by Gnhome Pressin 1958, and reissued in 1960 by
Pyramid Books under thetitle Space Prison. "The Harvest" wasfirst published in
Venture in July, 1957. "Brain Teaser" wasfirgt published in If in October, 1956.
"Mother of Invention” wasfirst published in Astounding in December, 1953. "—And
Deviousthe Line of Duty" wasfirg published in Analog in December, 1962. "Empathy”
wasfirg published in Fantastic in October, 1959. "No Species Alone" wasfirst
published in Universe in November, 1954. "The Gulf Between" wasfirst publishedin
Astounding in October, 1953. "The Cold Equations’ wasfirst published in Astounding
in August, 1954.

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any
form.

A Baen Books Origind

Baen Publishing Enterprises
P.O. Box 1403

Riverdae, NY 10471
www.baen.com

ISBN: 0-7434-3601-6
Cover art by Clyde Cadwell
Firgt printing, April 2003

Library of Congress Cataoging-in-Publication Data

Godwin, Tom.
The cold equations & other stories/ by Tom Godwin ; edited and
compiled by Eric Hint.
p. cm.
ISBN 0-7434-3601-6 (pbk.)
1. Sciencefiction, American. 2. Space flight—Fiction. I. Title: Cold
equations and other stories. 11. Hint, Eric. I11. Title.

PS3557.03175C65 2003
813'.54—dc21 2002043995

Digributed by Smon & Schuster
1230 Avenue of the Americas
New York, NY 10020

Production by Windhaven Press, Auburn, NH
Printed in the United States of America



Preface

by Barry Malzberg

Thetitle story of thisvolume, "The Cold Equations,” is perhaps the most famous and controversid of
al sciencefiction short stories. When it first appeared in the August 1954 issue of Astounding, it
generated more mail from readersthan any story previoudy published in the magazine. Since then, it has
been reprinted thousands of times (almost al college courses on sciencefiction routingy includeit on
reading lists). It has been the basis of ateevison movie and a Twilight Zone episode, and prior to that
had been adapted for radio and television many, many times.

Itsimpact remains. In the late |1990's it was the subject of afurious debate in the intellectually
ambitious (or smply pretentious; you decide) New York Review of Science Fiction inwhich the sory
was anatomized as anti-feminist, proto-feminist, hard-edged redlism, squishy fantasy for the salf-deluded,
misogynistic past routine pathology, crypto-fascit, etc., etc. One correspondent suggested
barely-conceded pederasty.

The debaters affect over astory more than four decades old was extraordinary, and the debate did
not end so much asit kind of expired from exhaustion. Godwin's adoptive daughter, Diane Sullivan, said
in conclusion that Godwin himsdf had aways felt women were " To be loved and protected” and A.J.
Budrysinasmilarly funerary tone noted that " 'The Cold Equations was the best short story that Godwin
ever wrote and he didn't writeit."

But, of course, hedid. I'll have more to say about the history of the short story in my afterword (see
below), but for now that's enough. Here, in one volume, are the best writings of Tom Godwin. It begins
with hismost popular nove, The Survivors, and closes with hislegendary story, "The Cold Equations.”

THE SURVIVORS

Editor's note: Thisis my personal favorite of all of Godwin's writings. Some of my
fondness for this short novel, I'll admit, is perhaps simply nostalgia. The first two
sciencefiction novels | ever read were Robert Heinlein's Citizen of the Galaxy and .



.. this one. Between them, the two storiesinstilled a love of sciencefictionin a
thirteen-year-old boy which has now lasted for more than four decades. But
leaving that aside, | think this story more than any other captures those themes
which recur constantly in Godwin's fiction: the value of courage and loyalty.

Godwin had a grim side to him, which isreflected in The Qurvivors asit isin most
of his stories, but—also as in most—it is ultimately a story of triumph. More so, in
some ways, than in any other science fiction novel 1've ever read.

Eric Flint

Part 1

For seven weeks the Constellation had been plunging through hyperspace with her eight thousand
colonigts, fleeing like a hunted thing with her communicators silenced and her drives moaning and
thundering. Up in the control room, Irene had been told, the needles of the dials danced against the red
danger linesday and night.

Shelay in bed and listened to the muffled, ceasdessroar of the drives and felt the sSinging vibration of
the hull. We should be almost safe by now, she thought. Athena is only forty days away.

Thinking of the new life awaiting them al made her too restlessto lie ill any longer. She got up, to it
on the edge of the bed and switch on the light. Dale was gone—he had been summoned to adjust one of
the machines in the ship's X-ray room—and Billy was adeep, nothing showing of him above the covers
but a crop of brown hair and the furry nose of his ragged teddy besr.

She reached out to straighten the covers, gently, so as not to awaken him. It happened then, the thing
they had dll feared.

From the stern of the ship came ajarring, deafening explosion. The ship lurched violently, girders
screamed, and the light flicked out.

In the darkness she heard arapid-fire thunk-thunk-thunk as the automatic guard syssem did
inter-compartment doors shut against sections of the ship suddenly airless. The doors were till thudding
shut when another explosion came, from toward the bow. Then there was silence; afedling of utter quiet
and motionlessness,

The fingers of fear enclosed her and her mind said to her, like the cold, unpassionate voice of a
dranger: The Gerns have found us.

Thelight came on again, afeeble glow, and there was the soft, muffled sound of questioning voicesin
the other compartments. She dressed, her fingers shaking and clumsy, wishing that Dale would cometo
reassure her; to tell her that nothing redlly serious had happened, that it had not been the Gerns.

It was very Hill in the little compartment—sirangdly so. She had finished dressng when sheredlized
the reason: the air circulation system had stopped working.

That meant the power failure was so grest thet the air regenerators, themselves, were dead. And
there were eight thousand people on the Constellation who would haveto have arr tolive. . .

The Attention buzzer sounded shrilly from the public address system speakers that were scattered
down the ship's corridors. A voice she recognized asthat of Lieutenant Commander Lake spoke:

"War was declared upon Earth by the Gern Empire ten days ago. Two Gern cruisers have attacked
us and their blasters have destroyed the stern and bow of the ship. We are without a drive and without
power but for afew emergency batteries. | am the Constellation'sonly surviving officer and the Gern
commander is boarding usto give me the surrender terms.

"None of you will leave your compartments until ordered to do so. Wherever you may be, remain



there. Thisis necessary to avoid confusion and to have as many as possible in known locationsfor future
ingtructions. | repeat: you will not leave your compartments.”

The speaker cut off. She stood without moving and heard again thewords. | am the Congellaion's
only surviving officer . . .

The Gerns had killed her father.

He had been second-in-command of the Dunbar expedition that had discovered the world of Athena
and hisknowledge of Athenawas vauable to the colonization plans. He had been quartered among the
ship's officers—and the Gern blast had destroyed that section of the ship.

She sat down on the edge of the bed again and tried to reorient herself; to accept the fact that her life
and the lives of dl the others had abruptly, irrevocably, been changed.

The Athena Colonization Plan was ended. They had known such athing might happen—that was
why the Constellation had been made ready for the voyage in secret and had waited for months for the
chanceto dip through thering of Gern spy ships, that was why she had raced at full speed, with her
communicators silenced so there would be no radiations for the Gernsto find her by. Only forty days
more would have brought them to the green and virgin world of Athena, four hundred light-years beyond
the outermost boundary of the Gern Empire. There they should have been safe from Gern detection for
many yearsto come; for long enough to build planetary defenses againgt attack. And there they would
have used Athenas rich resources to make ships and weapons to defend mineral-depleted Earth against
the inexorably increasing inclosure of the mighty, coldly calculating colossus that was the Gern Empire.

Success or failure of the Athena Plan had meant ultimate life or desth for Earth. They had taken every
precaution possible but the Gern spy system had somehow learned of Athenaand the Constellation.
Now, the cold war was no longer cold and the Planwasdust . . .

Billy sghed and gtirred in the little-boy deep that had not been broken by the blasts that had altered
thelives of eight thousand people and the fate of aworld.

She shook his shoulder and sad, "Billy."

He raised up, so smdl and young to her eyesthat the question in her mind was like an anguished
prayer: Dear God—what do Gerns do to five-year-old boys?

He saw her face, and the dim light, and the deepiness was suddenly gone from him. "What'swrong,
Mama? And why are you scared?’

Therewasno reasonto lieto him.

"The Gerns found us and stopped us.”

"Oh," he said. In hismanner was the grave thoughtful ness of aboy twice his age, asthere dways
was. "Will they—will they kill us?"

"Get dressed, honey," she said. "Hurry, so well be ready when they let Daddy come back to tell us
what to do."

* * %

They were both ready when the Attention buzzer sounded in the corridors. Lake spoke, histone
grim and bitter:
"Thereisno power for the air regenerators and within twenty hours we will start smothering to desth.

Under these circumstances | could not do other than accept the surviva terms the Gern commander
offered us.

"He will spesk to you now and you will obey his orderswithout protest. Death isthe only
dternaive.”

Then the voice of the Gern commander came, quick and harsh and brittle:
"This section of space, together with planet Athena, is an extension of the Gern Empire. Thisship has



deliberately invaded Gern territory in time of war with intent to seize and exploit a Gern world. We are
willing, however, to offer aleniency not required by the circumstances. Terran technicians and skilled
workersin certain fields can be used in the factories we shdl build on Athena. The otherswill not be
needed and there is not room on the cruisersto take them.

"Y our occupation records will be used to divide you into two groups. the Acceptables and the
Reects. The Rgectswill be taken by the cruisersto an Earth-type planet near here and | eft, together
with the personal possessionsin their compartments and additional, and ample, supplies. The
Acceptables will then be taken on to Athenaand at alater date the cruiserswill return the Rgectsto
Earth.

"Thisdivison will split familiesbut therewill be no resstancetoit. Gern guardswill be sent
immediately to makethis divison and you will wait in your compartments for them. Y ou will obey their
orders promptly and without annoying them with questions. At the first instance of resistance or rebellion
this offer will be withdrawn and the cruiserswill go their way again.”

* k%

In the slence following the ultimatum she could hear the soft, wordless murmur from the other
compartments, the undertone of anxiety like adark thread through it. In every compartment parents and
children, brothers and sisters, were seeing one another for thelast time.. . .

The corridor outside rang to the tramp of feet; the sound of a dozen Gerns waking with swift military
precison. She held her breath, her heart racing, but they went past her door and on to the corridor's end.

There she could faintly hear them entering compartments, demanding names, and saying, " Out—out! "
Once she heard a Gern say, "Acceptableswill remain insde until further notice. Do not open your doors
after the Rgects have been taken out.”

Billy touched her on the hand. "lsn't Daddy going to come?”

"He—he can't right now. WEell see him pretty soon.”

She remembered what the Gern commander had said about the Rejects being permitted to take their
persond possessons. She had very little timein which to get together what she could carry . . .

There were two small bagsin the compartment and she hurried to pack them with things she and
Dae and Billy might need, not able to know which of them, if any, would be Rejects. Nor could she
know whether she should put in clothes for a cold world or ahot one. The Gern commander had said the
Reects would be left on an Earth-type planet but where could it be? The Dunbar Expedition had
explored acrossfive hundred light-years of space and had found only one Earth-type world: Athena

The Gernswere almost to her door when she had finished and she heard them enter the
compartments across from her own. There came the hard, curt questions and the command:
"Outsde—hurry!" A woman said something in pleading question and there was the soft thud of ablow
and the words: "Outside—do not ask questions!” A moment later she heard the woman going down the
corridor, trying to hold back her crying.

Then the Gernswere at her own door.

She hdd Billy's hand and waited for them with her heart hammering. She held her head high and
composed hersdlf with al the determination she could muster so that the arrogant Gerns would not see
that shewas afraid. Billy stood beside her astall as hisfive years would permit, histeddy bear under his
arm, and only the way his hand held to hers showed that he, too, was scared.

The door was flung open and two Gerns strodein.

They were big, dark men, with powerful, bulging muscles. They surveyed her and theroom with a
quick sweep of eyesthat were like glittering obsidian, their mouthsthin, cruel dashesin theflat, bruta
planesof their faces.

"Y our name?" snapped the one who carried a sheaf of occupation records.
"It's'—shetried to swallow the quaver in her voice and make it cool and unfrightened—"Irene Lois



Humbolt—Mrs. Dale Humbolt."

The Gern glanced at the papers. "Whereis your husband?'

"Hewasin the X-ray room at—"

"Y ou are a Rgject. Out—down the corridor with the others.”

"My husband—uwill hebea—"

"Outddel”

It was the tone of voice that had preceded the blow in the other compartment and the Gern took a
quick step toward her. She seized the two bags in one hand, not wanting to release Billy, and swung
back to hurry out into the corridor. The other Gern jerked one of the bags from her hand and flung it to
thefloor. "Only one bag per person,” he said, and gave her an impatient shove that sent her and Billy
sumbling through the doorway.

She became part of the Regjects who were being herded like sheep down the corridors and into the
port airlock. There were many children among them, the young ones frightened and crying, and often with
only one parent or an older brother or Sster to take care of them. And there were many young ones who
had no one a all and were dependent upon strangers to take their hands and tell them what they must do.

When she was passing the corridor that led to the X-ray room she saw a group of Reectsbeing
herded up it. Dae was not among them and she knew, then, that she and Billy would never see him
agan.

* % %

"Out from the ship—faster—faster—"

The commands of the Gern guards snapped like whips around them as she and the other Rgjects
crowded and stumbled down the boarding ramp and out onto the rocky ground. There wasthe pull of a
terrible gravity such as she had never experienced and they werein ableak, barren valey, acold wind
moaning down it and whipping the akai dust in bitter clouds. Around the valey stood ragged hills, their
white topslaying out streamers of wind-driven snow, and the sky was dark with sunset.

"Out from the ship—faster—"

It was hard to walk fast in the high gravity, carrying the bag in one hand and holding up al of Billy's
weight she could with the other.

"They lied to ud" aman beside her said to someone. "Let'sturn and fight. Let's take—"

A Gern blagter cracked with avivid blue flash and the man plunged lifdlesdy to the ground. She
flinched ingtinctively and fell over an unseen rock, the bag of precious clothes flying from her hand. She
scrambled up again, her left knee half numb, and turned to retrieveit.

The Gern guard was aready upon her, hisblaster till in hishand. "Out from the ship—fagter.”

The barrd of hisblaster lashed across the side of her head. "Move on—move on!"

She staggered in ablinding blaze of pain and then hurried on, holding tight to Billy's hand, the wind
cutting like knives of ice through her thin clothes and blood running in atrickle down her cheek.

"Hehit you," Billy said. "He hurt you." Then he cdled the Gern aname that five-year-old boyswere
not supposed to know, with a savagery that five-year-old boys were not supposed to possess.

When she stopped at the outer fringe of Rejects she saw that al of them were out of the cruiser and
the guards were going back into it. A haf mile down the valley the other cruiser stood, the Regjects out
from it and its boarding ramps aready withdrawn.

When she had buttoned Billy's blouse tighter and wiped the blood from her face the first blast of the
drives came from the farther cruiser. The nearer one blasted amoment later and they lifted together, their
roaring filling the valey. They climbed fagter and faster, dwindling asthey went. Then they disappearedin
the black sky, their roaring faded away, and there was I eft only the moaning of the wind around her and
somewhere achild crying.



And somewhere avoice asking, "Where are we? In the name of God—what have they done to us?

Shelooked at the snow streaming from the ragged hills, felt the hard pull of the gravity, and knew
where they were. They were on Ragnarok, the hell-world of 1.5 gravity and fierce beasts and raging
feverswhere men could not survive. The name came from an old Teutonic myth and meant: The last day
for gods and men. The Dunbar Expedition had discovered Ragnarok and her father had told her of it, of
how it had killed six of the eight men who had |€ft the ship and would havekilled Al of themif they had
remained any longer.

She knew where they were and she knew the Gerns had lied to them and would never send aship to
take them to Earth. Their abandonment there had been intended as a death sentence for al of them.

And Da e was gone and she and Billy would die helplessand done. . .

"It will be dark—s0 soon.” Billy's voice shook with the cold. "If Daddy can't find usin the dark, what
will wedo?'

"I don't know," she said. "There's no oneto help us and how can | know—what we should do—"

She was from the city. How could she know what to do on an aien, hostile world where armed
explorers had died? She had tried to be brave before the Gerns but now—now night was at hand and
out of it would come terror and death for herself and Billy. They would never see Dde again, never see
Athenaor Earth or even the dawn on theworld that had killed them . . .

Shetried not to cry, and failed. Billy's cold little hand touched her own, trying to reassure her.

"Don't cry, Mama. | guess—I guess everybody elseis scared, too."

Everyonedse. ..

She was not alone. How could she have thought she was alone? All around her were others, as
helpless and uncertain as she. Her story was only one out of four thousand.

"l guessthey are, Billy," shesad. "I never thought of that, before.”

Shekndt to put her armsaround him, thinking: Tears and fear are futile weapons, they can never
bring us any tomorrows. Well have to fight whatever comesto kill us no matter how scared we are. For
oursalves and for our children. Abovedl ese, for our children . . .

"I'm going back to find our clothes," she said. "Y ou wait here for me, in the shelter of that rock, and |
won't begonelong.”

Then shetold him what he would be too young to redly understand.

"I'm not going to cry any more and | know, now, what | must do. I'm going to make sure that thereis
atomorrow for you, dways, to the last breath of my life."

* % %

The bright blue star dimmed and the others faded away. Dawn touched the sky, bringing withit a
coldnessthat frosted the stedl of theriflein John Prentiss's hands and formed beads of ice on hisgray
mustache. Therewas a gtirring in the area behind him as the weary Rejects prepared to face the new day
and the sound of achild whimpering from the cold. There had been no time the evening before to gather
wood for fires—

"Prowlerd"

The warning cry came from an outer guard and black shadows were suddenly sweeping out of the
dark dawn.

They were things that might have been haf wolf, haf tiger; each of them three hundred pounds of
incredible ferocity with eyesblazing like ydlow firein their white-fanged tiger-wolf faces. They camelike
thewind, in aflowing black wave, and ripped through the outer guard line asthough it had not existed.
Theinner guardsfired in achattering roll of gunshots, trying to turn them, and Prentisssrifle licked out
pal e tongues of flame as he added his own fire. The prowlers came on, breaking through, but part of
them went down and the others were swerved by the fire so that they struck only the outer edge of the



areawhere the Rejects were grouped.

At that distance they blended into the dark ground so that he could not find them in the Sights of his
rifle. He could only watch hel plesdy and see a dark-haired woman caught in their path, trying to run with
achildin her aamsand aready knowing it wastoo late. A man was running toward her, dow in the high
gravity, an axein hishands and his cursing araging, savage snarl. For amoment her white face was
turned in helpless gppedl to him and the others; then the prowlers were upon her and shefdll,
deliberately, going to the ground with her child hugged in her arms benegath her so that her body would
protect it.

The prowlers passed over her, pausing for an ingtant to dash the life from her, and raced on again.
They vanished back into the outer darkness, the farther guardsfiring futilely, and there was a sllence but
for the ditant, hysterical sobbing of awoman.

It had happened within seconds, the fifth prowler attack that night and the mildest.

Full dawn had come by the time he replaced the guards killed by the last attack and made the rounds
of the other guard lines. He came back by the place where the prowlers had killed the woman, walking
wesarily againg the pull of gravity. She lay with her dark hair tumbled and stained with blood, her white
face turned up to the reddening sky, and he saw her clearly for thefirst time.

It was Irene.

He stopped, gripping the cold stedl of therifle and not feeling the rear Sght asit cut into his hand.

Irene. . . He had not known she was on Ragnarok. He had not seen her in the darkness of the night
and he had hoped she and Billy were safe among the Acceptableswith Dale.

There was the sound of footsteps and a bold-faced girl in ared skirt stopped beside him, her glance
going over him curioudy.

"Thelittle boy," he asked, "do you know if he'sdl right?"

"The prowlers cut up hisface but helll bedl right,” she said. "I came back after his clothes.”

"Areyou going to look after him?"

"'Someone has to and"—she shrugged her shoulders—"1 guess | was soft enough to eect mysdlf for
the job. Why—uwas his mother afriend of yours?"

"She was my daughter,” he said.

"Oh." For amoment the bold, brassy look was gone from her face, like amask that had dipped. "I'm
sorry. And I'll take care of Billy."

* % %

Thefirst objection to his assumption of |eadership occurred an hour later. The prowlers had
withdrawn with the coming of full daylight and wood had been carried from the treesto build fires. Mary,
one of the volunteer cooks, was asking two men to carry her some water when he approached. The
smaller man picked up one of the clumsy containers, hastily improvised from canvas, and started toward
the creek. The other, abig, thick-chested man, did not move.

"Well haveto have water,” Mary said. "People are hungry and cold and sick.”

The man continued to squat by the fire, his hands extended to itswarmth. "Name someone else" he
sad.

"But—"

Shelooked a Prentissin uncertainty. He went to the thick-chested man, knowing there would be
violence and welcoming it as something to help drive away the vision of Irene's pae, cold face under the
red sky.

"She asked you to get her some water," hesaid. "Get it."

The man looked up a him, sudying him with deliberate insolence, then he got to hisfeet, his heavy



shoulders hunched chdlengingly.

"I'll haveto set you straight, old timer,” he said. "No one has gppointed you the head cheese around
here. Now, there's the container you want filled and over there’—he made a smal motion with one
hand—"isthe creek. Do you know what to do?'

"Yes" hesad. "l know what to do."

He brought the butt of the rifle smashing up. It struck the man under the chin and there was asharp
cracking sound as hisjawbone snapped. For afraction of a second there was an expression of stupefied
amazement on his face then his eyes glazed and he dumped to the ground with his broken jaw setting
askew.

"All right," he said to Mary. "Now you go ahead and name somebody else.”

* % %

Hefound that the prowlers had killed seventy during the night. One hundred more had died from the
Hell Fever that often followed exposure and killed within an hour.

He went the half mile to the group that had arrived on the second cruiser as soon as he had eaten a
delayed breakfast. He saw, before he had quite reached the other group, that the Constellation's
Lieutenant Commander, Vincent Lake, wasin charge of it.

Lake, atdl, hard-jawed man with pale blue eyes under pae brows, waked forth to meet him as
soon as he recognized him.

"Glad to seeyoure dtill dive" Lake greeted him. "I thought that second Gern blast got you aong with
the others”

"l was visiting midship and wasn't home when it happened,” he said.

He looked at Lake's group of Rejects, in their misery and uncertainty so much like hisown, and
asked, "How wasit last night?"

"Bad—damned bad," Lake said. "Prowlers and Hell Fever, and no wood for fires. Two hundred
diedlast night.”

"I came down to seeif anyonewasin charge here and to tell them that welll have to move into the
woods at once—today. WEIl have plenty of wood for the fires there, some protection from the wind,
and by combining our defenses we can stand off the prowlers better.”

Lake agreed. When the brief discussion of planswas finished he asked, "How much do you know
about Ragnarok?'

"Not much,” Prentiss answered. "We didn't say to Sudy it very long. There are no heavy metals
here, or resources of any value. We gave Ragnarok a quick survey and when the sixth man died we
marked it on the chart as uninhabitable and went on our way.

"Asyou probably know, that bright blue star is Ragnarok's other sun. Its position in the advance of
the yellow sun shows the season to be early spring. When summer comes Ragnarok will swing between
the two suns and the heat will be something no human has ever endured. Nor the cold, when winter
COMmes.

"I know of no edible plants, athough there might be some. There are afew species of rodent-like
animals—they're scavengers—and a herbivore we caled the woods goat. The prowlers are the dominant
form of life on Ragnarok and | suspect their intelligence isagood ded higher than wewould likeit to be.
Therewill be acongtant battle for surviva with them.

"There's another animd, not asintelligent as the prowlers but just as dangerous—the unicorn. The
unicorns are big and fast and they travel in herds. | haven't seen any here so far—I hope we don't. At the
lower eevations are the swamp crawlers. They're unadulterated nightmares. | hope they don't go to these
higher elevationsin the summer. The prowlers and the Hell Fever, the gravity and heat and cold and
garvation, will be enough for usto haveto fight."

"l see," Lake said. He smiled, asmile that was as bleak as moonlight on an arctic glacier.



"Earth-type—remember the promise the Gerns made the Rg ects?' He looked out across the camp, at
the snow whipping from the frosty hills, at the dead and the dying and alittle girl trying vainly to awaken
her brother.

"They were condemned, without reason, without achanceto live," he said. "So many of them are so
young . . . and when you're young it's too soon to haveto die.”

* * %

Prentiss returned to his own group. The dead were buried in shallow graves and inventory was taken
of the promised "ample supplies.” These were only the few personal possessions the Rejects had been
permitted to take plusasmall amount of food the Gerns had taken from the Constellation's stores. The
Gerns had been forced to provide the Rgects with at least alittle food—had they openly left them to
darve, the Acceptables, whose families were among the Rejects, might have rebelled.

Inventory of the firearms and ammunition showed the tota to be discouragingly smdl. They would
have to learn how to make and use bows and arrows as soon as possible.

With thefirgt party of guards and workmen following him, Prentiss went to the tributary valley that
emptied into the centra valey amileto the north. It was as good a camp site as could be hoped for;
wide and thickly spotted with groves of trees, acreek running down its center.

The workmen began the construction of shelters and he climbed up the side of the nearer hill. He
reached itstop, hisbreath coming fast in the gravity that was the equivaent of aburden half hisown
weight, and saw what the surrounding terrain was like.

To the south, beyond the barren valley, the land could be seen dropping in itslong sweep to the
southern lowlands where the unicorns and swamp crawlerslived. To the north the hills climbed gently for
miles, then ended under the steeply doping face of animmense plateau. The plateau reached from
western to eastern horizon, still white with the snows of winter and looming so high above theworld
below that the clouds brushed it and half obscured it.

He went back down the hill as Lake's men appeared. They started work on what would be a
continuation of hisown camp and hetold Lake what he had seen from the hill.

"We're between the lowlands and the highlands," he said. "Thiswill be as near to atemperate dtitude
as Ragnarok has. We survive here—or else. There's no other place for usto go.”

An overcast darkened the sky at noon and the wind died down to amost nothing. Therewasa
feding of waiting tension in the air and he went back to the Reects, to speed their move into the woods.
They were dready going in scattered groups, accompanied by prowler guards, but there was no
organization and it would be too long before the last of them were safely in the new camp.

He could not be two places at once—he needed a subleader to oversee the move of the Rejects and
their possessions into the woods and their placement after they got there.

He found the man he wanted dready hel ping the Rejects get Sarted: athin, quiet man named Henry
Anderswho had fought well against the prowlersthe night before, even though his determination had
been greater than his marksmanship. He was the type people ingtinctively liked and trusted; agood
choice for the subleader whosejob it would be to handle the multitude of detailsin camp while he,
Prentiss, and a second subleader he would sdlect, handled the defense of the camp and the hunting.

"l don't likethisovercast,” hetold Anders. "Something's brewing. Get everyone moved and at work
helping build shelters as soon as you can.”

"| can have most of them there within an hour or two,” Anders said. "Some of the older people,
though, will haveto takeit dow. Thisgravity—it's dready getting the hearts of some of them.”

"How are the children taking the gravity?" he asked.

"The babies and the very young—it's hard to tell about them yet. But the children from about four on
up get tired quickly, go to deep, and when they wake up they've sort of bounced back out of it."

"Maybe they can adapt to some extent to this gravity." He thought of what Lake had said that



morning: So many of them are so young . . . and when you're young it's too soon to have to die.
"Maybe the Gerns made a mistake—maybe Terran children aren't as easy to kill asthey thought. It's
your job and mine and othersto give the children the chance to prove the Gernswrong.”

He went hisway again to pass by the place where dulia, the girl who had become Billy's
foster-mother, was preparing to go to the new camp.

It was the second timefor him to see Billy that morning. Thefirst time Billy had still been stunned with
grief, and a the sight of his grandfather he had been unable to keep from breaking.

"The Gern hit her," he had sobbed, historn face bleeding anew asit twisted in crying. “He hurt her,
and Daddy was gone and then—and then the other things killed her—"

But now he had had allittle time to accept what had happened and he was changed. He was
someone much older, dmost aman, trapped for awhilein the body of afive-year-old boy.

"l guessthisisal, Billy," Juliawas saying as she gathered up her scanty possessions and Irene's bag.
"Get your teddy bear and well go.”

Billy went to histeddy bear and knelt down to pick it up. Then he stopped and said something that
sounded like" No." He laid the teddy bear back down, wiping alittle dust from itsface asin alast gesture
of farewdl, and stood up to face Julia empty-handed.

"I don't think I'll want to play with my teddy bear any more," he said. "I don't think I'll ever want to
play a dl anymore.”

Then hewent to walk beside her, leaving histeddy bear lying on the ground behind him and with it
leaving forever the tears and laughter of childhood.

* * %

The overcast degpened, and a midafternoon dark storm clouds came driving in from the west.
Efforts were intensified to compl ete the move before the storm broke, both in his section of the camp and
in Lake's. The sheterswould be of critical importance and they were being built of the materias most
quickly available; dead limbs, brush, and the limited amount of canvas and blankets the Rgjects had.
They would be inadequate protection but there was no time to build anything better.

It seemed only afew minutes until the black clouds were overheed, rolling and racing at an incredible
veocity. With them came the deep roar of the high wind that drove them and the wind on the ground
began to stir restlesdy in response, like some monster awakening to the call of itskind.

Prentiss knew dready who he wanted as his other subleader. He found him hard at work helping
build shelters, Howard Craig, apowerfully muscled man with aface as hard and grim asa cliff of granite.
It had been Craig who had tried to save Irene from the prowlers that morning with only an axe asa
weagpon.

Prentiss knew him dightly—and Craig till did not know Irene had been his daughter. Craig had been
one of the field engineersfor what would have been the Athena Geologicd Survey. He had had awife, a
frail, blonde girl who had been thefirgt of dl to die of Hell Fever the night before, and he ill had their
threesmall children.

"Well stop with the shelterswe dready have built," hetold Craig. "It will take dl thetimeleft to usto
reinforce them againgt the wind. | need someoneto help me, in addition to Anders. You'rethe onel
want.

"Send some young and fast-moving men back to last night's camp to cut al the strips of prowler skins
they can get. Everything about the shelterswill have to be lashed down to something solid. Seeif you can
find some experienced outdoorsmen to help you check thejobs.

"And tdl Andersthat women and children only will be placed in the shelters. There will be no room
for anyone ese and if any man, no matter what the excuse, crowds out awoman or child I'll personally
kill him."

"Y ou needn't bother," Craig said. He smiled with savage mirthlessness. "I'll be glad to take care of



any suchincidents.”
Prentiss saw to it that the piles of wood for the guard fireswere ready to be lighted when the time

came. He ordered dl guardsto their ations, there to get what rest they could. They would have no rest
at dl after darkness came.

He met Lake at the north end of his own group's camp, where it merged with Lake's group and no
guard line was needed. Lake told him that his camp would be aswell prepared as possible under the
circumstances within another hour. By then the wind in the trees was growing swiftly stronger, dapping
harder and harder at the shelters, and it seemed doubtful that the storm would hold off for an hour.

But Lake was given hishour, plushdf of another. Then deep dusk came, athough it was not quite
sundown. Prentiss ordered al the guard fires lighted and dl the women and children into the shelters.
Fifteen minuteslater the sorm finaly broke.

It came as aroaring downpour of cold rain. Complete darkness came with it and thewind roseto a
velocity that made the treeslean. An hour went by and the wind increased, smashing a the shelterswith a
violence they had not been built to withstand. The prowler skin lashings held but the canvas and blankets
were ripped into streamersthat cracked like rifle shotsin the wind before they were torn completely
loose and flung into the night.

One by one the guard fireswent out and the rain continued, growing colder and driven in dmost
horizontal sheets by the wind. The women and children huddled in chilled misery in what meager
protection the torn shelters fill gave and there was nothing that could be done to help them.

Therain turned to snow a midnight, ahowling blizzard through which Prentissslight could penetrate
but afew feet as he made his rounds. He walked with dogging weariness, forcing himsaf on. Hewasno
longer young—he was fifty—and he had had little rest.

He had known, of course, that successful |eadership would involve more sacrifice on his part than on
the part of those he led. He could have shunned responsibility and his persona welfare would have
benefited. He had lived on dien worldsamost half hislife; with arifle and aknife he could have lived,
until Ragnarok findly killed him, with much less effort than that required of him asleader. But such an
action had been repugnant to him, unthinkable. What he knew of surviva on hostile worlds might help the
othersto survive.

S0 he had assumed command, tolerating no objections and disregarding the fact that he would be
shortening his aready short timeto live on Ragnarok. It was, he supposed, some old ingtinct that forbade
theindividua to stand aside and let the group die.

The snow stopped an hour later and the wind died to a frigid moaning. The clouds thinned, broke
gpart, and the giant star looked down upon the land with its cold, blue light.

The prowlers came then.

They feinted againgt the east and west guard lines, then hit the south line in massed, ferocious attack.
Twenty got through, past the daughtered south guards, and charged into the interior of the camp. Asthey
did so the cdll, prearranged by him in case of such an event, went up the guard lines:

"Emergency guards, east and west—closein! "

In the camp, above the triumphant, demoniac yammering of the prowlers, came the screams of
women, the thinner cries of children, and the shouting and cursing of men asthey tried to fight the
prowlers with knives and clubs. Then the emergency guards—every third man from the east and west
lines—came plunging through the snow, firing asthey came.

The prowlerslaunched themsalves away from their victims and toward the guards, leaving awoman
to stagger aimlesdy with blood spurting from a severed artery and splashing dark in the starlight on the
blue-white snow. The air wasfilled with the cracking of gunfire and the deep, savage snarling of the
prowlers. Half of the prowlers broke through, leaving seven dead guards before them. The otherslay in
the snow where they had fallen and the surviving emergency guards turned to hurry back to their sations,



reloading asthey went.

The wounded woman had crumpled down in the snow and afirst ad man knelt over her. He
straightened, shaking his head, and joined the others as they searched for injured among the prowlers
vidims

They found no injured; only the dead. The prowlerskilled with grim efficiency.

* % %

"\U-]n—"
John Chiara, the young doctor, hurried toward him. His dark eyes were worried behind his frosted
glasses and his eyebrows were coated with ice.

"Thewood is soaked,” he said. "It's going to be some time before we can get firesgoing. There are
babiesthat will freeze to death before then.”

Prentisslooked at the prowlerslying in the snow and motioned toward them. "They're warm. Have
their guts and lungs taken out.”

IIWI,H_II

Then Chiards eyeslighted with comprehension and he hurried away without further questions.

Prentisswent on, to make the rounds of the guards. When he returned he saw that his order had
been obeyed.

The prowlerslay in the snow as before, their savage faces till twisted in their dying snarls, but snug
and warm ingde them babies dept.

* % %

The prowlers attacked again and again and when the wan sun lifted to shine down on the white,
frozen land there were five hundred dead in Prentisss camp: three hundred by Hell Fever and two
hundred by prowler attacks.

Five hundred—and that had been only one night on Ragnarok.

L ake reported over six hundred dead. "1 hope," he said with bitter hatred, "that the Gerns dept
comfortably last night.”

"Well haveto build awall around the camp to hold out the prowlers,” Prentiss said. "We don't dare
keep using up what little ammunition we have at the rate we've used it the last two nights.”

"That will beabigjob inthisgravity,” Lake said. "WEIl haveto crowd both groupsin together to let
itscircumference be assmal aspossible.”

It was the way Prentiss had planned to do it. One thing would have to be settled with Lake: there
could not be two independent leaders over the merged groups. . .

Lake, watching him, said, "'l think we can get along. Alien worlds are your speciaty rather than mine.
And according to the Ragnarok law of averages, there will be only one of us pretty soon, anyway."

All were moved to the center of the camp areathat day and when the prowlers came that night they
found aring of guards and fires through which they could penetrate only with heavy sacrifices.

There was warmth to the sun the next morning and the snow began to melt. Work was commenced
on the stockade wdll. It would have to be twelve feet high so the prowlers could not jump over it and,
since the prowlers had the sharp claws and climbing ability of cats, itstop would have to be surmounted
with arow of sharp outward-and-downward projecting stakes. These would be set in socketsin the top
raill and tied down with strips of prowler skin.

Thetrees east of camp were festooned for agreat distance with the remnants of canvas and cloth the
wind had left there. A party of boys, protected by the usua prowler guards, was sent out to climb the
trees and recover it. All of it, down to the smallest fragment, was turned over to the women who were
physicaly incapable of helping work on the stockade wall. They began patiently sawing the rags and
tatters back into usable form again.



Thefirgt hunting party went out and returned with six of the tawny-yellow sharp-horned woods
goats, each aslarge as an Earth deer. The hunters reported the woods goats to be hard to stalk and
dangerous when cornered. One hunter was killed and another injured because of not knowing thét.

They aso brought in afew of the rabhit-sized scavenger animas. They were dl legs and teeth and
brigtly fur, the meat amost inedible. It would be awaste of the limited ammunition to shoot any more of
them.

There was ablack barked tree which the Dunbar Expedition had called the lance tree because of its
dender, straightly outthrust limbs. Its wood was as hard as hickory and as springy as cedar. Prentiss
found two amateur archers who were sure they could make efficient bows and arrows out of the lance
tree limbs. He gave them the job, together with hel pers.

The days turned suddenly hot, with nightsthat <till went below freezing. The Hell Fever took a
congtant, relentlesstoll. They needed adequiate shelters—but the dwindling supply of ammunition and the
nightly prowler attacks made the need for astockade wall even more imperative. The shelterswould
haveto walt.

Hewent looking for Dr. Chiaraone evening and found him just leaving one of the makeshift shelters.

A boy lay ingdeit, hisface flushed with Hell Fever and his eyestoo bright and too dark as he looked
up into the face of his mother who sat beside him. She was dry-eyed and silent as she looked down at
him but she was holding hishand in hers, tightly, desperately, asthough she might that way somehow
keep him from leaving her.

Prentiss walked beside Chiara and when the shelter was behind them he asked, " There's no hope?”
"None" Chiarasaid. "There never iswith Hell Fever.”

Chiara had changed. He was no longer the stocky, cheerful man he had been on the Constellation,
whose brown eyes had smiled at the world through thick glasses and who had laughed and joked as he
assured his patients that al would soon be well with them. He was thin and his face was haggard with
worry. He had, in hisquiet way, been fully asvaiant as any of those who had fought the prowlers. He
had worked day and night to fight aform of death he could not see and against which he had no weapon.

"The boy isdying," Chiarasaid. "He knows it and his mother knowsit. | told them the medicinel
gave him might help. It was alie, to try to makeit alittle eesier for both of them before the end comes.
The medicine| gave him was asdlt tablet—that'sdl | have."

And then, with the fird bitterness Prentiss had ever seen him display, Chiarasaid, "You cdl me
'Doctor.’ Everyone does. I'm not—I'm only afirgt-year intern. | do the best | know how to do but it isn't
enough—it will never be enough.”

"What you haveto learn here is something no Earth doctor knows or could teach you," hesaid. "You
have to have time to learn—and you need equipment and drugs.”

"If I could have antibiotics and other drugs. . . | wanted to get asupply from the dispensary but the
Gernswouldn't let mego.”

"Some of the Ragnarok plants might be of vaueif a person could find the right ones. | just came from
atak with Anders about that. Hell provide you with anything possiblein the way of equipment and
suppliesfor research—anything in the camp you need to try to save lives. Hell be at your shelter tonight
to see what you want. Do you want to try it?"

"Yes—of course.” Chiaras eyeslighted with new hope. "It might take along timetofind a
cure—maybe we never would—but I'd like to have help so | could try. I'd like to be able, some day
once again, to say to ascared kid, "Take this medicine and in the morning you'll be better, and know |
told thetruth.”

The nightly prowler attacks continued and the supply of ammunition diminished. It would be some
time before men were skilled in the use of the bows and arrows that were being made; and work on the
wall was pushed ahead with all speed possible. No one was exempt from labor on it who could as much



as carry the pointed stakes. Children down to the youngest worked a ongside the men and women.

The work was made many times more exhausting by the 1.5 gravity. People moved heavily at their
jobs and even at night there was no surcease from the gravity. They could only go into acoma-like deep
inwhich therewas no real rest and from which they awoke tired and aching. Each morning therewould
be some who did not awaken at dl, though their hearts had been sound enough for working on Earth or
Athena

Thekilling labor was recognized as necessary, however, and there were no complaints until the
morning he was accosted by Peter Bemmon.

He had seen Bemmon severa times on the Constellation; abig, soft-faced man who had attached
much importance to hisrole asaminor member of the Athena Planning Board. But even on the
Constellation Bemmmon had felt he merited atill higher position, and hisingratiating attitude when before
his superiors had become one of fault-finding insnuations concerning their ability as compared with his
when their backs were turned.

This resentment had taken new form on Ragnarok, where hisformer position was of utterly no
importance to anyone and hislack of any skills or outdoor experience made him only one worker among
others.

The sun was shining mercilesdy hot the day Bemmon chose to challenge Prentisss wisdom as leaeder.
Bemmon was cutting and sharpening stakes, ajob the sometimes-too-lenient Anders had given him when
Bemmon had inssted his heart was on the verge of failure from doing heavier work. Prentisswasin a
hurry and would have gone on past him but Bemmon halted him with asharp command:

"You—wait aminutel"

Bemmon had a hatchet in his hand, but only one stake lay on the ground; and his face was red with
anger, not exertion. Prentiss stopped, wondering if Bemmon was going to ask for abroken jaw, and
Bemmon cameto him.

"How long," Bemmon asked, anger making hisvoice alittle thick, "do you think I'll tolerate this
absurd Studion?!

"What stuation?' Prentiss asked.

"This stupid ingstence upon confining me to manud labor. I'm the single member on Ragnarok of the
AthenaPlanning Board and surely you can see that the bumbling confusion of these people'—Bemmon
indicated the hurrying, laboring men, women and children around them—"can be transformed into
efficient, organized effort only through proper supervison. Y et my abilitiesaong such linesareignored
and I've been forced to work as a common |aborer—a wood chopper!”

He flung the hatchet down vicioudy, into the rocks at hisfeet, bresthing heavily with resentment and
chalenge. "l demand the respect to which I'm entitled.”

"Look," Prentisssaid.

He pointed to the group just then going past them. A sixteen-year-old girl was bent amost double
under theweight of the pole she was carrying, her once pretty face flushed and swesating. Behind her two
twelve-year-old boyswere dragging alill larger pole. Behind them came several smdl children, each of
them carrying as many of the pointed stakes as he or she could walk under, no matter if it was only one.
All of them were trying to hurry, to accomplish as much as possible, and no one was complaining even
though they were dready staggering with weariness.

"So you think you're entitled to more respect?' Prentiss asked. " Those kids would work harder if you
were giving them orders from under the shade of atree—isthat what you want?'

Bemmon'slips thinned and hatred was like a sheen on hisface. Prentiss|ooked from the single stake
Bemmon had cut that morning to Bemmon's white, unblistered hands. He looked at the hatchet that
Bemmon had thrown down in the rocks and at the V notch broken in its keen-edged blade. 1t had been
the best of the very few hatchetsthey had . . .



"The next time you even nick that hatchet I'm going to split your skull withit," hesaid. "Pick it up and
get back to work. | mean work. You'll have broken blisters on every finger tonight or you'll go onthe
log-carrying force tomorrow. Now, movel™

What Bemmon had thought to be hiswrath deserted him before Prentisss fury. He stooped to obey
the order but the hatred remained on his face and when the hatchet was in his hands he made alast
attempt to blugter:

"The day may come when well refuse to tolerate any longer your sadigtic displays of authority.”

"Good," Prentiss said. "Anyone who doesn't like my styleiswelcometo try to change it—or to try to
replace me. With knives or clubs, rifles or broken hatchets, Bemmon—any way you want it and any time
youwant it."

"|—" Bemmon's eyes went from the hatchet in his half raised hand to the long knife in Prentisss belt.
He swalowed with aconvulsive jerk of his Adam's apple and his hatchet-bearing arm suddenly wilted. "1
don't want to fight—to replace you—"

He swallowed again and hisface forced itsdlf into asckly attempt at an ingratiating smile. "1 didn't
mean to imply any disrespect for you or the good job you're doing. I'm very sorry.”
Then he hurried away, like aman glad to escape, and began to chop stakes with amazing speed.

But the sullen hatred had not been concedled by the ingratiating smile; and Prentiss knew Bemmon
was aman who would aways be his enemy.

* * *

The days dragged by in the weary routine, but overworked muscles dowly strengthened and people
moved with alittle lesslaborious effort. On the twentieth day the wal wasfinadly completed and the camp
was prowler proof.

But the spring weather was amad succession of heat and cold and storm that caused the Hell Fever
to takeitstoll each day and there was no relaxation from the grueling labor. Weatherproof shelters had to
be built asrapidly as possible.

So thework of congtructing them began; wearily, sometimes dmost hopdesdy, but without
complaint other than to hate and curse the Gerns more than ever.

There was no more trouble from Bemmon; Prentiss had almost forgotten him when he was publicly
chalenged one night by a burly, threatening man named Hagger.

"Y ou've bragged that you'l fight any man who dares disagree with you," Haggar said loudly. "Well,
here | am. Well use knives and before they even have time to bury you tonight I'm goin' to have your
stooges kicked out and replaced with men who'll give us competent leadership instead of blunderin'
authoritarianism.”

Prentiss noticed that Haggar seemed to have alittle difficulty pronouncing the last word, as though he
had learned it only recently.

"I'll be glad to accommodate you," Prentiss said mildly. "Go get yourself aknife.”

Haggar dready had one, along-bladed butcher knife, and the duel began. Haggar was surprisingly
adept with hisknife but he had never had the training and experience in combat that interstellar explorers
such as Prentiss had. Haggar was good, but considerably far from good enough.

Prentissdid not kill him. He had no compunctions about doing such athing, but it would have been
an unnecessary waste of needed manpower. He gave Haggar acarefully painful and bloody |esson that
thoroughly banished dl hislust for conflict without serioudy injuring him. The duel was over withina
minute after it began.

Bemmon, who had witnessed the challenge with keen interest and then watched Haggar's defeat with
agitation, became excessvely friendly and flattering toward Prentiss afterward. Prentissfelt sure, dthough
he had no proof, that it had been Bemmon who had spurred the smple-minded Haggar into challenging
him to adud.



If s0, the sight of what had happened to Haggar must have effectively dampened Bemmon's desire
for revenge because he became dmost amodel worker.

* % %

As Lake had predicted, he and Prentiss worked together well. Lake calmly took a secondary role,
not at al interested in possession of authority but only in the surviva of the Rgects. He spoke of the
surrender of the Constellation only once, to say:

"I knew there could be only Ragnarok in this section of space. | had to order four thousand peopleto
go like sheep to what was to be their place of execution so that four thousand more could live asdaves.
That was my last act as an officer.”

Prentiss suspected that Lake found it impossible not to blame himsdlf subconscioudy for what
circumstances had forced him to do. It wasirrational—but conscientious men were quite often alittle
irrationd in their sense of respongibility.

L ake had two subleaders. agenid, red-haired man named Ben Barber, who would have been a
farmer on Athenabut who made a good subleader on Ragnarok; and alithe, cat-like man named Karl
Schroeder.

Schroeder claimed to be twenty-four but not even the scars on his face could make him look more
than twenty-one. He smiled often, alittle too often. Prentiss had seen smileslike that before. Schroeder
was the type who could smile while he killed aman—and he probably had.

But, if Schroeder was aborn fighter and perhapskiller, they were characteristics that he expended
entirely upon the prowlers. He was L ake's right-hand man; a deadly marksman and utterly without fear.

One evening, when Lake had given Schroeder some ingtructions concerning the next day's activities,
Schroeder answered him with the half-mocking smile and the words, "I'll seethat it's done, Commander.”

"Not 'Commander,' " Lake said. "|—all of us—left our ranks, titles and honors on the Constellation.
The past isdead for us."

"l see," Schroeder said. The smile faded away and he looked into Lake's eyes as he asked, "And
what about our past dishonors, disgraces and such?’

"They wereleft on the Constellation, too," Lake said. "If anyone wants dishonor helll haveto earn it
al over agan.”

"That soundsfair,” Schroeder said. "That sounds asfair as anyone could ever ask for."

Heturned away and Prentiss saw what he had noticed before: Schroeder's black hair was coming
out light brown at the roots. It was a color that would better match hislight complexion and it wasthe
color of hair that aman named Schrader, wanted by the police on Venus, had had.

Hair could be dyed, identification cards could be forged—but it was dl something Prentiss did not
careto pry into until and if Schroeder gave him reason to. Schroeder was ahard and dangerous man,
despite hisyouth, and sometimes men of that type, when the chips were down, exhibited ahigher sense
of duty than the soft men who spoke piously of respect for Society—and then were afraid to face danger
to protect the society and the people they claimed to respect.

* * %

A lone prowler came on the deventh night following the wall's completion. It came silently, inthe
dead of night, and it learned how to reach in and tear apart the |leather lashings that held the pointed
stakesin place and then jerk the stakes out of their sockets. It was seen asit was removing the third
stake—which would have made alarge enough opening for it to come through—and shot. It fell back
and managed to escape into the woods, although staggering and bleeding.

The next night the stockade was attacked by dozens of prowlers who smultaneoudy began removing
the pointed stakes in the same manner employed by the prowler of the night before. Their attack was
turned back with heavy losses on both sdes and with adismayingly large expenditure of precious
ammunition.



There could be no doubt about how the band of prowlers had learned to remove the stakes:. the
prowler of the night before had told them before it died. It was doubtful that the prowlers had a spoken
language, but they had some means of communication. They worked together and they were highly
intelligent, probably about hafway between dog and man.

The prowlers were going to be an enemy even more formidable than Prentiss had thought.

The missing stakes were replaced the next day and the others were tied down more securely. Once
again the camp was prowler proof—but only for so long as armed guards patrolled inside the walsto kill
attacking prowlers during the short timeit would take them to remove the stakes.

The hunting parties suffered unusualy heavy losses from prowler attacksthat day and that evening, as
the guards patrolled insde the walls, Lake said to Prentiss:

"The prowlers are S0 damnably persstent. It isn't that they're hungry—they don't kill usto eat us.
They don't have any reason to kill us—they just hate us.”

"They haveareason,” Prentiss said. "They're doing the same thing we're doing: fighting for surviva.”
Lake's pae browslifted in question.

"The prowlers are the rulers of Ragnarok,” Prentiss said. " They fought their way up here, asmen did
on Earth, until they're master of every creature on their world. Even of the unicorns and swamp crawlers.
But now we've come and they're intelligent enough to know that we're accustomed to being the dominant
species, oursalves.

"There can't be two dominant species on the same world—and they know it. Men or prowlers—in
the end one is going to have to go down before the other.”

"| supposeyou'reright,” Lake said. He looked at the guards, afourth of them aready reduced to
bows and arrows that they had not yet had time to learn how to use. "If we win the battle for supremacy
it will bealong fight, maybe over aperiod of centuries. And if the prowlerswin—it may al be over
within ayear or two."

* * %

The giant blue star that was the other component of Ragnarok's binary grew swiftly in sze asit
preceded the yellow sun farther each morning. When summer came the blue star would be asun as hot
asthe yellow sun and Ragnarok would be between them. The yelow sun would burn the land by day and
the blue sun would seer it by the night that would not be night. Then would come the brief fall, followed
by the long, frozen winter when the yellow sun would shine pale and cold, far to the south, and the blue
sunwould be agtar again, two hundred and fifty million miles away and invisible behind the cold yellow
un.

The Hell Fever lessened with the completion of the sheltersbut it till killed each day. Chiaraand his
hel pers worked with unfaltering determination to find acurefor it but the cure, if there was one, uded
them. The gravesin the cemetery were forty long by forty wide and more were added each day. To all
the fact became grimly obvious: they were swiftly dying out and they had yet to face Ragnarok at its
worst.

The old survivd ingtincts asserted themsalves and there were marriages among the younger ones.
One of thefirgt to marry was Julia

She stopped to talk to Prentiss one evening. She still wore the red skirt, now faded and patched, but
her face wastired and thoughtful and no longer bold.

"Isit true, John," she asked, "that only afew of us might be able to have children here and that most
of uswho tried to have children in this gravity would diefor it?'

"It'strue," hesaid. "But you aready knew that when you married.”

"Yes... | knewit." Therewasalittle silence. "All my lifel've had fun and done as| pleased. The

human race didn't need me and we both knew it. But now—none of us can be gpart from the others or
be afraid of anything. If we're selfish and afraid there will come atime when the last of uswill die and



there will be nothing on Ragnarok to show we were ever here.

"I don't want it to end like that. | want there to be children, to live after we're gone. So I'm going to
try to have achild. I'm not afraid and | won't be."

When he did not reply at once she said, amost sdlf-conscioudy, "Coming from methat al soundsa
littleslly, | suppose.”
"It soundswise and splendid, Julia," he said, "and it'swhat | thought you were going to say."

* % %

Full spring came and the vegetation burst into leaf and bud and bloom, quickly, for its growth instincts
knew in their mindlessway how short was the time to grow and reproduce before the brown death of
summer came. The prowlers were suddenly gone one day, to follow the spring north, and for aweek
men could walk and work outs de the stockade without the protection of armed guards.

Then the new peril appeared, the one they had not expected: the unicorns.

The stockade wall was a blue-black rectangle behind them and the blue star burned with the
brilliance of adozen moons, lighting the woods in blue shadow and azure light. Prentiss and the hunter
walked alittlein front of the two riflemen, winding to keep in the garlit glades.

"It was on the other side of the next grove of trees," the hunter said in alow voice. "Fred was getting
ready to bring in the rest of the woods goats. He shouldn't have been more than ten minutes behind
me—and it's been over an hour."

They rounded the grove of trees. At first it seemed there was nothing before them but the empty,
grassy glade. Then they saw it lying on the ground no more than twenty feet in front of them.

It was—it had been—aman. He was broken and stamped into hideous shape essness and something
had torn off hisarms.

For amoment there was dead silence, then the hunter whispered, "What did that?"

The answer came in a savage, squealing scream and the pound of cloven hooves. A formless shadow
beside the trees materiaized into amonstrous charging bulk; athing like agigantic gray bull, eight feet tall
at the shoulders, with the tusked, snarling head of aboar and the starlight glinting aong the curving,
viciouslength of itssingle horn.

"Unicorn!" Prentiss said, and jerked up hisrifle.

Therifles cracked in aragged volley. The unicorn squedled in fury and struck the hunter, catching him

on itshorn and hurling him thirty feet. One of the riflemen went down under the unicorn's hooves, hiscry
ending dmost as soon asit began.

The unicorn ripped the sod in deep furrows asit whirled back to Prentiss and the remaining rifleman;
not turning in the manner of four-footed beasts of Earth but rearing and spinning on its hind feet. It
towered above them asit whirled, thetip of its horn fifteen feet above the ground and its hooves swinging
around like grest clubs.

Prentiss shot again, his sghts on what he hoped would be avita area, and the rifleman shot an instant
leter.

The shotswent true. The unicorn's swing brought it on around but it collapsed, faling to the ground
with jarring heaviness.

"Wegat it!" therifleman sad. "We—"

It half scrambled to itsfeet and made anoise; acall that went out through the night like the blast of a
mighty trumpet. Then it dropped back to the ground, to diewhileits cal was still echoing from the nearer
hills

From the east came an answering trumpet blast; atrumpeting that was sounded again from the south

and from the north. Then there came alow and muffled drumming, like the pounding of thousands of
hooves.



Therifleman's face was blue-white in the starlight. "The others are coming—well haveto runfor it!"

He turned, and began to run toward the distant bulk of the stockade.

"No!" Prentiss commanded, quick and harsh. "Not the stockade!™

The rifleman kept running, seeming not to hear himin his panic. Prentiss called to him once more:

"Not the stockade—youl'l lead the unicornsinto it!"

Again therifleman seemed not to hear him.

The unicorns were coming in sight, converging in from the north and east and south, the rumble of
their hooves swelling to athunder that filled the night. The rifleman would reach the scockade only alittle
ahead of them and they would go through the wall as though it had been made of paper.

For awhile the areaingde the stockade would befilled with dust, with the squedling of the swirling,
charging unicorns and the screams of the dying. Those inside the stockade would have no chance

whatever of escaping. Within two minutesit would be over, thelast child would have been found among
the shattered shelters and trampled into lifeless shape essness in the bloody ground.

Within two minutes dl human life on Ragnarok would be gone.
Therewas only onething for him to do.

He dropped to one knee so hisaim would be steady and the sights of hisrifle caught the running
man's back. He pressed the trigger and therrifle cracked vicioudy asit bucked againgt his shoulder.

The man spun and fdll hard to the ground. He twisted, to raise himself up alittle and look back, his
face white and accusing and unbdlieving.

"You shot me!"
Then hefdl forward and lay without moving.

Prentiss turned back to face the unicorns and to look at the treesin the nearby grove. He saw what
he aready knew: they were young trees and too small to offer any escape for him. Therewas no placeto
run, no placeto hide.

There was nothing he could do but wait; nothing he could do but stand in the blue starlight and watch
the devil's herd pound toward him and think, in the last moments of hislife, how swiftly and unexpectedly
death could come to man on Ragnarok.

* % %

The unicorns held the Rgjects prisonersin their sockade the rest of the night and all the next day.
L ake had seen the shooting of the rifleman and had watched the unicorn herd kill John Prentiss and then
trample the dead rifleman.

He had dready given the order to build a quick series of firesaround the ingde of the stockade walls
when the unicorns paused to tear their victimsto pieces, grunting and squedling in triumph as bones
crushed between their teeth and they flung the piecesto one side.

Thefires were started and green wood was thrown on them, to make them smolder and smoke for
aslong as possible. Then the unicorns were coming on to the stockade and every personinsdeit went
into the concealment of the shelters.

Lake had dready given hislast order: There would be absolute quiet until and if the unicornsleft; a
quiet that would be enforced with fist or club wherever necessary.

The unicorns were gtill outside when morning came. The fires could not be refueled; the sSight of a
man moving ingde the stockade would bring the entire herd charging through. The hours dragged by, the
smoke from the dying fires dwindled to thin streamers. The unicorns grew increasingly bolder and
suspicious, crowding closer to the walls and peering through the openings between rails.

The sun was setting when one of the unicorns trumpeted; asound different from that of the call to
battle. The othersthrew up their headsto listen, then they turned and drifted away. Within minutesthe
entire herd was gone out of sight through the woods, toward the north.



L ake waited and watched until he was sure the unicorns were gone for good. Then he ordered the
All Clear given and hurried to the south wall, to look down across the barren valey and hope he would
not see what he expected to see.

Barber came up behind him, to sigh with relief. "That was close. It's hard to make so many people
stay absolutely quiet for hour after hour. Especidly the children—they don't understand.”

"WEelIl haveto leave" Lake sad.
"Leave?' Barber asked. "We can make this stockade strong enough to hold out unicorns.”
"L ook to the south," Laketold him.

Barber did so and saw what Lake had aready seen; abroad, low cloud of dust moving dowly
toward them.

"Another herd of unicorns," Lake said. "John didn't know they migrated—the Dunbar Expedition
wasn't herelong enough to learn that. Therell be herd after herd coming through and no time for usto
drengthen the walls. Well haveto leave tonight.”

* % %

Preparations were made for the departure; preparations that consisted mainly of providing each
person with as much in the way of food or supplies as he or she could carry. Inthe 1.5 gravity, that was
not much.

They left when the blue star rose. They filed out through the northern gate and the rear guard closed it
behind them. There was amost no conversation among them. Some of them turned to take alast ook at
what had been the only home they had ever known on Ragnarok, then they dl faced forward again, to
the northwest, where the foothills of the plateau might offer them sanctuary.

They found their sanctuary on the second day; alimestone ridge honey-combed with caves. Men
were sent back at once to carry the food and supplies|eft in the stockade to the new home.

They returned, to report that the second herd of unicorns had broken down the walls and ripped the
interior of the stockade into wreckage. Much of the food and supplies had been totally destroyed.

L ake sent them back twice more to bring everything, down to the last piece of bent metd or torn
cloth. They would find usesfor dl of it in the future.

* % %

The cave system was extensgive, containing room for severd times their number. The deeper portions
of the caves could not be lived in until ventilation ducts were made, but the outer caves were more than
aufficient in number. Work was begun to clear them of falen rubble, to pry down dl loose materia
overhead and to level thefloors. A spring came out of the ridge not far from the caves and the approach
to the caves was so narrow and steep that unicorns could scramble up it only with difficulty and one at a
time. And should they ever reach the naturd terrace in front of the cavesthey would be too large to enter
and could do no more than stand outside and make targets of themselves for the bowmen within.

Anderswas in charge of making the caveslivable, hisworking force restricted almost entirely to
women and children. Lake sent Barber out, with a smal detachment of men, to observe the woods goats
and learn what plantsthey ate. And then learn, by experimenting, if such plants could be safely eaten by
humans

The need for sat would be tremendoudly increased when summer came. Having once experienced a
sdtlesstwo weeksin the desert Lake doubted that any of them could survive without it. All hunting
parties, aswell as Barber's party, were ordered to investigate al deposits that might contain sat aswell
as any stream or pond that was white aong the banks.

The hunting parties were of paramount importance and they were kept out to the limits of their
endurance. Every man physicaly able to do so accompanied them. Those who could not kill game could
carry it back to the caves. There was no time to spare; dready the unicorns were decreasing in numbers
and the woods goats were ranging farther and farther north.



At the end of twenty days Lake went in search of Barber and his party, worried about them. Their
mission was one that could be as dangerous as any hunting trip. There was no proof that humans and
Ragnarok creatures were so Smilar asto guarantee that food for one might not be poison for the other. It
was avery necessary mission, however; dried mest, done, would bring grave deficiency diseases during
the summer which dried herbs and fruits would help prevent.

When he located Barber's party he found Barber lying under atree, pale and weak from hislatest
experiment but recovering.

"l wasthe guineapig yesterday," Barber said. " Some little purple berries that the woods goats nibble
at sometimes, maybe to get atouch of some certain vitamin or something. | ate too many, | guess,
because they hit my heart likethe kick of amule.”

"Did you find anything at dl encouraging?' Lake asked.
"Wefound four different herbsthat are the most violent cathartics you ever dreamed of. And alittle

dlvery fern that tastes like vanillaflavored candy and paralyzes you siff asaboard on the third swallow.
It'san hour before you come back out of it.

"But on the good side we found three different kinds of herbsthat seem to be dl right. We've been
digging them up and hanging them in thetreesto dry.”

Lake tried the edible herbs and found them to be something like spinach in taste. There was a chance
they might contain the vitamins and minerds needed. Since the hunting partieswereliving exclusively on
mest he would have to point out the edible herbsto dl of them so they would know what to eat should
any of them fed the effects of diet deficiency.

Hetraveled alone as he visited the various hunting parties, finding such travel to be safer each day as
the dwindling of the unicorns neared the vanishing point. It was a safety he did not welcome; it meant the
last of the game would be gone north long before sufficient meat was taken.

None of the hunting parties could report good luck. The woods goats, swift and eusive at best, were
vanishing with the unicorns. The last cartridge had been fired and the bowmen, whileimproving dl the
time, were far from expert. The unicorns, which should have been their mgor source of meet, were
invulnerable to arrows unless shot at short rangein the side of the neck just behind the head. And at short
range the unicornsinvariably charged and presented no such target.

He made the long, hard climb up the plateau's southern face, to stand at last on top. It wastreeless, a
flat, green table that stretched to the north for asfar ashe could see. A mountain range, till capped with
snow, lay perhaps ahundred milesto the northwest; in the distance it looked like awhite, low-lying cloud
on the horizon. No other mountains or hills marred the endless sweep of the high plain.

The grasswas thick and here and there were little streams of water produced by the recently melted
snow. It was a paradise land for the herbivores of Ragnarok but for men it was a harsh, forbidding place.
At that elevation the air was so thin that only amoderate amount of exertion made the heart and lungs
labor painfully. Hard and prolonged exertion would be impossible.

It seemed unlikely that men could hunt and dare unicorn attacks at such an eevation but two hunting
parties were ahead of him; one under the grim Craig and one under the reckless Schroeder, both parties
stripped down to the youngest, strongest men among al the Rejects.

Hefound Schroeder early one morning, leading his hunters toward asmal band of woods goats.
Two unicorns were grazing in between and the hunters were swinging downwind from them. Schroeder
saw him coming and walked back alittle way to meet him.

"Welcometo our breethtaking land,” Schroeder greeted him. "How are things going with the rest of
the hunting parties?'
Schroeder was gaunt and there was weariness benegath his il lithe movements. Hiswhiskerswere

an untamed sorrdl bristling and across his cheekbone was the ugly scar of ahaf healed wound. Another
gash was ripped in his arm and something had battered one ear. He reminded L ake of a battle-scarred,



indomitable tomcat who would never, for aslong as he lived, want to relinquish the joy of conflict and
danger.
"Sofar," heanswered, "you and Craig are the only parties to manage to tackle the plateau.”

He asked about Schroeder's luck and learned it had been much better than that of the others dueto
killing three unicorns by amethod Schroeder had thought of .

""Since the bowmen have to be to one sde of the unicornsto kill them," Schroeder said, "it only cals
for aman to be the decoy and let the unicorns chase him between the hidden bowmen. If therésno more
than one or two unicorns and if the decoy doesn't have to run very far and if the bowmen don't missit
workswell."

"Judging from your beet-up condition,” Lake said, "you must have been the decoy every time."
"Well—" Schroeder shrugged his shoulders. "It was my idea.”

"I've been wondering about another way to get in shots at closerange,”" Lake said. "Take the skin of
awoods godt, giveit the origina shape as near as possible, and abowman insde it might be ableto fake
agrazing woods goat until he got the shot he wanted.

"The unicorns might never suspect where the arrows came from," he concluded. "And then, of
course, they might.”

"I'll try it before the day is over, on those two unicorns over there,” Schroeder said. "At thiselevation
and in thisgravity my own method isjust alittle bit rough on aman.”

* % %

Lakefound Craig and hismen severa milesto thewest, dl of them gaunt and bearded as Schroeder
had been.

"Weve had hell,” Craig said. "It seemsthat every time we spot afew woods goats therewill bea
dozen unicornsin between. If only we had riflesfor theunicorns. . ."

Laketold him of the plan to hide under woods goats skins and of the decoy system used by
Schroeder.

"Maybe we won't have to use Schroeder's method,” he said. "Weéll seeif the other works—I'll giveit
thefirg try."

Thishewas not to do. Lessthan an hour later one of the men who helped dry the meat and carry it
to the caves returned to report the camp stricken by astrange, sudden malady that was killing a hundred
aday. Dr. Chiara, who had collapsed while driving himsdlf on to carefor the Sck, wassureit wasa
deficiency disease. Anders was down with it, helpless, and Bemmon had assumed command; setting up
daily work quotas for those till on their feet and refusing to heed Chiara's requests concerning treatment
of thedisease.

L ake made the trip back to the cavesin afraction of the length of timeit had taken him to reach the
plateau, walking until he was ready to drop and then pausing only for an hour or two of rest. He spotted
Barber's camp when coming down off the plateau and he swung to one side, to tell Barber to have a
supply of the herbs sent to the caves a once.

He reached the caves, to find half the camp in bed and the other haf dragging about listlesdy at the
tasks given them by Bemmon. Anders wasin grave condition, too weak to rise, and Dr. Chiarawas
dying.

He squatted down beside Chiara's pallet and knew there could be no hope for him. On Chiaraspae
face and in his eyes was the shadow of his own foreknowledge.

"I finally saw what it was'—Chiara's words were very low, hard to heer—"and | told Bemmon what
to do. It'sadeficiency disease, complicated by the gravity into some form not known on Earth.”

He stopped to rest and Lake waited.
"Beri-beri—pellagra—we had deficiency diseases on Earth. But none so fata—so quickly. | told



Bemmon—ration out fruits and vegetables to everybody. Hurry—or it will betoo late.”

Again he stopped to rest, the last vestige of color gone from hisface.

"And you?' Lake asked, dready knowing the answer.

"For me—too late. | kept thinking of viruses—should have seen the obvious sooner. Just like—"

Hislipsturned up alittle at the corners and the Chiara of the dead past smiled for the last time at
Lake.

"Just like adamned fool intern . . ."

That was dl, then, and the chamber was suddenly very quiet. Lake stood up to leave, and to speak
the words that Chiara could never hear:

"We're going to need you and miss you—Doctor."

Hefound Bemmon in the food storage cavern, supervising the work of two teen-age boyswith
critica officiousness dthough he was making no move to help them. At sight of Lake he hurried forward,
theingratiating smilediding across hisface.

"I'm glad you're back," he said. "'l had to take charge when Anders got sick and he had everything in
such amess. I've been working day and night to undo his mistakes and get the work properly under way
agan."

L akelooked at the two thin-faced boys who had taken advantage of the opportunity to rest. They
leaned wearily againgt the heavy pole table Bemmon had had them moving, their eyes dready dull with
incipient sickness and watching him in mute gppedl.

"Have you obeyed Chiaras order?' he asked.

"Ah—no," Bemmon said. "l felt it best toignoreit.”

"Why?" Lake asked.

"It would be a sensdless waste of our small supply of fruit and vegetable foods to give them to people
dready dying. I'm afraid"—the ingratiating smile came again—"weve been letting him exercise an
authority heisn't entitled to. He'sredly hardly more than amedica student and his diagnoses are only
guesses.”

"He'sdead," Lake said flatly. "Hislast order will be carried out.”

Helooked from the two tired boys to Bemmon, contrasting their thinness and weariness with the way
Bemmon's paunch still bulged outward and hisjowls till sagged with their load of ft.

"I'll send West down to take over in here," he said to Bemmon. ™Y ou comewith me. You and | seem
to be the only two in good health here and there's plenty of work for usto do.”

The fawning expression vanished from Bemmon'sface. "l see," he said. "Now that I've turned
Anderss muddleinto organization, you'll hand my authority over to another of your favorites and demote
me back to common labor?!

"Setting up work quotas for sick and dying people isn't organization,” Lake said. He spoketo the
two boys, "Both of you go lie down. West will find someone dse.” Then to Bemmon, "Come with me.
We're both going to work at common labor."

They passed by the cave where Bemmon dept. Two boyswerejust going into it, carrying armloads
of dried grass to make amattress under Bemmon's pallet. They moved dowly, heavily. Like thetwo
boysin the food storage cave they were dull-eyed with the beginning of the sickness.

L ake stopped, to look more closdly into the cave and verify something € se he thought he had seen:
Bemmon had discarded the prowler skinson hisbed and in their place were soft wool blankets; perhaps
the only unpatched blankets the Rejects possessed.

"Go back to your caves," he said to the boys. "Go to bed and rest.”

Helooked at Bemmon. Bemmon's eyes flinched away, refusing to meet his.



"What few blankets we have are for babies and the very youngest children,” he said. Histone was
coldly unemotiona but he could not keep hisfistsfrom clenching at hissides. ™Y ou will return them at
once and deep on animal skins, asal the men and women do. And if you want grass for ameattress you
will carry it yoursdlf, as even the young children do.”

Bemmon made no answer, hisface asullen red and hatred shining in the eyesthat still refused to meet
Lake's.

"Gather up the blankets and return them,” Lake said. "Then come on up to the central cave. We have
alot of work to do."

He could fed Bemmon's gaze burning againgt his back as he turned away and he thought of what
John Prentiss had once said:

"I know he's no good but he never has guts enough to go quite far enough to give me an excuseto
whittle him down.”

* * %

Barber's men arrived the next day, burdened with dried herbs. These were given to the serioudly ill as
asupplement to the ration of fruit and vegetable foods and were given, aone, to those not yet sick. Then
camethe period of waiting; of hoping that it wasdl not too late and too little.

A noticeable change for the better began on the second day. A week went by and the sick were
dowly, steadily, improving. The not-quite-sick were dready back to norma hedth. There was no longer
any doubt: the Ragnarok herbs would prevent arecurrence of the disease.

It was, Lake thought, al so smple once you knew what to do. Hundreds had died, Chiaraamong
them, because they did not have acommon herb that grew at adightly higher eevation. Not asinglelife
would have been lost if he could have looked aweek into the future and had the herbs found and taken
to the caves that much sooner.

But the disease had given no warning of its coming. Nothing, on Ragnarok, ever seemed to give
warning beforeit killed.

Another week went by and hunters began to trickle in, gaunt and exhausted, to report al the game
going north up the plateau and not a single creature left below. They were the oneswho had tried and
failed to withstand the high eevation of the plateau. Only two out of three hunters returned among those
who had chdlenged the plateau.. They had tried, dl of them, to the best of their ability and the limits of
their endurance.

The blue star was by then asmall sun and the yellow sun blazed hotter each day. Grass began to
brown and wither on the hillsdes as the days went by and Lake knew summer wasvery near. The last
hunting party, but for Craig's and Schroeder's, returned. They had very little meat but they brought with
them alarge quantity of something dmost asimportant: sat.

They had found adeposit of it in an dmost inaccessible region of cliffsand canyons. "Not even the
woods goats can get in there," Stevens, the leader of that party, said. "If the salt wasin an accessible
place there would have been asdt lick there and goatsin plenty.”

"If woods goats care for st theway Earth animalsdo,” Lake said. "When fall comeswell makea
st lick and find out.”

Two more weeks went by and Craig and Schroeder returned with their surviving hunters. They had
followed the game to the eastern end of the snow-capped mountain range but there the migration had
drawn away from them, traveling farther each day than they could travel. They had dmost waited too
long before turning back: the grass at the southern end of the plateau was turning brown and the streams
were dry. They got enough water, barely, by digging seep holesin the dry stream beds.

Lake's method of stalking unicorns under the conceal ment of awoods goat skin had worked well

only afew times. After that the unicornslearned to swing downwind from any lone woods goats. If they
ameled aman insde the goat skin they charged him and killed him.



With the return of the last hunters everything was done that could be done in preparation for summer.
Inventory was taken of the total food supply and it was even smaller than Lake had feared. It would be
far from enough to last until fall brought the game back from the north and he ingtituted rationing much
gricter than before.

The heat increased as the yellow sun blazed hotter and the blue sun grew larger. Each day the
vegetation was browner and amorning came when Lake could see no green wherever he looked.

They numbered deven hundred and ten that morning, out of what had so recently been four
thousand. Eleven hundred and ten thin, hungry scarecrowswho, dready, could do nothing more than Sit
listlesdy in the shade and wait for the hell that was coming. He thought of the food supply, so pitifully
smdl, and of the monthsit would have to last. He saw the grim, inescapable future for his charges:
famine. There was nothing he could do to prevent it. He could only try to forestall complete starvation for
al by cutting rationsto the bare existence leve.

And that would be bare existence for the stronger of them. The weaker were already doomed.

He had them &l gather in front of the caves that evening when the terrace was in the shadow of the
ridge. He stood before them and spoke to them:

"All of you know we have only afraction of the amount of food we need to see us through the
summer. Tomorrow the present ration will be cut in haf. That will be enoughto liveon, just bardly. If that
cut isn't made the food supply will be gone long beforefdl and al of uswill die.

"If anyone has any food of any kind it must be turned in to be added to the total supply. Some of you
may have thought of your children and kept alittle hidden for them. | can understand why you should do
that—but you must turn it in. There may possibly be some who hid food for themsalves, persondly. If so,
| givethem thefirst and last warning: turnit in tonight. If any hidden cache of food isfound in the future
the onewho hid it will be regarded as atraitor and murderer.

"All of you, but for the children, will go into the chamber next to the one where thefood is Stored.
Each of you—and there will be no exceptions regardless of how innocent you are—will carry abulkily
folded cloth or garment. Each of you will go into the chamber aone. Therewill be no oneinthere. You
will leave the food you have folded in the cloth, if any, and go out the other exit and back to your caves.
No one will ever know whether the cloth you carried contained food or not. No one will ever ask.

"Our survivad onthisworld, if we areto survive at al, can be only by working and sacrificing
together. There can be no selfishness. What any of you may have donein the past is of no consequence.
Tonight we start anew. From now on we trust one another without reserve.

"Therewill be one punishment for any who betray that trus—deeth."

* * %

Anders st the example by being thefirst to carry afolded cloth into the cave. Of them dll, Lake
heard later, only Bemmon voiced any redl indignation; warning al thosein his section of the line that the
order wasthe first step toward outright dictatorship and a police-and-spy system in which Lake and the
other leaders would deprive them dl of freedom and dignity. Bemmon ingisted upon exhibiting the
emptiness of the cloth he carried; an action that, had he succeeded in persuading the othersto follow his
example, would have mercilesdy exposed those who did have food they were returning.

But no one followed Bemmon's example and no harm was done. Asfor Lake, he had worrieson his
mind of much greeter importance than Bemmon's enmity.

* % %

The weeks dragged by, each longer and more terrible to endure than the one before it as the heat
steadily increased. Summer solstice arrived and there was no escape from the heat, even in the deepest
caves. There was no night; the blue sun rosein the east asthe yelow sun set in the west. There wasno
life of any kind to be seen, not even an insect. Nothing moved across the burned land but the swirling
dust devils and shimmering, distorted mirages.

The deeth rate increased with appaling swiftness. The small supply of canned and dehydrated milk,



fruit and vegetables was reserved exclusvely for the children but it was far insufficient in quantity. The
Ragnarok herbs prevented any recurrence of the fatal deficiency disease but they provided virtuadly no
nourishment to help fight the heet and gravity. The stronger of the children lay wasted and listless on their
pallets while the ones not so strong died each day.

Each day thin and hollow-eyed mothers would come to plead with him to save their children. ™ . . . it
would take so little to save hislife . . . Please—beforeit'stoo late. . ."

But therewas so little food left and the time was yet so long until fall would bring relief from the
faminethat he could only answer each of them with agrim and find "No."

And watch the last hope flicker and diein their eyes and watch them turn away, to go and sit for the
last hours beside their children.

Bemmon became increasingly irritable and complaining as the rationing and heat made existence a
misery; indgting that Lake and the others were to blame for the food shortage, that their hunting efforts
had been bungling and faint-hearted. And he implied, without actually saying o, that Lake and the others
had forbidden him to go near the food chamber because they did not want a competent, honest man to
check up on what they were doing.

Therewere six hundred and three of them the blazing afternoon when the girl, Julia, could stand his
congtant, vindictive, fault-finding no longer. Lake heard about it shortly afterward, the way she had turned
on Bemmon in aflare of temper she could control no longer and said:

"Whenever your mouth is still you can hear the children who are dying today—but you don't care. All
you can think of isyourself. Y ou claim Lake and the others were cowards—but you didn't dare hunt with
them. Y ou keep ingnuating that they're cheating us and eating more than we are—but your bdly isthe
only onethat has any fat left on it—"

She never completed the sentence. Bemmon'sface turned livid in sudden, wild fury and he struck
her, knocking her against the rock wall so hard that she dumped unconscious to the ground.

"She'saliar!" he panted, glaring at the others. "She's arotten liar and anybody who repeats what she
sad will get what shegot!"

When Lake learned of what had happened he did not send for Bemmon at once. He wondered why
Bemmon's reaction had been so quick and violent and there seemed to be only one answer:

Bemmon'sbdly was ill alittle fat. There could be but one way he could have kept it so.

He summoned Craig, Schroeder, Barber and Anders. They went to the chamber where Bemmon
dept and there, amost at once, they found his cache. He had it buried under his palet and hidden in
cavitiesaong thewalls; dried meat, dried fruits and milk, canned vegetables. It was an amount amazingly
large and many of the items had presumably been exhausted during the deficiency disease attack.

"It looks," Schroeder said, "like he didn't waste any time feathering his nest when he made himsdlf
leadler.”

The others said nothing but stood with grim, frozen faces, waiting for Lake's next action.

"Bring Bemmon," Lake said to Craig.

Craig returned with him two minutes later. Bemmon stiffened at the sight of his unearthed cache and
color drained away from hisface.

"Wel?' Lake asked.

"l didn't"—Bemmon swallowed—"1 didn't know it wasthere." And then quickly, "Y ou can't provel
put it there. Y ou can't prove you didn't just now bring it in yoursalvesto frame me.”

Lake stared a Bemmon, waiting. The others watched Bemmon as Lake was doing and no one
spoke. The silence degpened and Bemmon began to sweat as hetried to avoid their eyes. He looked
again at the damning evidence and his defiance broke.

"It—if | hadn't takeit it would have been wasted on people who were dying," he said. He wiped at



his swesting face. "l won't ever do it again—I swear | won't.”

Lake spoketo Craig. "Y ou and Barber take him to the lookout point.”

"Wha—" Bemmon's protest was cut off as Craig and Barber took him by the arms and walked him
swiftly away.

Laketurned to Anders. "Get arope,” he ordered.

Anderspaed alittle. "A—rope?"

"What else does he deserve?'

"Nothing," Anderssaid. "Not—not after what he did.”

On the way out they passed the place where Julialay. Bemmon had knocked her against the wall
with such force that a sharp projection of rock had cut a deep gash in her forehead. A woman was
wiping the blood from her face and she lay limply, still unconscious; afrail shadow of the bold girl she had
once been with the new life shewould try to give them an amost unnoticegblelittle bulgein her sarved
thinness.

* * %

The lookout point was an outjutting spur of the ridge, six hundred feet from the cavesand in full view
of them. A lonetree stood there, its dead limbs thrust like white arms through the brown foliage of the
limbsthat till lived. Craig and Barber waited under the tree, Bemmon between them. The lowering sun
shone hot and bright on Bemmon's face as he squinted back toward the caves a the approach of Lake
and the other two.

Hetwisted to look a Barber. "What isit—why did you bring me here?' There was the tremor of fear
inhisvoice. "What are you going to do to me?'

Barber did not answer and Bemmon turned back toward Lake. He saw the rope in Anders hand
and hisface went white with comprehension.

"No!"

Ht threw himsdlf back with aviolence that amost tore him loose. *No—no! "

Schroeder stepped forward to help hold him and Lake took the rope from Anders. He fashioned a
noosein it while Bemmon struggled and made panting, anima sounds, his eyesfixed in horrified
fascination on the rope.

When the noose was finished he threw the free end of the rope over the white limb above Bemmon.
He released the noose and Barber caught it, to draw it snug around Bemmon's neck.

Bemmon stopped struggling then and sagged weakly. For amoment it gppeared that he would faint.
Then he worked his mouth soundlesdy until words came:

"Y ou won't—you can't—redly hang me?'
Lake spoketo him:

"We're going to hang you. What you stole would have saved the lives of ten children. You've
watched the children cry because they were so hungry and you've watched them become too weak to
cry or care any more. Y ou've watched them die each day and each night you've secretly esten the food
that was supposed to be theirs.

"We're going to hang you, for the murder of children and the betraya of our trust in you. If you have
anything to say, say it now."

"You cant! | had aright to live—to eat what would have been wasted on dying people!” Bemmon
twisted to gppedl to the oneswho held him, hiswords quick and ragged with hysteria. ™Y ou can't hang
me—I don't want to die!"

Craig answered him, with asmile that waslike the thin snarl of awolf:

"Neither did two of my children.”

L ake nodded to Craig and Schroeder, not waiting any longer. They stepped back to seize the free



end of the rope and Bemmon screamed at what was coming, tearing loose from the grip of Barber.

Then his scream was abruptly cut off as he was jerked into the air. There was a cracking sound and
he kicked spasmodically, his head setting grotesquely to one side.

Craig and Schroeder and Barber watched him with hard, expressionless faces but Anders turned
quickly away, to be suddenly and violently sick.

"Hewasthefirst to betray us," Lake said. " Snub the rope and leave him to swing there. If there are
any otherslike him, they'll know whét to expect.”

The blue sun rose as they went back to the caves. Behind them Bemmon swung and twirled amlessy
on the end of the rope. Two long, pae shadows swung and twirled with him; ayellow one to the west
and ablue oneto the east.

Bemmon was buried the next day. Someone cursed his name and someone spit on his grave and then
he was part of the dead past as they faced the suffering ahead of them.

Juliarecovered, athough she would aways wear aragged scar on her forehead. Anders, who had
worked closdy with Chiaraand was trying to take his place, quieted her fears by assuring her that the
baby she carried was il too small for there to be much danger of thefal causing her to loseit.

Three times during the next month the wind came roaring down out of the northwest, bringing agray
dust that filled the Sky and enveloped the land in a hot, smothering gloom through which the suns could
not be seen.

Once black clouds gathered in the distance, to pour out a cloudburst. The 1.5 gravity gave thewall
of water that swept down the canyon afar greater force and vel ocity than it would have had on Earth and
bouldersthe sze of small houses were tossed into the air and shattered into fragments. But dl therain fell
upon the one small areaand not adrop fell a the caves.

Onesinglefactor wasin their favor and but for it they could not have survived such intense, continual
heat: there was no humidity. Water evaporated quickly inthe hot, dry air and swest glands operated at
the highest possible degree of efficiency. Asaresult they drank enormous quantities of water—the
average adult needed five gdlonsaday. All canvas had been converted into water bags and the same
principle of cooling-by-evaporation gave them water that was only warm instead of sickeningly hot asit
would otherwise have been.

But despite the lack of humidity the heat was till far more intense than any on Earth. It never ceased,
day or night, never let them have amoment'srelief. There was alimit to how long human flesh could bear
up under it, no matter how vaiant the will. Each day thetoll of those who had reached that limit was
greater, likeaswiftly risng tide.

There were three hundred and forty of them when thefirst rain came; the rain that meant the end of
summer. The yelow sun moved southward and the blue sun shrank steadily. Grass grew again and the
woods goats returned, with them the young that had been born in the north, dready haf the size of their
mothers.

For awhile there was meat, and green herbs. Then the prowlers came, to make hunting dangerous.
Females with pups were seen but always at a great distance as though the prowlers, like humans, took no
chanceswith the lives of their children.

The unicorns came close behind the first prowlers, their young amazingly large and aready weaned.
Hunting became doubly dangerous then but the bowmen, through necessity, were learning how to use
their bowswith increasing kill and deadliness.

A st lick for the woods goats was hopefully tried, athough Lake felt dubious about it. They learned
that salt was something the woods goats could either take or leave alone. And when hunters werein the
vicinity they left it done.

The game was followed for many milesto the south. The hunters returned the day the first blizzard
came roaring and screaming down over the edge of the plateau; the blizzard that marked the beginning of



thelong, frigid winter. By then they were prepared as best they could be. Wood had been carried in
great quantities and the cavesfitted with crude doors and aventilation system. And they had meat—not
as much asthey would need but enough to prevent starvation.

Lake took inventory of the food supply when the last hunters returned and held check-up inventories
at irregular and unannounced intervas. He found no shortages. He had expected none—Bemmon's grave
had long since been obliterated by drifting snow but the rope still hung from the dead limb, the noose
swinging and turning in thewind.

Anders had made a Ragnarok calendar that spring, from data given him by John Prentiss, and he had
marked the corresponding Earth dates on it. By a coincidence, Christmas came near the middle of the
winter. There would be the same rationing of food on Christmas day buit little brown trees had been cut
for the children and decorated with such ornaments as could be made from the materials at hand.

There was another blizzard roaring down off the plateau Christmas morning; awhite death that
thundered and howled outside the caves a atemperature of more than eighty degrees below zero. But
insdethe cavesit was warm by the fires and under the little brown trees were toys that had been
patiently whittled from wood or sewn from scraps of cloth and animal skinswhile the children dept. They
were crude and humble toys but the pale, thin faces of the children were bright with delight when they
beheld them.

There was the laughter of children at play, a sound that had not been heard for many months, and
someone singing the old, old songs. For afew flegting hoursthat day, for the first and last time on
Ragnarok, there was the magic of an Earth Christmas.

That night achild was born to Julia, on apallet of dried grass and prowler skins. She asked for her
baby before she died and they |et her haveit.

"l wasn't afraid, was 17" she asked. "But | wish it wasn't so dark—I wish | could see my baby before
| go."

They took the baby from her arms when she was gone and removed from it the blanket that had kept
her from learning that her child was till-born.

There were two hundred and fifty of them when the first violent storms of spring came. By then
elghteen children had been born. Sixteen were still-born, eight of them deformed by the gravity, but two
were like any norma babies on Earth. There was only one difference: the 1.5 gravity did not seem to
affect them as much asit had the Earth-born babies.

Lake, himsdf, married that spring; atal, gray-eyed girl who had fought aongside the men the night of
the storm when the prowlers broke into John Prentiss's camp. And Schroeder married, the last of them
al todo so.

That spring Lake sent out two classes of bowmen: those who would use the ordinary short bow and
those who would use the longbows he had had made that winter. According to history the English
longbowmen of medieva times had been without equd in the range and accuracy of their arrowsand
such extra-powerful weagpons should eliminate close-range stalking of woods goats and afford better
protection from unicorns.

The longbows worked so well that by mid-spring he could detach Craig and three others from the
hunting and send them on a prospecting expedition. Prentiss had said Ragnarok was devoid of metals but
there was the hope of finding small veins the Dunbar Expedition'sinstruments had not detected. They
would haveto find metal or ese, in the end, they would go back into aflint axe stage.

Craig and his men returned when the blue star was a sun again and the heat was more than men
could walk and work in. They had traveled hundreds of milesin their circuit and found no metals.

"I want to look to the south when fall comes," Craig said. "Maybe it will be different down there."
They did not face famine that summer asthey had the first summer. The diet of meat and dried herbs



was rough and plain but there was enough of it.

Full summer came and the land was again burned and lifeless. There was nothing to do but Sit wearily
in the shade and endure the heat, drawing what psychological comfort they could from the fact that
summer solstice was past and the suns were cregping south again even though it would be many weeks
before there was any lessening of the heat.

It was then, and by accident, that L ake discovered there was something wrong about the southward
movement of the suns.

He was returning from the lookout that day and he redlized it was exactly ayear snce he and the
others had walked back to the caves while Bemmon swung on the limb behind them.

It was even the sametime of day; the blue sun rising in the east behind him and the yellow sun bright
in hisface asit touched the western horizon before him. He remembered how the yellow sun had been
likethefront sght of arifle, set in the degpest V notch of the western hills—

But now, exactly ayear later, it was not in the V notch. It was on the north side of the notch.

Helooked to the eat, at the blue sun. It seemed to him that it, too, was farther north than it had been
athough with it he had no landmark to check by.

But there was no doubt about the yellow sun: it was going south, asit should at that time of year, but
it was lagging behind schedule. The only explanation Lake could think of was one that would mean till
another threat to their surviva; perhaps greater than al the others combined.

Theydlow sun dropped completely behind the north dope of the V notch and he went on to the
caves. Hefound Craig and Anders, the only two who might know anything about Ragnarok's axid tilts,
and told them what he had seen.

"I made the cdlendar from the data John gave me," Anders said. " The Dunbar men made
observations and computed the length of Ragnarok's year—I don't think they would have made any
mistake"

"If they didn't," Lake sad, "we'rein for something.”
Craig was watching him, closdly, thoughtfully. "Likethe Ice Ages of Earth?" he asked.
Lake nodded and Anders said, "' don't understand.”

"Each year the north poletilts toward the sun to give us summer and away fromi it to give uswinter,"
Lake sad. "Which, of course, you know. But there can be till another kind of axid tilt. On Earth it
occurs a intervas of thousands of years. Thetilting that produces the summers and winters goes on as
usud but asthe centuries go by the summer tilt toward the sun grows less, the winter tilt away fromiit
greater. The north pole leans farther and farther from the sun and i ce sheets come down out of the
north—an Ice Age. Then the north pol€e's progression away from the sun stops and the ice sheets recede
asit tilts back toward the sun.”

"l see" Anderssaid. "And if the samething is happening here, we're going away from an ice age but
at arate thousands of timesfaster than on Earth.”

"I don't know whether it's Ragnarok'stilt, alone, or if the orbits of the suns around each other add

effects of their own over aperiod of years," Lake said. "The Dunbar Expedition wasn't here long enough
to check up on anything like that.”

"It seemed to meit was hotter this summer than last,” Craig said. "Maybe only my imagination—but it
won't beimagination in afew yearsif thetilt toward the sun continues.”

"The time would come when wed haveto leave here," Lake said. "We'd have to go north up the
plateau each spring. There's no timber there—nothing but grass and wind and thin air. Wed haveto
migrate south eech fal."

"Yes. .. migrate." Anderssfacewasold and weary in the harsh reflected light of the blue sun and his
hair had turned dmost whitein the past year. "Only the young ones could ever adapt enough to go up the
plateau to its north portion. Therest of us. . . but we haven't many years, anyway. Ragnarok isfor the



young—and if they have to migrate back and forth like animasjust to say aivethey will never havetime
to accomplish anything or be more than stone age nomads.”

"I wish we could know how long the Big Summer will be that were going into,” Craig said. "And
how long and cold the Big Winter, when Ragnarok tilts away from the sun. It wouldn't change
anything—hbut I'd like to know."

"WEell start making and recording daily observations,” Lake said. "Maybe thetilt will start back the
other way beforeit'stoo late.”

* % %

Fal seemed to come alittle later that year. Craig went to the south as soon as the weather permitted
but there were no minerasthere; only the metal-barren hills dwindling in Sze until they became aprairie
that doped down and down toward the southern lowlands where al the creatures of Ragnarok spent the
winter.

"I'll try again to the north when spring comes,” Craig said. "Maybe that mountain on the plateau will
have something.”

Winter came, and Elaine died in giving him ason. Theloss of Elaine was an unexpected blow; hurting
more than he would ever have thought possible.

But hehad ason . . . and it was hisresponsibility to do whatever he could to insure the surviva of his
son and of the sons and daughters of dl the others.

His outlook altered and he began to think of the future, not in terms of yearsto come but in terms of
generations to come. Someday one of the young ones would succeed him as leader but the young ones
would have only childhood memories of Earth. He wasthe last leader who had known Earth and the
civilization of Earth asagrown man. What he did while he was leader would incline the destiny of anew
race.

He would have to do whatever was possible for him to do and he would have to begin at once. The
years |eft to him could not be many.

He was not alone; othersin the caves had the same thoughts he had regarding the future even though
none of them had any plan for accomplishing what they spoke of. West, who had held degreesin
philosophy on Earth, said to Lake one night as they sat together by thefire:

"Have you noticed the way the children listen when the talk turnsto what used to be on Earth, what
might have been on Athena, and what would be if only we could find away to escape Ragnarok?'

"I'venoticed,” he said.

"These stories dready contain the god for the future generations,” West went on. " Someday,
somehow, they will go to Athena, to kill the Gerns there and free the Terran daves and reclam Athenaas
their own."

He had listened to them talk of the interstellar flight to Athenaasthey sat by their fires and worked at
making bows and arrows. It was only adream they held, yet without that dream there would be nothing
before them but the vision of generation after generation living and dying on aworld that could never give
them more than existence.

The dream was needed. But it, alone, was not enough. How long, on Earth, had it been from the
Neolithic age to advanced civilization—how long from the time men were ready to leave their caves until
they were ready to go to the stars?

Twelve thousand years.

There were men and women among the Rejects who had been specidigtsin variousfields. There
were afew books that had survived the trampling of the unicorns and others could be written with ink
made from the black lance tree bark upon parchment made from the thin inner skin of unicorn hides.

The knowledge contained in the books and the learning of the Rgects ill living should be preserved
for the future generations. With the help of that learning perhapsthey redlly could, someday, somehow,



escape from their prison and make Athenatheir own.

Hetold West of what he had been thinking. "Well haveto sart aschool,” hesaid. "This
winter—tomorrow."

West nodded in agreement. " And the writings should be commenced as soon as possible. Some of
the textbooks will require more time to write than Ragnarok will give the authors.”

A school for the children was started the next day and the writing of the books began. The
parchment books would serve two purposes. One would be to teach the future generations things that
would not only help them survive but would help them create a culture of their own as advanced asthe
harsh environment and scanty resources of Ragnarok permitted. The other would be to warn them of the
danger of areturn of the Gerns and to teach them dl that was known about Gerns and their wespons.

Lake's main contribution would be alengthy book: TERRAN SPACESHIPS; TYPES AND
OPERATION. He postponed its writing, however, to first produce amuch smaler book but one that
might well be moreimportant: INTERIOR FEATURES OF A GERN CRUISER. Terran Intelligence
knew alittle about Gern cruisers and as second-in-command of the Constellation he had seen and
studied a copy of that report. He had an excellent memory for such things, amost photographic, and he
wrote the text and drew amultitude of sketches.

He shook his head ruefully at the result. The text was good but, for clarity, the accompanying
illustrations should be accurate and in perspective. And he was definitely not an artist.

He discovered that Craig could take apen in his scarred, powerful hand and draw with the neat
precision of aprofessiond artist. He turned the sketches over to him, together with the mass of
specifications. Since it might someday be of such vita importance, he would make four copiesof it. The
text was given to ateen-age girl, who would make three more copiesof it . . .

Four days later Schroeder handed L ake atext with some rough sketches. Thetitle was:
OPERATION OF GERN BLASTERS.

Not even Intelligence had ever been able to examine a Gern hand blaster. But a man named
Schrader, on Venus, had killed a Gern with his own blaster and then disappeared with both infuriated
Gerns and Gern-intimidated Venusian police in pursuit. There had been ahigh reward for hiscapture.. . .

Helooked it over and said, "'l was counting on your giving usthis."

Only the barest trace of surprise showed on Schroeder's face but his eyes were intently watching
Lake. "So you knew al thetimewho | was?'

"l knew."

"Did anyone ese on the Constellation know?"

"Y ou were recognized by one of the ship's officers. Y ou would have been tried in two more days.”

"I see" Schroeder said. "And since | was guilty and couldn't be returned to Earth or Venus|'d have
been executed on the Constellation.” He smiled sardonicdly. "And you, as second-in-command, would
have been my execution's master of ceremonies.”

L ake put the parchment sheets back together in their proper order. "Sometimes,” he said, "aship's
officer hasto do thingsthat are contrary to dl hisown wishes."

Schroeder drew a deep breath, his face somber with the memories he had kept to himself.

"It was two years ago when the Gerns were gill talking friendship to the Earth government while they
shoved the colonists around on Venus. ThisGern.. . . there was a girl there and he thought he could do
what he wanted to her because he was amighty Gern and she was nothing. He did. That'swhy | killed
him. I had to kill two Venusian police to get awvay—that'swhere | put the rope around my neck."

"It's not what we did but what we do that well live or die by on Ragnarok,” Lake said. He handed
Schroeder the sheets of parchment. "Tell Craig to make at least four copies of this. Someday our
knowledge of Gern blasters may be something dsewell live or die by."

* * *



The school and writing were interrupted by the spring hunting. Craig made hisjourney to the
Plateau's snowcapped mountain but he was unable to keep his promise to prospect it. The plateau was
perhaps ten thousand feet in eevation and the mountain rose another ten thousand feet above the plateau.
No human could climb such amountainin a 1.5 gravity.

"| tried,” hetold Lake wesarily when he came back. "Damniit, | never tried harder at anything in my
life. It was just too much for me. Maybe some of the young oneswill be better adapted and can do it
when they grow up.”

Craig brought back several sheets of unusudly transparent mica, each sheet afoot in diameter, and a
dozen large water-clear quartz crystals.

"Hoat, from higher up on the mountain,” he said. "Themicaand crystads arein place up there if we
could only reach them. Other minerals, too—I panned traces in the canyon bottoms. But no iron."”

Lake examined the sheets of mica. "We could make windows for the outer caves of these," he said.
"Have them double thickness with awide air space between, for insulation. Asfor the quartz crystas. . "

"Opticd ingtruments,” Craig said. "Binoculars, microscopes—it would take usalong timeto learn
how to make glass as clear and flawless asthose crystals. But we have no way of cutting and grinding
them.”

Craig went to the east that fall and to the west the next spring. He returned from the trip to the west
with atwisted knee that would never let him go prospecting again.

"It will take yearsto find the metaswe need,” he said. "Theindications are that we never will but |
wanted to keep on trying. Now, my damned knee has me chained to these caves. . ."

He reconciled himsdf to hislameness and confinement as best he could and finished his textbook:
GEOLOGY AND MINERAL IDENTIFICATION.

He a so taught ageology class during the winters. It wasin the winter of the year four on Ragnarok
that a nine-year-old boy entered his class; the sllent, scar-faced Billy Humbolt.

Hewas by far the youngest of Craig's students, and the mogt attentive. Lake was present one day
when Craig asked, curioudy:

"It'snot often aboy your ageis so interested in mineraogy and geology, Billy. Isthere something
morethan just interest?"

"l haveto learn al about minerds,” Billy said with matter-of-fact seriousness, "'so that when I'm
grown | can find the metalsfor usto meke aship.”

"And then?' Craig asked.

"And then we'd go to Athena, to kill the Gerns who caused my mother to die, and my grandfather,
and Julia, and al the others. And to free my father and the other davesif they're dill dive.”

"l see," Craig said.
Hedid not smile. His face was shadowed and old as he looked at the boy and beyond him; seeing

again, perhaps, the frail blonde girl and the two children that the first quick, violent months had taken
fromhim.

"I hope you succeed,” hesaid. "l wish | wasyoung so | could dream of the samething. But I'm not . .
. S0 let's get back to the identification of the oresthat will be needed to make a ship to go to Athenaand
to make blagtersto kill Gerns after you get there.”

Lake had acorra built early the following spring, with camouflaged wings, to trap some of the woods
goats when they came. It would be an immense forward step toward conquering their new environment if
they could domesticate the goats and have goat herds near the caves all through the year. Gathering
enough grassto last aherd of goats through the winter would be a problem—~but first, before they
worried about that, they would have to seeif the goats could survive the summer and winter extremes of
heat and cold.



They trapped ten goats that spring. They built them brush sunshades—before summer was over the
winds would have stripped the trees of most of their dry, brown leaves—and a stream of water was
diverted through the corral.

It wasall work invain. The goats died from the hegt in early summer, together with the young that
had been born.

When fall came they trapped six more goats. They built them sheltersthat would be aswarm as
possible and carried them alarge supply of thetal grassfrom aong the creek banks; enough to last them
through the winter. But the cold was too much for the goats and the second blizzard killed them all.

The next soring and fdl, and with much more difficulty, they tried the experiment with pairs of
unicorns. The results were the same.

Which meant they would remain arace of hunters. Ragnarok would not permit them to be herdsmen.

* % %

The years went by, each much like the one before it but for the rapid aging of the Old Ones, as Lake
and the others caled themselves, and the growing up of the Y oung Ones. No woman among the Old
Ones could any longer have children, but six more normd, hedlthy children had been born. Likethefirst
two, they were not affected by the gravity as Earth-born babies had been.

Among the Y oung Ones, Lake saw, was a distinguishable difference. Those who had been very
young the day the Gerns had |eft them to die had adapted better than those who had been afew years
older.

The environment of Ragnarok had struck at the very young with merciless savagery. It had subjected
them to atest of surviva that was without precedent on Earth. It had killed them by the hundreds but
among them had been those whose young flesh and blood and organs had resisted death by adapting to
the greatest extent possible.

The day of the Old Ones was almost done and the future would soon be in the hands of the Y oung
Ones. They were the ninety unconquerables out of what had been four thousand Rejects; thefirst
generation of what would be anew race.

It seemed to Lake that the years came and went ever faster as the Old Ones dwindled in numbers at
an accelerating rate. Anders had died in the sixth year, his heart failing him one night as he worked
patiently in his crude little [aboratory at carrying on thework started by Chiarato find acure for the Hell
Fever. Barber, trying to develop astrain of herbsthat would grow in the lower eevation of the caves,
waskilled by aunicorn as heworked in histest plot below the caves. Craig went limping out one spring
day on the eighth year to look at anew minera a hunter had found a mile from the caves. A sudden cold
rain blew up, chilling him before he could return, and he died of Hell Fever the same day.

Schroeder was killed by prowlers the same year, dying with his back to atree and abloody knifein
his hand. It was the way he would have wanted to go—once he had said to Lake:

"When my time comes | would rather it be against the prowlers. They fight hard and kill quick and
then they're through with you. They don't tear you up after you're dead and dobber and gloat over the
pieces, the way the unicorns do.”

The springs came alittle earlier each year, the falsalittle later, and the observations showed the suns
progressing steadlily northward. But the winters, though shorter, were seemingly as cold asever. Thelong
summers reached such adegree of heat on the ninth year that Lake knew they could endure no more
than two or three years more of the increasing hest.

Then, in the summer of the tenth year, the tilting of Ragnarok—the gpparent northward progress of
the suns—stopped. They werein the middle of what Craig had called Big Summer and they could endure
it—just barely. They would not have to leave the caves.

The suns started their drift southward. The observations were continued and carefully recorded. Big
Fdl was coming and behind it would be Big Winter.



Big Winter . . . thethreat of it worried Lake. How far to the south would the suns go—how long
would they stay? Would the time come when the plateau would be buried under hundreds of feet of
snow and the caves enclosed in glacid ice?

There was no way he could ever know or even guess. Only those of the future would ever know.

On the twdfth year only Lake and West were | eft of the Old Ones. By then there were eighty-three
left of the Y oung Ones, eight Ragnarok-born children of the Old Ones and four Ragnarok-born children
of the Y oung Ones. Not counting himsdf and West, there were ninety-five of them.

It was not many to be the beginnings of arace that would face an ice age of unknown proportions
and have over them, aways, the threat of a chance return of the Gerns.

Thewinter of thefifteenth year came and he wastruly done, the last of the Old Ones. White-haired
and aged far beyond hisyears, he was il leader. But that winter he could do little other than Sit by his
fireand fed the gravity dragging at his heart. He knew, long before spring, that it wastime he chose his
SUCCESSOY .

He had hoped to live to see his son take his place—but Jm was only thirteen. Among the others was
one he had been watching since the day hetold Craig he would find metasto build aship and kill the
Gerns. Bill Humbolt.

Bill Humbolt was not the oldest among those who would make leaders but he was the most versatile
of them dl, the most thoughtful and stubbornly determined. He reminded Lake of that fierce old man who
had been his grandfather and had it not been for the scarsthat twisted hisface into grim ugliness he would
have |ooked much like him.

A violent sorm was roaring outside the caves the night he told the others that he wanted Bill Humbolt
to be his successor. There were no objections and, without ceremony and with few words, he terminated
hisfifteen years of leadership.

Heleft the others, his son among them, and went back to the cave where he dept. Hisfirewaslow,
down to dying embers, but he was too tired to build it up again. Helay down on his pallet and saw, with
neither surprise nor fear, that histime was much nearer than he had thought. It was already at hand.

Helay back and |et the lassitude enclose him, not fighting it. He had done the best he could for the
others and now the weary journey was over.

His thoughts dissolved into the memory of the day fifteen years before. The roaring of the storm
became the thunder of the Gern cruisers asthey disappeared into the gray sky. Four thousand Rejects
stood in the cold wind and watched them go, the children not yet understanding that they had been
condemned to die. Somehow, his own son was among them—

Hetried feebly to rise. There was work to do—alot of work todo. . .



Part 2

It was early morning as Bill Humbolt sat by thefirein his cave and studied the map Craig had made
of the plateau’'s mountain. Craig had |eft the mountain nameless and he dipped his peninink to write:
Craig Mountains.

"Bill—"

Demont Anders entered very quietly, what he had to tell aready evident on hisface.

"Hedied last night, Bill."

It was something he had been expecting to come at any time but the lack of surprise did not diminish
the sense of loss. Lake had been the last of the Old Ones, the last of those who had worked and fought
and shortened the years of their livesthat the Y oung Ones might have a chanceto live. Now hewas
gone—now abrief erawas ended, avaliant, bloody chapter written and finished.

And he was the new leader who would decree how the next chapter should be written, only four
years older than the boy who was looking a him with an unconscious appeal for reassurance on hisface.

"Youd better tdll Jm," hesaid. "Then, alittlelater, | want to talk to everyone about the things well
start doing as soon as spring comes.”

"Y ou mean, the hunting?' Delmont asked.
"No—more than just the hunting.”

He sat for awhile after Delmont left, looking back down the years that had preceded that day, back
to that first morning on Ragnarok.

Hehad set agod for himsdlf that morning when heleft histoy bear in the dust behind him and walked
beside Juliainto the new and perilous way of life. He had promised himself that some day hewould
watch the Gerns die and beg for mercy asthey died and he would give them the same mercy they had
given hismather.

Ashe grew older he redlized that his hatred, done, was afutile thing. There would have to be away
of leaving Ragnarok and there would have to be weapons with which to fight the Gerns. These would be
thingsimpossible and beyond his reach unless he had the help of al the othersin united, coordinated
effort.

To make certain of that united effort he would have to be their leader. So for eleven years he had
studied and trained until there was no one who could use abow or spear quite aswell as he could, no
onewho could travel asfar in aday or spot aunicorn ambush as quickly. And there was no one, with the
exception of George Ord, who had studied as many textbooks as he had.

He had reached hisfirst goa—he was leader. For al of them there existed the second god: the hope
of someday leaving Ragnarok and taking Athenafrom the Gerns. For many of them, perhaps, it was only
wishful dreaming but for him it wasthe prime driving force of hislife.



There was so much for them to do and their lives were so short in which to do it. For solong as he
was leader they would not wasteaday inidlewishing. . .

* % %
When the others were gathered to hear what he had to say he spoke to them:

"We're going to continue where the Old Ones had to leave off. We're better adapted than they were
and we're going to find metalsto make aship if there are any to be found.

"Somewhere on Ragnarok, on the northwest side of arange similar to the Craig Mountains on the
plateau, isadeep valey tha the Dunbar Expedition cdled the Chasm. They didn't investigate it closely
since their ingtruments showed no meta s there but they saw stratain one place that wasred; aniron
discoloration. Maybe we can find avein there that wastoo small for them to have paid any attention to.
So welll go over the Craigs as soon as the snow melts from them.”

"That will bein early summer," George Ord said, his black eyesthoughtful. “"Whoever goeswill have
to timether return for either just before the prowlers and unicorns come back from the north or wait until
they've al migrated down off the plateau.”

It was something Humbolt had been thinking about and wishing they could remedy. Men could elude
unicorn attacks wherever there were trees large enough to offer safety and even prowler attacks could be
warded off wherever there were treesfor refuge; spears holding back the prowlers who would climb the
trees while arrows picked off the ones on the ground. But there were no trees on the plateau, and to be
caught by aband of prowlers or unicorns there was certain death for any small party of two or three. For
that reason no small parties had ever gone up on the plateau except when the unicorns and prowlers
were gone or nearly 0. It was an inconvenience and it would continue for aslong as their wegpons were
the dow-to-reload bows.

"Y ou're supposed to be our combination inventor-craftsman,” he said to George. "No one else can
compare with you in that repect. Besides, you're not exactly enthusiastic about such hard work as
mountain climbing. So from now on you'l do the kind of work you're bet fitted for. Y our first job isto
make us a better bow. Make it like acrossbow, with adiding action to draw and cock the string and
with amagazine of arrows mounted on top of it."

George studied the idea thoughtfully. "The generd principleissmple” hesad. "I'll sseewhat | can
do."

"How many of uswill go over the Craig Mountains, Bill’?' Dan Barber asked.

"Youand I," Humbolt answered. " A three-man party under Bob Craig will go into the Western Hills
and another party under Johnny Stevenswill go into the Eagtern Hills."

He looked toward the adjoining cave where the guns had been stored for so long, coated with
unicorn tallow to protect them from rust.

"We could make gun powder if we could find adepost of sdtpeter. We aready know where there's
alittle sulphur. The gunswould have to be converted to flintlocks, though, snce we don't have what we
need for cartridge priming materia. Worse, we'd have to use ceramic bullets. They would be
inefficient—too light, and destructive to the bores. But we would need powder for mining if we ever
found any iron. And, if we can't have metal bulletsto shoot the Gerns, we can have bombsto blast them
with."

"Suppose,” Johnny Stevens said, “that we never do find the metals to make a ship. How will we ever
leave Ragnarok if that happens?'

"There's another way—a possible way—of |eaving here without a ship of our own. If there are no
metaswell havetotry it."

"Why wait?' Bob Craig demanded. "Why not try it now?'
"Because the odds would be about ten thousand to onein favor of the Gerns. But well try it if
everything dsefals”



* * %

George made, altered, and rejected four different types of crossbows before he perfected a
reloading bow that met his critical approval. He brought it to where Humbolt stood outside the caves
early one spring day when the grass was sending up the first green shoots on the southern hillsides and
thelong winter wasfindly dying.

"Hereitis" hesad, handing Humbolt the bow. "Try it."

Hetook it, noting the fine balance of it. Projecting down from the center of the bow, at right anglesto
it, was astock shaped to fit the grip of the left hand. Under the crosshar was adiding stock for the right
hand, shaped like the butt of a pistol and fitted with atrigger. Mounted dightly above and to one side of
the crossbar was a magazine containing ten short arrows.

The pistal grip wasin position near the forestock. He pulled it back the length of the crossbar and it
brought the string with it, Stretching it taut. Therewas aclick asthetrigger mechanism locked the
bowstring in place and at the same time a conced ed spring arrangement shoved an arrow into place
agang the string.

Hetook quick aim at a distant tree and pressed the trigger. There was atwang asthe arrow was
gected. Hejerked the diding pistol grip forward and back to reload, pressing the trigger an instant later.
Another arrow went its way.

By the time he had fired the tenth arrow in the magazine he was shooting at the rate of one arrow per
second. On the trunk of the distant tree, like abristle of tiff whiskers, the ten arrows were driven deep
into thewood in an areano larger than the chest of a prowler or head of aunicorn.

"Thisis better than | hoped for," he said to George. "One man with one of these would equal six men
with ordinary bows."

"I'm going to add another feature," George said. "Bundles of arrows, ten to the bundle in specia
holders, to carry in the quivers. To reload the magazine you'd just dap down anew bundle of arrows, in
no more time than it would take to put one arrow in an ordinary bow. | figured that with practice aman
should be ableto get off forty arrowsin not much more than twenty seconds.”

George took the bow and went back in the cave to add his new feature. Humbolt stared after him,
thinking, If he can make something like that out of wood and unicorn gut, what would he be ableto give
usif he could have metal?

Perhaps George would never have the opportunity to show what he could do with metal. But
Humbolt aready felt sure that George's geniuswould, if it ever became necessary, make possble the
dternate plan for leaving Ragnarok.

* * %

The weeks dragged into months and at last enough snow was gone from the Craigs that Humbolt and
Dan Barber could start. They met no oppaosition. The prowlers had long since disappeared into the north
and the unicorns were very scarce. They had no occasion to test the effectiveness of the new automatic
crosshows in combat; alack of opportunity that irked Barber.

"Any other time, if we had ordinary bows," he complained, "the unicorns would be popping up to
chargeusfrom dl directions.”

"Dont fret,” Humbolt consoled him. "Thisfall, when we come back, they will be."

They reached the mountain and stopped near itsfoot where a creek came down, itswater high and
muddy with melting snows. There they hunted until they had obtained al the mesat they could carry. They
would see no more game when they went up the mountain's canyons. A poisonous weed replaced most
of thegrassin al the canyons and the animals of Ragnarok had learned long before to shun the mountain.

They found the canyon that Craig and his men had tried to explore and started up it. It wasthere that
Craig had discovered the quartz and micaand so far as he had been able to tell the head of that canyon
would be the lowest of dl the passes over the mountain.



The canyon went up the mountain diagonally so that the climb was not steep athough it was congtant.
They began to see micaand quartz crystalsin the creek bed and at noon on the second day they passed
the last stunted tree. Nothing grew higher than that point but the thorny poison weeds and they were
scarce.

The air was noticegbly thinner there and their burdens heavier. A short distance beyond they cameto
asmal rock monument; Craig's turn-back point.

The next day they found the quartz crystasin place. A mile farther was the vein the mica had come
from. Of the other minerals Craig had hoped to find, however, there were only traces.

Thefourth day was an eternity of struggling up the now-stegper canyon under loads that seemed to
weigh hundreds of pounds; forcing their protesting legsto carry them fifty stepsat atime, at the end of
which they would stop to rest while their lungs labored to suck in thethin air in quick, panting breaths.

It would have been much easier to have gone around the mountain. But the Chasm was supposed to
be like a huge cavity scooped out of the plateau beyond the mountain, rimmed with sheer diffsamile
high. Only on the Sde next to the mountain was there adope leading down into it.

They stopped for the night where the creek ended in asmall spring. There the snow still clung to the
canyon'swalls and there the canyon curved, offering them the promise of the summit just around the bend
asit had been doing dl day.

The sun was hot and bright the next morning as they made their dow way on again. The canyon
straightened, the steep walls of it flattening out to make apair of ragged shoulders with a saddle between
them.

They climbed to the summit of the saddle and there, suddenly before them, was the other side of the
world—and the Chasm.

Far below them was aplateau, stretching endlesdy like the one they had |eft behind them. But the
chasm dominated dl ese. It wasagigantic, sheer-waled valey, ahundred mileslong by forty mileswide,
sunk deep in the plateau with the tops of its mile-high walslevel with the floor of the plateau. The
mountain under them dropped swiftly away, doping down and down to the level of the plateau and then
on, down and down again, to the bottom of the chasm that was so deep itsfloor was haf hidden by the
morning shadows.

"My God!" Barber said. "It must be over three miles under usto the bottom, on the vertical. Ten
miles of thirty-three percent grade—if we go down well never get out again.”

"Y ou can turn back hereif you want to," Humbolt said.

"Turn back?' Barber's red whiskers seemed to brigtle. "Who in hell said anything about turning
back?'

"Nobody," Humbolt said, smiling alittle a Barber's quick flash of anger.

He studied the chasm, wishing that they could have someway of cutting the quartz crystals and
making binoculars. It was along way to look with the naked eye.. . .

Here and there the chasm thrust out arms into the plateau. All the arms were short, however, and
even a their headsthe cliffswere vertica. The morning shadows prevented a clear view of much of the
chasm and he could see no sign of the red-stained strata that they were searching for.

In the southwest corner of the chasm, far away and dmost imperceptible, he saw afaint cloud risng
up from the chasm'sfloor. It wasimpossible to tell what it was and it faded away as he watched.

Barber saw it, too, and said, "It looked like smoke. Do you suppose there could be people—or
somekind of intelligent things—living down there?'

"It might have been the vapor from hot springs, condensed by the cool morning air," he said.
"Whatever it was, well look into it when we get there.”

The climb down the steep dope into the chasm was swifter than that up the canyon but no more
pleasant. Carrying a heavy pack down such agrade exerted a torturous strain upon the backs of the legs.



The heat increased steadily asthey descended. They reached the floor of the valley the next day and
the noonday heat was s0 greet that Humbolt wondered if they might not have trapped themsdlvesinto
what the summer would soon transform into a monstrous oven whereno life at al could exist. There
could never be any choice, of course—the mountains were passable only when the weather was hot.

Thefloor of the valley was silt, sand and gravel—they would find nothing there. They set out ona
circuit of the chasm'swalls, following dong closeto the base.

In many places the mile-high walls were without asingle ledge to bresk their vertical faces. When
they cameto the first such place they saw that the ground near the base was riddled with queer little pits,
liketiny craters of the moon. Asthey looked there was a crack like a cannon shot and the ground beside
them erupted into an explosion of sand and gravel. When the dust had cleared away there was anew
crater where none had been before.

Humbolt wiped the blood from hisface where aflying fragment had cut it and said, "The hest of the
sun loosens rocks under the rim. When onefdlsamilein aone point five gravity, it'straveling likea
meteor.”

They went on, through the danger zone. Aswith the peril of the chasm's hest, there was no choice.
Only by observing the material thét littered the base of the cliffs could they know what minerds, if any,
might be above them.

On the fifteenth day they saw the red-stained stratum. Humbolt quickened his pace, hurrying forward
in advance of Barber. The stratum was too high up on the wall to be reached but it was not necessary to
examineit in place—the base of the dliff was piled thick with fragmentsfromiit.

Hefdt thefirst touch of discouragement as helooked at them. They were asandstone, light in
weight. Theiron present was only what the Dunbar Expedition had thought it to be; amere discoloration.

They made their way dowly along thefoot of the cliff, examining piece after piece in the hope of
finding something more than iron stains. There was no variation, however, and amile farther on they
cameto the end of the red stratum. Beyond that point the rocks were gray, without a vestige of iron.

"Sothat," Barber said, looking back the way they had come, "iswhat we were going to build aship
out of—iron staingd”

Humbolt did not answer. For him it was more than a disappointment. It was the death of adream he
had held since the year he was nine and had heard that the Dunbar Expedition had seen iron-stained rock
in adeep chasm—the only iron-stained rock on the face of Ragnarok. Surely, he had thought, there
would be enough iron there to build asmall ship. For eleven years he had worked toward the day when
he would find it. Now, he had found it—and it was nothing. The ship was asfar away asever . ..

But discouragement was as usel ess asiron-stained sandstone. He shook it off and turned to Barber.

"Let'sgo,” hesaid. "Maybe well find something by the time we circle the chasm.”

For seven days they risked the danger of desth from downward plunging rocks and found nothing.
On the eighth day they found the treasure that was not treasure.

They stopped for the evening just within the mouth of one of the chasm's tributaries. Humbolt went
out to get adrink where atrickle of water ran through the sand and as he knelt down he saw the flash of
something red under him, almost buried in the sand.

Helifted it out. It was astone haf the sze of his hand; darkly tranducent and glowing in the light of
the setting sun like blood.

It wasaruby.

Helooked, and saw another gleam alittle farther up the stream. It was another ruby, amost aslarge
asthefirst one. Near it was aflawless blue sapphire. Scattered here and there were smaller rubies and
sapphires, down to the sSize of grains of sand.

He went farther upstream and saw specimens of still another sone. They were colorless but burning
with interna fires. He rubbed one of them hard across the ruby he still carried and there was a gritting



sound asit cut adeep scratch in the ruby.
"I'll be damned,” he said doud.
There was only one stone hard enough to cut a ruby—the diamond.

* % %

It was dmost dark when he returned to where Barber was resting beside their packs.
"What did you find to keep you out so late?' Barber asked curioudly.
He dropped a double handful of rubies, sapphires and diamonds at Barber's feet.

"Takealook," hesaid. "On acivilized world what you see there would buy us a ship without our
having to lift afinger. Here they're just pretty rocks.

"Except the diamonds,” he added. "At least we now have something to cut those quartz crystal's
with."

* * %

They took only afew of the rubies and sapphires the next morning but they gathered more of the
diamonds, looking in particular for the gray-black and ugly but very hard and tough carbonado variety.
Then they resumed their circling of the chasm'swalls.

The heat continued its Steady increase asthe days went by. Only at night wasthere any relief from it
and the nights were growing swiftly shorter asthe blue sun rose earlier each morning. When the yellow
sun rose the chasm became a blazing furnace around the edge of which they crept like antsin some
gigantic oven.

Therewas no lifein any form to be seen; no animal or bush or blade of grass. There was only the
barren floor of the chasm, made aharsh green shade by the two suns and writhing and undul ating with
heat waves like a nightmare sea, while above them the towering cliffs shimmered, too, and sometimes
seemed to be leaning far out over their heads and aready faling down upon them.

They found no more mineras of any kind and they came at |ast to the place where they had seen the
smoke or vapor.

* k% %

Therethewalls of the chasm drew back to form alittle valley amilelong by haf amilewide. The
walls did not drop verticaly to the floor there but doped out at the base into a fantastic formation of
natural roofs and arches that reached amost to the center of the valley from each side. Green things grew
in the shade under the arches and sparkling waterfalls cascaded down over many of them. A small creek
carried the water out of the valey, going out into the chasm alittle way before the hot sands absorbed it.

They stood and watched for some time, but there was no movement in the valley other than the
waving of the green plants as a breeze stirred them. Once the breeze shifted to bring them the fresh,
swest scent of growing things and urge them to come closer.

"A place likethat doesn't belong here,” Barber said in alow voice. "But it'sthere. | wonder what else
isthere?’

"Shade and cool water,” Humbolt said. "And maybe things that don't like strangers. Let'sgo find

They watched warily asthey walked, their crossbowsin their hands. At the closer range they saw
that the roofs and arches were the outer remains of a system of natural caves that went back into the
vdley'swadls. The green vegetation grew wherever the roofs gave part-time shade, conssting mainly of a
holly-leafed bush with purple flowersand atal plant resembling corn.

Under some of the roofs the corn was mature, the orange-colored grains visible. Under othersit was
no more than half grown. He saw the reason and said to Barber:

"There are both warm and cold springs here. The plants watered by the warm springs would grow
amost the year around; the oneswatered by the cold springs only in the summer. And what we saw from
the mountain top would have been vapor rising from the warm springs.”



They passed under arch after arch without seeing any life. When they cameto the valley's upper end
and ill had seen nothing it seemed evident that there wasllittle danger of an encounter with any
intelligent-and-hostile cregtures. Apparently nothing & dl lived inthelittle vdley.

Humbolt stopped under a broad arch where the breeze was made cool and moist by the spray of
water it had come through. Barber went on, to look under the adjoining arch.

Cavesled into the wall from both arches and as he stood there Humbolt saw something lying in the
mouth of the nearest cave. It was alittle mound of orange corn; lying in aneet pile as though whatever
had |eft it there had intended to come back after it.

He looked toward the other arch but Barber was somewhere out of sight. He doubted that whatever
had |eft the corn could be much of a menace—dangerous animas were more gpt to eat flesh than
corn—nbut he went to the cave with his crosshow ready.

He stopped at the mouth of the caveto let his eyes become accustomed to the darknessinside it. As
he did s0 the thingsinside came out to meet him.

They emerged into full view; ax little animasthe sze of sguirrels, each of them adifferent color. They
walked on short hind legs like miniature bears and the dark eyesin the bear-chipmunk faceswerefixed
on himwith intense interest. They stopped five feet in front of him, there to stand in aneat row and
continue the fascinated staring up a him.

Theydlow onein the center scratched absently at its ssomach with afurry paw and he lowered the
bow, fedling alittle foolish at having bothered to raise it againgt animas so smdl and harmless.

Then he half brought it up again asthe yelow one opened its mouth and said in atone that held
digtinct anticipation:

" think well egt you for supper.”

He darted glancesto right and | eft but there was nothing near him except the six little animas. The
ydllow one, having spoken, was staring slently at him with some curiosity onitsfurry face. He wondered
if some miasma or some scent from the vegetation in the valey had warped his mind into sudden insanity
and asked:

"You think you'l do what?"

It opened its mouth again, to Stutter, "I—I—" Then, with anote of darm, "Hey . . ."

It said no more and the next sound was that of Barber hurrying toward him and calling,
"Hey—Bill—where are you?"

"Here" he answered, and he was dready sure that he knew why thelittle animal had spoken to him.

Barber came up and saw the six chipmunk-bears. "Six of them!" he exclamed. "Therésonein the
next cave—the damned thing spoke to me!™

"| thought s0," hereplied. "Y ou told it we'd have it for supper and then it said, 'Y ou think you'll do
what? didnt it?"

Barber's face showed surprise. "How did you know that?"

"They're telepathic between one another," he said. "The yellow one there repeated what the one you
spoke to heard you say and it repeated what the yellow one heard me say. It hasto be telepathy
between them."

"Telepathy—" Barber stared at the S little animals, who stared back with their fascinated curiogity
undiminished. "But why should they want to repeat doud what they receive telepathicaly?’

"I don't know. Maybe at some stage in their evolution only part of them were telepaths and the
telepaths broadcasted danger warnings to the others that way. So far asthat goes, why does a parrot
repesat what it hears?'

There was a scurry of movement behind Barber and another of the little animas, awhite one, hurried
past them. It went to the yellow one and they stood close together asthey stared up. Apparently they



were mates. . .

"That's the other one—those are the two that mocked us," Barber said, and thereby gave them the
name by which they would be known: mockers.

* % %

The mockers were fresh meat—~but they accepted the humans with such friendliness and trust that
Barber logt al hisdesire to have one for supper or for any other time. They had alimited supply of dried
meat and there would be plenty of orange corn. They would not go hungry.

They discovered that the mockers had living quarters in both the cool caves and the ones warmed by
the hot springs. There was evidence that they hibernated during the wintersin the warm caves.

There were no minerasin the mockers valey and they set out to continue their circuit of the chasm.
They did not get far until the heat had become so greet that the chasm's tributaries began going dry. They
turned back then, to wait in thelittle valey until thefdl rains came.

* * %

When the long summer was ended by thefirst rain they resumed their journey. They took asupply of
the orange corn and two of the mockers; the yellow one and its mate. The other mockers watched them
leave, standing silent and solemn in front of their caves as though they feared they might never seethelr
two fellows or the humans again.

The two mockers were pleasant company, riding on their shoulders and chattering any nonsense that
cameto mind. And sometimes saying things that were not at al nonsense, making Humbolt wonder if
mockers could partly read human minds and dimly understand the meaning of some of the things they
sad.

They found a place where sdtpeter was very thinly and erraticdly distributed. They scraped off al
thefilms of it that were visble and procured asmal amount. They completed their circuit and reached the
foot of thelong, steep dope of the Craigs without finding anything more.

It was an awesome climb that lay before them; up a grade so steep and barred with so many low
ledgesthat when their legs refused to carry them farther they crawled. The heat was il very serious and
there would be no water until they came to the spring beyond the mountain's summit. A burning wind,
born on the blazing floor of the chasm, following them up the mountain al day. Their leather canteens
were dmost dry when night came and they were no more than athird of the way to the top.

The mockers had become silent as the e evation increased and when they stopped for the night
Humbolt saw that they would never liveto cross the mountain. They were bregthing fast, their hearts
racing, asthey tried to extract enough oxygen from thethin air. They drank afew drops of water but they
would not touch the corn he offered them.

The white mocker died a midmorning the next day as they stopped for arest. The yellow one
crawled feebly to her sde and died afew minutes later.

"So that'sthat,” Humbolt said, looking down at them. "The only things on Ragnarok that ever trusted
us and wanted to be our friends—and we killed them.”

They drank the last of their water and went on. They made dry camp that night and dreams of cold
streams of water tormented their exhausted deep. The next day was ahdllish eternity in which they
walked and fell and crawled and walked and fell again.

Barber weakened steadily, his bresthing growing to arattling panting. He spoke once that afternoon,
to try to smile with dry, swollen lips and say between his panting gasps, "It would be hell—to have to
die—sothirdy likethis"

After that hefdl with increasing frequency, each time dower and weaker in getting up again. Haf a
mile short of the summit hefdl for thelast time. Hetried to get up, failed, and tried to crawl. Hefailed at
that, too, and collapsed face down in the rocky soil.

Humbolt went to him and said between his own labored intakes of bresth, "Wait, Dan—I'll go



on—bring you back weter."
Barber raised himsdf with agreat effort and looked up. "No use," he said. "My heart—too much—"
Hefdl forward again and that time he was very dlill, his desperate panting no more.

* % %

It s;emed to Humbolt that it was haf alifetimelater that he finally reached the spring and the cold,
clear water. He drank, the most ecdtatic pleasure he had ever experienced in hislife. Then the pleasure
drained away as he seemed to see Dan Barber trying to smile and seemed to hear him say, "It would be
hell—to have to die—so thirgty likethis.”

He rested for two days before he was in condition to continue on hisway. He reached the plateau
and saw that the woods goats had been migrating south for some time. On the second morning he
climbed up agentlerall in the plain and met three unicornsface to face.

They charged at once, squedling with anticipation. Had he been equipped with an ordinary bow he
would have been killed within seconds. But the autometic crossbow poured arain of arrowsinto the
faces of the unicorns that caused them to swing aside in pain and enraged astonishment. The moment they
had siwung enough to expose the areajust behind their heads the arrows becamefatal.

One unicorn escaped, three arrows brigtling initsface. It watched him from adistance for alittle
while, squedling and shaking its head in baffled fury. Then it turned and disgppeared over aswell inthe
plan, running like adeer.

He resumed his southward march, hurrying faster than before. The unicorn had headed north and that
could befor but one purpose: to bring enough reinforcementsto finish the job.

* % %

He reached the caves at night. No one was up but George Ord, working late in his combination
workshop-laboratory.

George looked up at the sound of his entrance and saw that he was aone. " So Dan didn't make it?"
he asked.

"The chasm got him," he answered. And then, wesrily, " The chasm—we found the damned thing."
"Thered sratum—"
"It wasonly iron gans”

"I made alittle pilot smelter while you were gone," George said. "' was hoping the red stratum would
be ore. The other prospecting parties—none of them found anything.”

"Well try again next soring," he said. "Well find it somewhere, no matter how long it takes."

"Our time may not be so long. The observations show the sun to be farther south than ever.”

"Then well make double use of the time we do have. Well cut the hunting partiesto the limit and
send out more prospecting parties. We're going to have a ship to meet the Gerns again.”

"Sometimes," George said, his black eyes sudying him thoughtfully, "1 think that'sal you livefor, Bill:
for the day when you can kill Gerns."

George said it as astatement of afact, without censure, but Humbolt could not keep an edge of
harshness out of his voice as he answered:

"For aslong as1'm leader that's dl werredl going to livefor.”

He followed the game south that fall, taking with him Bob Craig and young Anders. Hundreds of
miles south of the caves they cameto the lowlands; aland of much water and vegetation and vast herds
of unicorns and woods goats. It was an exceedingly dangerous country, due to the concentration of

unicorns and prowlers, and only the automatic crossbows combined with never ceasing vigilance enabled
them to survive.

There they saw the crawlers; hideousthingsthat crawled on multiple legs like three-ton centipedes,
their mouths set with sx mandibles and dripping astinking sdiva. The bite of acrawler was poisonous,



ingantly paralyzing even to aunicorn, though not ingtantly killing them. The crawlers ate their victims at
once, however, ripping the hdpless and il living flesh from its bones.

Although the unicornsfeared the crawlers, the prowlers hated them with afanatical intensity and
made use of their superior quicknessto kill every crawler they found; ripping at the crawler until the
crawler, in aninsanity of rage, bit itself and died of its own poison.

They had taken one of the powerful longbows with them, in addition to their crossbows, and they
killed acrawler with it one day. Asthey did so aband of twenty prowlers came suddenly upon them.

Twenty prowlers, with the advantage of surprise at short range, could have daughtered them.
Instead, the prowlers continued on their way without as much as achadlenging snarl.

"Now why," Bob Craig wondered, "did they do that?'

"They saw we had just killed acrawler,” Humbolt said. "The crawlers are their enemiesand | guess
letting uslive wastheir way of showing appreciation.”

Their further explorations of the lowlands reved ed no mineras—nothing but dluviad materid of
unknown depth—and there was no reason to stay longer except that return to the caves wasimpossible
until spring came. They built attack-proof sheltersin the trees and settled down to wait out the winter.

They started north with the first wave of woods goats, nothing but lack of successto show for their
months of time and effort.

When they were dmost to the caves they came to the barren valley where the Gerns had herded the
Reects out of the cruisers and to the place where the stockade had been. It was alondly place, the
stockade wallsfalen and scattered and the graves of Humbolt's mother and al the otherslong since
obliterated by the hooves of the unicorn legions. Bitter memories were reawakened, tinged by the years
with nogtalgia, and the stockade was far behind them before the dark mood left him.

The orange corn was planted that spring and the number of prospecting parties was doubled.

The corn sprouted, grew feebly, and died before maturity. The prospecting parties returned one by
one, each to report no success. He decided, that fall, that time was too precious to waste—they would
have to use the dternate plan he had spoken of.

He went to George Ord and asked him if it would be possible to build a hyperspace transmitter with
the materiasthey had.

"It's the one way we could have a chance to leave here without aship of our own," he said. "By luring
aGern cruiser here and then taking it away from them.”

George shook hishead. "A hyperspace transmitter might be built, given enough years of time. Buit it
would be usdess without power. It would take a generator of such size that weld have to melt down
every gun, knife, axe, every piece of sted and iron we have. And then we'd be five hundred pounds
short. On top of that, we'd have to have at |east three hundred pounds more of copper for additional
wire"

"I didn't redizeit would take such alarge generator,” he said after asilence. "1 was sure we could
have atransmitter.”

"Get methe metd and we can,” George said. He Sghed restlesdy and there was almost hatred in his
eyes as he looked at theinclosng walls of the cave. ™Y ou're not the only one who would like to leave our
prison. Get me eight hundred pounds of copper and iron and I'll make the tranamitter, some way."

Eight hundred pounds of meta . .. On Ragnarok that was like asking for the sun.

The yearswent by and each year there was the same determined effort, the same lack of success.
And each year the sunswere farther south, marking the coming of the end of any efforts other than the
oneto survive.

In the year thirty when fall came earlier than ever before, he was forced to admit to himself the bleak
and bitter fact: he and the others were not of the generation that would escape from Ragnarok. They
were Earth-born—they were not adapted to Ragnarok and could not scour aworld of 1.5 gravity for



metasthat might not exig.
And vengeance was a luxury he could not have.

A question grew in his mind where there had been only his hatred for the Gerns before. What would
become of the future generations on Ragnarok?

With the question a scene from his childhood kept coming back to him; alate summer eveninginthe
first year on Ragnarok and Juliasitting beside him in thewarm starlight . . .

"You'remy son, Billy," shehad said. "Thefirgt | ever had. Now, before so very long, maybe I'll have
another one."

Hestantly, not wanting to believe, he had asked, "What some of them said about how you might die
then—it won't redly happen, will it, Julia?’

"It. .. might." Then her arm had gone around him and shehad said, "If | do I'll leavein my placea
life that's more important than mine ever was.

"Remember me, Billy, and thisevening, and what | said to you, if you should ever be leader.
Remember that it's only through the children that we can ever survive and whip thisworld. Protect them
while they're smal and helpless and teach them to fight and be afraid of nothing when they're alittle older.
Never, never let them forget how they came to be on Ragnarok. Someday, evenif it'sahundred years
from now, the Gernswill come again and they must be ready to fight, for their freedom and for their
lives"

He had been too young then to understand how truly she had spoken and when he was old enough
his hatred for the Gerns had blinded him to everything but his own desires. Now, he could see. . .

The children of each generation would be better adapted to Ragnarok and full adaptation would
eventudly come. But dl the generations of the future would be potential daves of the Gern Empire, free
only so long asthey remained unnoticed.

It was inconceivable that the Gerns should never pass by Ragnarok through all time to come. And
when they finaly came the dow, uneventful progression of decades and centuries might have brought a
false sense of security to the people of Ragnarok, might have turned the stories of what the Gernsdid to
the Regectsinto legends and then into myths that no one any longer believed.

The Gernswould have to be brought to Ragnarok before that could happen.

He went to George Ord again and said:

"Theres one kind of transmitter we could make a generator for—a plain normal-space tranamitter,
dot-dash, without areceiver.”

George laid down the diamond cutting whedl he had been working on.

"It would take two hundred yearsfor the Sgnd to get to Athenaat the speed of light,” he said. "Then,
forty days after it got there, aGern cruiser would come hell-bent to investigate.”

"I want the ones of the future to know that the Gernswill be here no later than two hundred years
from now. And with dways the chance that a Gern cruiser in space might pick up the signd at any time
before then.”

"l see," George said. "The sword of Damocles hanging over their heads, to make them remember.”

"Y ou know what would happen to them if they ever forgot. Youreasold as| am—you know what
the Gernsdidto us."

"I'm older than you are," George said. "l was nine when the Gerns|eft us here. They kept my father
and mother and my sister was only three. | tried to keep her warm by holding her but the Hell Fever got
her that first night. She was too young to understand why | couldn't help her more. . ."

Hatred burned in his eyes a the memory, like somefire that had been banked but had never died.
"Yes, | remember the Gerns and what they did. | wouldn't want it to have to happen to others—the



tranamitter will be made so that it won't."

* * %

The guns were melted down, together with other items of iron and sted, to make the castings for the
generator. Ceramic pipes were made to carry water from the spring to awaterwhed. The long, dow job
of converting the miscellany of eectronic devices, many of them broken, into the components of a
transmitter proceeded.

It wasfive years before the tranamitter was ready for testing. It was early fal of the year thirty-five
then, and the water that gushed from the pipe splashed in cold drops against Humbolt as the waterwhed!
was st in motion.

The generator began to hum and George observed the output of it and the transmitter asregistered
by the various meters he had made.

"Weak, but it will reach the Gern monitor station on Athena,”" he said. "It's ready to send—what do
you want to say?"

"Makeit something short," he said. "Makeit 'Ragnarok calling.' "

George poised hisfinger over the tranamitting key. "Thiswill set forcesin motion that can never be
recalled. What we do here thismorning isgoing to cause alot of Gerns—or Ragnarok people—to die.”

"It will bethe Gernswho die," he said. "Send the signal.”

"Likeyou, | believe the samething," George said. "I haveto bdieveit because that'stheway | want it
to be. | hope wereright. It's something we'll never know."

He began depressing the key.

A boy was given the job of operating the key and the signa went out daily until the freezing of winter
stopped the waterwhee! that powered the generator.

The sending of the Signals was resumed when spring came and the prospecting parties continued their
vain search for metals.

The suns continued moving south and each year the sorings came later, thefdlsearlier. In the spring
of forty-five he saw that he would have to make hisfina decison.

By then they dwindled until they numbered only sixty-eight; the Y oung Onesgray and rapidly
growing old. There was no longer any use to continue the prospecting—if any metalswere to be found
they were at the north end of the plateau where the snow no longer melted during the summer. They were
too few to do more than prepare for what the Old Ones had feared they might have to face—Big Winter.
That would require thework of dl of them.

Shests of micawere brought down from the Craigs, the summits of which were deeply buried under
snow even in midsummer. Stoves were made of fireclay and mica, which would give both heat and light
and would be more efficient than open fireplaces. The innermost caves were prepared for occupation,
with multiple doorsto hold out the cold and with |aborioudy excavated ventilation ducts and smoke
outlets.

There were sixty of them inthefal of fifty, when al had been done that could be done to prepare for
what might come,

* % %

"There aren't many of the Earth-born left now," Bob Craig said to him one night asthey sat inthe
flickering light of astove. "And there hasn't been time for there to be many of the Ragnarok-born. The
Gernswouldn't get many davesif they should come now."

"They could use however many they found,” he answered. "The younger ones, who are the best
adapted to this gravity, would be exceptionally strong and quick on aone-gravity world. Thereare
dangerousjobswhere astrong, quick daveisalot more efficient and expendable than complex,
expensve machines”



"And they would want some specimens for scientific study,” Jm Lake said. "They would want to cut
into the young ones and see how they're built that they're adapted to this one and ahaf gravity world."

He smiled with the cold mirthlessness that ways reminded Humbolt of hisfather—of the Lake who
had been the Constellation's lieutenant commander. " According to the books the Gerns never did try to
make it asecret that when a Gern doctor or biologist cutsinto the muscles or organs of anon-Gern to
see what makes them tick, he wants them to be still dive and ticking as he does 0.

Seventeen-year-old Don Chiara gpoke, to say dowly, thoughtfully:

"Savery and vivisection. . . If the Gerns should come now when there are so few of us, and if we
should fight the best we could and lose, it would be better for whoever wasthelast of usleft to put a
knife in the hearts of the women and children than to let the Gerns have them.”

No one made any answer. There was no answer to make, no dternative to suggest.

"In the future there will be more of usand it will be different,” he said &t last. "On Earth the Gerns
were dways stronger and faster than humans but when the Gerns come to Ragnarok they're going to find
aracethat isn't redly human any more. They're going to find arace before which they'll be like woods
goats before prowlers.”

"If only they don't come too soon,” Craig said.
"That was the chance that had to be taken,”" he replied.

He wondered again as he spoke, as he had wondered so often in the past years, if he had given them
all their death sentence when he ordered the transmitter built. Y et, the future generations could not be
permitted to forget . . . and stedd could not be tempered without first thrusting it into the fire.

* * %

Hewasthe last of the Y oung Ones when he avoke one night in thefal of fifty-six and found himself
burning with the Hell Fever. He did not summon any of the others. They could do nothing for him and he
had aready done dl he could for them.

He had done dl he could for them . . . and now he would leave forty-nine men, women and children
to face the unknown forces of Big Winter while over them hung the sword he had forged: theincreasing
danger of detection by the Gerns.

The question came again, sharp with the knowledge that it was far too late for him to change any of
it. Did | arrange the execution of my people?

Then, through the red haze of the fever, Juliaspoke to him out of the past; Sitting again besde himin
the summer twilight and saying:

Remember me, Billy, and this evening, and what | said to you . . . teach themto fight and be
afraid of nothing . . . never let them forget how they came to be on Ragnarok . . .

She seemed very near and red and the doubt faded and was gone. Teach themto fight . . . never
let themforget . . . Themen of Ragnarok were only fur-clad hunterswho crouched in caves but they
would grow in numbers as time went by. Each generation would be stronger than the generation before it
and he had set forcesin motion that would bring the last generation thetrial of combat and the
opportunity for freedom. How well they fought on that day would determine their destiny but he was
certain, once again, what that destiny would be.

It would be to walk as conquerors before beaten and humbled Gerns.



Part 3

It was winter of the year elghty-five and the temperature was one hundred and six degrees below
zero. Wdter Humbolt stood in front of the ice tunnd that led back through the glacier to the caves and
looked up into the sky.

It was noon but there was no sun in the starlit sky. Many weeks before the sun had dipped below the
southern horizon. For alittle while adim halo had marked its passage each day; then that, too, had faded
away. But now it wastime for the hal o to gppear again, to herald the sun'sreturning.

Frogt filled the sky, making the starsflicker asit swirled endlessy downward. He blinked againdt it,
his eyelashestrying to freeze to hislower eydids at the movement, and turned to look at the north.

There the northern lightswere agigantic curtain thet filled athird of the sky, rippling and waving in
foldsthat pulsated in red and green, rose and lavender and violet. Their reflection gleamed on the glacier
that doped down from the caves and glowed softly on the other glacier; the one that covered the
transmitter station. The transmitter had long ago been taken into the caves but the generator and
waterwhed were dtill there, frozenin atomb of ice.

For three years the glacier had been growing before the caves and the plateau’s southern face had
been buried under snow for ten years. Only afew woods goats ever came as far north as the country
south of the caves and they stayed only during the brief period between the last snow of spring and the
first snow of fdl. Their winter home was somewhere down near the equator. What had been cdlled the
Southern Lowlandswas afrozen, lifdesswaste.

Oncethey had thought about going to the valley in the chasm where the mockers would be
hibernating in their warm caves. But even if they could have gone up the plateau and performed the
incredible feat of crossing the glacier-covered, blizzard-ripped Craigs, they would have found no food in
the mockers valley—only alittle corn the mockers had stored away, which would soon have been
exhausted.

Therewas no place for themto live but in the caves or as nomads migrating with the animals. And if
they migrated to the equator each year they would have to leave behind them al the books and tools and
everything that might someday have given them acivilized way of life and might someday have shown
them how to escape from their prison.

Helooked again to the south where the ha o should be, thinking: They should have made their
decisonin there by now. I'm their leader—but | can't force them to stay here against their will. | could
only ask them to consider what it would mean if we left here.

Snow cresked underfoot as he moved restlessly. He saw something lying under the blanket of frost
and went to it. It was an arrow that someone had dropped. He picked it up, carefully, because the
intense cold had made the shaft as brittle as glass. It would regain its norma strength when taken into the
caves—

There was the sound of steps and Fred Schroeder came out of the tunnel, dressed as he was dressed



in bulky furs. Schroeder looked to the south and said, "It seemsto be starting to get alittle lighter there.”
He saw that it was; asmall, faint paling of the black sky.

"They talked over what you and | told them," Schroeder said. "And about how we've struggled to
stay herethislong and how, even if the sun should stop drifting south thisyear, it will be years of ice and
cold at the caves before Big Spring comes.”

"If weleave herethe glacier will cover the cavesand fill them withice," hesad. "All we ever had will
be buried back in there and al well have left will be our bows and arrows and animal skins. Well be
taking aone-way road back into the stone age, for oursalves and our children and their children.”

"They know that," Schroeder said. "We both told them.”

He paused. They watched the sky to the south turn lighter. The northern lights flamed unnoticed
behind them asthe pae hao of theinvisible sun dowly brightened to its maximum. Their faceswere white
with near-freezing then and they turned to go back into the caves. "They had made their decision,”
Schroeder went on. "I guessyou and | did them an injustice when we thought they had lost their
determination, when we thought they might want to hand their children aflint axe and say, 'Here—take
thisand let it be the symbol of dl you are or dl you will ever be’

"Their decison was unanimous—well stay for aslong asit's possible for usto survive here”

* % %

Howard Lake listened to Teacher Morgan West read from the diary of Walter Humbolt, written
during the terrible winter of thirty-five years before;

"Each morning the light to the south was brighter. On the seventh morning we saw the sun—and it
was not due until the eighth morning!

"It will be years before we can stop fighting the enclosure of the glacier but we have reached
and passed the dead of Big Winter. We have reached the bottom and the only direction we can go
in the futureisup.”

"And s0," West said, closing the book, "we are here in the caves tonight because of the stubbornness
of Humbolt and Schroeder and dl the others. Had they thought only of their own welfare, had they
conceded defeat and gone into the migratory way of life, we would be sitting beside grass campfires
somewhere to the south tonight, our way of life containing no plans or aspirations greeter than to follow
the game back and forth through the years.

"Now, let's go outsde to finish tonight's lesson.”

Teacher West led the way into the starlit night just outside the caves, Howard Lake and the other
children following him. West pointed to the sky where the star group they caled the Athena Congtellation
blazed like a huge arrowhead high in the east.

"There" he said, "beyond the top of the arrowhead, is where we were going when the Gerns stopped
us ahundred and twenty years ago and left usto die on Ragnarok. It's so far that Athenas sun can't be
seen from here, so far that it will be another hundred and fifteen years before our first sgna getsthere.
Why isit, then, that you and al the other groups of children have to learn such things as history, physics,
the Gern language, and the way to fire a Gern blaster?*

The hand of every child went up. West selected eight-year-old Clifton Humbolt. "Tell us, Clifton," he
sad.

"Because," Clifton answered, "a Gern cruiser might pass by afew light-years out at any time and pick
up our signals. So we have to know all we can about them and how to fight them because there aren't
very many of usyet."

"The Gernswill cometo kill us" little Marie Chiarasaid, her dark eyeslarge and earnest. "They'll
cometo kill usand to make daves out of the onesthey don't kill, like they did with the othersalong time
ago. They're awful mean and awful smart and we have to be smarter than they are.”

Howard looked again at the Athena congtellation, thinking, | hope they comejust as soon asl'm old



enough to fight them, or eventonight . . .

"Teacher," he asked, "how would a Gern cruiser look if it came tonight? Would it come from the
Athenaarrowhead?'

"It probably would," West answered. ™Y ou would seeitsrocket blagt, like abright trail of fire—"

A bright trail of fire burst suddenly into being, coming from the congtdlation of Athenaand lighting up
the woods and hills and their startled faces asit arced down toward them.

"It'sthem!™ atreble voice exclamed and there was a quick flurry of movement as Howard and the
other older children shoved the younger children behind them.

Then thelight vanished, leaving adimming glow where it had been.

"Only ameteor,” West said. Helooked at the line of older children who were standing protectingly in
front of the younger ones, rocksin their hands with which to ward off the Gerns, and he smiled in the way
he had when he was pleased with them.

Howard watched the meteor trail fade swiftly into invisbility and felt his heartbests dow from the first
wild thrill to gray disappointment. Only ameteor . . .

But someday he might be leader and by then, surdly, the Gernswould come. If not, he would find
someway to make them come.

* % %

Ten yearslater Howard Lake was|eader. There were three hundred and fifty of them then and Big
Spring was on itsway to becoming Big Summer. The snow was gone from the southern end of the
plateau and once again game migrated up the valeys east of the caves.

There were many things to be done now that Big Winter was past and they could have the chance to
do them. They needed alarger pottery kiln, alarger workshop with awooden lathe, more diamondsto
make cutting whedl's, more quartz crystals to make binoculars and microscopes. They could again
explorethefidd of inorganic chemistry, even though resultsin the past had produced nothing of vaue,
and they could, within afew years, resumethe meta prospecting up the platea—the most important
project of dl.

Their weapons seemed to be as perfect as was possible but when the Gerns came they would need
some quick and certain means of communication between the various units that would fight the Gerns. A
leader who could not communicate with his forces and coordinate their actions would be helpless. And
they had on Ragnarok aform of communication, if trained, that the Gerns could not detect or interfere
with eectronicaly: the mockers.

The Craigs were still white and impassable with snow that summer but the snow was receding higher
each year. Five yearslater, in the summer of one hundred and thirty-five, the Craigs were passable for a
few weeks.

Lake led aparty of eight over them and down into the chasm. They took with them two small cages,
constructed of wood and glass and made airtight with the strong medusabush glue. Each cage was
equipped with asmple air pump and a pressure gauige.

They brought back two pairs of mockers asinterested and trusting captives, together with a supply of
the orange corn and alarge amount of diamonds. The mockers, in their pressure-maintained cages, were
not even aware of theincrease in eevation asthey were carried over the high summit of the Craigs.

To Lake and the men with him the climb back up the long, steep dope of the mountain was a tiff
climb to make in one day but no more than that. It was hard to believe that it had taken Humbolt and
Barber amost three daysto climb it and that Barber had died in the attempt. It reminded him of the old
crosshows that Humbolt and the others had used. They were thin, with alight pull, such asthe present
generation boys used. It must have required courage for the Old Onesto dare unicorn attacks with bows
so thin that only the small area behind the unicorn'sjaw was vulnerableto their arrows. . .

* * %



When the caves were reached, avery gradual reduction of pressurein the mocker cages was started;
one that would cover aperiod of weeks. One pair of mockers survived and had two young onesthat fall.
The young mockers, like the first generation of Ragnarok-born children of many years before, were more
adapted to their environment than their parents were.

The orange corn was planted, using an adaptation method somewhat similar to that used with the
mockers. It might have worked had the orange corn not required such along period of timein which to
reach maturity. When winter came only afew grains had formed.

They were saved for next year's seeds, to continue the low adaptation process.

By thefifth year the youngest generation of mockers was well adapted to the elevation of the caves
but for a susceptibility to aquickly fatal form of pneumoniawhich made it necessary to keep them from
exposing themsalves to the cold or to any sudden changes of temperature.

Thelr intelligence was surprising and they seemed to be partialy receptive to human thoughts, as Bill
Humbolt had written. By the end of the fifteenth year their training had reached such astage of perfection
that amocker would transmit or not transmit with only the unspoken thought of its master to tell it which it
should be. In addition, they would transmit the message to whichever mocker their master's thought
directed. Presumably al mockers received the message but only the mocker to whom it was addressed
would repest it doud.

They had their method of communication. They had their automatic crossbows for quick, close
fighting, and their long-range longbows. They were fully adapted to the 1.5 gravity and their reflexeswere
amogt like those of prowlers—Ragnarok had long ago separated the quick from the dead.

There were eight hundred and nineteen of them that year, in the early spring of one hundred and fifty,
and they were ready and impatient for the coming of the Gerns.

Then the transmitter, which had been in operation again for many years, failed one day.

George Craig had finished checking it when Lake arrived. He looked up from hisinstruments,
remarkably similar in gppearance to a sketch of the old George Ord—a resemblance that had been
passed down to him by his mother—and said:

"The entire circuit is either gone or ready to go. It's dready operated for alot longer than it should
have"

"It doesn't matter," Lake said. "It's served its purpose. We won't rebuild it."

George watched him questioningly.

"It'sserved its purpose,” he said again. "It didn't let usforget that the Gernswill come again. But that
isn't enough, now. Thefirst signa won't reach Athenauntil the year two thirty-five. It will be the dead of
Big Winter again then. They'll have to fight the Gerns with bows and arrows that the cold will make as
brittle as glass. They won't have a chance.”

"No," George said. "They won't have a chance. But what can we do to change it?'

"It's something I've been thinking about,” he said. "Well build ahyperspace transmitter and bring the
Gerns before Big Winter comes.™

"Wewill?' George asked, lifting his dark eyebrows. "And what do we use for the three hundred
pounds of copper and five hundred pounds of iron we would have to have to make the generator?’

"Surely we can find five hundred pounds of iron somewhere on Ragnarok. The north end of the
plateau might be the best bet. Asfor the copper—I doubt that well ever find it. But there are ssams of a
bauxite-like clay in the Western Hills—they're certain to contain duminum to at least some extent. So
well make thewires of auminum.”

"The ore would have to be refined to pure duminum oxide before it could be smelted,” George said.
"And you can't smdt duminum orein an ordinary furnace—only in an eectric furnace with a generator
that can supply ahigh amperage. And we would have to have cryolite ore to serve as the solvent in the
smelting process.”



"Therésaseam of cryolitein the Eastern Hills, according to the old maps,” said Lake. "We could
make alarger generator by melting down everything we have. It wouldn't be big enough to power the
hyperspace transmitter but it should be big enough to smelt duminum ore.”

George consdered theidea "'l think we can do it.”
"How long until we can send the signa?' he asked.

"Given the extrameta we need, the building of the generator isasimplejob. The transmitter iswhat
will take years—maybe aslong asfifty."

Fifty years. ..
"Can't anything be done to make it sooner?' he asked.

"I know," George said. "Y ou would like for the Gernsto come while you're still here. So would every
man on Ragnarok. But even on Earth the building of a hyperspace transmitter was along, dow job, with
al the materidsthey needed and dl the specid tools and equipment. Here well have to do everything by
hand and for materials we have only broken and burned-out odds and ends. It will take about fifty
years—it can't be helped.”

Fifty years. . . but that would bring the Gerns before Big Winter came again. And there wasthe
rapidly increasing chance that a Gern cruiser would at any day intercept thefirst signals. They were
aready more than hdfway to Athena

"Mélt down the generator,” he said. " Start making a bigger one. Tomorrow men will go out after
bauxite and cryolite and four of uswill go up the plateau to look for iron."

* % %

L ake selected Gene Taylor, Tony Chiaraand Steve Schroeder to go with him. They werewell on
their way by daylight the next morning, on the shoulder of each of them a mocker which observed the
activity and new sceneswith bright, interested eyes.

They traveled light, snce they would have fresh mest al the way, and carried herbs and corn only for
the mockers. Once, generations before, it had been necessary for men to eat herbsto prevent deficiency
diseases but now the deficiency diseases, like Hell Fever, were unknown to them.

They carried no compasses since the radiations of the two suns constantly crested magnetic storms
that caused compass needles to swing as much as twenty degrees within an hour. Each of them carried a
pair of powerful binoculars, however; binoculars that had been diamond-carved from the ivory-like black
unicorn horn and set with lenses and prisms of diamond-cut quartz.

The foremost bands of woods goats followed the advance of spring up the plateau and they followed
the woods goats. They could not go ahead of the goats—the goats were aready pressing close behind
the melting of the snow. No hills or ridges were seen as the weeks went by and it seemed to Lake that
they would wak forever across the endlessralling floor of the plain.

Early summer came and they walked across aland that was green and pleasantly cool at atime when
the vegetation around the caves would be burned brown and lifeless. The woods goats grew lessin
number then as some of them stopped for the rest of the summer in their chosen latitudes.

They continued on and &t last they saw, far to the north, what seemed to be an dmost infinitesmal
bulge on the horizon. They reached it two days later; aland of rolling green hills, scared here and there
with ragged outcroppings of rock, and aland that climbed dowly and steadily higher asit went into the
north.

They camped that night in alittle vale. Thefloor of it was white with the bones of woods goats that
had tarried too long the fal before and got caught by an early blizzard. There was till flesh on the bones
and scavenger rodents scuttled among the carcasses, feasting.

"Weéll split up now," hetold the others the next morning.

He assgned each of them his position; Steve Schroeder to pardlel his course thirty milesto hisright,
Gene Taylor to go thirty milesto hisleft, and Tony Chiarato go thirty milesto the left of Taylor.



"Well try to hold those distances," he said. "We can't look over the country in detail that way but it
will give usagood generd survey of it. We don't have too much time left by now and well make as many
milesinto the north as we can each day. The woods goats will tell uswhenit'stime for usto turn back.”

They parted company with casud farewells but for Steve Schroeder, who smiled sardonicaly at the
bones of the woods goatsin the vale and asked:

"Who's supposed to tell the woods goats?’

* * *

Tip, the black, white-nosed mocker on Lake's shoulder, kept twisting his neck to watch the
departure of the others until he had crossed the next hill and the others were hidden from view.

"All right, Tip," he said then. ™Y ou can unwind your neck now."

"Unwind—al right—all right," Tip said. Then, with asudden burst of energy which was characteristic
of mockers, he began to jiggle up and down and chant in time with his movements, "All right al right al
rightdl rignt—"

"Shut up!" he commanded. "If you want to talk nonsense | don't care—but don't say 'dl right’ any
more."

"All right,” Tip agreed amiably, settling down. " Shut up if you want to talk nonsense. | don't care.”

"And don't daughter the punctuation like that. Y ou change the meaning entirely.”

"But don't say al right any more," Tip went on, ignoring him. "'Y ou change the meaning entirely.”

Then, with another surge of animation, Tip began to fishin his jacket pocket with little hand-like
paws. "Tip hungry—Tip hungry."

L ake unbuttoned the pocket and gave Tip aherb leaf. "I notice there's no nonsensical chatter when
you want to ask for something to eat.”

Tip took the herb leaf but he spoke again before he began to eat; dowly, asthough trying serioudy to
expressathought:

"Tip hungry—no nonsensicd.”

"Sometimes," he said, turning his head to look at Tip, "you mockers give me the peculiar feding that
you're right on the edge of becoming anew and intelligent race and no fooling.”

Tip wiggled hiswhiskers and bit into the herb leaf. "No fooling," he agreed.

* % %

He stopped for the night in a steep-walled hollow and built asmall fire of dead moss and grassto
ward off the chill that came with dark. He called the others, thinking first of Schroeder so that Tip would
transmit to Schroeder's mocker:

"Steve?'

"Here," Tip answered, in adetectable imitation of Schroeder'svoice. "No luck."

He thought of Gene Taylor and called, "Gene?"!

There was no answer and he called Chiara. " Tony—could you see any of Gene's route today?"
"Part of it," Chiaraanswered. "l saw aherd of unicorns over that way. Why—doesn't he answer?”
"No."

"Then," Chiarasaid, "they must have got him."

"Did you find anything today, Tony?" he asked.

"Nothing but pure andesite. Not even aniron stain.”

It was the same kind of barren formation that he, himsdlf, had been walking over dl day. But he had
not expected SUCCesS so soon. . .

Hetried once again to call Gene Taylor:
"Gene...Gene. .. aeyouthere, Gene?'



There was no answer. He knew there would never be.

* * %

The days became weeks with dismaying swiftness asthey penetrated farther into the north. The hills
became more rugged and there were intrusions of granite and other formations to promise a chance of
finding metal; apromise that urged them on faster astheir time grew shorter.

Twice he saw something white in the distance. Once it was the bones of another band of woods
goats that had huddled together and frozen to death in some early blizzard of the past and once it wasthe
bones of a dozen unicorns.

The nights grew chillier and the suns moved faster and faster to the south. The animasbegan to
migrate, an dmost imperceptible movement in the beginning but one that increased each day. Thefirst
frost came and the migration began in earnest. By the third day it was ahurrying tide.

Tip was strangdly silent that day. He did not speak until the noon sun had cleared the cold, heavy
mists of morning. When he spoke it was to give amessage from Chiara:

"Howard . . . last report . . . Goldieisdying. . . pneumonia. . ."

Goldie was Chiara's mocker, his only means of communication—and there would be no way to tell
him when they were turning back.

"Turn back today, Tony," hesaid. "Steve and | will go on for afew days more."
Therewas no answer and he said quickly, "Turn back—turn back! Acknowledge that, Tony."
"Turning back . . ." the acknowledgment came. " . . . triedto save her . . ."

The message stopped and there was a silence that Chiara's mocker would never break again. He
walked on, with Tip sitting very small and quiet on his shoulder. He had crossed another hill before Tip
moved, to press up close to him the way mockers did when they were lonely and to hold tightly to him.

"What isit, Tip?' he asked.
"Goldieisdying," Tip said. And then again, like asoft, sad whisper, "Goldieisdying. . ."
"Shewasyour mate. . . I'm sorry."
Tip made alittle whimpering sound, and the man reached up to stroke hissilky side.
"I'm sorry," hesaid again. "'I'm sorry as hdll, little fellow.”

* * %

For two days Tip sat lonely and silent on his shoulder, no longer interested in the new scenes nor any
longer relieving the monotony with his chatter. He refused to est until the morning of the third day.

By then the exodus of woods goats and unicorns had dwindled to amaost nothing; the sky aleaden
gray through which the sun could not be seen. That evening he saw what he was sure would be the last
band of woods goats and shot one of them.

When hewent to it he was dmost afraid to believe what he saw.
The hair above its feet was red, discolored with the stain of iron-bearing clay.

He examined it more closely and saw that the goat had apparently watered at a spring where the mud
was material washed down from an iron-bearing vein or formation. It had done so fairly recently—there
were dill tiny particles of clay adhering to the hair.

Thewind gtirred, cold and damp with itswarning of an approaching storm. He looked to the north,
where the evening had turned the gray clouds black, and called Schroeder:

"Seve—any luck?"
"None" Schroeder answered.

"l just killed agoat," he said. "It hasiron sainsonitslegsit got at some spring farther north. I'm going
ontotry tofindit. Y ou canturn back in the morning.”

"No," Schroeder objected. "I can angle over and catch up with you in a couple of days."



"Youll turn back in the morning,” he said. "I'm going to try to find thisiron. But if | get caught by a
blizzard it will be up to you to tel them at the cavesthat | found iron and to tel them whereit is—you
know the mockers can't tranamit that far.”

Therewas ashort Slence; then Schroeder said, "All right—I see. I'll head south in the morning.”

L ake took aroute the next day that would most likely be the one the woods goats had come down,
stopping on each ridge top to study the country ahead of him through his binoculars. It was cloudy al day
but at sunset the sun appeared very briefly, to send itslast rays across the hills and redden themin
mockery of theiron he sought.

Far ahead of him, smdl even through the glasses and made visible only because of the position of the
sun, was a pot at the base of ahill that was redder than the sunset had made the other hills.

He was confident it would be the red clay he was searching for and he hurried on, not stopping until
darkness made further progressimpossible.

Tip dept ingde his jacket, curled up againgt his chest, while the wind blew raw and cold al through
the night. Hewas on hisway again at thefirst touch of daylight, the sky darker than ever and thewind
gpinning random flakes of snow before him.

He stopped to look back to the south once, thinking, If I turn back now | might get out before the
blizzard hits

Then the other thought came: These hillsall look the same. If | don't go to theiron whileI'm thisclose
and know whereit is, it might be years before | or anyone ese could find it again.

Hewent on and did not ook back again for the rest of the day.

By midafternoon the higher hills around him were hidden under the clouds and the snow was coming
harder and faster as the wind drove the flakes againgt hisface. It began to snow with a heaviness that
brought ahalf darkness when he camefinaly to the hill he had seen through the glasses.

A spring was &t the base of it, bubbling out of red clay. Aboveit thered dirt led ahundred fest to a
dike of granite and stopped. He hurried up the hillside that was rapidly whitening with snow and saw the
vean.

It set againgt the dike, short and narrow but red-black with theiron it contained. He picked up a
piece and felt theweight of it. It was heavy—it was pure iron oxide.

He caled Schroeder and asked, "Are you down out of the high hills, Steve?

"I'minthelower ones," Schroeder answered, the words coming alittle muffled from where Tip lay
ingde hisjacket. "It looks black as hell up your way."

"l found theiron, Steve. Listen—these are the nearest to landmarks| cangiveyou. . ."

When he had finished he said, "That'sthe best | can do. Y ou can't seethe red clay except when the
sunislow in the southwest but I'm going to build amonument on top of the hill to find it by."

"About you, Howard," Steve asked, "what are your chances?"

Thewind was rising to a high moaning around the ledges of the granite dike and the vein was already
invisible under the snow.

"It doesn't look like they're very good,” he answered. ™Y ou'll probably be leader when you come
back next spring—I told the council | wanted that if anything happened to me. Keep things going the way
| would have. Now—I'll have to hurry to get the monument builtintime.”

"All right," Schroeder said. "So long, Howard . . . good luck.”

He climbed to the top of the hill and saw boulders there he could use to build the monument. They
were large—he might crush Tip againgt his chest in picking them up—and he took off his jacket, to wrap
it around Tip and leave him lying on the ground.

Heworked until he was panting for breath, the wind driving the snow harder and harder againgt him
until the cold seemed to have penetrated to the bone. He worked until the monument wastoo high for his



numb handsto lift any more bouldersto itstop. By then it wastal enough that it should serveits purpose.
He went back to look for Tip, the ground aready four inches deep in snow and the darkness amost
complete.

"Tip," hecaled. "Tip—Tip—" Hewaked back and forth across the hillsde in the areawhere he
thought he had left him, ssumbling over rocks buried in the snow and invisible in the darkness, cdling
againg thewind and thinking, | can't leave himto die alone here.

Then, from abulge he had not seen in the snow under him, there came afrightened, londly wail:

"Tip cold—Tip cold—"

He raked the snow off hisjacket and unwrapped Tip, to put him insde his shirt next to his bare skin.
Tip's pawswere likeice and he was shivering violently, the first symptom of the pneumoniathat killed
mockers so quickly.

Tip coughed, awrenching, rettling little sound, and whimpered, "Hurt—hurt—"

"I know," he said. "Y our lungs hurt—damn it to hdll, | wish | could have let you go home with Steve.”

He put on the cold jacket and went down the hill. There was nothing with which he could make a
fire—only the short half-green grass, dready buried under the snow. He turned south at the bottom of the
hill, determining the direction by the wind, and began the stubborn march southward that could have but
oneending.

Hewalked until his cold-numbed legswould carry him no farther. The snow waswarm when hefell
for thelast time; warm and soft asit drifted over him, and his mind was clouded with a pleasant
drowsiness.

Thisisn't so bad, he thought, and there was something like surprise through the drowsiness. | can't
regret doing what | had to do—doing it thebest | could . . .

Tip was no longer coughing and the thought of Tip was the only one that was tinged with regret: |
hope he wasn't still hurting when he died.

Hefdt Tip stir very feebly againg his chest then, and he did not know if it was hisimagination or if in
that last dreamlike gate it was Tip's thought that came to him; warm and close and reassuring him:

No hurt no cold now—all right now—we sleep now . . .

Part 4

When spring came Steve Schroeder was leader, as Lake had wanted. It was aduty and a
respongbility that would be under circumstances different from those of any of the leaders before him.
Thegrim fight was over for awhile. They were adapted and increasing in number; going into Big Summer



and into a renascence that would last for fifty years. They would have haf a century in which to develop
their environment to itsfullest extent. Then Big Fall would come, to destroy dl they had accomplished,
and the Gerns would come, to destroy them.

It was his job to make certain that by then they would be stronger than either.

* % %

He went north with nine men as soon as the weather permitted. It was hard to retrace the route of the
summer before, without compasses, among the hillswhich looked dl the same asfar astheir binoculars
could reach, and it was summer when they saw the hill with the monument. They found Lake'sbonesa
few miles south of it, scattered by the scavengers as were the little bones of his mocker. They buried
them together, man and mocker, and went sllently on toward the hill.

They had brought alittle hand-cranked diamond drill with them to bore holesin the hard granite and
black powder for blasting. They mined the vein, sorting out the ore from the waste and saving every
particle.

The vein was narrow at the surface and pinched very rapidly. At adepth of six feet it wasa
knife-blade seam; at ten feet it was only ared discoloration in the bottom of their shaft.

"That seemsto beall of it," he said to the others. "WEell send men up here next year to go deeper and
farther dong its course but | have anideaweve just mined dl of the only iron vein on Ragnarok. It will
be enough for our purpose.”

They sewed the ore in strong rawhide sacks and then prospected, without success, until it wastime
for the last unicorn band to pass by on itsway south. They trapped ten unicorns and hobbled their legs,
with other ropes reaching from horn to hind leg on each side to prevent them from swinging back their
heads or even lifting them high.

They had expected the capture and hobbling of the unicornsto be adifficult and dangerousjob and it
was. But when they were finished the unicorns were helpless. They could move awkwardly about to
graze but they could not charge. They could only stand with lowered heads and fume and rumble.

The ore sacks were tied on one frosty morning and the men mounted. The horn-leg ropes were
loosened so the unicorns could travel, and the unicorns went into afrenzy of bucking and rearing,
squeding with rage asthey tried to impaether riders.

The short spears, stabbing at the sengitive spot behind the jawbones of the unicorns, thwarted the
backward flung heads and the unicorns were dowly forced into submission. The last one conceded
temporary defeat and the long journey to the south started, the unicorns going in the run that they could
maintain hour after hour.

Each day they pushed the unicorns until they were too weary to fight at night. Each morning, rested,
the unicorns resumed the battle. It became an expected routine for both unicorns and men.

The unicorns were rel eased when the ore was unloaded at the foot of the hill before the caves and
Schroeder went to the new waterwhed, where the new generator was dready in place. There George
Craig told him of the unexpected obstacle that had appeared.

"We're stuck,” George said. "The duminum oreisn't what we thought it would be. It's scarce and
very low grade, of such acomplex nature that we can't refineit to the oxide with what we have to work
with on Ragnarok.”

"Have you produced any duminum oxide a al?"

"A little. We might have enough for thewirein ahundred yearsif we kept at it hard enough.”

"What else do you need—was there enough cryolite?" he asked.

"Not much of it, but enough. We have the generator set up, the smelting box built and the carbon
lining and rods ready. We have everything we need to smelt d uminum ore—except the aluminum ore."

"Go ahead and finish up the detalls, such asingaling thelining," he said. "Wedidn't get thisfar to be
stopped now."



But the prospecting parties, making full use of the time left them before winter closed down, returned
late that fall to report no sgn of the ore they needed.

Spring came and he was determined they would be smélting a uminum before the summer was over
even though he had no idea where the ore would be found. They needed dluminum ore of agrade high
enough that they could extract the pure aluminum oxide. Specifically, they needed duminum oxide. . .

Then he saw the answer to their problem, so obviousthat al of them had overlooked it.

He passed by four children playing agame in front of the cavesthat day; somekind of achecker-like
game in which differently colored rocks represented the different children. One boy was using red stones,
some of the rubies that had been brought back as curios from the chasm. Rubies were of no use or value
on Ragnarok; only pretty rocksfor childrento play with. . .

Only pretty rock>—rubies and sgpphires were corundum, were pure a uminum oxide!

Hewent to tell George and to arrange for aparty of men to go into the chasm after al the rubiesand
sapphires they could find. The last obstacle had been surmounted.

The summer sun was hot the day the generator hummed into life. The carbon-lined smelting box was
ready and the current flowed between the heavy carbon rods suspended in the cryolite and the lining,
transforming the cryolite into aliquid. The crushed rubies and sapphires were fed into the box, glowing
and glittering in blood-red and sky-blue scintillations of light, to be deprived by the current of their life
and fire and be changed into something entirely different.

When the time came to draw off some of the metd they opened the orifice in the lower corner of the
box. Molten auminum flowed out into theingot mold in alittle stream; more beatiful to them than any
gems could ever be, bright and gleaming in its promise that more than six generations of imprisonment
would soon be ended.

* % %

The duminum smelting continued until the supply of rubies and sgpphiresin the chasm had been
exhausted but for small and scattered fragments. It was enough, with some a uminum above the amount
needed for the wire.

It was the year one hundred and fifty-two when they smedlted the duminum. In eight more yearsthey
would reach the middle of Big Summer; the sunswould start their long drift southward, not to return for
one hundred and fifty years. Time was passing swiftly by for them and there was none of it to waste. . .

The making of ceramics was developed to an art, as was the making of different types of glass.
Looms were built to spin thread and cloth from woods goat wool, and vegetables dyes were discovered.
Exploration parties crossed the continent to the eastern and western segs, salty and lifeless seasthat were
bordered by immense deserts. No trees of any kind grew aong their shores and ships could not be built
to crossthem.

Efforts were continued to develop an inorganic field of chemistry, with discouraging results, but in one
hundred and fifty-nine the orange corn was successfully adapted to the elevation and climate of the caves.

There was enough that year to feed the mockers dl winter, supply next year's seeds, and leave
enough that it could be ground and baked into bread for al to taste.

It tasted strange, but good. It was, Schroeder thought, symbolic of agreat forward step. It wasthe
firgt timein generations that any of them had known any food but meet. The corn would make them less
dependent upon hunting and, of paramount importance, it was the type of food to which they would have
to become accustomed in the future—they could not carry herds of woods goats and unicorns with them
on Gern battle cruisers.

Thelack of metas hindered them wherever they turned in their effortsto build even the smplest
machines or weapons. Despite its dubious prospects, however, they made arifle-like gun.

The barre of it wasthick, of the hardest, toughest ceramic material they could produce. It wasa
cumbersome, heavy thing, firing with aflintlock action, and it could not be loaded with much powder lest



the charge burst the barrdl.

Theflintlock ignition was not instantaneous, the light-weight porcelain bullet had far |ess penetrating
power than an arrow, and the thing boomed and belched out a cloud of smoke that would have shown
the Gerns exactly where the shooter was located.

It was an interesting curio and the firing of it was something spectacular to behold but it wasa
wespon apt to be much more dangerous to the man behind it than to the Gern it was aimed at. Automatic
crosshows were far better.

Woods goats had been trapped and housed during the summersin shelters where sprays of water
maintained atemperature cool enough for them to survive. Only the young were kept when fall came, to
be sheltered through the winter in one of the caves. Each new generation was subjected to more hegt in
the summer and more cold in the winter than the generation before it and by the year one hundred and
sxty the woods goats were well on their way toward adaptation.

The next year they trapped two unicorns, to begin the job of adapting and taming future generations
of them. If they succeeded they would have utilized the resources of Ragnarok to the limit—except for
what should be their most vauable aly with which to fight the Gerns: the prowlers.

For twenty years prowlers had observed atruce wherein they would not go hunting for men if men
would stay away from their routes of travel. But it was atruce only and there was no indication that it
could ever evolveinto friendship.

Threetimesin the past, half-grown prowlers had been captured and caged in the hope of taming
them. Each time they had paced their cages, looking longingly into the distance, refusing to eat and defiant
until they died.

To prowlers, asto some men, freedom was more precious than life. And each time a prowler had
been captured the free ones had retaliated with aresurgence of savage attacks.

There seemed no way that men and prowlers could ever meet on common ground. They were dien
to one another, separated by the gulf of an origin on worldstwo hundred and fifty light-years apart. Their
only common heritage wasthe will of each to battle.

But in the spring of one hundred and sixty-one, for alittle while one day, the gulf was bridged.

* % %

Schroeder was returning from atrip he had taken aone to the east, coming down the long canyon
that led from the high face of the plateau to the country near the caves. He hurried, glancing back at the
black cloudsthat had gathered so quickly on the mountain behind him. Thunder rumbled from within
them, an amost continuous roll of it asthe clouds poured down their deluge of water.

A cloudburst was coming and the sheer-walled canyon down which he hurried had suddenly become
adesath trap, its sunlit quiet soon to be transformed into roaring destruction. There was only one place
aong its nine-mile length where he might climb out and the time was dready short in which to reach it.

He had increased his pace to atrot when he cameto it, atalus of broken rock that doped up steeply
for thirty feet to ashelf. A ledge eleven feet high stood over the shelf and other, lower, ledges set back
fromit like climbing steps.

At thefoot of the talus he stopped to listen, wondering how close behind him the water might be. He
heard it coming, a sound like the roaring of a high wind up the canyon, and he scrambled up the talus of
loose rock to the shdlf at itstop. The shelf was not high enough above the canyon's floor—he would be
killed there—and he followed it fifty feet around a sharp bend. Thereit narrowed abruptly, to mergeinto
the sheer wdll of the canyon. Blind dley . ..

He ran back to the top of the talus where the edge of the ledge, ragged with projections of rock, was
unreachably far above him. As he did so the roaring was suddenly a crashing, booming thunder and he
saw the water coming.

It swept around the bend at perhaps ahundred miles an hour, stretching from wall towall of the



canyon, the crest of it seething and dashing and towering forty sheer feet above the canyon'sfloor.

A prowler wasrunning in front of it, running for itslifeand losing.

There was no time to watch. He leaped upward, as high as possible, his crossbow in hishand. He
caught the end of the bow over one of the sharp projections of rock on the ledge's rim and began to pull
himsalf up, afraid to hurry lest the rock cut the bowstring in two and drop him back.

It held and he stood on the ledge, safe, asthe prowler flashed up the talus below.

It darted around the blind-aley shelf and was back amoment later. It saw that its only chance would
be to leap up on the ledge where he stood and it tried, handicapped by the steep, loose dopeit had to
jump from.

It failled and fell back. It tried again, hurling itsdlf upward with dl its strength, and its claws caught
fleetingly on the rough rock afoot below the rim. It began to dide back, with no timeleft it for athird try.

It looked up at the rim of safety that it had not quite reached and then on up at him, its eyes bright
and cold with the knowledge that it was going to die and its enemy would watch it.

Schroeder dropped flat on his stomach and reached down, past the massive black head, to seizethe
prowler by the back of the neck. He pulled up with al his strength and the claws of the prowler tore at
therocks asit climbed.

When it was coming up over the ledge, safe, herolled back from it and came to hisfeet in one swift,
wary motion, hiseyeson it and hisknife dready in hishand. As he did so the water went past below
them with athunder that deafened. Logs and trees shot past, boulders crashed together, and things could
be seen surging in the brown depths; shapel ess things that had once been woods goats and the battered
gray bulk of aunicorn. He saw it al with asideward glance, his attention on the prowler.

It stepped back from the rim of the ledge and looked at him; warily, ashelooked at it. With the
wariness was something like question, and amost disbelief.

The ledge they stood on was narrow but it led out of the canyon and to the open land beyond. He
motioned to the prowler to precede him and, hesitating amoment, it did so.

They climbed out of the canyon and out onto the grassy dope of the mountainside. Theroar of the
water was adistant rumble there and he stopped. The prowler did the same and they watched each other
again, each of them trying to understand what the thoughts of the other might be. It was something they
could not know—they were too aien to each other and had been enemiestoo long.

Then agust of wind swept across them, bending and rippling thetall grass, and the prowler swung
away to gowith it and leave him standing aone.

Hisroute was such that it diverged gradualy from that taken by the prowler. He went through a
grove of trees and emerged into an open glade on the other sSide. Up on the ridge to hisright he saw
something black for amoment, aready far away.

He wasthirty feet from the next grove of trees when he saw the gray shadow waiting silently for his
coming within them.

Unicorn!

His crossbow rattled as he jerked back the pistol grip. The unicorn charged, the underbrush
crackling asit tore through it and a vine whipping like arope from its lowered horn.

Hisfirgt arrow went into its chest. It lurched, fatally wounded but till coming, and he jerked back on
the pistal grip for the quick shot that would stop it.

The rock-frayed bow string broke with asinging sound and the bow end snapped harmlessly
forward.

He had counted on the bow and its failure came afraction of asecond too late for him to dodge far

enough. His sdeward legp was short, and the horn caught him in midair, ripping across hisribs and
breaking them, shattering the bone of hisleft arm and tearing the flesh. He was hurled fifteen feet and he



struck the ground with a stunning impact, pain washing over himin ablinding wave.

Through it, dimly, he saw the unicorn fal and heard its dying trumpet blast asit caled to another. He
heard an answering cdl somewhere in the distance and then the faraway drumming of hooves.

Hefought back the blindness and used his good arm to lift himself up. His bow was usdless, his spear
lay broken under the unicorn, and hisknife was gone. His left arm swung helplesdy and he could not
climb thelimbless lower trunk of alance tree with only onearm.

Hewent forward, limping, trying to hurry to find his knife while the drumming of hooves raced
toward him. It would be a battle already lost that he would make with the short knife but he would have
blood for hisgoing . . .

The grassgrew tal and thick, hiding the knife until he could hear the unicorn crashing through the
trees. He saw it ten feet ahead of him asthe unicorn tore out from the edge of the woods thirty feet away.

It squedled, shrill with triumph, and the horn swept up to impae him. There was no time left to reach
the knife, no time left for anything but the last fleeting Sight of sunshine and glade and arching blue sky—

Something from behind him shot past and up at the unicorn'sthroat, athing that was snarling black
savagery with ydlow eyes blazing and white fangs dashing—the prowler!

It ripped at the unicorn'sthroat, swerving its charge, and the unicorn plunged past him. The unicorn
swung back, dl the triumph gone from its squedl, and the prowler struck again. They became a swirling
blur, the horn of the unicorn swinging and stabbing and the attacks of the prowler like the swift, relentless
thrusting of arapier.

He went to his knife and when he turned back with it in his hand the battle was aready over.

The unicorn fell and the prowler turned away from it. One foreleg was bathed in blood and its chest
was heaving with a panting so fast that it could not have been caused by the fight with the unicorn.

It must have been watching me, he thought, with astrange feding of wonder. It was watching from
theridgeand it ran al the way.

Itsyellow eyesflickered to the knife in his hand. He dropped the knifein the grass and walked
forward, unarmed, wanting the prowler to know that he understood; that for them in that moment the gulf
of two hundred and fifty light-yearsdid not exi<.

He stopped near it and squatted in the grass to begin binding up his broken arm so the bones would
not grate together. It watched him, then it began to lick at its bloody shoulder; standing so closeto him
that he could have reached out and touched it.

Again hefet the sense of wonder. They were alone together in the glade, he and aprowler, each
caring for his hurts. There was a bond between them that for alittle while made them like brothers. There
was abridge for alittle while across the gulf that had never been bridged before. . .

When he had finished with his arm and the prowler had |essened the bleeding of its shoulder it took a
step back toward the ridge. He stood up, knowing it was going to leave.

"| suppose the scoreiseven now," he said to it, "and welll never see each other again. So good
hunting—and thanks."

It made asound in itsthroat; a queer sound that was neither bark nor growl, and he had the fedling it
wastrying to tell him something. Then it turned and was gone like a black shadow across the grassand
hewas done again.

He picked up hisknife and bow and began the long, painful journey back to the caves, looking again
and again at the ridge behind him and thinking: They have a code of ethics. They fight for their
survival—but they pay their debts.

Ragnarok was big enough for both men and prowlers. They could live together in friendship as men

and dogs of Earth lived together. It might take along time to win the trust of the prowlers but surdly it
could be done.



He cameto the rocky trail that led to the caves and there he took alast ook at the ridge behind him;
feding apoignant sense of loss and wondering if hewould ever see the prowler again or ever again know
the strange, wild companionship he had known that day.

Perhaps he never would . . . but the time would come on Ragnarok when children would play in the
grasswith prowler pups and the time would come when men and prowlers, side by side, would face the
Gerns.

* * %

In the year that followed there were two incidents when a prowler had the opportunity to kill a hunter
on prowler territory and did not do so. There was no way of knowing if the prowler in each case had
been the one he had saved from the cloudburst or if the prowlers, as awhole, were respecting what a
human had done for one of them.

Schroeder thought of again trying to capture prowler pups—very young ones—and decided it would
be astupid plan. Such an act would destroy al that had been done toward winning the trust of the
prowlers. It would be better to wait, even though time was growing short, and find some other way.

Thefal of one hundred and sixty-three came and the suns were noticeably moving south. That was
thefdl that histhird child, agirl, was born. She was named Julia, after the Julia of long ago, and shewas
of the last generation that would be born in the caves.

Plans were dready under way to build atown in the valey amile from the caves. The unicorn-proof
stockade wall that would enclose it was dready under construction, being made of stone blocks. The
houses would be of diamond-sawed stone, thick-walled, with dead-air spaces between the double walls
to insulate againgt heat and cold. Tdl, wide canopies of lance tree poles and the pam-like medusabush
leaves would be built over dl the housesto supply additiona shade.

The woods goats were fully adapted that year and domesticated to such an extent that they had no
desireto migrate with thewild goats. Therewasasmdl herd of them then, enough to supply alimited
amount of milk, cheese and wool.

The adaptation of the unicorns proceeded in thefollowing years, but not their domestication. It was
their nature to be ill-tempered and treacherous and only the threat of the spearsin the hands of their
driversforced them to work; work that they could have done easily had they not diverted so much effort
each day to trying to turn on their masters and kill them. Each night they were put in amassive-walled
corrd, for they were aimost as dangerous aswild unicorns.

The dow, paingtaking work on the trangmitter continued while the suns moved farther south each
year. The move from the caves to the new town was made in one hundred and seventy-nine, the year
that Schroeder'swife died.

Histwo sonswere grown and married and Julia, at Sixteen, was awoman by Ragnarok standards;
blue-eyed and black-haired as her mother, a Craig, had been, and strikingly pretty in awild, reckless
way. She married Will Humbolt that spring, leaving her father donein the new house in the new town.

Four months later she came to him to announce with pride and excitement:

"I'm going to have ababy in only six monthd! If it'saboy hell be theright age to be leader when the
Gerns come and we're going to name him John, after the John who wasthefirst leader we ever had on
Ragnarok."

Her words brought to his mind a question and he thought of what old Dae Craig, the leader who had
preceded Lake, had written:

We have survived, the generations that the Gerns thought would never be born. But we must
never forget the characteristics that insured that survival: an unswerving loyalty of every
individual to all the others and the courage to fight, and die if necessary.

In any year, now, the Gernswill come. Therewill be no one to help us. Those on Athena are
sdaves and it is probable that Earth has been enslaved by now. We will stand or fall alone. But if



we of today could know that the ones who meet the Gerns will still have the courage and loyalty
that made our survival possible, then we would know that the Gerns are already defeated . . .

The eraof danger and violence was over for alittle while. The younger generation had grown up
during atime of peaceful development of their environment. It was a peace that the coming of the Gerns
would shatter—but had it softened the courage and loydlty of the younger generation?

A week |ater he was given hisanswer.

Hewas climbing up the hill that morning, high above the town below, when he saw the blue of Julias
wool blouse in the distance. She was Sitting up on ahillside, an open book in her 1ap and her short spear
lying beside her.

Hefrowned at the sght. The main southward migration of unicornswas over but there were often
lone stragglers who might appear at any time. He had warned her that someday a unicorn would kill
her—but she was reckless by nature and given to restless moods in which she could not stand the
confinement of the town.

Shejerked up her head as he watched, asthough at afaint sound, and he saw the first movement
within the trees behind her—aunicorn.

It lunged forward, its stealth abandoned as she heard it, and she cameto her feet in a swift, smooth
movement; the spear in her hand and the book spilling to the ground.

The unicorn's squed rang out and she whirled to face it, with two secondsto live. He reached for his
bow, knowing his help would cometoo late.

She did the only thing possible that might enable her to survive: she shifted her balance to take
advantage of the fact that a human could jump to one Side alittle more quickly than afour-footed beast in
headlong charge. As she did so she brought up the spear for the thrust into the vulnerable area just
behind the jawbone.

It seemed the needle point of the black horn was no more than an arm's length from her somach
when she jumped aside with the lithe quickness of aprowler, swinging as she jumped and thrusting the
spear with dl her strength into the unicorn's neck.

The thrust was true and the spear went deep. She released it and flung hersalf backward to dodge
the flying hooves. Theforce of the unicorn's charge took it past her but itslegs collapsed under it and it
crashed to the ground, diding alittle way before it stopped. It kicked once and lay lill.

Shewent to it, to retrieve her spear, and even from the distance there was an air of pride about her
as shewalked past her bulky victim.

Then she saw the book, knocked to one side by the unicorn's hooves. Tatters of its pageswere
blowing in the wind and she stiffened, her face growing pae. Sheranto it to pick it up, the unicorn
forgotten.

She was trying to smooth the torn leaves when he reached her. 1t had been one of the old textbooks,
printed on real paper, and it was fragile with age. She had been trusted by the librarian to take good care
of it. Now, page after page wastorn and unreadable.. . .

Shelooked up at him, shame and misery on her face.

"Father," she said. "The book—I—"

He saw that the unicorn was abull considerably larger than the average. Men had in the past killed
unicorns with spears but never, before, had asixteen-year-old girl doneso. . .

He looked back at her, keeping his face emotionless, and asked sternly, ™Y ou what?"
"l guess—I guess| didn't have any right to take the book out of town. | wish | hadnt . . ."

"Y ou promised to take good care of it," hetold her coldly. "Y our promise was believed and you
weretrusted to keep it."

"But—but | didn't mean to damage it—I didn't mean to!" She was suddenly very near to tears. "I'm



not a—a bemmon!"

"Go back to town,” he ordered. "Tonight bring the book to the town hall and tell the council what
happened to it.”

She swalowed and said in afaint voice, "Y es, father."

Sheturned and started dowly back down the hill, not seeing the unicorn as she passed it, the bloody
spear trailing disconsolately behind her and her head hanging in shame.

He watched her go and it was safe for him to smile. When night came and she stood before the
council, ashamed to lift her eyesto look at them, he would have to be grim and stern as he told her how
she had been trusted and how she had betrayed that trust. But now, as he watched her go down the hill,
he could smilewith his pride in her and know that his question was answered; that the younger generation
had lost neither courage nor loyalty.

* % %

Juliasaved achild'slife that spring and dmost lost her own. The child was playing under a
half-completed canopy when a sudden, violent wind struck it and transformed it into a death-trap of
cracking, faling timbers. She reached himin timeto fling him to safety but the collapsing roof caught her
before she could make her own escape.

Her chest and throat were torn by the jagged ends of the broken poles and for aday and anight her
lifewas afeebly flickering spark. She began to raly on the second night and on the third morning shewas
ableto speak for thefirst time, her eyes dark and tortured with her fear:

"My baby—what did it do to him?"

She conva esced dowly, haunted by the fear. Her son was born five weeks later and her fears
proved to have been groundless. He was perfectly norma and hedlthy.

And hungry—and her dowly healing breasts would be dry for weeksto come.

By a coincidence that had never happened before and could never happen again there was not a
sngle feeding-time foster-mother available for the baby. There were many expectant mothers but only
three women had young babies—and each of them had twinsto feed.

But therewasasmdl supply of frozen goat milk in the ice house, enough to see young Johnny
through until it wastimefor the goat herd to give milk. He would haveto live on short rations until then
but it could not be helped.

Johnny was amonth old when the opportunity came for the men of Ragnarok to have their ultimate
aly.

Thelast of the unicorns were going north and the prowlers had long since gone. The blue star was
lighting the night like asmall sun when the breeze coming through Schroeder's window brought the distant
squedling of unicorns.

He listened, wondering. It was asound that did not belong. Everyone was safely in the town, most of
them in bed, and there should be nothing outside the stockade for the unicornsto fight.

He armed himsdf with spear and crossbow and went outside. He let himself out through the east gate
and went toward the sounds of battle. They grew louder as he approached, more furious, as though the
battle was reaching its climax.

He crossed the creek and went through the trees beyond. There, inasmall clearing no more than half
amilefrom the town, he came upon the scene.

A lone prowler was making a stand against two unicorns. Two other unicornslay on the ground,
dead, and behind the prowler was the dark shape of its mate lying lifelesdy in the grass. There was blood
on the prowler, purple in the blue sarlight, and gloating rang in the squedls of the unicorns asthey lunged
a it. Thelegps of the prowler were fatering asit fought them, the last desperate defiance of an animal

dready dying.



He brought up the bow and sent avolley of arrowsinto the unicorns. Their gloating squeals died and
they fell. The prowler stlaggered and fell beside them.

It was breathing its last when he reached it but in the way it looked up a him he had the feding that it
wanted to tell him something, that it wastrying hard to live long enough to do so. It died with the strange
apped initseyes and not until then did he see the scar on its shoulder; a scar such as might have been
made long ago by therip of aunicorn's horn.

It was the prowler he had known nineteen years before.

The ground was trampled al around by the unicorns, showing that the prowlers had been besieged dl
day. He went to the other prowler and saw it was afemale. Her breasts showed that she had had pups
recently but she had been dead at |east two days. Her hind legs had been broken sometime that spring
and they were dtill only half hedled, twisted and dmost useless.

Then, that was why the two of them were so far behind the other prowlers. Prowlers, like the
wolves, coyotes and foxes of Earth, mated for life and the male hel ped take care of the young. She had
been injured somewhere to the south, perhapsin afight with unicorns, and her mate had stayed with her
as she hobbled her dow way adong and killed game for her. The pups had been born and they had had to
stop. Then the unicorns had found them and the female had been too crippled to fight . . .

Helooked for the pups, expecting to find them trampled and dead. But they were dive, hidden under
the roots of asmall tree near their mother.

Prowler pups—alive!
They were very young, small and blind and helpless. He picked them up and his eation drained away

as helooked at them. They madelittle sounds of hunger, dmost inaudible, and they moved feebly, trying
to find their mother's breasts and aready so weak that they could not lift their heads.

Small chunks of fresh meat had been |eft beside the pups and he thought of what the prowler's
emotions must have been as his mate lay dead on the ground and he carried mest to their young, knowing
they were too small to et it but helplessto do anything else for them.

And he knew why there had been the appedl in the eyes of the prowler asit died and what it had
tried totdl him: Save them. . . as you once saved me.

He carried the pups back past the prowler and looked down at it in passing. "I'll do my best,” he
sad.

When he reached his house he laid the pups on his bed and built afire. Therewas no milk to give
them—the goats would not have young for at least another two weeks—but perhaps they could eat a
soup of somekind. He put water on to boil and began shredding meat to make them arich broth.

One of them was amale, the other afemale, and if he could save them they would fight beside the
men of Ragnarok when the Gerns came. He thought of what he would name them as he worked. He
would name the female Sigyn, after Loki'sfaithful wife who went with him when the gods condemned him
to Hel, the Teutonic underworld. And he would name the male Fenrir, after the monster wolf who would
fight beside Loki when Loki led theforces of Hel inthefind battle on the day of Ragnarok.

But when the broth was prepared, and cooled enough, the pups could not et it. He tried making it
wesker, tried it mixed with corn and herb soup, tried corn and herb soups alone. They could egt nothing
he prepared for them.

When gray daylight entered the room he had tried everything possible and had failed. He sat wearily
in hischair and watched them, defeated. They were no longer crying in their hunger and when he touched
them they did not move asthey had done before.

They would be dead before the day was over and the only chance men had ever had to have
prowlers astheir friends and alieswould be gone.

Thefirg rays of sunrise were coming into the room, reveding fully thefrail thinness of the pups, when
there was astep outside and Julias voice:



"Father?'

"Comein, Julia"" hesad, not moving.

She entered, ill apale shadow of the reckless girl who had fought a unicorn, even though she was
dowly regaining her norma health. She carried young Johnny inonearm, in her other hand hislittle bottle
of milk. Johnny was hungry—there was never quite enough milk for him—abut he was not crying.
Ragnarok childrendidnotcry . ..

She saw the pups and her eyes went wide.

"Prowlers—baby prowlerst Where did you get them?”

Hetold her and she went to them, to ook down at them and say, "If you and their father hadn't
helped each other that day they wouldn't be here, nor you, nor I, nor Johnny—none of usin thisroom.”

"They won't live out the day,” he said. "They have to have milk—and thereisn't any.”

Shereached down to touch them and they seemed to sense that she was something different. They
dtirred, making tiny whimpering sounds and trying to move their headsto nuzzle at her fingers.

Compassion cameto her face, like asoft light.

"They're so young," she said. "So terribly young to haveto die. . ."

Shelooked at Johnny and &t thelittle bottle that held histoo-small morning ration of milk.

" Johnny—Johnny—" Her words were dmost awhisper. "Y ou're hungry—»but we can't let them die.
And someday, for this, they will fight for your life."

She sat on the bed and placed the pupsin her 1ap beside Johnny. She lifted alittle black head with
gentle fingers and alittle pink mouth ceased whimpering asit found the nipple of Johnny's bottle.

Johnny's gray eyes darkened with the storm of approaching protest. Then the other pup touched his
hand, crying in its hunger, and the protest faded as surprise and something like sudden understanding
cameinto hiseyes.

Juliawithdrew the bottle from thefirst pup and transferred it to the second one. Its crying ceased and
Johnny leaned forward to touch it again, and the one besideit.

He made his decision with an gpproving sound and leaned back against his mother's shoulder,
patiently awaiting his own turn and their presence accepted as though they had been born his brother and
gger.

The golden light of the new day shone on them, on his daughter and grandson and the prowler pups,
and in it he saw the bright omen for the future.

His own role was nearing its end but he had seen the people of Ragnarok conquer their environment
in so far as Big Winter would ever let it be conquered. The last generation was being born, the generation
that would meet the Gerns, and now they would have their find aly. Perhapsit would be Johnny who led
them on that day, asthe omen seemed to prophesy.

Hewasthe son of aline of leaders, born to amother who had fought and killed aunicorn. He had
gone hungry to share what little he had with the young of Ragnarok's most proud and savage speciesand
Fenrir and Sigyn would fight beside him on the day he led the forces of the hell-world in the battle with
the Gerns who thought they were gods.

Could the Gerns hope to have aleader to match?



Part b

John Humboalt, leader, stood on the wide stockade wall and watched the lowering sun touch the
western horizon—far south of where it had set when he was a child. Big Summer was over and now, in
the year two hundred, they were dready three yearsinto Big Fall. The Craigs had been impassable with
snow for five years and the country at the north end of the plateau, where theiron had been found, had
been buried under never-meting snow and growing glaciersfor twenty years.

There came the soft tinkling of ceramic bells asthe herd of milk goats came down off the hills. Two
children were following and six prowlers walked with them, to protect them from wild unicorns.

There were not many of the goats. Each year the winters were longer, requiring the stocking of a
larger supply of hay. The time would come when the summers would be so short and the winters so long
that they could not keep goats at al. And by then, when Big Winter had closed in on them, the summer
seasons would be too short for the growing of the orange corn. They would have nothing left but the
hunting.

They had, he knew, reached and passed the zenith of the development of their environment. From a
low of forty-nine men, women and children in dark caves they had risen to atown of six thousand. For a
few yearsthey had had away of life that was dmost acivilization but the inevitable decline was aready
under way. The years of frozen stexility of Big Winter were coming and no amount of determination or
ingenuity could dter them. Six thousand would haveto live by hunting—and one hundred, inthefirst Big
Winter, had found barely enough game.

They would have to migrate in one of two different ways. they could go to the south as nomed
hunters—or they could go to other, fairer worldsin shipsthey took from the Gerns.

The choice was very easy to make and they were dmost ready.

In the workshop at the farther edge of town the hyperspace transmitter was nearing completion. The
little smelter was waiting to receive the lathe and other iron and sted and turn them into the castings for
the generator. Their weapons were ready, the mockers were trained, the prowlerswere waiting. And in
the massive corrd beyond town forty haf-tame unicorns trampled the ground and hated the world,
wanting to kill something. They had learned to be afraid of Ragnarok men but they would not be afraid to
kill Gerns. ..

The children with the goats reached the stockade and two of the prowlers, Fenrir and Sigyn, turned
to see him standing on the wall. He made allittle motion with his hand and they came running, to lesp up
besde him on the ten-foot-high wall.

"So you've been checking up on how well the young ones guard the children?' he asked.

Sgyn lolled out her tongue and her white teeth grinned & him in answer. Fenrir, aways the grimmer
of thetwo, made asound in histhroat in reply.

Prowlers developed something like atelepathic rapport with their masters and could sense their
thoughts and understand relatively complex ingtructions. Their intelligence was greeter, and of afar more



mature order, than that of the little mockers but their voca cords were not capable of making the sounds
necessary for speech.

He rested his hands on their shoulders, where their ebony fur was frosted with gray. Age had not yet
affected their quick, flowing movement but they were getting old—they were only afew weeks short of
his own age. He could not remember when they had not been with him. ..

Sometimes it seemed to him he could remember those hungry days when he and Fenrir and Sigyn
shared together in his mother'slap—Hbuit it was probably only hisimagination from having heard the story
told so often. But he could remember for certain when he waslearning to walk and Fenrir and Sigyn, full
grown then, walked tall and black beside him. He could remember playing with Sigyn's pups and he
could remember Sigyn watching over them dl, sometimes giving her pups abath and hisface awashing
with equal disregard for their and his protests. Above al he could remember the timeswhen hewas
amogt grown; the wild, free days when he and Fenrir and Sigyn had roamed the mountains together.
With abow and aknife and two prowlers beside him he had felt that there was nothing on Ragnarok that
they could not conquer; that there was nothing in the universe they could not defy together . . .

* * *

Therewasaflicker of black movement and ayoung messenger prowler came running from the
direction of the council hall, a speckle-faced mocker clinging to its back. It legped up on thewall beside
him and the mocker, one that had been trained to remember and repeat messages verbatim, took a
breath so deep that its cheeks bulged out. It spoke, in aquick rush like achild that isafraid it might forget
some of thewords:

"Y ou will please cometo the council hdl to lead the discussion regarding the last preparationsfor the
mesting with the Gerns. The tranamitter is complete.”

* * *

The lathe was torn down the next day and the smelter began to roar with its forced draft. Excitement
and anticipation ran through the town like afever. 1t would take perhaps twenty daysto build the
generator, working day and night so that not an hour of timewould be logt, forty daysfor the sgnd to
reach Athena, and forty daysfor the Gern cruiser to reach Ragnarok—

In one hundred days the Gerns would be there!

The men who would engage in the fight for the cruiser quit trimming their beards. Later, when it was
time for the Gernsto appear, they would discard their woolen garments for ones of goat skin. The Gerns
would regard them as primitive inferiors at best and it might be of advantage to heighten theimpression. It
would make the awakening of the Gerns alittle more shocking.

An underground passage, leading from the town to the conceal ment of the woods in the distance, had
long ago been dug. Through it the women and children would go when the Gerns arrived.

Therewas alevel areaof ground, just beyond the south wall of town, where the cruiser would be
amost certain to land. The town had been built with that thought in mind. Woods were not far from both
sdes of the landing site and unicorn corras were hidden in them. From the corrals would come the rear
flanking attack againgt the Gerns.

The prowlers, of course, would be scattered among al the forces.

* % %

The generator was completed and installed on the nineteenth night. Charley Craig, agiant of aman
whose red beard gave him a genially murderous appearance, opened the valve of the water pipe. The
new wooden turbine stirred and belts and pulleys began to spin. The generator hummed, the needles of
the dials climbed, flickered, and steadied.

Norman Lake looked from them to Humbalt, his pae gray eyes coldly satisfied. "Full output,” he
sad. "We have the power we need thistime."

Jm Chiarawas at the transmitter and they waited while he threw switches and studied dids. Every
component of the transmitter had been tested but they had not had the power to test the complete



assembly.

"That'sit," he said at last, looking up at them. " She's ready, after dmost two hundred years of
wanting her."

Humbolt wondered what the signa should be and saw no reason why it should not be the same one
that had been sent out with such hope a hundred and sixty-five years ago.

"All right, Jm," he said. "L et the Gerns know werre waiting for them—make it 'Ragnarok calling'
agan."

Thetransmitter key rattled and the al-wave signd that the Gerns could not fail to receive went out at
avelocity of fivelight-yearsaday:

Ragnarok calling—Ragnarok calling—Ragnarok calling—

It was the longest summer Humbolt had ever experienced. Hewas not donein his
impatience—among al of them the restlessness flamed higher asthe dow days dragged by, making it
amost impossible to go about their routine duties. The gentle mockers sensed the anticipation of thelr
masters for the coming battle and they became nervous and apprehensive. The prowlers sensed it and
they paced about the town in the dark of night; watching, listening, on ceaseless guard againgt the
mysterious enemy their masters waited for. Even the unicorns seemed to sense what was coming and
they rumbled and squedled in their corras at night, red-eyed with the lust for blood and sometimes
attacking the log walls with blows that shook the ground.

Theinterminable days went their dow succession and summer gave way to fal. The hundredth day
dawned, cold and gray with the approach of winter; the day of the Gerns.

But no cruiser came that day, nor the next.

He stood again on the stockade wall in the evening of the third day, Fenrir and Sigyn beside him. He
listened for thefirst dim, distant sound of the Gern cruiser and heard only the moaning of the wind around
him.

Winter was coming. Always, on Ragnarok, winter was coming or the brown desth of summer.
Ragnarok was a harsh and barren prison, and no amount of desire could ever make it otherwise. Only
the coming of aGern cruiser could ever offer them the bloody, violent opportunity to regain their
freedom.

But what if the cruiser never came?

It was athought too dark and hopeless to be held. They were not asking alarge favor of fate, after
two hundred years of gtriving for it; only the chance to challenge the Gern Empire with bows and knives.

Fenrir giffened, thefur lifting on his shoulders and amuted growl coming from him. Then Humbolt
heard the first whisper of sound; afaint, faraway roaring that was not the wind.

He watched and listened and the sound came swiftly nearer, rising in pitch and swelling in volume.
Then it broke through the clouds, tall and black and beautifully deadly. It rode down on its rockets of
flame, filling the valey with itsthunder, and his heart hammered with exultation.

It had come—the cruiser had comel

He turned and dropped the ten feet to the ground inside the stockade. The warning signa was being
sounded from the center of town; aunicorn horn that gave out the call they had used in the practice
adarms. Already the women and children would be hurrying aong the tunnelsthat led to the temporary
safety of the woods beyond town. The Gerns might use their turret blastersto destroy thetown and dl in
it before the night was over. Therewas no way of knowing what might happen before it ended. But
whatever it was, it would be the action they had dl been wanting.

He ran to where the others would be gathering, Fenrir and Sigyn loping beside him and the horn
ringing wild and savage and triumphant as it announced the end of two centuries of waiting.
* * %



The cruiser settled to earth in the areawhere it had been expected to land, towering high above the
town with itsturret blasters|ooking down upon the houses.

Charley Craig and Norman Lake were waiting for him on the high steps of his own housein the
center of town where the elevation gave them agood view of the ship yet where the fringes of the canopy
would conced them from the ship's scanners. They were heavily armed, their prowlers beside them and
their mockers on their shoulders.

Elsawhere, under the connected rows of concealing canopies, armed men were hurrying to their
prearranged stations. Most of them were accompanied by prowlers, bristling and snarling asthey looked
at thedien ship. A few men were ddiberately making themsdaves visible not far away, going about
unimportant tasks with only occasional and carefully disnterested glances toward the ship. They werethe
bait, to lure thefirst detachment into the center of town. . .

"WelI?' Normal Lake asked, his pae eyesrestlesswith his hunger for violence. "There's our
ship—when do we take her?"

"Just as soon aswe get them outsideit,” he said. "Weéll use the plan wefirst had—wait until they
send afull force to rescue the firgt detachment and then hit them with everything we have.”

His black, white-nosed mocker was standing in the open doorway and watching the hurrying men
and prowlerswith worried interest: Tip, the great-great-great-great grandson of the mocker that had died
with Howard Lake north of the plateau. He reached down to pick him up and set him on his shoul der,
and sad:

“Jm?'

"The longbows are ready,” Tip'strebleimitation of Jm Chiaras voice answered. "Well black out
their searchlights when the time comes.™

"Andy?' he asked.

"Thelast of usfor this section are coming in now," Andy Taylor answered.

He made his check of al the subleaders, then looked up to the roof to ask, "All set, Immy?*

Jmmy Stevens grinning face appeared over the edge. "Ten crossbows are cocked and waiting up
here. Bring us our targets.”

They waited, while the evening deepened into near-dusk. Then the airlock of the cruiser did open
and thirteen Gerns emerged, the one leading them wearing the resplendent uniform of a subcommander.

"Therethey come," hesaid to Lake and Craig. "It looks like well be able to trap them in here and
force the commander to send out afull-sized force. Well al attack at the sound of the horn and if you
can hit their rear flanks hard enough with the unicornsto give us a chance to split them from thisend
some of us should make it to the ship before they redlize up in the control room that they should close the
arlocks.

"Now"—helooked at the Gerns who were coming straight toward the stockade wall, ignoring the
gateto their right—"you'd better be on your way. WEIl meet again before long in the ship.”

Fenrir and Sigyn looked from the advancing Gernsto him with question in their eyes after Lake and
Craig were gone, Fenrir growling restlesdy.

"Pretty soon," he said to them. "Right now it would be better if they didn't see you. Wait insde, both
of you."

They went reluctantly ingde, to merge with the darkness of theinterior. Only an occasiona yelow
gleam of their eyes showed that they were crouched to spring just inside the doorway.

He cdlled to the nearest unarmed man, not loud enough to be heard by the Gerns:

"Cliff—you and Sam Anders come here. Tell the rest to fade out of sight and get armed.”

Cliff Schroeder passed the command along and he and Sam Anders approached. He looked back at
the Gerns and saw they were within ahundred feet of the—for them—unscalable wall of the stockade.



They were coming without hesitation—

A pale blue beam lashed down from one of the cruiser'sturrets and afifty-foot section of the wall
erupted into dust with a sound like thunder. The wind swept the dust aside in agigantic cloud and the
Gerns came through the gap, looking neither to right nor left.

"That, | suppose,” Sam Anders said from beside him, "was Lesson Number One for degenerate
savages like us. Gerns, like gods, are not to be hindered by man-made barriers.”

The Gernswaked with apeculiar gait that puzzled him until he saw whét it was. They weretrying to
come with the arrogant military stride affected by the Gernsand in the 1.5 gravity they were succeeding
in achieving only aheavy cumping.

They advanced steadily and as they drew closer he saw that in the right hand of each Gern soldier
was a blaster whilein the left hand of each could be seen the metallic glitter of chains.

Schroeder smiled thinly. "1t looks like they want to subject about a dozen of usto some painful
Questioning.”

No one elsewas any longer in sight and the Gerns came straight toward the three on the steps. They
stopped forty feet away at aword of command from the officer and Gerns and Ragnarok men
exchanged silent stares; the faces of the Ragnarok men bearded and expressionless, the faces of the
Gerns hairless and reflecting a contemptuous curiogity.

"Narth!" The communicator on the Gern officer's belt spoke with metalic authority. "What do they
look like? Did we come two hundred light-years to view some animated vegetables?

"No, Commander,” Narth answered. "I think the discard of the Rgjects two hundred years ago has
produced for us an unexpected reward. There are three natives under the canopy before me and their
physica perfection and complete adaptation to thishdlish gravity is astonishing.”

"They could be used to replace expensve machines on some of the outer world mines,”" the
commander sad, "providing their intelligence isn't too abysmdly low. What about that?!

"They can surdly be taught to perform smple manual labor,” Narth answered.

"Get on with your job," the commander said. "Try to pick some of the most intelligent looking ones
for questioning—I can't believe these cattle sent that message and they're going to tell uswho did. And
pick some young, strong ones for the medical staff to examine—ones that won't curl up and die after the
first few cuts of the knife."

"WEélII chain these threefirst,” Narth said. Helifted his hand in an imperious gesture to Humbolt and
the other two and ordered in accented Terran: ""Come herel”

No one moved and he said again, sharply, " Come here! ™

Again no one moved and the minor officer besde Narth said, "Apparently they can't even understand
Terran now."

"Then well give them some action they can understand,” Narth snapped, his face flushing with
irritation. "Well drag them out by their hed 9"

The Gerns advanced purposefully, three of them holstering their blasters to make their chains ready.
When they had passed under the canopy and could not be seen from the ship Humbolt spoke:

"All right, IJmmy."

The Gernsfrozein middtride, suspicion flashing acrosstheir faces.

"Look up ontheroof,” hesaid in Gern.

They looked, and the suspicion became gaping dismay.

"Y ou can be our prisoners or you can be corpses,” he said. "We don't care which.”
The urgent hiss of Narth's command broke their indecision:

"Kill them!"



Six of them tried to obey, bringing up their blastersin movements that seemed curioudly heavy and
dow, asthough the gravity of Ragnarok had turned their armsto wood. Three of them dmost lifted their
blasters high enough to fire at the stepsin front of them before arrows went through their throats. The
other three did not get that far.

Narth and the remaining six went rigidly motionless and he said to them:
"Drop your blasters—quick!"
Their blasters thumped to the ground and Jmmy Stevens and his bowmen did off the roof. Withina

minute the Gerns were bound with their own chains, but for the officer, and the blasters were in the hands
of the Ragnarok men.

Jmmy looked down the row of Gerns and shook hishead. "So these are Gerns?' he said. "It was
like trapping a band of woods goats.”
"Y oung ones," Schroeder amended. "And almost as dangerous.”

Narth's face flushed at the words and his eyes went to the ship. The Sight of it seemed to restore his
courage and hislips drew back in asnarl.

"Y ou fools—you stupid, mega omaniac dung-hegps—do you think you can kill Gernsand live to
boast about it?"

"Keep quiet,” Humbolt ordered, studying him with curiogity. Narth, like dl the Gerns, was different
from what they had expected. It was true the Gerns had strode into their town with an attempt at
arrogance but they were harmlessin appearance, soft of face and belly, and the snarling of the red-faced
Narth waslike the bluster of a cornered scavenger-rodent.

"l promiseyou this" Narth was saying vicioudy, "if you don't release us and return our weaponsthis
ingtant I'll persondly oversee the extermination of you and every savagein thisvillage with the most
painful desth science can contrive and I'll—"

Humbolt reached out his hand and flicked Narth under the chin. Narth's teeth cracked loudly
together and hisface twisted with the pain of abitten tongue.

"Tiehim up, Jess" he said to the man near him. "If he opens his mouth again, shove your foot init.”

He spoke to Schroeder. "WEell keep three of the blasters and send two to each of the other front
groups. Have that done.”

Dusk was deegpening into darkness and he called Chiaraagain. "They'll turn on their searchlights any
minute and make the town aslight asday,” he said. "If you can keep them blacked out until some of us
have reached the ship, | think well have won."

"They'll be kept blacked out,” Chiarasaid. "With some flint-headed arrows | eft over for the Gerns.”

He cdled Lake and Craig, to be told they were ready and waiting.

"But we're having hell keeping the unicorns quiet,” Craig said. "They want to get to killing something.”

He pressed the switch of the communicator but it was dead. They had, of course, transferred to
some other wave length so he could not hear the commands. It was something he had aready
anticipated.

Fenrir and Sigyn were till obediently inside the doorway, dmost frantic with desireto rgoin him. He

spoke to them and they bounded out, snarling at three Gernsin passing and causing themto blanchto a
dead-white color.

He sat Tip on Sigyn's shoulders and said, "Sigyn, theré'sajob for you and Tip to do. A dangerous
job. Listen—both of you . . ."

Theydlow eyesof Sigyn and the dark eyes of thelittle mocker looked into his as he spoke to them
and accompanied hiswords with the strongest, clearest mental images he could project:

"Sigyn, take Tip to the not-men thing. Leave him hidden in the grassto one Side of the big holeiniit.
Tip, you wait there. When the not-men come out you listen, and tell what they say.



"Now, do you both understand?*

Sigyn made asound that meant she did but Tip clutched at hiswrist with little paws suddenly gone
cold and wailed, " No! Scared—scared—"

"You haveto go, Tip," he said, gently disengaging hiswrigt. "And Sigyn will hide near to you and
watch over you." He spoke to Sigyn. "When the horn cals you run back with him."

Again she made the sound signifying understanding and he touched them both in what he hoped
would not bethelast farewell.

"All right, Sgyn—go now."

She vanished into the gloom of coming night, Tip hanging tightly to her. Fenrir stood with the fur lifted
on his shoulders and a half snarl on hisface as he watched her go and watched the place where the
not-men would appear.

"Wher€'s Freckles?' he asked Jmmy.

"Here," someone said, and came forward with Tip's mate.

He sat Freckles on his shoulder and thefirst searchlight came on, shining down from high up on the
cruiser. It lighted up the area around them in harsh white brilliance, its reflection revealing the black
shadow that was Sigyn just vanishing behind the ship.

Two more searchlights came on, to illuminate the town. Then the Gerns came.

They poured out through the airlock and down the ramp, there to form in columns that marched
forward as till more Gerns hurried down the ramp behind them. The searchlights gleamed on their battle
helmets and on the blades of the bayonets affixed to their rifle-like long-range blasters. Hand blasters and
grenades hung from their belts, together with stubby flame guns.

They were a solid mass reaching hafway to the stockade before the last of them, the commanding
officers, appeared. One of them stopped at the foot of the ramp to watch the advance of the punitive
force and give the frightened but faithful Tip the first wordsto transmit to Freckles:

"Thefull forceisonitsway, Commander.”

A reply came, in Freckles smulation of the metallic tones of the communicator:

"The key numbers of the confiscated blasters have been checked and the disturbance rays of the
measter integrator set. Y ou'll probably have few natives | eft dive to take as prisoners after those thirteen
charges explode but continue with amopping up job that the survivorswill never forget.”

So the Gerns could, by remote control, set thetota charges of stolen blastersto explode upon
touching thefiring stud? It was something new since the days of the Old Ones. . .

He caled Chiaraand the other groups, quickly, to tell them what he had learned. "WEéll get more
blasters—ones they can't know the numbers of—when we attack,” he finished.

Hetook the blaster from his belt and laid it on the ground. The front ranks of the Gerns were dmost
to thewall by then, acolumn wider than the gap that had been blasted through it, coming with silent
purposeful ness.

Two blaster beams lanced down from the turrets, to smash at the wall. Dust billowed and thunder
rumbled asthey swept along. A full three hundred feet of the wall had been destroyed when they stopped
and the dust hid the ship and made dim glows of the searchlights.

It had no doubt been intended to impress them with the might of the Gerns but in doing soit hid the
Ragnarok forces from the advancing Gerns for afew second.

"Jm—Dblack out their lights before the dust clears,” he cdlled. " Joe—the horn! We attack now!"

Thefirst longbow arrow struck a searchlight and its glow grew dimmer asthe arrow's burden—athin
tube of thick lance tree ink—splattered againgt it. Another followed—

Then the horn rang out, harsh and commanding, and in the distance a unicorn screamed in answer.
The savage cry of aprowler came, like asound to match, and the attack was on.



He ran with Fenrir beside him and to hisleft and right ran the others with their prowlers. The lead
groups converged as they went through the wide gap in thewall. They ran on, into the dust cloud, and the
shadowy forms of the Gerns were suddenly before them.

A blaster beam cut into them and a Gern shouted, " The natives! " Other beams sprang into life,
winking like pa e blue eyes through the dust and killing al they touched. The beams dropped asthe first
volley of arrows tore through the massed front ranks, to be replaced by others.

They charged on, into the blue winking of the blasters and the red lances of the flame gunswith the
crossbows rattling and strumming in answer. The prowlers lunged and fought bes de them and ahead of
them; black hell-creaturesthat struck the Gernstoo swiftly for blaster to find before throats were torn
out; the sound of battle turned into a confusion of raging snarls, frantic shouts and dying screams.

A prowler shot past him to join Fenrir—Sigyn—and he felt Tip dart up to his shoulder. She made a
sound of greeting in passing, asound that was gone as her jaws closed on a Gern.

The dust cloud cleared alittle and the searchlights |ooked down on the scene; no longer brilliantly
white but shining through the red-black lance treeink as ablood-red glow. A searchlight turret did shut
and opened amoment later, the light wiped clean. The longbowsimmediately transformed it into ared
olow.

The beam of one of the turret blasters stabbed down, to blaze atrail of degth through the battle. It
ceased asitsown light reveded to the Gern commander that the Ragnarok forces were so intermixed
with the Gern forces that he was killing more Gerns than Ragnarok men.

By then the fighting was so hand to hand that knives were better than crossbows. The Gernsfell like
harvested corn; too dow and awkward to use their bayonets againgt the faster Ragnarok men and killing
asmany of one another as men when they tried to use their blasters and flame guns. From the rear there
came the command of a Gern officer, shouted high and thin above the sound of bettle:

"Back to the ship—Ileave the natives for the ship's blastersto kill!"

The unicorns arrived then, to cut off ther retreat.

They came twenty from the east and twenty from the west in athunder of hooves, squeding and
screaming in their blood lust, with prowlers ablack wave going before them. They struck the Gerns; the
prowlers dashing lanes through them while the unicorns charged behind, trampling them, ripping into them
with their horns and smashing them down with their hooves as they vented the pent-up rage of their years
of confinement. On the back of each was arider whose long spear flicked and stabbed into the throats
and bellies of Gerns.

Theretreat was halted and transformed into milling confusion. Heled his own group in thefina
charge, the prearranged wedge attack, and they split the Gern force in two.

The ship was suddenly just beyond them.
He gave the last command to Lake and Craig: " Now—into the ship!™

He scooped up ablaster from beside afallen Gern and ran toward it. A Gern officer was dready in
the airlock, hisface pae and strained as he looked back and his hand on the closing switch. He shot him
and ran up the ramp asthe officer's body rolled downit.

Unicorn hooves pounded behind him and twenty of them swept past, their riders legping from their
backs to the ramp. Twenty men and fifteen prowlers charged up the ramp as awarning siren shrieked
somewhere insgde the ship. At the same time the airlocks, operated from the control room, began to dide
swiftly shut.

Hewasthrough firgt, with Fenrir and Sigyn. Lake and Craig, together with six men and four
prowlers, squeezed through barely in time. Then the airlocks were closed and they were sedled in the
ship.

Alarm bells added their sound to the shrieking of the siren and from the multiple-compartment shafts
camethe whir of eevators dropping with Gern forcesto kill the humans trapped inside the ship.



They ran past the devator shafts without pausing, light and swift in the artificid gravity that was only
two-thirdsthat of Ragnarok. They split forces aslong ago planned; three men and four prowlersgoing
with Charley Craig in the attempt to take the drive room, Lake and the other three men going with himin
the attempt to take the control room.

They found the manway ladder and began to climb, Fenrir and Sigyn impatiently crowding their hedls.

There was nothing on the control room level and they ran down the short corridor that their maps had
showed. They turned left, into the corridor that had the control room at its end, and into the concentrated
fireof ninewaiting Gerns.

Fenrir and Sigyn went into the Gerns, under their fire before they could drop the muzzles of their
blasters, with an attack so vicious and unexpected that what would have been acertain and letha trap for
the humanswas suddenly afighting chance.

The corridor became an inferno of blaster beams that cracked and hissed as they met and crossed,
throwing little chips of metal from the walls with sngpping sounds and going through flesh with sounds like
soft tappings. It was over within seconds, the last Gern down and one man still stlanding beside him, the
blond and nerveless Lake.

Thomsen and Barber were dead and Billy West was bracing himself againgt the wal with ablaster
hole through his stomach, trying to say something and diding to the floor before it was ever spoken.

And Sigyn was down, blood welling and bubbling from awound in her chest, while Fenrir stood over
her with his snarling araging scream as he swung his head in search of adtill-living Gern.

Humbolt and Lake ran on, Fenrir raging beside them, and into the control room.

Six officers, one wearing the uniform of acommander, were gaping in astonishment and bringing up
their blastersin the way that seemed so curioudy dow to Humbolt. Fenrir, in hisfury, killed two of them
as Lake's blagter and his own killed three more.

The commander was suddenly aone, hisblaster haf lifted. Fenrir legped at histhroat and Humbolt
shouted the quick command: " Disarm!”

It was something the prowlers had been taught in their training and Fenrir'steeth clicked short of the
commander'sthroat while his paw sent the blaster spinning across the room.

The commander stared at them with his swarthy face adark gray and his mouth gtill gaping.
"How—how did you do it?" he asked in heavily accented Terran. "Only two of you—"
"Don't tak until you're asked aquestion,” Lake said.

"Only two of you . . ." The thought seemed to restore his courage, as sight of the ship had restored
Narth'sthat night, and his tone became threatening. " There are only two of you and more guards will be
hereto kill you within aminute. Surrender to me and I'll let you go free—"

Lake dapped him across the mouth with a backhanded blow that snapped his head back on his
shouldersand split hislip.

"Donttak," he ordered again. "And never lieto us."
The commander spit out atooth and held his hand to his bleeding mouth. He did not speak again.

Tip and Freckles were holding tightly to his shoulder and each other, theracing of their heartslikea
vibration, and he touched them reassuringly.

"All right now—all safenow," he said.
He cdled Charley Craig. "Charley—did you makeit?"
"We made it to the drive room—two of usand one prowler,” Charley answered. "What about you?"

"Norman and | have the control room. Cut their drives, to play safe. I'll let you know as soon asthe
entireshipisours.”

He went to the viewscreen and saw that the battle was over. Chiarawas | etting the searchlight burn
again and prowlers were being used to drive back the unicorns from the surrendering Gerns.



"l guesswewon," hesaid to Lake.

But there was no fedling of victory, none of the eation he had thought he would have. Sigyn was
dying doneinthe dien corridor outsde. Sigyn, who had nursed beside him and fought beside him and
laid down her lifefor him.. . .

"] want to look at her," hesaid to Lake.

Fenrir went with him. Shewas il dive, waiting for them to come back to her. She lifted her head
and touched his hand with her tongue as he examined the wound.

It was not fatal—it need not be fatal. He worked swiftly, gently, to stop the bleeding that had been
draining her life away. She would haveto lie quietly for weeks but she would recover.

When he was done he pressed her head back to the floor and said, "Lie dill, Sigyn girl, until we can
cometo move you. Wait for usand Fenrir will stay here with you."

She obeyed and he left them, the fedling of victory and eation coming to himin full then.
Lakelooked at him questioningly as he entered the control room and he said, "Shell live."
He turned to the Gern commander. "Firgt, | want to know how the war isgoing?’

"|—" The commander looked uncertainly at Lake.

"Judt tell thetruth,” Lake said. "Whether you think well likeit or not.”

"We have dl the planets but Earth, itsdlf,” the commander said. "Well haveit, soon.”
"And the Terrans on Athena?'

"They're gill—working for usthere.

"Now," hesaid, "you will order every Gern in this ship to go to hisdeeping quarters. They will leave
their wegponsin the corridors outside and they will not resist the men who will come to take charge of
the ship.”

The commander made an effort toward defiance:

"Andif | refuse?'

Lake answered, smiling at him with the smile of histhat was no more than aquick showing of teeth
and with the savage eagernessin hiseyes.

"If you refuse I'll start with your fingers and break every bone to your shoulders. If that isn't enough
I'll tart with your toes and go to your hips. And then I'll break your back.”

The commander hesitated, sweet filming hisface as he looked at them. Then he reached out to switch
on the dl-gtations communicator and say intoit:

"Attention, al personnd: Y ou will return to your quarters at once, leaving your wegponsin the
corridors. Y ou are ordered to make no resistance when the nativescome. . ."

There was a silence when he had finished and Humbolt and Lake looked at each other, bearded and
clad in animal skins but standing at last in the control room of aship that wastheirs; in aship that could
take them to Athena, to Earth, to the ends of the galaxy.

The commander watched them, on his face the blankness of unwillingnessto believe.

"Thearlocks—" he said. "Wedidn't close them in time. We never thought you would daretry to
take the ship—not savagesin anima skins."

"I know," Humbolt answered. "We were counting on you to think that way."

"No one expected any of you to survive here." The commander wiped at his swollen lips, wincing,
and an amogt child-like petulance came into histone. ™Y ou weren't supposed to survive.”

"I know," he said again. "Weve made it a point to remember that."
"The gravity, the heat and cold and fever, the animas—why didn't they kill you?'

"They tried,” he said. "But we fought back. And we had a goal—to meet you Gerns again. Y ou left
uson awaorld that had no resources. Only enemies who would kill us—the gravity, the prowlers, the



unicorns. So we made them our resources. We adapted to the gravity that was supposed to kill usand
became stronger and quicker than Gerns. We made dlies of the prowlers and unicorns who were
supposed to be our executioners and used them tonight to help uskill Gerns. So now we have your ship.”

"Yes. . .you haveour ship." Through the unwillingnessto believe on the commander's face and the
petulance there came the triumph of vindictive anticipation. "The savages of Ragnarok have aGern
cruiser—but what can they do with it?!

"What can we do with it?" he asked, dmogt kindly. "Weve planned for two hundred years what we
can do with it. We have the cruiser and sixty days from now well have Athena. That will be only the
beginning and you Gernsare going to hep usdo it.”

For six days the ship was a scene of ceasdless activity. Men crowded it, asking questions of the Gern
officersand crew and camly breaking the bones of those who refused to answer or who gave answers
that were not true. Prowlers stalked the corridors, their cold yellow eyes watching every move the Gerns
made. The little mockers began roaming the ship at will, unable any longer to restrain their curiosity and
confident that the men and prowlerswould not | et the Gerns harm them.

One mocker was killed then; the speckle-faced mocker that could repest messages verbatim. It
wandered into a storage cubicle where a Gern was working aone and gave him the opportunity to safely
vent his hatred of everything associated with the men of Ragnarok. He broke its back with astedl bar
and threw it, screaming, into the disposa chute that |ed to the matter converter. A prowler heard the
scream and an ingtant |ater the Gern screamed; a sound that died in its making asthe prowler tore his
throat out. No more mockers were harmed.

One Ragnarok boy waskilled. Three fanatica Gern officers stole knives from the galley and held the
boy as hostage for their freedom. When their demands were refused they cut his heart out. Lake
cornered them afew minuteslater and, without touching his blaster, disembowel ed them with their own
knives. He smiled down upon them as they writhed and moaned on the floor and their moans were heard
for along time by the other Gernsin the ship before they died. No more humans were harmed.

They discovered that operation of the cruiser wasrdlatively smple, basically smilar to the operation
of Terran ships as described in the text book the origina Lake had written. Most of the operations were
performed by robot mechanisms and the manua operations, geared to the dower reflexes of the Gerns,
were easly mastered.

They could spend the forty-day voyage to Athenain further learning and practice so on the sixth day
they prepared to depart. The unicorns had been given the freedom they had fought so well for and
reconnai ssance vehicles were loaned from the cruiser to take their place. Later there would be machinery
and supplies of al kinds brought in by freighter shipsfrom Athena

Time was precious and there was along, long job ahead of them. They blasted up from Ragnarok on
the morning of the seventh day and went into the black sea of hyperspace.

By then the Gern commander was no longer of any vaue to them. His unwillingnessto believe that
savages had wrested his ship from him had increased until his compartment became his control room to
him and he spent the hours laughing and giggling before an imaginary viewscreen whereon the cruiser's
blasters were destroying, over and over, the Ragnarok town and al the humansiniit.

But Narth, who had wanted to have them tortured to death for daring to resst capture, became very
cooperative. In the control room his cooperation was especidly eager. On the twentieth day of the
voyage they let him have what he had been trying to gain by subterfuge: accessto the transmitter when no
men were within hearing distance. After that his manner abruptly changed. Each day his hatred for them
and his secret anticipation became more evident.

The thirty-fifth day came, with Athena five days ahead of them—the day of the execution they had let
him arrange for them.

* % %



Starsfilled the transdimensiond viewscreen, the sun of Athenain the center. Humbolt watched the
gpaceto the lower left and the flicker came again; atiny red dot that was gone again within a
microsecond, so quickly that Narth in the seat beside him did not seeiit.

It was the quick peek of another ship; aship that was running invisible with its detector screensup
but which had had to drop them for an instant to look out at the cruiser. Not even the Gerns had ever
been able to devise a polarized detector screen.

He changed the course and speed of the cruiser, creating an increase in gravity which seemed very
dight to him but which caused Narth to dew heavily in his seet. Narth straightened and he said to him:

"Within afew minutes welll engage the ship you sent for."
Narth's jaw dropped, then came back up. " So you spied on me?"
"One of our Ragnarok dlies did—thelittle anima that was Sitting near the transmitter. They're our

means of communication. We learned that you had arranged for a ship, en route to Athena, to intercept
us and capture us.”

"So you know?" Narth asked. He smiled, an unpleasant twisting of his mouth. "Do you think that
knowing will help you any?"
"We expect it to," he answered.

"It'sabattleship,” Narth said. "It's three timesthe size of this cruiser, the newest and most powerful
battleship in the Gern fleet. How does that sound to you?"

"It sounds good,” he said. "Well makeit our flagship.”

"Y our flagship—your flagship’!" The last trace of pretense left Narth and helet hisfull and rankling
hatred come through. "Y ou got this cruiser by trickery and learned how to operate it after afashion
because of an anima-like reflex abnormality. For forty-two days you accidental mutants have given
ordersto your superiors and thought you were our equas. Now, your fool's paradiseis going to end.”

The red dot came again, closer, and he once more altered the ship's course. He had turned on the
course andyzer and it clicked as the battleship's position was correl ated with that of its previous
appearance. A short yellow line appeared on the screen to forecast its course for the immediate future.

"And then?' he asked curioudy, turning back to Narth.

"And then welll take dl of you left dive back to your village. The scenes of what we do to you and
your village will betelevised to al Gern-held worlds. It will be avauable reminder for any who have
forgotten the pendty for ressting Gerns."

The red dot came again. He punched the BATTLE STATIONS button and the board responded
with arow of READY lights.

"All the other Gerns are by now in their acceleration couches,” he said. " Strap yoursdlf infor
high-accd eration maneuvers—well make contact with the battleship within two minutes.”

Narth did o, taking histime as though it was something of little importance. "Therewill be no
maneuvers. They'll blast the stern and destroy your drive immediately upon attack.”

Hefastened the last strap and smiled, taunting assurance in the twisted unpleasantness of it. "The
appearance of this battleship has very much disrupted your plansto strut like conquering heroes among
the daves on Athena, hasn't it?’

"Not exactly,” Humbolt replied. "Our plans are alittle broader in scope than that. There are two new
cruisers on Athena, ready to leave the shops ten days from now. WEell turn control of Athenaover to the
humans there, of course, then welll take the three cruisers and the battleship back by way of Ragnarok.
Therewell pick up al the Ragnarok men who are neither too old nor too young and go on to Earth.
They will be given training en route in the handling of ships. We expect to find no difficulty in bresking
through the Gern lines around Earth and then, with the addition of the Earth ships, we can easly capture
al the Gern shipsin the solar systlem.”



" 'Eadly’!" Narth made a contemptuous sneer of theword. "Were you actualy so stupid asto think
that you biological freaks could equa Gern officers who have made a career of space warfare?'

"Well far exceed them," he said. " A space battleis one of trying to keep your blaster beamslong
enough on one area of the enemy ship to break through its blaster shields at that point. And at the same
timetry to move and dodge fast enough to keep the enemy from doing the same thing to you. The ships
are capable of accelerations up to fifty gravities or more but the accel eration limitator isthe safeguard that
prevents the ship from going into such ahigh degree of acceleration or into such a sudden change of
direction that it would kill the crew.

"Wefrom Ragnarok are accustomed to a one point five gravity and can withstand much higher
degrees of acceleration than Gerns or any other race from aone-gravity world. To enable usto take
advantage of that fact we have had the acceleration limitator on this cruiser disconnected.”

"Disconnected?" Narth's contemptuous regard vanished in frantic consternation. ™Y ou fool—you
don't know what that means—you'll move the acceleration lever too far and kill usall!”

Thered dot flickered on the viewscreen, trembled, and was suddenly a gigantic battleship in full view.
He touched the acceleration control and Narth's next words were cut off as his digphragm sagged. He
swung the cruiser in acurve and Narth was dammed sideways, the straps cutting into him and the flesh of
hisface pulled lopsided by the gravity. His eyes, bulging, went blank with unconsciousness.

The powerful blasters of the battleship blossomed like arow of pale blue flowers, concentrating on
the stern of the cruiser. A warning siren screeched as they started breaking through the cruiser's shields.
He dropped the detector screen that would shield the cruiser from sight, but not from the blaster beams,
and tightened the curve until the gravity dragged heavily at hisown body.

Thewarning Siren siopped as the blaster beams of the battleship went harmlesdy into space,
continuing to follow the probability course plotted from the cruiser'slast visible position and course by the
battleship's robot target tracers.

He lifted the detector screen, to find the battleship amost exactly where the cruiser's course analyzers
had predicted it would be. The blasters of the battleship were blazing their full concentration of firepower
into an area behind and to one side of the cruiser.

They blinked out at the sight of the cruiser inits new position and blazed again amoment later, boring
into the stern. He dropped the detector screen and swung the cruiser in another curve, spirding in the
opposite direction. As before, the screech of the darm siren died as the battleship's blasters followed the
course given them by course analyzers and target tracers that were built to presume that all enemy ships
were acce eration-limitator equipped.

The cruiser could have destroyed the battleship at any time—but they wanted to capture their
flagship unharmed. The maneuvering continued, the cruiser drawing closer to the battleship. The
battleship, in desperation, began using the same hide-and-jump tactics the cruiser used but it was of little
avail—the battleship moved at known acceleration limits and the cruiser's course anadyzers predicted
each new pogition with sufficient accuracy.

The cruiser madeitsfina dash in atightening spird, its detector screen flickering on and off. It struck

the battleship at amatched speed, with athump and ringing of metd as the magnetic grapples fastened
the cruiser like aleech to the battleship's side.

In that position neither the forward nor stern blasters of the battleship could touch it. There remained
only to convince the commander of the battleship that further resstance wasfutile.
Thishedid with asmple ultimatum to the commander:

"Thiscruiser isfirmly attached to your ship, its acceeration limitator disconnected. Its drives are of
sufficient power to thrust both ships forward a a much higher degree of acceleration that personsfrom
one-gravity worlds can endure. Y ou will surrender at once or we shdl be forced to put these two ships
into acurve of such short radius and at an acceleration so greet that al of you will be killed.”



Then he added, "'If you surrender welll do somewhat better by you than you did with the humanstwo
hundred years ago—well take dl of you onto Athena"

The commander, aready sick from an acceleration that would have been negligible to Ragnarok men,
had no choice.

Hisreply came, choked with acceleration sickness and the grester sickness of defest:
"Wewill surrender.”

* % %

Narth regained consciousness. He saw Humbolt sitting beside him as before, with no Gern rescuers
crowding into the control room with shouted commands and drawn blasters.

"Where arethey?' he asked. "Where isthe battleship?’

"We captured it,” he said.

"Y ou captured—a Gern battleship?’

"It wasn't hard,” he said. "It would have been easier if only Ragnarok men had been on the cruiser.
We didn't want to accelerate to any higher gravities than absolutely necessary because of the Gernson
it"

"Y ou did it—you captured the battleship,” Narth said, histone like one dazed.

Hewet hislips, saring, as he contemplated the unpleasant implications of it.

"Y ou're freek mutants who can capture a battleship. Maybe you will take Athenaand Earth from us.
But"—the animation of hatred returned to his face—"What good will it do you? Did you ever think about
thet?"

"Yes" hesad. "Wevethought about it."

"Haveyou?' Narth leaned forward, hisface shining with the mdice of hisgloating. "Y ou can never
escape the consequences of what you have done. The Gern Empire has the resources of dozens of
worlds. The Empirewill build afleet of specid ships, aforce againgt which your own will be nothing, and
send them to Earth and Athena and Ragnarok. The Empire will smash you for what you have done and if
there are any survivors of your race left they will cringe before Gernsfor a hundred generations to come.

"Remember that while you're posturing in your little hour of glory on Athenaand Earth.”

"Youingg inthinking well do as Gernswould do," he said. "We won't delay to do any posturing.
Well have alarge fleet when we leave Earth and well go at once to engage the Gern home fleet. |
thought you knew we were going to do that. Were going to cripple and capture your fleet and then were
going to destroy your empire.”

"Destroy the Empire—now?' Narth stared again, dl the gloating gone as he saw, &t last, the quick
and inexorable end. "Now—Dbefore we can stop you—before we can have a chance?'

"When arace has been condemned to die by another race and it fights and struggles and manages
somehow to survive, it learnsalesson. It learnsit must never again let the other race bein position to
destroy it. So thisisthe harvest you reap from the seeds you sowed on Ragnarok two hundred years
ago.

"Y ou understand, don't you?" he asked, almost gently. "For two hundred years the Gern Empire has
been amenaceto our survival asarace. Now, the time has come when we shdl removeit.”

* % %

He stood in the control room of the battleship and watched Athena's sun in the viewscreen, blazing
likeawhiteflame. Sigyn, fully recovered, was stretched out on the floor near him; twitching and snarling a
littlein her deep as she fought again the battle with the Gerns. Fenrir was pacing the floor, swinging his
black, massive head restlessy, while Tip and Freckles were examining with fascinated curiosity the
collection of bright meda s that had been cleaned out of the Gern commander's desk.

Lake and Craig left their stations, asimpatient as Fenrir, and came over to watch the viewscreen with



him.
"Oneday more," Craig said. "Weretwo hundred years late but we're coming in to the world that
was to have been our home."

"It can never be, now," he said. "Have any of us ever thought of that—that we're different from
humans and there's no human world we could ever call home?”

"I'vethought of it," Lake sad. "Ragnarok made us different physically and different in the way we
think. We could live on human worlds—but we would always be arace apart and never redly belong
there”

"I suppose weve dl thought about it," Craig said. "And wondered what well do when we're finished
with the Gerns. Not settle down on Athenaor Earth, in alittle cottage with afenced-in lawn where it
would be adventure to watch the Three-D shows after each day at some safe, routine job.”

"Not back to Ragnarok," Lake said. "With metals and supplies from other worldsthey'll be able to
do alot there but the battle is aready won. There will beleft only the peaceful development—abuilding a
town at the equator for Big Winter, leveling land, planting crops. We could never be satisfied with that
kind of alife"

"No," he said, and felt his own restlessness stir in protest at the thought of settling down in some safe
and secure environment. "Not Athenaor Earth or Ragnarok—not any world we know."

"How long until we're finished with the Gerns?' Lake asked. "Ten years? Well ill be young then.
Wherewill we go—dl of uswho fought the Gernsand dl of the onesin the future who won't want to live
out their lives on Ragnarok? Whereis there a place for us—aworld of our own?"'

"Where do we find aworld of our own?" he asked, and watched the star clouds creep toward them
in the viewscreen; tumbled and blazing and immense beyond conception.

"Thereésagaaxy for usto explore,” he said. "There are millions of suns and thousands of worlds
waiting for us. Maybe there are races out there like the Gerns—and maybe there are races such aswe
were ahundred years ago who need our help. And maybe there are worlds out there with things on them
such asno man ever imagined.

"WEll go, to see what's there. Our women will go with us and there will be some worlds on which
some of uswill want to stay. And, dways, there will be more restless ones coming from Ragnarok. Out
there are the worlds and the homesfor al of us."

"Of course" Lake sad. "Beyond the space frontier . . . where e se would we ever beong?’

It was dl settled, then, and there was a silence as the battleship plunged through hyperspace, the
cruiser running beside her and their drives moaning and thundering as had the drives of the Constellation
two hundred years before.

A voyage had been interrupted then, and a new race had been born. Now they were going on again,
to Athena, to Earth, to the farthest reaches of the Gern Empire. And on, to the wild, unknown regions of
space beyond.

There awaited their worlds and there awaited their destiny; to be a race scattered across a hundred
thousand light-years of suns, to be an empire such asthe gaaxy had never known.

They, the restless ones, the unwanted and forgotten, the survivors.



THE HARVEST

Editor's note: | mentioned, didn't I, that Godwin had a grim side to him? The very
short story which follows, even more than "The Cold Equations,” may well deserve
the title of "the grimmest science fiction story ever written." I'm not sure why, but |
love it. Maybe it's because of the wry humor | detect in it. Then again, maybe it's
just because I'm nuts.

It was Harvest time.

The Sky People waited where the last tenuous vestiges of atmosphere met the nothing of outer
space, invisbleto the land creatures below who had no way of perceiving life formsthat were amost
pure energy. Harthon and Ledri waited alittle gpart from the others, soaring restlesdy on scintillating
wingsin the light-stream from the sun.

For many days the Release field had envel oped the world bel ow, clouding and distorting the surface
of it to the perception of the Sky People with the violence of its psycho-persuasion bands. Now the field
was lifted, itswork done. There remained only the last little while of waiting before the fralings came; the
intoxicating, maddeningly deliciousfraingsthat filled the body and mind with asinging, ecdicfire. ..

"There are o many of usthistime" Ledri said. "Do you think there will be enough fralings?"

"Of course," Harthon reassured her. "There are more of them, too, and they've learned how to send
us as many aswe need. Therewill be morefraingsthistime than ever before.”

"The Harvest—" L edri's thought was like anostagic sigh. "What fun they are! Do you remember the
last one, Harthon? And the night we danced down the moonbeams to meet the fralings coming up, before
they had ever reached the nets of the Gatherer?"

"l remmember. And afterward we followed the sun-stream out, S0 far out that the world and the moon
were likeabig and alittle star behind us. Andwesang . . ."

"And you. And then we were hungry again and we let the sun-stream carry us back to the feast
where the others were laughing because someone had dmost let afraling escape. Everyone was so
happy and the world and the stars were so beautiful. The poor creatures down below"—atouch of
sadness came over her—"they don't know and can never know what it'slike. . ."

"It hasto be that way," Harthon said. "Would you changeit if you could?’

"Oh, no! They haveto stay there and we have to watch over them. But what if they should do
something beyond our control, as the Wise Ones say they may do some day, and then there would be
the Last Harvest and never again any fraingsfor us?"

"I know. But that may not happen for along time. And thisisn't the day for worrying, little shining
one—not when the feast begins so soon.”

Their wings touched asthey turned in their soaring and looked down upon the greet curve of the
world below. The eastern seawas blue and cloudless; the western continent going into the evening and



the huge mass of the eastern continent coming out of the night. The turning of the world wasvisble as
they watched; the western rim of the western continent cregping very dowly into the extinction of the
horizon.

"Can the land people tell when were watching them like this?' Ledri asked.
"No. They know were up here, but that'sal."
"How did they ever—"

A little sun blazed into being on the western continent, brighter than the real sun. Othersfollowed,
swiftly; then they began to flareinto life on the eastern continent—two fields of vivid flowersthat
bloomed briefly and were gone. Where they had been were tal, dark clouds that rose higher ill,
swelling and spreading, hiding the land benegth.

The Summoner gave the cdll that was like the song of atrumpet and the one who had been appointed
Gatherer poised hisfar-flung nets.

"They're coming—the fralingd" Ledri cried. "Look at them, Harthon. But there are so many"—the
worry came back to her—"so many that maybe thisisthe Last Harvest."

"Therearent that many," Harthon said, and he laughed at her concern. "Besides, will we care
tonight?"

The quick darkness of her mood vanished and she laughed with him. "Tonight well dance down the
moonbeams again. And tomorrow well follow the sun-stream out, farther than ever before.™

Thefraingsdrew swiftly doser, hurrying like bright silver birds.

"They're coming to us," Ledri said. "They know that thisis where they must go. But how did the land
people ever learn of us?'

"Once, many centuries ago, afraling escaped the nets long enough to go back for alittle while. But
fralings and land people can't communicate very well with one another and the land people
misunderstood most of what it tried to tell them about us."

The fralings struck the invisible nets and the Gatherer gave the command to draw them closed.

"Let'sgo—the others are dready starting,” Harthon said, and they went with flashing wings toward
the nearer net.

"Do theland people have aname for us?' Ledri asked.
"They cdl us'angels,’ and they cdl the Gatherer 'God." "

Thefralings, findly understanding, weretrying frantically to escape and the terror of the smdl ones
was afrightened, pleading wall.

"And what do they cdl the fraings?

"They call them their 'souls." Well eat the small, young ones firg—they're the best and there will be
plenty for dl."



BRAIN TEASER

Editor's note: For the most part, though, Godwin's stories—however grimthe
situation—are really about triumph in the face of adversity. Here, in a story which
isalso atruly classic science fiction "problem solver tale," is a splendid example.

Carl Engle stood aside as the flight preparation crew filed out of the Argosy's airlock. Barnes wasthe
lagt; fat and bald and squinting againgt the brightness of the Arizona sun.

"All set, Carl," he said. "They had usto check and countercheck, especidly the drives.”

Engle nodded. "Good. Ground Control reports the Sug cruiser ill circling seven hundred miles out
and they think the Slugs suspect something.”

"Damned centipedes!" Barnes said. "'l still say they'retelepathic.” Helooked at hiswatch. Zero hour
minus twenty-sx minutes. "Good luck, boy, and | hope this space warp dingus works like they think it
will."

He waddled down the boarding ramp and Engle went through the airlock, frowning alittle ashe
threw the switches that would withdraw the ramp and close the airlock behind him. Barnes implied doubt
in the success of the space warp shuttle was not comforting. If the shuttle failed to work, the Argosy
would be on the proverbia spot with the Slug cruiser eager to smear it well thereupon . . .

Access to the control room was up through the room that housed the space warp shuittle. Dr.
Harding, thetdl, bristle-browed physicist, and his young assistant, Garvin, looked up briefly ashe
entered then returned their attention to their work. The master computer, borrowed from M.1.T., stood
like acolossa many-dided refrigerator dong onewall. A protectiverailing around it bore ablunt KEEP
OUT sgn and it was never left unwatched. Garvin was seated beforeit, hisfingersflitting over the
keyboard and the computer's answer panel replying with strange mathematica symbols.

The space warp shuttle sat in the middle of the room, a cube approximately two-thirds of ameter
aong the edge, studded with dias and knobs and surmounted by abal of some shining slvery aloy. Dr.
Harding wastalking into the transdimensiona communicator mounted besde the shuttle.

Engle went on to the computer and waited outside the railing until Garvin finished with hiswork and
turned in his seet to face him.

"Thelast check question,” Garvin said. "Now to swest out the last twenty minutes.”

"If you've got the time, how about telling me about the shuttle," said Engle, "I've been kept in the dark
about it; but from what | understand, the shuttle builds up afield around the ship, with the Slver ball as

the center of thefield, and thisfield goesinto another dimension caled the 'space warp'.

"Ah—it could be described in that manner,” Garvin said, smiling alittle. " A clear description could
not be made without the use of severd specid kinds of mathemeatics, but you might say thisfield in norma
gpaceislike abubble under water. The air bubble seeksits own element, risesrapidly until it emerges
into free air—in this case, the space warp. Thistrangtion into the warp is dmost instantaneous and the



shuttle automaticaly ceases operation when thewarp isfully entered. The shuttleis no longer needed; the
hypothetica bubble no longer exists—it hasfound its own eement and merged with it."

"I know that alight-hour of travel inthe warp is supposed to be equivaent to severd light-yearsin
norma space," Engle said, "but what about when you want to get back into normal space?’

"Theoriginad processissmply reversed: the shuttle creates a'bubbl€e that cannot exist in thewarp
and seeksits own eement, normal space.”

"| see. But if the shuttle should—"

He never completed the question. Dr. Harding strode over, his eyes blue and piercing under the
fierce eyebrows as he fixed them on him. He spoke without preamble:

"Y ou redlize the importance of thistest flight with the shuttle, of course? Entirely aside from our
persona surviva should the Sug cruiser intercept us.”

"Yes, gr," heanswered, feding the question suggested an even lower opinion of hisintelligence than
he had thought Harding held.

Project Space Warp existed for the purpose of sending the Argosy to Sirius by means of the space
warp shuttle and bringing back the Thunderbolt by the same swift method. The Thunderbolt, Earth's
first near-to-light-speed interstellar ship, was ahuge ship; armed, armored, and invincible. It had been
built to meet every conceivable danger that might be encountered in interstellar exploration—but the
danger had cometo the solar system from the direction of Capellanine years after the departure of the
Thunderbolt. Eight cruisers of the pul py, ten-foot centipede-like things called Slugs had methodically
destroyed the colonies on Mars and Venus and established their own outposts there. Earth's ground
defenses had held the enemy at bay beyond the atmosphere for ayear but such defense could not be
maintained indefinitely. The Thunder bolt was needed quickly and its own drives could not bring it back
inlessthantenyears. ..

"Wewill go into the warp well beyond the atmosphere,” Harding said. " Trandgition cannot be made
within an atmosphere. Since a very moderate normal space velocity of the ship will betransformed into a
greater-than-light velocity when in thewarp, it is desirable that we make turn-over and decelerateto a
very low speed before going into the warp.”

"Yes, dr," hesaid. "'l was briefed on that part and I'll bring us as near to ahalt asthat cruiser will
permit.”

"Therewill be communication between us during theflight,” Harding said. "I will give you further
ingtructions when they become necessary.”

Heturned away with an air of dismissa. Engle went to the ladder by thewall. He climbed up it and
through the interroom airlock, closing the airlock behind him; the routine safety measurein case any single
room was punctured. He went to the control board with a vague resentment gnawing for thefirst time at
hisnormally placid good nature.

So far as Harding was concerned—and Garvin, too—he might aswell have been an unusualy
intelligent baboon.

* k%

Zero hour came and the Argosy lifted until Earth was atremendous, curving ball below and the stars
were brilliant points of light in ablack sky. The Sug cruiser swung to intercept him within the first minute
of flight but it ssemed to move with unnatural downess. It should have been driving in at full speed and it
wasn't. ..

"Something'sup,” Ground Control said. "It'scoming in too dowly."

"l seethat," he answered. "It must be covering something beyond it, in your radar shadow.”

It was. When he was dmost free of the last traces of atmosphere he saw the other cruiser, far out
and hidden from Ground Control'sradar by the radar shadow cast by the first one.

He reported, giving its position and course as given him by the robot astrogating unit.



"WEIl havethe greatest amount of timeif | make turn-over now and decelerate,” he finished.

Thevoice of Harding came through the auixiliary spesker:

"Do<0."

The Argosy swung, end for end, and he decelerated. The cruiser behind him increased its speed,
making certain it would be in position to cut off any return to Earth. The other cruiser atered its courseto
intersect the point in space the Argosy would soon occupy, and the Argosy was between the rapidly
closing jawsof atrap.

He made reports to Ground Control a one-minute intervas. At 11:49 he said:

"Our velocity is gpproaching zero. Well be within range of the second cruiser's blastersin two more
minutes”

Harding spoke againto him:

"WEell go into thewarp now. Do not dter the deceleration or the course of the ship whilewerein the
warp."

"l won't," hesaid.

Therewas afaint mutter from the auxiliary spesker as Harding gave some ingtructionsto Garvin.
Engletook alast ook at the viewscreen; at blue-green Earth looming large in the center, Orion and Sirius
glittering above it and the sun burning bright and yellow on theright. 1t was a scene he had observed
many times before, dl very familiar and norma—

The chronometer touched 11:50 and normalcy vanished.

Earth and sun and stars fled away from him, atering in gppearance asthey went, shrinking, dwindling.
The seas and continents of Earth erupted and shook and boiled before Earth faded and disappeared. The
sun changed from yellow to green to blue, to atiny point of bright violet light that raced away into the
blacknessfilling the screen and faded and disappeared as Earth had done.

Then the viewscreen was black, utterly, completely, dead black. And the communicator that had
connected him with Ground Control was silent, without the faintest whisper of background sound or
Space sttic.

In the silence the voice of Harding as he spoke to Garvin came through the speaker; puzzled,
incredulous, dmost shocked:

"Our velocity couldn't have been that great—and the sun receded into the ultraviolet!"

There was the quick sound of hurrying footsteps then the more distant sound of the computer's keys
being operated at a high rate of speed. He wanted to ask what had gone wrong but he knew no one
would answer him. And it would be a pointless question—it was obvious from Harding's tone that he did
not know, either.

He had an unpleasant feding that Man'sfirst venture into another dimension had produced
catastrophic results. What had caused sun and Earth to disappear so quickly—and what force had riven
and disfigured Earth?

Then he redized the Sgnificance of Harding's statement about the sun receding into the ultraviolet.

If the ship had been traveling at a high velocity away from the sun, the wave length of the sun'slight
would have been increased in proportion to the speed of the ship. The sun should have disappeared in
the long-wave infrared end of the spectrum, not the short-wave ultraviolet.

With the thought came the explanation of the way the continents and oceans of Earth had quivered
and seethed. The shifting of the pectrum range had shortened normaly visibleraysinto invisbly short
ultraviolet radiationswhile a the same time formerly invisble long infrared radiations had been shortened
into vishble wave lengths. There had been a continuous displacement into and past the ultraviolet and each
wave length would have reflected best from adifferent place—mountains, valeys, oceans, deserts, warm
areas, cool areas—and the steady progression into the ultraviolet had reveadled each areain quick



succession and given the gppearance of agitated movement.

So there was no catastrophe and everything had alogica explanation. Except how they could have
been approaching a sun that he had seen clearly, visibly, racing away from them.

"Engle—" The voice of Harding came through the speaker. "We're going back into norma spaceto
make another observation. | don't know just where we are but were certain to be far from the cruisers.
Don't dter our course or velocity."

"Yes, gr," hesad.

They came out of thewarp at 11:53. The communicator burped suddenly and the viewscreen came
tolife; adeep, dull red that brightened quickly. A tiny cod flared up, swelling in size and shifting from red
to orange to yellow—the sun. Earth appeared as a hazy red dot that enlarged and resolved itsdlf into a
planet with distorted continents that trembled and changed, to resume their natural shapes and colors.
Within afew seconds the sun was shining as ever, Earth loomed large and blue-green before them and
the stars of Orion glittered unchanged beyond. Even their position in space was the same—they had not
moved.

But the Slug cruisers had.

One was very near and from its forward port came the violet haze that aways preceded a blaster
beam. There was no time to escape—no chance a al. He spoke into the mike, harsh and urgent:

"Into the warp! There'sablaster beam coming—move!"

There was a silence from below that seemed to last an eternity, then the sound of aswitch being
dapped hadtily. At the sametime, the violet haze before the cruiser erupted into blue fire and the blaster
beam lanced out at them.

It struck somewhere astern. The power output needle swung jerkily as the generators went out and
the emergency batteries took the heavy load of the shuttle's operation. There was a sensation of falling as
the ship'sartificia gravity units ceased functioning. The auxiliary speaker rattled wordlesdy and there was
asound like ahard rush of wind through it, accompanied by quick bumping sounds.

Then the speaker was still and there was no sound of any kind as the viewscreen shifted into the
ultraviolet and Earth and stars and sun once again raced away and disappeared in the blackness.

A myriad of lights above the board informed him the generators were destroyed, the stern section
riddled and airless, the emergency batteries damaged and reduced to quarter charge, the shuttle room
punctured and airless.

And, of course, Harding and Garvin were dead.

Hefdt asurge of futileanger. It had al been unnecessary. If only they had not considered him
incompetent to be entrusted with anything more than the ship's operation—if only they had installed an
emergency switch for the shuttle by his control board, there would not have been the two-second delay
following his order and they would have been safely in the warp before the blaster beam struck.

But they had not trusted him with respongbility and now he was done in a space warp he did not
understand; sole and full responsbility for the shuttle suddenly in his hands.

He considered his course of action, then got into a pressure suit. Magnetsin the soles of its heavy
boots permitted him to walk in the absence of gravity and he went to the interroom airlock and walked
down what had been the room'swall, then acrossto the center of itsfloor.

But for the fact there was no onein the room, it was as he had last seen it. The shuttle, computer, and
other equipment stood in their orderly positions with their lighted dias unchanged. Until onelooked &t the
gash ripped in the hull and saw the stains dong its edge where the occupants had been hurled through it
by the escaping air.

He went on to the next room and the next. The damage increased as he proceeded toward the stern.
The power generators were diced into ribbons and the emergency batteriesin such condition it seemed a



miracle they were functioning at dl. The drives had received the greatest damage; they were an
unrecogni zable mass of wreckage.

He made hisway back to the shuttle room, there to appraise his circumstances.

Firgt, he would have to make the shuttle room livable; get out of the pressure suit. He would have to
guestion the computer and he could not do that with the thick, clumsy gloves on hishands.

Thejob didn't take long. There were repair plates on the ship and aquick-hardening plastic spray.
He closed the sternward airlock when he was done and opened the airlock leading to the control room,
aswdl asthelocks beyond. Air filled the shuttle room, with only aminor overal lossof ar pressure. He
removed the suit, attached a pair of magnetic solesto his shoes so he could operate the keys of the
computer without the movements sending him floating away, and went toit.

He had never been permitted to touch it before, nor even stand close enough to see what the
keyboard looked like. Now, he saw that the a phabetica portion of the keyboard was minor compared
with the mathematica portion, many of the symbols strangeto him.

The operation of an interplanetary ship required a certain knowledge of mathematics, but not the kind
used by theoretica physicists. Hetyped, doubtfully:

ARE YOU CAPABLE OF ANSWERING QUESTIONS PRESENTED IN
NON-MATHEMATICAL FORM?

Theword, YES, appeared a oncein the answer panel and relief cameto him likethe lifting of a
heavy burden.

The computer knew as much about the space warp as Harding or anyone else. It was connected
with hisdrive controls and instruments and knew how far, how fast, and in what directions the flight had
taken place. It had even been given blueprints of the ship's construction, in case the structure of the ship
should affect the ship's performance in the warp, and knew every nut, bolt, plate and dimension in the
ship.

There was supposed to be a certain method of procedure when questioning the computer. "It
knows—but it can't think," Garvin had once said. "It lacksthe initiative to correlate data and arrive at
conclusions unlessthe procedure of corrdationisgivenitin detail.”

Perhaps he could manage to outline some method of correlation for the computer. Thefacts of his
predicament were Smple enough:

Hewasin an unknown medium called "the Space Warp." Something not anticipated occurred when
aship went into the warp and Harding had not yet solved the mystery when he died. The physicigsin
Observation would be able to find an answer but he could not ask them. The forward movement of the
ship was not transferred with it into the warp and if he emerged into norma space the waiting Siug
cruisers would disintegrate him before he spoke three words to Observation.

There was apencil and atablet of paper by the computer. He used them to calculate the time at
which the charge in the damaged batteries would reach a critica low, beyond which the charge would be
insufficient to activate the shuittle.

The answer was 13:53. He would have to go out of thewarp at 13:53 or remaininit forever. He had
agreat ded lessthan two hoursin which to act.

Hetyped the first question to the computer:

WHAT ISTHE POSITION OF THIS SHIP RELATIVE TO NORMAL SPACE?

The answer gppeared on the panel at once, the coordinates of apostion more than alight-year
toward Ophiuchus.

He stared at the answer, fedling it must be an error. But it could not be an error—the computer did
not make mistakes. How, then, could the ship have traveled more than alight-year during its second stay

in thewarp when it had not moved at al during the first stay? Had some factor of the warp unknown to
him entered the picture?



As acheck hetyped another question:

WHAT WAS OUR POSITION, RELATIVE TO NORMAL SPACE, IMMEDIATELY
BEFORE THIS SHIPWAS SHUTTLED BACK OUT OF THE WARP?

The answer was a position light-days toward Ophiuchus.

Hetyped: IMPOSSIBLE.

The computer replied: THISSTATEMENT CONFLICTSWITH PREVIOUS DATA.

He recalled the importance of keeping the computer free of al faulty or obscure data and typed
quickly: CANCEL CONFLICTING STATEMENT.

CONFLICTING STATEMENT CANCELED, it replied.

Hetried another tack. THIS SHIP EMERGED FROM THE SPACE WARPINTO THE SAME
NORMAL SPACE POSITION IT HAD OCCUPIED BEFORE GOING INTO THE WARP.

He thought the computer would proceed to give him some sort of an explanation. Insteed, it
noncommittally replied: DATA ACKNOWLEDGED.

Hetyped: EXPLAIN THIS DISCREPANCY BETWEEN SPACE WARP AND NORMAL
SPACE POSITIONS.

It answered: INSUFFICIENT DATA TO ACCOUNT FOR DISCREPANCY .

He asked: HOW DID YOU DETERMINE OUR PRESENT POSITION?

It replied: BY TRIANGULATION, BASED ON THE RECESSION OF EARTH, THE SUN,
SIRIUS, ORION, AND OTHER STARS.

BUT THE RECEDING SUN WENT INTO THE ULTRAVIOLET, he objected.

Again it answered with the noncommittal, DATA ACKNOWLEDGED.

DID YOU ALREADY HAVE THISDATA? he asked.

YES.

EXPLAIN WHY THE RECEDING SUN SHIFTED INTO THE ULTRAVIOLET INSTEAD OF
THE INFRARED.

It replied: DATA INSUFFICIENT TO ARRIVE AT LOGICAL EXPLANATION.

He paused, pondering his next move. Time was speeding by and he was learning nothing of value. He
would have to move the ship to some place in the warp where emergence into normal space would not
put him under the blasters of the Slug cruisers. He could not know where to move the ship until he knew
wherethe ship was a the present. He did not believe it wasin the position given him by the computer,
and itsorigind space warp position had certainly not been the one given by the computer.

The computer did not have the ability to use its knowledge to explain contradictory data. It had been
ordered to compute their space warp position by triangulation of the receding sun and stars and was not
at al disturbed by the contradicting shift of the sun into the ultraviolet. Suppose it had been ordered to
caculae their position by computations based on the shift of the sun'sand stars spectrum into the
ultraviolet?

He asked it: WHAT ISOUR POSITION, IGNORING THE TRIANGULATION AND BASING
YOUR COMPUTATIONS ON THE SHIFT OF THE SPECTRUMS OF THE SUN AND ORION
INTO THEULTRAVIOLET?

It gave him the coordinates of aposition dmost two light-yearstoward Orion. The triangulation
compuitations had shown the ship to be going backward at many times the speed of light; the
spectrum-shift computations showed it to be going forward with gpproximately the same speed.

THISSHIP CANNOT SIMULTANEOUSLY BE IN TWO POSITIONS THREE

LIGHT-YEARSAPART. NEITHER CAN IT SSMULTANEOUSLY BE GOING FORWARD AND
BACKWARD.



DATA ACKNOWLEDGED, it agreed.

USE THAT DATA TO EXPLAIN THE CONTRADICTIONS OF THE TWO POSITIONS
YOU COMPUTED.

DATA INSUFFICIENT TO ARRIVE AT LOGICAL EXPLANATION, it answered.
ARE YOU CERTAIN THERE WASNO ERROR IN YOUR CALCULATIONS?
THERE WASNO ERROR.

DO YOU KNOW THAT IF WE DROPPED BACK INTO NORMAL SPACE, IT WOULD BE
AT NEITHER OF THE POSITIONSYOU GAVE ME?

It replied with the characteristic single-mindedness. DATA SHOWS OUR TWO POSITIONSTO
BE THOSE GIVEN.

He paused again. He was il getting nowhere while time fled by. How swiftly lessthan a hundred
minutes could pass when they wereal aman had lefttohim.. . .

The computer was a genius with the mentd initiative of amoronic child. It could find the answer for
him but first he would haveto take it by the hand and lead it in the right direction. To do that he would
have to know more about the warp.

Hewrote: EXPLAIN THE NATURE OF THE SPACE WARPASSIMPLY ASPOSSIBLE
AND WITHOUT USING MATHEMATICSHIGHER THAN ALGEBRA.

It answered at once: THIS CANNOT BE DONE.
The chronometer read 12:30. He typed:

THISSHIPWILL HAVE TO RETURN TO NORMAL SPACE NO LATER THAN 13:53. IT
MUST BE MOVED TO A DIFFERENT POSITION WHILE STILL IN THE WARP.

DATA ACKNOWLEDGED, it replied.

THIS SHIP CANNOT OCCUPY TWO POSITIONSAT THE SAME TIME. YOUR

MEMORY FILES SHOULD CONTAIN SUFFICIENT DATA TO ENABLE YOU TO FIND THE
EXPLANATION OF THIS TWO-POSITION PARADOX. FIND THAT EXPLANATION.

SUBMIT METHOD OF PROCEDURE, it answered.

| DONOT KNOW HOW. YOU WILL HAVE TO ARRIVE AT THE EXPLANATION
UNAIDED.

THIS CANNOT BE DONE, it replied.

Hewrote, with morbid curiosity:

IFYOU DO NOT FIND THE ANSWER UNAIDED YOU WILL BE DESTROYED ALONG
WITH ME AT 13:53. DON'T YOU GIVE A DAMN?

It answered: GIVE A DAMN ISA SEMANTIC EXPRESSION | DO NOT UNDERSTAND.
CLARIFY QUESTION.

He got out of the computer seat and walked about the room restlesdy. He passed by the
transdimensiond viewscreen and communicator and pressed the communicator'ssigna button. A dia
flickered in return, showing hissigna was going out, but there was no sound in response. If only he could
make contact with the brainsin Observation—

Hewas umpty billion miles east of the sun and umpty billion mileswest of the sun. Hewasracing
fagter than light in two different directions at once and he was Sitting motionless under the blasters of two
Sug cruisers.

Another thought cameto him: even if he could move the ship whilein thewarp, where could he go?

Hewould have to go far beyond the outer limits of the solar system to escape detection by the Slug
cruisers. And at that distance the sun would be only ayellow star, incapable of energizing thelittle solar
power units. He would not live long after the last of the power was drained from the batteries and the air



regeneration equipment ceased functioning. He would not even dare deep, toward the last. There were
no convection currentsin the air of a ship without gravity, and it wasimperative that the air be circulated
congtantly. Theair circulation blowerswould cease functioning while the ship till contained pure air but
he would have to move about continudly to breethe that air. Should he lie down to deep hewould
smother to desth in a carbon dioxide bubble of his own making.

If he managed to emerge into normal space at some point just outside Earth's atmosphere, beyond
range of the cruisers, his driveless ship would descend as a blazing meteor. If, by some miracle, he could
emerge into normal space just afew inches above the space-field it would be to materialize into space
aready occupied by air. Such a materidization would be smultaneoudy fatd to him and to the electronic
components of the shuttle and computer.

Andif hedid not move the ship, the Sug cruiserswould disntegrate him. He had four hypothetical
choices of hisway to die, dl equaly unpleasant.

He smiled wanly at hisreflection in the bright metal bordering the viewscreen and said,
"Brother—you've had it!"

* % %

He went to the control room, there to brush his fingers across the usel ess control buttons and look
into the viewscreen that reveaed only black and limitless Nothing.

What was the warp? Surely it must have definite physical laws of somekind. It was difficult to
imagine any kind of existence—even the black nothing of the warp—as being utterly without rule or
reason. If he knew the laws of the warp he might find some means of surviva hitherto hidden from him.

Therewas only one way he could learn about the warp. He would have to question the computer
and continue questioning it until he learned or until histime was up.

He returned to the computer and considered his next question. The computer had calculated their
positions from observations of the sun and other starsin front of the ship—what would smilar
caculations based on observations of the stars behind the ship revea ? He typed:

USE FIRST THE TRIANGULATION METHOD AND THEN THE SPECTRUM-SHIFT
METHOD TO DETERMINE OUR POSITION FROM OBSERVATIONS MADE OF THE STARS
OF OPHIUCHUS.

The answers gppeared. They showed the ship to be smultaneoudy speeding away from Ophiuchus
and toward it.

He asked: DO THESE TWO POSITIONS COINCIDE WITH THOSE RESULTING FROM
THE OBSERVATIONS OF ORION?

YES, it answered.

Wasthe paradox limited to the line of flight?

He asked the computer: WHAT ISOUR POSITION, COURSE AND SPEED ASINDICATED
BY THE STARSAT RIGHT-ANGLES TO OUR FORWARD-BACKWARD COURSE; BY THE
STARS OF URSA MINOR AND CRUX?

The answer appeared on the pand: the ship was racing sideward through the warp in two
diametricaly opposed directions, but at only one-third the speed with which it was racing forward and
backward.

So now the ship had four impossible positions and two different speeds.

He frowned at the computer, trying to find some clue in the new data. He noticed, absently, that the
hand of one of the dids was near zero in the red section of the dia. He had not noticed any of the dids
registering in the danger zone before.. . .

Hejerked out of his preoccupation with apprehension and typed: TELL ME IN

NON-TECHNICAL LANGUAGE THE MEANING OF THE HAND NEAR ZERO ON THE DIAL
LABELED MAX. ET. REF.



It answered: ONE OF MY CIRCUITSWAS DAMAGED BY THE SUDDEN RELEASE OF
AIR PRESSURE. | WILL CEASE FUNCTIONING AT THE END OF FOUR MORE MINUTES
OF OPERATION.

He dammed the master switch to OFF. The lights on the board went out, the various needles swung
to zero, leaving the computer amindless structure more than ever resembling an overgrown refrigerator.

Four minutes more of operation . . . and he had so many questionsto ask before he could hopeto
learn enough about the warp to know what he should do. He had wasted almost an hour of the
computer'slimited life, leaving it turned on when hewas not usingit. If only it had told him . . . but it was
not the nature of amachine to voluntarily give information. Besides, the receding hand of the dia was
therefor him to see. The computer neither knew nor cared that no one had thought it worthwhile to teach
him the rudiments of its operation and maintenance.

It was 12:52. One hour and one minute |ft.

He put the thought aside and concentrated on the problem of finding the key to the paradox.

What conceivable set of circumstances would cause receding stars to have a spectrum shift that
showed them to be approaching the ship? Or, to rephrase the question, what conceivable set of
circumstances would cause gpproaching stars to appear to dwindlein size?

The answer came with startling suddenness and clarity:

There was no paradox—the ship was expanding.

He considered the solution, examining it for flaws of logic, and found none. If he and the ship were
expanding the wave length of light would diminish in proportion to theincreasing size of theretinas of his
eyes and the scanner plates of the transdimensiond viewscreens. would become shorter and go into the
ultraviolet. At the sametime, theincreasing size of himsdf and the ship would make the Earth and sun
relaively smaler and therefore apparently receding.

The same theory explained the two different speeds of the ship: itslength was three times its diameter
soitslongitudina expansion would proceed at three times the speed of its cross-sectional expansion.

Everything checked.

How large was the ship now?

He made arough caculation and stared dmost unbdievingly at the results. He was agiant, more than
athird of alight-year tdl, in aship that was six light-yearslong and two light-yearsin diameter. Far
Centauri, which had required thirty yearsto reach in the fastest interplanetary ship, floated seventy-one
feet away in the blackness outside the hull.

And the sun and Earth were in the room with him, going into the shuttl€s slvery foca ball.

Hewould have to ask the computer to make certain histheory was vdid. Histime wastoo criticaly
short for him to waste any of it with speculation based on an erroneous theory.

He switched on the computer and it lighted up again. He typed rapidly:

ASSUME THIS SHIP TO BE MOTIONLESS AND EXPANDING WOULD THAT THEORY
SATISFACTORILY EXPLAIN ALL THE HITHERTO CONTRADICTORY PHENOMENA?

Therewas abrief pause asthe computer evaluated its data, then it answered with one word:

YES.

He switched it off again, to squander none of its short period of usefulness until he had decided upon
what hisfurther questions should be. At last, he had some grounds for conjecture; had learned something
about the warp the designers of the shuttle had not suspected. Their calculations had been correct when
they showed a ship would travel in the warp at many times the normal space speed of light. But
somewhere some little factor had been overlooked—or never found—and their precise mathematics hed
not indicated that the travel would be produced by expansion.

Nature abhors a vacuum. And the black, empty warp was avacuum more perfect than any that



existed in normal space. In the normal space universe there were millions of sarsin the gaaxy and
millions of gdaxies. In the warp there was utter Nothing. Did the physica laws of the warp demand that
matter be scattered throughout it, in emulation of itsrich neighbor in the adjoining dimension? Wasthe
warp hungry for matter?

He rgjected the thought as fantasy. There was some explanation that the physicists would eventudly
find. Perhaps there was avast Size-ratio difference between the two dimensions; perhaps the warp was
far larger than the normal space universe and some co-universal law demanded that objects entering it
become proportiondly larger.

None of that aspect of his circumstances, however, was of importance. There was only one prime
problem facing him: how to move the ship within less than an hour to some point in the warp where his
emergence into normal space would result in neither instant nor days-away desth and where he would
have thetimeto try to carry out the responsibility, so suddenly placed in his hands, of ddivering the space
warp shuttle to the Thunderbolt.

The long-range task depended upon hisimmediate surviva. He had to move the ship, and how did a
man move adriveless ship? It might not require avery large propul sive force—perhaps even an oxygen
tank would serve as ajet. Except that he had none.

He could use part of the air in the ship. Its sudden rel ease should move the ship. Therewasasun
very near: Alpha Centauri. If he had the proper tools, and the time, he could cut aholein the hull
opposite Centauri . . . but he had neither the tools nor the time.

And what good would it do him if he could emerge into normal space at the desired distance from
Centauri? He would be provided with power for the air regenerators by the solar power units but not
power sufficient to operate the shuttle. He would breathe, and egt, for aweek. Then the small anount of
food on the ship would be gone and he would bresthe for another four or five weeks. And then he would
die of garvation and his driveless ship would continueits dow drift into the sun, taking his bones and the
shuttlewithit.

Hewould haveto go to Sirius and hewould haveto reach it thefirst try or never. If he could emerge
into normal space at the proper distance from Sirius he would have power from it to operate the
communicator. The Thunderbolt would come at once when it received his message and swallow the
little Argosy in its enormous hold. The return to Earth would be the swift one through the warp and the
Sug cruisers, so bold in pursuit of unarmed interplanetary ships, would quickly ceaseto exist.

At 13:53 Siriuswould be somewhere in or near the bow of the ship. The ship would not have to be
moved more than two thirds of its length—twenty meters. He could do that by releasing part of theair in
the shuttle room through the sternward airlock.

How much air?

Hetried to remember long-forgotten formulas. So many cubic feet of air at such and such apressure
when released through an opening of such and such a diameter would exert apropulsiveforceof . . .
Héll, he didn't know. And not even the computer would be able to tell him because there were so many
unknown factors, such asthe proportion of the ship's masslost to the Sug blasters, theirregular shape of
the airlock opening, the degree of smoothness of itsmetd . . .

He made cd culations with pencil and paper. He would have to move the ship with extreme precision.
A light-hour short of the proper distance put him too far from the sun for it to power the communiceator, a
light-hour beyond put him in the sun's flaming white heart. One light-hour out of eight point Six light-years
was gpproximately one part out of seventy-five thousand. He would have to move the ship with an
accuracy of point aught three centimeters—one hundredth of an inch.

One hundredth of an inch!
Helaid the pencil back down, aimost numbly. He could never open and close an airlock and move a

mass of thousand of tonswith an accuracy of ahundredth of aninch. The very thought was wildly
fantadtic.



Hewas dready far closer to Siriusthan hewould beif hetried to get any closer. And that was over
eght light-yearsfromiit.

Helooked at the chronometer and saw the hands had aready reached 13:20. Thirty-three minutes
left to him. Sirius was near—soon it would bein the bow of the ship—and Siriuswas eight point Six
light-years away.

How could he move the ship a certain distance accurate to one hundredth of an inch? He couldn't.
The answer was blunt and ugly: he couldn't.

He got up and walked across the room, feding like a man who had in quick succession been
condemned, reprieved, recondemned. He had been projected into a situation for which he had had no
preliminary training whatever; had been made sole custodian and operator of acomputer and a space
warp shuttle that he had never before been permitted to touch. He had used the sound but not at all
brilliant mind nature had given him to solve the riddle of the paradoxes and |learn where hewas and
where he wanted to go. He had done quite well—he had solved every problem of his surviva and the
shuttle's delivery except thelast onel

He passed by the shuttle and stopped to rest his hand on the bright, silvery focal ball. The solar
system would be deep insde the ball; the atoms of the bal larger than Earth, perhaps, and far more
impa pable than the thinnest air. The Sug cruiserswould bein there, infinitesmaly tiny, waiting for him to
return. . .

No—faulty reasoning. The solar sysem was asit had dways been, not diminished in size and not
redly inthebal. It was only that two different pointsin two different dimensons coincided inthebal . . .

He saw the answer.

He did not have to move the ship to Sirius—he had only to move the ball!
* * %

Therewould belittletime, very littletime. Firs, to seeif the warp shuttle was portable—

It was. When he unfastened the clamp that held it to the stand it lifted up fregly, trailing aheavy cable
behind it. He saw it was only apower supply cable, with aplug that would fit one of the socketsin the
bow of the ship. He left the shuttle floating in the air, leashed by the cable, and went to the compuiter.
Next, hewould have to know if Siriuswould befully in the ship—

He switched the computer on and typed:

DETERMINE THE DISTANCE FROM THE CENTER OF THE WARP SHUTTLE'S FOCAL
BALL TO THE SPACE WARP POSITION OF SIRIUSAT 13:53, BASING YOUR
COMPUTATIONS ON THE EXPANDING-SHIP THEORY .

It gave him the answer amoment later: 18.3496 METERS.

He visuaized the distance, from his knowledge of the ship'sinterior, and saw the position would be
within the forward spare-parts room.

Next, to learn exactly where in that room he should place the shuttle. He could not do so by
measuring from the present position of the shuttle. The most precise stedl tape would haveto be at
exactly the right temperature for such ameasurement to be neither too short nor too long. He had no
such tape, and the distance from the focal ball was only part of the necessary measuring: he would have
to measure off acertain distance and a precisdy certain angle from the purely imaginary centrd line of the
ship'saxisto intersect the origind line. Such ameasurement would be impossible in the time he had.

He considered what would be hislast question to the computer. The hand was touching the zero and

his question would have to be worded very clearly and subject to no misinterpretations. There would be
no follow-up questions permitted.

Hebegan typing:
ITISDESIRED THAT THIS SHIP EMERGE INTO NORMAL SPACE ONE LIGHT-HOUR
THISSIDE OF SIRIUS AT 13:53. THISWILL BE ACCOMPLISHED BY MOVING THE WARP



SHUTTLETO SUCH A POSITION THAT ITSFOCAL CENTERWILL BEIN A SPACE WARP
POSITION COINCIDING WITH A NORMAL SPACE POSITION ONE LIGHT-HOUR THIS
SIDE OF SIRIUS AT 13:53. CONSIDER ALL FACTORS THAT MIGHT HAVE AFFECTED THE
DIMENSIONS OF THIS SHIP, SUCH AS TEMPERATURE CHANGES PRODUCED BY OUR
NORMAL SPACE ACCELERATION AND DECELERATION, WHEN COMPUTING THE
POSITION OF SIRIUS. THEN DEFINE THAT LOCATION IN RELATION TO THE
STRUCTURAL FEATURES OF THE ROOM'SINTERIOR. DO THISIN SUCH A MANNER
THAT PLACING THE SHUTTLE IN THE PROPER POSITION WILL REQUIRE THE LEAST
POSSIBLE AMOUNT OF MEASURING DISTANCES AND ANGLES.

It seemed to takeit an unduly long time to answer the question and he waited restlesdy, unpleasantly
aware of the hand touching zero and wondering if the computer's mind was baffled by the question; the
mind that thought best in terms of orderly mathematics and could not know or care that measurement by
protractor and tape would result in apogtion fatally far from that described by the neet, rigid figures.

Then the answer appeared, beautifully concise:
POSITION WILL BE IN CORNER OF ROOM, 764.2 CENTIMETERS ABOVE FLOOR

PLATE, 820 CENTIMETERS PERPENDICULAR TO PANEL AA, 652.05 CENTIMETERS
PERPENDICULAR TO PANEL AB.

The computer died with an oddly human sigh. Itslast act had been to give him the location of Siriusin
such amanner that he could accurately position the shuttlesfocal bal with the aid of the precision
measuring devicesin the ship's repair room.

He went to the shuttle and picked it up in hisarms. It was entirely weightless, and each
magnet-clicking step he took toward the bow of the ship brought Siriusamost haf alight-year nearer.

* % %

He squinted against the white glare of Siriusin the viewscreen as he continued histerse report to the
Thunderbolt's commander: "1 have about aweek's supply of food. How long will it be until you reach
me?'

The commander's reply came after the pause caused by the distance involved:

"Well be there within three days. Go ahead and eat hearty. But how did you travel from Earth to
Siriusin only two hours? My God, man—uwhat kind of adrive did that ship have?"

"Why, it didn't have any drive from the start," he said. "To get here I"—he frowned
thoughtfully—"you might say | walked and carried the ship.”

Mother of | nvention

Editor's note: This story, as with the previous one, is a celebration of tenacity and
perseverance in the face of disaster. The enemy here, however, is simply nature.
But, whether facing death because of intelligent hostility or accidental
misadventure, Godwin's heroesin this story are cut from the same cloth as all of
his"survivors."



The Star Scout's normal-space speed was far below that of light when she dropped out of
hyperspace beyond the rim of the Thousand Suns. Two last stars lay beneath her; a binary composed of
asmall yelow sun and alarger blue-white sun. Observations were taken and instruments noted the tiny,
shining mote that swung four hundred million miles out from the blue-white sun. Other instruments
determined the new destination and the Star Scout vanished again into hyperspace.

When she dropped once more into normal space the shining mote had become a planet that blazed
like agresat, radiant gem against the black void beyond. The planet grew as the hours went by, filling the
viewscreen as Blake braked for the descent into its atmosphere. Land masses and small oceans were
faintly discernible through the fiery, opaescent haze that blanketed the planet. Theimage swelled and
enlarged, the surplus running off the four Sdes of the screen, until the western side of a continent and a
small portion of ocean filled the screen.

The four men in the deceleration chairs behind Blake, and held as helplesdy as he by the force,
watched the image on the viewscreen and the multiple hands of the air andyzer. The hands began to
move asthefirst thin sample of air was scooped into the analyzer, then settled into position afew minutes
leter.

"Bregthable." The gray-haired Taylor spoke with difficulty against the deceleration.

"L ess carbon dioxide than New Earth,” Wilfred commented. Y oung, short and stocky, he wasfar
less affected by the deceleration than the elderly ex-dean. "'l can't understand why the spectroscope
showed such an incredibly high percentage of carbon. How could any planet's crust contain such an
excess of carbon?'

"The carbon must bein the crugt, rather than in the atmosphere,” Taylor said. "Either that or the old
spectroscopeis erroneous. We know the air analyzer isanew and reliable instrument, but these old
Warden spectroscopes, like men, develop eccentricities with age. If we had anew—"

"Hang on," Blake interrupted, his eyes on the instruments before him. *1'm going to have to brake a
little harder.”

Theincreased decdleration settled them all degper in their chairs and no one spoke while the section
of continent on the viewscreen became a hazy desert or plain through which ran dim wrinkles. The
surplus did away and the wrinkle in the center of the screen became arange of mountains. Blake
watched the trand ucent white dot in the center of the screen that represented their point of landing and
saw it would be aong the eastern side of the mountain range. It would do aswell as any other unknown
section of the unknown world and he let the ship hold its course.

The green line of atree-bordered creek appeared, hugging the mountain's foothills, with the white dot
between the creek and the mountain. The area covered by the dot became asmall delta of dluvium from
one of the canyons with afew trees scattered acrossit. The delta swept up to meet them, dowing asit
came, with thewhite dot in aflat clearing that seemed to be of some curioudy glittering sand.

The Sar Scout hated ten feet above the ground with a staccato of blasts from the drive tubes that
sent the bright sand swirling in heavy clouds, then it dropped, cushioned by the drive, to touch the ground
with adight lurch. The widetail fins settled in the sand and Blake cut off the drive.

"And herewe arg," he remarked.

* * %

The others were already hurrying to read the data recorded on the instruments; Taylor and Wilfred,
Lenson and Cooke. Blake watched them, interested by their reactions. None of them had ever been off
New Earth before, let lone on aworld hitherto unknown to exist, and they were as excited as children
with anew toy. Taylor, steegped in the academic environment al hislife, was the most enthusiagtic of them
al. Hehad once told Blake: "With al due respect to ivied walls of stone, they can become aprison. |
want to see afew things before | grow any older; deep space and distant suns and strange worlds—"
Lenson, atdl, lean man with the easy grace of acat, sood afull head taler than the pink young Wilfred;



apleasant sort of aman with adow smile and atolerant understanding of the foibles of others.

There was the indefinable mark of theintellectua upon al three of them and among them the
paradox, Cooke, stood out like a black sheep among white. He was, Blake knew, fully asintelligent as
any of the others; he, like the others, had been sdlected by Taylor because hisintelligence and knowledge
were considerably greater than the intelligence and knowledge of the average graduate. But he did not
look the part. His dark, hard-jawed face was not that of an intellectual. Neither were his broken nose
and glittering black eyes. Blake watched him, thinking: He doesn't belong with the others; he belongs on
Old Earth three hundred years ago, on the deck of a pirate ship with abloody cutlassin his hand.

But, for dl his appearance of being aman of sanguine physica violence, Cooke seemed to be
content to do no more than laugh at what his black eyesfound in othersand inlife, itsdlf.

"Earth-typein every important respect,” Taylor was saying. "Gravity, temperature, air. No indications
of any harmful bacteria—we've been incredibly fortunate.”

"We had about one chance out of severa thousand of this being an Earth-type planet, didn't we,
Red?' Lenson asked, looking over & Blake.

Blake nodded hisred head. "Quite afew thousand, sincethisisn't aclass-G sun. As Taylor said, we
wereincredibly lucky to hit the jackpot the very firdt try."

"Then let's get out and look our find over,” Cooke said, shifting restlessy. "L et's get out and romp
across the sand and breathe some air we haven't breathed amillion times aready.”

Taylor looked questioningly at Blake and Blake nodded. "1 don't see any reason why we shouldn't,”
he said. He checked the readings on the control board instruments from long habit and saw thered line
that indicated the drive room's temperature. It was climbing rapidly, and he turned a knob marked:
DRIVE ROOM—OUTSIDE VENTILATION. Thiswould open the portsin the drive room and start
the blower to rushing its great volumes of cool outside air through the overheated room. "Drive room's
mighty hot from the decdlerating,” he said as he followed the othersto the elevator. "'If we had had alittle
more money |eft over, we could have had full-sze coolersingdled.”

"We were lucky to scrape up enough money to buy what we have," Wilfred said, dropping the
elevator to the cabin level.

"Our worriesare over, now," Cooke declared. "Anyone who owns an Earth-type world isn't just
rich—héslord of dl he surveys."

* * %

They stopped at the cabin level only long enough to procure asidearm each. ™Y ou can't tell what you
may run into on an dien planet,” Blake said as he stepped back into the eevator. "No signs of any
intelligent, civilized life, but there might be animals. Sometimes animals don't wait for you to run into
them—they take a deep breath and do their level best to run into you and tramp you into the ground.”

They dropped to the lower air lock and went through it. The boarding ramp was dropped to the
ground and they descended into the cloud of dust that still swirled about the ship.

"The blower isfilling the drive room with thisdusty air,” Blake said, sneezing. "1 didn't redizeit was
0 thick. But the drive room door is shut and none of this dust can get into the rest of the ship.”

They walked out away from the ship and the dust and stood in the glittering sand, looking about them
curioudly. The mouth of the canyon was visible above them, with the iridescent haze hiding the higher
peaks. The trees were dmost like those of the desert regions of New Earth, scattered very thinly across
the mountain's foot, and vicioudy thorned bushes grew among them. Some of them, Blake noticed, were
in bloom with exaticaly beautiful blossoms, ranging from ddlicate pink to vivid scarlet.

"Pretty,” Cooke commented. "A little dangerousto try to pick one, I'd say; those thorns are Nature's
icepicks."

"We ought to nameit . . . thisworld," Taylor sad. "What shdl we cal it?"

"Aurora," Lenson said ingtantly. " She was the goddess of the dawn in ancient mythology. Shewas



beautiful and sheworeavell. Thisworld isbeautiful and it wears a vell—that shining haze."

"A good name," Taylor agreed. He looked toward the creek afew hundred feet away, the creek
itself hidden by the green treesthat grew thickly aong its banks. "L et's get asample of the water for
andyss”

They walked toward the creek, each of them unconscioudy glancing back at the towering bulk of the
ship asthey went their way. Men always did that, Blake had noticed, when they set down on an dien
planet. They would go out from their ship with their eyes dertly watching for danger ahead, and they
never failed to look back at the ship asthough to reassure themsalves that its ponderous mass was still
there. It was anorma thing to do; when aman set down on an dien world he was on hisown and his
only link with other humans and other worlds was his ship. It had brought him there; it, done, could teke
him back. A man walked out from his ship knowing that it would be waiting for him to return, like agrest,
patient dog; waiting and ready to hurl itself into space at his command. Sometimes an aien planet held
death for the bipeds who ventured to explore it, such as the spider-monsters of Nelson 14, and the ship
would be the sword of vengeance for those who lived to fight their way back to it. The ship would
avenge thefdlen with fury in the thunder of itsvoice and annihilation initsflaming breath, leaving only
drifting ashes where once had been dien things that had made the mistake of killing a human.

Without their ship, men on ahostile, dien world would be near-hel pless; with their ship, they were
invincible conquerors.

"Flowers, even,” Cooke exclaimed asthey neared the trees by the creek. "Red, blue, yellow, purple;
green trees and good air—what more could we offer colonists?!

* * %

Blake had been examining the shining sand with increasing curiosity and he stopped to inspect a
bright crystal haf the size of hishand. It was not quartz. He scratched at it with hisknife point but could
not make any impression. The same would have been true of quartz, but the crystal did not have the
gppearance of quartz. It was dive with internd fires and the crysta system, such ashe could tell from its
rounded, worn form, was distinctly not that of quartz. A little way farther on he found one that glowed a
deep ruby red. He paused to pick it up, then hurried on at an excited exclamation from Lenson, who had
gone with the others to the edge of the creek. "Look at this! "

"This' wasacrysa at the very edge of the creek's roiling, opa escent waters, the same deep ruby
red asthe one he had in his hand but afoot in diameter. Near it were other, smaller, crystals of
blue-white, yellow, red, blue, green, with the blue-white ones predominating. The sand, gravel and rocks
of the creek bed seemed to be composed exclusively of the bright minerd.

"Did you ever see S0 many quartz crystalsin your life?' Lenson was asking the others. "Or so many
different colors? Look at this one—it looks like aruby.”

Blakefailed to hear the reply of the others, athought he had had upon first examining the bright sand
suddenly losing the fantastic quality which had caused him to dismissit. It dl checked, thelack of any
minera other than the one in the creek bed, the "erroneous’ spectroscope that had shown the world to
possess an impossible percentage of carbon, the high index of refraction possessed by the minerdl.

He could find out very quickly.
"Let me have your diamond ring," he said to Wilfred.

Wilfred pulled it off hisfinger and handed it to him with alook of questioning surprise. Blake
scratched the diamond in the ring acrossthe red crystal he till held in his hand. 1t left no impression and
he repeated the performance on severa other crystals scattered on the ground near him. On none of
them could he produce the faintest scratch with the diamond in Wilfred'sring, no matter how heavily he
bore down.

"The spectroscope wasright,” he said, wondering if the otherswould find it as hard to believe ashe
did. "l don't see how it could be, but it is."

"Iswhat?' Wilfred asked.



"Carbon—all these crystals are diamonds! "

They stared at him, incredulous. "They couldn't be!™ Wilfred objected. Lenson asked, "How can you
tell for certain? Areyou sure?"

"The diamond in thisring won't scratch them,” hereplied. “The only minerd adiamond can't scratch
isanother diamond.”

"Then they redly are diamonds?’ Taylor said, dropping to hiskneesto pick up adeep, bright-blue
onethat lay beside the ruby-red stone that Lenson had found. "But the variationsin color—are they all
diamonds?'

"All thosethat are any size," Blake told him. "The softer silicawould soon be reduced to a powder
by the grinding action of the diamondsin the creek bed. Anything of any gppreciable Sze that shinesis
pretty certain to be adiamond.”

"Hmm-m-m!" Cooke grunted, and shook his head in amazement. "'I'm delighted to hear it, but it's ill
hard to believe. Tak about luck—here we sink our last cent to make this onetrip, with the oddsdl in
favor of our finding nothing, and the first thing we do is hit adouble jackpot; not only an
Earth-type—amost—yplanet but aso an unlimited fortunein diamonds. Such luck isincredible.”

"Itisincredible," Blake agreed. "It just isn't the sort of thing that—"

His voice was drowned by athunderous bellow from the ship. He whirled toward it, asdid the
others, wild disbdlief on the faces of dl of them. The same thought flashed in their minds at the same
indant; they were all five there—there was no one in the ship!

The ship shot into view, legping high enough in the air that they could see it above the trees that
surrounded them. A gout of blue-white flame was lashing from aholetornin its stern, then the flame
vanished and the ship poised motionlesdy for amoment; agreet, meta mongter hated in mid-flight and
pinned against the background of hazy sky. Then the nose dropped, thetall went up, and it fel. Itfell ina
horizontal postion, itsimpact hidden from them by the trees but the sound of it loud and terrible to hear;
the muffled scream of rending metd shrill above the ground-jarring thud of theimpact.

Blake ran past the others, toward the ship. He was vaguely aware of someone ydlling, "What—" then
he broke through the concedling trees and stopped, appalled by the sight that met his eyes.

Spaceships were made to withstand the pull of gravity when at rest on thelr tail fins; to withstand the
thrust of the drive which, whether accderating or decelerating, was only the equivaent of gravitic
attraction from the stern. They were constructed to possess great longitudinal strength, with no great
cross-sectiona strength needed. They were not constructed to withstand a horizonta drop.

The Star Scout was broken in two.
Taylor stopped beside him, white and shaken.
"What . . . what wasit?' someone asked. "What happened . .. how could it happen?'

"The converter blew up,” Blake said, hislipsfedings oddly stiff and numb. "It was my fault—I should
have had brains enough to think about it before it wastoo late.”

"What do you mean?' Cooke demanded.

" |eft the blower going, driving coal air into the drive room. The air was loaded with the dust we
gtirred up when we landed, and that dust was mainly diamond dust.”

"Oh!" Cooke's eyeswere fixed on Blake. "So that was it. Diamond dust—carbon—catalyst!

"But how?" Taylor asked. "How could the diamond dust have gotten into the converter?'

"I don't know." Blake shook his head. "Maybe the inspection crew forgot to put the cover back on
the fud inlet—maybe the clamps broke while we were en route. Anyway, it happened—somehow

enough of the dust got into the fuel inlet to put the amount of catalyst past acritical percentage and the
converter exploded. | shouldn't have started the blower until | first went in and made a check of the fuel



inlet.”

"Why?" Cooke asked. "Did you ever hear of anything like this ever happening before?!

"No."

"Then why should you have checked?Y ou had no reason to think the fuel inlet might be open, and
neither did you discover thiswas diamond dust until about aminute before the explosion. Y ou couldn't
have done anything about it in only one minute."

"l suppose not,” Blake agreed, "but | can't help fedling | should have been more careful. But that's all
water under the bridge; here we are among our diamonds with no way of getting home—not for along
time at best, I'm afraid. So let's see just how long that may be, just how great the damageto the shipis.”

"From here,"” Cooke observed as they walked toward the ship, "the situation looks hopel ess. Our
ship looks exactly like an overripe watermelon that's had abad fal. It's not only broken intwo, with a
few girders holding the broken halves together, it's also sort of flattened now, rather than round like it
oncewas."

"And gaping open at every seam,” Wilfred added.

They passed the stern of the ship, where the rim of the ragged hole till glowed redly with half-molten
metal, and Blake motioned toward the deep furrow blasted in the ground where the ship had stood. "The
blast was directiond," he said. "If it hadn't been, it would have destroyed the lower hdf of the ship.”

"It didn't make such abig holein the stern," Cooke remarked with areturn of his characteristic
optimism. We could patchit.”

"Of course," he added bleakly, "we'd only have half a ship to drive, and no converter to power our
drive—if we haveadriveleft."

They entered the ship by the gap where it had broken gpart, climbing through the bent and broken
ged. The devator shaft, now ahorizontal passageway, was accessible by climbing up the ragged, torn
sheet meta and girders. Blake made a suggestion to the older Taylor before they climbed up into the
elevator shaft.

"I'd like to look at the drive room and the repair shop. So, suppose Cooke and | do that while you
and the others see what the damage isin the forward half of the ship?”’

"Anything you say, Red," Taylor answered. "I have an ideawell find nothing but wreckage either
way."

"Firg, I'll get somelightsfor you," Blake said.

He climbed up into the devator shaft and made hisway to the supply level of the ship. The door to
the room he entered opened with considerabl e difficulty and the sceneinside, asreveded by his pocket
lighter, was utter confusion and chaos. He found the locker that held the emergency lights under amass
of miscellaneous supplies, equipment and broken containers and took five lightsfromiit.

He went back to the gap in the ship and tossed three of the lightsto the others. They began to climb
up into their own section of the ship and Cooke scrambled up to where he stood.

"How did it look where you were?' Cooke asked.

"Just alittle untidy,” he answered, leading the way to the drive room.

They forced the now-horizontal drive room door open and agush of warm air struck them. The drive
room wasfairly well lighted by the hole the converter's explosion had produced and they appraised the
damage, not caring to drop the ten feet to the new floor.

"That shapeless gob over there by the hole—that's al that remains of our converter,” Blake said.
"The exploson wasdirectiond, al right, and the converter wasworking at minimum output—if it had
been up to as much as quarter output, it couldn't have remained directiona and at a quarter output the
entire ship would have vanished in ablaze of glory."



Heflashed hislight down into the shadowy corners of the room and found what he sought.
"L ook—see that square metal thing?' he asked. "That'sthe fud inlet cover. Sure enough, it wasntin
place—they must have forgotten to tighten down the clamps.”

"And we paid them to do that?' Cooke asked bitterly, flashing his own light over the cover.

* % %

Blake moved hislight dowly over the drive assembly. Originaly equipped with the old Harding
atomic drive, the transformation to the hyperspace drive had—for financia reasons—been confined to
the ingtdlation of the space-shift units and the instdlation of the nuclear converter to supply the enormous
energy required by the hypergpace units to wrench the ship from normal space into hyperspace. Although
amodern drive would have been preferred, their limited capital had forced them to compromise by
leaving the atomic rocket drive intact and modifying itsfuel chambersto accept the tailor-made fuel
prepared for it by the converter.

"How doesit look?' Cooke asked. "1 can't see where the blast did any damagetoit. Am | right?’

"| think you are—the directiona blast missed it and its construction was rugged enough that the fall
didn't affect it. Thisismore than | had dared hope for—we can ater those fuel chambers back to the
way they were and we have arocket drive again.

"If," he added, "we can find uranium.”

"And then what? Won't we be alittle bit old and feeble by the time we get home through norma
space, thirty thousand years from now?"

"WEell, | don't know of any outpost of civilization we can reach in less than two hundred years,” Blake
said, "which would be too far to do us any good. However, to get anywhere in hyperspace, we sill have
to have adrive, you know. We have to have adriveto get off this planet so we can get in hyperspacein
thefirs place”

"Once wefix up our drive and get away from here—how do we get into hyperspace with no
converter to power the space-shift units?' Cooke asked.

"That isthe question, and | don't know the answer. But | wastaking firgt thingsfirgt. If we can find
uranium—and we surely can—uwe can soon solve every problem but that one.”

He passed hislight over the squat generator that had served to supply the ship with electrica power
before the ingtallation of the converter. It hung by two of its mounting bolts from the vertica floor, but it
seemed undamaged.

"There's our power—if we had someway to soreit,” he said. "If we could devise a perfect
condenser of unlimited capacity, we could accumulate enough power to give the space-shift unitsthe
wallop that would jump usinto hyperspace. Anyway, whatever we do, we're going to need that
generator. Were going to need electrical power for operating the lathe—if it isn't smashed beyond
repair—welding, perhaps even for refining metals with some sort of an dectric furnace.”

"How do we power the generator?* Cooke asked.

"That can be done," Blake said. "Provided we have alathe to build what we want."

Heturned away from the drive room without further explanation and Cooke followed him to the
repair shop. Aswith al other roomsin the ship's new position, the door was horizontal, but the repair
shop was smaller than the drive room and it was no more than asix-foot drop to the new floor. Blake

saw, with asense of vadt relief, that the lathe was still solidly bolted to the vertical floor. The other
equipment was ajumbled mass on the floor and they poked into it curioudy for afew minutes.

"Not much intheway of broken stuff here," Cooke said. "Sted tools seem to stand up pretty good
when a ship does a belly-whopper. | hope the transmitter fared aswell."

"That's something were al hoping, but you're thefirst one to speak out loud about it,” Blake said. "I
don't see how it could have survived—atransmitter isbig, heavy and fragile.”

"Neither do I. | suppose that's why no one dared even say he hoped it wouldn't be smashed.”



"Let's see about our truck,” Blake said. "If the transmitter is smashed beyond repair, well haveto try
to find uranium and welll stand little chance of prospecting these ranges on foot.”

Again, luck had been with them. Thelittle truck was unharmed but for acrumpled fender. Some of its
bright red enamel had been knocked off by the fdl of the diamond drill rods but the diamond drill, itsdlf,
seemed untouched.

"And that coversthe important thingsin our end of the ship,” Blake said. "Let's see what luck the
othershad."

* % %

Wilfred was just descending from the broken eevator shaft, carrying aload of food and cooking
utengls. "Well camp out for awhile, it lookslike," he said. "With the new floors knee deep in wreckage
and the doors six feet to ten feet up on thewals, living in the ship would be just alittle inconvenient.”

"Well haveto cut a passageway aong the bottom side of the ship'shull," Blake said. "We can dodge
the girders and just cut through the old flooring."

"How did it look up there?' Cooke asked. "What about the transmitter?”

"Wewon't send any SOS," Wilfred said flatly. "The transmitter tubes are smashed to fragments.”
"l was afraid they would be," Blake said. " Do the others need help with their |loads?!

"They could use some hdp, dl right,” Wilfred said, climbing down with hisown.

They crossed the gap and met Lenson and Taylor in the elevator shaft, each with a burden of
deeping bags and various other things needed for a comfortable night outside. Blake and Cooke relieved
them of part of their loads and the four of them carried their burdensto the clean, sandy spot near one of
the trees where Wilfred had set up their "kitchen.”

Blake dropped his load and spoke to Taylor. " So the transmitter isruined?" he asked.

"Thefina power stageis,” Taylor replied. "The drive stage took the fall pretty well and we could
couplethat in, except—"
"Except what?"

"In normal space that would give usarange of around abillion miles—no more than halfway to our
sun'syellow companion. Usdess.”

"Oh—s0 we don't even get the chance to use our little driver stage in hyperspace?’

"The space-shift signa transformers are complete wreckage. Any signd we sent, even if we had our
fina power stage intact, would take three lifetimes to reach the nearest outpost through normal space.
We could send asignd through hyperspace, with our drive stage, for sixty thousand billion miles—but the
hyperspace transformers are broken and smashed and we could never, with our resources, replace them.
So that brings up the question—what now?"

"Our space-shift unitsin the drive room seem to be undamaged and it wouldn't be difficult to change
the rocket fuel chambers again so that we can lift the ship with an uranium fuel," Blake answered. "And
we do haveto lift the ship to make the jump into hyperspace under any circumstances. If uraniumisto be
found, well only have the one big problem to solve—and it'sredly big—how to produce enough power
to activate the space-shift units. If necessity forced usto, | have an ideawe might even make another
converter. Of course, our success would be an uncertain thing and it would require years of work aswell
as luck, but it would be better than just giving up—at least, we would be trying.”

He glanced toward the nearby canyon mouth. "Uranium isthe vital essentia, no matter what we do.
I'm going to take alittle walk while Wilfred fixes something to eat—I want to see what the formations
look like, and if they offer any encouragement.”

"And then welll talk over our plans after we eat,” Taylor said. "A man takesamore optimistic view of
his circumstanceswhen issomach isfull, anyway."

* % %



Blake waked until he cameto the first bank of rock and gravel, then examined what he found with
congderable muttering. The formations represented by the rocks that had washed down out of the
canyon were dmogt like those of any Earth-type planet, with one incredible exception; every rock,
whether near-granite, near-rhyolite, near-andesite, whether high or low in silica content, contained almost
the same high percentage of diamond crystal inclusions. In the coarse-grained rocks, such asthe
near-granites, the diamond crystalswere aslarge asthe end of hislittle finger, whilethe fine-grained
near-rhyolites contained the diamonds as minute inclusions. But, whether the rock was fine- or
coarse-grained, the diamond was present in dl in approximately the same high percentage.

He had just come upon hisfirst specimen of Aurora's anima life when he heard the distant cdll of
Wilfred announcing dinner. Heignored the call for amoment, walking closer to the smdl, brown-furred
animal. It was about the size of asquirrel, with around, dark-eyed face and afat little somach that it
scratched in an absent manner asit solemnly watched his approach. It let him reach within six inches of it
before it scampered afew feet farther away from him, to sop and resume its solemn staring.

Wilfred called again and he turned back toward camp, the little animd staring after him as he went.
Apparently they would have no ferocious carnivorato contend with on Aurora—thelittle anima had
been without fear of him, or virtually so. It had not behaved in the manner of an animal accustomed to the
law of "Run—or be esten!”

* * %

Dishes were scrubbed with a generous amount of sand and asmall amount of water after the medl
was over, then Taylor began the discussion of their circumstances.

"Our smplest solution would have been to send out an SOS," he said. "We could have contacted a
ship easily enough on the emergency band—possibly one no more than aday or so from here.”

"A day or so by hyperspace—two hundred years or more in normal space,” Cooke commented. "A
man doesn't really redize how great gaactic distances are until he gets stuck thirty thousand light-years
from home, doeshe?"

Lenson sighed and gave the broken ship adark look. "I'm aready beginning to acquire an unpleasant
comprehension of the true magnitude of galactic distances.”

"It ssemsto methat we have only two dternatives,” Blake said. "We haveto get either our ship or an
SOS into hyperspace. We have the power to send the SOS through hyperspace, but the space-shift
transformer that would send our signd into hyperspace is broken. The space-shift units that would send
our ship into hyperspace are undamaged—but we haven't the power they would have to have. Which do
we want to try to do—nbuild a nuclear converter and take our ship back, or make a space-shift
transformer for the transmission of an SOS?!

"Wewould not only have to make the transformer that would send our signd into hyperspace, wed
also have to replace the broken power stage of the transmitter,” Taylor said. "The driver stage, evenin
hyperspace, would have arange so limited that it wouldn't reach the nearest outpost. Unlessaship
happened to wander within itsrange, its sgnaswould never be picked up. And Space being the sizeit is,
that might not occur within our lifetimes.”

"Y ou think it would be useless to attempt to duplicate the space-shift signal transformer and the
transmitter tubes?' Wilfred asked.

"I'm convinced that their duplication isbeyond us," Taylor said. "They require specid dloysaswel as
rare gases. They require delicate precison assembly; in fact, the machines that assemble them would
require years of labor to build.”

"We aready have the means of putting our ship into hyperspace,” Blake said. "All we need isthe
power. It seemsto me we could more easily figure out amethod of accumulating that power than we
could build precision eectronic equipment. After dl, dl we need is atremendous store of energy to
power our jump into hyperspace—alot of energy for a short period. The drop back into norma space
doesn't require but afraction of that power.”



"If thereis no hope of sending an SOS, then we haven't any choice but to do that, have we?' Wilfred
asked.

"| think we can safely say that the hope of sending an SOSisnil," Taylor said.
None of the others voiced any disagreement and Blake said:

"If we can find uranium, we won't have much trouble changing the fud chambersto suit the fuel. We
probably will have to spoend more time making the ship—or the stern haf of it—air-tight again than
anything else. At any rate, the whole thing is hopeless unlesswe do rig up an atomic drive. We haveto lift
our ship into spaceto dip it into hyperspace and there's no use conjecturing on how we're going to take
the second step until we know we can take the first step.”

No one spoke for afew seconds, then Taylor said, "I suppose we agree on that, then. Now, the
important thing is, can we find the uranium?' He looked &t Blake. "How about it—what do you think of
the possbilities?’

"I couldn't say," Blake answered. "1 haven't seen any of this country, yet. | saw no evidence of
metallic oresin the rocks washed down out of that canyon, but we could hardly expect to discover
uranium thet eagly.”

"What did you find?" Cooke asked.

"These rock formations are Smilar to Earth-type formations, and the silica content is about
norma—if aperson discounts the diamond present. The diamond is present in al formations, whether
highor low in dlica, usudly as small to minute crystas. Thelarger crystaswe saw must have come from
pegmatitic formations.”

"Which are—?" Cooke asked.

"Extremely coarse-grained bodies of rock. Mineralsin pegmatitic form as unusudly large crysas. On
Charon we found a perfect quartz crysta that weighed athousand poundsin a pegmatitic formation.
Cummings—an old white-haired fellow who had been born on Old Earth—said that crystals much larger
than that had been found on Old Earth in the past.

"There's something €l se about pegmatites,” he added. "Pitchblende is sometimes found in pegmatitic
formations. So, it may possibly be that the uranium ore we find—if we find any—uwill bein the same
formation that these diamond boulders come from."

"Another thing—" Taylor said, thoughtfully. "Well have to have cadmium. Cadmium and uranium—if
we can find the two ores and refine them, we can dter the drive.”

"Which will take how long—just asawild guess?' Lenson asked.

Taylor smiled. "That'slike asking how high isup. But, just as an optimistic guess, I'd say from oneto
two years."

Wilfred nodded his head in agreement. "1'd say that was about right—not less than one and not more
than two years. Were lucky in that we have alathe and other tools to work with, atruck to usefor
prospecting and al the mining equipment we need to mine the ore after wefind it.”

"Thefirg thing will betofix up aplacetolive” Taylor said, pulling up his pantsleg to rub askinned
and bruised knee. "Climbing in and out of those rooms aswe did this afternoon is hard work, and
panful.”

"Red suggested cutting a passageway aong the bottom of the hull—using the bottom of the hull asthe
floor,” Wilfred said. "That shouldn't take long. We can rearrange everything to accommodate the new
floor and welll certainly have to take the lathe down off thewal and set it up again on thefloor."

* % %

Their first Aurorian sunset stopped dl talk of future operations afew minutes|ater. The sunwas
invisble behind some distant range, its last rays throwing lances of ruby, emerald and gold acrossthe
scintillating rainbow field that was the western sky. The lances shifted as they watched, widening and
quivering with the splendor of their ever-changing colors until they rippled acrossthe sky like the banners



of some celedtid fairyland.

Lenson wasthe first to speak, after the colors began to fade. "1 never saw anything like that,” he said,
amog awein hisvoice.

"Nor |," Cooke said, sprawling back againgt his deeping bag. "That looks exactly the way my mother
used to tell me heaven would |ook—before she decided I'd never go there, anyway."

"Probably caused by severd different layersof air currents, traveling a different speeds and carrying
varying amounts of dust and water vapor,” Wilfred offered.

"Huh!" Cooke snorted. "Do you always have to be so pragmatic and practica ?*
"Oh, it wasimpressive, I'll admit, but there was asimple, everyday reason for its beauty—the onel

suggested, likely. Beautiful sunsets on Earth-type planets are due to water vapor and impuritiesin the
amosphere.”

"Then, s0 long aswere stuck here, let's be grateful that our atmosphere does contain these
beautiful-sunsat producing impurities,” Lenson said.
* % %
The afterglow faded from the sky and the Thousand Suns revedled themselves, afield of bright points
of light shining through the haze with sufficient brilliance to throw dim shadows a ong the ground.

"WEIl have to make observations,” Taylor remarked. "I'll start making daily observations of our sun
and its companion. We know the days here are about twenty-four hours long, but we don't know
whether it's spring or summer—or possibly thisworld has no seasond inclination of the poles.”

"l think it'sspring,” Blake said. "The higher peaks we saw through the haze were covered with snow.
Of course, that's not very conclusive evidence."

"Let'shopeit'sspring,” Taylor said. "We know that our year isabout six Earth-yearsin length and,
with luck, we may be able to get away from here before winter comes.”

Therewasalittle more talk of their plans; then, one by one, they spread out their deeping bags and
crawled in. Blake, the last to retire, sat for awhile watching the golden field the Thousand Suns made of
the haze, reaching from the western horizon halfway to the zenith. To the east the sky was dead black,
with no gtar to rddieveit. There were nonein that direction; not for along, long way. Aurora had recently
passed the farthest point from the Thousand Sunsin her orbit; astraight line would pass from her to her
sun, to close by the blue-white sun's yellow companion, then on into the Thousand Suns.

Blake remarked, just before he went to deep, "Y ou'll see what utter darknessis before
morning—after the Thousand Suns go down and before the sun comes up.”

* % %

It required fifteen days to get the ship even partly in condition for living. There was the passage to be
cut, doors to be fitted to keep out the fine dust stirred up by the afternoon winds, the ship's water tank to
be equipped with sediment filters, the tables and chairs to be unbolted from their incongruous positions
on what had become thewalls, the truck to be lowered out of the ship—an endless number of thingsto
be done.

Blake and Cooke lft on the morning of the sixteenth day, leaving the other three to continue the
work on and in the ship. They watched Blake and Cooke depart with a certain wistfulness and Cooke
remarked, asthey ground away through the sand, "1 think al would have liked to go with us. They'll have
nothing but hard work while we're out enjoying the fresh air and new scenery.”

"Y ou may change your mind about ‘enjoying' it," Blake said. "Walking can be hard work when you
doitdl day."

"What'sthistruck for?* Cooke wanted to know.

"To haul our tuff. Wewon't use it any more than we have to—we can make new shoes by hand but
we can't make anew truck."

"Do you think the diamond dust will be that bad?"



"I hope we find diamond dust and sand are the exceptions rather than the rule, but al evidence shows
the diamond to be present everywhere. If o, welll have to usethe truck aslittle as possble—if we find
the oreswe want, then the truck will be indispensable for hauling them to the ship. Whatever we haveto
have for refining the ores will have to be at the ship—or well have to haul agood dedl of materia and
equipment to the ore. Either way, well have to have thistruck, so we'd better take care of it."

"I can seeyour point,” Cooke agreed, "but | doubt that well wear it out very fast. After dl, thisthing
was made to use in country where there was silica sand, and diamond is less than fifty per cent harder
thenglica”

"If you were correct in that surmise, | wouldn't be worried,” Blake said.

"What do you mean—'if'?" Cooke demanded. "Quartz has a hardness of seven and diamond hasa
hardness of ten. That's lessthan fifty per cent harder, isn't it?"

Blake sighed. "Thetrue and unpleasant facts are these: Diamond is said to have ahardness of ten
becauseit'sthe only thing harder than corundum's nine. A mineralogist named Woodell, along time ago
and back on Old Earth, determined the true hardness of diamond in comparison with quartz's seven and
corundum's nine. The actua hardness of diamond ranges from afraction over thirty-six to afraction over
forty-two."

"Oh." Cooke was thoughtfully silent for awhile. " Then we can count on this diamond sand and dust
being six times harder than the sand and dust thistruck was madeto resst.”

"Six times harder, and aso tougher.”

* % %

They lurched acrossasmdl gulch and onto a sty flat, winding to avoid the thorn bushes that were
scattered acrossit. The morning air was still and the dust they raised followed them in adense cloud,
coating their faces and clothing an iridescent gray, gritting harshly wherever two parts of metal moved
together, such asthe driving controls. They had traveled an hour, enclosed in the cloud of destructive
dust, when Blake said, "1 wonder—"

"Y ouwonder what?' Cooke asked, his black eyes made blacker by the gray dust that covered his
face.

"I wonder if thisdiamond dust hasn't got us behind an eight-bal—abig, shiny eight-ball named
Aurora”

They worked their way aong the southern foot of the mountain, toward the high plateau to the east
where the creek might have its headwaters. They prospected the canyons one by one, both by carrying
back samples of the bedrock gravelsto the truck, to pan for particles of the heavy uranium and cadmium
ores they sought, and by use of the Gelger counters they each carried. Cooke ran the gauntlet from his
first fedling of carefree adventure to a condition of sore, aching legs and blistered hands. Their picks and
shovelswore away with amazing rapidity, even from digging in the comparatively loose gravels of the
canyon beds, and they found nothing.

They reached the eastern end of the range, a high, bleak plateau where the creek had its headwaters
and where the nights were chilly with the breezes from the dowly melting snowbanks. There was nothing
there but barren flow rocks and the inevitable diamond so they turned and worked their way back down
the northern side of the range. Cooke's soft muscles hardened and his habitua optimism returned,
undaunted by the lack of heavy-meta concentrates in the samplesthey panned or by the Geiger counters
that remained silent but for the intermittent clicking of the natural background count.

Twicethey found veins of soft iron oxide and once they found anarrow vein of low-grade copper
ore but the mountain seemed devoid of any uranium or of any lead-zinc ore that might contain the
cadmium they needed.

Blake cared for the little truck with painstaking attention, doing everything possible to keep the
diamond dust out of its moving parts. But no way could be devised to keep the dust out of such moving
parts as the brake drums, the ball and socket of the front-whed drive, the control-lever linkage, the



winch they were forced to use SO many times, and many other moving parts. Theair filter caused him
more worry than anything el se. He knew a certain amount of the fine dust was getting past the filter and
into the motor, and there was nothing he could do about it. It was a good filter, made to protect an
engine againg slicadugt; any silicadust fine enough to get past thefilter would be too fineto cause any
damage beforeit was reduced to an impal pable powder. But the diamond dust it admitted was Six times
harder than silica, aswell as tougher—the diamond dust would refuse to be reduced to a harmless,
impal pable powder.

They rounded the west end of the range early on the thirtieth day and saw the green line of the creek
amileaway. Thetruck labored noidly as Blake turned it up agentle grade toward the mouth of anarrow
canyon and he shifted into alower gesar.

"It'sagood thing we're only five milesfrom camp,” Cooke said. "Y ou're about three gears lower than
you would beif thistruck wasin the same condition it was in when we left camp thirty days ago.”

"I'm afraid thiswill beitslast trip—I'vetried to baby it dong and keep the dust out of it, but you just

can't enclose amachine in a dust-proof wrapper.”
* * %

They left the truck on the smooth adluvid fan just outside the canyon's narrow porta and began the by
now repetitious process of prospecting the canyon. It was late in the afternoon when they found their first
cadmium; athin gray seam of metdlic sulfidein arock washed down from higher on the canyon'swall.

"Thegray sulfideislead and zinc," Blake said. "Those little yellowish-orange spotsin it are cadmium
aufide"

Cooke shook his head. "The percentage of cadmium is so dight—and the lead and zincisonly athin

"It might have wider portionswhereit'sin place," Blake said, looking up the steeply doping canyon's
sde. "It shouldn't be hard to find."

They located it in place an hour later, hdfway up the canyon's side, but it was only a short, narrow
seam. Blaketried unsuccessfully to dig into it with his prospector's pick, the point of which had long since
been worn to ablunt stub. Cooke, pounding vainly at the tight-grained formation beside him, stopped to
light a cigarette and wipe the sweat from hisface.

"We have acids and glycerin,” he said. "'If we only had afew holesdrilled in thisrock, we could fill
them with nitroglycerine.

"Theresachancein athousand that it might get wider a agreater depth,” Blake said, ceasing his
own futile pounding. "But how do wedrill holesinit?

"The diamond drill—" Cooke began, then hisvoicetrailed off.

"Exactly," Blake said, seeing what was suddenly in Cooke's mind. "How do we drill diamond-bearing
rock with adiamond drill ?*

"How did we intend to drill holes for mining when we started out thirty days ago? | won't argue about
the diamond drill—I can't see how it could drill through diamond-bearing rock—but why didn't we think
of dl that before?"

"Wedidn't know for surethat dl formations carried the same high percentage of diamond,” Blake
pointed out. "We hoped such wouldn't be the case, remember?*

"What aworld to live on!" Cooke sghed. "Everything wetry to doisfoiled by diamonds. How can a
superabundance of just one eement manage to cause so much grief?"

"Well"—Blake shook hisempty canteen and glanced to the west where the sun had disappeared
behind the canyon wall—"we can't do any more here, now, so we might as well get on back to the truck
and have something to eat before dark.”

Cooke led the way to the bed of the canyon, his blithe spirits returned sufficiently for him to be
whistling by the time they reached it. They were hafway to the canyon's portal when it became suddenly



darker, asthough a heavy cloud had covered the sun. It grew darker, athough Blake's watch said the
sun was not quite ready to set, and when they were dmost to the portd's cliffs, where the canyon
suddenly opened out upon the desert, he became aware of alow roar above the crunching of his
footstepsin the diamond sand. It came from the desert beyond the portal; a sound like adistant waterfall.

Cooke, two hundred feet ahead of him, was gtill whistling cheerily and had obvioudy not heard it.
Blakeincreased his pace and was dmost up with him when Cooke stepped beyond the dliffsthat till hid
the desert from Blake.

Cooke stopped, then, alook of amazement on hisface, staring in the direction of their truck and the
desert beyond. Then he whedled to shout back at Blake, "What isit?"

Blake was beside him afew seconds later and he saw the source of the sound he had heard.

It wasamile away; agrest, high black wall rushing toward them, itstowering crest lost in the
atmospheric haze. It was racing toward them at perhaps fifty miles an hour, roaring with a deep,
sustained roar and the sheer front of it seething and boiling.

"What—7?" Cooke began, but Blake cut him off with aterse, "Come on!" He ran toward the truck,
estimating the distance they must cover before the black wall reached them. The truck was not far—but
thewall wastraveling at leadt fifty milesan hour.

"Isit—" Cooke began again, then gave up asagust of wind whipped sand in his mouth and devoted
hisfull attention to keeping up with the fleet Blake.

They reached the truck with the black wall looming amost upon them and jumped inside, damming
the doors. "Sandstorm,” Blake said, as Cooke started to ask again. A harder gust of wind lashed at the
truck, stinging their faces with sand. "Close your window," Blake said as he cranked up hisown. "Those
baby zephyrs are the advance guard. | think werein for ared one

* * %

Theblack wall struck amoment later with athunderous roaring and screaming, smashing at thelittle
truck with savage blows and enveloping them in darkness. Sand and gravel dashed againgt the windows
with asharp, dry hiss and, above the roar of the wind, Blake could hear a violent thumping asthe wind
found an empty and unfastened water can in the bed of the truck and dammed it back and forth. The
pounding ceased abruptly and Blake had amental vision of their water can going in kangaroo legps
across the mountainside.

" ... long do you think?' Cooke shouted through the darkness.

"What?" Blake asked, shouting, himself, to be heard above the howl and roar of the storm.

"How long do you think thiswill last?"

"Don't know. Sometimes a sandstorm will last an hour, sometimes ten hours.”

Hefdt insde the utility box under the dash and found aflashlight. Its beam had the gppearance of a
three-dimensiona conein the dust-filled air of the cab.

"How did that get in here so quick?' Cooke demanded.

"It comesin every little crack and crevice" Blake answered, flashing the light through the windshield.
Thelight reveded the dust and sand flowing past them with incredible speed. There were bright gleamsin
the torrent of air and sand aslarger pieces of diamond reflected the light for amicrosecond and bits of
dead vegetation were being carried along.

Blake shut off the light and made himsdlf as comfortable as possiblein hishdf of the smdl cab. "You
might aswell try to make your mind a contented blank for an indefinite number of hours," he advised.

Cooke followed his advice, grumbling at the lack of leg room. He was adegp within fifteen minutes; a
fact Blake confirmed by aquick flash of the light. Blake sighed envioudy and composed himsdlf for the
hours of futile thinking and worrying that would be his own lot until degp came. Therewas, in the genid
Cooke's philasophy, a blithe unconcern for “Unborn Tomorrow and Dead Y esterday.” But, while he
envied Cooke for his carefree attitude, he wondered if it would be of sufficient stability to survive the



eventua recognition of anot-so-remote possibility—that al their effortsto leave their shining prison might
proveto befutile.

Thewind was shaking the truck and roaring with undiminished fury when hefinaly went to deep, il
worrying about the diamond dust that was being driven into every tiny crack about the truck wherever
two parts of meta moved againgt each other. Silica, over aperiod of time, would ruin machinery. This
was diamond, not silica; this had a hardness of forty-two, not seven—

He awoke at dawn, stiff and cramped, with Cooke's snoring loud in the silence that had replaced the
storm. He jabbed an ungentle elbow into Cooke'sribs. "Wake up—the stormis over.”

"Huh?' Cooke blinked and straightened with amoan. "My leg's been adeep so long it—Hey! What
happened to our windows?"

"We now havefrosted glassdl around,” Blake said, rolling down the opague window on hisown
sde. "Diamond sand isredly tough on glass”

He stepped out of the truck into the calm morning air and looked at the damage. Cooke came
around from the other sde and stared open-mouthed at the bright, gleaming metal sde of the truck
where, before, there had been athick coat of hard red enamd.

"It looks like we need anew paint job," he said at last. "And wéll have to knock aholein the
windshield to see how to drive to camp.”

Blake lifted the motor cover and ran afinger through the blanket of diamond dust that covered every
part of the motor. It was heaped on more thickly where there had been grease or oil to hold it.

"What do we do about that?' Cooke asked.

"Nothing. If we should try to wipeit off, it would cause it to work in degper. We can only et it stay
and hope the grease will kegp most of it from getting any deeper into the moving parts.”

"I wonder how they made out at camp?' Cooke asked as Blake lowered the motor cover.

"I was wondering the same thing. We'd better let the canyons to be prospected between here and
camp wait for the time being. They're al near enough to camp that we can walk out to look at them,
ayway."

They removed the opaque windshield and got under way, the steering whedl and gearshift lever
grating harshly. They saw something shining metdlicaly ahaf milefarther on and it proved to be their
errant water can; lodged beneath athorn bush, stripped of its ename and polished to ahigh lugter.

* k% %

Taylor and Lenson were waiting outside the ship when they drove up. The question and hope was
plain to be seen on Lenson'sface but there seemed an amost imperceptible anxiety tingeing the
questioning look on Taylor'sface.

Blake shut off the motor and climbed out. "Nothing," he said. "Not asign of uranium.”

Lenson's face reflected anatura disappointment but Taylor seemed to have something on hismind
more serious than smple disappointment. " Then theré's no hope of finding uranium in thisrange?' he
asked.

"There was no indication whatever that thereis any such thing anywhere along therange,” Blake
answered. He looked toward the ship. "Where's Wilfred?'

"He left early to spend the day prospecting. We have the ship pretty well fixed up inside and there
hasn't been much to do the past few days. Now—how about other minerals? Did you find anything at
dl?'

"A thin seam of lead-zinc ore that carriesasmal percentage of cadmium. But | don't think the
diamond drill could ever drill through therock it'sin.”

Lenson grinned sourly. "I know it can't,” he said. "We no longer have adiamond drill. While you
were gone | got to looking around and found aformation that carried zircons. Since well need zirconium,



we all three agreed it would be agood ideato set up the drill, put down some holes and blast out some
zirconium-bearing ore. We st the drill up yesterday morning. By mid-afternoon we had worn out six of
our eight diamond bits and were down four inches. | came back to the ship late in the afternoon to get
some more oil for the drill's motor—weve been using it and it was getting worn—and the storm hit
before| could get back to thedrill. | had left the drill running; its progress was so dow that it didn't need
any attention. | got lost in the darkness of the storm and finally had to hole up behind an outcropping until
morning. Then | saw where | was and went on to the drill. | found the sand blowing into it while it was
running had ruined it. Not only the motor, but the gears of the drill, itself."

"Itwasnoloss, I'm afraid,” Blake said. "All the formations Cooke and | saw carried the same high
percentage of diamond.”

"But suppose we should find some ore—how do we drill it without adrill?' Cooke asked. "That is,
suppose we find some ore that isn't so hard and filled with diamonds asto make drilling impossible.”

"Inthat case, weld probably find we could fix up the old drill after al,” Blake said. He turned to
Lenson. "Y ou said you had been using the drill's motor for something e se—what wasthat?'

"Water pump,” Lenson said. "It seemed like afoolish waste of effort and time to carry weter to the
ship'stanksin buckets so we took the little high-speed water pump that we had brought aong for the
very purpose of filling the ship'stanks, took the motor off the drill—we weren't using the drill
then—stripped enough tubing out of the ship'sair circulating system to reach to the creek and set up our
pump." He grinned again. "It lasted long enough to fill one tank, then the bearings went out. Wefixed it
and aweek later, when we used it again, the bearings went out again. Finally, the last time we used it, the
impellerswere haf abraded away as well as the bearings and shafting cut out.”

"And the motor was wearing out, too?"

Lenson nodded. "The bank was dry and sandy where we set the pump and breezes were dways
gtirring up little clouds of dust. The motor wasin pretty bad shape before it soaked through our thick
skullsthat the dust was pure diamond dust and not at al as harmless asit looked.”

"So now you're back to carrying water in buckets?' Cooke observed. "And Red and | are going to
be back to walking. Thisisacrue world to anyone accustomed to mechanized assistance.”

"About finding uranium—" Taylor said, the auraof worry still about him. "What would you suggest
next?'

"We can hike across the desert to the nearest range and see what we can find," Blake said. "It will be
dow, doing it dl on foot, but we have a boundless supply of two things on thisworld—time and
diamonds.”

"No." Taylor shook his head. "Timeisthe very thing we don't have. | haven't said anything to Len or
Wilfred about it yet. | wanted to wait until al five of uswere hereto talk over what we—"

"Hdlo." Wilfred's hail interrupted Taylor and he came hurrying toward them. "1 saw your truck pull in
50 | turned around and came back. Any luck?'

"None," Blake said. "It just wasn't there to be found.”

"What was this about not having time, and something you hadn't told usyet?' Lenson asked Taylor,
hiseyeson Taylor'sface.

The othersturned their attention to Taylor as he spoke.

"I've been making daily observations with the transit, as you know," he said. "I've observed the
gpparent motion of our sun, the yellow sun, and the Thousand Suns cluster. | found that this is
spring—whether late or early | don't know—~but that's of no importance. | thought, &t first, the yellow sun
was swinging initsorbit around our blue-white sun. Y ou can see the ydlow sun—like avery bright
yelow star—in advance of our own sun each morning. According to my observations, the yellow sunis
making an gpparent advance of gpproximately one degree every five daysin front of our own sun. This
happens to be what its apparent advance should be aswe swing out in our orbit, so | became suspicious



and made other observations. | discovered we are approaching the Thousand Suns at a speed of one
hundred milesasecond.”

"That'swhat you didn't tell us?" Lenson asked. "I don't understand—well either belong since gone
from here, or long since dust, before our wandering binary reaches the nearest star of the Thousand
uns”

"| said the apparent advance of the yellow sun is accounted for by our own orbital movement,”
Taylor said. "Thereis no orbita movement of the yellow sun observable. Thisian't abinary—the yelow
sunisamember of the Thousand Suns”

"Y ou mean—" Blake began.
"In gpproximately seven and ahdf months the two sunswill collide.
"And our pogition in our orbit at thet time?"

"WEell go into the yellow sun the radius of our orbit—four hundred million miles—in advance of the
collison.”

* k%

Tdl Lenson bardly changed expression and the surprise on Wilfred's face hardened into quick
stubbornness, as though he had aready decided he would refuse to accept such afate. Cooke leaned
one hip on the fender of the truck, hisblack eyesflickering over the others as he analyzed their reactions.
But for once, Blake fdt, Cooke was finding nothing to amuse him.

"Y ou're sure your observations were accurate—that there's no hope we might have aready swung
past the yellow sun by then?' Blake asked.

"I've made my observations as accurate as possible, and checked for errors. Our sun is moving
toward the yellow sun at ahundred miles a second and adistance of dightly more than one and a half
billion miles now separates them. Our observation of these suns couldn't indicate that they were not a
binary during the brief period we dropped into norma space—especidly with our limited meansfor
taking observations from the ship. It was naturd for usto assume that two suns so close together were a
binary. Only very precise observations during the short time we observed them could have reveded the
truth and we had neither the proper instruments for such observations nor any reason to think such
observations were necessary.”

"It wouldn't have changed our circumstances,” Blake pointed out. "With seven or eight months of
grace, we would have landed to see what the planet had to offer in the way of minera wealth, anyway."
"That'strue," Taylor said. "The result would have been the same. So here we are and we have,
according to my most optimistic calculations, sx monthsto fit our ship with adrive and get away from

here asfast aswe can.”

"Sx months?" Cooke demanded. "Y ou said it would be seven and a half."

"WElIl haveto be along way from here by then—Aurora carries an exceptionally high percentage of
carbon and you know what happens when any nuclear conversion process absorbs an excess of
carbon.”

"Oh-oh—nova!"
"And they reach out along, long way," Taylor said.
"The hypergpace units—the power for them—" Wilfred began.

"If we ever find away to power them, it will haveto be en route in space,” Taylor said. "Or that'sthe
safest course of action for us, | would say.”

"| agree,”" Blake said. "'If we can find ore pure enough, we might possibly be able to take off from
here within six months. It would have to be exceptionally pure ore—it'simprobabl e that we can find such
ore but we don't know that it'simpossible. Thefirst thing we want to do isto Sart getting asfar away
from here as possible, and asfast as possible. Given pure enough ores, we can do that, | think."



"Y ou said improbable but not impossible,' " Taylor said. "Just how improbable do you think it is?*

"If the other ranges are similar to this one, our chances are very poor. We can try; we can go out as
two different partiesto save time. Cooke has had experience in the hills, now, and could go with one of
you to the range north of uswhile | went with the other to the range south of us. If thereé's nothing in the
adjoining ranges, | would say thereisno use looking farther."

"Why?" Lenson asked.

"Time. Time and distance. Any ore we found would have to be carried to the ship on our backs—the
truck isworn out.”

"Then let's start today,” Cooke suggested. " Since our timeis so short, we shouldn't waste an hour of
it. Let'sstart right now."

Blake glanced at the early morning sun. A good idea. We certainly won't have any daysto waste.
Well take along about sixty days supply of concentrated food tablets, plus spare shoe soles and, above
al, canteens.”

"The concentrated food tablets for two months—" Wilfred began doubtfully, but wasinterrupted.

"For roughage we can eat thorn berries,” Blaketold him. "Cooke and | tried them. They're tasteless,
but they're completely harmless.” He turned to Cooke. "Y ou can take Wilfred across to the north range,
and Lenson is better built for the hike across the desert to the south range than Wilfred is—it will be
about three days on the water in our canteensto reach that south range.”

"And if the south range has no creeks or springsin it—how will you come back across the desert
without water?' Taylor asked.

"Wewon't," Blakesad smply.
Cooke did off thefender and looked at the truck, shaking hishead. "If only we could have had this
truck to use—"

* % %

Blake and Lenson reached the south range on the third day of tramping across the glittering diamond
sand of the desert, their throats burned and dry and their canteens empty. They found water; a seepage
of sickening akdi water, but it was water. They found a creek of sweet water the next day asthey
darted up the range's northern front, tumbling down out of the mountains and disappearing beneath the
sand a the mountain'sfoot. It was ahigh, rugged range and they found other creeks and springs asthey
went. They reached its eastern end on the thirtieth day and turned down its southern face. They cameto
thelast canyon on its southwest dope on thefiftieth day and knew they had failed. They had found an
occasiona vein of iron oxide and, once, afairly soft vein of copper ore, but there had been no indications
of uranium.

On thefifty-fourth day they reached the ship again, gaunt and ragged, with Blake'sred whiskers
flaming riotoudly and Lenson's brown beard giving him the look of abenign but detitute young religious
fether.

Asthough by prearranged plan, Cooke and Wilfred returned at the same time; Wilfred's pink face
burned red by the sun, his blond whiskers sprouting raggedly, while Cooke wore abushy black beard
that, together with his glittering black eyes, gave him an even greater appearance of piraticd fierceness.

Taylor was carrying two buckets of water to the ship when the four of them appeared. He et the
buckets down and waited.

"No luck," Blake said asthey drew near him.

"Same here," Cooke said. "That range we went to was as barren asthisone.”

"I've been continuing my observations” Taylor sad. "Everything checks with my first ones, and now
we're Sixty days nearer the end. WEII have to start accomplishing something pretty quick.”

"I know it," Cooke said, scratching at his black beard, the tattered deeve of his shirt flapping in the
wind. "But before we start any long talks on what we shall do next, let's have something to eat besides



thorn berries and pills. And take a bath—I'm so covered with diamond dust that, in the nude, I'd glitter
likeapreciousjewd."

Taylor picked up his buckets of water. "There's enough water for al of you to take showers," he
said, "so long as you don't waste it. 1've been busy with other things or | would have had more water
carried to the ship.”

"WEell haveto have apump,” Blake said, relieving Taylor of one of the buckets. "Theré'sno use
gpending time carrying water in buckets."
Lenson looked at him sharply to seeif he were joking.

"Did you take alook at what that diamond silt in the water did to our pump?* he asked. "It ruined it,
and it was made of the hardest dloy sted.”

"We can't use any kind of pump that has moving parts of sted," Blake said. "No sted aloy ever
made can resist diamond. And, since stedl is our hardest man-made materid, it's obvious we can't use
any kind of apump that has meta moving parts. So, well not try to fight the diamond with harder steel
aloys—if we had them—well just overcome the abrasion problem by making a pump that has no
moving parts”

"Oh?" Cooke stared at him. "A brilliant solution but for one thing—how do we move water without
the mover doing any moving?'

"We let thewater useits own velocity to force part of itsdf higher than the source—we make a
hydraulicram.”

"Hm-m-m!" Taylor grunted in self-disgust. "I could have had one made long ago, in my sparetime,
but | never thought of such asimple solution. I kept thinking of some way to combat the diamond's
abrasion, rather than how to avoid it completely.”

"But ahydraulic ram does have moving parts,” Wilfred objected. "The valves. Without the valves
dternately opening and closing, the ram wouldn't work. How do you keep vavesinit?'

"Thevalves are so smple—onefloating vave and one flgp valve—that al we haveto dois spray the
valves and vave seats with plastic rubber. The diamond can't harm rubber—the rubber is so soft that the
diamond's hardness has no effect on it."

* % %

A shower and afull med did much to improve their spirits, and a shave did even moreto improve
their appearance. Taylor brought up the subject of their next course of action and asked Blake for his
opinion of the desirability of further prospecting for uranium. Blake answered the question with a
suggestion.

"WEIl haveto rest aweek, even though our timeis so short,” he said. "Thistime wéll have two
desertsto cross, aswell asthe mountain between, and our past sixty-day diet of food tablets and thorn
berrieshasal four of usin pretty weak condition. Whilewerest up | suggest wetry to think of some
dternative to the atomic drive. | won't argueif the rest of you want to continue looking for uranium, but
I'm afraid it's hopeless. Without atruck or any other form of transportation, it would do no us good to
find the ore. Were not going to be given the timeto carry orefor great distances on our backs, across
deserts and mountains. So, suppose for the next six days everyone makes atry at thinking up some plan
other than the atomic drive?'

"The more plans, the better,” Taylor said. "If we had alarge enough sdlection to choose from, we
could pick out one that would be sure-fire. But | can't see how we can find a quicker and smpler way to
lift this ship than the atomic drive."

The othersfelt the same way; they seemed quite willing to consider any dternate plan but with no
conception of any such plans. Blake made no mention of theideain hisown mind, certain that it held their
only hopefor surviva but fearing itsradical departure from conventiona lines of thinking would cause
them to reject it, despite the magnitude of its possibilities.



They made the hydraulic ram the next day and laid aline of the ship'sair tubing to a point sufficiently
upstream aong the noisy little creek to give the necessary pressure. Shortly before the sun went down
they connected the last length of tubing to the ram, then returned to the ship to wait for the first flow of
water into the ship'stank. It required sometime for the tubing between the ram and the ship to fill with
water but the water came at last; a steady littletrickle.

"Y ou know," Cooke remarked as he watched the tiny flow, "those ancients weren't exactly fools."
"At last, weve won one round in our battle with this diamond dust,” Lenson said.

" want al of you to keep in mind how we did it," Blake said. "Wedid it by using the natural forces at
hand and by not trying to fight the abrasiveness of the diamond grit. Remember this, in any planning you
do—you can't fight diamond with metal!"

"| think we're dl aware of that by now," Taylor said.
"l hope so. Until we acknowledge that fact, we won't get anywhere.”

No further mention was made of their problem in the succeeding days and Blake hoped that such
slencewasindicative of seriousthinking on their part and not merely afatalistic acceptance of the status
quo.

On the sixth day following their return they gathered in the central room of the ship for each to
present hisplan, if any. Blake procured afew smal itemsfrom the repair room and his own locker just
before the discussion began.

Taylor made aquick summary of their predicament.

"There could have been only three possible ways of leaving thisplanet,” he said. "The most certain
would have been to send amessage to New Earth, but that's impossible. We can't repair or duplicate the
smashed transmitter tubes or hyperspace transformer. Their construction callsfor very complex precison
machinery aswell as specia dloys. We can't re-use the various aloysin the shattered tubes because
exposure to the air hasturned severa of the more ddlicate dloysto dust.

"The second easiest method, and the most impaossible, would be to smply wait and hope aship
comesaong intimeto saveus. | know that we dl rgject that. That leaves only oneway of leaving this
world before it burns—to make adrive for our ship. And that boils down to the question: Shall we
continue to search for uranium and cadmium or shal we devote our time and effort to some other method
of lifting the ship than an atomic drive?'

"I've kept my mind areceptive blank for six days and not one single idea has come near it," Lenson
said. "l don't see where we have any choice—what else can we plan on with any hope at al other than
an aomic drive?'

"Before we go on to new plans,” Wilfred said, "suppose we et Blake give his opinion of the chances
of finding uranium and cadmium in timeto make adrive.”

"We haven't found any evidence of any uranium in three full-grown mountain ranges," Blake said.
"There'siron, and asmall amount of copper, but no radioactive dements. | don't know whether it'strue
of dl this continent, but the section were on isalmost wholly light eements.

"l am not in favor of any further progpecting. Our timeisvery limited; anything we do will haveto be
done without delay. Further prospecting, on foot, would require time, lots of time. Possibly the ore we
want iswithin fifty milesof us, but how dowefind it intime, on foot? Evenif wefoundit,andina
sufficiently pure state, how do we transport it back to the ship in time? We have no truck, you know; we
have only our legs and backs. If we had the time—and if thisworld permitted usto use the truck—I
would bein favor of continuing the prospecting until we did find the ores we needed. The truck would
shorten days of travel into hours; it would haul needed supplies and equipment to the ore and haul the ore
back. But we don't have atruck any more—and we don't have the time. In my own opinion, further
prospecting isawaste of our short and precioustime.”

"There doesn't seem to be anyone who disagreeswith you," Taylor said when the others remained



dlent. "You paint adark picture, but theré's no denying thetruth of it."
"Do you have aplan?' Wilfred asked.
"I have. You'vedl been thinking along conventiona lines, haven't you?'
"Such conventiona lines of thinking produced the ship that brought us here," Wilfred pointed out.

"It did, but the same conventiond type of thinking isnever goingto lift it up again. | have an
unconventiond idea, and adeceptively smple question. If you can answer my question, well know how
to make adrive for our ship.”

Blake extracted severa itemsfrom his pocket: ashort stedl bar, a square of sheet dluminum, a piece
of thin glassand alarge darning needle on along thread. He laid them down on the table before him and
continued:

"I'm afraid that conventiond thinking won't work on an unconventiona world. Weve all been tackling
our problem as though we were marooned on a counterpart of New Earth, with New Earth's dust-free
air and plentiful supply of mineras. We keep thinking of arocket drive because arocket drive wasthe
smplest type of driveto build on aworld of machinery and radioactive ores. We have neither, here; we
don't have Earth-type resources and equipment to fight a decidedly non-Earth-type environment. On
New Earth we would use machines—all human technologica progress semmed from that smplelittle
thing, the whed. Without whedl s there would never have been machinery, without machinery there would
never have been the atomic drive. Y ou've al seen that we can't have whedls on this world. We can't
have whedls, we can't have any kind of moving-parts machines on aworld of diamond dust. Our own
scienceisbuilt on the whed and if we don't develop a substitute science for it, we go up in smokein
seven or eight months™

Blake picked up the stedl bar. "There is one force that no one has mentioned, and it'saforcethat al
the diamond dust on thisworld could never faze because it has no moving parts—field-type force.”

He picked up the needle by itsthread. "Thisisacommon bar magnet,” he said, letting the needle
click againgt the end of it. "We dl know that opposite poles attract, like polesrepel. | pull the needle off
the end of the magnet and the needle snaps back againgt it the moment | release it becauseits lower end
has been magnetized with a polarity opposite to that of that end of the bar. If | switch endswith the bar
magnet, the needle, instead of being attracted to it, will swing away out on the thread to stay away from
it. | have apiece of sheet aluminum here—the magnetic repulsion goesright through it. The same with this
pieceof glass.”

He laid the magnet and needle back down on thetable. "Y ou four have the technical training and
knowledge—I'm only afairly competent mining engineer. But my common sense tells me the reason we
can't leave hereis because afield-type force, gravity, holds us here. My common sense dso tells me that
there must be the same basic principles underlying dl field-type forces, magnetism, induction, gravity. If
two magnetized bodies can be made to repd each other, isit impossible that two bodies held together by
gravitationd attraction could be made to repdl each other?

"Asl sad, | think the same basic principles underlie dl field-type forces. If we can learn what that
principleis, we can produce adrive that operates by antigravity. So, thisis the question | wanted to ask
you: What caused the needle and magnet to behave as they did?"

There was silence for awhile asthey considered Blake's proposal. Wilfred was the first to speak.
"It'sasmple phenomenon,” he said, "and known to any child.”

"That'strue," Blake agreed. "Any child knowswhat amagnet will do, but do any of you know any
more about a magnet than the hypothetical child? Y ou al know what amagnet will do—do any of you
know why it doesit?'

"I know nothing of magnetic forces, mysdf," Lenson said, somewhat uncertainly, "since they don't
enter my own field of study, but Cooke probably knowsthem from A to Izzard."

"I know what amagnet will do—I don't redlly know why it doesit,"” Cooke said. "Men have made



use of magnetism and induction forcesfor centuries and the behavior of such forcesisknownin precise
detail—but ill no one knows just what these forces are. Y ou can manipulate aforce to your own
advantage if you understand its behavior under various conditions, but if you understand exactly what that
forceis, you can manipulateit to your own advantage much more efficiently.”

"| agree," Lenson said.

"There's another field-type force we use without fully understanding it—our hyperspace drive,” Blake
sad. "Theoreticdly, it shouldn't require such an enormous surge of power to activate the space-shift
units—but we have to use that enormous surge of power to get any results. We say we 'dip’ or ‘jump'
into hyperspace. We don't. We don't 'dip’ through that barrier—we smash our way through it with the
full output of anuclear converter. If we can learn what field-type forces are, | see no reason why we
might not be able to so dter our hyperdrive that the ship's generator will supply more than enough power
forit”

"A possibility,” Cookesaid.

Taylor nodded in agreement, then said, "But, while the idea has unlimited possibilities, we haven't the
dightest assurance that welll redize any of them in the short time we have.”

"I know it," Blake said. "I know it'salong chance, since our timeis so short. But it isachance, and
al the other plans would have been doomed to failure before we sarted.”

"It's something of achalenge," Wilfred said. "The ideaappeasto me. It'strue that we actualy know
relatively little of field-type forces; our environment was such that our technica progressled to atomic
Sudy."

Blake looked the four men over, both surprised and relieved that they should accept his plan without
argument; the only possible approach to the problem, he was convinced, that offered any hope. Taylor
seemed to be the only one who had any doubts and Blake said to him, "What is your own opinion of my
plan? Areyou infavor of dropping al other plans and concentrating on the study of field-type forces?"

"My haf-expressed doubts about accomplishing anything in the time we have weren't intended as an
objection. It'safied of sudy of which we know very little, and it'sadifficult field to learn. But I'min
favor of it—it, a least, isn't dependent upon the use of moving machinery. We can study it under
controlled conditions, herein the ship. Infact, | would like to suggest the study of induction fildsasa
garter—we can manipulate induction fields to suit oursalves, and under dl kinds of conditions.”

"Inal of Man'shistory,” Cooke said, "since the first savage wondered why a piece of natural
lodestone would attract grains of magnetite, no one has been able to discover why. But, while we don't
have much time, we have avery powerful incentive. And we do know afew things about magnetism. For
example: dl ferrousiron with avalence of two is magnetic. Ferric iron, with avaence of three, isnot
magnetic. Let'sfind out why—an atom of iron isan aom of iron and should be magnetic whether it's
combined with oxygen or not."

"Well need juice,” Taylor said. "Plain, old-fashioned dectricity.”

"We can managethat," Blake said. "The ship's generator wasn't damaged, so well makethe only
kind of engine aworld without oil, cod or radioactive ores would have permitted—a steam engine. We
have water, plenty of treesfor fuel, and we have alathe. There's a spare primer-thrust tube that will make
aperfect cylinder."

"How about the diamond dust in the water?' Taylor asked.

"Only clean eam will go to the cylinder, and the diamond dust won't affect the boiler aslimewould.
Besides, we have our water filters on the ship's tanks."

Wilfred picked up the needle and let it swing from the thread, holding the magnet under it. "If this

magnet represented this planet, and its magnetism was the force of gravity, with this needle representing
our ship, fitted with some gadget to make it antigravitic at the lower end asthis needle is antimagnetic—"



Helet the needle swing on the thread, bouncing away from the repulsion of the magnet, then swinging
inagain, to be stopped and driven away by theinvisbleforce.

"Theinvisblebarrier," hesaid. "What isit? It isn't matter—not as we know matter. We call it aforce,
but just exactly what isit that no material—glass, metd or anything e se—can bar?'

"That's the question,” Taylor said. "It'sgoing to be ahard oneto answer."

"It will,” Cooke said, "but we know the answer isthere if we can find it. The power we need to move
thisshipisal around us; well be looking for the secret of apower that we know exigts.”

"And if we continued to hunt for uranium, we'd be looking for something that al the evidence shows
does not exig," Blake said.

Lenson shoved back his chair and got to hisfeet. "Now that we know what we want to do, let's get
busy," hesaid. "It will takeal five of us quite awhileto build that boiler and engine, so let's get started
right now."

"| agree," Cooke said. "We're headed for an unpleasant end at a hundred miles a second—the Bird
of Time hasbut alittle way to fly—"

"And Lol—the Bird ison the Wing!" Wilfred finished, arare smile on his pugnacious young face as
he shoved back hisown chair.

* * %

The generator was lowered from its hanging position on the wal and fastened to anew-laid flooring
of stedl. A gear box was made from the gears of the ship's el evator and the portholes of the drive room
were equipped with glassite windows; windows which were rendered sub-tranducent by thefirst
sandstorm, but would gtill admit sufficient light for working. The boiler and engine congtruction
progressed dowly, with the small lathe and the limited kinds of materia available, but they worked
steadily while the yellow star advanced farther and farther ahead of their own sun. It gleamed in the dawn
sky afull hour in advance of therising of their sun when they began the building of the engine. On the day
they completed the engine it was dispelling the eastern blackness two hours before the blue-white sun
brought the first touch of the rainbow dawn and aimost three hours before the sun, itself, appeared.

Blake, Cooke and Lenson toasted the steam engine on the day they completed it and gaveit a
successful trid run; amodest toast of one small glass each, due to the limited amount of grain acohal in
the medicine locker. Taylor and Wilfred, who never drank, had aready gone into the central room to
begin thejob of converting it into alaboratory.

"She's not pretty," Cooke said, indicating the shapeess boiler and engine with his empty glass, "but
beautty is as beauty does. And she spun that generator like atop.”

"Shedid," Lenson said. "Asyou sad of the hydraulic ram—those ol d-timers weren't exactly fools."

"We have dl the power we need whenever we happen to need it," Blake said. "Next, as soon aswe
get the central room converted, will be to put our ideasto the acid test.”

"They say the acid test isalways sour,” Cooke said. "WEell have to make an exception of that rule.
And have you noticed our big yellow star? It's over forty degreesin advance of our sun, now—givesthe
illusion of traveling away from our sun, except that it keeps getting brighter.”

"Were dready afifth of theway to it," Blake said.

"The nova created when Aurora goesinto the yellow sun should be spectacular,” Cooke went on.
"And then what happens when our big blue-white sun goesinto the nova? Will it produce a super-nova?
No man has ever stood off and seen such athing, you know."

"Neither will weif we don't get busy,” Lenson said. "Time, tide and Aurora's rendezvous wait for no
man—and here we stand with empty glassesin our hands when we should be working.”

"You'reright,” Cooke said, turning to go. "Holding an empty glassis about the most usdessthing a

man ever did."
* % %



The centra room of the ship was converted into alaboratory—or as near to alaboratory astheir
limited equipment would permit—and large glasste windows were fitted into holes cut in the hull; amuch
better form of illumination than theimprovised oil lampsthey had been using.

| deas were presented in the days to come; some that were no more than the repetition of known
experiments and some that were contrary to accepted theories of magnetic and gravitic principles. The
latter were, at first, presented somewhat salf-consciously and Blake and Cooke did their best to
discourage such reluctance to depart from conventiond thinking. As the days merged into scores of days
the reluctance to present unorthodox theories vanished and they al five adopted the policy of accepting
each new theory with, as Cooke put it: "The assumption that every theory, no matter how fantastic, is
innocent of the crime of invaidity until proven guilty.”

Each experiment was given anumber, preceded by theletter X for "Experimentd,” and the data
gained by the experiment filed away. Blake, whose mathematical computations as amining engineer had
never required more than trigonometric and logarithmic tables, became as proficient asthe others. His
lack of advanced technica learning was, in away, no disadvantage—he had nothing to unlearn. He
absorbed al the data available concerning the actual, observed behavior of field-type forces and rejected
the adoption of any preconceived theories of the causes for such behavior, kegping his mind open for the
unbiased ingpection of new concepts.

Thirty days passed and then another thirty, while the yellow star grew dowly brighter and widened
the apparent distance between itself and their own sun—the apparent widening of the distance that was
50 belied by the yellow star'sincreasing brightness. The first enthusiasm of Cooke, Lenson and Wilfred
gave way to a quietness and they worked longer hours. Taylor betrayed no particular emotion but he was
up early and to bed late.

Summer solstice came and the sun ceased its apparent northward progress and began to creep to the
south, amost imperceptibly at first. The desert winds came with grester frequency after solstice, hot and
searing and bringing their ever-present burden of sand and dust.

They had been on Aurorafour months when Cooke, in amoment of grim humor, chalked ahuge
cdendar on the wall of the laboratory. He madeit thirty dayswide and five rows deep. Each day that
passed would befilled in with red chalk and the red squares would move across the calendar, row upon
row, warning the five men who labored in the room of the shortness of their time.

Two lines of thirty days each were chalked a solid red when they found the first key to the secret that
meant their lives,

* % %

X117 lay on the laboratory table, a complex assembly of coils and eectronic apparatus, with asmall
blue-white diamond swinging in atiny arc just within thefoca point of theinduction fields. The diamond
hung on along thread, attached to adelicate spring scdewith alarge dial.

Cooke glanced over the assembly, then raked his heavy hair back from hisface and grinned at the
others. "This," he said, "should be what we've been looking for."

"Youvesadtha every time" Wilfred reminded him.

"Let'sfind out,” Blake suggested, feding hisusual impatienceto learn as soon as possibleif ther
efforts had again beenin vain. "We have full steam pressure and our engineis ready to spin the generator
whenever you close the switch.”

"That'swhat | say—Iet's get the suspense over with," Lenson said. He closed the switch that would
open the steam engine's governors and the faint chuffing of it in the drive room became afast pounding.
The needle on the generator output gauige began to climb rapidly and al eyeswere transferred to the did
of the spring scale.

"Twenty seconds,” Cooke said, his attention aternating between the diamond and hiswatch. "It

should have built up an effect by then. If it haan't, it will look like another failure and I'll have to guess
again on the success of the next one.”



No one el se spoke as they watched the diamond swing gently from the long thread. It was only a
smdl one, not more than ten grainsin weight; such asmal and inggnificant massto ress dl ther efforts
to moveit.

"Ten seconds,” Cooke intoned. "Eight—cross your fingers and say alittle prayer—three—two—
now! "

The diamond continued to swing in itstiny arc and the pointer on the scale remained motionless. No
one moved nor took their eyes off the diamond, even when the smell of scorched insulation became
noticeable.

"It's overloaded, now," Lenson said, but made no move to open the switch.

"Giveit more," Blake ordered. "Giveit the full output of the generator—Ilet's be sure of it, and let it
burnif it wantsto."

Lenson snapped another switch shut and the full output of the big generator surged through X117. A
coil went out in aflash of bluefire and someone cried out increduloudly.

In the brief instant before the coil disappeared the diamond moved—up.
"It moved!" Cooke exclaimed jubilantly. "Were going to have our drivel”

Therewas aminute of quite natural eation and confused babble of excited talk during which Blake
remembered to open the switch again. The muted pounding of the steam engine died away and the
babble resolved itsef into coherent conversation.

"Were ontheright track, at last,” Blake said decisively.

"Wevejust done something all our science has never before accomplished,” Wilfred said. "Weve
created aforce of antigravity.”

"We have along way to go," Taylor said. "Weve built up aforce of antigravity thet lifted adiamond
weighing ten grains—and it took the full output of our ship's generator to do it. But we now have a
proven result to go on; we have the beginning of an understanding of the basic principles.”

"When we get it where we want it, | doubt that it will bear any resemblanceto this,” Blake said,
indicating the assembly on the table with his hand. "This just happened to be the easiest way to produce a
little of the force we werelooking for. Like, you might say, the easiest way to produce dectricity isto
stroke acat. But you wouldn't try to supply dectricity for acity by having amillion men engaged in
groking amillion cats.”

"I have atheory," Cooke said. "Once we learn alittle more about this force we created we can try
something else—well try reversing the gravitic flow, rather than building up a counter-flow. | want to
work on that theory and see what the rest of you think of it. Such a system should require dmost no
power since no force would be created, merely reversed.”

"The perfect ship'sdrive would be afield-type drive," Wilfred said, "for more reasonsthan one. The
reason | havein mind at the moment isthis: there would be no limit to the speed of acceleration sncethe
ship and its occupants would be enveloped in the driving force. It wouldn't, to the passengers, be like the
rocket drive where they're actualy pushed along by the seet of their pants.”

Blake nodded. "I've been thinking of the samething. | suppose we all have, because the only way
we're going to escape that novaisto accelerate at an unheard-of velocity. We can do that when we
perfect what we're working on; with our ship and oursel ves envel oped in the driving force we can
accelerate immediately to any speed, and with no sensation of accelerating at al.”

"No more acceleration hammocks and anti-acceleration drugs,” Cooke said. "No more long periods
of reaching maximum acceleration, then other long periods of deceerating. Weredlly have
something—or will have when we're through.” He looked over at Taylor. "How much time to we have?
Did your latest observations give us as much asaday more?"

Taylor glanced at the calendar Cooke had chaked onthewall. ™Y our caendar <till holds good—the
last day you have on it will be our last day.”



"Eighty-five days—that's not many," Lenson said.

"No, but we're going to make progress from now on," Blake said. "We have something to work on;
we've opened a door that no one has ever opened before.”

"And if there's another door behind the one we opened?’ Lenson asked.
It was Cooke who answered, thefindity of conviction in hisvoice. "Then well open that one, too.”

* * %

Lenson's question proved to be not an idle one; there was a door behind the one they had opened. In
the countergravity they had created lay the key to the second door, the reversa of gravity, but it euded
them asthe dayswent by. They repeated X117 and variaions of it until the experimenta-datarecord
bore the number, X135. Cooke's theory was examined and re-examined and no fallacy could be found,
neither could any other theory be constructed that would fit the facts they had discovered. They accepted
Cooke'stheory asvaid, and no one questioned the possibility of reversing gravitic flowswith anegligible
amount of power.

All were convinced of ultimate success—if they could but have thetime.

The daysfled by while they tried and tried again. They worked longer hours, al of them thinner and
the bulldog stubbornness on Wilfred's face becoming more pronounced. The yellow star crept farther
ahead of their own sun, growing brighter asit went, and the red-chaked squares marched acrossthe
caendar. Their determination increased astheir days of grace melted away; a determination expressed
by aslent intensity of effort by al but Cooke, whose intensified efforts were accompanied by
considerable cheerful speculations upon the many pleasures New Earth would have to offer them on their
return.

Blakewondered if Cookesfaith in their eventual successwas asfirm asheinssted, or if it wasonly
apsychologica atempt to improve not only the morae of the others but also his own. The red squares
had crept across two more rows and over half-way across athird when he got his answer.

* * %

It was on the morning following the failure of X144. They had worked far into the night to complete
the assembly of it and it had been devoid of observable results. The others had gone to bed to get afew
hours deep before starting the construction of X145 but Blake had found deep impossible. Thefailure of
X144 exhausted every possibility but one; the one represented by the to-be-constructed X 145.
Theoreticaly, X145 would be successful—but some of the others had been theoretically certain of
success until their trial had revealed hitherto unknown factors. After an hour of the futile wondering and
conjecturing, Blake had given up the thought of deep and put on his clothes.

Hewaked down to the creek, marveling again at the beauty of aworld so harsh and barren. The
yellow star, now bright enough to cast his shadow before him, waslow in the west as he walked up the
creek and the eastern sky was being touched with the first emerald glow that preceded the rainbow
banners. When the sun came up it would bring another day of heat, and the dry, swirling windswould
send the diamond dust dong in low-flying clouds. But in the quiet of early dawn it was cool and pleasant
aong the creek with the trees bordering it making aleafy green corridor along which he walked into the
emerad dawn while the fresh scent of green, living things was about him.

He saw the bulk of something red, lying in the sand beside atree, and he went over to it. It was a
small mound of blood-red diamonds, and he saw that someone had selected them for their flawless
perfection. He squatted beside them, leaning back againgt the tree trunk and lighting acigarette as he
wondered idly who had placed them there, and why.

Heforgot them as he rested and watched the emerald of the eastern sky glow deeper in color and
thefirgt touch of iridescence cometoit. Aurora, for al her grimness, was a beautiful world, and along the
creek aman could dmost imagine he was on New Earth but for the glory of the dawn and the glitter of
the diamond sand. The leaves of the tree over him rustled softly, and among the fresh green smellsthere
came the scent of the red flowersthat grew along the water's edge; a scent that brought a brief, nostalgic



memory of the old-fashioned briar rosesin his mother's garden when he was aboy. She had brought the
seeds from Old Earth when shewas a girl and on Old Earth, she had told him, they grew wild.

It was hard to believe, as he sat beside the creek, that it and the sweet-scented flowers and the
leaves rustling overhead were not things of some stable world where they would remain so for uncounted
lifetimesto come; where only the dow, dow dying of the sun could at last bring the end.

* * %

Grave crunched behind him and he turned to see Cooke. "Nice here, isn't it?' Cooke asked, sitting
down near him.

Blake nodded, then said, "'l thought you were in bed?"

"And | thought you were," Cooke replied. "What do you think of the quality of the diamonds there
beside you?'

"Y ou're the one who piled them here?' Blake asked, surprised. "How long has this been going on,
and why?'

"Ever since | said we'd unlock that second door. We may haveto leave herein ahurry, but we are
going to leave here. | just did thelogical thing of using some of my spare minutesto pile up some of the
choicest diamonds where we can get them in short order.”

"Do you redly believethat, or isthis diamond-gathering just to bolster your confidence?' Blake
asked, weatching him curioudy.
"What do you think?' Cooke countered.

Blake studied him, the hard jaw and broken nose, the glittering black eyes, and saw that they were
not deceptive, after al. Under ordinary circumstances Cooke was easy-going and genid, but now the
mask of good humor had falen away for the moment and the hard steel core of the man was reveded.
Cooke, like the bulldog Wilfred, would be stubbornly defying their fate when Aurorawent into the yellow
un.

Y et, though such stubborn faith might proveto beinvain, it had its advantages. Stubborn men die
hard—sometimes it takes more than merely impossible difficulties to persuade a stubborn manto die at
al.

"| think you havetheright idea," Blake said.

There was asilence as Blake returned his attention to the dawn, then Cooke remarked, "We won't
have but afew more like that—before we leave here, one sun or the other will bein view dl thetime.
And, by then, the yellow one will be too bright to permit any sunrise effects from the other one."

"Auroradoesn't have many daysleft.”

"What a show that will bel" Cooke mused. "First anovaas Auroragoesinto the yellow sun, then the
big blue-white sun will go into the nova" Then he sighed and said, "But | sort of hate to seeit. | don't
care about the suns, but | hate to see Aurorago up in ablaze, no matter how glorious that blaze may be.
She's ahard world on humans, but she forced usto pull ourselves up by our own bootstraps. She'sa
beautiful little devil and | hate to see her destroyed.”

The good die young, Blake thought, watching the dawn flame into vivid, fiery life. Not that Aurora
was good. Shewas crud and beautiful; she was a splendid, glittering prison taking them with her on her
awift, dlent flight to extinction.

It was not the way aworld should die. The death of aworld should come only when the fires of her
sun went out. A world should grow old and cold for millenniaupon millennia; desth should come dowly
and quietly like that of an old, old woman. But it would not be so for Aurora; for her death would be
quick and violent and she would explode ayellow sun into anovaas she died.

* * %

Two days later they were ready to put X145 to the test. It was Smilar to the long-past X117 in that
the same blue-white diamond swung from the same long threed, but the assembly was of a different form



and the steam engine was cold. They had made a battery, asmply storage battery, and X145 would
either succeed or fal with the battery's small current.

Thetenson wasfar greater than it had ever been at any previoustest, and even Cooke had no
cheerful smile or remarks. X145 would be the tet; if it failed dl their laborsleadinguptoit had beento a
dead-end. And they would have no time to try another approach.

"l guesswe're ready," Cooke said. Blake went to the rheostat that controlled the amount of current
and the others grouped about the X145 assembly.

"Il giveit thejuice gradudly,” Blake said. "Althoughiif it asmuch asquiversat full current, weredly
will haveour drive”

Blake watched the diamond as he turned the rheogtat's knob. He felt the faint click of it asit made
firgt contact, then flinched involuntarily as something cracked like apistol shot and the diamond, thread
and scale vanished. Something clattered to the floor across the room and Lenson's surprised question
was cut off by a shout from Cooke: "L ook—the scalel™

Heranto whereit had fallen and picked it up, holding it for dl to see. There was a hole torn through
it.

"How much . . . how much power did you giveit?' he demanded of Blake.

"Minimum current,” Blake replied.

"Minimum current,” Wilfred murmured. "Minimum current—and it shot the diamond through the
scalel”

Thetorn scale was passed from hand to hand and the talk it engendered was both voluble and
optimidtic.

Cooke hurried out after another scale and Blake and Lenson connected another rheostat in series
with thefirgt, then added till another when Wilfred gave the results of his caculaions onthe diderule.

Cooke returned with the scale, amuch larger one, and ablock of copper. "Three?' Helifted his
eyebrows toward the three rheogtats. "'If we can budge a pound of copper with full current through three
rheodtats, then we can lift athousand ships with our generator.”

The copper block was suspended from the scale, to swing down in the field of the X145, and Blake
sad, "I'll try minimum current again, even though it may not be enough to affect it at all. We can't expect it
to do anything spectacular at minimum current, I'm sure.”

He turned the rheostat knob a fraction of aninch and felt the faint click, his eyes on the copper block.
There was aroar, sharp and deafening in the room, and the copper block vanished as the diamond had.
A hard pull of hot air struck him and something ricocheted back down from the roof to strike him
panfully on the shoulder, afragment of metal from the scae. Wilfred was pointing upward, yelling
something.” . . . Through the roof! ™

Blake looked up and saw what he meant; there was asmdl hole torn through the hull of the ship over
their heads, a hole such as would be made by a one-pound block of copper.

"Three rheostats," Cooke exclaimed. "We not only have the power to lift our ship; we could lift ten
thousand of them!"

Cooke began to make rapid cdculations and Wilfred followed suit. Blake, curious though he was,
saw no reason for three of them to work smultaneoudy on the same problem so he waited, asdid Taylor
and Lenson. Taylor was smiling; thefirgt timein many days he had seen the old man amile.

"The problem of power for the hyperspace drive no longer exists," Lenson said. "We can gpply the
same principlesto its dteration that we just now made use of and we can actually 'dip’ through the barrier
rather than bulldozing our way throughit.”

"We have ameans of driving our ship and we have ameans of dipping her into hyperspace,” Blake
sad. "Weve come mighty near to succeeding in our plans—will we have the time to succeed dl the



way?'

"Time?" Lenson looked surprised. "How much time do you want? We have seven days. |an't that
enough?'

Blake shook hishead. "We can't have the ship ready in that short space of time. To leave here within
seven dayswell haveto—"

"Did | say ten thousand ships?' Cooke's black eyes glittered with exultation. "We could move a
world with the power in that generator!”

"Weveredly reversed the gravitic flow," Wilfred said, as enthused as Cooke. "The only power
required to move an object isthat for the reversing field—or whatever we should cal it. This power
requirement isnegligiblewith acapita N."

"Homeward bound!" Cooke said. " Safe and snug beyond the novas reach in hyperspace!”

"If we want to give up the habit of breathing,” Blake pointed out.

The four of them stared at him, and one by one their facesfell asthey redized what he referred to;
the thing they had forgotten in theintengity of their effortsto deviseadrive.

"The ship—" Cooke wasthefirgt to express the thought in the minds of al of them. "It leskslikea
deve"

"How, in saven days, can we finish cutting the two halves of the ship gpart, wal in the cut-off end and
repair al the broken-apart seams?’ Blake asked.

"We can't," Taylor said. He sat down, suddenly old and tired, hisformer cheerfulnessgone. "I don't
see how we could make the ship leak-proof in less than four months with the tools and materidswe
have." He smiled again, but without mirth. "But we came close to succeeding, didn't we?"

"Well succeed,” Blake said. "It'satough problem, apparently, but | have an idea.”

"How about enclosing the ship in agravitic field large enough to hold its air by plain gravity?' Wilfred
asked.

"And how big afield would that haveto be?' Lenson asked.

"Big," Blake said. "Evenin hyperspace, it will take us Sx monthsto get home—or near that. Air hasa
tendency to leak away and dissipate into space rather easily. | doubt that we could enclosethe shipina
field large enough to hold enough air to last usfor six months—as| say, it leaks away into space very
eadly.”

"The gradual loss of our air would be an unpleasant way to die," Cooke said. "The ship lesks, we
don't have thetimeto repair it, so what do we do? How do we solve that last little problem?”

"Seven daysto do afour months repair job—" Lenson sat down beside Taylor and sighed. "It looks
likewe can't make our ship leak-proof in thetime we have. But surely thereis some way—"

"Thereis," Blake said. "We have a perfect method of both getting home and keeping air in our ship.
It should be obviousto al of you."

Questioning looks gave way to dawning comprehension. There was along silence asthey consdered
the plan, then Cooke said, "After dl, afortune was what we set out for."

"Well haveto cdl them in advance" Wilfred said. "We can't just bargein.”

Blake nodded. "Homeward bound, safe and snug in hyperspace—but, as you say, well haveto
radio them in advance. If wejust barreled in without giving them achanceto tell uswhereto park, it
could raise merry hdl with everything.”

* * %

Redmond, control-tower radio operator of Spaceport 1, New Earth, was puzzled. He scratched his
thinning hair and leaned closer to the spesker. Thevoice from it camein distinctly, but faintly.

"Can't you step up your volume?' he asked.
"No," thetiny voice answered. "I told you we had to couple in the driver ssage—our power stageis



gone.
"How far out are you?' Redmond asked.

"About abillion miles. Did you get whet | told you? Thisisthe Star Scout and we're just back from
beyond the Thousand Suns. We were going to get caught by anova—"

"| got everything," Redmond interrupted. Y our planet was going into the yelow sun anditshigh
carbon content would create anova. Y ou learned how to control field-type forces so that you would
have adrive for your ship. So you came back to New Earth—or abillion miles out from it. But why do
you keep insgting that | have my superiors engage an astrophysicist to tell you where to park your ship?
And another thing—you said it would take four months to make your ship leak-proof and you only had
seven days. How did you do afour months job in seven days?'

"Wedidn't," the thin voice from the speaker answered. "That'swhat I'm trying to tell you and that's
why well have to have an astrophysicist define our parking place. We didn't have timeto repair our ship,
and we couldn't encloseit in agravitic field large enough to hold air for sx months.”

Redmond clutched histhinning hair again, feding suddenly dizzy. ™Y ou don't mean—"
"Y eah. We brought the planet with us."

—And Deviousthe Line of Duty

Editor's note: As a general rule, Godwin made no attempt to fit his storiesinto a
common setting. The two stories which follow are one of the exceptions to the rule.
Even then, a partial exception, because the only commonality they have is the
appearance in both stories of the distinctive semi-intelligent species of
Altairians—in the character of Alonzo in this story, and Loper and Laughing Girl
in the next. | think Godwin found these aliens, with their devotion to duty, loyalty,
and unfailing courage—and the example they set for the humans who were
theoretically their "superiors'—simply irresistible. Sodo I.

"We're dmost there, my boy." The big, gray-haired man who would be Lieutenant Dale Hunter's
superior—Strategic Service's Specia Agent, George Rockford—opened another can of beer, hisfifth.
"Therewill beintrigue aready under way when this hdlicopter sets down with us. Attempted homicide
will soon follow. The former will be meet for me. Y ou will be mest for the latter.”

Rockford was smiling as he spoke; the genia, engaging smile of afond old father. But the eyes,
surrounded by laughter crinkles, were as unreadable astwo disks of gray date. They werethe eyesof a
poker player—or amaster con man.

"l don't understand, sir," Hunter said.

"Of course not,” Rockford agreed. "It's ahundred light-years back to Earth. Here on Vesta, to make
surethere is an Earth in the future, you're going to do things never dreamed of by your Terran Space
Patrol ingtructorsthere. Y ou'll be amazed, my boy."



Hunter said nothing but he felt agrowing didike for the condescending Rockford. Only afew weeks
ago Presdent Diskar, himsdlf, had said: For more than a century these truly valiant men of the
Spoace Patrol have been our unwavering outer guard; have fought and died by legions, that Earth
and the other worlds of the Terran Republic might remain free—

"l suppose you know," Rockford said, "that there will be no more than four daysin which to stop the
Verdam oligarchy from achieving itslong-time ambition of becoming big enough to swalow the Terran
Republic.”

"l know," Hunter answered.

Jardeen, Vesta's companion world, was the key. Jardeen was large and powerful, with a space navy
unsurpassed by that of any other sngleworld. A large group of now-neutral worldswould follow
Jardeen's lead and Jardeen's dliance with the V erdam People's Worl ds would mean the quick end of the
Terran Republic. But, if Jardeen could be persuaded to aly with the Terran Republic, the spreading,
grasping ams of the Verdam octopus would begin to wither away—

Rockford spoke again:

"Vd Boran, Jardeen's Secretary of Foreign Rdlations, isthe man who will redlly make Jardeen's
decison. | know him dightly. Since my public roleisthat of Acting Ambassador, he
agreed—rductantly—to cometo Vesta so that the talks could be on aneutral world. With him will be
Verdam's Special Envoy Sonig; awily little man who has been working on Boran for severa weeks. He
seems to be succeeding quite well—here's amessage | received from Earth early this morning.”

Rockford handed him a sheet of the green Hyperspace Communications paper. The messagewasin
code, with Rockford's scribbled trandation benegath:

Intelligence reports Verdam forces already massed for attack in Sector A-13, in full
expectation of Jardeen's alliance. Anti-Terran propaganda, stressing the New
Jardeen Incident, being used in preparation for what will be their claim of
"defensive action to protect innocent worlds from Terran aggression.” Terran
forces will be outnumbered five to one. The urgent necessity of immediate and
conclusive counter measure by you on Vesta is obvious.

Hunter handed the paper back, thinking, It's wor se than any of us thought, and wondering how
Supreme Command could ever have entrusted such an important task to a beer-guzzling old man from
Strategic Service—a branch so unknown that he had never even heard of it until his briefing the day
before heleft Earth.

He saw that they had |eft the desert behind and were going up the long dope of amountain. "The
meeting will be on thismountain?' he asked.

Rockford nodded. "The rustic Roya Retreat. Princess Lylawill be our hostess. Her mother and
father werekilled in an airplane accident ayear ago and she wasthe only child. Y ou will also get to meet
Lord Narf of the Sealdands, her husband-by-proxy, who regards himself as arare combination of
irresigtible woman-killer and rugged man-among-men.”

"Husband-by-proxy?" Hunter asked.

"The king worshiped his daughter and his dying request to her was that she promiseto marry Lord
Narf. Narf'sfather had been the king's closest friend and the king was sure that his old friend's son would
adwaysloveand carefor Lyla Lyladutifully, at once, married Narf by proxy, whichislikealegdly
binding forma engagement under Vestan law. Four daysfrom now thetimelimit isup and they'll be
formally married. Unless she should do the unprecedented thing of renouncing the proxy marriage.”

Rockford drained the last of the beer from the can. "Those are the charactersinvolved in our play. |
have aplan. That'swhy | told Space Patrol to send me a brand-new second lieutenant—young, strong,



fairly handsome—and expendable. | hope you can be philosophical about the latter.”

"Sir," Hunter said, unableto keep atouch of stiffness out of histone, "it is not exactly unknown in the
Space Patrol for amanto dieintheline of duty."

"Ah...yes" Rockford was regarding him with disturbing amusement. "Y ou are thinking, of course,
of dying dramaticaly behind apair of blazing blasters. But you will soon learn, my boy, that asoldier's
duty isto protect the worlds he represents by whatever actionswill produce the best results, no matter
how unheroic those actions may be."

* * %

"Attention, please." It wasthe voice of the pilot. "We are now going to land.”

Hunter preceded Rockford out of the helicopter and onto the green grass of asmall valley, across
which tall, red-trunked cloud trees were scattered. Pale gray ghost trees, with knobby, twisted limbs,
grew thickly among the cloud trees. There was agroup of rustic cabins, connected by gravel paths, and a
much larger building which he assumed would beamesting hdl . ..

"Hdlo."

Heturned, and looked into the brown eyes of agirl. Her green skirt and orange blouse made agay
gplash of color, her red-brown hair was wind-tumbled and carefree about her shoulders, in her hand was
abouquet of bright spring flowers.

But there was no smile of spring in the dark eyes and the snub-nosed little face was solemn and old
beyond itsyears.

"You're Lieutenant Hunter, aren't you?" she asked in the samelow, quiet voice.

"PrincessLyla" There seemed to be genuine ddight in Rockford's greeting as he hurried over.

"Y ou'relooking more like aqueen every day!"

Her face lighted with asmile, making it suddenly young and beautiful. *1'm so glad to see you again,
George—"

"Ah. .. good afternoon."

The voice wasloud, unpleasantly gravely. They turned, and Hunter saw atal, angular man of
perhaps forty whose pseudogenia smile was not compatible with his sour, square-jawed face and
cdculding little eyes.

He spoke to Rockford. ™Y ou're Ambassador Rockford, here to represent the Terran Republic, |
believe." Hejerked his head toward Princess Lyla, who was no longer smiling. "My wife, PrincessLyla"

"Oh, sheand | have been friends since she wasten, Lord Narf."

"And this young man"—Narf glanced at Hunter—"isyour aide, | presume. Lyla, did you think to
send anyone after their luggage?”

A servant was dready carrying their luggage—and cases of Rockford's beer—out of the hdlicopter.
Hunter followed the other toward the cabins. Narf, in thelead, was saying:

" ... Ridiculoudy primitive here, now, but I'm having some decent furniture and well-trained servants
sent up from my Sealdand edtates. . ."

The cabin waslarge and very comfortable, as Rockford mentioned to Princess Lyla.

"I'm glad you likeit," shesaid. "Va Boran and Envoy Sonig are dready here and well meet for
dinner inthe centrd hall. | thought that if we dl got acquainted in afriendly aimosphere like that, it might
helpalotto..."

"That reminds me'—Narf glanced a hiswatch—"1 promised this Boran he could have adiscusson
with me—V esta-Jardeen tariff policies. | suppose he's aready waiting. Come on, Lyla—it will do you no
harm to listen and learn a bit about interplanetary business.”

For along moment she looked at Narf slently, her eye thoughtful, then she said to Rockford, "If you



will excuse us, please. And be prepared for Alonzo to come bounding in the minute he learnsyou're
here"

She waked beside Narf to the door and out it, the top of her dark hair coming just even with his
shoulder.

"And that," Rockford said as he settled down in the largest, softest chair, "was king-to-be Narf,
whose business ahility issuch that al hisinherited Sealdand estates are gone but the one Lyla saved for
him and who owes atotd of ten million monetary units, to everyonefrom cal girlsto yacht builders.”

"And sheisgoing to marry him?' Hunter asked. "Marry that jackass and let him bankrupt her
kingdom?"'

Rockford shrugged. "Y ou may have noticed that she doesn't look the least bit happy about it—but
sheisavery conscientious young lady who regardsit as her most solemn duty to keep the promise she
made to her father. For her, thereis no escape.”

llBut_ll

"Your first duty will beto cultivate afriendship with her. I'm going to use her, and you, to get what |
want."

"Use us?'

"Y es. One of the most rigid requirements of a Strategic Service man's character isthat he be
completely without one."

* % %

Rockford was adeep in his chair an hour later, three empty beer cans beside him. Hunter watched
him, his doubt of Rockford's competence growing into a conviction. Rockford had spoken knowingly of
his plan—and had done nothing but drink more beer. Now he was adegp while time—so limited and
precious—went by. He hadn't even bothered to reply to Hunter's suggestion that perhaps he should call
on Va Boran and counteract some of Envoy Sonig's anti-Terran propaganda.

Hunter cameto adecision. If Rockford was till doing nothing when morning came, he would send
an urgent message to Supreme Command.

He went outside, to find a servant and learn how mail was handled.

* % %

"Rook out!"

Gravel flew as overgrown feet tried to stop, and something like ahuge black dog lunged headlong
around the corner and into hislegs. He went to the ground heed first over the animd, acutely awvare ashe
went down of the fascinated interest on the face of anot-so-distant servant.

"l sorry, Rootenant.”

He got up, to look down at the doglike animal. There was a concerned expression in its brown eyes
and an gpologetic grin on itsface. He recognized it as one of the natives of the grim starvation world of
Altair Four. The Altairians had emigrated to al sections of the gdaxy, to earn aliving in whatever humble
capacity they could fill. Many were empathic.

"l runtoo fast to meet Mr. Rockford, | guess. Are you hurt, Rootenant?"

He pulled acloud tree needle out of his hand and looked grimly down into the furry face. "In the
future, try to look where you're going.”

"Oh, | rook, awr right. | just not see. My nameis Aronzo, Rootenant, and | stay here awr thetime
and guard everything for Princess Ryra. | pleased to meet you and | wirr run errandsfor you, and do
thingsrike mair your retters, for candy or cookies, which | are not supposed to eat much of, but Princess
Ryrasay not too many wirr hurt me—"

"Mail letters?' Hunter's animosity vanished. "I'm sorry | wasrude, Alonzo—all my fault. | may writea
|etter to my dear old mother tonight, and if you would mail it for mein the morning—"



* * %

Rockford |eft ahead of Hunter and it was a minute past the appointed time when Hunter reached the
mesting hall. He heard Narf'sloud voice insde:

" ... Boran must have stopped to watch the sunset. Told him | wanted everyone here on time—"

Thelow voice of Lylasaid something and Narf said, "Not necessary for you to defend him, my dear.
| medeit plainto him.”

A new voice spoke from behind Hunter:
"It s;ems| have annoyed Lord Narf."

Hewasatal, black-eyed man, with the dark, saturnine face of an Indian. There was a strange,
indefinable air of sadness about him which reminded Hunter of the somber little PrincessLyla

"YoureVad Boran, Sr?' hesad. "I'm Lieutenant Hunter—"

Insde, Narf sat at the head of the table. On hisleft was Lyla, then Rockford. On hisright wasa
spidery little man of about fifty, his dicked-back hair so tight againgt his skull that it gave his head the
appearance of aweasdl's. Hislips were paper-thin under along nose, like those of adry and sdfish old
maid, but the round little eyes darting behind thick glasses were cold and shrewd and missed nothing. He
would be Verdam's Speciad Envoy Sonig. Hunter gppraised him as aman very dangerousin hisown
deceptive way.

A servant showed them to their places at the table. Rockford and VVa Boran exchanged greetings.
The moment everyone was seated, Narf said, "Dinner tonight will—"

"Excuseme," Lylasaid, "but Mr. Sonig hasn't yet met—"
"Oh...theyoung fellow there—" Narf gestured with his hand. "Rockford's aide. Now, ring the

chime, Lyla Thoseforest stag steeks are dready getting cold. | killed the beast mysdlf, gentlemen, just
this morning; along-range running shot that required abit morethan luck . . ."

The dinner was excellent, but no one seemed to notice. Narf was absorbed in the story of his swift
riseto eminencein the Vestan Space Guard. There were humorous incidents:

" ... Can't understand why, but | seem to attract women like amagnet. I'm srictly the masculine
type of maeand | approve of thisbut it can be a blasted nuisance when you're an ensign going up fast
and your commander finds one of your blondes stowed away in your compartment . . ."

And there were scenes of tense drama:

" ... Madeaboyhood vow that I'd never settle for anything less than to always be aman among
men. Seem to have succeeded rather well. When | saw the crew was dmost to the snapping point from
battle tenson | knew that as commander I'd have to set the example that would inspire.”

Hunter recalled Rockford'swords of afew hours before: "Narf got to be commander, findly, but
only because he was the son of the king's best friend. Hisrecord isvery mediocre.”

Princess Lylatried three timesto start a conversation of generd interest and was drowned out by
Narf each time. Sonig's pretense of being spellbound by Narf's stories was belied by the way his eyes
kept darting from Rockford to Va Boran. Vd's own attention kept shifting from Narf to the sllent Lyla,
whose downcast eyes betrayed her discouragement. She watched Va from under her eyelashes, to look
away whenever their eyes met, and Hunter wondered if she was ashamed because Narf had given Sonig
the seat of honor that should have belongto Va.

Of course, Narf's own pogition at the head of the table was actualy Lylas.

" ... Sotheresno subgtitute for competent, unwavering leadership,” Narf was saying. "Received a
citation for that one."

Sonig nodded appreciatively. Y our military record well illustrates the fact that the tensions of danger
and battle can bring forth in a competent leader the highest kind of courage. But it seemsto methat these
same circumstances, if the leader isfrightened or incompetent, can easily produce hysterica actionswith



disastrous consequences. Isthistrue, your lordship?”

Rockford was watching Sonig intently and Hunter saw that there was an eager anticipation in Sonig's
manner.

"You arequiteright,” Narf answered. "I've ways had the ability to remain cool in any criss. Very
important. Let acommander get rattled and he may give any kind of an order. Like the New Jardeen
Incident."

A frozen silence followed the last five words. Hunter thought, So that's what the little weasel was
fishing for . . .

Rockford quietly laid down hisfork. Va'sface turned grim. Lylalooked up in quick darm and said
to Narf:

"Let's not—"

"Don't misunderstand me, gentlemen,” Narf'sloud voice went on. "1 believe the commander of the
Terran cruiser wouldn't have ordered it to fire upon the Verdam cruiser over aneutral world such as
New Jardeen if he had been hisrational self. Cold-war battle nerves. So he shot down the Verdam
cruiser and its nuclear converters exploded when it fell in the center of Colony City. Force of ahydrogen
bomb—forty thousand innocent people gone in amicrosecond. Not the commander's fault really—fault
of the military system that failed to screen out its unstable officers.”

"Y es, your lordship. But isit possible'—Sonig spoke very thoughtfully—"for a political power, which
isof such anaurethat it must have ahuge military force to maintain its existence, to thoroughly screen all
its officers? So many officers are required— Can there ever be any assurance that such tragedieswon't
occur again and again, until amgority of worlds combine in demanding an end to aggression and war?”'

Rockford spoketothegrim Val:

"I know, gir, that your sister was among the lost in Colony City. | am sorry. For the benefit of Mr.
Sonig and Lord Narf, | would like to mention that the Verdam cruiser fired upon the Terran cruiser over
neutral New Jardeen in open violation of Galactic Rule. An atmaospheric feedback of the Verdam
cruiser's own space blasterstore out its Side and caused it to fall. The Terran cruiser never fired.”

"But Mr. Rockford—" Sonig spoke very courteoudly. "Isnt it true that certain safety devices prevent
atmospheric feedback?"

"They do—unless accidentally or purposdly disconnected.”

Sonig raised hiseyebrows. ™Y ou imply acrested incident, Sr?"

"It doesn't matter,” Va Boran said. Histone was as grim as his face and it was obvious he did not
believe Rockford's explanation. " Colony City isafield of fused glass, now, its people are gone, and no
amount of debating can ever bring them back."

* % %

The dismd dinner wasfinaly over. Rockford stopped outside the door of their cabin to fill and light
his pipe.

"It was aprofitable evening,” he said to Hunter. "1 can start planning in detail now—after alittle beer,
thatis”

Hell go to deep after he drinks his beer, Hunter thought, and there will never be any plan unless 1—

Soft footsteps came up the path behind them. It was Princess Lyla

"l want to gpologize,” shesad. "l justtold Vd . . . Mr. Boran the same thing.”

Her face was apae ovd in the starlight, her eyes dark shadows. "I'm sorry my husband mentioned
the New Jardeen incident.”

"That'sdl right, Lyla," Rockford said. "No harm was done."
"He'san ex-military man, and | guessit's his nature to be more forthright than tactful.”
"Y ou certainly can't condemn him for that,” Rockford said. "In fact, he's an extraordinary teller of



entertaining stories. It was amost enjoyable evening.”

* * %

"And, inaway, it was," Rockford said when she was gone and they were in the cabin. He was
segted in the softest chair, acan of beer in hishand, asusud.

Hunter thought of the way she had looked in the starlight and said, "Why did she let that windbag Sit
at the head of the table and ruin the meeting that she had arranged?”’

"Hell soon be her husband—I suppose she fedls she should be loya to him."
"B

"But whet?"

"Nothing. It's none of my busness"

"Oh?" Rockford smiled in away Hunter did not like. "Y ou think so, eh?"

Hunter changed the subject. "Are you going to sart talking to Boran to undo the damage Narf and
Sonig have done?!

"It would be awagte of time, my boy. Va Boran's mind is dready made up.”

"Then what are you going to do?"

"Drink six cans of beer and go to deep.”

"| thought you had aplan.”

"l have, amogt excdlent plan.”

"What isit?"

"Y ou'd scream like abanshee if you knew. Y ou'll learn—if you manageto live that long.”

Rockford was sound adleep an hour later, snoring gently. Hunter sat thinking, hearing the steady
murmur of avoice coming from Va Boran's cabin. Sonig's voice—using every means of persuasion he
could think of, a the moment capitaizing on the New Jardeen incident and Boran'swithheld grief over
the sster he had lost.

And the Terran Republic's representative was sorawled fat and mindlessin afog of beer fumes.
Hunter hesitated no longer. The fate of Earth and the Terran Republic hung in the balance and time
was desperatdy limited—if therewasnow any timeat dl.

He took paper and pen and began the urgent message to Supreme Command, headed, TOP
EMERGENCY . It would be sent via Hyperspace Communications from the city and would span the
hundred light-years within seconds.

* % %

He was up before Rockford the next morning, and went out into the bright sunlight. He looked
hopefully for Alonzo, not wanting to be seen mailing the letter in person. Rockford, despite his drunken
stupors, could be shrewdly observant and he might deduce the contents of the |etter before Supreme
Command ever receivedit.

He was some distance from the cabin when he heard the pound of padded feet behind him.

"Rootenant,” Alonzo had the grin of agenid canineidiot. "Do you want meto mair your retter to your
dear ore mother?”

"Yes, | havetheletter right here.”

"O.K. | got to hurry, because the mair hericopter reavesright away. | charge six fig cookies or three
candy bars or—"

"Here—take it and run—and try not to dobber dl over it."

They were served breakfast in the cabin. Afterward, Rockford went for abrief talk with Princess
Lyla. He came back and settled down in the easy-chair, hispipein his hand.



"Y our morning's duty won't be at al unpleasant,” he said. " The obnoxious and repulsive things will
begin to happen to you later. Maybe this afternoon.”

"What do you mean?"

"Thismorning you will go for awak with Princess Lylaand discuss changing the V estan Space
Guard into aforce dong Terran Space Patrol lines. Narf istill in bed, by the way."

Rockford added, "I'll give you abit of sage advice, for your own good—try not to fal in lovewith
her."

* % %

Hunter and Princess Lyla sat together on the high hill, their backs against the red trunk of acloud
tree. On the mountain's dopeto their right lay the dark and junglelike Tiger Forest—he wondered if it
was true that the savage treetigers never | eft its borders—while the toylike cabins of the camp were
bel ow them. The mountain's dope dropped on down to the deserts, beyond which were other mountains,
far away and tranducent azure.

"It was George who suggested we come up here," she said. "He knows | do that often when the
responsibilities of being queen of aworld—I'm such an ordinary and untalented person—become too
much for me. | dwaysfed better when | Sit up here and look down on the mountains and deserts.”

"Yes" hesad politely.

"A ruling princess can be so done," shesaid. "That'swhy | gppreciate George's friendship so
much—it's never because of any ulterior motive but because helikesme."

I'm going to use her, and you, to get what | want.

Helooked at her, at the lines of sadness on the face that wastoo old for its years, felt the way she
was 0 grateful to Rockford for what was only a cold-blooded pretense of friendship, and the didike for
Rockford increased. He could not force himsalf to speek civilly of Rockford so he changed the subject:

"l understand you wanted to talk to me about the Space Guard?'

"Yes. Even aneutra world can't fed safe these days and George suggested that.”

"I'll beglad to hdp dl | can. Of course, the change will requiretime.”

"l can understand that. They say you Space Patrol officers begin training at sixteen, after passing
amost impossible qudification tests.”

"The tests can seem extremely difficult to afarm boy from Kansas. |—"

"Kansas?' Her eyeslighted with interest. "My grandmother was from Kansas! She used to tell me
about the green plains of grain in the spring, and how different they were from the deserts of Veda. . ."

It was dmaost noon when he took her hand and helped her to her fest, redlizing guiltily that they had
talked al morning without ever getting back to the cold, dry facts of military efficiency.

"It was niceto talk up herethismorning,” she said. She looked down at the cabins and the shadow
fell again across her face. "But nothing down there has been changed by it, hasit?"

He held to her hand longer than was necessary as they went down the steep part of the hill. She did
not seem to mind.

When they reached her cabin she said, "It's dill alittle while until lunch—time enough for you to give
me arough outline of the Space Guard change.”

Everything insde the cabin was feminine. None of Narf's possessonswerevisble. Therewasa
heavy door leading into Narf's haf of the cabin, with amassive lock. Hunter wondered if it was | eft
unlocked at night, thought of Narf's sour face and leering little eyes, and found the thought repulsive.

The answer to his conjecture came with the entrance of aservant asthey seated themselves.

"By your leave, your highness," the servant said, bowing, "I cameto make Lord Narf akey for that
inner door."

"A key?' Therewasdarmin her tone. "But we're not married—not yet!"



A puzzled expression came to the man'sface. "Lord Narf told me, your highness, that you had
ordered the duplicate key made and given to him before evening. | found | could not do thiswithout first
borrowing your key for a pattern.”

There was afrightened look in her eyes asthey went to the door and back to the servant. "No . . .
don't try to make akey!"

"Y es, your highness." The servant bowed and turned away.

A familiar gravelly voice spoke from behind them:

"Ah. .. anunscheduled little meeting, | see!”

It was Narf, anger on hisface, aready within the doorway as the servant went out it.

"We were going to talk about the Space Guard,” Lylasaid in an emotionlesstone. "Lieutenant Hunter
has promised to show how Space Petrol methodswill improveit and—"

"By acoincidence, Sonig and | were discussing military matters only afew minutesago,” Narf said.
Helooked at Hunter. "I'm afraid that Sonig and | agree that the Terran Space Guard is quite out of date,
now. The fighting force of the gdaxy isthe Verdam's Peoples Guards."

Narf spoketo Lyla, "Y ou may go ahead and talk with thislieutenant if you wish to, but it's awaste of
time. I'm arranging to have Sonig send Peoples Guards officers here to supervise the rebuilding of the

Space Guard.

"And now"—there was ingnuation in Narf's tone as he spoke to Hunter—"I haveto give Sonig a
demongtration of my skill with wegpons. He ingsts on it—he has heard of severa of my modest feats."

Narf |eft the door open behind him so that by turning his head as he walked, he could see the two
ingde
"I suppose | might aswell go," Hunter said.

Lyladid not answer. She sat motionless, staring unseeingly before her, and he wondered if shewas
thinking of how very soon Narf would be king and his authority as great as hers.

She did not notice when he quietly |eft the room.

* k%
Rockford waswaiting in the cabin, gtill in the easy-chair. "Well," he said, "what do you think of her?’
Hunter tried to keep the persond didike out of hiscoldly formal reply:

"If you refer to your suggestion that | not make loveto her, S, | can assure you that such a
suggestion was never necessary. | happen to have a code of ethics.”

"l didn't say 'makelove. | said, 'fdl inlove. That's quite ethical. Did you complete your discusson
with her?'

"Wel ...no."

"Y ou must do that this afternoon, then. Can't let anything asimportant as that be delayed.”

Hunter stared at him, trying to find one smdl grain of sanity in Rockford's actions. The Verdam
empire already had Jardeen within its grasp; add Vesta, and the end for Earth wasinevitable. And
Rockford dept, and drank beer, and regarded it as very important that the V estan Space Guard
discussons—aof achange that Narf would never permit—be continued without delay.

Hewaked dowly into hisown room. In the nightmare Situation of frustration there was one single
sane and stable conviction for hismind to cling to: Supreme Command would by now have received his
message and shot back the reply that would relieve Rockford of his command. Perhapsit wasn't yet too
late—

Then hismind reded as anew conviction struck it.
There was a sheet of paper on his bed—a message.

His message!



... SITUATION EXTREMELY CRITICAL ... VAL BORAN ALREADY CONVINCED BY
SONIG'S PROPAGANDA ... MUST REPORT ROCKFORD ISUTTERLY INCOMPETENT,
HISMIND AND WILL DESTROYED BY ALCOHOL ... REPEAT: ROCKFORD ISDOING
NOTHING, HISMIND DESTROYED BY ALCOHOL ...

The words screamed up at him and he felt the sickness of one who sees the last faint hope shattered
and gone. All waslost, now . . .

He went outside, feding a savage desire for violence rising above the sickness.

"Rootenant!" Alonzo came bounding to meet him and did to ahat with his saucer feet scattering
gravel and theidiotic grin on hisface. "I mair your retter and you owe me six fig cook—"

It occurred to Hunter that it was not Alonzo that should be punished. He, Hunter, was the one who
deserved execution for ever entrusting anything so important as the message to an imbecilic animdl.

He said with old distinctness:

"The...letter...is...indgde"

"Oh?" Alonzo blinked. "'l sure mair something, awr right. After Mr. Rockford correct it."

"Correct it?'

"Oh, sure. Mr. Rockford, he up rong before you this morning to find me and say you are writing a
retter rast night and | must bring it by for him to make awr your mistakes over again.”

So Rockford was watching all the time, pretending to bein a drunken sleep . . .

"Rootenant—" Alonzo shifted hishig feet impatiently. Y ou gtirr oweme six fig—"

Hunter swung around and strode away, afraid he might decide to choke the animal after dl. A culture

of twenty worlds was the same as dready destroyed, and he was held in amaddening quagmire of
helplessness by a crafty acoholic and adog with the mind of asmdl child.

"Ah...my boy! Rockford came out of the cabin, beaming as though nothing had ever happened.
"L ook to your |eft, among those ghost trees—Narf is demonstrating his quick-draw skill to Sonig. Narf is
supposed to be a very dangerous man, you know."

Hunter looked, and saw Narf whipping up the blunt, ugly spread-beam blaster—known to soldiers
asthe Coward's Specid, because at short range it could not miss and would aways cripple and blind a
man for life even though it would not dwayskill him. Sonig was standing by, nodding hisweasd head and
amiling in open admiration.

"Of course," Rockford said, "Sonig isn't mentioning the needlie gun al VVerdam envoys carry up ther
deeves. He'sflattering Narf's ego for areason—he intends to have Vesta, aswell as Jardeen, sewed up
for the Verdam empire when he leaves here."

"And sofar as| can see,” Hunter said coldly, "Sonig never isgoing to have anything vaguely
resembling intelligent resstanceto hisplans™

"Ah, yes. .. sofar asyou can see" Rockford agreed amiably. "But you obey my order to take Lyla
for another walk and everything will turn out al right. In fact, I'll spesk to her about that right now."

Hunter stared after Rockford as he walked away. There could be no possible shred of
doubt—Rockford was insane!

The breeze shifted and the voice of Narf came:

" ... Certainly no wespon for atimid man, this spread-beam blaster. Have to meet the enemy
man-to-man at closerange.”

"Inthat respect, t0o," Sonig said, "you remind me of our great Generd Paluk. Hisskill in
hand-to-hand combat was something that—"

"Rootenant—"

Hunter quivered and stedled himself.



"Rootenant—" Alonzo cameto aflopping hat beside him. "I terr Princess Ryraand she say | are bad
to be mad a you. So | not mad, even if you didn't give me my pay."

"Thank you," Hunter said acidly. "1 was deeply disturbed by your resentment.”

"Oh, | know, you don't rike me. But | think you not as mean as you act. But Rord Narf—heiis. | terr
you, he awvready mad enough to kirr you."

"What? Lord Narf wantsto kill me?'

"Oh, he know you hord Princess Ryras hand avrmost awr the way down the hirr thismorning. Mr.
Sonig, he see you, and he run and terr Rord Narf and Mr. Boran, too."

"But | was only helping her down the hill."

"Rord Narf, he are going to say mean things about it to Princess Ryra, too. | know. He are awrways
saying mean thingsto my PrincessRyra."

Alonzo sghed, asound strangely humanlikein its sadness.

"Who wirr watch over my Princess Ryra after she marred Rord Narf? He said, Thefirst thing to go
around herewirr be that stupid brabber-mouth animar that are not worth what it coststo feed it." | think
maybe he are afraid that if he ever hit my Princess Ryra, | wirr kirr him." The brown eyeslooked up at
Hunter, and suddenly they were unlike he had ever seen them; cold with deliberate decison. "I wirr, too."

Hunter was still standing by the cabin, thinking of what Alonzo had said, when Rockford returned.

"| aso stopped by to see VA Boran," Rockford said. "While you're off with Lyla, well go to the city.
Lylaisgiving usfree accessto the Roya Library and the records of aneutral world carry more weight
than anything | could say. Not that it's going to change his mind any—»buit it will give me achance to work
on himin ancther way."

Rockford went into the cabin as Va Boran came up the path, Princess Lylawalking besde him. She
wassaying, " . . . And anything we havein thelibrary isyoursfor the asking."

They were close enough for Hunter to see her expression as shelooked up at Val and added with
what seemed atouch of wistfulness, "I'll be glad to go in with you and Mr. Rockford and do what | can
to helpif you want meto."

"Lyld'—it wasthe grating voice of Narf who seemed to have the ability to materidize
anywhere—"1'm sure the man knows his business. Besides, | want to talk to you about something as
soon as | have finished my discussion with Mr. Sonig.”

With that, Narf started on toward his cabin. Sonig, close behind him, paused long enough to bow to
Lylaand say with the meaningless smile, "Good afternoon, Princess Lyla. Y our husband wasjust
demongtrating his marvelous skill with weapons. | would very much didike'—thelittle eyes darted to
Hunter and back again—"being the man who aroused hislordship'swrath."

Then Sonig followed Narf, with one last flickering glance at Hunter to see how the remark had falen.

Rockford came out of the cabin with his brief case and said to Vd, "Are we ready to go?"

"l just told Va"—Lylaspoke quickly—"that | would be glad to go dong and help any way | can.”
The words were addressed to Rockford but her eyes were on Vd, with the same wistful expression. "Do
you want meto?"

Va answered her with cool, formal courtesy: "The librarian can find al the records we need, Princess
Lyla, without our interrupting your schedule for the day or your discussion with your husband. Thank you
very much."

For aningtant Lylas face had the hurt expression of achild rebuffed without reason. Then she looked
away and Vd turned to Rockford and said, "I'm ready whenyou are, Sir."

Lylawatched them walk away and she was sill watching when the helicopter had lifted into the air
and faded from sight.



Hunter hesitated, then spoke to her:
"I understand you want to talk more about the Space Guard, PrincessLyla?"
"Princess Lylal" Her lips curled as she turned to face him and she seemed to pit thewords at himin

sudden, unexpected resentment. "I love the meaningless sound of my officid figurehead title! 1t's so much
better than being regarded as aliving person with fedings that can be hurt!”

"But Princ. .. | mean—" He floundered, not quite sure what had caused her reaction.

She made a visible effort to compose hersdf. "I'm sorry,” she said. "'l supposemy . . . husband.. . . is
quite right; an immature femal e has no businesstrying to rule aworld and the sooner the marriageis
confirmed, the sooner a competent man can take over the job.”

"No," hesaid. "l think—"

He decided that what he thought had better be left unsaid.

"I'll"—shelooked toward the cabin she shared with Narf—"let you know when we can talk."

She went back toward the cabin, walking dowly. From insde Narf's hdf of it came the sound of
Narf's voice as he spoke to Sonig:

" ... Of course, this collection of headsis nothing compared with what | havein the Sealdands. . .
but some interesting stories here. . . take that snow fox there. . ."

Hunter sighed, and saw that Lyla had stopped before her door, as though dreading to enter. Narf's
voice droned on:

" ... Only wounded, so | finished it with aknife. Even with its heart haf cut out, it ftill wanted to live
... beautiful pelt. .. coat for Jandee, the strip-tease queen . . . lways had away with women—Lyla
could tell youthat . . . had my pick of hundreds but I'm letting her be my choice. . ."

He saw Lylahdf lift her hand, asin some mute gesture of protest, then she turned and walked swiftly
away; up the path that led into the ghost trees, and out of sight.

Hewaited, but she did not come back. He went into his cabin and moved about restlesdy, hearing
again Narf's sadism-and-sex boasting and seeing again how she turned and dmost ran from it—

* k%
"Rootenant!”
Alonzo was panting, alook of frantic apped in hiseyes.
"Preaseherpme. . . PrincessRyra. . . shewirr die!"
Hefdt hisheart lurch. "She'shurt?' he demanded, and was aready on hisway to the door.

"She are about to cry and she are going to where the tree tigersriv. They wirr kirr her—prease come
with me”

He asked no more questions but went out the door and up the path, Alonzo running ahead of him.

The ghost trees grew thinner asthey went up the mountain's dope, and the blue-green fernlike trees
of thetiger forest began to appear. They grew thicker and thicker, until the ground was black with their
shadows and the midday sunlight wasfiltered out by the foliage overhead. Alonzo wastrailing her, his
nose to the ground, and Hunter hurried close behind him, watching for the red-and-white of the clothes
she was wearing and hoping they would not find her too late.

They were deep in the forest when they found her.

Shewas standing motionlessin the center of aclearing, facing away from him and looking as small
and adone asalog child. She seemed to be waiting . . .

Heredlized for thefirst time how aone sheredly was, with only adoglike aien, Alonzo, to love her
or care what might happen to her, and with afuture she could not bear to face. But Rockford had been
wrong when he had said, For her, thereis no escape.

There was escape for her. She had only to wait, as she was waiting now, and it would comein the



windlike whisper of atiger's rush through the grassbehind her . . .

He hurried to her. She turned, and he saw the stains of tears now dry on her face and in her eyesthe
darkness of utter defest.

"l was afraid you might get hurt, Lyla—"

Then, seemingly without valition on his part, he put hisarms around her and she was clinging to him
and crying in muffled sobs and trying to say something about "1 didn't think anybody cared . . ."

It was sometime later, when her crying was finished, that he was reminded of the tigers by Alonzo:

"Rootenant—awr the time, sometigers are coming croser and croser. We better get her out of here,
Rootenant, before they find us."

Lylalooked down a Alonzo. "Thank you, Alonzo, for watching over meand . . . and—" Her voice
caught and she dropped to her knees and hugged the shaggy head tight against her.

Hunter watched ahead, Lylabeside him asthey went through the dense trees. Alonzo walked
soft-footed behind them, watching the rear. When they cameto the first ghost trees and the dwindling of
thetiger trees, Hunter thought it safe to walk dower and talk to her.

"l saw you go," hesaid. "'l didn't know where until Alonzo camerunningtotdl me."

"I heard him bragging about killing, and about his women—I was wesk, wasn't |7

"Wesk?'

"| was afraid to face the future, just becauseit isn't to be exactly like | thought | wanted.”

"What was the kind you wanted, Lyla?'

"Oh. .. guess| wanted a hushand who could see me only, and children, and evenings together in
the flower garden, and, well, dl the slly, sentimentd little things that mean so much to awoman.”

Hethought, Even with its heart haf cut out, it still wanted tolive. . . Coat for Janalee. . . the
strip-tease queen.. . .

They passed through the last of thetiger trees and she said, "We're safe, now. Thetigers never attack
anyone outsdetheir fores."

Shewaswaking dowly and he said, "We should get on back before you're missed, shouldn't we?'

"Who would missme?* sheasked. "So long as| remain physicaly intact for the marriage night, who
careswhere or why | went away?"

There was the cold blackness of winter in her eyes as she spoke, and in her voice the first undertone
of brass. He saw that thiswas aready the beginning of the change that Narf would make in her; the
transformation of agirl young and wanting to love and be loved into ahard and cynical woman.

He put hisarm around her shoulder, thinking that he should tell her that he cared and that she must
never let Narf change her.

"Lyla I—"

He redlized how futile and foolish the words would sound. She would marry Narf, he would return to
Earth, and they would never meet again. There were no words for him to speak on thislast walk
together, no way to tell her that he wanted to help her, to protect and care for her. No way to express
thefedingingdehim. ..

He did what seemed as natura under the circumstances asit had been for him to put hisarm around
her in the clearing. Hetilted up her face and bent his head to kiss her.

And waked with jarring impact into the knobby elbow of aghost treelimb.

* % %

The sun was down and dusk was darkening the camp when they arrived back at her cabin.

"Thank you, Dale," she said. Her hand squeezed hisarm. "1 didn't know | had afriend . . . but now
well have to be strangers because—"



Gravel crunched loudly on one of the pathsin the ghost trees and they looked back, to see Narf and
Sonig coming, walking swiftly. Even at the distance, there was anger like ared aura about Narf.
"Well," Lylasaid softly, "here comes my medicine.”

Sonig stopped at his own cabin, to stand just within the doorway, watching. Narf strode on and
stopped before Hunter and Lyla, his face twisted with savage hatred as he looked at Hunter. He spoke
to Lylawith grating vehemence:

"Y ou've done an excd lent job of making an ass of yourself—and of me—haven't you? Comeonin
the cabin!"

Narf seized her by the arm, towering over her as he jerked her around toward the door. Hunter
stepped quickly forward, feeling the hot flash of his own anger, but there was the paleness of Lylasface
as she looked back, an appeal on it that said, No! He stopped, redlizing that Narf would not physically
harm the woman who would make him king of Vesta, and that any interference on his part would only
make everything the harder for her.

He watched the two go into the cabin—into Lyla's haf—and Narf dammed the door shut behind
them. There followed the quick bang of windows being closed, and then Narf's muffled tirade began: " . .
. May think I'mafool ... I'mgoing to tell you a few things. . ."

Sonig was gtill standing within his doorway. Hunter knew, without seeing it, that the thin-lipped smile
would be on Sonig'sface.

He turned and walked back to his own cabin. There was nothing he could do but withdraw—and
listen from adistance and beready to act if it seemed she wasin danger.

He sat on his doorstep in the darkness, hearing occasiona phrasesin Narf's unrelenting abuse. One
was. "So prim you had to countermand my order for akey to that |ock—then you went out to play with
that second lieutenant . . ."

Alonzo materiadized out of the darkness, coming as sllently as a shadow. He was no longer the
bumbling clown. Theidiotic grin was gone and his eyes were green fire, danted and catlike, histeeth
flashing whitein asnarl as helooked back toward the sound of Narf's voice,

"Sheare my PrincessRyra," Alonzo said. "He are cursing her. If he ever hurt her, | wirr tear out his
throat and hisriver."

"Hewon't hurt her, Alonzo," Hunter said, wishing he could be sure. "Hell only use words on her.”

"He never ask her why she run away—he onry curse her and threaten her because she embarrass
him."

"Embarasshim?'

"He and Sonig, they see you coming out of the forest with your arm around her. They watch with
high-power grasses.

"But there was nothing wrong in that—"

"That are what Princess Ryrasay. She say you onry put your arm around her because she are stirr
scared of thetigers. And then he say, what about the other? And he cawr her awrful bad names."

"Whet other?'

"Oh, when you are bending down to kiss Princess Ryraand are wawrking into tree."

He gulped. "They saw that?"

"Oh, sure. Rord Narf are so mad he want to kirr you right then but Sonig say, 'Wait, | have apran.’

Then Sonig say, 'It are too bad we don't have a camera—we could have made that rootenant the raffing
stock of forty worlds." "

The thought made Hunter gulp again.
"What was Sonig's plan that Narf told Lylaabout?' he asked.
"Oh, he not terr her. | hear Sonig terr Rord Narf when | spy. Sonig say, 'Tomorrow we be friendry



and we ret those two go for another wawrk in the woods. And we have cameras with terescope lensand
when they kiss and hug we take moving pictures.' "

"Why, the gutter-bred rat—"

"And Rord Narf say, That iswhat wewirr do. And then | wirr kirr him as soon as we have the
pictures and shewirr have to toe the mark from then on becauseif | pubricry show the pictures of what
shedid, she wirr be ashamed to show her face anywhereon Vesta' "

"Why, the—" He could not think of a suitable expression.

"And then Sonig say, "To make sure she go out tomorrow, you bawr her out good so she wirr want

to cry on the rootenant's shourder again.’ And Rord Narf say, 'I| wirr be very grad to terr the two-timing
hussy what | think of her, don't worry.""
"Why, shewas only ascared girl and that rat thinks she—"

* % %

" ... Your promiseto your dying father" Narf's voice camein accusation. "He's gone now, and you
can betray him, too! Why don't you go al the way in your deceptions. . . your father will never know . .

Alonzo said, "1 think | go back and stay croser to her cabin, Rootenant.”

It was an hour later, and Narf's voice had settled to alow, steady growling, when Hunter heard a
helicopter settle down near the camp. A minute later, Va Boran was outlined momentarily in the
doorway of the cabin he shared with Sonig. Therefollowed the exchange of afew words—interrogation
in Va'stone—and then the sound of Sonig's voice adone, which continued for minute after minute.

Sonigisteling him al about it, Hunter thought, including my walking into that tree. But there won't be
oneword in sympathy with Lyla

Sonig's story ended and Hunter saw Val |eave the cabin. He came straight up the path toward
Hunter, looming tall in the darkness as he stopped before him. Therewasthe pale gleam of meta in Vd's
belt—ablaster. His voice came cold and flat:

"l want to talk to you, Lieutenant.”
Hunter sghed, thinking, | suppose he wantsto kill me, too.

He got up and said, "WEell go insde. Shut the door behind you—I don't want your friend straining his
earsto hear us"

Va sa tdl eveninthechair, hisface likeacarving in adark granite and his eyes as bright and hard.

"| understand that you took Princess Lylainto thetiger forest today.” Va's hand was very near the
blaster. "1 understand you then played the role of affectionate rescuer.”

"Do you bdieve that story?" Hunter asked.

"Do you have adifferent one?'

"Youmight ask Lyla. Or Alonzo. Alonzo isthe one who came to me for help when he saw shewas
going out to die."

"Todie?' A sartled expression cameinto the black eyes. "She wanted to die?!

"I'll tell you what happened,” Hunter said, and told him the story, omitting only the embarrassing
kissing incident and knowing that Sonig had not.

Va wasslent for awhile after Hunter finished speaking, then hesaid, "It isn't for meto comment
upon Lord Narf's character or actions. Sheishiswife by her own choice. But the thought of someone
elsetaking her out and—"

"I know. It wasn't s0." Then Hunter added, ™Y ou think agreat dedl of her, don't you?'

Va'sface hardened and Hunter thought he would not answer. Then he smiled alittle, even though
without humor, and said:



"Since | cameheretokill you if | thought you deserved it, | suppose| am obligated to answer your
question. My regard for Princess Lylaisthe respectful onethat any civilized man would have for another
man'swife"

There was an unintended implication in the statement and Hunter made a conjecture:

"Y ou and Princess Lylawere engaged—how long ago?"

Therewas surprise on Va'sface, and something like pain quickly masked. " So she's dready making
it publicinformation”?"

"No. | learned of it from . . . other sources. | don't know, of course, why you persuaded her to break
the engagement—that's none of my business, anyway."

"No," Vd sad. "It'snone of your business. I'll tell you this: | didn't ask her to break the engagement.
But so long as that was what she wanted, | certainly wasn't going to beg her to change her mind.”

Va stood up to go. "If you don't mind, | would rather you said nothing to Princess Lyla about this
vigt tonight. I'm afraid my misplaced sense of chivary would make melook like afool to her.”
Then, as an after thought, Va added, "Mr. Rockford had further businessin the city."

* % %

It waslate when Narf finally left Lylas part of the cabin. He went to the cabin occupied by Va and
Sonig, aroused Sonig, and the two of them went to the helicopter field. Hunter heard the helicopter
leaving for the city afew minuteslater. Va's cabin remained dark and after awhile, thelight in Lylas
cabin went out.

He went to bed, but not to deep. Over and over, alondy little Princess Lylaclung to him for
comfort, crying, while he held her close. He twisted and turned restlesdy as he thought of the hours she
had sat done and unloved while Narf poured out his hatred and fury on her.

There was ayearning for her, adesireto hold her and aways protect her, that would not let him
deep. And herealized the reason why.
Hethought miserably, I'min love with her!
* k%

Rockford wasin bed, snoring loudly, with six empty beer cans on the floor beside him, when Hunter
got up. He went outside and found Alonzo waiting for him.

"They got it awr pranned to kirr you for sure today, Rootenant.”
"How?" he asked.

"Rast night, Rord Narf and Sonig go to the city and Rord Narf, he hire four bad-rooking men with
brasters, and Sonig hire four more that are his countrymen, and they bring these men back and now they
are hiding in the woods. And they awrso bring back movie cameras with terescope renses. And Rord
Narf raff and say he wirr marry Princess Ryratoday before your dead body is even coor.”

"Oh?' Hunter said. He thought of the snoring Rockford and hiswords of two days before: If you
manage to live that long. How, he wondered, could the lazy old drunkard have made such an accurate
guess?

"And then," Alonzo said, "Rord Narf wake up Princess Ryra—onry | know she wasn't asregp—and
heterr her he ruv her and have awready made awr the arrangement for them to get married today, right
after runch. And heterr her sheisright about the Space Guard and she wirr have until runch to tawrk to
you about it."

There was the sound of Narf's door opening and closing and Alonzo said, "l go now—Rord Narf
might guessthat | areterring you things."

A few minuteslater Narf and Sonig came down the path toward Hunter. Both carried
packsacks—the cameras, of course—and both carried long-rangerifle blagters.

"Good morning, Lieutenant!” Narf was smiling and pseudogenid again. "About lagt night—sometimes



aman hasto be stern with hiswife to impress her. Very foolish thing she did—might have been killed. I'm
afraid | was s0 badly shaken with worry over her that | didn't even thank you for bringing her back."

"A beautiful morning, lieutenant!" Sonig was smiling, coming as close to beaming as the nature of his
face would permit. "Lord Narf isgoing to take me stag hunting this morning—I'll get somelessonsfrom a
measter. Did you ever see hislordship's collection of heads? Amazing!"

"But it seems a sportsman's collection is never quite complete,” Narf said. He was still smiling but the
hatred was burning like afirein his eyes as he looked a Hunter. "There's one more head | must have—I
intend to get it thismorning.”

Narf and Sonig were gone when Lyla came out of her cabin, her face pae and drawn. Va came out
of his cabin and the two spoke to each other in greeting. There was asilence, in which neither seemed to
know whét to say.

Findly, awkwardly, Vd said, "I heard about yesterday, Lyla. Why did you go into the tiger forest?"

"Oh. ..l wasjust waking, | guess, and didn't notice where."

"Y ou went thereto die, didn't you?'

"l ... whenyou have nothing left—" Then shelifted her head in aproud gesture and said, " Should it
meatter to you?'

For amoment Vd had thelook of aman struck. Then it was gone and he said in an emotionless
VoiCe

"No. | was asking about something that is only your husband's business. | won't do it again.”

Heturned away, back to his cabin.

"Va—" Shetook aquick step after him, the proud air gone and her arms outstretched. "I didn't
mean—"

Heturned back, histone politely questioning.

v

"I only wanted—" Then her arms dropped and the life went out of her voice. "What does it matter . .
. what does anything matter?'

She hurried into her cabin and the door closed behind her.

* * %

Rockford spoke from the doorway behind Hunter:

"Wdl, my boy, are you ready for your day's duties?'

Hefollowed Rockford inside, where Rockford settled down in the easy-chair and yawned.

"I had arather busy night," he said. " Certain events occurred yesterday afternoon which forced meto
change my own plans to some extent. Or to set them ahead aday, | should say."

He made an effort to put the vison of Lylafrom hismind and asked, "Did you make any progress
with vVd Boran?'

"No, I'm afraid not. Of course, | didn't expect to." Rockford yawned again. "There was another
message from Supreme Command. The Situation is getting worse. Which reminds me of your Duty For
The Day and the fact thet if you can live through it, you will haveit made.

He's my superior, Hunter thought. He's supposed to outrank a Space Patrol General—and he's
amused by the Situation he's here to remedly.

"Right now," Rockford said, "Lylafacesagrim future and fedslike she doesn't have afriend in the
world. She needs a shoulder to cry on. Y ou will take her for awalk and supply that shoulder.”

Somehow, even though the order had nothing to do with the Terran-Verdam crisis, he did not have
the heart to object. She had been crying before she even reached her door. Later, after he had
comforted her, he would demand that Rockford get down to determined effort on the Verdam problem.



No more than an hour would belost by that . . .

"Yes, dr," hesad. "But in the interests of Princess Lylas safety, | had better talk to her in her cabin.
Alonzo saw Narf and Sonig bring back eight—"

"Professiond killers, to digpose of you," Rockford finished. "I know al about it, and | know that Narf
took time last night to spend an hour with hisfavorite girl friend and brag even to her that he was going to
marry Lylatoday before your dead body had timeto get cool.

"But you just take Lylafor another walk and you will cause the beginning of the end for the Verdam
Peoples Worlds. Y ou will go down in history, my boy, asthe man who saved the Terran Republic.”

Hunter went out the door, again fedling afeverish sense of unredlity. Hewasto go forth and get
blasted into hamburger and by some mysterious process known only to Rockford, the Verdam empire
would contritely start collgpsing . . .

He did not knock on her door. He did not think of it asaviolation of her privacy. Shewould be
feeling too aone and unwanted to care.

She was not crying as he had thought she would be. She was standing by the window, staring down
at the gray, distant desert, her eyes as bleakly empty asit.

"Hdlo, Lyla" hesad.

"Hello, Dde. | wasjust thinking; thisisthe day that |, as awoman, should aways have dreamed
about"—shetried to smile, and failed, and the brass came into her voice—"my wedding day!"

"Alonzo told me about it."

It seemed to him he should add something, such asto wish her happiness—but such words would be
meaningless and farcical and they would both know it.

But there was no reason why he should endanger her by obeying Rockford'sinsane order. He would
not do it—

"Ah. .. good morning, Lylal" Rockford loomed in the doorway, jovia asa SantaClaus. "Did you
know Daewantsto go for awalk in the woods with you this bright spring morning—and he's no doubt
too bashful to tell you s0? Do you good to get away from camp"—there was the suggestion of a
pause—"whileyoureill free”

He turned abeaming smile on Hunter. "Don't stand there like adummy, boy—take her by thearm
and let her have alast walk with someone who cares what happensto her.”

There was one thing about Rockford not compatible with hisair of fond fatherliness: hiseyeswere
hard, gray date asthey looked into Hunter's and there was no mistaking their expression. Rockford had
not made afatherly suggestion for his own amusement. He had given an order that he intended to be

obeyed.

* * %

Hunter and Lylawalked on through the thickets of ghost trees and arrow brush, each with little to
say, Hunter feding more and morelike aridiculous fool. They had no destination, no purposein their
walk, other than to abide by Rockford's desire that atotd of ten ns get achanceto daughter a
certain expendable second lieutenant.

Hedid not put hisarm around Lylaasthey walked. If they killed him, it would have to be without
their having the satisfaction of the pictures they wanted with which to blackmail her.

They cameto atiny clearing, where acloud treelog made an inviting seat in the shade, and Lylasaid:
"No matter how far wewalk, I'll have to go back to faceit. Let's top here, and rest awhile."

He saw that the clearing was fairly well screened, but certainly not completely so. It would haveto
do.

He sat down on the log severa feet away from her, not wanting to take the chance of her getting hit
by accident.



Not that I'm enthusiastic about getting hit by intent, myself, he thought. What away for a Space
Guard officer to die.

Hewondered if Rockford would ever inform Headquartersthat Lieutenant Dale Hunter had died in
theline of duty—by whatever twisted logic this insane episode could be caled duty—and he wondered
how the Commemoration Roll would read for him . . . Displaying courage above and beyond the call
of duty, Lieutenant Hunter sat conspicuously on top of a hill and calmly waited for ten assassins
to slaughter him. . .

"It's peaceful and quiet here, isntit?' Lylasaid.

He had been trying to watch four different directions at once and he redlized that the constant
swiveling of hisneck was causng his iff blouse collar to dowly cut histhroat. And he saw that it
was—for the moment, anyway—ypeaceful and quiet where they sat. The sun was warm and golden
before them, bright flowers sweetly scented the air, and giant rainbow moths were fluttering over them,
their tiny voiceslike the piping of athousand fairy flutes.

"l wish | had been born acountry girl," Lylasad. "I'd liketo have alifelike this, and not—what mine
will be"

He asked the question to which he had to have the answer:

"Once you were going to marry Va and live on Jardeen, weren't you?'

"l ... s0omy foolishnessisno longer asecret?’

"Foolishness?' he asked.

"We met two years ago when | was attending the Fine Arts university on Jardeen. | was younger and
alot morenaive than | am now. | thought we were desperately in love and would get married as soon as
| finished school and would live happily ever after, and dl that.”

"And it didn't turn out that way?"

"I had to make that promise to Daddy and when | wroteto Va about it, he seemed to approve. He
didn't suggest | renounce the proxy marriage when the time was up, or anything. Hejust wrote that |
knew what | wanted to do. He seemed relieved to be free to go ahead with his political career.”

"l see," he said, and then, "you don't feel bad about it, do you, Lyla?"

"Fed bad?| wouldn't marry Va Boran if he wasthelast man on Vestal Even Lord Narf isn't as
self-centered as heid”

"Y ou don't have to marry Narf, either,” he said. "Y ou know that.”

Shelooked down at the ground and said in adead voice, "I made apromise.”

"Rockford told me that your father never redlly knew Narf—that on the few times they met, Narf put
on the act of being arefined gentleman, very respectful toward the king's daughter.”

Shedid not answer and he said, "Isthat the way it was?'

"Yes. That'stheway it was. But how could | tell Daddy, ashelay dying?"

"You couldn't, Lyla. But if your father could be here today and know what you know about Narf, do
you think he would want you to marry him?"

"No... | guessnot. But Lord Narf lovesmein hisownway, | think—and that's more than anyone
elsedoes™

Then her tone changed and she said, "I'm 0 glad that you're here today, Dale—I'm glad that thereis
someonewho cares at least alittle about what happensto me."

On her face was a poignant longing for someone to love and comfort her. It seemed to him, now
beyond any doubt, that there could never be anything for himin his career but loneliness. How different
the warm love of Lylawould be from the cold augterity of the military and its endless succession of
wesgpons and killing—

* k% %



He moved, to St beside her and put hisarm around her shoulders. "Lyla," he said, "1 want to tell
y:l | n

"Dale. .." Theword was adespairing sob as her composure broke and she held tightly to him,
crying, her voice coming muffled as she pressed her face againgt his chest. "Help me, Dale! How can |
marry that sadistic beast when it's someone ese | cantt live without—and he doesn't even know | love
him!"

"But he does!" He hugged her closer, "He does know, and he loves you even more than you love
him."

"Areyou sure?' Sheraised atear-stained face, hope like sunshine through cloudsonit. "Areyou
redly sure Vd lovesme, after dl?"

"Vd?'

Thereveation was like the stunning concussion shock of ablast beam passing two inches overhead.
Hisvision blurred and there was a hideous roaring in his ears. Shewas il holding to him for comfort and
it seemed to him that was wrong—he should be clinging to her for support . . .

"Dale. .. what'sthe matter?'
"But | thought—" He swallowed with difficulty. "I thought you meant that | wasthe—"

Something struck the top of his head; thistime, for certain, the concussion shock of ablaster beam
passing close above it. There was avicious crack as the beam split the tree beyond, then a crash and
explosion of wood fragments as a second beam followed thefirdt.

Herolled from the log, taking Lylawith him. The arrow bushes shielded them briefly, long enough for
them to reach the temporary safety of asmall swale.

"Dael" Her dark eyes were wide with puzzled surprise and one small foot was bare from the loss of
asandal. "Someone shot at usl"

Hethought, So Narf got his pictures, after all.

"Rootenant!" Alonzo came running. "They are that way—awr spread out to be sureto kirr you."

Alonzo motioned with his nose, amovement that seemed to cover dl the high ground beyond them.
At least, the enemy was not between them and camp. Not yet.

A distant shout came, an order from Narf to his men:

"All of you—down that ridge! Get between Hunter and camp!™

"It'shim!™ Her fingers gripped hisarm. "He wants them to kill you!"

They had fired from adistance too great for his own blaster. He could not defy them from where he
now stood.

"I'll haveto try to get within range of them,” he said. "I'll go back—"

"No!" Her grip on hisarm tightened. "Don't leave me, Dae—don't let him find me here.”

Helooked down the length of the swale. At itslower end the ghost tree forest began, dense and
conceding—but al down the length of the swale the snarevineslay in thick, vicioudy barbed

entanglements, overlying abed of sharp rocks and boulders. She could never get to the safety of the
ghodt treesintime.

Narf had his pictures, now. What would he do to her in the insanity of his hatred and triumph when
he reached her?

"All right, Lyla," he said. "I'll seethat you get to the trees—"

There was a crashing of explosions and debris legped skyward behind them and aong both sides of
the swale. Thefiring continued, scattered but very effectively consstent, and he said as he drew his
blaster, "I guess they don't want usto go away."



He st the regulator of the blaster at lowest intensity so that the beam would not clip dangerous flying
fragments from the boulders. The green, tough vines disintegrated rel uctantly while the precious minutes
sped by; while the unhindered nswould be hurrying to the point where the entire swale would be
visble to them and under their fire.

Alonzo wasfollowing aong near the top of the swal€'s side, ignoring the danger as he watched the
progress of the enemy and reported it to Hunter: "Now they are hdf-way, Rootenant, hurrying faster—"

They reached the lower end of the swale. Thelast of the vines disintegrated and the ghost tree forest
lay before them.

He touched her cheek in farewell. "Get on to camp, asfast asyou can run.”

Thefiring abruptly ceased as he spoke. There was an ominous slence. Alonzo came running, histone
amos ayepinitsurgency:

"They are awrmost where they can see usl We got to get her out of here, Rootenant—awrfur quick!”

"Lyla"

It wasthe voice of Vd, sharp with concern for her. He came running out of the ghost trees, dl his
cold impassiveness gone. "Are you hurt, honey—are you hurt?"

"You came for me! " She whispered the words, her face radiant. Then she ran to meet him, her arms
outstretched, crying,"Val ... oh, val . . ."

Their ams went around each other.

Then the woods erupted as ten blasters laid down a barrage to block any escape to camp.

"I'll try to give you achanceto get through,” Hunter said quickly. "Beready for it when it comes.”

He ran toward thefiring line, taking advantage of the concedling afforded by the first fringe of ghost
trees. They should be dmost within range of his own weagpon, now—

Again, thefiring abruptly ceased, asthough by some sgnd. There camethe furiousraving of Narf:

"It'sthat Boran shewantd Kill him too!"

Sonig cursed with bitter rage. "Jardeen islost to Verdam if any witness escapes—and wélll dl hang,
besdes"

Therewas asecond of silence, and then Narf's command:

"Kill the woman, too!"

Therewas aroar like thunder asthefiring began. The ground trembled and debrisfilled the air with
flying fragments. Hunter, till running toward the enemy under cover of thetrees, saw Vd trying to get

Lylato safety and saw them both hurled to the ground as atree exploded in front of them. They would
never liveto riseand run again—

* * %

He saw Rockford's plan, at last, and what his own duty would now have to be: He knew why
Rockford had said of thisday, " If you can live through it, you will have it made."

And he had acold fedling insde him that he was not going to have it made.

He took a deep breath and ran toward the enemy, out of the concealment of the ghost treesand in
the open where they could not fail to see him, his blaster firing a continuous beam that fell only alittle
short of the enemy, that showed them he would be close enough to kill them within secondsiif he was not
stopped.

Thefire concentrated upon him, giving Lylaand Vd their chance for escape. He ran through an
inferno of crashing explosions, twisting and dodging on ground that trembled and heaved under hisfest,
while razor-sharp rock shrapne filled the air with shrill, deadly screaming sounds.

Something ripped through his shoulder, to spin him around and send him rolling. He scrambled up,
firing ashe did so, and ran drunkenly on.



Something struck the side of his head and he went down again. Hetried to rise and fdll back, a
blackness sweeping over him that he could not hold away despite his effortsto do so.

It seemed to him that the firing had suddenly stopped, that in its place was the hoarse buzz of apolice
stun-beam. It seemed he saw helicopters overhead, bearing the bright blue insignia of the Roya Guard
and then there was nothing but the blackness.

* * %

There was abrief, dreamlike return to consciousness. He wasin a Roya Guard helicopter and
Alonzo was beside him, grinning, and saying, "Y ou be O.K.—I grad! And my Princess Ryra—rook at
her now, Rootenant!"

Hesaw Lyla, her handin Vd's, and her face was glowing and beautiful in its new-found happiness.
Then she was bending down, kissing him, and saying, "Dale. . . Dde. . . how can we ever thank you for
what you did?"

When the blackness lifted the second time he was lying, bandaged, on a cot in the meeting hal and
the voice of Rockford wassaying, " . . . Ready to goinjust aminute.”

The hal wasfilled with members of the roya court who had come for the wedding. He saw the white
robes of the Church of Vesta dignitaries who had cometo officiate at the wedding. Then he saw the
seven grim old men seated at the far end of thetable.

The Roya Council—with thejudicia power to give even desth sentencesin crimes committed
againg royalty.

Sonig, hisface white and staring, was being hdf led, haf carried, away from them.

Narf, in the grip of another Guardsman, was standing before the Council and saying in atone both
incredulous and sneering:

"Isthat my sentence?"

"Thereisaqudificationtoit,” one of the Council said. "It seemsonly just, in view of your crime, that
you be tortured until desth—"

Therest of the words were logt as the blackness swept back. But before unconsciousness was
complete, when dl sein the hal was gone from him, he heard Narf's cry; an animal-like bawl of protest,
raw and hoarsewith anguish.. . .

"Ah...you'recomingout of it, my boy."

Rockford was standing over him. "They gave you a Restoration shot on Vesta forty-eight hours ago.
It will bewearing off inaminute and your head will clear.”

He sat up, and the dizziness faded swiftly away. He saw that he was in the compartment of an
interstellar ship and he knew that it was Earthbound.

And that Vesta, and brown-eyed Lyla, were now part of thepast . . .

"Don't look s0 sad, my boy," Rockford said. "Y ou'll get due credit and promotion for the invaluable
part you played in my plan.”

"B

"I know. But shewas never yours. Youll find lifeisfull of heartbreskslike that, son.

"And we accomplished our misson. Narf's crime negtly invaidated the proxy marriage. Then Lylaset
anew precedent by marrying Vd that very day. Earth has never had two such loyal and grateful friends
asVd andLyla"

"You knew dl about them, didn't you?" he asked.

"Strategic Service hasto know everything. And | knew they were dtill in love even though each was
too proud to admit it. That'swhy | had toinsgst on Va coming to Vesta. After that, it was only a matter



of using you to awaken Va to the fact that shedid not love Narf. And of taking care of variouslittle
detalls, such asfaking an officia request for the helicopters to come out two hours ahead of time, getting
Va off tofind her at the proper time, and so on."

Rockford smiled at him, "And you learned that an old man's mind can be mightier than the space
fleets of the Verdam empire—and that the line of duty that produces the best results can sometimes be
very devious."

He thought of the white-faced Sonig, and the anguished bawl he had heard from Narf.

"| suppose they were going to hang Narf and Sonig at once.”

"The Council would have, no doubt. But Lylawas so happy that she begged the Council to givethem
very light sentences—or just let them go free. So | suggested a compromise. The Roya Council regarded
it asvery fitting."

"What wasit?"

"For Sonig, no punishment. The murder attempt, being news of public interest, will be broadcast
upon Vestaand other worlds, including afactual, unbiased account of Sonig's participation init. Shortly
afterward, Sonig will be taken to Verdam and turned over to his own benevolent government. Vesta will
fileno charges."

"But Sonig lost Jardeen for his government. They'll execute him for that!"

"Yes, I'mafraid so. Shall wecdl it poetic justice?"

"What about Narf?'

"His sentence was life-long exile on his Sea Idand estate. He will be provided with dl the luxuriesto
which he has been accustomed, including afull staff of servants. Hewill continueto enjoy dl his
possessionsthere, including his gdlery of nude paintings, his risqué films, his pornographic library, and so
on. Infact, since heis so fascinated by pornography and such acollector thereof, any pornographic
materia which might become avallable on Vestain the future will be sent to him.”

"That'snot right . . . | mean, they were going to torture him to death.”

"Not 'to death.' It was 'until desth.' There'sadifference.”

"But that bawling noise he made—"

"Ah. .. that was due to the one regtrictive qudification to the benign terms of hisexile. Every woman
on his estate was to be removed before he reached there, leaving men servants only. Patrol boatswill see
to it that for so long as he lives no woman shall ever set foot on the Sealdands.”

Rockford smiled again. "Lord Narf succeeded beyond hiswildest dresmsin keeping his boyhood
vow of being dwaysaman among men.”



EMPATHY

The crisswith the natives was at hand and still the ERB showed no sign of permitting a Frontier
Corps officer to make any suggestions.

For thefifth time that day Captain Harold Rider walked up the single dusty street of what had been
his Frontier Corps outpost on Deneb Five until the unexpected arrival forty-eight hours before of Genera
Beding and his Extraterrestrial Relations Board unit. He came to the huge ERB Headquarters prefab at
the end of the Street. There, still on duty at the door, was the ferret-faced guard who had turned him
back twice before.

The guard lounged indolently againgt thewall, seemed not to see Rider. But when Rider reached out
to open the door he cameto life with aquick Sidestep that barred the way, straightening to attention with
his hands brushing his holstered blaster and club.

"No admittance!" he snapped, with the crigp intonation of those who enjoy authority. " Genera
Bedling and the others must not be disturbed, as| told you before.”

He added, with ddliberate delay, "—sir."

Rider withdrew his reaching hand and considered the pleasure of smashing the pointed chin and
walking into the building across the man's somach. He regretfully dismissed it aswishful dreaming. The
feud between the old Frontier Corps and the politicaly powerful and young ERB was gpproaching its
decisive climax and reached even to Deneb. He was a despised and unwanted superfluity in what had
been his own camp and they would like nothing better than an excuse to arrest and confine him.

* * %

Quick footsteps sounded inside and the door swung open. It was Colonel Primmer, Bedling'saide,
turning with his hand till on the doorknob and amost bowing in the obsequious manner characterigtic of
himashesad, "You are 0 right, Generd Beding. Yes, gr. At once, Sir.”

Heturned again and shut the door behind him. The fawning expression vanished from hisred face at
the sght of Rider and acold, fishy look replaced it.

"Generd Bedingisfar too busy to seeyou,” hesad, "if that'swhat you're sill waiting for."

"Itis" heanswered. "Surely he can spare afew minutes. Right now were two shakes awvay from a
mass attack by the natives and if the chief isn't handled just right when he comesfor the last talk this
camp will be turned into adaughter pen. Let metell—"

"I think," Primmer said, "that the Extraterrestrid Relations Board can successfully copewith a
barbarian chieftain without first consulting alayman. Asfor that other matter with which you've been
trying to annoy the generd dl day: he requested me to inform you that the helicopter will not be available
to you, that there are issues before him of agreat deal more importance than the life of your talking dog.”

Primmer turned to the guard, pointedly dismissng Rider. "Go tell Mantingly and Johnson that | want
them here on the double. Tell Myersto bring hislaborers here—"

Rider turned away and went back down the street, wondering again how he could show Bedling the



deadly danger of the Situation. It was a hdll of aproblem—how could you convince aman who wouldn't
let you tak to him?

He detoured around amound of crates—part of the huge mass of ERB equipment and supplies that
had been hastily unloaded from the specid Missons cruiser beforeit hurried back Earthward—and was
met by agust of wind that whipped the fine, poisonous sand againgt hisface. Deneb, amogt to the
horizon, was going down with a purple halo around it and the desert to the southeast was a smoky azure.
He could not tell for sure through the haze but the sky above the distant Sea Cliffs seemed to have turned
black.

If astorm wasin progressthereit would aready be too late to take the helicopter more than part
way to rescue Laughing Girl, the Altairian. But that made little difference—he had virtudly no hope of
dtering Bedling'sdisdainful regard for what he called "the talking dogs." The hdlicopter would remain
unavailable and he would have to find some other way of saving her.

* * %

Beding's entire force of laborers and other non-ERB-commissioned personnd was a work aong the
sStreet, erecting more prefabricated buildings to shelter the supplies. He noticed again the way they spoke
to one another in lowered voices and glanced often toward the ragged hillsthat surrounded the valley.
One of them, ared-haired boy, stepped out and spoke to him:

"Sir—could | ask you aquestion?”
He appraised the boy automaticaly: Nineteen, along way from home, and trying not to show that he
was scared.

"Of course," heanswered. "What isit?"

"Isit true that the natives have been waiting for weeksfor this ERB unit to come, so they could kill us
dl?'

"They didn't even know you existed until you landed here," he said. "Who told you that?"

"Why—" The boy looked suddenly uncomfortable. "I don't remember, Sr.”

Hedid not pressthe question. It would have been something that came down from Beeling or
Primmer.

The others had stopped to listen, al of them showing to some degree the same uncertainty that was
on the freckled face of the red-haired boy. They were young; the mechanically logica ERB had sdlected
seventeen to twenty-two as the preferred aged for its performers of manua labor since men of that age
were the hardiest and made the most efficient workers on worlds not suited to human life.

The ERB encouraged |aborer enlissmentswith colorful postersthat promised: GOOD PAY AND
HIGH ADVENTURE AWAIT YOU BEYOND THE STARS. The boys had thought, when they
landed two days and nights before, that they had stepped across the threshold of the promised high
adventure and they had been as excited as children. Now they were solemn and hushed asthey tried to
adjust themsalvesto the redlization that there would be no adventure, no alure, in quick and violent death

"There may betrouble over your coming,” he said, "but it won't be anything that was premeditated.
Therésalikdy chanceit won't happen &t al. Well know in afew minutes”

He turned and walked off, feding them sllent and very thoughtful behind him.

At the end of the street wasthe little building that had been his office until Bedling'sarriva with the
specia order that had changed the Frontier Corps outpost to an ERB Primary Contact Field Installation.
It was there that he and the natives had met and talked so many timesin the past and it was there that old
Chief Selsin would soon come to what might be the last meeting.

Hewent inside and saw that hisfew remaining possessions had been piled in a corner pending further
disposal. He walked on to the desk where the hyperspace communicator, borrowed from the Frontier
ship, stood locked and silent. One of Bedling'sfirst demands, as new commander of the outpost, had



been for the hyperspace communicator's key. Bedling did not need the communicator—he had asimilar
mode in his headquarters building—but alocked communicator could not be used by a displaced
Frontier Corpsman to send unauthorized reportsto Earth.

The camp-to-ship radio was ingde the communicator. He switched it on, to try again to reach his
Frontier ship on Deneb One. The result was the same as before; a shrieking, roaring, ear-splitting blast of
gatic. The sun was squarely between the two worlds and, sinceit was awhite sun, its eectronic emission
was tremendous. Contact with the ship was utterly impossible.

He changed the wave length to that of the little shortwave radio under the Sea Cliffs and sgnaed with
the Beep button. There was no response, other than aharsh grinding of static from the storm he thought
he had seen, which meant that Laughing Girl must till be out tending to the minerd detector.

He switched the radio off, wondering what he could have told her if she had answered him.

* * %
"Captain—rook! "

Loper, the other shaggy, dog-like Altairian, came running through the door, his eyes bright with
excitement.

" Are coming now—oh, hundreds and hundreds. Rook, Captain!"

He looked, where awide, low pass to the northeast led to the higher country beyond, and saw the
natives coming down it. There were perhaps five hundred of them, coming with their dragon-beast
mountsin arun, their long rifles acrosstheir saddles and their bronze battle helmets gleaming brightly in
the late sunlight.

There were nine columns and adifferent pennant fluttered at the head of each. Which meant that the
Nine Tribeswere solidly dlied under the leadership of old Selsin until the business with the humanswas
Settled.

"Are gtirr more coming farther back,” Loper said. "Pretty soon awr around uswirr bethe big rif'res
that can kirr us. Why, Captain?' There was puzzled question in hisdark eyes. "We not hurt any of them.”

"They're afraid we might," he said. "Weé're getting this one last chance to prove wewon't."
"If they not berieve us, how soon wirr they kirr us?'

"| think they'll give usachanceto leave, fird."

"But we can't reave—our shipisgone.”

"That, Loper, isthe big, repulsivefly that'sin everybody's soup today.”

The columns of armed natives split as they reached the bottom of the pass, and raced to north and
south dong thevaley'srim.

"They going to surround us,” Loper said. "'If they say, Y ou not pass,' we have to have the
hericopter." He looked away from the natives and toward the Sea Cliffs. "She die thereif we not come
and nobody care. | not understand.”

To Loper it was till incomprehensible that there could be humanswho did not like Altairians. He had
known only the men of the Frontier ship, who regarded Altairians with the same affection they would
have had for loya and cheerful—and sometimes blundering—twelve-year-old children. Except when it
wastime to meet the natives of anew world, when the Altairians highly devel oped sense of empathy
changed their roleto that of invaluable coaches and advisors.

* * %

Frontier ships were dways undermanned—each year the increasingly huge expenditures of the ERB
forced the Space Board to cut the Frontier Corps budget to make up the difference—and the Altairians
diligently performed dl tasks of which they were capable. When the order came through to have Deneb
One surveyed immediately he had needed to send his entire crew and had used Laughing Girl to replace
the man tending the el ectronic minera detector that had been set up under the Sea Cliffs. It wasajob she
could manage, since the detector was near-enough automatic in its operation thet its supervision required



no technica knowledge. This had enabled him to send afull crew to Deneb One, while he remained a
camp with Loper to help him and continued the meetings with the natives.

He had intended to take the helicopter to the Sea Cliffs a safe twenty hours in advance of the Big
Tide and bring back Laughing Girl and the portable minera detector. But Begling had ordered: "Our only
means of trangportation will not be permitted to leave this camp until thistrouble with the nativesisfully
Settled.”

By then it would be too late. The three moons of Deneb Five possessed complex orbitsthat brought
the Big Tide every ten days, atitanic bulge in the waters of the oceans that raced around theworld at a
speed of five hundred miles per hour. The three moons were aready on the opposite Side of the world,
swinging close around it and bringing the Big Tide with them. It would strike the high, unscalable Sea
Cliffsa sunrise and Laughing Girl, dtill faithfully tending the detector down under them and waiting for him
to comefor her, would bekilled ingtantly.

Tothefew of the ERB staff he had managed to talk to, his persistent requests for the helicopter had
seemed ridiculous. "Redlly, Captain,” one natty young lieutenant he had cornered outside Headquarters
had said, "you're taking the loss of your mascot far too serioudy. After al, you can pick up a dozen of
the beasts the next time you pass Altair.” . . .

"We not got much time, Captain. Are we have to wait much ronger?”
"Not much longer, Loper. Only until thetalk with Slsnisover.”
"| think he come now."

The long columnswere still coming down the pass and parting &t the bottom but one native was
coming straight toward the camp in adow trot. It was Selsin.

* * %

"—lively there! Faster, all of you . . ."
The voice of Primmer, edged with strain, came from the street. Rider went to the window and |ooked
out upon ascene of confused activity.

Primmer, with two blasters buckled around him, was trying to post as many guards as possible as
quickly aspossible; dl thelaborers and technicians among them. They were being stationed around
Headquarters, around the helicopter, and al aong the windows of suppliesin the street.

"Damn!" he said doud.

Bedling could have done nothing worse than to order the show of armed defense at atime when
everything depended upon regaining Selsin'strud.

The door of the ERB Headquarters building opened and Genera Bedling stepped out, briskly despite
his paunchy overweight. He strode down the street with his pink moon-face looking straight ahead, not
glancing once toward the natives. He stopped a moment to say something to Primmer that caused most
of Primmer's nervousness to vanish then came on with the bearing of cam purpose.

"He not worried," Loper said. "How can he not worry now?"

Bedling stepped through the doorway with cold satisfaction on hisface and alook at Rider that said,
| have your muddled situation well in hand, my man.

"Good afternoon, Generd," Rider greeted him, and Loper said politely, "Her'ro, Generar Beering.”

Beding'seyesflicked to Loper in brief curiosity then, without answering either of them, he seated
himsalf behind the desk.

"I presume you know we're surrounded, Rider?'

There was the same vengeful satisfaction in histone as on hisface. Rider noticed, absently, that his
blouse bulged with the bulk of aconcedled blaster.

"I knew they would come ready for war," he said. "When Selsin gets here well have our one last
chanceto avert it and |'ve been trying to see you al day to tell you well have to show Selsin the respect



that—"

"My dear Captain,” Bedling interrupted, "I have been very busy the entire day supervising areview of
all data and deciding upon the best method of counteracting the damage you have done. | fed rather
certain that | know how to spesk to the native.”

Rider kept hisface expressonless and said with careful courtesy, "But couldn't you order the guards
off duty before Selsin gets here, sir? Hell regard them as proof of suspicion and enmity on our part.”

The soft answer seemed to have dightly lessened Bedling's didike for him; Bedling's next statement
was more pompous than sarcadtic:

"On the contrary, that display of preparednesswill prove to the natives that we are quite aware of
their hodtility and are not to be intimidated by it; that our request for friendship is Sincere and does not
spring from fear of them.”

Rider looked again at the guards, able to count only seven blasters among them, and back to Bedling.
"Y ou don't understand, sir—if they cdl our bluff we won't have a chance.”

Beding'sreply was to spread a sheaf of papers on the desk before him and say:

"Here are the Andysis Shedts, the result of amost two days of work by myself and my staff and our
computer. For your information, these natives are like children both in the awe and fear with which they
regard our weapons and in their eagerness to possess the labor-saving machines, the luxury items and the
pretty noveties of our 'grown-up' society. By dramatically presenting the two choices—the gift-laden
helping hand or the unyidding fis—they cannot logically do other than ask for our friendship and gifts.”

"But it in't that smple," he protested. "They'll—"
Annoyance passed across Bedling's face and the full degree of coldnessreturned. "As| remarked,
the procedure outlined by the Andysiswill counteract the damage you have done. Insufficient data,

however, leave two questions answered. One: why have your reports never mentioned the consistent
enmity of the natives?'

"Because no enmity ever existed. They were only exercising reasonable caution, dueto the
experience they had with that other dien race forty years ago."

"Y es? Then perhaps you can answer the other question: why should this 'reasonable caution' flare so
suddenly into alust for war? What did you do to make them hate humans so?"

"| lied to them. They were dmost ready to agree to everything but they wanted alittle moretimein
which to be sure that we would not betray their trust asthat other dien race did. | gave my solemn
promise as the representative of Earth that no reinforcements would come in the meantime. And within
forty-eight hours after receiving its copy of my report to the Frontier Corps, the ERB had you and thirty
men and a hundred tons of supplies on the way to Deneb.

"Just what do you suppose the natives thought of my truthfulness—of the truthfulness of any
human—uwhen that cruiser dropped down out of the sky and men and equipment began rolling out of it?!

"l see" Bedling said acidly. "Y ou were the innocent victim of unfair circumstances. But, asthe ERB
informed the Supreme Council, you had accomplished nothing concrete in your Sx months here and this
world was too badly needed by Earth to permit any more cautious delays. Despite anguished wails of
protest from the Frontier Corps we persuaded the Supreme Council to transfer command of this outpost
to the ERB. | was dispatched at once to anayze the Situation, to remedy whatever mistakes you had
made, and to gain the cooperation of the natives as quickly as possible.

"| trust"—the acidic didike increased—"that properly explains my presence here.”

Loper lifted his ears toward the door and Rider heard the squesk of saddle |eather.

"I hope your planswork out the way you think," hesaid. "Sdsinishere.”

* % %

Selsnwas so big that his bulk in the doorway half darkened the room as he came through. He was
seven feet tdl, black as coa, with muscles that bulged and rippled as he walked. He had the thin, curved



nose and pointed ears of adevil, while his green, glittering eyes under danting brows added to his satanic
appearance.

His bristling blue-gray head was bare; he had |eft hishemet on his saddle, together with hisrifle and
sword, as agesture of peaceful intention.

"Chief Sdan!" Bedling rose, smiling. "Y ou honor us. I'm sorry there was no one to meet you—I told
my ade—"

"Itisof noimportance." Salsin spokein accented Terran. "'l cameto hear you, not your assistant.”

"Ah—of course. Will you st down?'

Sdsndid so, the chair creaking under hisweight. He waited for Bedling to speak, regarding him with
amocking half smile. The smile was meaningless—the cheek muscles of the natives were different from
those of humans and caused their lipsto turn upward at the corners—but it could be rather disconcerting
toahuman at firg.

Beding cleared histhroat. "'l see you came done. At the end of our brief meeting yesterday |
requested that dl nine of you triba chiefs come again thisafternoon so | could tell dl of you that | am
hereto help you."

"You told usthat yesterday,” Selsin said. "I cametoday to hear your proof.”
"Ah—of course”

Bedling looked down &t the Andysis Sheets, atouch of uncertainty in hismanner. It'sdl right, Rider
thought as he watched him, to speak of handling the natives as one would handle children—but it's alittle
hard to hang on to that conception when the child is a three-hundred-pound black devil sitting two yards
infront of you.

Bedling looked up from the Analysis. "We want the friendship of your race" he said to Sdlsin, "and
your race needs our friendship. We are here on your world only to help you"—stern reproof cameinto
Bedling's voice—"and yet you foolishly prepare to attack uswith your puny rifles"

Sdan'sexpression did not change. He answered in the emotionless manner of one sating undterable
facts

"We do not, we have never, wanted war. But the promise your world made to minewas alie and
your second ship came, bringing more men and great stacks of strange objects which we fear are
wegpons—and which you are now guarding as one would guard weapons. We do not know how many
more of your ships may be on theway, now, with still more men and weapons. We can only hope that if
we must fight for our world, we have not waited too long.”

"Y our suspicions are basdess, your plans are foolhardy,” Beding said with admonishing sternness.
"Condgder, friend Selsin; think of theterrible price an attack would cost you. Y ou would meet certain
defest—and you would forever forfeit our friendship and our giftsl"”

Salsn's black face seemed to turn even darker and histeeth flashed in aquick snarl. "Forty years ago
we were offered friendship and gifts, as you are doing, by another aien race—the gini-deglin, the
three-eyed ones. They needed metd to repair their ship and we used al our supply of charcod to smelt
the oreswe had mined for them, for they told usthey were very grateful and would within ayear bring us
an atomic furnace so we would never have to hoard charcoa again. Then, on the day they finished
repairing their ship, they turned their weapons on us. They butchered thirty, to take along as fresh meat.
Three otherswere killed with a gas that would not mar their appearance, so they could be stuffed and
placed in amuseum. A man, awoman, and a child—and the child was my sgter!”

Sdsin leaned toward Bedling, his devil's face ugly with the hatred the memory aroused.

"To them we were only animals who had served their purpose. Their pretense of friendship wasa
lie—we should have killed them dl when their ship crashed!"

Beding's chair squealed as he shoved it back and his hand pawed at the buttons of his blouse,
reaching in for the concedled blaster. His hand closed around the butt of it and he held it there, il



concealed, as he gppraised Selsin with wary thoughtful ness. Rider spoke quickly, before he could say or
do something that would destroy the last faint hope of regaining Selsin'strust.

"The three-eyed-ones kill and take specimens from every world they visit, Chief Selsin. Someday our
shipswill meet them and they will want some humans as specimens, too. They are dready our enemiesas
well asyours.”

Sdlsin settled back in his chair and his anger faded.

"We have thought of that," he said. "We had hoped that your race would be our aly should they ever
return. But now—does it matter whether araceiskilled for food and specimens or killed to get it out of
the way for worldwide mining operations?'

Rider told Sesin again, for what would probably be the last time, why hisworld was needed by
humans

"Earth's policy strictly forbids colonizing aworld againgt the wishes of itsinhabitants. Thisworld is
doubly forbidden—berylliumis present in the dust over al its surface, in aform that would be fatal to
humans within two years.

"But we need domed repair and refueling bases here for our exploration, survey and colonization
ships bound for worlds farther on. Thisisthe only world within three hundred light-years that has metdl
for repairs, and that has the rare earths and elements that make our ships' hyperspace drives possible.
Y ou have such an abundance on thisworld that fifty centuries from now we would have used lessthan
one-tenth of one percent, yet that small amount is so necessary to usthat if we cannot have it we will
have to abandon al further exploration in this sector of space.”

When he had finished Selsin sat il and thoughtful, his green eyes unwaveringly on Rider's asthough
trying to seeinsgde Rider's mind and know that he spoke without deceit. Rider had the feding that
Salsgn's sugpicions were wavering before an almost desperate desire to believe.

Then Bedling, his composure regained, jerked his chair back to the desk with another noisy squedl.
He cleared histhroat in a profound manner, ready to resume the talk with Selsin, and Rider crossed his
fingerswith awordless prayer that something would happen to interrupt him before he could again anger
SHan.

Theinterruption came: asigna beep from the radio beside the hyperspace communicator, the call
from Laughing Girl a the Sea Cliffs.

Rider stepped to the radio, reaching past the scowling Bedling to turn the volume to maximum. A
muffled roaring filled the room when he did so, atic grinding and crashing throughiit.

"Go aheed, Girl," he said into the transmitter.

"A awrfur sorm come, Boss'—L aughing Girl's voice was hard to hear through the roaring—"from
off the sea—awind that tear down the detector and scatter our record tapesand | try to find them buit it
are so dark with brack crouds and rain and then the sea come in and things are in it, things that—"

A louder roaring drowned out her voice. He waited, knowing that she was frightened. Whenever she
was scared and faced with problemstoo gresat for her, she called him "Boss' and talked in the quick,
rushing manner of achild.

Her voice camein agan:

"—and then they see me rooking for the record tapes and they run after me, awrfur big thingswith
craws and besks, and they are stirr coming and | have no prace to hide. Terr me what to do, Boss—"

"Run to the cliffd" he ordered, in hismind the vison of the lumbering horde of two-ton Elephant
Crabsclognginon her. "Climb asfar asyou can up that crevice in the cliffs—they're too big to follow
you in—and wait for me."

"Wirr you come for me soon—before the Big Tide?!
"Il be there. Now, run!”



"Okay, Boss—I run."

Helifted his hand to the switch, then paused as he heard deep, jarring sounds through the wind's
roaring. Four seconds later there was aloud crashing, asnap, and sudden silence. The monsters had
smashed the transmitter in their pursuit of Laughing Girl.

He switched off his own transmitter and said in answer to Bedling's questioning, irritated look, "A
locdl tornado. Sometimes one will precede the Big Tide and push asmall tide ahead of it.”

"They awrfur crose behind her," Loper said. He looked a Bedling with worry and accusation in his
eyes. "We are supposed to go after her yesterday but you say, 'No." Now, maybe awready they are
catch her and kirr her.”

Beding glanced at Loper with the same momentary curiosity he had exhibited before, then he gave
hisfull attention to Sdsin. He began in atone of smooth sincerity:

"Y ou are an exceptiondly intelligent person, Chief Selsin, or you would never have risen to your
position asleader. Therefore, | know you are far too wise to betray the trust of your people in you by
making the wrong choice of the two kinds of future offered your world.

"Should you refuse to cooperate with us, we would be forced to reroute our ships through other
sectors of space and your world would see no more of usfor centuriesto come. Y ou would continue to
stagnate here—you are no doubt aware that the resources of your world are such that you can never
leaveit without our help. Y our unlimited wedlth of minerasis of no use to you—you have no cod
deposits, no trees, nothing but scrawny shrubs with which to make ameager supply of charcod for
ameting. Thereisno oil on your world; you have no fuel for steam engines or internad combustion
engines. Y our environment will force you to remain in astate of barbarism, nomadsin animd skins, with
privetion your only known way of life.

"Thiswe can dter for you, in wondrous ways beyond your imagining. We will give you atomic
furnaces, processing plants, manufacturing machinery. Wewill help you build factories that will produce
not only al the things you need but aso luxuries beyond counting—the very same luxury goods our own
society usest And wewill give you costless and unlimited power for your factories and homesand
vehicles by showing you how to get it out of arock which isto befound al over your world; amagic
rock we cal 'uranium’ but for which you probably don't even have aname.”

Bedling paused, asthough for effect. Hewas smiling a Selsin, very sure of himself.

"Choose, Chief Sdlsin! Will you condemn your raceto afuture of poverty and stagnation by refusing
to cooperate with us? Or will you give them al the achievements and luxuries of acivilization three
thousand years in advance of theirs—will you be the wise leader and accept this tremendous payment
which we offer for merely your racesfriendship?’

Selsin stood up, on hisface an anger and hatred such as Rider had never seen. He looked down at
Bedling and gave hisanswer in words that came like the spitting of atiger:

"My peoplésinggnificant friendship is not for sae today, human!”
Beding gaped in incredulous dishelief.

"Y ou—refuse?’

Sdsinturned to Rider.

"We believed your promise, until your reinforcements came. Even then we still had afaint hope that
you humans were sincere. Now | know we were wrong. It is better s0."

"Y ou know we can't prove our good intentions," Rider answered. "Not here and now, in thisroom."

"| redlize that. But | wanted to know the attitude of your superior toward my race. As he regarded
us, s0 likely would al the others who would follow him. My people and | wanted to know if wewould
be regarded with respect, or if wewould be dismissed as an inferior speciesto be used for human

PUrpOSES.



"I learned. We are backward barbarians, smple savages who can be bought and then ignored.”
Through the anger on Selsin's face something like regret showed for amoment, something like alook
of farewd|.

"I do not think it isyour fault—but you are one of them and responsible with them. Thisis our world
and we will live here and fight here and die here—but we will be no race'sinferiorshere.”

Then the regret was gone as Selsin turned back to Bedling.

"Y ou will be given until sunrisetomorrow to recall your ship and leave thisworld. If you and dl the
other humans are not gone by then, we will have no choice but to remove you.”

Then, not waiting for an answer, Selsin strode to the door.
Beding hdf rose, ill ggping with amazement. " Wait—"
* * %

The door closed behind Selsin's broad back and Bedling ordered sharply, "Call him back, Rider!
Something iswrong—he didn't understand my offer."

Rider listened to Selsin's dragon-beast departing in afast trot. "He understood you," he said to
Bedling. "But you cooked our goose by not understanding him.”

"Hefailed to comprehend,” Bedling said flatly. "Or dse—and I'll have that question put to the
computer—he's bluffing, trying to extort still more from us. In either case, he knowswe can't leave here;
he knows the Specid Missions cruiser has gone back to Earth and the Frontier ship can't receive our
sgnds”

"He didn't believe that explanation yesterday and he doubly doesn't today."

"Something iswrong,” Bedling said again. "The Analysis showed the nativesto want dl thethings|
offered him. They don't even have wooden-whedled carts—and yet, instead of the grateful acceptance
that the Analysis predicted, the native's reaction was one of irrationa enmity.”

"Didn't you know the Analysiswas meaningless drivel?* he asked.

Bedling jerked up his head with a shocked expression, asthough Rider had uttered an obscene
heresy. "What do you mean by that?'

"All your calculations are based on the assumption that the species being studied is as emotionlessy
logicd as one of your computers. That worked once, with that ant-like race on Medusa, and it was
played up by the ERB politicians until now most of the Supreme Council believesthe ERB claim that
relations with dien life forms has been reduced to an exact science by the ERB and the dow methods of
the Frontier Corps are worthlesdy obsolete. But the ERB hasfailed on every world since Medusa, even
though you've kept the fact covered up, and now you'vefailed here. | tried to tell you from the day you
came, that Selsin and hisrace are proud individuaists and it would be afatal mistake to try to convert
them into mathematicad equations.”

Beding smoothed the Analysis under hisfingers. "We made amistake; the mistake of depending
upon aFrontier Corps layman to procure adequate data for our Analysis, among which would have been
Sdsn'semotiond ingability. It isamistake that will not happen again. | can assureyou.”

"I suppose you'll send afull report of thisto Earth, at once?’

"A most complete report. Why do you ask?' Bedling answered.

"Because in the morning you're going to die, and I, and al those kids out there, and you can try to
prevent such athing happening again by telling not the ERB but the Supreme Council exactly what
caused it.”

"| assure you, the ERB will properly present the factsto the Council "

"No—not the true facts. Y ou know that, Beding."

"General Beding. And what are you trying to say—are you asking me to omit mention of the
incompetence on your part that created this Stuation?”



"I'm asking you to tell the Council that you followed dl the rulesin the ERB textbooks and did
exactly what the Analysistold you to do and that you and everyone hereis going to die because you did
0. Tell them that if aform of life behaved according to absolutely predictable rule and logic it wouldn't
be anything intelligent—it would be avegetable."

Bedling smoothed out the Analysis sheets again. "Do you redly think | might give my superiors
hysterical nonsenselike that?"

He knew that further argument would be useless. He had dready explained to Bedling that a Frontier
Corpsman, or any man first meeting an alien race, had to base his actions upon the reactions of the
natives, he had to develop something like asixth sense in detecting their emotions and let that be his guide
or he would become enmeshed in misunderstandings that would result in death for him and the loss of the
new world for Earth.

Beding had refusad to listen and had laughed outright when Rider told him the Altairianswere far
better than any human sixth sense; that all Frontier and ERB ships should carry Altairians and that the
ERB's erroneous classfication of the Altairian race as"Animds’ unjustly condemned them to continuing
half-starvation on their rocky, barren world by denying them the assstance that Earth'sempire gaveto all
needy forms of lifethat had been classfied as"Intelligent inhabitants.”

Loper moved restlessy, sensing his emotions and disturbed by them. He spoke with the suddenness
and frankness of achild:

"Once Sersn awrmost berieve us, Captain. He come in thinking with question and uncertain, and
hoping very much we are hisfriends but afraid we not be. Then you terr how we need his friendship and
not ever harm hisrace even if they not want to be our friends. Sersin rook at you he avrmost happy,
awrmost ready to berieve you, then Generar Beering speak about awr the things humans have that
Sersin'srace don't have and say very proud, 'We give you awr these things for mer'rey your friendship,’
and Sersin get mad and not hope a awr anymore, and when he reave he thinking of fighting and kirring.
He not rike, but he know it have to be. Why it haveto be?"

"Y ou havethe animal well coached,” Bedling observed. "Its ability to relate awitnessed incident
provesyour clam that Altairians are telepathic, | presume?’

"Loper was aware of Selsin's emotions before he ever walked into thisroom. It isn't telepathy; it'sa
highly devel oped sense of empathy. It serves the same purpose.”

"I'm afraid your naive trust in the anima's power of—"

* * %

Bedling never finished the sentence. A drum was suddenly besting dong the near Sde of thevdley; a
hard, fast stuttering that rose sharp and clear above the whining of the wind.

"What isthat?" Beding demanded.

"A sggna drum, sending the word around the circumference of thevaley."

"Theword?' For an ingtant Bedling's face registered blankness. "Do you mean they redly intend to
attack us?"

"Good Lord—haven't you redlized that yet?'

Beding chewed hislip, hisface thoughtful, then shook hishead. "Y ou must be wrong. The Anayss
showed that they wouldn't dare attack us."

"The Anaysis aso showed you how to win Selan's friendship—remember?”

Bedling looked thoughtful again. "If your guessis correct, well have to prepare an impenetrable
defense system. How many heavy weapons do you have here, and what kind?"

"The ship's blagters are dways the prime defense wegpons of a Frontier unit. There are afew other
wegpons on the ship, too—but now everything is on the other sde of the sun. Theré's one hand blaster in
my room, and we have the ten blasters your men brought.”



"One?—you have one blagter here?' Beding glared, "I thought you had a supply of wegpons—must
every action of aFrontier man be one of mindless bungling?'

"l wastrying to make friends with the natives, not kill them."

"Eleven hand blasters to stand off thousands of bloodthirsty savages. . ." Beding chewed hislip
again. "How long can we hold the natives off with eleven blasters?'

"About aslong asasnowbal would remain firmin hdl.”

"We need the ship—how incredibly stupid of you to send it away. Our lives are in the balance—"

"Rook!" The voice of Loper interrupted, from where he had moved to the north window. "A smoke
sgnar are going up, too."

Beding swung with such haste that he knocked the Analysis sheets off the desk. A tdl, black column

of smoke was standing up from the high hill at the valley's head. It could be seen for miles, despite the
angle a which thewind was making it lean, and it was rolling blacker and higher by the second.

"That will beto summon al the reserve forces from the highlands" Rider said. "They think were well
armed and they'll hit uswith everything they have."

Bedling's nervous movement as he turned back to Rider changed abruptly to decision.

"There's only one thing we can do—evacuate. Well use the helicopter.”

Rider shook hishead. "The helicopter issmall, for scouting, and can't carry more than three. It'sfive
hundred milesto the nearest safe refuge, the Northern Idands, and the helicopter carriesfuel for seven
hundred miles. It would be aone-way trip."

"WEelIl go as soon as you can check the helicopter for the flight.”

"W

"Colond Primmer has had only afew hoursflying time and | have had none. Y ou will be our pilot.”

He shook hishead. "I'm as afraid to die in the morning asthe next man but I'll be damned if | could
runlike that."

Annoyance passed across Beding'sface. Y ou will obey my order and forget the heroic idedls. It
would be only stupid for al to die when some can be saved with the helicopter.”

"| agree. But why not |et everybody cut cards or draw straws so al would have the same chance?’

"ThisFed Ingtdlation is not agambling casino. Furthermore, thereisan ERB regulation which reads.

'Intimes of critical danger and limited transportation the unit commander will arrange for the surviva of
his command in the order of each individua'simportance to the unit asawhole." "

"l see," he said, and thought: So in the ERB you do even your running by the book?
* * %
Bedling began hagtily scribbling anote. "Thisisan order to Colonel Primmer, authorizing you to go
past the helicopter guards. Make sure you overlook nothing in preparing it for thetrip.”
"I have other thingsto do. Primmer can check it."
Bedling stopped writing and his face hardened dangeroudly under its pink softness. "As commander

of thisoutpost and your superior officer, | can have you locked up in chainsfor insubordination if | wish
to. Would you prefer that?"

"It ill wouldn't force meto be your pilot. Anyway, you needn't worry about my absence—the
helicopter iseasly enough handled that Primmer can land you safely at your destination.”

He saw that the sun was setting, dready abright, molten silver on the horizon, and he turned to
Loper.

"Run to the storage shed and get me that coil of small rope. I'm ready to sart.”

"Where are you going?' Bedling demanded, suspicion in hiseyesand hishand reaching insde his
blouse.



Loper ran to the door, using both pawsto turn the knob. He dammed it shut behind him and Rider
saw him race past the window, where the spinning, wind-blown dust haf obscured the ground. It wasa
good thing, he thought, thet the Altairians wereimmune to beryllium poisoning. Loper and Laughing Girl
would never see any other world again . . .

"Where are you going?'

"The Sea Cliffs," he answered.

"Do you think you can hide from the nativesthere?

"Not to hide. To keegp my promiseto Laughing Girl. The Big Tideis coming and she can't escapeit.”

Beding stared, asthough he had babbled gibberish.

"Y ou—you're going to wak forty milesthrough beryllium dugt, through armed natives and man-killing
beadts, to save an anima—and yet you refuseto lift ahand to help save the lives of your fellow human
beings?'

"Or, to be specific, thelives of you and Primmer. That'sright.”

He went to the corner where hisremaining possessions lay and swung the still-full canteen from his
shoulder. He kicked hisrespirator to one side—he would never need it again—and picked up the
long-bladed knife,

He shoved the knifein hisbelt and said to Bedling, "'I'm leaving my blaster for the othersto use.”

Bedling withdrew his own blaster from his blouse and laid it on the desk with the muzzle pointing
toward Rider. His hand continued to rest on it as he stared at Rider with cold savage calculation.

The door banged open and agust of wind scattered the pages of the Analysis acrossthe floor as
Loper plunged through. The cail of rope wasin his mouth and he was panting from hisrunning ashe
dropped it a Rider'sfeet.

"Areyou ready to go, Captain—can we hurry now, prease?"
"Jugt aminute, Rider—"

Bedling reached out with the transmitter key in hisleft hand and unlocked the hyperspace
communicator. Hisright hand did not leave the blagter.

"Y ou might be interested in knowing what my report will be," he said. He flipped on the signd switch.

"| suppose | dready know," Rider answered. "I ask you to overlook our persona differences and tell
them the real cause behind tomorrow's massacre. It could go along way toward saving the lives of others
inthefuture.”

Beding nodded, smiling. "Such areport is precisely what | havein mind. | fed they should know how
your blundering Frontier Corps methods had gtirred the nativesinto such amurderous anti-human frenzy
that my ERB unit arrived too |ate to remedy the Situation. | shal point out that every world lost by the
ERB was due to the incompetence of the Frontier men who preceded the ERB units there and crested
hatred and distrust among the natives. | shdl point out the tragic mistake of continuing to permit Frontier
Corpslaymen to try to assume the duties of ERB specidistsand | shall urge the Supreme Council et this
be the last bloody sacrifice by passing the Harriman Proposal now before it; the proposa that would
dissolvethe Frontier Corpsand place dl its ships and men under ERB supervison.

"And it ismy duty"—Beding's smile was as vindictive as the sting of awasp—"to report your actions
of thisafternoon; your flagrant insubordination, your flat refusal to assist in trangporting othersto safety,
your desertion in time of danger, your flight to the Sea Cliffs, leaving the rest of usto do the fighting.”

It required afew secondsfor Rider to comprehend the extent of Bedling's malice, then he said, "'
thought you were only inexperienced and too blind to see. | didn't know the half of it, did 17’

"It should be obvious to you what my report will do to the Frontier Corpswhen it's read before the
Supreme Council."

It was very obvious. Bedling's report would be the climax of the ERB's al-out effort to absorb the



Frontier Corps. The dready ddicately balanced scales would be tipped, the Harriman Proposa would
be passed, and the Corpswould ceaseto exist . . .

"Do you gtill want to go to the Sea Cliffs?' Bedling asked.

He saw Bedling's prime objective. Beding was till afraid to et the inexperienced Primmer be his
pilot.

"Suppose | should decide to be your pilot?' he asked.

"| certainly couldn't report you asadeserter. In fact, | might find it possible to forget to mention
severd of the facts concerning you and the Frontier Corps.”

Hedid not reply a once and Bedling added, "What is the welfare of an anima compared with your
life and the existence of the Frontier Corpsto which, | understand, you and the others have dedicated
your lives?'

Loper made awhining sound, looking up at Rider with hisface twisted in gpprehension.

"What are he mean?' Then he read the answer in the conflicting emotions of the two men and his

guestion came like adespairing whimper. "Areit have to be that way?"
* * %

The hyperspace communicator blinked an orangelight and said in ametdlic voice:

"Extraterrestriad Relations Board, Communications Center."

Beding spokeinto the trangmitter: " Connect mewith Generd Supervison, Classfied AA circuit." He
turned to Rider. "Which will you teke, Rider?"

It seemed to him that he could see the two aternative courses of eventswith vivid clarity. He could
see the dissolution of the Frontier Corps, his name in the records as a coward who had run in vain—and
he could see Laughing Girl crouching cold and scared in the crevice, trusting him to come for her before
the black tide rushed out of the dawn to kill her, knowing in her child-like mind that he would betherein
time as surely as she and Loper had raced to him in time that night on \VVulcan when helay injured and
helpless under the cliff and the moon wolves were gathering around him for thekill . . .

"Office of Generd Supervison,” the communicator said. "Classfied AA. Give usyour report.”

"A moment, please," Bedling saidto it. To Rider he said, "I give you exactly ten seconds—which will
it be?'

Which would it be? Death and infamy at the Sea Cliffs—and know that to the end he had done what

seemed right and just to him? Or life and safety and an unmarred record on the Northern Idands, while
Laughing Girl died gtill waiting for him and he knew he was a coward no lessthan Bedling?

“"Now!"
Therewasthe brittle snap of ultimatum in Bedling's sngleword. He gave hisanswer:
"I'm going to the Sea Cliffs."

For amoment Bedling sat rigid, so sure had he been that the answer would be the one he wanted.
Then he leaned forward, hislipsthin and white with the intensity of his hatred and hiswords half choking
in histhroat:

"Y ou fool—you incrediblefool! | can legdly shoot you down where you stand as a deserter!”

The muzzle of the blagter tilted up. Loper's eyes went fire-bright with understanding and his claws
ripped at the floor as he threw himsalf back, into position to legp at Bedling'sthroat. Rider reached for
the knifein hisbelt, warned by Loper's action and knowing he would never liveto throw it. Beding, in
theinsanity of hisrage, was going to fire—

* * %

"Sir, the natives are—"

Primmer burst into the room and the scene froze. Primmer gawked at Bedling'sblaster, a Rider's
hand reaching for the knife, then he seized his own blasters and leveled them waveringly on Rider.



"Don' touch that knife!" he commanded. He turned hisred faceto Bedling. "What isit, Sr—what is
hetrying to do?'

Sowly, amogt regretfully, Beding let hisgrip on the blaster relax.

"A little matter of desertion,” he said to Primmer. He spoke to Rider. "1've changed my mind. Y ou
are experienced in duding danger on dien worlds and you might have agood chance of hiding from the
natives until a ship comesto pick you up. | hope so. | want you to live, to St in your death row cell and
read about the end of the Frontier Corps before they take you out and hang you as a deserter and a
coward."

He motioned toward the door with aquick jerk of the blaster. "Now go! Get out of thisroom!"

Rider picked up the coil of rope and started toward the door, Bedling's blaster following him.
Primmer spokein protest:

"But Generd Bedling! Asadeserter he should be held for proper punishment, sr—"

Bedling silenced him with ahard look and turned to the communicator. He began his report:

"Generd David A. Beding, Unit Twenty, Deneb Five. Subjects. Impending attack of native armies,
due to erroneous reports and general incompetence of Frontier Corps commander Captain Harold
Rider; Report of Captain Rider's rebellion and desertion on eve of attack; Details of dangerous
impracticability of Frontier Corps methods and—"

The words faded away, drowned by the wind, as Rider and Loper went down the street.

"Herie" Loper said. "They can't berieve him, can't ever hang you, can they?"

Hesmiled alittle. "No, they won't be able to hang me."

He angled across the street, toward the edge of the dagger-brush thicket, and passed not far from
one of the guards. It was the red-haired boy, facing the enemy lines with hiswegpon, a crate hammer,
gripped tightly in his hand. Rider saw the code number on the supplies he guarded: XG-B-193.

"I'll be damned,” he sad.

"What are he guarding?' L oper asked.

"Exchange items and good-will giftsthat the ERB has designated as suitable for barbaric cultures of

thistype. He's supposed to fight to the death to protect three thousand pounds of glass beads, hand
mirrors, and bright red toy magnets.”

They went into the thicket and the camp was hidden from view. The winding course of an old animal
trail led inthe desired direction and they followed it until it skirted the base of asmadl hill. He climbed to
the top of it, with Loper at his hedls, and looked back at the camp. There was agrest dedl of activity
around the helicopter and he could distinguish Primmer standing to one side and directing the refueing
operations.

He looked to the southeast, dong his route to the sea, and dong the rocky ridge that lay like abarrier
between he saw the natives waiting and watching.

"l think," Loper said, "that they not want usto pass. | think wefight there, Captain.”

"Youll stay here, onthishill," hesaid.

"Stay?' Loper jerked up his head in surprise and defiance. "No! "

"That's an order. | want you to watch the camp until after it'sal over with tomorrow."

"I not stay safe whire you fight arone!™ Loper braced his forepaws wide-apart and stubborn on the
ground. "l not doiit!"
* k%
He sat down on asun-blackened boulder. "Listen, Loper—listen to the reasons why you have to
hep me
"The government of Earth isfour hundred light-years away and they will have to believe Beding's
story; that the natives are treacherous and hate all humans and that the Frontier Corps goaded them into



massacring the entire camp. The natives are honest in their fear and distrust of humans—they think they
arefighting for their world—and there will be no one after tomorrow to tell them they are wrong.

"Except you and Laughing Girl. They might listen to you Altairians since you know humanswell and
yet aren't human. Y ou must tell them that Earth never takes aworld by force, that even Begling meant
well but did not understand, and that al the things| told them Earth would do for them would have been
done. And you must stay here until after tomorrow morning and watch the camp so that when aship
comes from Earth to investigate you can tell the officers exactly what happened here and what caused it
to happen. It will betoo late to save the Frontier Corpsbut if they will listen to you it might not be too
late for them to see the mistakes that have been made and start over again.”

The rigid stubbornness was gone from Loper, understanding and dark misery initsplace. "It
wrong—everything are happen awr wrong and | never seeyou again!”

"Yes" hesad, "everything isal wrong and shot to hell. I'm trying to slvage the remains the best |
can and | haveto have your help.”

"| do everything you say, Captain.”

"For sometimethiswill be your world and Laughing Girl's. Maybefor dl your lives. So be friends
with the natives and don't blame them for what they did. Remember that.”

"Yes, gr. | remember.”

He looked at the sunset's violet afterglow and stood up. "I'll haveto hurry or | won't get therein time.
Good luck, Loper."

"Good-bye, Captain. |—I sorry."
He turned and went down the hill and acrosstheflat beyond. He looked back when he was amost
to theridge and saw L oper till saring forlornly after him.

* % %

He reached the foot of the ridge and climbed its steep dope. Three natives were waiting for him on
top, their long riflesin their hands and the smiles on their faces. The onein the center was Resso, a
sub-chief in Sdsin'stribe.

"Where would you go, human?' Resso asked in the native language.

"I would go to the seg," he answered in the same language, and told them why. "I ask permission to
pass,” hesad.

Resso rubbed the breach of hisrifle, his eyesthoughtful and hard. "Between here and the seaare
many by-paths. Y ou might lose your way and be troublesome for usto find in the morning.”

Hetook thelong knife from hisbelt, spunitin thear and caught it by the blade. Thethreerifles
centered on him as he did so.

"Thisismy only weapon,” he said to Resso. "I think | can put it in your throat before | can be
killed—but | ask you to let me save the Altairian first and match it againgt your riflestomorrow.”

Resso spit on the ground. "Tomorrow | will make you et it beforel kill you."

Rider felt agreat sense of relief—Resso was going to let him pass. . .

"I want to ask afavor of you," he said to Resso. "That the Altairians not be harmed.”

Surprise showed on Resso's face. "Why should we harm the furry ones? They are only your daves
and not responsible for what humans do.”

"Thenyou promise?'

Resso took a step forward, glowering in quick anger. "Do you have the insolence to question what |
say? Be on your way—run, human, and find your hiding place!"

He went, walking past them with the glum thought: This makes Ignominious Exit Number Two. |
hope my last one, tomorrow, will have at least alittle dignity toiit . . .

* k% %



The desert was miles of red iron sand, across which rocky ridges lay like ahundred randomly flung
barriers. Some of the ridges were of limestone, honey-combed with natural caves. These hewould have
to avoid at al costs since they werethelairs of the ten-foot sand hounds.

He was no more than well started when dark came. He had no light and without a blaster hewould
not dareto use oneif he had it. It would attract the attention of sand hounds for miles around.

For the greater part, hisway was along relaively clear stretches of the wind-packed sand and his
progresswasfairly fast. At intervals, however, he came to dense and wide-spreading thickets of the
poison-thorned desert vegetation and these he had to bypass with time consuming detours.

Once he dmost walked upon aband of wild dragon-beasts, grazing silently in the starlight. Only the
good fortune of thewind being in hisfavor prevented them from detecting him and charging. He had to
backtrack and then climb along ridge to get around them. It cost him an hour of time.

Thelast of the clouds disappeared from the eastern sky as the storm went its way across the
Southern Gulf. He was grateful that it had not swerved inland and turned the dim starlight into total
darkness. Histime margin would be small, a best.

Shortly before midnight he stopped on asand dune, to rest for the first time. It wasthere that he saw
atiny, distant red spark; asignd fire on the hill north of camp. It blinked for several minutesin acode he
did not understand, then went out.

When it did not regppear at the end of two more minutes he got up and resumed his journey to the
sea

Not long afterward the sky to the east turned pae; awhitenessthat grew swiftly brighter and
obscured the eastern stars. It was the dawn of the three moons; the moons that brought the Big Tide with
them.

They lifted above the horizon in aflying wedge formation, flooding the desert with cold, white light.
He could see well, then, and he hurried faster down the long dopes that led to the sea.

The bright moonlight greatly increased the danger of being seen by a sand hound and he had not gone
far when one screamed from somewhere behind him. He stopped, and |ooked back.

He could not seeit but he saw something ese when he looked to the rocky ridge west of him; flitting
shadow-shapes that seemed to be dragon-beasts were keeping pace with him. He wondered if it would
be Resso and the others, making certain he would not be hard to find when morning came. They were
gone from view before he could be sure he had not imagined seeing them.

He hurried on again. The character of the desert had changed as the elevation decreased and adry,
wiry grasswas replacing most of the vegetation. He changed his course dightly so that he could walk
down the center of ashdlow valey whereit grew the thickest, listening for the sand hound to scream
again.

It did so, much closer than before. Two more answered it from farther back, then athird. Which
made four of them racing toward him, each of them like areptilian ten-foot greyhound with the claws of a
tiger and the teeth and jaws of ayoung tyrannosaurus.

Helighted the grass at hisfeet, then started two more fires on each sde of the first one. Within that
short time the tinder-dry grasswas burning in asolid wall of flame, pushed down the valey by thewind at
increasing speed and spreading wider asit went.

Hehad to runto get in front of it and then run il faster to keep ahead of it. Through the choking
smoke he could see nothing except the red blaze of fire behind him but he heard the sand hounds
screeching in frustration beyond it. The sound of their fury faded as he ran on, and then was gone.

A milefarther on he angled to the l€ft, to the rim of the valley where the grasswas too thin to burn,
and there he rested until his hard panting had subsided. Then he waked on again; to hurry faster and
faster as the three moons neared the zenith. Shortly after they had passed the zenith it would be sunrise



and the Big Tide would reach the Sea Cliffs.

He saw no more of the phantom dragon-bessts, but the smoke from the valey he had fired lay likea
pall acrossthe desert and vishility was limited.

The eagtern sky was lightening with thefirst glow of dawn when he saw the distant gleam of
moonlight on the ocean. The delays during the night had been greater than he had thought—there would
be notimemargin, a dl.

He went the rest of theway in afast trot, the rope ready in his hand.

The seato the east wasflat and calm when he reached the ragged top of the Sea Cliffs but the pale
violet of dawn had turned into avivid blue-white. Sunrise and the Big Tide were at hand.

He looked down over the edge of the cliffs, down the sheer face of them where the crevice reached
up for two hundred feet before it dwindled into nothing, and saw the red-shelled horrorsgrouped in a
thick mass at the bottom. Laughing Girl was above them, wedged tightly in the crevice asfar up it asshe
had been able to climb. It had not been far; the groping claws of the topmost Elephant Crabs were
cracking together only inches below her.

He had dready tied a series of knotsin the end of the rope so she could grip it firmly between her
teeth. He dropped the knotted end over the cliff and gave the rope aflip to guide it toward the crevice.

He glanced again to the eadt, at the cadm, flat seq, and in that instant its horizon abruptly swelled and
lifted up and became amountain rushing toward him.

The Elephant Crabs were pilling apart, scrambling to positions of safety where they could anchor
themselves againgt the rough rock surface and be protected by the thick armor of their shells. Laughing
Girl was suddenly donein her refuge, asmal black huddle that watched the coming of the Big Tidein
frozen helplessness,

The rope was snaking down the crevice asfast as he could play out the coils. He whistled at her as
the rope neared her. Shejerked up her head, dmost faling in her surprise, and greeted him in her native
language; aword that was like the joyous yelp of a pup. Then the end of the rope reached her and she
seized it between her teth.

* * *

He hauled up on the rope, bringing it back hand over hand, while Laughing Girl clawed at the rock to
help al she could. She disappeared from his sght where the cliff became vertica and the thin, hard rope
was dmost impossibleto grip tightly as her full weight went upon it.

Thetide raced inward as he struggled with the rope; the forefront of an oceanic plateau. Between it
and the cliffsthe beach and seabelow lay like avaley, then anarrow basin, then suddenly avanishing
canyon—

* k%

Laughing Girl's head popped into view and she came pawing and scrambling over the edge of the

cliff. She dropped the rope and leaped toward him in ecstatic welcome.

"You comefor me Y ou—"

Thetide struck the cliffswith athunderous roar, making the earth shake. He seized Laughing Girl by
the scruff of the neck and dropped flat to the ground, where he could lock hisfree arm around a
projection of rock. A solid mass of water was flung high into the air by the impact, to descend upon them
with a smashing force that knocked the breath from his lungs and bruised hisface againgt the rocks. He
held grimly to the rock and Laughing Girl asthe mass of water poured back over the cliff, ripping and
tearing at him asit tried to teke them with it.

They staggered erect asit drained away and ran. A second mass of skyward-flung water came too
late to do more than drench them. They stopped allittle farther on, along the top of alow ridge.

Behind them the seagrowled and rumbled asit surged againgt the cliffs. Laughing Girl looked back,
trembling alittle.



"I thought you had forgot me, Boss. | was scared, and | wait and wait . . ."
"Everythingisdl right, now," he said. Y ou won't ever haveto go under the Sea Cliffsagain.”

Hewastired, weak with near-exhaustion. He wiped the salty water from hisface and saw, as
something that was no longer of importance, that the sun was up. His job was done, hislast duty carried
out, and the thing that would happen next was something inevitable and beyond his control. He saw that
his knife was gone, washed into the sea—»but that no longer mattered, either.

"You will go homenow," hesaid to Laughing Girl. "Don't wait for me. Loper will probably be sarting
on hisway to meet you in afew minutes. Hell tell you about the things that have happened in the past
two days. From now on the two of you will do whatever he thinksis best for you."

Her eyeswerewide in darm before he had finished, anxious and questioning.
"What are wrong, Boss? What are going to happen to you—prease, what are wrong?"

* % %

A dow, muffled thudding came from the east and he looked into the bright blaze of the sunto seethe
dragon-beasts trotting down the ridge toward him. There were six of them and even againgt the sun he
could see the gleam of battle helmets and the long rifles across the saddles.

"Go home!" he ordered. "Right now!"

She looked from the approaching war party back to him and flung up her head in defiance as Loper
had done.

"No! Y ou know they cometo kirr you—I can terr. | stay!™

"There are things you don't yet understand, Girl," he said. "For my sake, go now. Run.”

"|—" She heditated, her sense of duty and sense of loydty conflicting. The loyaty won. "No! | not
go!"

He could not permit her to stay. When the natives shot him down she would attack them with afury
that only her own death could stop.

He stepped forward and hit her; ahard, open-handed blow alongside the jaw that sent her rolling.
Shegot to her feet with amazement and hurt in her eyes and he made his tone harsh and ugly:

"I'll not order you but this one more time—go home! "

She obeyed, her tail drooping as she started across the swale. She stopped once, to look back at
him, and he mationed her on with a curt gesture.

She was gone from sight when the natives reached him. Resso was not with them—it was Selsin who
rodeinthelead.

They stopped before him in asemi-circle and regarded him silently, the mocking smiles on their faces.
"ltissunrise” Sdsnsad.

"Itis," he agreed.

"Wefollowed you last night. | wanted to know if you told the truth about going to save the furry one."

"And now," hesad, "l want to know if Resso told the truth when he said she and her mate would not
be harmed.”

"Hedid"

There was nothing more to say, then. He waited, wondering if they were deliberatdly delaying his
execution in the hope of seeing him weaken under the tension.

Sdsin spoke again:
"Y our superior and hisade escaped in theflier shortly after you left. Thefiresgnd a midnight said

they had landed on one of the Northern Idands and were firing Steadily at a school of bladder fish. They
seemed to think the fish were an attacking party."

He had theimpression that Selsin and the others were amused. He could understand why—>buit for



himsdlf there was only asick feding of shame and the thought: So they wouldn't even leave those kids
their blasters?

"Itissunrise,” Sdlsin said again, "and thereis no reason to wait any longer. Do you have anything to
a7

"Nothing," he answered, and braced himsdlf for theimpact of the bullets.

But the long rifleswere not lifted. Instead, Selsin swung down from the saddle and came up to him.

"The furry one—L oper—came to me before dark and told me what you had said to him on the hill.
Didn't you know that what you were doing was more proof of good intentions than al the promisesin the
world?'

"l don't understand,” he said.

"Y ou claimed from the beginning that humans respected other forms of life and kept their promisesto
them—but words are only little noises. Y ou proved what you had claimed when you spent what was to
bethelast night of your lifein keeping the promise you had made to abeing who was far less human than
even my own race."

"But the camp—" He did not dare believe what Sdsin's stlatementsimplied. "They wereto bekilled
a unrise—"

"| ordered the attack postponed until your actions could be judged. Now, there will be no attack.”

* * %

Hetried to see pagt Selsin's meaningless smile, wishing he had let Laughing Girl stay so she could tell
him if they were only taunting him before they killed him.

"Y ou will ride one of the dragon-beedts, if you are ready now," Slsin said. "When you cal Earth
from your camp today, | will spesk to them, too. | want no more misunderstandings.”

“Whet will you tell them?" he asked.

"Thetruth of it dl, and how the fat one boasted and insulted my race, and then ran. | will offer the
friendship of my race under the condition that no more of hiskind ever be sent here and that you, or
othersof your choice, bein charge of al operations here.

"l suppose,” Selsin added, "that your Supreme Council would liketo hear what | haveto tdl them?"

Therewas aflash of black acrossthe swale and he saw Laughing Girl running toward them;
disobeying his order, after al, and come back to fight beside him. But now she was running with her tail
up, her white teeth grinning, and happiness like something tangible about her.

She was an Altairian—she knew that everything was suddenly dl right. There could be no doubt
whatever about Selsin's sincerity, about the future that lay ahead for al of them.

Evenfor Laughing Girl'srace, athough she did not yet know it. Loper, in his smple wisdom, had
madeit possible for Earth to regain the friendship of abadly needed world. The Council, in return, could
do no lessthan to promptly overrule the ERB's classfication of the Altairiansas"Animals.”

"The Supreme Council,” he said in answer to Sdsin's question, "isgoing to be deighted by what you
haveto tell them. Let'sgo.”



No Species Alone

Editor's note: Thereisa strong moral component in most of Godwin's stories.
Courage, by itself, is never enough. There also has to be an underlying sense of
empathy for other creatures. In Godwin's universe, selfishnessis perhaps the
ultimate sin. We've seen that theme appear many timesin his stories. And, here
again:

Themorning was, to Jm Hart, exactly like any other June morning but for the presence of
Gwen—eight weeks was not yet long enough for him to take her asfully for granted ashewould in the
months and years to come. She hummed to herself as she finished wiping the breakfast dishes. Out on the
porch Susie and six of the kittens, having just Iapped up their own breskfast, were engaged in the
after-meal practice of making themselves neat and clean asisthe manner of cats. The sky was aflawless
sapphire blue with the touch of the sun as warm and gentle as a benediction while the meadowl arksfilled
the air with their soft melodies.

There was nothing about the morning's soft beauty to presage sudden and vicious peril.

He checked to make sure he had his surveying compass as he stood in the doorway then glanced
across the brush-and-tree-dotted flat that extended to the mouth of the canyon athousand feet away.
There theflat broke abruptly aong the high, steep bank, atrail leading from the cabin to the break. There
was no sign of the pup along the trail, which meant Flopper had gone on up the canyon—he had made so
many tripsto the uranium prospect that spring that FHopper knew aswell as he where they were going for
the day.

Gwen wiped the last dish and came over to stand beside him, her head |eaned againgt his shoulder.

"Soit's off for the day you go again." Shesghed. "I'm glad thisisthe last day of it."

"Lessthan aday—I'll be back by noon. Also, from now on weredl set—I found that uranium
mysdf and it's good. My company will take it without a doubt and then I'll be awell-to-do uranium
property owner rather than just an employed mining engineer. Doesn't that sound like a bright and
pleasant future for us?"

"It sounds wonderful," she agreed. ™Y ou can be home dl the time and every young wife should have
aman around the place—preferably her husband. And another thing—" She looked at the cat and
kittens. "If you had to go back to work and they sent you off to South Americaor somewhere—what
would become of them?'

"Y ou gave yoursdlf responsibility when you picked them up. Y ou shouldn't be so soft-hearted. 'Poor
little things—out by thislonely road and it's raining and they're cold and hungry and have no home.' That's
what you said, and now we have to buy a case of canned milk every month for them. If | had my own
way—"

"You did," she pointed out sweetly. "Y ou said, 'Don't just stand there—let'sload 'em in the car and
begoing.'"



"Well—" He congdered his defense. "1 was weak that night.”

"And the pup, Flopper?' she demanded.

"Another weak spell—liketheday | finally consented to marry you.”

"You consented?" She straightened with indignation. " You consented?'

"Mm-hmm." He nodded with grave seriousness. "l felt sorry for you."

"Why, you—you—" She stuttered, and tried again. " You consented? Y ou—"

"Please, Gwen, do you have to keep repeating everything | tell you, over and over?

"You told me—I didn't—I mean—oh!" She sruck asmdl fist againgt hisarm. "Y ou'rejust trying to
make me mad again—why are you adways doing that?"

"Practice," he said succinctly and put hisarm around her shouldersto draw her closeto him. "When
we have our firg big fight, we don't want to be amateurs, you know."

"One of these days," she said, "you're going to really make me mad,” but the threat of her words was
belied by the way she once again rested her head againgt his shoulder. "Now, admit the truth—you
wanted to give Flopper ahome and you wanted to give Susie and the kittens ahome, didn't you?'

"O.K.—I admit it," he said. "It seemsto be ahuman characteristic to want pets around.
[llogica—but human nature.”

"Logic, fooey!" Sheturned her head and made aface a him. "A computing machineisinfalibly
logical, but do you think I'd ever want to marry one?’

Heraised hisbrows. "I certainly hope not, that would be ridiculous. Also, you'd get bored with
lifewith-an-adding-machine.”

"I'd sueit for divorce on grounds of mental crudty. Imagine how life would beif you had to dways
belogicd in everything you did and never did anything because you wanted to, like going swimming and
playing games and giving homesto lost dogs and cats and—and—" She broke off to stare past him,
toward the mouth of the canyon. " Look! " She pointed, sudden excitement in her voice. "There dongsde
the trail—the spotted kitten. He wasn't here for breskfast—there heis now. Susie got her fourth one
yesterday and now he's found onel”

Hefollowed her gaze and saw the haf-grown spotted kitten some three hundred feet away and
perhapsfifty feet to one side of thetrail. As he watched the kitten circled afew steps, carefully keeping
itseyes on whatever it was circling asit did so. It was, he saw, holding something at bay inasmall area
free of brush but was not yet making an effort to kill it.

"It'sanother one," he said, turning back into the cabin. "I'll kill it on my way to work."

He went into the bedroom and came back with a .38 automatic pistol in hishand. "1 used to bea
pretty good shot with one of these," he remarked in explanation. "A shovel would do just aswell, but |
think I'll seeif I've lost the ability to hit the broad sde of abarn.”

"Doagood job," she said. "Assoon as | sweep and do afew other things, I'm going up to the creek
to get some watercressfor salad. | hope—" Shefrowned worriedly. "1 hopethisisthe last one—I'm
afraid of thethings.”

"Susie would have had this one by now if it hadn't been for her having to take time off to drink her
breakfast milk and wash her face. Thewind'sin the wrong direction for her to smell it yet, but shed have
spotted it before it got much closer to the cabin.” He stepped off the porch and started up thetrail. "I'll be
back about noon. Be careful when you go after that watercress and don't wear those idiotic cutaway
moccasns”

"l won't," she answered, for once not disputing his opinion of her footwear.

Hewas gtill ahundred feet from the spotted kitten when he heard the low, dry buzz. It wasa
rattlesnake, as he had known it would be. It was coiled, its head weaving restlesdy, and the kitten was
watching it with cold intentness. The rattlesnake turned away from the kitten as he came up to them and



tried to dither away to the cover of the nearest bush. The kitten darted around in front of it, just beyond
griking range, and cut off itsretrest.

The snaked stopped, to coil and wait with its head poised to strike. The kitten stood beforeit as
motionless asalittle statue, only afaint tremor to the end of itstal to indicate any emotion. That, and its
eyes. They were, as Hart observed on previous such occasions, quite wide and green and mercilesdy
cold. Therewas aways something different about thelook in a cat's eyeswhen it watched a snake; a
concentration, a hair-trigger dertness, and an icy, implacable hatred. Y et, despite the kitten's d ertness,
therewas an air of calmnessin theway it watched the snake, dmost contempt. It knew ingtinctively that
the snake was deadly dangerous but that ingtinctive knowledge was outweighed by the other ingtinctive
knowledge; the knowledge that the snake was afraid of it and would never dare to ddliberately come
within striking range. The rattlesnake would never dare approach the kitten; it had but one desire—to
escape.

Thetwo were motionless for afew seconds with the snake waiting to strike, itstriangular head,
two-thirds as wide as Hart's hand, poised and ready. Then the snake broke and tried to dart away from
the kitten. Thekitten flashed in front of it, still just out of striking range, and the snake stopped to coil and
squirm in indecison, itsred tongue flickering in and out and its buzzing rising higher and higher in pitch as
its agitation increased.

Hart looked back toward the cabin and saw that Susie and the kittens were till on the porch. He
raised hisvoice and called to her: "Suse—snake! "

He had taught her to recognize the word and she was off the porch at once, to come trotting up the
trail with the five kittens stringing out behind her and Gwen standing in the doorway, shading her eyes
againg the sun with one hand as she watched.

Heturned back to the snake. It wouldn't be long—not after Susie got there.

The snake's head was weaving restlesdy asit tried to evade the stare of the kitten and find away to
escape. It tried again to dart away, and again the kitten flashed in front of it to cut off itsretreat. The
snake stopped, unable to reach the safety of the bush, unablein itsfear to pass near the kitten. Itsfear
was vishly increasing and so wasits hate; avicious, reptilian hatred for the haf-grown kitten that stood
beforeit. But, greater than the hatred was the fear; the old, old ingtinctive fear of acat that was common
to al snakes.

It was strange, the way snakes feared cats. One strike with that broad head and there would be
enough venom in the kitten's body to kill adozen likeit, yet the snake did not dare to strike. Should the
kitten come within striking range, it would strike—but it was afraid to gpproach the kitten with the
purpose of gtriking it. There was something about the way the kitten stared at it, the cold lack of fear, that
the snake could not understand and feared. And the longer the kitten stared at the snake, the greater the
snake's fear would become.

There were anima s that enjoyed an immunity from the bite of arattlesnake; ahog, protected by its
fat, could kill arattlesnake; aband of sheep, protected by their wool, would blindly trample arattlesnake
to death. Some animals could kill rattlesnakes; a deer could, some small, fast dogs could. But the
rattlesnake feared none of these, would try to strike any of them. Y et the kitten, completely vulnerable
with neither wool nor fat to protect it, did not fear the snake and knew the snake feared it. It was
something peculiar to cats and snakes; an inherent hatred and enmity that went back to the dawn of
creation.

Susietrotted up and took in the scene with one swift glance. The kitten relaxed as he turned the job
over to the more capable paws of his mother and she stood a moment just beyond striking range,
studying the snake. It coiled closer, afraid to try to escape from her for such an action would render it
vulnerable by forcing it to uncail, knowing initstiny reptilian mind that in thelean, wise old cat beforeit
was Degth.



Susie paused only briefly in her gppraisa of it, then she stepped forward with her eyesfixed on the
wide-jawed head and her body as tense as a coiled spring. She camly, deliberately, came within striking
range and waited for it to strike at her, one forepaw dightly lifted. The snake struck, then; the very thing
Susie had intended for it to do. Its head flicked forward in amotion too fast for Hart to see and at the
sametime, and even faster, there was the flash of Susie's paw. That, and her backward leap.

It was ablur of movement too swift for human eyesto follow but in that split-second the snake had
struck, itsfangs had encountered only thin air where Susie had been and, smultaneoudly, it had felt the
sharp rip of her claws down its venomous head. Then they were poised again, as before, but thistime
there were three dashes down the top of the snake's head from which blood was beginning to ooze.

She moved inon it again, her pupilstwo razor-edge ditsin eyesthat were like hard emerdds. She
came within range and the snake struck again. It was the same as before; the invisibly swift stab of the
white fangs was too dow to equa the speed of the dashing claws. There were more bloody furrows
down the snake's head when the blur of movement was over. The next time there would be till more,
and it would go on until the snake's head was hdlf torn from its body and it was dead. It could end no
other way; it was not the nature of acat to permit asnaketo live.

There wasinsane fury, now, to the quick coiling of the snake, the high, shrill buzzing of itstail and the
frantic flickering of its head. It was reaching the stage where its rage and fear was nothing short of
madness and it would ddliberately attack anything in the world—except acat. Hart threw a cartridge into
the chamber of the .38. He had no desire to see anything die adow death, not even arattlesnake.
Although, it seemed to him, there was something downright splendid about the way Suse—and dl other
cats—ocould put the fear of Eternity into man'straditiona enemy, the serpent.

As Susie began easing back within range of the snake Hart lined the sights on its head and pulled the
trigger. The snake's head smashed to the ground at the impact of the bullet and the cats jumped back in
dtartled surprise at the crack of the pistol.

Susielooked at the dead, writhing snake with a sudden and complete lack of interest, gave Hart a
look that seemed to contain definite disgust and went over to sit in the shade of abush.

"Sorry, Suse—I know you didn't reslly need any help,” he apologized.

The kittens were crowding around the snake, attacking it in emulation of their mother'sfight with it.
They were only kittens, but they were learning. By the time they were grown he and Gwen would have a
very efficient crew to rid the place of rattlesnakes. Susie, done, had killed four in the past two months
that he knew of for certain—and one of them had crawled into the cabin while Gwen was gone, to lay
coiled under the butane range. Had it not been for the vigilance of Susie, it would still have been there
when Gwen returned to prepare dinner, her bare, brown legsthe target for its striking fangs. By that one
act, done, Suse had far more than repaid them for giving her and her kittensahome.

He picked the snake up on the end of astick and tossed it far out in the brush. The kittens watched it
arc through the air and fall from sight; with the snake no longer there, they lost interest in the past events
and wandered over to join their mother. He hefted the pistol in his hand, wondering whether to take it
with him or take it back to the cabin. Deciding one was as much trouble as the other, he waved to Gwen
who was till watching from the doorway and started up thetrail.

He was some distance up it when he looked back to see the ubiquitous spotted kitten following
him—or following in so far as necessary delaysto inspect interesting scents and insects aong thetrall
would permit. The red kitten was watching the spotted one, apparently with half amind to go, too. He
went on—they wouldn't follow him very far up the canyon, anyway. Perhaps asfar asthe creek; perhaps
they'd change their minds and return to the cabin.

At the edge of the sagebrush flat the trail went down into the canyon, following dong the side of the
seep wall in agentle grade. He made hisway aong the narrow trail, which was sixty feet above the floor
of the canyon at its highest point, and down to the bottom of the canyon. It was as he Sarted up the
canyon that hefirst detected the odor. It was very faint, so faint that he could not placeit. Histhoughts



were upon the survey he would make that morning and he was hardly conscious of it, though apart of his
mind noted it and was vagudly disturbed by it. He waked on, past the place dong the creek where
Gwen would gather the watercress, and there an amost imperceptible breeze drifted down from the
up-canyon. It brought the odor stronger and he stopped, the vague uneasinessin his mind suddenly
awakening to wary dertness.

It was the odor of asnake.

He looked about him, but there was nothing to be seen. He knew he could not have gotten any of the
odor of the snake he had killed on his clothes, and the odor coming down the canyon was not quite that
of arattlesnake; it wasfully as offensive and reptilian, but different.

He shook his head, puzzled, and walked on. Two hundred feet farther on the canyon swungina
bend and the trail took a shortcut through athick growth of junipers. Here the odor became definitely
stronger and a creepy feeling ran up his spine. He kept his eyes on the ground, watching where he was
stepping as he went through the heavy underbrush. There was no doubt about the odor; while not quite
likethat of arattlesnake, it was certainly the odor of some kind of asnake. Or severa snakes, judging by
the strength of it.

He stepped out of the thicket of trees and brush to the sandy bed of the canyon and looked up.
There, not fifty feet in front of him, was Flopper—and the thing he had smelled.

* * %

The Slistian scout ship drifted down through the darkness, silently, undetected. Sesnar watched the
little that the viewscreen could show in the darkness, his eighteen-foot snake-like body coiled in the
concave pilot's chair before the control board, and patiently heard the thoughts that emanated from the
spherica device besdehim.

"Isthere any evidence of intdligent lifein theimmediate vicinity?* the thought from the trangmitter
sphere asked.

"None," Sesnar's own thought replied. "I'm descending over an isolated section of the western part of
the continent. The instrumentsindicate cons derable minerdization in this areaunder me, including
uranium. There are the lights of somekind of asmall city in thefar distance, but that isall."

The sphere made no comment and Sesnar asked, "Shall | gerilizethe areain which | shdl land?!

It required the usua two seconds for the sphere to project his thought through ahundred lightyears of
space to his superior on Sistiaand another two seconds for the reply to come back. "No. Although your
observations have shown no great technologica knowledge on the part of the natives, they may possess
means of detecting your use of the Serilizer ray. They do possess the atomic and hydrogen bombs, we
know, and the discovery upon their planet of an aien spaceship equipped with such aweapon asthe
derilizer ray would most certainly cause them to attempt to interfere with your preliminary surveysand
your capture of some of the natives for examination and study. When you are near the surface you shall
proceed toward the area the instruments show to contain radioactive ores, flying low and watching for
evidences of habitation, such asthelights of individua dwellings.”

Sesnar duly acknowledged the order.

It did not seem sirange to him that he, aone, should have been dispatched to make the preliminary
survey of the new world while the nine members of the psychol ogist-strategist board remained upon
Sligiato direct hismost detailed activities by means of the thought tranamitter sphere. It was merely
coldly logica. No Sligtian could foretdl| the degrees of civilization, if any, on aworld ahundred lightyears
away. Such aworld might possess defensive wegpons unknown to the Sligtians. Such athing had never
happened—and no Sigtian doubted ultimate Sistian victory—but the preliminary survey would disclose
the wegpons, if any, that the natives possessed; would disclose the resources of the new world, including
the vitd radioactive ores, and would provide specimens of the native intelligent life for study and ultimate
vivisection. The weapons of the Sistians were many and deadly, with the hypnotic power of the Sigtian
mind the most insdioudy deadly wegpon of dl. Y et there was dways the smal possbility of the natives



possessing deadly wegpons of their own and an exploration scout, such as Sesnar, proceeded under the
congtant supervision of the highly learned, very systematic, psychologists-strategists of the Colonization
Board. The scout ship was equipped with every needed device and instrument to survey the new world,
from mapping its continentsto andlyzing itsair and determining what harmful viruses might be present. It
carried robotic equipment to mine and refine radioactive ores for powering the force field it would throw
around the mineralized ares; the area that would become the Siistian headquartersfor their Extermination
Force ships. It carried awell-equipped laboratory where the captured native specimens could be probed
and questioned by Sesnar's mind until their own minds were drained dry of information. After that, they
would be placed on the tables and the viewscreen overhead would permit the Colonization Board on
Slidtia, aswdll as the Extermination Force Board, to learn the physicd structure of the natives as Sesnar
methodicaly vivisected them.

* % %

It wasdl very logicd and carefully planned. A scout ship required a considerable amount of
uranium-based fud and the supply ill remaining upon Sistiaand the two worlds Sistia had captured
was limited. Although thought waves could be transmitted across a hundred lightyears of spacein two
seconds, the materia body of the ship required eight monthsto traverse the same distance. One Sligtian
could, with the specialy-equipped ship, do as quick and thorough ajob of surveying anew planet asa
crew of Slistians could do and additiond Sligtians, plus additiona food for the eight months voyage,
would have required an additiona amount of fudl; fudl that would be needed by the Extermination Force
shipsthat would follow later. It was only necessary to know that the new world possessed the
radioactive ores and to learn of what means of defense the natives might have.

The latter was very important; upon the study of the specimens of native life and their weapons would
depend the Strategy of the Extermination Force. They were quite efficient in ridding aworld of its natives
and their efficiency was due to careful planning beforehand,; to equipping the Extermination Force ships
with the most suitably destructive wegponsfor the job.

Sesnar halted the descent of the ship afew hundred feet above the surface and let it travel dowly in
the direction of the uranium minerdization. He was amost to the bulk of amountain when he saw the
ydlow light. He notified his superiorsat once.

"Thereisayelow-white rectangle of light some distance away. It's gpparently artificia light from the
window of anative'sdwdling."

"Passit by." The command was from Eska, head of the Colonization Board. " Take no chance of
detection at thistime. Pass it by and conced your ship near the area of greatest minerdization.”

Sesnar continued on hisway, rising as he did so to clear the foothills of the mountain. He had gonea
reaively short distance, the rectangle of light in the native's dwdling il visble behind him, when the
insruments told him he was directly over the deposit of uranium. He descended to the ground, Ietting the
robotic control scan the terrain under the ship with its radar eyes and select asafe and level spot. The
ship settled to earth and he notified Eska of the fact.

There was a certain emotionless satisfaction in Eskas thought as he said, "The nearness of the
native's dwelling to the uranium deposit smplifies things. Tomorrow you can accomplish both the capture
of nativesfor sudy and the erection of the force field. In the meantime, you shdl remainin the ship.”

The latter order was not without sound reasons of caution; some creatures could see excellently in
the dark and no Sligtian could use its hypnotic powers on an animd it could not see.

Sesnar waited until dawn, then he reached out with the two smal armsthat were the only interruption
of the snake-like form of his body and picked up his menta-blaster, to snap it down on the four metal
studs st in the tough scales of the top of his head. He took no other weapon with him as he crawled
forth from the ship; he needed no other weapon and only the most unexpected circumstances could
cause him to need it, the hypnotic power of its mind serving very well to force other cresturesto do ashe
willed.



The ship had landed in the bottom of asmall canyon. There had been something in the canyon very
recently, he saw, something that had dug some narrow trenches across what he presumed to be the
deposit of uranium ore. He reported the fact to Eska.

"Thework of the natives, obvioudy," Eskacommented. "It would not be advisableto lift the ship a
present. Reconnoiter—there should be some kind of a path the natives have made and it will lead to the
dwelling. Follow the path for a short distance and report what you find."

The thoughts of Eska, broadcast by the sphere inside the ship, came clearly to Sesnar and he obeyed
the orders, pausing only long enough to try the menta-blaster on asmdl bush beside the path. It vanished
inapuff of dust.

The menta-blaster was a Sistian achievement and one that could be used only by Siistians. It was
operated by certain thought patterns, the type and intensity of the beam regulated at will. Since the
thought pattern that operated it had to be very precise, it was useless to any warm-blooded animal; only
a Sligtian could produce the necessary pattern with the necessary machine-like precision. It wasa
characterigtic of warm-blooded animals to be emotiond to a certain extent and no emotiona anima, no
matter how intelligent, could be sure of suppressing its emotions sufficiently to dways duplicate therigid,
precise thought pattern. Although it might seem to the warm-blooded, intelligent anima that its emotions
were completely in check and itsmind free of dl influence from them, the emotiona influence over the
pure, cold logic would till be there to some dight extent, enough to prevent exact duplication of the
thought pattern built into the menta-blaster.

The menta-blaster was, to the Slistians, quite unnecessary proof that cold-blooded and logicd life
forms were superior to warm-blooded and emational life forms.

The path was easly found and he followed it. He had gone only a short distance when the canyon
emptied into amuch larger one; acanyon that led in the generd direction of the native'sdwelling. The
path followed the creek bank down the larger canyon and there, feeding on the green vegetation beside
the path, he saw the first specimen of the planet'slife.

It was asmal quadruped with long ears and its senditive ears detected the whisper in the sand of
Sesnar's coming a amost the same moment he saw it. It sat up high onitshind legsto stare at him, its
nose twitching, then it whedled to bound away. He brought it under hypnotic control and it fell limply to
the ground.

It was, of course, till dive and conscious, merely held helpless. Sesnar crawled to it and searched its
mind. Itsmind held no information of any value, itsintelligence was of avery low order. Obvioudy, it was
not amember of the planet'sinteligent form of life.

He touched the rabbit with hissmall, lizard-like hands, feding the fast flutter of its heart, then ripping a
sharp claw down itsbely. The entrails spilled out on the ground and he observed with interest thet the
anima was strictly herbivorous. He reported the fact to Eskawho then ordered him to release the rabbit
from hypnotic control so that its reaction to pain might be observed.

At the release of hypnotic contral it legped high in the air with athin, shrill scream, then fdll back to
lay flopping and kicking in the sand, its bloody entrailstrailing behind it. Its efforts to escape quickly
weakened and soon it could do no more than lie and watch Sesnar with intensefear in itseyes.

"A high degree of sensitivity to pain, with no desire to destroy theinflictor of the pain,” Eska
remarked. "No revenge ingtincts whatever. Should this characteristic of complete non-aggressiveness
goply to theintelligent creatures, our colonization program should need relatively little ad from the
Extermination Force."

Sesnar waited until the rabbit died, reporting its resistance to desath. It took aremarkably long time
for it to die—that is, for awarm-blooded animal. The characteristic sengtivity to pain of warm-blooded
animaswas usudly one of the factorsthat hastened their death when badly injured. Whenit finaly
stopped panting he crawled on, both he and Eska feding well satisfied on the whole, though the high
resistance to death was not to be desired.



He had not crawled very far down the canyon when he encountered the next quadruped, coming
upon it suddenly where thetrail swung around asharp bend in the canyon. It wastrotting up the trail
toward him, unable to scent him with the breeze momentarily blowing up the canyon and he brought it
under control the moment he saw it. Heleft it standing on itsfour legs and went down to it. It was
congderably larger than the quadruped he had killed, shorter of ear and adifferent species dtogether. He
probed into its mind and found itsintelligence to be of the third order; very high for anon-reasoning
animd.

"Doesitsmind contain any information concerning the dominant form of life?" Eskaasked.

"The dominant form is biped and thisanimd liveswith two of them,” Sesnar replied. "It exhibitsan
odd regard for them; anillogical emotiond regard.”

He went on to explain the affection of the dog for its masters and their affection for it asbest he
could. It was not anew thing to either Sesnar or Eska—they had observed similar attachments among
other warm-blooded species—but it was impossible for them to comprehend the desire of two creatures
of different speciesto be near each other and find pleasure in each other's company.

Eskadismissed it as of no importance. "Apparently the same as the attachment between the natives
of Vendaand the small animalsthey used to keep around before our arrival. It might be termed a
symbiosis of the emotions—uiterly illogica and no more than another example of their mentd inferiority.
What other information does the quadruped's mind contain?"

"It isn't amature specimen but its thoughts are quite clear. It lives with two of these bipeds—amae
and afemae—in the dwelling near here. The male biped isto pass thisway very soon and the quadruped
has a strong desire for the biped to make its appearance. It's afraid of me but it seems confident the
biped will ether kill me or frighten me away.”

"It has no doubt of the biped's ability to destroy you?' Eska asked.

"None whatever. Although it possesses no technical knowledge, of course, and is unable to supply
me with any information concerning the biped's wegpons.”

"I think you will find the animd's confidence in the invincibility of the biped is dueto the regard of the
weaker for the stronger,” Eska said. " Since the actions and abilities of the biped are beyond the
quadruped'sintelligence to comprehend it assumes, having no experience to the contrary, that nothing can
be superior to the biped it depends upon for protection.

"Now, if you have extracted dl theinformation of valuein the animd's mind, kill it and concedl
yoursdlf near the path the biped isto use. A search of the biped's mind will reved if there are any other
bipeds in the vicinity, other than the biped's mate. If not, you will capture her, too, and return with both of
them to your ship. Y ou will then throw aforce field around that areaand lift ship to complete your
mapping of the opposite hemisphere. The minds and bodies of the biped and its mate can be studied
enroute.”

"The path goes through a dense thicket of small trees a very short distance ahead of me," Sesnar
sad. "They would afford perfect conced ment—"

He stopped as he caught the crunching of footsteps from within the trees. He reported to Eska, then
watched the spot where the trail emerged from the trees. In afew moments the maker of the sounds
appeared.

"Itisthe biped.”

"If it shows no hogtility toward you, do not bring it under full and immediate control,” Eska ordered.
"Let it remain in a hypnotic semi-trance until you have questionedit. It will eventudly redize you are
searching itsmind, of course, and when that happens you will bring it under full control and proceed in
the usua manner. But, until it isaware of your purpose, you can extract information from it with little
difficulty.”

* % %



Hart thought at first that the thing must be a boa congtrictor that had escaped from acircus. Then he
saw the hands. The two arms sprouted from tiny shoulders like two thick bullsnakes and terminated in
pale green lizard-like hands, the size of awoman's hands. The forward portion of the body was erect
with the belly aglazed yellow. The head was broad and dightly domed, swaying inthe air nearly six feet
above the ground. There was something mounted on the snake's head; aflat object with a short tube
projecting alittlein front of it. He noticed it only vaguely, his attention caught by the snake's eyes.

They seemed to possess an intelligence, even a adistance, and they fascinated him. He walked
forward to see them better, remembering the pistol in his pocket as something of casua importance. The
eyeswere quite large, dead black in color with thin orange rims. There was an intelligence behind them,
anintelligence asgrest as hisown, and he could fed it sudying him. Someingtinct within him wastrying
to warn him—danger—but it was not until he had stopped before the snake and breathed the heavy,
nausegting odor of it that the spell broke.

Shake! Men did not walk up to snakes as a hypnotized sparrow might do—but he had just done so

He saw theintelligence in the snake's eyesfor what it was, then; acold, aien gppraisal of him with
the same objective detachment with which an entomologist might inspect an insect. It had not moved and
there was no threet in its manner, other than the dienness of it and theway it had drawn him so irresistibly
toit, but that was warning enough. Helet his hand dide to his hip pocket and grasp the hard butt of the
pistal, not drawing it but wanting it ready should he need it. Until, and if, the snake made athreatening
move, he would try to questionit. It very obvioudy was not of Earth and to kill it first then ask questions
later would be both uninformative and stupid. It might intend him no harm; he would wait and see and
keep hishand on the pigtol.

It would mogt likely be from another planet of the solar system. He could draw adiagram of the solar
system in the ssnd—there were no humans near but for Gwen at the cabin—and find out which
planet it came from. Venus should be the one, the second from the sun—she should be along in a few
minutes—

He stopped, suddenly aware of the random thoughts. His mind spoke another one: She would be
after watercress and would not be armed as he was—

He cut the thought off with the chilling redlization that the snake was questioning him. 1t could be
nothing else. Asthe source of amotor nerve, when touched in an exposed brain, will make the
corresponding muscle twitch, so the snake was questioning him; touching with its mind at the proper
memory cells, exciting the desired memory responses.

The snake-thing wanted both him and Gwen. Why?

Theimplications of the question broke the hypnosis and the warning ingtinct screamed franticdly: Kill
it—while you can!

Hisarm jerked to whip the pistol from his pocket—and froze. His entire body was abruptly as
motionless and powerless as though locked in avice. He could not move—he had heeded the warning

too late.
* % %

"The biped has an intelligence of thefirst order," Sesnar reported. "1t became aware of my control
before | had completed the questioning and attempted to kill me the moment it realized my intentions. |
put it under full control before it could harm me, of course.”

"Determineitsfull resistance to questioning while under muscular control,” Eska ordered.

His entire body from the neck down was separated from the control of hisbrain. He was standing
before the snake and could see it watching him, smell the odor of it; he was norma and the sensory
nerves were functioning as dways. He could fed the weight of the pistol in his pocket and hisfingers
could fed the butt of it asthey held it haf drawn from the pocket. The sensory nerves were functioning
normally but his commands to his muscles were being cut off. His mind could formulate the commands



and try to send them with al its power but nothing happened. Somewhere in his brain where the pure
thought was transformed into aneura impulse, the snake had seized control. At that relay sation hisown
commands were being cut off and the snake's commands substituted.

* % %

He had made a grave mistake; he had underestimated his opponent. He had reached for the pistol
with his mind wide open, with hisintention plain there for the snake to read. He should have kept the
thought subdued, should have covered it over with other, stronger, thoughts. He had learned a
lesson—yperhaps it would not be too late. Physically he was helpless but his mind was till his own. His
only resistance to the snake would have to be mentd for the time being. In the end, if he made no more
mistakes, he might win the game of witsand kill it beforeit killed him and Gwen.

A question came from the snake's mind, not the touching a the memory cells as before but adirect
question.

"What isthe percentage of uranium in the ore samples a your dwdling?'

It was, heredlized, atest of hisability to withstand questioning. The snake would not care what the
percentage might be—it was atest, the first won.

"Why do you want to know?" he asked.

The snake's answer was to touch quickly at the memory cellswhere the information lay and to repesat
over and over: The percentage—the percentage—

Three point one four one five nine, he thought rapidly, and multiply by the diameter and you have the
circumference. The circumference is—the per centage—the per centage— The thought was insstent,
demanding an answer— The circumferenceis pi times the diameter and how do you like those onions?

The reply from the snake was a greater insistence upon an answer. The percentage—the
per centage—the percentage— It hammered at his mind and the answer was there, eager to respond to
the snaké'stouch and makeitself heard. It was there, just below the level of expression, and he fought to
keep it there, submerged, while he covered it over with other thoughts.

According to the semanticists, athought cannot be conceived clearly without its conversion to words.
Not necessarily spoken, but the thought conceived with the aid of the semantic expressionsto outlineit,
to detail and clarify it. Forty-one percent, expressed in words, isavery definite part of thewhole.
Forty-one percent as a thought unaccompanied by the proper semantic equivaent is an indefinite minor
proportion. He could not block the snake from probing at his memory cells but he could let the answer
the probing evoked remain awordless thought, an impression in his mind that was not clear evento
himsdlf, by keeping the answer below the level of semantic expression and covering it up with other
thoughts of his own making and spoken doud.

The per centage—the per centage— It was coming harder, with the full force of the snake's mind
behind it, and he met it with every evasion he could contrive. He recited mathematical formulaetoiit, he
told it an Aesop fable, he gave it portions of the federa mining laws. The question flicked relentlesdy a
hismind—the per centage—the per centage—and hiswords that kept the answer submerged came
more swiftly and louder asthe moments went by, his concentration became more intense.

Hewasteling it of the crystallographic structure of tourmaline when it was abruptly out of hismind,
to stand slently before him as though meditating.

"Well," he asked, hisvoice dropping to norma pitch, "did you find out anything?'

It gave no indication that it heard him.

"Itsresstance to questioning is unexpectedly high," Sesnar reported. "Aswith al warm-blooded
animds, itsmeans of communication isvoca and | left itsvoca organs uncontrolled that it might
accompany its answer with the semantic expressions that would give the answer the greatest clarity. It
exhibited considerable cunning by taking advantage of the freedom of itsvoca organsto usethem to



speak other thoughts and keep the answer | desired submerged.”

"Painwill bresk itsresstance,”" Eskareplied. "The combination of pain plus control will quickly
destroy its ahility to keep the answer submerged. Use your menta-blaster with care, however—the biped
must not be so saverdly injured that it will be unfit for complete questioning and physica study when you
take it and its mate to the ship. Use the Type 4 beam.”

* * %

He had won! The power of the snake'smind, great asit was, had not been great enough to force him
to answer. It was only the first victory—he was still held as powerless as before—but it had been a
victory. Therewould be other tests but he knew, now, that the snake-thing was incapable of hypnotizing
ahuman. It could only assume control of the body, not of the mind.

Flopper was standing fifteen feet to one side of him, held by the same control. Or even more
so—Hopper could not turn his head. He could move his eyes but that was dl. Flopper was watching him
now, fear in hiseyesand alook of hopeful expectancy; afaith that his master would destroy the thing
before them. It was pathetically humorous; he was the pup's god and a pup knows that its god can do
anything.

Then the snake was pesking to hismind again, very concisaly, very menacingly.

"Y ou will tell methe percentage of uranium in the ore samples. Y ou will tell me a once and with no
attempts to submerge the answer.”

Well, here we go again, he thought. He had an unpleasant premonition that thistime it would not be
s0 easy—hut he would soon find ot.

"Gotohdl," hesad.

The tube on the snake's head glowed a deep violet and something like the blades of incandescent
knives stabbed into his chest and began to cut dowly acrossit. It was a searing, burning pain that ripped
down his stomach and up his neck, to explode like awhite light in his brain. The question was coming
agan—the percentage—the percentage—lashing a hismind like awhip through the glare of pain. The
per centage—the percentage— The pain intendfied and tore a every nervein hisbody whilethe
guestion goaded incessantly: The per centage—the per centage— He fought againgt it and the white
glare engulfed hisbrain until the question was no longer a question but aknife thrusting again and again
into hismind while he was an entity composed of pain and spinning in ahell-fire of agony, writhing blind
and mindlessin the white glare while the question stabbed at him—the per centage—the percentage—

It was meaningless, as meaningless as his own thought in return: thirty-five percent—thirty-five
per cent— Meaningless. He had been going to fight something—he couldn't remember what it was. His
mind was blinded by the pain and he couldn't remember—nothing existed but pain, unbearable pain. . .

The chaos faded dowly and the white glare melted avay. The knife was no longer in hisbrain and the
tube on the snake's head was crystal white again. He knew, then, that he had lost.

His heart was pounding violently and his chest was an intolerable aching and burning. He looked
down at it. Something like arow of sharp knives had cut halfway acrossit. The cuts were not
bleeding—the knives had cauterized asthey cut . . .

* * %

"The biped's resistance was greater than expected,” Sesnar said. "I wasforced to cut and burn it
rather severdly, but it will till be ableto serve our purpose.”

"Proceed to the place where the biped's mate isto come," Eska ordered. "If sheisthere, return with
both of them to your ship. If not, continue on to the dwelling and get her. Nothing isto be gained by
waiting and there isalwaysthe dight possibility that other bipeds might make an unexpected appearance.
The sooner you can return to the ship with the two natives and erect the force field, the better.”

* * %

There was acommand from the snake to turn and step forward. He started to turn, then, even asthe



movement was begun, there came another command from the snake: Sop.

He stopped and stood motionless. The snake was |ooking beyond him, at something in the junipers
behind him. Itsfull attention, but for its control over him, seemed to be on whatever it saw. The seconds
went slently by asthe snake stared and as they passed he felt an amost imperceptible lessening of the
control; afaint tremor to hisarm and hand as he tried to force them to obey hiswill. Something inthe
junipers was loosening the snake's control over him.

A brief glow of dim red came from the tube on the snake's head, exigting barely long enough to be
seen and then vanishing. With its vanishing the control wesakened to the point where he could move his
arm. It waslike fighting against the drag of quicksand, but he could moveit. He dropped his eyesto the
target, the gligtening yelow belly where he could bring the pistol up with the minimum amount of
movement.

The pistol was dmost free of his pocket when the snake abruptly returned its attention to him; seizing
control with asavagery thet ripped a his muscleslike an eectric shock. Hisfingers flew open and the
pistol dropped back into his pocket. His hand was jerked around and dammed against hisside. The
snake permitted his knotted musclesto relax, then, but the tightening of his chest muscles had torn at the
wounds and for what seemed along time a sickness and a blackness swirled around him, the bulging
eyes of the snake seemed to advance and retregt through it.

The blackness digpersed, though the sickness remained, and the dizziness left him. The snake was not
moving and he could, for thefirst time, sense vague thoughtsimpinging upon its mind. Apparently the
thing in the junipers had so disturbed the snake that it was unconscioudy letting some of its own thoughts
come through with the control. There was adistinct impression that it was communicating with another of
itskind but there was no clue asto the identity of the thing in the junipers.

"A small animal suddenly appesred in the trees behind the biped,” Sesnar said. "That is, | think it was
ananimd.”

"You think it was an anima?' Eska's thought was a cold hiss. "What isthe meaning of this? Y ou
were not sent on thismisson to indulge in guessng—determine if itsan animd.”

"| tried to—and | couldn’t!"
"Explain yoursdf. | sensean agitation in your mind. Explain!”
"Thisanima isdifferent to any weve ever encountered—if it isan animd,” Sesnar said, hisagitation

becoming more evident as he spoke. "I cannot determine what it is because | not only cannot control it—
| cannot enter itsmind! "

Eskawas dlent for awhile. "Thisisincredible" hesad at lagt. "It cannot be! The mathematics of Kd,
aswdl as our own centuries of colonization of dien worlds, haveirrefutably proven that no
warm-blooded creature can resist the power of the Slistian mind!"

"Thisonedid.”

"Perhaps,”" suggested Eska, "it is such alow form of life that it has no mind to enter, existing solely by
ingtinct asthe mollusks do.”

"It isphyscdly far too high on the evolutionary scaleto not possess an intelligence,” Sesnar said. "It
has the gppearance of an animal but that isall | can learn about it. | cannot control it, | cannot enter its
mind, and—" Sesnar paused, asthough dreading to reveal the rest. "It disturbs my mind!”

"Impossiblel” Eska stated flatly. "No creature can disturb the mind of aSligtian.”

"Thisonedid," Sesnar repeated. "It disturbs me so that | cannot project the thought pattern into my
menta-blaster. | tried to kill it, but despite my effortsto produce afull-force blast | was ableto activate
the menta-blaster for but a moment and then at such low intengity that the creature never felt it."

"Y our menta-blaster must have developed adefect,” Eskasaid. "I refuseto believe that any creature
could s0 affect aSlidian. Isthe creature fill in view?"

"No. It vanished when | tried to activate the menta-blaster and is now watching me from the



concealment of thetrees.”
"How do you know it is?'
"l can senseit watching me.”

"Y our menta-blaster has no doubt become defective," Eskasaid again. "Test it. Lower your head
behind the protection of the biped and test it."

Sesnar dropped his head lower and his eyes searched for a suitable target. They fell onthe
quadruped, still motionless under his contral. It would serve the purpose admirably and it was of no other
use to him. With the biped's body between himsdlf and the thing in the trees the disturbance was gone
from hismind. Hefelt the familiar thought patterns come easily: Type |, quarter force—fire!

* * %

Confused thoughts swirled in Hart's mind. Why had the snake not killed whatever it saw behind him?
It had started to do so—there had been the first dim glow from the tube on its head—and then it had
stopped? Why? The snake had been disturbed by what it sswv—why hadn't it eliminated it?

Heturned his head asfar as he could but the trees were directly behind him and he could not see
them. Neither could he tell what it might have been by Flopper's reaction; the pup's back wasto the
trees, too.

Thefaith was till in Flopper's eyes. He was afraid of the thing before them and could not understand
the awful paralyssthat held him, but he knew with al hisdog's heart that his master would help him. Then
the snake dropped its head to the level of Hart's chest and looked directly at the pup. Frantic, imploring
apped flashed into Flopper's eyes as he sensed what was coming.

There was a blue-white flash from the tube on the snake's head and a crackling sound. A puff of dust
hid Fopper from view for amoment. When it cleared he was lying on the ground, broken and ill, atiny
trickle of blood staining his mouth.

"The blaster functions perfectly, the thought patterns are produced without effort, when | am not
under the direct gaze of thething in thetrees" Sesnar reported.

"Proceed with the biped toward its dwelling," Eska ordered. " Permit it to retain its wegpon—should
the other thing appear again, force the biped to kill it.”

* % %

It had killed Flopper!

Hart fet sck with thefutility of his hatred for the stinking, scaly thing before him; he wanted, more
than he had ever wanted anything in hislife, to reach the pistol and empty it into the glazed belly, to watch
the snakefal and then tramp its head into a shapel ess mass. He wanted—»but the command cameto turn
and he was doing 0.

He turned and began the walking back down thetrail, the snake dithering long beside him. They
passed the limp little bundle of black and white fur that had been Fopper and went on, bypassing the
shortcut through the junipers and following the sandy canyon bed. Was the thing still afraid of what it
had seen in the trees? His chest was a sheet of fire and his heart was dugging heavily. Then the trees
were behind them and they were back on thetrall again, passing by the place where Gwen had intended
to get the watercress. Wer e they going to the cabin? They cameto the place where thetrail climbed
out of the canyon and his heart pounded harder asthey started up it. Therewas alimit to the injury and
pain aman could stand, no matter how hard he might fight to ignoreit, and he had withstood injury and
pain to such an extent that hisbody could take little more of it.

They were climbing up the grade and the snake could have but one reason for going to the cabin. It
wanted Gwen; it wanted a pair of specimens of the native life to study; specimensthat it would crush and
examine as emotionlessy as he would crush and examine a specimen of ore. It hadn't told him, but he
knew. It would force him to stand there where the trail came out on top of the bank and motion to Gwen
to come to him. She might even now be starting out to gather the watercress, she would be ableto see



him easily from the cabin and she would come without question when he motioned her to do so. She had
NO reason to suspect any danger.

Hewould have to do something—what? His breath was coming harsh and labored and a blur kept
trying to form before hiseyes. It was hard to think, yet he had to think. He had to do something, and
quickly. He was weakening and histime for action was running short—

Stop.
He stopped, the snake beside him, and wondered why they had done so. It waslooking up thetrail,

up at the top of the climb, and he shook his head to clear the blur away from hiseyes. Therewas
something gray there—

Kill it!
He saw what it was as his hand obediently reached for the pistal. It was one of the gray kittens. Why

didn't the snake kill it? He thought of the rattlesnake he had killed so long ago and he knew what it was
the snake-thing had seen in the trees, knew why its cold, merciless mind had been so disturbed.

Kill it!

Kill it—he must kill the kitten because the snake was afraid of it! The snake couldn't kill it! There
was aflooding of hope through him. He had a plan, now; held deep and vague in his mind as he brought
the sghts of the pistal in line with the kitten's face. There was no time to ingpect the plan, not even the
hazy sub-conversion ingpection it would have to be. He had been ordered to kill the kitten and his
muscles were no longer his own; he could not disobey. His mind was his own, however, and he could—

The front sight was on the kitten's head, outlined in the rear sight, and he made his thought sharp and
clear: This pistol shootslow; | must draw a coarse bead. Another thought tried to makeitself heard:
No—no—it shoots high. He drowned it out with the one of his own cresting: Shoots low—draw a
coarse bead. The front sight came up in obedience to the thought he was making sharp and clear, the
snake unable to read the thought he was kegping submerged. The sight loomed high in the notch of the
rear Sght and he pressed the trigger. The startled kitten vanished in the brush beside the trail asthe bullet
snapped an inch over its head.

| didit! Therewas exultation in the thought—it was difficult to keep it hidden. Therewas aplan that
would work—it would have to work—

"What isyour plan?"

The snake's question came hard and cold and the tentacles flicked at his mind—the plan—the
plan—

His hope became despair. He had let part of his thoughts get through to the surface, and now the
snake knew of them—the plan—the plan— The tube was coming in line with his chest again. He would,

inthe end, tell the snake what it wanted to know—nhis mind would be sent spinning into the glare of pain
and it would no longer be hisown. But if he could delay it for awhile. ..

"I'll tell you," he said calmly. The snake waited, the tube till in line with his chest. " Cats—they chase
mice," hewent on, hismind two things, afrenzied effort to think and to talk calmly to the snake with one
part of it and a desperate planning in the darkness of sub-conversion with the other part. "' Cats chase
miceand | was going to yell at them—Susie—SNAKE!"

At his shout he expected, with the part of his mind he was kegping hidden from the snake, that the
tube would flash violet again as the snake detected the subterfuge. But it had not—not for the moment, at
least. Susie would come, she had to—

"They aways chase these mice and the reason | sent for them—" The snake wouldn't let him talk
nonsense for long—Susie would have to come soon— "1 sent for them because the mice scared the
farmer'swife when the clock—" What if she had gone back to the cabin? What if there was nothing
to hear him but the gray kitten?— "struck one. |—"

"You are hiding something."



The tube flashed violet and his mind went redling into the white glare where the tentacles lashed like
whips—the plan—the plan— Something was saying: You are a snake and snakes are afraid of cats. |
called Susie so you couldn't use the tube—so | could kill you before you could kill Gwen and me. .

Hismind came out of the glare again, out of the blinding intensity of pain. Vison returned and he saw
the snake before him, with the tube once again crysta white. It knew, now, of his plan—he had ressted
the questioning as long as he could and dl he could do now was hope that Susie had heard him, that she
was coming and had not returned to the cabin, after al. The cabin wastoo far away for her to have heard
hiscdl fromthere. ..

The snake was watching the top of thetrall, itslittle hands fidgeting. He followed the snake's gaze, to
find thetrall empty. Susie—Susie—hethought—don't fail us now. It's Gwen and me and maybe every
human on Earth if thisthing isn't killed. Hurry, Susie, and help me—help me so | can kill it—

Then something appeared a the top of thetrail, something gray. Susie! She had heard him! She came
down thetrail without pausing, flowing aong low to the ground with her eyesfixed on the snake. She
stopped eight feet short of them, her eyes sone-hard and unwavering in their stare.

Kill it.
Therewas ahint of emotion to the command thistime; atouch of urgency where, before, the
commands of the snake had been as dispassionate as its own hard-scaled face.

Again hishand brought up the pistal, but thistime hiswill was ddlaying it alittle. Not much, but a
little. Susie was not akitten; she was amature cat with amature cat's contempt for snakes. A cat, evena
kitten, ingtinctively knows the difference between aharmless snake, such asagarter snake, and a
poisonous snake, such as arattlesnake. A smdll kitten will kill agarter snake but it will not tacklea
rattlesnake until it has acquired the necessary strength, speed and experience. For dl itssize, the
snake-thing before Susie was till a snake; a snake without fangs. It could not harm her except by
physical force and to do so it would have to move faster than she did. All her experience had taught her
that no snake could ever equa her own lightning coordination. The effect of her stare upon the snake
would be far stronger than that of akitten; that it was stronger was made evident by the manner in which
his hand was bringing up the pistol so dowly. She could not harm the snake, but such would not be
necessary. She had only to Sit there and torment its mind with her cold stare—in the end the snake-thing's
mind and will would break, its fear would become so complete that it would lose al control over him.
And then—he would kill the thing—

Kill it!

The command was more urgent and he was raising the pistol faster despite his effortsto hold it back.
It would take timefor her stareto fully affect the thing and it was not going to permit that. The sightswere
coming in linewith Susesface—al hiswill could not hat the movement and he was going to kill her.
When he shot her, he would destroy the only hope for surviva—uwhen he pulled the trigger he would be
killing himself and Gwen as surdly as though the muzzle was againgt their own heads. Hetried the
subterfuge of thinking the gun shot low, but it failed. His hand brought the front sight down low in the
notch of the rear sght and his finger tightened on the trigger. He concentrated on the movement of the
finger, forgetting everything e sein the effort to delay the squeeze of the trigger. The command came
agan: Kill— It broke and he felt the control lessen.

It came once more, but differently: Kill them!

Them? The pistol had dropped and was no longer in line with Susie. Helooked up the trail and saw
why; the two gray kittens were trotting down thetrail. They stopped beside their mother, one on each
side of her, and their eyes as coldly upon the snake as hers.

No further command came for the time and the snake's hands fluttered with greater nervousness. The
pistol was till in his hand but the muzzle had dropped toward the ground. There were Six green eyes
watching the snake now, and it was getting worried.



It would try again—it would haveto try again, and soon. It took alittle time for the stare of acat to
break a snake and the snake knew it. It was a snake and there was something about the impenetrable
mind of acat that it feared—but it wasintelligent and it knew it could still escapeif it acted quickly
enough.. . .

Gravd rattled down the face of the cliff his back was against. He twisted his neck to look up and saw
the ydlow kitten making its way adong the ledge over his head. The kitten stopped just over him and there
were eight cold eyes watching the snake. Three kittensto go, he thought, and then someone isgoing to
get hurt. There was another yellow one and the red one, and the far-ranging spotted one should have
been the one the snake saw in the trees—it should be coming up the trail any moment.

More gravd fdl from the ledge above him; the other yellow one. The snake was darting its glance
from the kittens on the ledge to Susie and the two beside her and did not see the spotted one trot up the
trail and stop near the end of itslong, thin tail. The red one was at the spotted one's heels and stopped
besideit.

Therewas atrembling to hislegs as the control lessened. The snake was breaking—he could not
raise the gun to shoot the snake; it could not force him to shoot the cats. He felt an eation through the
sickness and pain. The snake would bresk soon, would break and turn to flee. When it did the control
would vanish and he would kill it. He would empty the pistol into the mottled green coilsof it . . .

"Drop the weapon!"

His hand tried to spread open to drop the pistol and hetried to forceit to clench the pistal tighter. If
he dropped the pistol, the snake would scoop it up and useit to kill the cats—but hisfingers were
obeying the command, they were spreading apart.

He spoke quickly: "Did you know there are two more at your tail ?"

It had the affect he had hoped for; the snake flicked its glance toward the two kittens, then there was
aflurry of movement asit whipped itstail away from them and closer about its body.

Hisgrip wasfirmer on the pistol and for the first time he smiled at the snake. "Disconcerting, aren't
they?'
* * %

"There are seven of the creatures," Sesnar reported. "I am not sure whether or not they can harm me
physicaly—they display acomplete lack of fear asthough they might possess some power to destroy me
of which | am unaware. The biped has now become amenace; | am losing control of it and when my
control weskens sufficiently it intendsto kill me. It istoo strong for me to wrest the wegpon fromits hand
but it israpidly weakening from the effects of itsinjuries. As soon asit weskens sufficiently, | shall take
the weapon away from it. Since the biped's primitive weapon operates by manua control, | can useit to
kill the other creatures. | am now going to release the biped of al control but for the hand that holds the
weapon. Thiswill causeit to fed thefull extent of itsinjuries and reduceit to helplessness very quickly.
My control, itsdlf, is steadily deteriorating but the biped is so severdly injured that | have no doubt it will
be hel pless |ong before my control over it iscompletely gone.”

* * %

He was standing with his back to the cliff, hisfeet spread alittle, when the control over everything but
his hand suddenly vanished. His kneesturned to rubber and he fell back against the cliff. He had not
realized, while his muscles were under the absolute control of the snake, just how weak he was. His back
bumped againgt the cliff and he braced hisfeet, shoving as hard as his weakness would permit againgt the
cliff to kegp himsdlf standing. It was not enough and he began to drop, his backbone scraping aong the
rough rock face. For amoment afold in his shirt caught on a projection and supported him, then it
dipped off and he dropped to the ground in a squatting position. It seemed he dropped with aterrible jar
and the hdll-fire rippled across his chest. The sickness flooded over him and the blur clouded his eyes.
Heput dl hiswill into one thought: Hold tight to the pistol!

The blur faded away and he could see the snake, its head now above him. He was sitting with his



legs doubled under him and his heart wasasmal flub-flub within him. He was swesting the cold swesat
of shock and the hand that held the pistol was no longer tan but an odd grayish color. He watched it and
waited, hoping the spell would pass before the snake realized how week he was.

Theworst of it did passand alittle color came back to his hand. His heart, relieved of the burden of
supplying hislegswith blood, began to beeat alittle stronger and the blackness that had hovered around
him withdrew.

The snakewasin aclose coil afew feet before him, the coils diding and dithering together and the
snake-like arms a succession of nervous ripplings.

"Afrad, aren't you?" he asked. "Y ou need a dog—cats run from dogs." He kept his mind free of
information-giving surface thoughts and went on to bait it. Y ou could easily control adog and forceit to
chase dl these catsaway.”

The snake asked the question he had expected. "What isadog?’
"Theanimd you killed wasadog.”

He regretted that the snake's expressionless face prevented his seeing the effect of the disclosure but
the thought would be galling bitternessin the snake's mind. It had no emotions—but one. There was one
emotion it had to have; the fear of death. Without that a species would never survive. It was afraid, now,
and the greater itsfear became, the weaker its control over him would become. He would have no time
to spare; the blackness had merely withdrawn alittle way and it kept threatening to swoop back over
him. Hewould haveto fight it off as best he could and at the same time do what he could to increase the
snake'sfear.

"Cats" hesadtoit. "Youreafraid of them and they're not afraid of you. Do you know why they're
not afraid of you?'
"Why?" The question was like aquick hiss, intensein its desire to know.

"Ask them," he answered. "They know; they can tell you. Ask them—Iook at them, go into their
minds and learn why they don't fear you. Go ahead—qo into their minds—"

A wisp of the darkness reached out to cloud his eyes and he waited for it to pass, holding tight to the
pistol. The darkness withdrew and he repeated: " Go ahead—qgo into their minds. Burn them like you did
me—make them tell you—go ahead—try it." He smiled up at the snake, twisted and mirthless. "They
know what's going onin your mind; they know how they're breaking you without ever touching you.
Why don't you go into their minds and learn why they hate you and hold you in contempt? Look into their
eyes—qgo deep into their minds and seewhat you find . . ."

The cloud came again and he let hisvoicetrail off to concentrate on holding to the pistol.

* * %

"The biped has not weakened yet?' Eska asked.

"It isweskening very rapidly, though not yet helpless,” Sesnar replied.

"We dare take no risks—this absurd situation must be remedied at once," Eskainformed him. "The
thought pattern of your menta-blaster ison file and will be given to mysalf and the other eight members of
the Colonization Board present here. The recording projector is being set up now. As soon asthe last
connections are made the pattern of your blaster will be projected to you with the power of the nine
minds of the Board behind it. Since none of us are under the influence of the creatures before you, the
pattern projection will be of absolute precision and irresistible power. Y our own mind need serve only as
the carrier. The find connections are being made now and you will receive the pattern projection a any

He shook his head, trying to drive the darkness away. It withdrew, dowly and reluctantly, hovering

near to closein on him again. Histime was running out—all hiswill and determination could not much
longer hold unconsciousness a bay. Time—he needed more time. Susie and the kittens were doing the



best they could but their only wegpon was the green stare of their eyes. In the end they would break the
snake—but he would have to be there to kill it when they did so. If helost consciousness al would be
logt; the snake would use the pistal to kill the cats, it would go on to the cabin where Gwenwas. . .

He needed time and he could not have it. He would haveto bring it al to a showdown fast—in the
little time he did have. Maybeif the catswere closer . . .

He cdled to Susie. His voice was avague mutter and hetried again, making it clear. "Susie, come
here—snake, Suse—snake!"

She came a hiscdl, with the same silent, flowing motion. She stopped close beside him, so near that
her whiskerstickled the back of hishand that held the pistol as she stared up at the snake's head and the
writhing armsof it.

* * *

"The biped has called the largest of the creaturesto itsside,” Sesnar reported. "I can see nothing
about the creature capable of harming me but | sense a distinct menace—an utter lack of fear. It must
possess some means of harming me of which | am unaware, otherwise it would not display this complete
lack of fear. The effect of its stare upon my control over the biped is considerably greater at this close
range and | am afraid to delay any longer. | am sure the biped has now weakened sufficiently for meto
wrest the wegpon from its grasp. | cannot wait any longer or my control over it will be completely gone.
Project my menta-blaster pattern as soon as possible but | must take the biped's weapon now and kill it
and the other crestures.”

"The connections have been made and the chargeisbuilding up intherelay now," Eskasaid. "The
moment it reaches full potential you will receive the pattern.”

* * %

The snake sttled lower inits coils until its head was bardly afoot higher than hisown. "1 wish to talk
toyou," it sad, leaning forward alittle toward him. "I intend you no harm.”

Subterfuge! The foreknowledge of the snake's intention was an eectric shock through the haze of
pain and sickness. Subterfuge—it wastrying to put him off guard alittle before it snatched the pistol
from hishand.

The showdown had come.

He moved with al the desperate quickness hisweakness would permit, trying to bring hisleft hand
over intimeto help histill-controlled right hand hold onto the pistol. The movement was hardly begun
when the hand of the snake flashed out. At the same moment it ordered with dl the force at its command:
"Release the weapon! "

Susie reacted then, ingtinctively and instantaneoudly. It was beyond her ability to understand that the
snake wanted only the pistal; that it wanted no contact with her. She had been waiting and watching, her
eyes and body coordinated like a perfect machine and ready to act at the lightning-fast instant of her
command. The snake-like arm darted toward her, as arattlesnake would strike, and she replied to its
threat as she would to the strike of arattlesnake. Its hand was yet four inches from the pistol when her
paw madeitsinvisbly swift dash and the razor-sharp clawslaid the soft-scaled hand open in four long
gashes.

It flipped its body back at the dash of her claws and the control was suddenly gone, something like a
scream coming through the channel whereit had been. It was soundless but it was terror, complete and
absolute.

Now! The glazed yellow belly was before him and the control was gone. He brought the pistol up,
spurred by the frantic fear that the snake would resume control when victory was only a split second
away. Up, where the sickening glaze was so near him—up and in line— The pistol barked, vicious and
savage, and the snake lurched from the impact, asmal, round hole in the glaze. Up and fire—up and
fire— It was as he had wanted it to be when the snake held him helpless; as he raised the pistol and fired,
raised and fired, thelittle black holesran up the glazed belly while the snake kept lurching from the



impacts and leaning farther backward, out over the edge of thetrail. There were six of the little black
holesin it when it toppled over and fdl into the canyon below.

He heard the thump of it asit hit the bottom and he crawled to the rim of thetrail to look down &t it.
It waslying in the sand of the canyon floor, twisting aimlessly, sometimes the dark green back up and
sometimesthe glistening yellow bdly up.

It wastwisting and turning as dl dead snakes do; it was going nowhere; it was no longer amenace.

Heturned away from it and saw that Susie and dl the kittens were lined up beside him, looking down
at thething they had helped kill.

"I think," he said to them, "that the hungry old cat and the scrawny kittens we gave ahometo one
cold, rainy night have repaid us."

* * %

Hewas il in the hospita nine months |ater—with release amonth away—when Earth's first
spaceship was completed and the christening ceremony held. The snake-thing's ship had possessed every
concelvable kind of wegpon aswell as the hyper-space drive and the military had been given orders, and
unlimited priority, to create a Hyperspace Interceptor Fleet. There had been tapes and recordsin the
ship that had left no doubt asto the snake-thing's mission. Industry had combined genius and
mass-production to do the impossible; it had turned out the first complete and fully armed interceptor in
less than nine months.

Gwen made her daily visit on the afternoon of the day of the ship's christening.

"Thisonewill betheflagship, | guessyoud cdl it," she said. "Now that they're tooled up for
production, they say they'll be turning out aship aweek."

"Thethings might try again,” he said. "I don't think they will for sometime; when Susie struck the
snakeit let itsmind go wide open to my own mind for amoment—not only itsmind but | could sensethe
thoughts of the other onesthat it wasin communication with—and they were afraid. Even the others
were afraid, afraid because the one here was terrorized by something it couldn't control or understand. |
think these snake-things got where they are by pure, unemotiona logic; they happened to be an older
form of life than the ones on the worlds they conquered and their knowledge of physical things, such as
weapons, was greater. | suppose they had plansfor ultimately conquering every habitable world in the
gdaxy. They were utterly without mercy in their plans; they, done, were entitled to life because they,
aone, had developed methods of destroying al other forms of life. They knew dl about physical laws
and they made use of their knowledge to devise weapons that made them invincible. But they overlooked
what | liketo think isalaw higher than any they knew: the law that no speciesaone, isentitled to
surviva.”

Gwen smiled a him. "The law that causes peopleto fed sorry for lost and hungry dogs and cats and
want to give them ahome. It'sagood law, and it doesn't have to be written down for people; it's just our
nature like it was the nature of that snake-thing to be cold and logicd in everything it did.”

"Anditscold logic caused it to die" hesad, "with it, even asit died, till wondering at our illogica
affection for other creatures. And spesking of other creatures; how is Susietaking al the publicity and
fame?'

" She's completely unphotogenic, and bewildered besides. She just wants to keep on being acommon
cat and she can't understand why al those people keep coming to see her and take her picture.”

"Wedl—after dl, she can't know just how important was the thing she and the kittens did. That thing
was asnake and shewas acat; shejust did the usua, norma thing for acat to do.”

"She was wanted at the ship's christening today, too,” Gwen said. "They wanted her there to go out
over dl thetdevison channds. | had to put my foot down flat on theidea, though."

IIWI,.M?I

Gwen smiled again. "Because she was too busy today doing something esethat isthe usua, normal



thing for acat to do—she was having kittens."

The Gulf Between

Editor's note: The backdrop to all of Godwin's storiesis a universe which is cold
and pitiless. More so than any demon, because it is a lack of mercy which stems
from the fact that the universe simply does not care. Technical advances, whatever
their benefits, do not fundamentally change that bleak reality. In different ways,
that theme stands at the center of the last two storiesin this anthology.

1

He was dying!

The fear flooded over him again, dark and smothering and made worse by hisinability to move. His
doctor was standing near him, watching over him with dark, patient eyes, knowing that he was dying.
When aman isdying, there should be comfort in the presence of adoctor who knows how to save his
life. His doctor knew he was dying and had aready done the thing that should have saved him from
death; the doctor had informed the pilot of his condition by means of the letters on the pilot's
communications pandl. They had leered a him for an endless eternity: OBSERVER DY ING OF
EFFECTS OF FULL ACCELERATION. IMMEDIATE REDUCTION OF ACCELERATION IS
SUGGESTED.

His doctor watched him die with dark, brooding eyes and suggested to the pilot that the
acceleration be reduced.

But the pilot's seat was empty.

He was the pilot, and the doctor knew it . . .

Lieutenant Knight flattened himself behind the outcropping on the windswept ridge and raised his
head to stare across the small basin at Hill 23, looming red-scarred and forbidding in the Korean rain;
deceptively, ominoudy quiet, asthough daring Company C to resumeitsvain battering &t it.

"Don't look dangerous, doesit?" Sergeant Wenden asked, his bush of black and gray beard closeto
the ground as he crawled up beside Knight. "Real cam and peaceful. Good old Hill Twenty-three—dll
wegottado istakeit."

The blue of the Pacific gleamed beyond Hill 23; if they could take the hill it would destroy one of the
last remnants of one of the last enemy beachheads on the Korean coast. It would not be difficult—if
Cullin would only wait another day until Company B came up.

"I have an ideathey won't want to give that hill up,” the sergeant went on. "It'stheir last one; their



backs are to the seaand they're goin' to argue about givin' it up.”

Knight did not answer, studying theterrain of the hill and the basin that lay between; planning the best
route for the Fourth Platoon, the best way to give them afighting chance.

"Yep, real cam and peaceful,” the loquacious sergeant repeated. "1 wonder if their snipers know
we're lookin' over theridge at 'em?"

Hisanswer came ahaf second later; a spurt of rock dust as abullet struck between them, and a shrill
scream asit ricocheted away.

"Reckon they do," he grunted, dropping hiswhiskerslow and scuttling backward from the crest of
the ridge. Knight followed, and they did to the bottom of the small gulch that ran behind the ridge.

"Of course," the talkative sergeant remarked philosophicaly, biting off achew of tobacco, "bulletsl|
be snappin’ al around us in ancther hour, but there ain't no reason to invite one of 'em to hit usany
sooner than it hasto.”

Knight started back down the muddy gulch and the sergeant tramped beside him, paying no attention
to hissilence. "The other guys are about ready to call thiswar adraw, | hear. Except for Korea, here,
neither us nor them is makin' any headway and they say the chances of an armigticeisrea good. | hope
s0; I've had dl thewar | want and I've already got it figgered out how I'm gonna settle down in Florida
and raise chickens—or somethin’. Wish they'd declare the armistice right now—they're dug in on that hill
and the Fourth isgoin' to have one hell of atimetryin' to be the decoy and draw their fire and not al of us
get killed." He scowled at Knight, his philosophical attitude turning to wrath. "A lot of men aregoin' to die
real soon, and for no reason. Company B will be up tonight—why can't we wait until tomorrow?"

Knight shrugged. "Orders.”

"Y esh—orderd" The sergeant snorted disgustedly. "Our Captain Cullin wants his company to take
that hill today, then he can tell battalion headquarters to not bother about sendin’ up any support, that he
donetook the hill dl by himsalf. Then, hefiggers, regimental headquarterswill be so impressed by his
ability to do so much with so few men that they'll recommend he be raised to mgjor. And then"—the
sergeant spat vicioudy—"hell have awhole battdion to give ordersto, 'stead of only acompany!"

Knight haf heard the sergeant as they walked dong, his thoughts occupied with the suicidd role his
men would have to play. They would be the decoy, as the sergeant had said, deliberately and perhaps
fataly drawing the concentration of enemy fire upon themselves.

"...I'maRegular Army man," the sergeant was saying. "I've been in thisgamefor thirty years, but |
ain't never seen an officer like Cullin. All hethinks about is himsdlf and hisown glory. Hemadeit plain to
uswhat he was when hetook over this company. 'A soldier isonly as good as his ability to obey orders;’
he says. 'Y ou men are going to be soldiers,” he says, ‘and there will be no questioning of any order given
you. | want, and | shdl have, absolute obedience and discipline,’ he says—"

Decoy.

It would be sensdless, needless daughter of the Fourth Platoon. It would enable the rest of the
company to take the hill but the premature attack was not necessary; the enemy had their backsto the
Pecific and they could retreat no farther. They could retreat no farther and they certainly would not dare
attack.

Why had Cullin chosen the Fourth Platoon as the decoy? Was it because of the hatred between
himsalf and Cullin? The Fourth was his platoon; by sending it on asuicide mission Cullin could add the
savor of revenge to the sweet taste of glory.

The Fourth was his platoon, and between himsalf and the men of the Fourth was the bond that
months of common danger had welded; the bond of brothers-in-armsthat is sometimes greater than that
of brothers-by-blood. They did not give his gold second-lieutenant's bars any parade-ground respectful
sautes, instead, they respected him as aman, as Blacky who dogged through the mud and rain beside
them, who ate the rations they ate, who knew their names and moods, who was one with the hard



veterans of combat and the nervous young replacements. Not Lieutenant Knight; just Blacky, to whom
someone would sometimes come on the eve of battle and say: "This address here—it's Mary's. If I'm not
30 lucky thistime, | wish you would write her afew words. Just tell her | wanted to see her again but that
I...wdl, justsay that | said. .. that | ssid—Aw, hell, Blacky—you'll know whét to say."

Hewould st by thelight of agasoline lantern in the nights following the battle and write the | etters;
not aone for the one who had asked him to but for dl who had been "not so lucky.” They were hard to
write, those letters. Soon, now, if he, himself, were not among those not so lucky, he would have more of
them to write—far more than ever before.

" ... What would you say caused it, Blacky?' the sergeant was asking.
"What?' Knight brought his mind back to the present. "How was that?'

"l say, you take aman like Cullin—what do you reckon makes him act that way? Y ou oughta
know—you knowed him when you was both kids, didn't you?"

"I've known him most of my life, from the time we were each six yearsold,” Knight answered. "He
was dwaysalot like he is now—even as akid he wanted to boss the other kids and make them do
thingsfor him. I don't know why he hasn't matured emotionaly aswell asphysicaly. A psychiatrist might
be able to trace it back to something—I'm a computer engineer, misplaced in the infantry, and not a
psychiarig."

"Wadl, if | was one of these psychiatrists, I'd sure ask him if he didn't once have a set of wooden
soldiers heliked to play with better than anything else. That'sthe kind of soldiershewantsusall to
be—wooden dummies that don't dare move unless he saysto.”

They came to the mouth of the gulch and Knight stopped beside asplintered tree. "' haveto go over
to where he has his headquartersfor alast-minute briefing,” he told the sergeant. "It's alittle over an hour,
yet, 0 everybody might aswell takeit easy till then. I'll bedong in afew minutes.

The sergeant craned his neck to stare past Knight with sudden and baeful interest. "Here he comes
now, down from the Second. Guess he's makin' the rounds personally thistime." He scowled at the
approaching captain then hurried away, his course such that only hislong, fast steps prevented a
face-to-face mesting.

* % %

Knight waited beside the tree and Captain Cullin strode up to him; abig man, heavier than Knight
and dmogt astall, with an arrogant impatience to the arch of hisnose and ardentlessdrivein the set of
thisthick jaw and theiciness of hiseyes.

He stopped before Knight, with aglance after the rapidly disappearing sergeant, and said acidly: "If
the men in my company could be relied upon to display as much determination when sent on amission as
your sergeant just now displayed to avoid saluting me, | would think | had afirst-class combat unit.”

"He's agood man—none better,” Knight said. "Hejust didn't happen to fed like going in for any such
melodrama as. "We, who are about to die, salute you!" "

"Very witty," Cullin said coldly. "Although your wit, initsimplications, israther melodramétic, itself.
But suppose wetak of something alittle more important—the action of your platoon in taking thet hill.
I've moved the attack up half an hour. The other platoons are aready taking up positions as advanced as
possible until your own platoon draws the enemy fire."

"l just came down from off theridge," Knight said. "1 know thelay of theland and | have your orders
asgiven to me by Lieutenant Nayland; to attack as best we can dong the southwestern floor of the hill
and keep the enemy occupied while the other three platoons close in on their flanks. But the strategy is
your own, so I'm listening if you have anything to add. From you, | get the dope straight from the horse's
mouth.”

Cullin gtared at Knight, hard lines running along hisjaw and the hatred burning deep back in hiseyes.
"l want to remind you, Knight," he said at last, "that you are my subordinate officer. An officer's



promotions are usualy in direct ratio to his ability, and we received our second-lieutenant's bars at the
same time—remember? I'm acaptain, now, in command of acompany; you're still asecond lieutenant in
charge of aplatoon. I'm your commanding officer and you keep that fact in mind at al times. Y ou will
restrain your wit, confine yoursdlf to obeying orders and extend me the same courtesy | demand of my
other platoon leaders. Isthat clear?

"Very clear,” Knight replied. "Y our orders have been, and will be, obeyed. When in the presence of
othersI'll continue to observe every rule of military courtesy, as| havein the past. But I've known you
too long and too well to have any desire to go through those anticswhen you and | are done.”

"Disciplineisnot an antic,” Knight. "The purpose of disciplineisto condition the soldier into efficient
obedience. Y ou will obey mewith full military courtesy and you will not presume an equdity with me
because of our past friendship.”

"Our pagt friendship isalong way past, and I'm sure neither of ushas any desireto ever renew it. |
would like to ask you a question, though—why do we attack today when Company B will be up
tonight?'

"For avery good reason—because I've ordered it,” Cullin said flatly.

"That'sdl?" Knight asked.

"That's sufficient. It isn't required of you to seek any other reason.”

" "Theirs not to reason why—' . . . that'swhat you want, isn't it?"

"That'swhat | intend to have."

"By waiting for B's support you might not win any major's oak leaves but you could save alot of
lives. Theré's no hurry about taking that hill—the enemy isn't going anywhere.”

"Keep your advice to yoursdlf, Knight. Casudties are to be expected in any combat unit and this
company will remain acombat unit aslong as| amin command of it."

"Then giveyour orders,” Knight said with brittle resgnation. "I'll see that they're followed, regardiess
of what | think of them.”

"Seethat you do. Thisiswhat | want out of your platoon, and | won't tolerate any deviation from
these orders—"

How long had he been a living brain in a dying husk of a body? Had it been weeks or months
or years, and how much longer could it continue? If only he could forget the end that was drawing
irresistibly closer; if only his mind could loseits clear perception and go into the comforting solace



of unknowing insanity!

But the doctor would not let it; the doctor watched him and injected the antihysteria drug into
his bloodstream whenever madness threatened to relieve hismind of its cold and terrible
knowledge. Sanity was a torture in which his body sat helpless and immobile while his mind
perceived with clear and awful detail and recoiled and whimpered in futile, desperate fear from
what it perceived.

Y et, the doctor didn't want to torture him; the doctor didn't want him to die. The doctor was using
every means known to medica scienceto prolong hislife. But why did the doctor merely prolong hislife
when hislife could be saved entirely with less effort? There was till time—the doctor had only to do as
he had suggested the phantom pilot do; reduce the acceleration. The deceeration button was visble on
the control board in front of the vacant pilot's chair. The doctor didn't really want him to die, and the
doctor could save hislife by one quick flick of the deceleration button.

WHY DIDN'T THE DOCTOR DO IT?

Peace.

Four years of peace, with dl their changing of theways of hislife, wereto pass from thetime Knight
stood beside a splintered tree in Koreaand heard hislast orders until he met Cullin again.

First, there had been the bullet-swept hdll of the attack on Hill 23 and then along timein the
hospitals—field hospita, base hospital, State-side hospitd. There had been theirony of the cease-fire
order two days after the daughter of the Fourth Platoon. There had been the |etters to write, SO many of
them and so many liesto tell. The folks a home aways wanted the comfort of knowing that their Tommy
or Bill or Dave had found death to be not cruel and merciless but something that had come quickly and
panleddy, for dl itsgrim findity.

There had been the day of his discharge from service and the strange fed of civilian clothes. There
had been a period of restlessness, a period during which the peacetime world seemed a shallow and
inggnificant thing and the memory of the Fourth was strong within him as something irretrievably logt; a
comradeship forged by war and never to be found again in the gentle fires of peace.

Then he had received the letter from Computer Research Center, and the invitation to cometo
Arizonaand work with Dr. Clarke, himself. Clarke had written: " . . . The theory you st forth in your
thesiscan, | think, be worked out here at Computer Research Center and an experimental model of such
a'brain’ congtructed. | asked for your ass stance eighteen months ago, but our little semi-military Center
lacked the influence to have a combat officer recaled from active duty—"

Histheory had been valid, and Computer Research Center was no longer small and unimportant. The
Knight-Clarke Master Computer was aredlity and Center had become the most powerful factor in the
western hemisphere. The restlessness had faded away as he adjusted himsdlf to taking up hisold way of
lifeand he forgot the war in the fascination of creating something from meta and plagtic that was, ina
way, dive.

In four years he had found his placein life again and the ghosts of the Fourth lay dormant in hismind;
gplendid and gloriousin the way they had fought and died but no longer stirring the restlessness and the
sense of something logt.

Then hemet Cullin again.

Punta Azul was a clugter of adobes drowsing on the northeastern shore of the Gulf of Cdifornia,
away from the tourist routes and accessible only by along and rough desert road. Nothing ever
happened in Punta Azul; it was agood place for aman to rest, to fish, to it in the cool adobe cantinaand
exchange bits of philosophy with its proprietor, Carlos Hernandez.

And it was agood place to do alittle amateur-detective checking on a suspicion.



It was Sestatime and everyone in Punta Azul was observing that tradition but Knight and
Carlos—and even their own conversation had dwindled off into silence. Knight was nurang a glass of
beer, putting off the time when he would have to leave the cool cantinaand drive the long, hot miles back
to the border, while Carlos was at the other end of the bar, idly polishing his cervezaglasses and singing
inasoft voice:

"Y o oy lapadomaerrante—"

Hewas abig man, with afierce black mustache that made him resemble Pancho Villaof old. He
sang softly, in aclear, sweet tenor. Why, Knight wondered, do so many big men sing tenor and so many
smdl men sng baritone?

"El nido triste donde naci—" Knight listened, unconscioudy making amenta trandation of the
wordsinto English:

| am the wandering dove that seeks
The sad nest where | was born—

How old was"LaPaoma?' Music, like men, had to possess more than asuperficia worth to be
remembered. Novdty tunes, like the little Caesars and Napoleons, lived their brief span and were
forgotten while the music that appedled to the hearts of men never died. People had a habit of
remembering the things that gppealed to them and findly forgetting the others.

Once there had been aman named Benedict Arnold. No living person had ever seen him; they knew
him only from the books of history. At one time he had been hated but no one bothered, any more, to
hate him. He was no longer of interest or importance to anyone.

And once there had been another man that no living person had ever seen. Like Benedict Arnold, he
was known to them only through the books of history. But he had gppedled to something in other men,
s0 they had built amonument in his honor and there he sat carved in stone, tal and gaunt. The scul ptor
had been amaster, and the things about the figure that appealed to other men werein hisface; the
understanding and the gentle compassion. People cameto look at him, the loud of mouth suddenly till
and the hard of face softening. They looked up at him with their heads bared and spoke in quiet voices as
though they stood before something greater than they.

Y e, Lincoln had been only aman—

His musing was broken by the sound of acar in the street outside, stopping before the cantina. Its
door dammed and a man stepped through the open doorway of the canting; through it and then quickly
to one side so that he would not be outlined againgt the light as he took hisfirst ook at theinterior. He
was, Knight noticed, wearing awhite sports coat and hisright hand wasin the pocket of it. Hisidentity
registered on Knight's mind amost smultaneoudy and he tensed as a cat might tense a the sight of adog.

It was Cullin.

Then herelaxed, and waited. Once there had been atime when he might have killed Cullin, when the
memory of the vain sacrifice of the Fourth might have brought the hate surging red and unreasoning to his
mind. But four years had atered his emotions. The hatred had settled into something cold and deep and
not to be satisfied with brief physical violence. It was cold and deep and patient, and there are better
waysthan physicd violence of finding vengeanceif oneis patient.

Cullin'seyesflashed over Carlos, gtill polishing his cerveza glasses, and up the length of the bar. He
diffened at the sght of Knight and there was a dight movement of hisright hand inside his coat pocket.
For perhaps ten seconds neither spoke nor moved; Knight sitting on the high stool, haf turned away from
the bar with hisglass ill in his hand and Cullin looming white-coated just within the doorway, dert and
waiting for Knight to make a hostile move.

Knight broke the sllence. "Going somewhere, Cullin?"
Cullin walked toward him, warily. " So we meet again?' He seated himsalf on astool near Knight,



facing him with hishand never leaving his pocket.

Carlos garted toward them, looking questioningly at Cullin, and Cullin motioned him back with a
wave of hisleft hand and acurt, " Nada! "

Carlosreturned to his glass polishing and Cullin looked curioudy at Knight. "It'sasmal world,
Knight—sometimes too smdl. What are you doing here, anyway?"

"I could ask the same of you."

Cullin made no answer and Knight went on: "l seeyou'reacivilian again. Thelast timel saw you,
you wereflicking the dust off your handkerchief in anticipation of polishing apair of gold oak leaves.”

"Peacetime armies and ambitious officers aren't compatible,” Cullin said, hisjaw tightening at the
words. "Thisisespecidly trueif you aren't aRegular Army officer.”

"| heard that you never did get those oak |eaves; that you got a bawling-out, instead, and ademotion

back to second lieutenant. It seems they had something to say to you about 'stupid and unnecessary
sacrificeof men.' "

Cullin'sface flushed adull red. "A bunch of sentimenta old women. My strategy was sound; | took
thehill."

"Yes, you did—didn't we?" Knight agreed, smiling without humor.

"As commanding officer, | would have been stupid to have done anything as vainglorious asto
actively engagein thefighting. Y ou should know that. L eaders are not dispensable, whiletheled are.”

"Anyway, you've now forsaken the military career?"

"I'vefound mysdf anew field where my abilities are duly appreciated and rewarded.”

Cullin volunteered no further information and Knight decided it would gain him nothing to ask. Nor

would needling Cullin cause him to reved the reasonsfor his presencein Punta Azul; aroundabout and
non-hostile approach would be better.

"| ran across an item in the paper three years ago,” he remarked to Cullin. "According to it, you had
missed a curve and plunged off into the Feather River canyon.”

"My car went over the cliff and into the river. The papers erroneoudy assumed | had beeninit when
it left the road. | never did correct them.”

"Why didn't you?"

"Why should |?"

"No particular reason to do, | suppose,” Knight agreed.

Cullin studied Knight with acaculating ook in his eyes, then said in atone dmogt friendly, "Obscurity
hasn't been your own lot, Knight. The papersare full of the things being done by the Knight-Clarke
Compuiter. They clam it can outthink athousand men.”

Knight kept hisface expressonless. He, Knight, wasn't the only one who wanted information; there
was something about the Computer that Cullin wanted to know.

"Itsknowledge is greater than that of athousand men,” Knight replied, adopting Cullin's own attitude
of pseudo-friendliness. "Of course, among athousand men much of the knowledge they possessed would

be common to dl of them. The Computer isvaluablein that it can combine and correlate the specific
knowledge of menin dl the different fidds of learning.”

"I was especidly interested in one article. As the Knight of the Knight-Clarke Computer, perhaps
you can give methetruefacts.

"Which articlewasthat?' Knight asked, then failed to resst the impulse to add, "From me, you get
the dope straight from the horse's mouth.”

* % %

Cullin'sface flushed again and the knots of muscle stood out dong hisjaw. It waswith an obvious
effort that he forced hisvoiceto retain its conversationd tone. "This article came up with the proposition



that the Master Computer, with dl its knowledge and its ability to devise weapons, could rule the world if
it only had ameans for manua operations, such astentacles or hands, and if it had ameans of locomotion
instead of being bolted to a concrete floor.”

"Why should it want to rule the world?" Knight asked.
"The article claimed that it would have absorbed men's motivations dong with their knowledge, and it

further claimed that no one thousand men can be found who are utterly free of the desire for power over
others”

"| read the same article" Knight said, smiling alittle. "Thewriter, asistrue of dl writersfor that
particular 'news weekly, was following the editorid injunction to make it interesting, and never mind the
facts. I'm surprised that you were gullible enough to bdieveit.”

"I wasn't gullible enough to believeit. | just wondered if therewas any truth at dl to it and, if so, why
couldn't that characterigtic be utilized. Y ou might, say, build such abrain into atank and use a perfect
soldier asits source of knowledge; a soldier who knew tank warfare from A to Z and who fanaticaly
desired to kill asmany of the enemy as possible.”

"No." Knight shook his head. "The robotic brains don't absorb emotions aong with the knowledge.
Emotions aren't facts, you know; they're the creation of a sensory body and the nerves and glands that
affect the body. We haven't worried about the Computer's lack of emotions—it doesn't need them to
accept the datawe giveit, correlate that data and give us the answer we want.

"But S0 far astanks controlled by robotic brainsgo," he added, "we have one in the experimental
stage at Center, now."

"Oh?" Cullin's surprise seemed smulated. "1 thought you just inferred they weren't possible?”

"Possible, but not too practical at the present stage. For best results, the robotic brain hasto bein
close communication with an ordinary flesh-and-blood soldier.”

Cullin's surprise became genuine. ™Y ou mean your robotic brains aren't thinking unitsat al, but just a
conglomeration of television and radar, operated by remote control ?*

"No—the brains can comprehend and obey the most complex orders.”

"Then why do you say they aren't practical?* Cullin demanded. " So long as they comprehend and
obey, nothing more is needed. What more could you want?'

"The human dement—initiative and curiogity.”

Cullin'slip curled. " "'The human eement!" Y ou were never able to understand the military, Knight.
The 'human dement' is precisdy the thing agood commander triesto weed out among his men. Initiative
contrary to given orders cannot be tolerated, neither can questioning of those orders be tolerated. In your
robotic brain you have the brain of a perfect solider. It would need only one more thing, and | supposeit
has that—an utter lack of fear."

"It has no conception of any such emotion asfear.”

"A complete lack of fear, an intelligence great enough to understand the orders given it, and
unqguestioning obedience in following those orders—those are the three characteristics of the perfect
soldier, Knight."

Knight shrugged. "A matter of opinion. Y ou're presuming amachine's actionswould bethe same asa
man'sactions”

"They are the same. I've found that humans serve in exactly the same manner as machines. Thereis
no difference, once the human has been conditioned into obedience.”

Knight switched the subject abruptly, feding that the talk of Center was not going far enough toward
causing Cullinto reved hisbusinessin Punta Azul. "'l seethat Premier Dovorski isdoing agood job of
applying that philosophy to the Russo-Asians,” he remarked. "He's really making robots out of the
people.”



"So I've heard,” Cullin said, making no other comment but his eyes suddenly more watchful.

"l supposetherewill bewar again within ten years.” Knight idly swirled the beer in hisglass. "Well
be outnumbered four to one, but maybe we can have the Computer give us something that will even the
odds."

Cullin hesitated, then said: "I hear rumorsthat you have both a spaceship and adisintegrator ray on
the drawing board. The disintegrator ray should even the odds, if it's as good as the rumors say. Of
course, | suppose these rumors usualy exaggerate the true facts?"

"l suppose.” Knight ignored the question. " Sometimes we ddliberately create rumorsto throw
Dovorski's spies off on false leads, too. One was caught in Center yesterday. He made the mistake of
trying to shoot it out with the Center police, but he lived long enough to talk alittle.”

Suspicion blazed in Cullin's eyes, and there was menace in the way he silently waited for Knight to
continue.

"Wedidn't think he would know the identity of the head of the Russo-Asian spy ring, but we asked
him, anyway," Knight said, il swirling hisbeer.

Cullin stared at him and waited, as arattlesnake might wait, poised to strike. The bulge of hishand in
his coat pocket showed that hisfinger was on the trigger and Knight could hear the sound of hisown
breathing in the silence. A fly droned loudly across the room and out the door, while Carlos low
humming made an incongruousy melodious background to the deadly tension.

He ceased swirling the beer in hisglass and looked Cullin full in the eyes, grinning mockingly a him.

"Hegave usaname, Cullin."

"So you were leading me on?' Cullin hissed. "Y ou've just written out your own desth warrant—fool!
Y ou're going with me!"

"And espionage is the new field where your abilities are appreciated and rewarded?’ Knight shook
his head with feigned sympathy. "Y ou really had no reason to give yourself away. | camedown hereona
suspicion of ‘fishermen’ who hire boats from the Mexicans at regular intervals. | wouldn't have connected
you with it if you hadn't been so curious about the Computer, and then naive enough to fal into my crude
little trap. | told you the spy gave us aname—he did. Hetold us his own name, then he died.”

"I'm afraid your cleverness has backfired on you, Knight, but enjoy it while you can. You cango to
the beach with me and prolong your lifefor alittle while, or you can take it here and now—which?"

"I'm not too fond of theidea of taking it either place, but | wouldn't want to mess up Carlos floor.”
Knight swirled the warm beer again and held it up to the light. "Flat. The Greeks had an expression for
everything, didn't they?" he asked, smiling, then said something swiftly in aforeign tongue.

Cullin reacted as quickly asacat, the pistol out of his pocket and hard against Knight's ssomach, his
head jerking around to watch Carlos.

Carloswas gill polishing his cerveza glasses, his back turned to them and his humming continuing
unbroken.

Cullin turned back to Knight. "That didn't sound like Greek to me. If your friend tries anything, you
know whereyou'l get it."

"Y ou would prefer to not arouse the village by doing any shooting in here, wouldn't you?' Knight
asked. "These Mexicans might not like the idea of a stranger shooting up their town."

"I'm not worried about these degpy Mexicans. And I've changed my mind about killing you—if you
co-operate with me. Tell medl thethings | want to know, and I'll let you go free.”

"Under such circumstances, the gun in your hand is no threeat,” Knight pointed out. "Dead, | can't
answer your questions. Alive, why should |?"

"Alive and not answering my questions, you are of no vaueto me" Cullinsaid grimly. "I came hereto
hire aboat to take meto a certain place severa miles down the beach where asubmarine will pick me



up. Thiswas both my first and last trip down here. | can get by without hiring aboat—I have atruck with
afour-whed drive and overszetiresfor sand. | can kill you and bein it and gone before these Mexicans
wake up, and they could never follow me through that sand in your own pickup.

"'So—you can go with me and be released after you answer our questions on the submarine or you
canrefuseand I'll let you have it now, with nothing to lose.”

"I'm pretty sure that my release from the submarine would be over the sde of it with my handstied
behind my back and aweight tied to my neck, Cullin. That'swhy | quoted the pseudo-Greek phrase. |
have a Papago boy working in my department at Center, and Carlos mother was a Papago. Have you
noticed him lately?'

Cullin turned his head quickly, but the muzzle of his pistol remained shoved hard againgt Knight's
somach.

* % %

Carloswas il humming, but he was no longer polishing glasses. One elbow was leaning on the bar
and in the hand of that arm he held an ancient .45 revolver. The muzzle gaped blackly at Cullin's back
and the big spiked hammer was reared back. Carlos was peering down the sights of it with a
malevolently glittering black eye and there was satanic anticipation in the arch of his heavy black brows.

Cullin turned dowly back to Knight. "I should have had sense enough to cover you both. And now
what? I'm not going to take my gun out of your scomach until your friend takes his gun off my back. It
seemsto be astaemate, Knight."

"Lookslikeit, doesn'tit?

"Stdemate," Cullin repeated. "So well just haveto settlefor meletting you live and your friend letting
melive. It doesn't matter much—I've built up an espionage system that consstently gives satisfactory
results. I've liquidated the weak and the incompetent and my work here is done; thiswasto be my last
trip, as| sad. I'm changing sides, Knight—I'm going across to where the ability to achieve resultsis
rewarded; where aleader is expected to use his men, not pamper them.”

"Y ou ought to enjoy that."

"I will. Over thereI'll have afree hand—no more hiding or secrecy. Before I'm through I'll be head of
Dovorski's State Police, and the man who controls a state's police can control the statein theend. I'll use
them to make every man, woman and child in Russo-Asiaacog in my machine.”

"Y ou sound rather vainglorious—but go on.”

"Isthere anything vainglorious about what I've done so far? When you say I'm vainglorious, youre
engaging in some wishful thinking. I used my company in Koreato get what | wanted—until the very last
when the old women in regimenta headquarters decided sentiment was more important than
competence. I've used the spy organization in this country—I used it, | didn't pet it. That's what
convinced Dovorski he needed me over there. I've done everything | claim to have doneand I'll do
everything | clam I'm going to do. Y ou know that, don't you?"

Knight had the unpleasant feding that he did, but he only said, "The proof of the pudding isin the
eding.”

"Inafew yearsyoull be eating it and you'l find it a bitter dish. And now—we've chatted long
enough.” Cullin got to hisfeet, dowly, so asto not excite the trigger finger of Carlos, kegping hisown
pistal trained on Knight. He spoke to Carlosin Spanish. "I'm leaving. If you try anything, I'll kill your
friend.”

Carloslooked questioningly at Knight and Cullin smiled thinly. "Do you want to be ahero and dieto
have him stop me, Knight?'Y ou can, you know."

Knight's answer wasto Carlos. "Keep your gun on him. If he goes out peacefully, don't shoot him. If
he makes any suspiciousmove, kill him."

Carlos nodded, then laughed, but the revolver in his hand remained as steady asarock.



"What's he laughing about?" Cullin demanded.
" think it amuses him to think of the results, should he pull thetrigger.”
"Y ou wouldn't be around long enough to join in his merriment, Knight—remember that.”

Knight smiled without answering and Cullin backed to the door, keeping his pistol leveled on him.
Carlosremained at the bar, following Cullin with the sights of hisrevolver. Cullin reached the door and
paused amoment init to say, "Y ou'll be hearing about me—more and more every year and you won't
likewhat you hear."

Then he was gone and the roar of histruck came seconds later. Knight listened to the sound of it asit
took the almogt-impassable road along the shore line. There would be no use trying to follow over such a
road in hisown pickup.

"You saved my life, Carlos," hesaid. "l don't intend to forget it."

Carloslaughed and dapped the revolver down on the bar. "It's afortunate thing, my friend, that my
mild natureis belied by afierce and mustachioed countenance. Otherwise, he might have killed us both."

"Itis" Knight agreed, "but | wish we could have stopped him some way."
He sighed morosdly and frowned at the revolver on the bar.

"The next time | come down thisway, I'm going to bring you some cartridges and afiring spring for
thet thing."

The doctor was waiting for him to speak.

What thoughts lay behind those staring eyes as the doctor waited? Was the doctor aware of how
swiftly death was approaching? But of course—the doctor had changed the words on the
communications pand in front of the empty pilot's chair. They now read: OBSERVER HAS A LIFE
EXPECTANCY OF ONE HUNDRED HOURS AT PRESENT ACCELERATION. DEATH FOR
OBSERVER WILL RESULT UNLESSACCELERATION ISREDUCED WITHIN THAT
PERIOD.

The doctor would watch over him during the next one hundred hours, waiting for a pilot he
knew did not exist to reduce the acceleration. For one hundred hours the doctor would wait,
knowing as fully as he that no spectral finger would reach out from the empty chair and press the
deceleration button.

The doctor could reduce the acceleration. The doctor knew he wanted it done but the doctor
was waiting to be ordered to do so. He had only to speak two words: "Reduce acceleration.” The



doctor would obey at once—the doctor was patiently waiting for himto speak the words.
But the doctor knew he couldn't speak!

* * *

There was a soft thump outside the door of his cottage and Knight |eft his after-breskfast coffee to
pick up the morning paper. His cottage sat on the dope above Computer Center with the near-by Miles
cottage his only close neighbor, and the Center laid out below in neat squares. The gray concrete
hemisphere that housed the Master Computer was at the southern edge of the city with the four
laboratory buildings grouped beyond it. Beyond them the landing field reached out into the desert and the
desert stretched on to the harsh, bold mountainsto the east.

Center hadn't looked like that, &t first. In the seven years he had been there it had grown from a
random scattering of army barracksinto acity of four thousand with dl the bustle and ambition of acity
that intended to grow il larger. Even then it would not be alarge city ascitiesgo but it would, inits
way, be the most important city in the world. One of its achievements done, the synthesis of food starch,
would soon gainit that distinction.

He carried the paper inside and spread it out on the breakfast table, to read with certain skepticism:

* % %

CHUIKOV NEW AMBASSADOR

* % %

Nicolai Chuikov has been appointed the new ambassador to the United States. Demoted in the first
post-war years from aposition of power in Dovorski's cabinet to aminor clerica job in an obscure
provincefor hisexpresson of the desirability of trade and friendly relations with the West, Chuikov has
been reingtated with honors. Thisisin line with asoftening of the anti-American attitude that first became
evident two years ago and an increasing emphasis on the need for East and West to observe the
nonaggression agreements of the peace terms.

Anitem near the bottom of the page was more interesting:

* % %

TRAITOR MOVESUP

* % %

The ambitious American traitor, William Peter Cullin, was promoted to Commanding Supervisor of
the State Police today. He waslauded by the officid pressfor his"patriotic and tirdess zed in
srengthening the efficiency of the police and enabling them to guard Russo-Asiafrom traitors againgt the
people.”

Cullin, once head of Russo-Adgas spy network in this country, has acquired the dubious honor of
being the first American to ever rise to aposition of considerable power in an enemy country. He
renounced his American citizenship two years ago, after having served eighteen monthsasa
behind-the-scenes co-planner of State Police operations. His"efficiency” in ridding Russo-Asia of
"traitors" has been remarkable for its machindlike precision and thoroughness—

* * %

There was a sudden racket outside, a sputtering and rattling, and he looked up from the paper intime
to see an ancient and rusty coupé approaching his driveway. It was June Martin and he sighed
inginctively, then flinched as the coupé, without reduction of speed, whipped into his driveway, spraying
red petasfrom the rambler rose a the driveway's entrance. It did to abrake-squedling, shivering halt
and the driver climbed out with aswirl of blue skirt and aflash of barelegs. She observed the furrows
her whedls had plowed in the gravel with evident satisfaction, then shook her head sadly at the sight of
the rambler rosetrailing from the battered rear fender.

Knight opened the door and she came up the wak with an gpologetic smile. " Sorry about your rose,
Blacky. | had my car's brakes fixed yesterday and | wanted to try them out.” She looked back at the



disreputable coupé and the furrows it had plowed in the gravel of the driveway. "Not bad, en?"

"A matter of opinion,” he growled. "Come on in and have a seet, then tell me where your brain, such
asit is, was when you were approaching the driveway. Why didn't you dow down then?

"Oh, | suppose | should have," she admitted, entering the cottage. "I told you | was sorry.” She
picked up the percolator on thetable. "Any coffee |eft over?' she asked, pouring hersalf a cup.

"What brings you here so early on the day 1'm supposed to go fishing and forget my job and haywire
assigant?'

"Haywire assstant, you say?" she asked, setting down the cup and smiling with anticipation. "And
you were going fishing, you say?"

"All right—get onwith it. | seetheddight in your sadigtic little soul. What's come up?”

"I'm the specid messenger of Dr. Clarke thismorning. Y ou will go to Lab Four at once, to meet

some high brass who wants to see how we're getting along on our spaceship. And then, my friend, you
will spend the rest of the day checking the SD-FA blueprints.”

"I will?' He stared gloomily at her from her dark, curly hair to the smal foot that swung back and
forth from her crossed leg. "That soundslike alot of fun. If you hadn't been such an eager-beaver in your
role as messenger, | would have been gone from here in another ten minutes; on my way to the Colorado
River and a pleasant day of catfishing. I've been looking forward to this day al week, and now you have
to throw amonkey wrench in theworks."

"Gladtodoit," she answered him. ™Y ou needn't fed so humbly grateful about it. Besides, the day
won't be wasted for the catfish—I'll be glad to take your new streamlined coupé and go fishing in your
place”

"Youll gowith meto Lab Four."

"1?'Y our haywire assstant? Why should |?'

"Because | said so. Checking those blueprintsis going to be along job and | can't imagine myself
doing it donewhileyou loaf dl day and happily reflect upon dl the grief you managed to cause me.”

"I can," shesad, amiling, "and it makes pleasant imagining."

"Well, it never will be any more concrete than it isright now. Y ou're going with me and you're lucky |
don't wipe that smile off your face by giving way to the impulseto lay you across my knee. In fact, one of
these days| will."

"Oh?" Her brows arched, mockingly. "Why don't you try it? I'll bet you'd forget you were mad
before you ever . . . don't you dare!" She dodged behind the table as he started toward her. "I take it
back—I take it—" He reached over the table and seized her by the upper arms, to bring her kicking and
struggling acrossit. " Blacky! If you spank me, I'll ... I'll—"

Themusicd jangling of the doorbell sounded and he released her. She straightened her clothesand
smiled triumphantly. " Saved by the bell!" she jeered.

"A dtay of execution,” he promised, then cdled: "Comein!"

* * %

The door opened and Connie Miles stepped through, swinging astraw hat in one hand. "Hi," she
greeted. "L ook—no cane thismorning." She walked the few feet to them with steps that were almost
normd. "How wasthat?' she asked, the gray eyesin her young face dight with pride.

"That was wonderful! June hugged her sster with affectionate ddlight, then dragged over achair for
her. "Y ou're getting better every day. | told you that you would walk as good as ever, someday. | told
you that ayear ago when you were in awhed chair, remember? And now you're doing it!"

"Not yet,” Connie said, taking the chair, "but | intend to in the end. The doctor said to take exercise
every day and that'swhat I'm doing.” She looked at them questioningly. ™Y ou two are going somewhere
for the day, | suppose?’



"Hal" June laughed. "WEe're going somewhere—back to work. He was very much upset by the news.
Infact, only your timely arriva prevented the big ox from laying ahamlike hand whereit would hurt the

"Oh?" Connie smiled at her younger sster. "Maybe he wasjust taking up where | left off on thejob
of trying to spank some senseinto you."

"My brainisnt there,” June objected. "Besides, it's George's fault, not mine, that we have to work
today. | don't suppose we ever will be able to teach him to act like a human being.”

"Then he did something to cause Tim to have to stay overtime?' Connie asked. "Tim phoned that he
had to stay for awhile, but he didn't say why."

"Probably too mad to want to rehearse the details," Knight said. "Asthe ship's pilot-to-be, Tim likes
everything to progress smoothly in its construction and George sometimes introduces an unexpected
ripple”

" George was supposed to check those blueprints,” June said. "He didn't—I wonder why?*

"Well find out when we get there," Knight answered, then spoke to Connie. "Do you want to go
aong?1 can get you apass.”

"No, thanks." Connie stood up and rested her hand on the back of the chair. "1 wouldn't want to try
that much standing on hard concrete, right now. I'm going to take awak down Saguaro Street this
morning—if Tim getshome before | do, hell know wherel am.”

"L ook—don't overdo that walking," June said, concern for her sister in her voice. "1 know it's
doctor's orders, but don't try to walk too much in one day."

"Oh, I won't try to make amarathon of it, honey. | take my time and every day | seemto bealittle
stronger and more certain inthe way | can walk. If thiskegpson, I'll be able to go back to my old jobin
another year or two. And now, you two be on your way to your mechanical marvels—I'm going down to
that little park by Saguaro and Third where there's a chipmunk who loves peanuts.”

She left the house, walking with the dow, careful steps of one who has not walked unaided for along
time; adight little thing with gray eyestoo large for her face and too wise and understanding for her age,
going with one pocket of her white sweater bulging with peanuts to feed a saucy and impudent chipmunk.

* % %

June watched Conni€'s progress through the window. " Do you think she ever will be completely well
again?' she asked. "She's getting alittle better dl the time—shell be completely well one of these days,
won't she?'

There was unconscious pleading for assurance in June's voice and he made his own casud and
confident. "Of course. Thereisn't any doubt about it.”

"Shewantsto go back to her job. It takes al kinds of people to make theworld, and Connieisthe
kind to restore your faith in al of them. All she asksisto be able to walk again so she can go back to the
hospital and take up her job as nurse—go back to caring for the sick and the hurt.”

"Shewill in another year or two. That |ast operation on her back redlly wasthe last operation—she
won't need any more."

"Mamadied when | was six and Daddy had to be away al day, working," June mused, still watching
Connie through the window. "Connie was only ten. It was agood thing she was so wise and so sensible
for her age, or they would have taken us away from Daddy. Connie showed them—she kept the house
clean and my dirty face washed and my clothes clean. She wasthe one| went to when | got skinned up,
or | got my fedings hurt. Part of the time she was my sigter to play with but most of the time she was my
mother.”

June turned away from the window and looked up at him. "Why did it have to be Connie who got
hurt in that wreck? Why couldn't it have been someone the world wouldn't miss—like me?”

"Conniewill get well—you just give her time and you'll see. Now cheer up, little worry-wart, and let's



be on our way."
"Inmy car?" she asked, the devilment back in her eyes.
"No, not in your car. Well take mine—| want to get there in able-bodied condition.”
"WEell take mine," she corrected. "Y ou can't get yours out of the driveway until | let you."
"Get your junkpile off to onesdeand | can.”
"Oh, come on—don't be acoward!" she begged. "L et me drive you down."
He sighed with resignation. "All right, then—let'sgo."

June drove the eight blocks to the Computer area gate with an excess of reckless abandon and a
roaring of the mufflerless engine that made conversation impossible.

"One of these days," Knight said as the coupé bucked and shivered to a stop before the gate, "you're
going to go hell-for-leather around a corner like that and take the front end off apatrol car. And then
what are you going to say to them? Tdll me that—what can you say?'

"Thewrench is on thefloor."
"What?'

"l said, Thewrenchisonthefloor!" If you want to get out, you have to open the door. The door
handleis broken off so you have to turn thet little stem with that wrench.”

He sighed again and felt for the wrench. "Nature blundered hideoudy with you; you should have been
born aboy."

* % %

Another car stopped at the gate as Knight, with the aid of the wrench, opened the door. It was an
Air Corps car, with four stars on the license plate. Dr. Clarke climbed out, to be followed by atal man
with neat gray mustache and four smdler duplicates of the license plate stars on each shoulder. Knight
walked to meet them, June beside him.

They were greeted by Dr. Clarke, asmdll, gray man with quick, nervous movements. "Glad Miss
Martin was able to reach you before you | eft for the day, and I'm sorry this had to come up.” He made
quick introductions. "Generd Gordon, thisisMr. Knight and thisisMiss Martin, his assstant.”

The generd acknowledged the introductions with a brief handshake with Knight and adight bow to
Jdune. "Very interesting, the work you're doing here," he remarked politely. "I was here once
before—saw the Master Computer that's making such abig changein thelivesof al of us. | would like
to see the progress you're making with the ship thistime. | can't stay long, as much as| would like to take
alook at some of the marvelous things the papers say the 'Big Brain' has thought up for us.”

Knight gave Clarke an amused side glance. The generd caught it but said nothing until they were
through the guarded gate and in one of the sedans used for personnel transportation with the Computer
and laboratory area. The general and Clarke got into the back seat and June did under the whed without
invitation. Knight seated himsdlf beside her, gave her awarning and significant look which shereturned
with one of bland innocence, and she set the sedan into motion.

Generd Gordon spoke then. "My remark seemed to amuse you, Mr. Knight. Would you tell me
why?'

"Of course." Knight turned in the seat to face the generd. " The newspapers have a habit of
dramatizing anything new or unusual. They credit the Master Computer with agreet dedl of intelligence,
whichit has, and agreat ded of origindlity, which it does not have. Actualy, it couldn't 'think up' amouse
trap—or it wouldn', rather."

"| find that hard to believe," the genera answered. "It's thought up severd very important things—a
gpaceship drive, the synthesis of starch, the anticancer serum, the atomic motor—agrest many things.
Wasn't the Computer responsiblefor al those?"

"Partly,” Knight replied. "It redlly should be called a'Data Correlator.’ It only knowswhat wetell it; it



has no curiosity and therefore no incentive to acquire new knowledge.

"For illustration: Suppose we want it to devise a better mouse trap for us. Should we Smply say:
'Invent abetter mouse trap,' it would do no more than to reply, 'Insufficient data.’ It's up to usto supply
the data; it has no volition to ook for its own unlessinstructed to do so. So we would gather al the data
pertaining to mice and trapsthat exists. We would givethat to it as proven data. We would dso giveit
theoretica data containing al the as-yet-unproven theories of mice and traps and we would label it as
such. Of the proven datawe would say, Thisisvalid and proven data; useit asit is Of the theorieswe
would say, Thisistheoretica data; ascertain its validity before usng.' Then we say, ‘Build us a better
mouse trap—and it does."

"l see" The generd nodded. "The papers have been stealing your thunder then, and giving it to the
Computer?'

"Not only our thunder but the thunder of Newton, Roentgen, Richards, Faraday, Einstein—the
thunder of al men who ever contributed to human knowledge, clear back to the first dant-browed citizen
who came up with the bright idea that around whed ought to roll."

"The Master Computer gets the credit,” Clarke commented, "but we don't mind here at Center. The
datathat we, persondly, have originated for it isbut asmall part of the mass of data that isits knowledge.
AsKnight said, the credit goesto al men who ever thought of something new or observed anew fact, on
back to theinventor of thewhed."

"I would say this co-operation between Man and Machine has worked out very satisfactorily,”
Generd Gordon said. "The results are proof of that."

"Very satisfactorily,” Clarke agreed, "'so long as we keep afew fundamenta factsin mind. By the
way"—he motioned toward the building they were approaching—"that's Lab Three, where we condition
the robotic brains—mainly the D Twenty-three model, such as your own Air Corps ordered. Would you
like to see the conditioning process?"

"l would liketo, but I'm afraid | haven't thetime."
June, who had dowed the car, resumed speed and they drove on to the high, square bulk of Lab 4.

"Lab Threeisnt much to see, important though it is," Clarke said asthey climbed out of the car and
walked toward the Lab 4 entrance. "The D Twenty-three brainsin their final stage of assembly look like
nothing in the world but foot-square tin boxes—or stainless sted boxes, rather. Each brain isinspected
and tested for flaws after find assembly, then taken to the conditioning chamber whereit'sgivenits
knowledge. Thisisa process roughly equivaent to teaching ayoung child but with the advantage that the
brain hasthe learning capacity of an exceptionally intelligent adult plus a perfectly retentive memory and a
perception so fast that al visua and audia materid, such as sound films, can begiventoit a severad
times norma speed. Although, even at that speed, the period of learning amountsto almost two thousand
hours."

"Remarkably fast learning, | would say," the genera commented. " Once you produce enough of such
mechanica brains, the human brain will become dmost a superfluous and unnecessary organ so far as
being needed to contribute to our new technical type of cultureis concerned.”

"Have you forgotten the hypothetical mouse trap, generd?' Knight asked.

"No, but the brainslack only sdf-volition," the generd replied with crigp decision. "Once you create
that in them, they will be our mental equals—if not superiors.”

"Yes, oncewedo that,” Clarke agreed dryly.

The guards at the entrance inspected their identification, then passed them on. Knight opened the
door and they stepped into Lab 4.

The ship stood in the center of the room, dominating everything ese. It wasforty feet from the floor
to the end of its blunt, round nose and the four tail finsit rested on had aradius of fifteen fet. It did not



have the dender, cigarlike form that artists had anticipated spaceships would have; there would be no air
in pace to hinder its progress and it would need no streamlining. It was shaped more like agredt,
round-nosed bullet, forty feet in length and twenty feet in diameter. Its outer skin was ahard, bright
chromium aloy, and it reflected the walls of the room in insane ditortions asthey walked toward it.

The ship's entrance was near the bottom and Miles was waiting for them by its ramp; arangy, homely
man who usually had asmile for everyone but who now wore aharried expression. Vickson appeared
from around the ship; adightly stooped man with mild blue eyes behind his rimless spectacles.

Clarke again made introductions. "Genera Gordon, Mr. Milesand Mr. Vickson. They'll be the pilot
and observer.”

The generd acknowledged the introduction and asked: "How about the others? | understand the ship
will takeafull crew onitsfirg flight.”

"Onceit'smade a successful test flight—which Miles and Vickson will make with it—it will have afull
crew for interplanetary explorations,” Clarke said. "We're selecting and training the other members of the
crew now."

The genera took a backward step and ran his eye up the length of the hull. "Progress seemsto have
exceeded the estimates you made ayear ago. How about the drive—isit installed yet?"

"It would have been if George hadn't taken thingstoo literaly again,” Miles spoke up.

"George?" The generd raised his eyebrowsinquiringly and Clarke spoke to June. "The generd has
never seen George. Go get him, will you?"

June walked across the room to the door marked ASSEMBLY 1 and Clarke said to Miles, "Go
ahead, Tim—tell Genera Gordon what happened.”

"It waan't Vickson'sfault,” Milesbegan. "A man gets so accustomed to George being so intdlligent
and capable that he sometimes forgets and isn't specific enough—or in this case, Vickson was too
gpecific. A human would have known what he wanted, but George—"

The door of ASSEMBLY 1 opened and Miles stopped talking as the general stared at the robot that
was approaching them. It was a manlike mongter of stedl, seven feet tall and walked asslently asacat
onitsrubber-soled feet. June walked besideit, aridiculoudy tiny thing beside its own ponderous bulk.

"So that's George?' The general shook his head in amazement. "Thisisyour new type robot, then?

Y ou've not only given it amanlike body, you've even given it dmost-human features. In an dien sort of a
way thethingis handsome.”

"The dmost-human face was purely by coincidence,” Clarke explained. "It's D-Twenty-three brainis
initschest, of course, and it S0 happened that ingtalling the eyes, ears and mouth gave it ahead of normal
sze—that is, ahead of asize norma for the size of itsbody."

The robot stopped afew feet in front of them and inclined its head downward so that its eyeswere
ontheirs; eyestha were large and dark, giving it an gppearance of thoughtful, patient waiting.

"Two eyeswere necessary for it to properly estimate distances,” Clarke explained. "Therather
humanlike ears are acoudtically efficient and their location, together with locating the spesker grill &t its
mouth, wasto enable it to do such things as use a phone.”

"It phones?'

"Oh, yes. George can do anything. He checks data with the Master Computer at times—therésa
linefor that purpose—checks blueprints and instaled circuits, assembles parts. He is very useful and,
since he never getstired or needs deep, he works twenty-four hours aday.”

"Hm-m-m." Genera Gordon studied the robot thoughtfully. " Apparently well have no trouble training
the D-Twenty-threg'sfor duty in the Air Corps.”

"Well, they will haveto betrained, and under the supervision of Center technicians. Mr. Miles
account of what happened last night will show you why."



"Oh, yes—the trouble with the robot. Please go on, Mr. Miles, and tell us what happened.”

June looked inquiringly at Clarke. He nodded and she said to the robot, "They're through with you,
George—qget on back to work." It turned without aword and walked across the room and through the
door of ASSEMBLY 1.

* % %

"It started just as Vickson here went off-shift,” Miles began. "Vickson wasworking on thefina
assembly of the drive and came to the K-Seven reflector at the end of his shift. It'savery essentid little
item, though itsingalation issmple. But it had to be coated with the Reuther Alloy, first. Thisreflector is
acircular plate of platinum, eight inchesin diameter, and we were to do the aloy plating here—they sent
usaspecia machinefor that, yesterday. The dloy hasto be of acertain thickness—saixty-five
one-thousandths of an inch. So, as Vickson went off-shift, he gave George the plate and told him to
metal-spray it to athickness of sixty-five one-thousandths of aninch.

"Thisaloy isso hard to produce and so expensive that we had orders to waste none of it, if possible.
Vickson ordered George to use the only method possible whereby the proper thickness would be put on
the plate in one operation, with no guesswork and no surplus to machine off; he told George to determine
the surface area of the plate then weigh out the proper amount of aloy to coat it the required thickness.
This should have been asmple job, quickly done, and George wasto then ingd| the plate—ajob even
sampler. The entire thing shouldn't have taken George over twenty minutes.

"When | cameto work an hour later | took it for granted everything had been done. | had the
workmen put in the drive shields and | went ahead with circuitsin the control pand. | wasafool not to
check with George, firgt, but it'slike | said; Georgeis so intelligent and competent that you sometimes
forget heisn't human. It was six hourslater that | went into the assembly room, over there, to seewhy he
hadn't brought out the parts he was supposed to be assembling.”

Miles breathed deeply, and sighed. "He wasn't a hisworkbench. He was at the blueprint table,
figuring. He had apile of papers beside him ten inches high, dl covered with figures. The K-Seven
reflector plate was over by the sprayer, not even touched—"

Clarke interrupted him. "For General Gordon to understand the peculiarities to be expected from
D-Twenty-three's, we had better let Vickson tell us his exact wordsto George.”

"It was stupid of me," Vickson said, dmost gpologeticaly. "I made the mistake of giving him a
specific order and expecting him to follow it as a human would have—to a certain degree of precison
and no farther. My words were: "Take apencil and paper and determine the exact surface area of this
plate, then weigh out the proper amount of dloy to coat it sixty-five one-thousandths of an inch.’

"A human would have determined the area by the formula: Point seven eight five four timesthe
squared diameter. Although not exact, it's close enough. But | had told George to determine the exact
area of the plate and that's what he was trying to do, using the other formula: pi times the squared
diameter, divided by four. Hewould till be at it if Miles hadn't sopped him."

"Why?' the generd asked. "Theformulas arethe same.”

"No—" Vickson shook his head. "In thefirst one, ahuman has dready decided how far the decimal
of pi should be carried. This, though close enough, isnot exact. | had told George to determine the exact
area of the plate, and to do so he had to use the second formulawhich contains pi as an endlessterm.”

"But that's absurd!" the generad objected. "Y ou claim arobot isintelligent—didn't it know it could
never find the last decima place of pi?*

"George knew, but hewas smply following orders," Clarke said. "The duty of amachineisto obey
orders, not place specid interpretations on them.”

"And you had to have the drive shidds taken off again?' Knight asked Miles. "Isthe plate sprayed,
now?'



"It took George no more than five minutes after | told him to use the point seven eight five four
formula," Milesreplied, "but we lost the entire shift on that part of the ship, dueto his cussed attention to
Jetail "

The generd frowned thoughtfully. "Why not teach it to understand the purpose of thisship asa
whole, aswell asthe purpose of the ship's component parts?' he asked. "The entire thing is very smple;
We want a spaceship. Wewant it equipped with an efficient drive plus disintegrator raysfor protection
againg meteors. Wewant al this accomplished as soon as possible. Surdly, asintdlligent asit is, it can
comprehend the purpose of the work—the ultimate goal—and learn better than to repesat any such
off-on-a-tangent idiocy asthis pi busness”

"How do we explain 'purpose to it?' Clarke asked. "A machine understands only 'Is and 'l's not'—it
can't understand human desires and purposes since they are based on 'l want it to be' and not on 'Is and
Isnot." "

"Well—you should know if it'simpossible,” the generd said, but he did not sound entirely convinced.

"We have adogan—a philosophy, you might say. Mr. Knight suggested it severa years ago and we
haveit plastered on the Master Computer, itself, to keep us reminded of the gulf that will always separate
Man from Machine. Y ou saw it, general—asimple little five-word sentence.”

"l remember it. It sSeemsto me you're exaggerating the importance of it, but I'm amilitary man and
certainly in no position to argue the characteristics of robots with the men who created them.” He looked
up at the ship again and changed the subject. "Are the disintegrator ray projectorsinstalled?”

"Not yet," Clarke answvered. "Weve given the Computer the job of devising a safety gadget that will
prevent the operation of the ray projectors whenever the ship iswithin an aamosphere dense enough to
produce afeedback of therays."

"Although the Stuation islooking lessand lesslike war, you can never tell,” the generd said. "The
disntegrators would serve as aterrible threet of retaliation. However, rather than having theraysasa
grictly offensve wegpon used from a spaceship, it would be more desirable to have ray projectors
mounted aong the borders of this country. They would make the perfect defense weaporn—no force by
air, land or water could get past them."

"Except for the feedback,” Clarke said.

"Except for the feedback—and | know without asking that you haven't been able to do anything
about it."

"This chain-reaction feedback is atough problem. We haven't solved it yet. The projector actualy
projectstwo rays, which you might call A and B. They merge a a point about twenty feet in front of the
projector and disassociate the atomic structure of any materia in their path from there on. The maximum
rangeis controllable, however. In empty space, A and B are harmless—until they unite. But there'sthe
chain-reaction feedback within an atmosphere and the disassociating effects of combined A and B
followsthe ununited A and B raysto their source—the ray generator. The result isthat the ship, and any
materid within aradius of one hundred feet, istransformed suddenly into acloud of disassociated atoms.
It was designed for protection against meteorsin space, where there would be no feedback.”

"I hope we never haveto useit againgt anything but meteors” the generd said. "I'm amilitary man
and the competent military leader wants a permanent victory. Should war ever come, we must avert
defeat at all costs but avictory won with the disintegrator rays, projected from a ship in space, would
only sow the hatred for another war."

"Why do you say that?' Knight asked.

"It'sahuman characterigtic to say of defeat at the hands of an enemy no better armed than you—and
with gresatly varying degrees of philosophica acceptance—The fortunes of war.' But Russo-Asas defeat
by adisintegrator ray, projected from an invulnerable ship in space, would arouse the reaction: ‘It wasn't

afair fight—we never had achance.’ Victory would be ours, but victory by such ameanswould create a
resentment and hatred that would belong in dying.”



"I can seeyour point, generd,” Knight said. "But you do intend to use the disintegrator if necessary,
don't you?'

"We don't want to have to useit, but we certainly shall if we'reforced to,” the general answered. He
smiled faintly and added: "There's an old saying, and atrue one: 'The very worst peaceis better than the
very best war.' To that should be added an equaly true fact: The very worst victory is better than the
very best defeat.' "

Helooked at hiswatch, then at Clarke. "I'm afraid my timeis running short, and I'd like to look
through the ship before | go.”

"Of course," Clarke said. He turned to Knight. "I'm sorry this came up to spoil your day, but we have
to make up for the time Georgelost us. If you'll make the check of the SD-FA blueprints, with Miss
Martin's assstance, well have thelost time made up by night. By the way"—he looked toward the
ASSEMBLY 1 door—"where did MissMartin go?"

"Shelsin with George, | think," Knight said.

"Probably dready checking her share of thework," Clarke said with an approving nod. "Y ou have a
uperb assgant in MissMartin.”

* % %

The four of them went into the ship and Knight walked across the concrete floor to the door of the
assembly room, smiling a Clarke's statement. June was a superb assistant, despite her youth, but she
was hardly the type to exercise her abilities when lessimportant and more interesting things could be
found to do.

He opened the door to find her, as he had expected, busily pestering the stoic George. "Don't you
undergtland that one, either?' shewas asking. "Tdl mewhat the point is.”

George answered her without pausing in his deft assembly of the work on the bench before him. "I
understand it. It can be interpreted in either of two ways, as an expression of afeding of pleasureor asa
factud statement of the loss of the ability to phosphoresce.”

"What goeson?" Knight asked.

"I've been trying to develop a sense of humor in George," she said, making aface at the unmoved
robot. "I told him jokes and explained the points, but it'sawaste of time. He just can't see the funny side
of anything."

"Y ou ought to know better than to even try. What kind of jokes did you tell him, anyway? What was
this one about not being able to phosphoresce?

"Whet thefirefly said when he got histail cut off—1'm delighted!" "

"Oh." Knight pulled his mouth down and shuddered. "No wonder George refused to laugh at that.
Not even the most genia human-being could see anything funny about such a stup—"

"Never mind!" sheinterrupted him. "1 think it'sfunny." She looked toward the doorway. "Where did
the brassgo?"

"Upinto the ship. You and | areto check these blueprints. Y ou can check the electronic circuits of
theinitid and restraining stagesand I'll taketherest.”

"Well—" she sighed philosophicdly, "at least | know what I'll be doing the rest of the day—and it's
al thefault of that humorlesspile of tin."

"Speaking of jokes'—Knight spilled the blueprints out of the brown envelope and spread them on
thetable—"did | ever tell you about the traveling salesman who asked the farmer's daughter if—"

"Never mind that, either!” sheinterrupted him firmly. "Do you want to shock George?'



Slence.

There had been utter silence from the first; the silence enclosing him and the dark eyes
watching him. Why did the doctor move so quietly? Was it because he was dying; was it because
people always walk softly in the presence of the dying?

Of course! His doctor was showing him the respect that is due the dead—and the
soon-to-be-dead.

For a moment the tide of insanity almost broke through the bulwark built around his mind by
the antihysteria drugs; the insanity he so desperately longed for; the insanity that would let him
die in mindless, unfrightened madness.

The words above the pilot's communication panel now read: OBSERVER HASA LIFE
EXPECTANCY OF TWENTY HOURS AT PRESENT ACCELERATION. DEATH FOR
OBSERVER WILL RESULT UNLESSACCELERATION ISREDUCED WITHIN THAT
PERIOD.

The urge to laugh came to him. It was funny! The doctor wouldn't reduce the acceleration
until he gave the order and he couldn't give the order until the doctor reduced the acceleration.

Funny! The butter scotchmen couldn't run unless they were hot and couldn't get hot unless they
ran... Couldn't run unless they were hot—Couldn't get hot unlessthey ran ... Couldn't
run—Couldn'thot...run...hot...run...hot...viciouscirclesand circlesvicious, spinning
around and around . . . spin around and around and around and around till your mind flies off
into the darkness where someone islaughing . . . How pleasant to go laughing and spinning into
the darkness, around and around . . . laughing and spinning and spinning and laughing . . .
around and around and . . .

Sanity jolted into his mind with all its cold, grim reality and the comfort of the brief delirium
vanished. The doctor was standing over him, injecting the antihysteria drug into his bloodstream.

The desperate fear ran through him again, terrible in its helpless impotency. It was always the
same; the doctor watched him ceaselessly, ready to move forward and deny him the solace of
madness at the first sign of its coming.

The doctor didn't hate him—WHY MUST THE DOCTOR TORTURE HIM SO?

* * %

It was ayear |ater, with the ship six days from the morning of itstest flight, that Russo-Asa
completed the about-face in its foreign policy and promised the freedom of Western representativesto
ingpect their "gresatly reduced military strength.” It was not, to Knight, asurprising or mysterious thing.
Russo-Asiahad been built on false promises and decelt; thislast action, he feared, could have but one
reason behind it.



It was the other, happening five days later, that sent the chill certainty, too late, into his mind—the
discovery that atentacle of Cullin's presumably dead espionage system wasin the very heart of Center . .

* % %

It waswith rdlief that Knight led Generd Gordon and his five-star superior, Genera Marker, to the
control room of the ship. He had shown them the ship from bottom to top, explaining itsworkings and
answering questions until he was beginning to fed like atourist's guide. Furthermore, it waslatein the
night—or early in the morning, rather—and he would have little deep before returning to be on hand for
the ship'sfirst take-off.

"And thisisthe control room," he said. "Thefirst seet, with its control and instrument board over
there, isfor the pilot. Thisoneisfor the observer." He indicated the seat and instrument board
immediately behind the pilot's. "Y ou'll notice the observer has only afew instruments, but severd
viewscreens. The pilot can control the ship manualy, with those buttons on his control board, or by voice
command to the robot drive control—a D-Twenty-three. In an emergency, the observer can control the
ship by voice command to the drive control, but his pane is not equipped with manua control buttons.
The observer's duties are to observe and record, aswell asto maintain constant contact with Earth.”

He pointed to asmall viewscreen in the center of the observer's pand. "Thisis his contact with the
auxiliary control station. Y ou both saw it—that little stedl building two hundred feet west of thisone. A
man will beon duty at dl timesinit." Heflipped a switch and the screen cameto life, to show the back of
an empty chair and asted door beyond. "No one on duty right now, of course, but there will be when
the ship takes off."

"What isthe purpose of this ground-control station?" Generd Marker asked. "'l know, of course, that
it'san auxiliary means of controlling the ship, but why?"

"It's a safety measure we hope we won't have any need for. We're convinced that the ship has no
bugs, but we don't want to take any chances with men'slives. So we have the constant communication
with the observer plusthe auxiliary control of the ship's drive. Should something go wrong, such as both
pilot and observer becoming unconscious, we can bring the ship safely back to Earth from our
ground-control station.”

"Which method of controlling the ship takes precedence, the pilot's manual control, hisora ordersto
the drive control, or the means of controlling the ship from the ground-control station?*

"The control from the ground overrides dl forms of control from within the ship. It might possibly be
that aman would crack, and if he did he might give any kind of ordersto the robot drive control—even
such a one as ordering the disintegrators turned on Earth. We don't expect anything like that to happen,
you understand—Miles and Vickson were sdlected for their mental stability—but we liketo play safe.”

"Will the crew include a doctor?"

"Thevery best, so far astechnica skill goes. But circumstances might arise where more than technica
skill would be needed, so that's why we have the auxiliary control station.”

Generd Gordon tentatively touched ared knob on the observer's pand. "Doesthisturn the
disntegratorson?' he asked.

Knight nodded. "It turns them on, and a so controls the maximum range. The Computer gave us that
safety gadget | spoke of when you were here ayear ago, so now we don't have to worry about them
being turned on accidentally and destroying the ship.” He spun the red knob to the right and the generals
exchanged nervous glances. "It'son full intengity, right now. This safety gadget prevents the closing of the
circuit so long as the ship iswithin an atmosphere dense enough to produce afeedback of therays.”

Heturned it off again and Genera Marker remarked, "Y ou certainly go al theway in trusting your
gadgets here.”

"A soundly built gadget can be trusted.”



"Then why your five-word dogan—the same as you have on the Master Computer—in big letters
here on the observer's pand ?'

"It'sdifferent when a gadget has an intelligence. The observer, in an emergency, would haveto
control the ship through arobotic brain. That five-word sentence, which is actualy a sound philosophy to
keep in mind when dedling with machines, isto remind the observer that heisnot giving ordersto a
humean pilot."

"Although it's six hours until take-off, | suppose the ship isready to go right now?" Generd Gordon
asked.

"Ready to go, and Milesand Vickson are now getting their last hours of degp—the last hour, to be
exact. They'll be back down herein less than two hours, together with myself, Dr. Clarke, and about a
platoon of techniciansto make the last-minute check of al the other checking. We have something too
big in space flight to chance any errors on the first attempt.”

"I'm glad thisship'sfirst flight will not be as awegpon of war," Generd Marker said, "but | trust it's
well guarded—just to play safe, asyou said of your ground-control station.”

"Y ou saw the guards outside,” Knight answered. "And there are guards outside the door of the
ground-control station—this ship can't lift while enclosed in this stedl building and the controls that lower
the roof and wallsinto recessesin the ground are ingde that station. We still have the machine-gun
towersthat we erected seven years ago when war seemed just around the corner. The antiaircraft
artillery is il sationed in awide circle around Computer Center—no one ever got around to ordering
their remova and the guns were still manned twenty-four hoursaday, thelast | heard.”

"Well, if Russo-Adahas any plansfor this ship, they've certainly kept them well concedled,” Generd
Marker said. "Our Intelligence reports no indications whatever of any such thing. And now, | think we
had all better get out of here and take advantage of that less-than-two-hours deep welll get before the
preliminariesgart.”

* % %

Knight noticed, asthey went down out of the ship, that George was il in the drive room, checking
the control pand to drive circuits. Therobot did not ook up from itswork, though it saw them pass.
Robots confined their spesking to necessary answers and wasted no time with such amenities as " Good
morning” and "Good night.”

He parted company with the two generals at the Computer area gate; they to return to their Center
hotel and he to drive through the dumbering streets to his own cottage. Tired and deepy, he set thedarm
to arouse him in an hour and a half and went to bed.

He had been adegp an hour and fifteen minutes when he was awakened by the ringing of the doorbell
and June'svoice. "Blacky—wake up!"

"What isit?" he called, swinging hisfeet to the floor and reaching for his clothes.

"Come over to Tim'shouse." There was both indignation and urgency in June'stone. "Seeif you can
draighten thingsout.”

He heard her hurry back to the Miles cottage, her footsteps clicking sharp and fast on thewak. He
grinned, despite hisworry that Tim might be in some kind of trouble—the manner of her walking
indicated that June was beginning to get mad.

He put on his clothes and went out into the pre-dawn darkness. The lights were on in the Miles
cottage and there was a black sedan parked at the curb beforeit. It had a government-service license
plate, but there was nothing about the number on the plate to indicate the type of service it represented.

Tim Miles voice came from within the house, angry and incredulous, and avaguely familiar voice
answered him. Knight went to the door and entered without knocking.

There were four in the room; Tim Miles, Connie, June, and acold-eyed man in agray suit. Knight
recognized him with a start; his name was Whitney and he was a Security man. He returned Knight's



"Hello" with anod of recognition and Connie, sitting in achair by the card teble, said, "Hello, Blacky.”
Miles, red-faced and scowling, hardly glanced away from Whitney, while June sat one-hipped on the
card table beside Connie, her eyes smoldering and her hands gripping the edge of the table until the
knuckles were white.

Knight stopped beside Whitney. "What isthis?' he asked.

"The ship has been sabotaged,” Whitney replied.

"It'salie" Milesdeclared.

"Just aminute—" Knight looked from Miles back to Whitney. "It wasn't sabotaged when | leftit an
hour ago.”

"It was sabotaged ayear ago,” Whitney said. "Wedidn't learn of it until tonight—in fact, not over half
an hour ago."

"Areyou sure?' Knight asked.

"I'm supposed to have doneit!" Miles burst out wrathfully. "I'm supposed to have cross-wired the
circuitsfrom the control pand to the drive so that the drive will explode on take-off."

Knight made hisreply to Whitney. "1 can't believe that. I've known Miles and worked with him for
severa years. Of course, | redize that Security wants more positive proof of asuspected man's
innocence than the persona opinion of hisfriends. If you will give methe details, perhgps | can hep.”

"Heisn't exactly accused, yet," Whitney said, "'but he's very much under suspicion of performing the
work of sabotage. Asfor the reasons for our suspicions, they are these:

"The robot, George, has been helping Miles and Vickson check the ship today; an extra safety
measure, | understand, to make sure there will be no mechanicd falures on the ship'strid flight
tomorrow. Miles completed his share of the work early in the afternoon and went home. Vickson was
through about an hour later and he went home, leaving the robot to check the control-pane-to-drive
circuits—a precautionary measure that Miles, here, admits he insisted was not necessary. It was about
thirty minutes ago that the robot finished checking the circuits. He then phoned Security—athing he had
been ordered to do if he ever found any evidence of sabotage—and informed us that the drive circuits
had been so cross-circuited that the drive would explode the moment it was activated for take-off."

* % %

Miles sighed heavily. "1 tell you, those circuits are not sabotaged! | ingtaled them mysdlf, and |
persondly welded the control panel seds"

"Y ou say this sabotage was supposed to have been done ayear ago?' Knight asked.

"That'sright,” Whitney said. "Miles admitsthat he, himsdlf, ingtaled the circuits and seded the pand
at that time—and the panel is il sedled.”

"Yes, | admit it!" Miles sngpped. "Those circuits are not cross-wired. | don't know what thisisdl
about, but | do know the kind of job | did on those circuits.”

"The robot traced the circuits and found them to be cross-wired,” Whitney said. "Isn't it truethat a
robot never lies?'

A look of helplessness passed over Miles face. "Yes, it's true—but there's some mistake.”

Whitney turned his cold eyes on Connie who was Sitting quietly in her chair, watching Whitney with a
composure that was in such striking contrast to the ever-growing wrath of the hot-eyed June.

"There's something else—" he said, and June froze into awaiting tenseness. "Why do you so often go
to the park at Saguaro and Third, Mrs. Miles?'

Conni€'s eyeswent wide with surprise. "I go there because it happensto be dong the route | usudly
follow when taking the daily walks my doctor prescribed. Why?'

"Y ou usudly st for awhile beside the rock monument in the center of the park, don't you?"
"I dwaysdo. Why do you ask?"



"Why do you choose that spot to St?"

"For two reasons; because there is a stone bench there to sit on while resting and because | liketo
feed the chipmunk that has anest in the monument.”

"Get to the point, Whitney." Miles could restrain himsdlf no longer. " Quit beeting around the bush—is
my wife under suspicion, too?'

"We received an anonymous phone cal this afternoon,” Whitney said. "It enabled usto intercept a
note, athough the message meant nothing to us then. It wasjust adip of paper in atin box, and it read:
'Crisscross O.K. No suspicion. Il on schedule." ™

"What does that have to do with my wife?' Miles demanded.

"After the robot told us of the sabotage, the meaning of the message became clear. It wasan
absurdly easy message to understand. 'Crisscross O.K. No suspicion' could only mean that the drive
controlswere still cross-circuited and no one suspected it. Asfor 'lll on schedule—we could only take
that to mean that the person guilty of sabotaging the drive controls would pretend to beill on the day of
the ship'stake-off—too ill to be in the ship when its drive exploded.”

Whitney turned hiseyes on Connie again. "As| say, an anonymous phone cal tipped us off. This
person suggested we look at the monument and we found the message in a crevice ingde the monument.
That, Mrs. Miles, was only afew minutes after you had |€ft there.”

Therewas amoment of dead silence, then Whitney's voice lashed at Connie like the crack of awhip.

"What do you know about that message?"

June reacted then, and in amanner typica of her. She shoved hersalf away from the card table with a
violencethat sent it crashing to the floor and advanced on Whitney with her eyesblazing. " Nothing, you
fool!" Thewords came like the spitting of an infuriated cat. "My sister isn't a spy and she doesn't know
anything about that message, you. . . you—"

Her smdl hand flashed out to rip her nails down Whitney's face and Knight moved quickly to stop
her, catching her wrigt, then the other hand as she tried to whirl away from him, bringing her arms down
tight againgt her somach. She struggled furioudly to tear loose, her heart pounding against hisarm like
that of asgmdl, wildanimd.

"June—don't!" Connie was beside them, to lay her hand on Junée's shoulder. "Quit spitting and
fighting, kitten—he's only trying to do hisjob."

June ceased struggling but the hate still blazed in her eyes. "He cdled you a spy—nobody isgoing to
cdl my sger aspy!”

"Hedidn't cal me aspy, honey—he just asked me what | know about that message.”

"I understand your problem, Whitney," Knight said, releasing June but keeping awary eye on her,
lest she should renew her attack. " Someoneis guilty of sabotage and it's your job to find who that person
is. But aren't you jumping to conclusions on flimsy evidence?"

"l have no desire to cause anyone embarrassment or discomfort,” the cold-eyed Whitney replied.
"My businessisto sort people into two different classes—quilty and innocent. An unexpected question
suddenly snapped at asuspect will often go along way toward indicating the person's guilt or innocence.”

"Then why don't you snap some questions at afew others?' June demanded. "Vickson and the
workmen who helped build the ship and George— What makes you so sure—"

"Sit down, June," Connie ordered, going back to her own chair. "Give him a chance to ask hisown
questions.”

June hesitated, half turning away to do as her sister had ordered, then Whitney made the mistake of
seconding the order. "Y es, sit down,” he commanded, unconscioudy rubbing his hand down the cheek
that had been her intended target.

She whirled back to face him, the rebelion flaring hotly. "Never mind any such detalls as dictating our



posture—just get on with your questiong!”

She waited for him to dare repeat his order, standing erect and defiant before him, and an expression
of helpless defest flitted over hisface. Knight watched with combined sympathy for him and amusement.
The cold-eyed Whitney was accustomed to dedling with dangerous men and awing them—but how does
aman go about awing a hundred and five pounds of fuming, spitting female wildcat?

* * %

"I have no more questions to ask—now," Whitney said. He spoketo Knight. "Dr. Clarkewasin
Y uma—we contacted him by phone and he's on hisway back, now. He's given ordersfor public
announcement of the postponement of the ship'stest flight and when he returnsweéll continue the
questioning—of everyone connected with the ship, including the robot.”

"Have you questioned George at al?' Knight asked.

"Very briefly," Whitney said with awry smile. "Questioning arobot isn't too informative—a robot
does no more than answer each question asit's given. It requirestime plus agreat many questionsto get
the entire picture. We questioned the robot briefly, as1 say, and learned only that his check showed the
drive controlsto be cross-circuited. When Dr. Clarke returns, well do athorough job of the
questioning.”

"Have you questioned Vickson?"

"He was spending the night with friends in Center Junction, we learned. A man was sent after him and
they should return any minute.”

"Here?'

"Well dl meet at the Computer area gate, then welll go to Lab Four and find just who is guilty.”
Whitney turned to Miles. " Since the evidence againgt your wifeis so uncertain, and since sheisin frail
hedlth, shewill remain here. If we need her, we can send aman after her. I'm afraid you'll have to go with
me, now. At present, the evidence points only to you. If you're innocent, well do everything in our power
to proveit. And if you're guilty"—he smiled grimly—"well do everything in our power to proveit.”

"Thanks" Milesreplied with the same grimness. "That's exactly what | want you to do.”

Connie got to her feet. "There's no question about hisinnocence—it'sal aridiculous mistake. Bt |
redize thereis no way you can know that until everyoneis questioned and the guilty one found. Asfor
the message in the monument—I know nothing whatever about it. | dways sit by the monument and feed
the chipmunk, but | certainly never knew someonewas using it as a place to leave messagesfor foreign
agents.”

"This anonymous phone call—doesn't that sound alittle fishy?' Knight asked. "Have you traced it?"

"Weretrying to," Whitney answered. "Werenot at al convinced that Mrs. Milesisguilty of any
connection with the affair. With her husband, it's different—he personaly ingtdled the circuits and they
have been found to have been ingtaled in such amanner asto desiroy the ship.”

"Couldn't the robot have made a mistake?' Connie asked. "Maybe they aren't cross-circuited at
al—maybe the robot just made amistake in his checking.”

"I'm afraid not,” Whitney answered. "Y our husband will tell you that robots neither make mistakes
nor fase satements.”

"That'strue, Connie," Miles said, going to her. "But it'saso truethat | didn't sabotage the drive.” He
put hisarm around her. "I'll be back in afew hours, and everything will be dl right.”

Whitney moved toward the door, his eyes on Miles. Miles gave Conni€e's shoulders aquick squeeze
and followed Whitney through the door without looking back.

Knight spoke to Whitney as they went through the door. "I'll follow you down in my own car.”
Whitney said, "All right,” then he and Mileswent on up the walk. Knight turned back to the two women
inthe room.

"There's no question about there being amistake," he said. "What, | don't know. We do know that



someone sabotaged the drive controls, but who? Well rip out the drive-control panel and trace the leads
that way—George had to depend upon tracing them with instruments. I'll go down right now—and you'd
better go with me, June. Before it's over they'll want everyone who was ever around the ship, and you've
been around it dmost asmuch as | have.”

June went to the door where Knight waited, then stopped to say to Connie, "Don't you do any
worrying about thiswhile were gone, Connie. Well be back with Tim's name cleared before noon, you
wait and see”

"Of course you will," Connie answered, but it seemed to Knight that she was, for al her composure,
suddenly very smal and londly as she stood in the empty room and watched them leave,

The sky was shdll-pink in the east, lighting the world with the haf-light of dawn, when he backed out
of the driveway. June sat sllent and thoughtful beside him; worried, despite her assurancesto her sster.
Hedrove dowly, trying to fit together the two facts he was convinced were true; Tim Miles had not
sabotaged the ship, yet arobot had no incentiveto lie.

There were certain characteristics of the robotic brain:

A machine is constructed to obey commands; it does not question those commands.

A machine has no volition; it neither acts nor informs unless ordered to do so.

And then he had the answer; so smplethat, hefdt, achild should have seenit.

A machinewould not voluntarily make afase statement, but the prime function of amachine was
prompt, unquestioning obedience. The robot, George, would never make afalse statement by itsown
valition, but it would if ordered to do so.

He dowed the car to abarely moving crawl as he considered the implications and June looked at him
questioningly. "We're gtill three blocks from the gate—what'swrong?'

"The drive controls have never been sabotaged. George was ordered to make that statement, and no
onethought to ask himiif it weretrue."

"But why? What would anyone gain by getting Tim into trouble like this?"
"It wasn't for personal reasons. Someone didn't want that ship tested today!"
"Then it was—" June stopped as adull, distant roaring came to them. "It must have been—"

She stopped again asthe roaring increased, coming from above them and to the southwest, filling the
ar likethe hum of abillion bees. "What's that?"

He stopped the car and jumped out, to look into the sky and see the source of the sound. Planes,
wave upon wave of them, coming in and down on Center from the southwest—from toward the Gulf of
Cdifornia. They were coming asfast astheir jets could send them; dmost asfast as the sound that
preceded them. Thefirst wave parted in definite formations asit camein, part of it dissolving to Strike at
the six antiaircraft gun positions that surrounded Center and the main body coming in on Center, itself.

"What isit?" June was beside him with her hand on hisarm. "They couldn't be ours—"
"No," he said tondesdy, "they're not ours.”

They stood and watched—there was nothing else they could do. Thefirst wave passed low above
them with a deafening, ground-shaking roar and was gone in the space of two breaths. The bombs shot
downward in fagt, flat arcs and their explosions raced through the city at the speed of the planesthat had
dropped them; red and yellow spurts of flame that legped upward and hurled strange, broken thingsinto
theair, to be slhouetted momentarily against the pale dawn.

The second wave came close behind the first; aroar that swelled into a crescendo then boomed into
the distance with the bomb bursts a thunderous staccato racing aong on the ground behind them. Then
the antiaircraft guns cameto life, licking thin, defiant tongues of flame at the invaders. The third wave
concentrated on the gun positions and some of them plunged to earth, trailing black plumes of smoke, but



three of the guns were gill when the others had passed on.

For afew seconds Center was almost quiet by contrast to the thunder and fury that had filled it and a
dog could be heard somewhere among the wreckage, barking and whining anxioudy asit ran back and
forth in avain search for its master. A woman screamed, a sound that cut through themorning air likea
thin, sharp knife, then the darm siren began to moan and wail, haf drowning the sound of cold motors
breaking into life and the shouted orders of men.

The next attack on Center was awave of fighters, boring in on the machine-gun towersin the
Computer and laboratory area. The machine gunsin the towers met their fire and tracer bulletswere
golden lances that met and crossed and struck the towers, to ricochet away in beautiful parabolic curves.
Two of the attacking planes wavered and spun to the ground, but when the others turned to renew the
attack there were no gunsleft to oppose them.

They began to strafe the streets and the cars that were trying to make their way through the debris,
patrolling the areaaround Lab 4 and concentrating vicious fire on any vehicle that attempted to go in that
direction. They had not bombed the [aboratory area or the adjacent landing strip, and Knight redlized, as
he watched them, that there could be but one reason.

Russo-Asiahad planned for thisday for along time. They had planned well; so well that even
Americas own Intelligence agents had thought the talks of peace were sincere. They had stressed the
desirability of friendship between East and West and the West had hoped, and haf-believed, and let
themselves be caught unawares and unprepared. The anonymous phone call implicating Connie had been
only atouch to add weight to the evidence againgt Miles; the evidence that had resulted in the
postponement of the ship'sflight and had insured that neither Miles nor anyone else would be ingdethe
ship and in position to prevent its seizure when the attack came.

It had al been done with exact and detailed precision; the timing of the robot's phone cal to Security,
the attack in the early dawn before Clarke or Vickson had time to appear—or was Vickson their agent,
and dready inddethe ship?

Hewould have to move fast—if it wasn't already too late.

He swung the door wide and thrust June into the car. "Get behind that whedl and drive like hell back
to where Connieis. If aplane comes at you, jump and run—don't stay in the car or they'll get you. I'll
haveto try to get to the ship—"

* * %

A plane roared over them and its tracers made a bright splash of yellow phosphorescence on the
pavement beside them. Thetires of an army truck screamed at the intersection a hundred feet behind
them and June, watching, cried, "Connie!™

Connie was coming toward them across the intersection, trying to run as best she could, and the
army truck was braking and dewing desperately to avoid hitting her. Then the plane banked and turned
and came roaring back at them and June half sobbed aterrified "No!" asitstracerslicked down at the
truck and acrossit, to lash at Connie who had reached the curb. She crumpled to the walk and the plane
went itsway, while the army truck wandered aimlessy down the street with the dead driver dumped
over thewhed.

"No!" June shoved past him, her face white with fear, and ran to her sister. He followed, Sick at heart
with the foreknowledge of what he would see.

Conniewaslying very Hill, her facelike that of apale, waxen doll that had gone to deep. Junewas
knedling beside her, holding her hand and saying over and over in adazed voice: "Connie. . . Connie. . .
why did you doit?'

"Shehad to," he said softly. " She was going to you because you might need her. She wasanurse and
shewas going to you and Tim and al those who might be hurt and in need of her."

The siren whimpered off into silence and the bark of onelone antiaircraft gun cameto them, to falter
and stop as another attack of bombers roared over it.



"They killed her!" Jun€e's voice was numb with the shock. She held Conni€'s hand between both her
own, abright red splotch on her knee where it touched Conni€'s Side as she knelt beside her. "They
killed her—they killed my sigter!”

Sheraised her faceto look at the planes circling above them and aterrible, savage hatred blazed
through the hurt and painin her eyes.

Then the tears, that the first shock had held back, came and he hurried quietly away, leaving her
crying with shaking, muffled sobs beside her sster. There was nothing he could do to comfort her and it
would be better for her to not follow him.

Heran in asteady trot, two blocks to the highway that paralleled the western boundary of the
laboratory area, then down aong it. Trees had been transplanted beside the highway in years past and he
kept under the shelter of their concealment as he ran. He stopped once, to dart out on the pavement
where ajeep lay overturned and riddled with machine-gun bullets. A soldier was sprawled lifdesdy
besdeit, hisheavy automatic rifle fill in hishands. Knight seized therifle and the belt of cartridge clips
and ran back to the shelter of the trees as a plane spotted him. Its bullets cut twigs from the limbs above
him and made a thunk-thunk sound as they buried themselvesin the trunk of thetree. Then the plane
was gone and he ran on toward the western entrance that was the closest to Lab 4.

The fighter planes widened in their circling to leave a clear space above the laboratory areaas he
reached the gate, then the troop-transport planes camein—six of them. The sky blossomed with chutes,
the Russo-Asan paratroopersfiring even asthey descended. Other rifleswerefiring from within Center
and from the area outside the main gate, and occasiondly a paratrooper would jerk, then dangle limply in
his harness as he drifted downward.

Thelast group of planescamein; alight, fast bomber surrounded by a protecting ring of fighters. The
objective of the light bomber, he saw, was the landing strip nearest to Lab 4.

The bomber's mission would not be to bomb the landing strip, and there could be no doubt asto the
identity of the passenger it carried. It dowed and dropped to make itslanding and he began to run
toward the ground-control station and Lab 4 that set two hundred feet beyond it.

He was protected from the fighter planes by their own paratroopers and the aim of the paratroopers,
shooting from their swinging suspenson, was uncertain asthey tried to catch his running, weaving figurein
their sghts. Bullets kicked up puffs of dust beside and behind him but none touched him. He had reached
the ground-control station when thefirst paratrooper reached the ground. The viciousrip of aburst of
well-aimed bullets dammed againgt the sted corner of the building a split-second after he had rounded it.
Two more paratroopers landed even as he ran for the door of the station, adding their fireto their
comrade's. It was two hundred feet to the ship and, now that they were on the ground, the aim of the
paratroopers would be deadly and certain. He would never live to run atenth of the distance to the ship.
And the others were landing, by threg'sand four's.

But it didn't matter—he would be in supreme control of the ship from the auxiliary station.

* * %

The guards were lying before the door of the station, dead, and the door was gjar. Smultaneoudy,
he saw the other thing that was happening; the roof of Lab 4 was diding back and the walls were
dropping into the ground. He leaped through the doorway and to one side as paratrooper bullets
hammered at him, the autométic rifle held ready before him.

The room was deserted but for the robot, George. George turned away quickly from the control
panel at thefar end of the room, and Knight saw the switch was on that lowered thewalls of Lab 4.

"Turn that switch off!" he commanded. "Raisethose wallsagain.”

The robot stepped toward him with long, swift strides, seeming not to hear him. The metal aramswere
half outstretched before it and asudden, icy premonition ran acold finger up his spine.
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It came on without dackening its speed, the dark eyes thoughtful and the steel hands reaching out
toward him—hands that had the strength to tear his head from his body.

llaop! n
The stedl hands swooped toward his throat and he legped to one side. It spun with him, as quick as
hefor dl its ponderous bulk, and then it sprang like a grest cat.

There was no time to wonder why the robot wanted to kill him, no timeto dodge. Theriflewas il
leveled before him and he pressed the trigger. The great mass of the robot lurched and shuddered as
twenty bullets, each with amuzzle energy of three thousand foot pounds, tore through its body within a
gpace of two seconds. It reeled and crashed to the floor, to lay inert while the dark eyes stared up at him
with their same expression of thoughtful, patient waiting.

But it was dead. Its brain was ariddled wreckage and it was as dead as ever arobot could be.

Heran to the control board and dapped the switch that would re-erect the walls and roof of Lab 4,
wondering why the robot had tried to kill him. A machine hasno valition, yet it had walked toward him
with the ddliberate intent to kill him, heedless of his command for it to stop. It might aswell have been
desf—

Of course! It had been deaf! It had been sent recently from Lab 4 with ordersto lower Lab 4 into
the ground and to kill anyone who entered the ground-control station. Then, after the orders were given,
the microphonesthat wereits ears had been disconnected and it had gone on its mission, stone-deaf and
unableto hear any ordersthat would countermand the ones given it.

He hurried back to the door, dipping afresh clip of cartridgesinto the rifle as he went. He opened it
aquick, cautious ten inches and saw that the paratroopers were taking up positionsin awide circle
around the ship. Two of them saw the partid opening of the door and he had time only for one quick
glance before their bullets pounded againgt it as he dammed it shut.

He had had time to see the ship, standing bright and naked in the first rays of the sun. The wallsthat
had enclosed it had disappeared. Theair lock of the ship had been open and aman had been standing
there, the risng sun red on hisface—Vickson. He had been looking toward the landing strip and acar
racing toward the ship—a car whose dust trail led back to the light bomber.

Helocked the door to prevent anyone entering the station, while the bullets hammering methodically
againg the outside of it informed him that they were seeing to it that no one left it. He went back to the
control board and looked at the switch that he had closed before going to the door; the switch that
should have re-erected Lab 4 around the ship. It had not, and he saw the reason why; George had
ripped out the wires behind the pandl that led to the switch. They were lying tangled on the floor behind
the pandl and he could never, in the short time he had, reconnect them.

He seated himsdlf in the chair before the control board and turned on the observer's viewscreen. His
own viewscreen cameto life, showing theinterior of the ship's control room. It was still empty.

He closed the switch that would give his own commands precedence over any given ingdethe ship
and said: "Ship's drive control—disregard dl orders given you by anyonein the ship's control room.
Digregard dl impulses from the pilot's control pand.”

Only silence answered him and he said sharply, with sudden anxiety, "Ship'sdrive
control—acknowledge that order!"

Slence

Hetried again, coldly, unpleasantly certain that it would bein vain. " Ship's drive control—
acknowledge! "

Again the dead slence was his answer and he knew there was no use to try any more. The units that
permitted the ground-control station to control the ship had been sabotaged and he was helplessto
prevent the ship'stake-off. Bullets continued to rattle against the door, warning him how fatal would be
any atempt to leave the station. He was helpless so long as he remained in the station; he would be both



hel pless and dead a split-second after he opened the door to |eave the station. Y et, he had to do
something.

He egtimated the time that had gone by since he had seen the car speeding from the bomber to the
ship. It would have been Cullin, of course; it would be Cullin and Vickson who took the ship into the sky,
with Vickson at the pilot's seat and Cullin behind him, watching him. Vickson knew aswell as Miles how
to operate the manual drive controls, and there was no hope that he would make a mistake and wreck
the ship in atake-off. Even Cullin, done, could lift the ship by smple voice command to the drive control.
The Center forces would be closing in on the ship as the fighter planes exhausted the ammunition they
were forced to use so continually, but they would betoo late.

* % %

A sound broke the silence of the observer's viewscreen, the sound of someone entering the control
room. It was Cullin, wearing the black and gray uniform of ahigh officid of the State Police, and hewas
alone. He took one quick look at the room, then walked straight to the observer's chair in the manner of
aman who knew exactly what he was going to do.

At the sght of Knight's face in the observer's viewscreen he smiled in sudden, pleased surprise.
Knight spoke the same greeting he had spoken at Punta Azul: " Going somewhere, Cullin?'

Cullin seeted himself in the observer's chair, till smiling and taking histime about answering. "Why,
yes," hesad, "l am going somewhere. Vickson wastedling me you werein there, but | was afraid you
had been rendered permanently speechless by your faithful George." Cullin shifted hiseyesto look past
Knight at the robot lying on thefloor acrossthe room. "I see you had sufficient intelligence to destroy the
robot before it destroyed you. It was very useful to me—viaVickson's ordersto it—but it's just as well
that it failed to carry out itslast order; to throttle anyone who entered the station. Y ou and | can now chat
pleasantly about cabbages and kings and sealing wax and aman named Cullinwho is, as you feared,
going somewhere."

"Alone?' Knight asked. "Where's Vickson?'

"Outsde. He wasrather surprised that he couldn't go with me."

"Heisapilot aswell as observer—why don't you take him along?*

"Y ou builders of this ship thoughtfully gaveit arobotic brain for the drive that makesthe pilot's
manual controls unnecessary. Whoever controlsthis ship can write hisown ticket, so I'll take it up done
and therelll be no danger of a doublecross, no doubt asto who will write the ticket."

Cullin reached out and turned the red knob to the right. "No pilot isneeded,” he said. Y ou've made
the ship fool proof."

"How did you manage to keep Vickson from taking the ship up before you ever got to it?"

"He was selected, Knight, years ago. For dl his passing of the testsfor superior mental stability,
Vickson isaman who places avery high vaue on hisown life. Of adl the men who had full accessto the
ship, Vickson was the best suited to our purpose. There are various ways of persuading various types of
men and compe ling them to co-operate. With Vickson it was very easy and smple—we used the y
drug.

"Perhaps you've heard rumors of it. Our own scientists whipped it up for us severd years ago, and
it'svery efficient. Thirty days after the administration of the drug the subject is stricken with intense pain.
This pain increases by the hour and only the antidote, made from a batch of the origind drug, can stop
theincreasing pain and eventual death. We have occasiondly let Vickson wait afew hours extrajust to
keep him convinced of the desirability of wholehearted co-operation with us. Had he been foolish enough
to take the ship he would have died in agreat dedl of agony within six hours, since everything wastimed
very carefully, including the last adminigtration of the y drug.”

"And what becomes of Vickson now?"
"I wouldn't know." Cullin shrugged his shoulders with disinterest. "He's served his purpose for me—I



have no further usefor him.”
"And no antidote for him?"
"| rather doubt that the good citizens of what isleft of Center will permit him to suffer very long.”
No, thought Knight, they won', but it was Cullin who had planned it, coldly, ddiberately—

"I've planned thisfor along time," Cullin said, asthough he had been reading Knight'smind. "All my
life I've played second-fiddle to someone else. Now, the world will danceto my tune™

Knight looked at him sharply and Cullin laughed with genuine mirth. "No, I'm not insane. Thisshipis
my whip; I'll use the threet of it to whip the world into billions of gentle, obedient horses.”

" Obedience seemsto be amaniawith you."

"It produces the desired results. That'swhy | liked your robot; no threats were necessary, no 'y
drugs. It accepted orders without question and carried them out without question.”

The bullets were no longer banging againgt the door, Knight noticed. That would mean that the
Center forces had gathered in strength and had drawn in closer; that the paratroopers had no time to
gpare for watching the door. Cullin liked the unquestioning obedience of arobot and he, Knight, could
not keep him from giving the order to the drive control that would lift the ship. The robotic brain that was
the drive control would obey instantly and without question, but if Cullin should not word hiscommand in
the proper manner—

"Once more I'm leaving you. Ligen while | give the order to your own ship.”

Cullin smiled once more, triumphant and exultant, and gave the order: "Ship'sdrive
control—acceleratel”

* * %

It was the command Knight had hoped he would give. It was acommand the robotic brain would
obey ingtantly and Cullin could never countermand.

It required dightly less than three seconds for the primary activation of the ship's drive, then the thrust
of acceleration came and the ship hurled itself upward. Cullin was shoved deep into the cushioned seat
by it, pinned and chained by it. He tried vainly to speak, the horror of sudden redization and fear in his
eyes, then the blankness of unconsciousness clouded them. Knight turned away from the viewscreen.
Cullin would be conscious when hereturned to it later in the day. Cullin would not die for along, long
time—the doctor in the control room was very competent.

He went to the door and stepped outside. The ship was gone, dready beyond sight, and the last of
the paratroopers were throwing down their guns and surrendering to the Center forces that surrounded
them. The planes were gone; back to carriers somewhere in the Pacific, he presumed, there to depend
upon thethresat of the disntegrator raysto shield them and the carriersfrom retdiation.

But there would be no war. Russo-Asiahad put al her eggsin one basket and one wrong word had
sent that basket away forever.

Someone was lying near Lab 4; motionless on the ground, his rimless glasses knocked askew by the
bullet that had killed him and looking mild and apol ogetic, even in degth. Knight felt asense of relief.
Vickson had paid the pendty and it had been gentle compared with the penalty Cullin would pay. It was
asit should be.

"Blacky."
June was coming toward him, a cartridge belt sagging from her waist and ariflein her hands.

"Wevelog, haven't we?' she asked, stopping before him. "They took the ship and we couldn't stop
them.”

"The ship will never come back," he said. He looked down &t her, her grimy hands clutching therifle,
her clothes torn and her face scratched and dirty and tear-streaked. He saw that most of the clipswere
gone from the cartridge belt.



"They got Tim," she said. "They must have killed him in thefirst bombing. | ought to go back and try
to help—there are so many people in need of help and it's what Connie would want me to do. But
firs"—shelooked up at him, tears suddenly threatening to wash anew channel through the dirt on her
face—"can't we take her—home?"

Hetook therifle she ill held and let hishand rest on her shoulder.
"Frg, well take Connie home.™

The doctor's pre-flight training had included the order to keep the pilot informed of each
man's physical condition.

How long had it been since the doctor last changed the words on the pilot's communications panel ?
Was histimefindly within short minutes of itsend? It was no longer hours, but minutes. The words reed:
OBSERVER HASA LIFE EXPECTANCY OF ONE HOUR AT PRESENT ACCELERATION.
DEATH FOR OBSERVER WILL RESULT UNLESS ACCELERATION ISREDUCED WITHIN
THAT PERIOD.

How many days and weeks had gone by since he had first given the fatal command to the
drive control? It had been Vickson who had done the thing that would so soon culminate in his
death. Vickson, the mild and apol ogetic. Vickson had feared that he would be deemed
dispensable, and this had been his means of revenge. Vickson had told him how to word the
command to the drive control: "Ship's drive control—accel erate!

Vickson had known that the robotic drive control would continue to accelerate until full acceleration
was reached. Vickson had known full acceleration would be maintained until he ordered it reduced.
Vickson had known that the first surge of acceleration would render him speechless and unconscious.
Vickson had known that the robot doctor in the control room would do the only thing possible to save
hislife while under full acceeration: by-pass his heart with amechanica heart, and put it in conjunction
with amechanica lung that frothed and aerated his blood. Vickson had known he would live along time
that way, with the doctor watching over him and administering nutrientsinto his bloodstream.
Nutrients—and the antihysteria drug that had been designed to keep the observer's mind clear and logica
S0 that he could meet any emergency!

How long had it been since the viewscreen shifted into the red and then turned black as the
ship exceeded the speed of light?

They had watched him until the ship's speed had become too great. Knight, and others he did
not know. He had tried to appeal to themto do something; pleading mutely, with all the power of



his terrified mind. They had done nothing—what could they do? The robot had been ordered to
destroy the units that enabled the ground-control station to control the ship, and machines did not
make mistakes when carrying out orders.

Knight had spoken to him once: "You wanted obedience, Cullin—now you have it. You
climbed a long way up by forcing human beings to behave like machines. But you werewrong in
one respect; no human can ever be forced to behave exactly like a machine, and no machine can
ever be constructed that will behave exactly like a human. Machines are the servants of humans,
not their equals. There will always be a gulf between Flesh and Steel. Read those five words on
the panel before you and you will understand.”

How many minutes did he have left? The doctor knew he wanted to live, and it knew it had
only to reduce the acceleration to save hislife. It was intelligent and it knew what he wanted, but
it was obedient and it was waiting to be ordered to reduce the acceleration.

It was watching him, waiting for himto give the order, and it knew he could not speak
without lungs!

Once he had wanted obedience, without question, without initiative of thought. Now, he had
it. Now he understood what Knight had meant. The full, bitter lesson was in the five words on the
panel before him, and he was trying to laugh without lungs when he died, his eyes fixed on it and

his lips drawn back in a grim travesty of a smile.
* * %

It was a good ship, built to travel almost forever, and it hurled itself on through the galaxy at
full acceleration; on and on until the galaxy was a great pinwheel of white fire behind it and there
was nothing beforeit.

On and on, faster and faster, into the black void of Nothing; without reason or purpose while
a dark-eyed robot stared at a skeleton that was grinning mirthlessly at a five-word sentence:

A MACHINE DOESNOT CARE.

THE COLD EQUATIONS

Editor's note: And here we come to the end, the backdrop of reality that Godwin
never forgot. There are times| think "The Cold Equations’ may be the greatest
science fiction story ever written. But it's not a story | read very often. And I'm glad
that | started, at the age of thirteen, with The Survivors.

Hewas not done.
There was nothing to indicate the fact but the white hand of the tiny gauge on the board before him.



The control room was empty but for himself; there was no sound other than the murmur of the
drives—but the white hand had moved. It had been on zero when the little ship was launched from the
Sardust; now, an hour later, it had crept up. There was something in the supplies closet acrossthe
room, it was saying, some kind of abody that radiated heat.

It could be but one kind of abody—aliving, human body.

He leaned back in the pilot's chair and drew adeep, dow bregth, considering what he would have to
do. Hewas an EDS pilat, inured to the sight of death, long since accustomed to it and to viewing the
dying of another man with an objective lack of emotion, and he had no choice in what he must do. There
could be no aternative—but it required afew moments of conditioning for even an EDS pilot to prepare
himself to walk across the room and coldly, deliberately, take the life of aman he had yet to mest.

Hewould, of course, doit. It wasthe law, stated very bluntly and definitely in grim Paragraph L,
Section 8, of Interstellar Regulations: Any stowaway discovered in an EDS shall be jettisoned
immediately following discovery.

It was the law, and there could be no appedl.

* * *

It was alaw not of men's choosing but made imperative by the circumstances of the space frontier.
Gdactic expansion had followed the devel opment of the hyperspace drive and as men scattered wide
across the frontier there had come the problem of contact with the isolated first-colonies and exploration
parties. The huge hyperspace cruisers were the product of the combined genius and effort of Earth and
werelong and expensivein the building. They were not available in such numbersthat small colonies
could possessthem. The cruisers carried the colonists to their new worlds and made periodic vigts,
running on tight schedules, but they could not stop and turn aside to visit colonies scheduled to be visited
at another time; such adeay would destroy their schedule and produce a confusion and uncertainty that
would wreck the complex interdependence between old Earth and the new worlds of the frontier.

Some method of ddlivering supplies or ass stance when an emergency occurred on aworld not
scheduled for avisit had been needed and the Emergency Dispatch Ships had been the answer. Small
and collapsible, they occupied little room in the hold of the cruiser; made of light metal and plagtics, they
were driven by asmall rocket drive that consumed relatively little fuel. Each cruiser carried four EDS's
and when acall for aid was received the nearest cruiser would drop into normal space long enough to
launch an EDSwith the needed supplies or personnd, then vanish again asit continued on its course.

The cruisers, powered by nuclear converters, did not use the liquid rocket fuel but nuclear converters
were far too large and complex to permit their ingtalation in the EDS. The cruisers were forced by
necessity to carry alimited amount of the bulky rocket fuel and the fuel was rationed with care; the
cruiser's computers determining the exact amount of fuel each EDS would require for itsmission. The
computers cons dered the course coordinates, the mass of the EDS, the mass of pilot and cargo; they
were very precise and accurate and omitted nothing from their calculations. They could not, however,
foresee, and alow for, the added mass of a stowaway.

* * %

The Stardust had received the request from one of the exploration parties stationed on Woden; the
Sx men of the party aready being stricken with the fever carried by the green kala midges and their own
supply of serum destroyed by the tornado that had torn through their camp. The Stardust had gone
through the usua procedure; dropping into norma space to launch the EDS with the fever serum, then
vanishing again in hyperspace. Now, an hour later, the gauge was saying there was something more than
the small carton of serum in the supplies closet.

Helet hiseyesrest on the narrow white door of the closet. There, just ingde, another man lived and
breathed and was beginning to fed assured that discovery of his presence would now betoo late for the
pilot to ater the Stuation. It was too late—for the man behind the door it wasfar later than he thought
and in away hewould find terribleto believe.



There could be no dternative. Additional fuel would be used during the hours of deceleration to
compensate for the added mass of the sowaway; infinitesmal increments of fudl that would not be
missed until the ship had almost reached its destination. Then, at some distance above the ground that
might be as near as athousand feet or asfar astens of thousands of feet, depending upon the mass of
ship and cargo and the preceding period of decderation, the unmissed increments of fuel would make
their absence known; the EDS would expend itslast drops of fuel with asputter and go into whistling free
fal. Ship and pilot and stowaway would merge together upon impact as awreckage of metal and pladtic,
flesh and blood, driven deep into the soil. The stowaway had signed his own death warrant when he
conceded himsdlf on the ship; he could not be permitted to take seven others with him.

Helooked again at the telltale white hand, then rose to hisfeet. What he must do would be
unpleasant for both of them; the sooner it was over, the better. He stepped across the control room, to
stand by the white door.

"Come out!" His command was harsh and abrupt above the murmur of the drive.

It seemed he could hear the whisper of afurtive movement insde the closet, then nothing. He
visudized the stowaway cowering closer into one corner, suddenly worried by the possible
consequences of hisact and his self-assurance evaporating.

"l said out!"

He heard the stowaway move to obey and he waited with his eyes alert on the door and his hand
near the blagter at hisside.

The door opened and the stowaway stepped through it, smiling. "All right—I give up. Now what?*
Itwasagirl.

* * %

He stared without speaking, his hand dropping away from the blaster and acceptance of what he saw
coming like a heavy and unexpected physica blow. The stowaway was not aman—shewasadgirl in her
teens, stlanding before him in little white gypsy sandaswith the top of her brown, curly head hardly higher
than his shoulder, with afaint, sweet scent of perfume coming from her and her smiling facetilted up so
her eyes could look unknowing and unafraid into his as she waited for hisanswer.

Now what? Had it been asked in the deep, defiant voice of aman he would have answered it with
action, quick and efficient. He would have taken the stowaway's identification disk and ordered him into
theair lock. Had the stowaway refused to obey, he would have used the blaster. It would not have taken
long; within aminute the body would have been gected into space—had the scowaway been aman.

He returned to the pilot's chair and motioned her to seet hersalf on the boxlike bulk of the
drive-control unitsthat set againgt thewall beside him. She obeyed, his silence making the smile fadeinto
the meek and guilty expression of a pup that has been caught in mischief and knows it must be punished.

"You gill haven't told me," she said. "I'm guilty, so what happensto menow? Do | pay afine, or
what?'
"What are you doing here?' he asked. "Why did you stow away on thisEDS?"

"I wanted to see my brother. HE's with the government survey crew on Woden and | haven't seen
him for ten years, not since he left Earth to go into government survey work."

"What was your destination on the Sardust?"

"Mimir. | have apodition waiting for me there. My brother has been sending money home dl thetime
to us—my father and mother and I—and he paid for aspecid coursein linguistics | wastaking. |
graduated sooner than expected and | was offered thisjob on Mimir. | knew it would be amost ayear
before Gerry's job was done on Woden so he could come on to Mimir and that'swhy | hid in the closet,
there. There was plenty of room for me and | was willing to pay the fine. There were only the two of us
kids—Gerry and I—and | haven't seen him for so long, and | didn't want to wait another year when |
could see him now, even though | knew | would be bresking some kind of aregulation when | did it."



| knew | would be breaking some kind of a regulation— In away, she could not be blamed for
her ignorance of the law; she was of Earth and had not redlized that the laws of the space frontier mug,
of necessity, be as hard and relentless as the environment that gave them birth. Y &, to protect such as
her from the results of their own ignorance of the frontier, there had been asign over the door that led to
the section of the Stardust that housed the EDS; asign that was plain for al to see and heed:

UNAUTHORIZED PERSONNEL
KEEP OUT!

"Does your brother know that you took passage on the Stardust for Mimir?”

"Oh, yes. | sent him a spacegram telling him about my graduation and about going to Mimir on the
Sardust amonth beforel |eft Earth. | dready knew Mimir was where he would be stationed in alittle
over ayear. He gets a promotion then, and helll be based on Mimir and not have to stay out ayear at a
timeonfidd trips, like he does now."

There were two different survey groups on Woden, and he asked, "What is his name?"

"Cross—Gerry Cross. He'sin Group Two—that was the way his address read. Do you know him?"

Group One had requested the serum; Group Two was eight thousand miles away, acrossthe
Western Sea.

"No, I've never met him," he said, then turned to the control board and cut the deceleration to a
fraction of agravity; knowing as he did so that it could not avert the ultimate end, yet doing the only thing
he could do to prolong that ultimate end. The sensation was like that of the ship suddenly dropping and
the girl'sinvoluntary movement of surprise haf lifted her from the sest.

"We're going faster now, aren't we?' she asked. "Why are we doing that?"

Hetold her thetruth. "To savefud for alittlewhile."

"Y ou mean, we don't have very much?'

He ddlayed the answer he must give her so soon to ask: "How did you manage to stow away?

"l just sort of walked in when no one waslooking my way," she said. "l was practicing my Gelanese
on the native girl who does the cleaning in the Ship's Supply office when someone came in with an order
for suppliesfor the survey crew on Woden. | dipped into the closet there after the ship was ready to go
and just before you camein. It was an impulse of the moment to stow away, so | could get to see
Gerry—and from the way you keep looking at me so grim, I'm not sure it was avery wiseimpulse.

"But I'll beamodd crimind—or do | mean prisoner?' She amiled at him again. "l intended to pay for
my keep on top of paying thefine. | can cook and | can patch clothesfor everyone and | know how to
do dl kinds of useful things, even alittle bit about nuraing.”

There was one more question to ask:

"Did you know what the supplies were that the survey crew ordered?’

"Why, no. Equipment they needed in their work, | supposed.”

Why couldn't she have been aman with some ulterior motive? A fugitive from justice, hoping to lose
himsdf on araw new world; an opportunist, seeking transportation to the new colonies where he might
find golden fleece for the taking; a crackpot, with amisson—

Perhaps oncein hislifetime an EDS pilot would find such a stowaway on his ship; warped men, mean
and salfish men, brutal and dangerous men—but never, before, asmiling, blue-eyed girl who waswilling
to pay her fine and work for her keep that she might see her brother.

* * %

He turned to the board and turned the switch that would signal the Sardust. The cdl would befutile



but he could not, until he had exhausted that one vain hope, seize her and thrust her into the air lock ashe
would an anima—or aman. The ddlay, in the meantime, would not be dangerous with the EDS
decderdting &t fractiona gravity.

A voice spoke from the communicator. " Stardust. Identify yoursalf and proceed.”

"Barton, EDS 34G11. Emergency. Give me Commander Delhart.”

There was afaint confusion of noises as the request went through the proper channels. The girl was
watching him, nolonger smiling.

"Areyou going to order them to come back after me?' she asked.

The communicator clicked and there was the sound of adistant voice saying, "Commander, the EDS
requests—"
"Arethey coming back after me?' she asked again. "Won't | get to see my brother, after al?’

"Barton?' The blunt, gruff voice of Commander Delhart came from the communicator. "What's this
about an emergency?'

"A stowaway," he answered.

"A stowaway?' Therewasadight surpriseto the question. "That's rather unusual—but why the
‘emergency’ cal?Y ou discovered him in time so there should be no appreciable danger and | presume
you've informed Ship's Records so his nearest relatives can be notified.”

"That'swhy | had to call you, first. The stowaway is still aboard and the circumstances are so
different—"

"Different?’ the commander interrupted, impatiencein hisvoice. "How can they be different? Y ou
know you have alimited supply of fuel; you aso know thelaw, aswell as| do: 'Any sowaway
discovered in an EDS shdl bejettisoned immediately following discovery.' "

There was the sound of asharply indrawn breath from the girl. "What does he mean?"
"Thestowaway isagirl.”

"What?"

" She wanted to see her brother. She's only akid and she didn't know what she wasredly doing.”

"l see." All the curtness was gone from the commander's voice. " So you called mein the hope | could
do something?' Without waiting for an answer he went on. "'I'm sorry—I can do nothing. This cruiser
must maintain its schedule; thelife of not one person but the lives of many depend onit. | know how you
fed but I'm powerlessto help you. I'll have you connected with Ship's Records.”

* * *

The communicator faded to afaint rustle of sound and he turned back to the girl. She wasleaning
forward on the bench, amost rigid, her eyesfixed wide and frightened.

"What did he mean, to go through withit? To jettison me. . . to go through with it—wheat did he
mean? Not theway it sounded . . . he couldn't have. What did he mean . . . what did he redly mean?'

Her time was too short for the comfort of alieto be more than acruely fleeting delusion.
"He meant it theway it sounded.”

"No!" She recoiled from him as though he had struck her, one hand haf upraised asthough to fend
him off and stark unwillingnessto believein her eyes.

"It will haveto be"
"No! You'rejoking—you'reinsane! Y ou can't mean it!"

"I'm sorry." He spoke dowly to her, gently. "1 should have told you before—I should have, but | had
to dowhat | could firgt; | had to call the Sardust. Y ou heard what the commander said.”

"But you can't—if you make me leave the ship, I'll die."
"l know."



She searched hisface and the unwillingnessto believe left her eyes, giving way dowly to alook of
dazed terror.

"Y ou—know?" She spoke the words far apart, numb and wonderingly.

"l know. It hasto be like that.”

"Y ou mean it—you redly meanit." She sagged back againg thewall, smadl and limp likealittlerag
doll and al the protesting and disbelief gone. "Y ou're going to do it—you're going to make me die?'

"I'm sorry," he said again. "Y ou'll never know how sorry | am. It hasto be that way and no human in
the universe can changeit.”

"Y ou're going to make medieand | didn't do anything to die fo—I didn't do anything—"

He sighed, deep and weary. "1 know you didnt, child. | know you didn't—"

"EDS." The communicator rapped brisk and metalic. "Thisis Ship's Records. Give usal information
on subject'sidentification disk.”

He got out of his chair to stand over her. She clutched the edge of the seet, her upturned face white
under the brown hair and the lipstick standing out like ablood-red cupid's bow.

"Now?"

"l want your identification disk," he said.

She released the edge of the seat and fumbled at the chain that suspended the plastic disk from her
neck with fingersthat were trembling and awkward. He reached down and unfastened the clasp for her,
than returned with the disk to his chair.

"Heresyour data, Records: |dentification Number T837—"

"One moment,” Records interrupted. "Thisisto be filed on the gray card, of course?"

"y es"

"And thetime of the execution?"'

"Il tell you leter."

"Later? Thisishighly irregular; thetime of the subject's death isrequired before—"

He kept the thickness out of hisvoice with an effort. "Then well doit inahighly irregular
manner—you'll hear the disk reed, first. The subject isagirl and she'slistening to everything that's said.
Areyou cgpable of understanding that?"

There was abrief, dmost shocked, silence, then Records said meekly: " Sorry. Go ahead.”

He began to read the disk, reading it dowly to delay theinevitable for aslong as possible, trying to
help her by giving her what little time he could to recover from her first terror and let it resolveinto the
calm of acceptance and resgnation.

"Number T8374 dash Y 54. Name: Marilyn Lee Cross. Sex: Femade. Born: July 7, 2160. She was
only eighteen. Height: 5-3. Weight: 110. Such a slight weight, yet enough to add fatally to the mass
of the shell-thin bubble that was an EDS. Hair: Brown. Eyes. Blue. Complexion: Light. Blood Type:
O. Irrelevant data. Dedtination: Port City, Mimir. Invalid data—"

Hefinished and said, "I'll call you later," then turned once again to the girl. She was huddled back
againg thewall, watching him with alook of numb and wondering fascination.

"They'rewaiting for you to kill me, aren't they? They want me dead, don't they? Y ou and everybody
on the cruiser wants me dead, don't you?' Then the numbness broke and her voice wasthat of a
frightened and bewildered child. "Everybody wants me dead and | didn't do anything. I didn't hurt
anyone—I only wanted to see my brother.”

"It'snot theway you think—it isn't that way, at dl," he said. "Nobody wantsit this way; nobody
would ever let it bethisway if it was humanly possible to changeit.”



"Thenwhy isit! | don't understand. Why isit?’

"Thisshipiscarying kala fever serum to Group One on Woden. Their own supply was destroyed
by atornado. Group Two—the crew your brother isin—is eight thousand miles away acrossthe
Western Seaand their helicopters can't crossit to help Group One. Thefever isinvariably fatal unlessthe
serum can be had in time, and the six men in Group One will die unlessthis ship reachesthem on
schedule. Theselittle ships are dways given barely enough fud to reach their destination and if you stay
aboard your added weight will causeit to use up al itsfuel before it reaches the ground. It will crash,
then, and you and | will die and so will the Sx men waiting for the fever serum.”

It was afull minute before she spoke, and as she considered his words the expression of numbness
|eft her eyes.

"Isthat it?" she asked at lagt. " Just that the ship doesn't have enough fudl?"

"y es"

"l can go doneor | can take seven others with me—isthat theway it is?'

"That'stheway itis.”

"And nobody wants meto haveto die?"

"Nobody."

"Then maybe—Are you sure nothing can be done about it? Wouldn't people help meif they could?"

"Everyone would like to help you but thereis nothing anyone can do. | did the only thing | could do
when | cdled the Stardust.”

"And it won't come back—but there might be other cruisers, mightn't there? |sn't there any hope at
al that there might be someone, somewhere, who could do something to help me?"

She was leaning forward alittle in her eagerness as she waited for his answer.

"No."

The word was like the drop of acold stone and she again leaned back against the wall, the hope and
eagernessleaving her face. Y ou're sure—you know you're sure?'

"I'm sure. There are no other cruisers within forty light-years, thereis nothing and no one to change

She dropped her gaze to her lap and began twisting apleat of her skirt between her fingers, saying no
more as her mind began to adapt itsalf to the grim knowledge.

* k%

It was better so0; with the going of al hope would go the fear; with the going of al hope would come
resignation. She needed time and she could have so little of it. How much?

The EDS's were not equipped with hull-cooling units; their speed had to be reduced to amoderate
level before entering the atmosphere. They were decelerating at .10 gravity; gpproaching their destination
at afar higher speed than the computers had calculated on. The Stardust had been quite near Woden
when shelaunched the EDS; their present vel ocity was putting them nearer by the second. Therewould
be acritica point, soon to be reached, when he would have to resume decel eration. When he did so the
girl'sweight would be multiplied by the gravities of deceleration, would become, suddenly, afactor of
paramount importance; the factor the computers had been ignorant of when they determined the amount
of fuel the EDS should have. She would have to go when deceleration began; it could be no other way.
When would that be—how long could he let her stay?

"How long can | say?'

He winced involuntarily from the words that were so like an echo of his own thoughts. How long? He
didn't know; he would have to ask the ship's computers. Each EDS was given a meager surplus of fud to

compensate for unfavorable conditions within the amosphere and rdatively little fued wasbeing
consumed for the time being. The memory banks of the computerswould sill contain dl data pertaining



to the course st for the EDS; such datawould not be erased until the EDS reached its destination. He
had only to give the computers the new data; the girl's weight and the exact time at which he had reduced
the deceeration to .10.

"Barton." Commander Delhart's voice came abruptly from the communicator, as he opened his
mouth to cal the Stardust. "A check with Records shows me you haven't completed your report. Did
you reduce the deceleration?”

So the commander knew what he was trying to do.

"I'm decelerating at point ten," he answered. "I cut the decel eration at seventeen fifty and theweight is
ahundred and ten. | would like to stay at point ten aslong as the computers say | can. Will you give them
the question?”'

It was contrary to regulations for an EDS pilot to make any changesin the course or degree of
decel eration the computers had set for him but the commander made no mention of the violation, neither
did he ask the reason for it. It was not necessary for him to ask; he had not become commander of an
interstellar cruiser without both intelligence and an understanding of human nature. He said only: "I'll have
that given the computers.”

The communicator fell slent and he and the girl waited, neither of them speaking. They would not
have to wait long; the computers would give the answer within moments of the asking. The new factors
would be fed into the steel maw of the first bank and the dectrica impulseswould go through the
complex circuits. Here and there ardlay might click, atiny cog turn over, but it would be essentialy the
electrical impulsesthat found the answer; formless, mindless, invisble, determining with utter precison
how long the pale girl beside him might live. Then a second steed maw would spit out the answer.

The chronometer on the instrument board read 18:10 when the commander spoke again.
"You will resume decelertion & nineteen ten.”

She looked toward the chronometer, then quickly avay fromit. "Isthat when . . . when| go?' she
asked. He nodded and she dropped her eyesto her lap again.

"I'll have the course corrections given you,” the commander said. "Ordinarily | would never permit
anything like thisbut | understand your position. Thereisnothing | can do, other than what |'ve just done,
and you will not deviate from these new ingtructions. Y ou will complete your report at nineteen ten.
Now—nhere are the course corrections.”

The voice of some unknown technician read them to him and he wrote them down on the pad
clipped to the edge of the control board. There would, he saw, be periods of deceleration when he
neared the atmosphere when the deceleration would be five gravities—and &t five gravities, one hundred
and ten pounds would become five hundred fifty pounds.

Thetechnician finished and he terminated the contact with abrief acknowledgement. Then, hesitating
amoment, he reached out and shut off the communicator. It was 18:13 and he would have nothing to
report until 19:10. In the meantime, it somehow seemed indecent to permit othersto hear what she might
say in her last hour.

He began to check the instrument readings, going over them with unnecessary downess. She would
have to accept the circumstances and there was nothing he could do to help her into acceptance; words
of sympathy would only delay it.

It was 18:20 when she stirred from her motionlessness and spoke.

"So that'sthe way it hasto be with me?

He swung around to face her. "Y ou understand now, don't you? No onewould ever let it belikethis
if it could be changed.”

"l understand,” she said. Some of the color had returned to her face and the lipstick no longer stood
out so vividly red. "Thereisn't enough fud for meto stay; when | hid on thisship | got into something |



didn't know anything about and now | haveto pay for it."

She had violated aman-made law that said KEEP OUT but the penalty was not of men's making or
desire and it was a penalty men could not revoke. A physical law had decreed: h amount of fuel will
power an EDSwith a mass of m safely to its destination; and asecond physical law had decreed: h
amount of fuel will not power an EDSwith a mass of m plus x safely to its destination.

EDS's obeyed only physica laws and no amount of human sympathy for her could ater the second
law.

"But I'm afraid. | don't want to die—not now. | want to live and nobody is doing anything to help me;
everybody isletting me go ahead and acting just like nothing was going to happen to me. I'm going to die
and nobody cares.”

"Weadl do," hesaid. "I do and the commander does and the clerk in Ship's Records; we dl care and
each of usdid what little he could to help you. It wasn't enough—it was dmost nothing—but it was al we
could do."

"Not enough fuel—I can understand that," she said, as though she had not heard his own words. "But
to haveto diefor it. Me, done—"

How hard it must be for her to accept the fact. She had never known danger of desth; had never
known the environments where the lives of men could be asfragile and fleeting as seafoam tossed
againgt arocky shore. She belonged on gentle Earth, in that secure and peaceful society where she could
be young and gay and laughing with the others of her kind; wherelife was precious and well-guarded and
there was away's the assurance that tomorrow would come. She belonged in that world of soft winds
and warm suns, music and moonlight and gracious manners and not on the hard, bleak frontier.

"How did it happen to me, so terribly quickly? An hour ago | was on the Stardust, going to Mimir.
Now the Stardust isgoing on without me and I'm going to die and I'll never see Gerry and Mamaand
Daddy again—I'll never see anything again.”

He hesitated, wondering how he could explain it to her so shewould really understand and not fedl
she had, somehow, been the victim of areasonlesdy crud injustice. She did not know what the frontier
waslike; she thought in terms of safe-and-secure Earth. Pretty girls were not jettisoned on Earth; there
wasalaw againg it. On Earth her plight would have filled the newscasts and afast black Patrol ship
would have been racing to her rescue. Everyone, everywhere, would have known of Marilyn Lee Cross
and no effort would have been spared to save her life. But thiswas not Earth and there were no Patrol
ships, only the Stardust, leaving them behind at many times the speed of light. There was no oneto help
her, there would be no Marilyn Lee Cross smiling from the newscasts tomorrow. Marilyn Lee Cross
would be but a poignant memory for an EDS pilot and aname on agray card in Ship's Records.

"It'sdifferent here; it's not like back on Earth," he said. "It isn't that no one cares; it's that no one can
do anything to help. The frontier is big and here dong its rim the colonies and exploration parties are
scattered so thin and far between. On Woden, for example, there are only sixteen men—sixteen men on
an entireworld. The exploration parties, the survey crews, thelittle first-colonies—they're dl fighting dien
environments, trying to make away for those who will follow after. The environments fight back and
those who go first usually make mistakes only once. Thereisno margin of safety aong the rim of the
frontier; there can't be until the way is made for the otherswho will come later, until the new worlds are
tamed and settled. Until then men will have to pay the penalty for making mistakes with no oneto help
them because thereis no one to help them.”

"l wasgoing to Mimir," shesaid. "I didn't know about the frontier; | was only going to Mimir and it's
sfe”
"Mimir is safe but you |eft the cruiser that wastaking you there."

Shewasslent for alittlewhile. "It was al so wonderful at first; there was plenty of room for meon
thisship and | would be seeing Gerry so soon . . . | didn't know about the fuel, didn't know what would
happen to me—"



Her wordstrailed away and he turned his attention to the viewscreen, not wanting to Stare a her as
shefought her way through the black horror of fear toward the calm gray of acceptance.

* % %

Woden was aball, enshrouded in the blue haze of its atmosphere, svimming in space againgt the
background of star-sprinkled dead blackness. The great mass of Manning's Continent sprawled likea
gigantic hourglassin the Eagtern Seawith the western hdf of the Eastern Continent ill visble. Therewas
athinline of shadow aong the right-hand edge of the globe and the Eastern Continent was disappearing
into it asthe planet turned on its axis. An hour before the entire continent had been in view, now a
thousand miles of it had gone into the thin edge of shadow and around to the night that lay on the other
sde of theworld. The dark blue spot that was L otus L ake was approaching the shadow. It was
somewhere near the southern edge of the lake that Group Two had their camp. It would be night there,
soon, and quick behind the coming of night the rotation of Woden on its axiswould put Group Two
beyond the reach of the ship'sradio.

Hewould haveto tell her beforeit wastoo late for her to talk to her brother. In away, it would be
better for both of them should they not do so but it was not for him to decide. To each of them the last
words would be something to hold and cherish, something that would cut like the blade of aknife yet
would beinfinitely preciousto remember, shefor her own brief momentsto live and hefor the rest of his
life

He held down the button that would flash the grid lines on the viewscreen and used the known
diameter of the planet to estimate the distance the southern tip of Lotus Lake had yet to go until it passed
beyond radio range. It was gpproximately five hundred miles. Five hundred miles; thirty minutes—and the
chronometer read 18:30. Allowing for error in estimating, it could not be later than 19:05 that the turning
of Woden would cut off her brother's voice.

Thefirst border of the Western Continent was aready in sight aong the left sde of the world. Four
thousand miles acrossit lay the shore of the Western Seaand the Camp of Group One. It had beenin
the Western Seathat the tornado had originated, to strike with such fury at the camp and destroy half
their prefabricated buildings, including the one that housed the medica supplies. Two days beforethe
tornado had not existed; it had been no more than great gentle masses of air out over the cam Western
Sea. Group One had gone about their routine survey work, unaware of the meeting of the air masses out
at sea, unaware of the force the union was spawning. It had struck their camp without warning; a
thundering, roaring destruction that sought to annihilate dl that lay beforeit. It had passed on, leaving the
wreckage in itswake. It had destroyed the labor of months and had doomed six men to die and then, as
though its task was accomplished, it once more began to resolve into gentle masses of air. But for dl its
deadliness, it had destroyed with neither malice nor intent. It had been ablind and mindlessforce,
obeying the laws of nature, and it would have followed the same course with the same fury had men
never existed.

Existence required Order and there was order; the laws of nature, irrevocable and immutable. Men
could learn to use them but men could not change them. The circumference of acirclewasadwayspi
times the diameter and no science of Man would ever make it otherwise. The combination of chemica A
with chemica B under condition C invariably produced reaction D. The law of gravitation wasarigid
equation and it made no digtinction between the fal of aleaf and the ponderous circling of abinary star
system. The nuclear conversion process powered the cruisersthat carried men to the sars; the same
process in the form of anovawould destroy aworld with equa efficiency. Thelaws were, and the
universe moved in obedience to them. Along the frontier were arrayed dl the forces of nature and
sometimes they destroyed those who were fighting their way outward from Earth. The men of the frontier
had long ago learned the bitter futility of cursing the forcesthat would destroy them for the forceswere
blind and desf; the futility of looking to the heavensfor mercy, for the stars of the galaxy swung in their
long, long sweep of two hundred million years, asinexorably controlled asthey by the lawsthat knew
neither hatred nor compassion.



The men of thefrontier knew—but how was agirl from Earth to fully understand? H amount of fuel
will not power an EDSwith a mass of m plus x safely to its destination. To himsdf and her brother
and parents she was a sweet-faced girl in her teens; to the laws of nature she was X, the unwanted factor
inacold equation.

* * %

She dtirred again on the seat. "Could | write aletter? | want to write to Mamaand Daddy and I'd like
to talk to Gerry. Could you let metak to him over your radio there?!

"Il try to get him," he said.
He switched on the normal-space transmitter and pressed the signal button. Someone answered the
buzzer dmost immediately.

"Helo. How'sit going with you fellows now—isthe EDS on itsway?"
"Thisisn't Group One; thisisthe EDS," hesaid. "Is Gerry Crossthere?”

"Gerry? He and two others went out in the helicopter thismorning and aren't back yet. It'samost
sundown, though, and he ought to be back right away—in lessthan an hour a the most.”

"Can you connect methrough to theradio in his'copter?’

"Huh-uh. It's been out of commission for two months—some printed circuits went haywire and we
can't get any more until the next cruiser stops by. Isit something important—bad newsfor him, or
something?'

"Y es—it'svery important. When he comesin get him to the transmitter as soon as you possibly can.”

"I'll do that; I'll have one of the boyswaiting at the field with atruck. Isthere anything else | can do?!

"No, | guessthat'sall. Get him there as soon as you can and signal me.”

He turned the volume to an inaudible minimum, an act that would not affect the functioning of the
signal buzzer, and unclipped the pad of paper from the control board. He tore off the sheet containing his
flight instructions and handed the pad to her, together with pencil.

"I'd better write to Gerry, too," she said as she took them. "He might not get back to campin time."

She began to write, her fingers still clumsy and uncertain in the way they handled the pencil and the
top of it trembling alittle as she poised it between words. He turned back to the viewscreen, to Sare at it
without seeing it.

Shewasalondly little child, trying to say her last good-by, and she would lay out her heart to them.
She would tdl them how much she loved them and she would tdll them to not fedl badly about it, thet it
was only something that must happen eventually to everyone and she was not afraid. Thelast would bea
lieand it would be there to read between the sprawling, uneven lines, avdiant little lie that would make
the hurt dl the greater for them.

Her brother was of the frontier and he would understand. He would not hate the EDS pilot for doing
nothing to prevent her going; he would know there had been nothing the pilot could do. He would
understand, though the understanding would not soften the shock and pain when he learned his sister was
gone. But the others, her father and mother—they would not understand. They were of Earth and they
would think in the manner of those who had never lived where the safety margin of lifewasathin, thin
line—and sometimes not at al. What would they think of the faceless, unknown pilot who had sent her to
her desth?

They would hate him with cold and terrible intensity but it redlly didn't matter. He would never see
them, never know them. He would have only the memoriesto remind him; only the nightsto fear, when a
blue-eyed girl in gypsy sandaswould comein hisdreamsto die again—

* % %

He scowled at the viewscreen and tried to force histhoughtsinto lessemotiond channels. Therewas
nothing he could do to help her. She had unknowingly subjected herself to the pendty of alaw that
recognized neither innocence nor youth nor beauty, that was incapable of sympathy or leniency. Regret



wasillogica—and yet, could knowing it to beillogical ever keep it avay?

She stopped occasondly, as though trying to find the right wordsto tell them what she wanted them
to know, then the pencil would resume its whispering to the paper. It was 18:37 when she folded the
letter in a square and wrote aname on it. She began writing another, twice looking up at the chronometer
as though she feared the black hand might reach its rendezvous before she had finished. It was 18:45
when she folded it as she had done the first letter and wrote aname and address oniit.

She held the letters out to him. "Will you take care of these and see that they're enveloped and
mailed?'

"Of course." He took them from her hand and placed them in apocket of hisgray uniform shirt.

"These can't be sent off until the next cruiser stops by and the Stardust will have long sncetold them
about me, won't it?" she asked. He nodded and she went on, "That makes the | etters not important in one
way but in another way they're very important—to me, and to them.”

"I know. | understand, and I'll take care of them.”

She glanced at the chronometer, then back at him. "It seemsto move faster dl the time, doesn't it?

He said nothing, unable to think of anything to say, and she asked, "Do you think Gerry will come
back to camp intime?"

"| think s0. They said he should bein right away."

She began to roll the pencil back and forth between her pams. "I hope he does. | fed sick and
scared and | want to hear his voice again and maybe | won't fed so aone. I'm acoward and | can't help
it

"No," hesaid, "you're not acoward. Y ou're afraid, but you're not a coward.”

"Isthere adifference?’

Henodded. "A lot of difference.”

"| fed so done. | never did fed likethisbefore; like | wasdl by myself and there was nobody to care
what happened to me. Always, before, there was Mamaand Daddy there and my friends around me. |
had lots of friends, and they had a going-away party for methe night before | left.”

Friends and music and laughter for her to remember—and on the viewscreen L otus Lake was going
into the shadow.

"Isit the samewith Gerry?' she asked. "I mean, if he should make amistake, would he haveto die
for it, dl done and with no oneto hdp him?'

"It'sthe samewith dl dong thefrontier; it will dwaysbelikethat so long asthereisafrontier.”

"Gerry didnt tdl us. He said the pay was good and he sent money home al the time because
Daddy'slittle shop just brought in abareliving but hedidnt tdl usit waslikethis."

"Hedidn't tell you hiswork was dangerous?'

"Well—yes. He mentioned that, but we didn't understand. | lways thought danger dong the frontier
was something that was alot of fun; an exciting adventure, likein thethree-D shows." A wan smile
touched her face for amoment. "Only it'snat, isit? It'snot the same at al, because when it'sred you
can't go home after the show isover."

"No," hesaid. "No, you cant."

Her glance flicked from the chronometer to the door of the air lock then down to the pad and pencil
shedill held. She shifted her position dightly to lay them on the bench beside her, moving one foot out a
little. For thefirst time he saw that she was not wearing Vegan gypsy sandas but only chegp imitations;
the expensive Vegan leather was some kind of grained plagtic, the silver buckle was gilded iron, the
jewelswere colored glass. Daddy's little shop just brought in a bare living— She must have left
collegein her second year, to take the course in linguistics that would enable her to make her own way
and help her brother provide for her parents, earning what she could by part-time work after classes



were over. Her personal possessions on the Stardust would be taken back to her parents—they would
neither be of much vaue nor occupy much storage space on the return voyage.
* * %

"lsn'tit—" She stopped, and helooked at her questioningly. "lsn't it cold in here?" she asked, dmost
gpologeticaly. "Doesn' it seem cold to you?'

"Why, yes," he said. He saw by the main temperature gauge that the room was at precisdly normal
temperature. "Y es, it's colder than it should be."

"I wish Gerry would get back beforeit'stoo late. Do you redly think hewill, and you didn't just say
S0 to make mefed better?!

"I think he will—they said hewould bein pretty soon.” On the viewscreen Lotus Lake had goneinto
the shadow but for the thin blueline of its western edge and it was apparent he had overestimated the
time she would have in which to talk to her brother. Reluctantly, he said to her, "His camp will be out of
radio range in afew minutes;, he's on that part of Woden that's in the shadow"—he indicated the
viewscreen—"and the turning of Woden will put him beyond contact. There may not be much time left
when he comes in—not much timeto talk to him before he fades out. | wish | could do something about
it—I would cal him right now if | could.”

"Not even asmuch timeas| will haveto stay?'

"I'm afraid not."

"Then—" She straightened and looked toward the air lock with pale resolution. "Then I'll go when
Gerry passes beyond range. | won't wait any longer after that—I won't have anything to wait for."

Again there was nothing he could say.

"Maybe| shouldn't wait at al. Maybe I'm sdfish—maybe it would be better for Gerry if you just told
him about it afterward.”

There was an unconscious pleading for denia in the way she spoke and he said, "He wouldn't want
you to do thet, to not wait for him."

"It'sdready coming dark where heis, isnt it? There will be adl thelong night before him, and Mama
and Daddy don't know yet that | won't ever be coming back like I promised them | would. I've caused
everyone| loveto be hurt, haven't 1?1 didn't want to—I didn't intend to."

"It wasn't your fault," he said. "It wasn't your fault. They'll know that. They'll understand.”

"Atfirst | was s0 afraid to die that | was a coward and thought only of myself. Now, | see how
sfish | was. Theterrible thing about dying likethisisnot that I'll be gone but that I'll never seethem
again; never be ableto tell them that | didn't take them for granted; never be ableto tell them | knew of
the sacrifices they made to make my life happier, and | knew dl the thingsthey did for me and that |
loved them so much morethan | ever told them. I've never told them any of those things. Y ou don't tell
them such things when you're young and your lifeisal before you—you're afraid of sounding sentimenta
andglly.

"But it's so different when you have to die—you wish you had told them while you could and you
wish you could tell them you're sorry for dl the little mean things you ever did or said to them. Y ou wish
you could tell them that you didn't redly mean to ever hurt their fedings and for them to only remember
that you dwaysloved them far more than you ever let them know."

"You don't haveto tdl them that," he said. "They will know—they've dways knowniit."

"Areyou sure?' she asked. "How can you be sure? My people are strangersto you."

"Wherever you go, human nature and human hearts are the same.”

"And they will know what | want them to know—that | love them?"

"They've dwaysknown it, in away far better than you could ever put in wordsfor them.”

"| keep remembering the thingsthey did for me, and it'sthelittle thingsthey did that seemto bethe



most important to me, now. Like Gerry—he sent me a bracelet of fire-rubies on my sixteenth birthday. It
was beautiful—it must have cost him amonth's pay. Y et, | remember him more for what he did the night
my kitten got run over in the street. | was only six years old and he held me in his arms and wiped away
my tears and told me not to cry, that Flossy was gonefor just alittle while, for just long enough to get
hersaf anew fur coat and she would be on the foot of my bed the very next morning. | believed him and
quit crying and went to deep dreaming about my kitten coming back. When | woke up the next morning,
there was FHossy on the foot of my bed in abrand-new white fur coat, just like he had said she would be.

"It wasn't until along time later that Mamatold me Gerry had got the pet-shop owner out of bed at
four in the morning and, when the man got mad about it, Gerry told him he was either going to go down
and sl him the white kitten right then or held break his neck.”

"It'sdwaysthelittle things you remember people by; al thelittle thingsthey did because they wanted
to do them for you. Y ou've done the same for Gerry and your father and mother; al kinds of things that
you've forgotten about but that they will never forget.”

"I hopel have. | would like for them to remember melike that."

"They will."

"l wish—" Sheswalowed. "Theway I'll die—I wish they wouldn't ever think of that. I've read how
people look who diein space—their ingdes al ruptured and exploded and their lungs out between their
teeth and then, afew seconds later, they're dl dry and shapeless and horribly ugly. | don't want them to
ever think of me as something dead and horrible, like that."

"You'retheir own, their child and their Sster. They could never think of you other than the way you
would want them to; the way you looked the last time they saw you."

"I'md4till afraid,” shesaid. "l can't helpit, but | don't want Gerry to know it. If he gets back in time,
I'm going to act like I'm not afraid at al and—"

The sgnd buzzer interrupted her, quick and imperative.

"Gerry!" She cameto her feet. "It's Gerry, now!"

* k% %

He spun the volume control knob and asked: "Gerry Cross?"
"Yes" her brother answered, an undertone of tensenessto hisreply. "The bad news—what isit?'

She answered for him, standing close behind him and leaning down alittle toward the communicator,
her hand resting smal and cold on his shoulder.

"Hello, Gerry." There was only afaint quaver to betray the careful casuaness of her voice. "l wanted
to seeyou—"

"Marilyn!" There was sudden and terrible gpprehension in the way he spoke her name. "What are
you doing on that EDS?"

"l wanted to seeyou," she said again. "l wanted to seeyou, so | hid on thisship—"
"You hid onit?'
"I'mastowaway . .. | didn't know what it would mean—"

"Marilyn!" It wasthe cry of aman who calls hopel ess and desperate to someone aready and
forever gone from him. "What have you done?"

"l ...it'snot—" Then her own composure broke and the cold little hand gripped his shoulder
convulsively. "Don't, Gerry—I only wanted to seeyou; | didn't intend to hurt you. Please, Gerry, don't
fed like that—"

Something warm and wet splashed on hiswrist and he did out of the chair, to help her into it and
swing the microphone down to her own leve.

"Dont fed likethat—Don't et me go knowing you fed like that—"
The sob she had tried to hold back choked in her throat and her brother spoke to her. "Don't cry,



Marilyn." Hisvoice was suddenly deep and infinitely gentle, with al the pain held out of it. "Dont cry,
gs—you musin't do that. It'sdl right, honey—everythingisdl right.”

"|—" Her lower lip quivered and she bit intoit. "I didn't want you to fed that way—I just wanted us
to say good-by because | haveto goinaminute.”

"Sure—sure. That'sthe way it will be, gs. | didn't mean to sound theway | did.” Then hisvoice
changed to atone of quick and urgent demand. "EDS—have you called the Stardust? Did you check
with the computers?'

"| cdled the Sardust dmost an hour ago. It can't turn back, there are no other cruisers within forty
light-years, and thereisn't enough fue.”

"Areyou sure that the computers had the correct data—sure of everything?”

"Yes—do you think | could ever let it happen if | wasn't sure? | did everything | could do. If there
wasanything at dl | could do now, | would do it."

"Hetried to help me, Gerry." Her lower lip was no longer trembling and the short deeves of her
blouse were wet where she had dried her tears. "No one can help me and I'm not going to cry any more
and everything will bedl right with you and Daddy and Mama, wont it?"

"Sure—sureit will. Well make out fine."

Her brother's words were beginning to come in more faintly and he turned the volume control to
maximum. "He'sgoing out of range," he said to her. "Hell be gone within another minute.”

"You'refading out, Gerry," she said. "Y ou're going out of range. | wanted to tell you—but | cant,
now. We must say good-by so soon—but maybe I'll see you again. Maybe I'll come to you in your
dreamswith my hair in braids and crying because the kitten in my armsis dead; maybe I'll be the touch of
abreeze that whispersto you asit goes by; maybe I'll be one of those gold-winged larks you told me
about, singing my silly head off to you; maybe, a times, I'll be nothing you can see but you will know I'm
there beside you. Think of me likethat, Gerry; dways like that and not—the other way."

Dimmed to awhisper by the turning of Woden, the answer came back:

"Alwayslikethat, Marilyn—aways like that and never any other way."

"Our timeisup, Gerry—I haveto go, now. Good—" Her voice brokein mid-word and her mouth
tried to twist into crying. She pressed her hand hard against it and when she spoke again the words came
clear and true:

"Good-by, Gerry."

Faint and ineffably poignant and tender, the last words came from the cold meta of the
communicator:

"Good-by, little s ster—"

* k%

She sat motionlessin the hush that followed, as though listening to the shadow-echoes of the words
asthey died away, then she turned away from the communicator, toward the air lock, and he pulled
down the black lever beside him. Theinner door of the air lock did swiftly open, to reved the barelittle
cdl that was waiting for her, and shewalked toiit.

Shewalked with her head up and the brown curls brushing her shoulders, with the white sandals
stepping as sure and steady asthe fractiona gravity would permit and the gilded buckles twinkling with
little lights of blue and red and crystd. He let her walk aone and made no move to help her, knowing she
would not want it that way. She stepped into the air lock and turned to face him, only the pulsein her
throat to betray the wild beating of her heart.

"I'm ready," she said.

He pushed the lever up and the door did its quick barrier between them, enclosing her in black and
utter darknessfor her last moments of life. It clicked asit locked in place and he jerked down thered



lever. Therewas adight waver to the ship asthe air gushed from the lock, avibration to thewall as
though something had bumped the outer door in passing, then there was nothing and the ship was
dropping true and steady again. He shoved the red lever back to close the door on the empty air lock
and turned away, to walk to the pilot's chair with the dow steps of aman old and weary.

Back in the pilot's chair he pressed the signad button of the normal-space tranamitter. There was no
response; he had expected none. Her brother would have to wait through the night until the turning of
Woden permitted contact through Group One.

It was not yet time to resume deceleration and he waited while the ship dropped endlessy downward
with him and the drives purred softly. He saw that the white hand of the supplies closet temperature
gauge was on zero. A cold equation had been balanced and he was done on the ship. Something
shapeless and ugly was hurrying ahead of him, going to Woden where its brother was waiting through the
night, but the empty ship gtill lived for alittle while with the presence of the girl who had not known about
the forcesthat killed with neither hatred nor malice. It seemed, dmost, that she still sat small and
bewildered and frightened on the metal box beside him, her words echoing hauntingly clear in thevoid
she had left behind her:

| didn't do anything to die for—I didn't do anything—

AFTERWORD:
Sometimes it All Just Works

by David Drake

My parents thirteenth birthday present to me, a collection of SF paperbacks bought from aguy
going into the Navy, included an anthology titled Five Tales for Tomorrow. I've since learned that the
paperback was a selection from Best S- of 1955, but | wasjust getting into SF at thetime; dl the names
and ideas were new to me, and | had a thirteen-year-old's appreciation of style (that is, effectively no
gppreciation a all).

Till I dug out the volume a couple days ago, | couldn't have told you what the other four storiesin the
anthology were (though one of them, Smak's How-2, isjustly famous). | say "the other four" becausethe
second of thefivewas "The Cold Equations.”

A few years ago Ramsey Campbell asked meto put together my list of the ten greatest horror stories
of dl time; thefirgt sory | thought of was " The Cold Equations.” For me at least, the question isn't even
aguable.

I've read alot of Godwin since 1958. None of it issmilar to "The Cold Equations' in tone, nor isany
of it even remotely comparableto "The Cold Equations' in impact. Though (asyou know if you've read
thisvolume) much of Godwin'swork isvery good, dl therest of it put together wouldn't have kept him
from the obscurity that's covered truly excellent contemporary writerslike Wyman Guin and Ralph
Williams (the pen name of Raph Sone).



But Godwin did write "The Cold Equations.” Eric suggestsit may be the best science fiction story
ever written. That'strue, but it's even more likely to be the best known science fiction story ever written.

What followsis my guess asto how Godwin came to write something so uncharacteristic (and by the
way, he never tried to duplicate that one enormous success). The plot islifted directly from " A Weighty
Decison,” agtory in the May-June, 1952, issue of the EC comic Weird Science. | don't believe that
coincidence could have created plots so Smilar in detall.

But before I'd read "A Weighty Decision,” I'd heard the rumor that Godwin offered the story to
Astounding with ahappy ending: the pilot managesto strip enough out of the ship to dlow himsdlf to
land safely with the girl aboard. John Campbell read the story and told Godwin to change the ending so
that the girl can't be saved. Godwin obeyed, and we have the story asit stands.

| believe the rumor for anumber of reasons. Campbell was notorioudy fond of telling hiswritersto
change some critica point of astory before he bought it. (He did that in 1940 to my friend Manly Wade
Welman, whichiswhy Manly sold "Twicein Time" to Startling Sories instead of Astounding—after
held told Campbell to go piss up arope.) Further, the story with a happy ending would be exactly the
sort of triumph over enormous adversity story which Godwin generdly wrote.

Finaly, the plot is such an obvious stedl from the comic that | think Godwin would have concedled it
better if he hadn't intended to use acompletdly different ending. | can aso imagine that Godwin wouldn't
have expressed his qualms at changing the ending to Campbell, who wouldn't have winked at direct
plagiarism. (Not that EC had any legitimate gripe: Bill Gaineslaughed in later years about the way he and
his staff a EC stole plots from SF stories and ran them without credit.)

So agood but not great writer, through a series of chances, came to write an outstanding story;

perhaps the most outstanding SF story ever written. | don't know about the rest of you, but persondly |
take comfort in the notion.

Dave Drake
david-drake.com

Afterword

by Barry Malzberg

David Drake's remarkabl e short essay illumines the comment from A.J. Budrys which | quoted in my
preface, making what would otherwise seem an arcane reference completely understandable. (" The
Cold Equations was the best short story that Godwin ever wrote and he didn't writeit.")

Itisclearly on the record that 21952 story, "A Dangerous Situation,” appearing in the comic book
Weird Science, usesthe central theme and circumstance of "The Cold Equations.” Although, inthe
Weird Science version, the ssowaway isthe pilot's fiancée who hid on the ship so that she could give him
anice surprise—her "nice surprise” isthat sheisjettisoned just as thoroughly as Godwin's heroine.



Thereis myth—but no concrete evidence—that Godwin, in the belief that Campbell (to whom he
had just begun selling sories; "The Cold Equations' was hisfourth gppearance in the magazinein a
period of lessthan ayear) would never publish an ending this despairing, changed the Weird Science
story so that the girl was saved. But Campbel, having none of it, flogged Godwin through numerous
revisons until Godwin was forced to accept the implications of hisown materid (the universeisvast and
uncaring and has no room for pity, sympathy or even awareness of the human condition) and reinstalled
the origind ending.

Wearenot sureof this. .. Thefirgt collection of Campbell's|etters, published in 1985, containsa
|etter to Isaac Asmov in which Campbell says, "I had Godwin redly sweating over that story,” but there
are no specifics. It would be a pretty and resonant thing to believe that Camphbell, al on his own, found
the proper ending and made Godwin more of a copyist than he would have otherwise been, but we will
probably never know.

What we do know isthat Godwin's story, published in the August 1954 issue of Astounding, found
an enormous response. As| said in my preface, and according to Campbell (aletter from that collection),
it generated more mail than any story previoudy had—mogt of it gpparently from anguished men who
ingsted that the girl could have been saved. (Harry Harrison in an introduction to the story in his
Astounding anthology in 1972, said that the response to this story from ASF'soverwhedmingly mde
readership proved that maes were clearly the more truly sentimenta and teary gender.)

Campbell then showed Godwin his appreciation by the gpparent rejection of his stories over a period
of more than seven years until "—And Devious The Line of Duty" appeared in the December 1961 issue
of Analog. One more story appeared in the magazine exactly ayear later, and that was it—although
Campbel| edited the magazine for another nine years and Godwin himsdlf lived another nineteen.

Did someone perhaps tip off Campbell to the Weird Science story after the fact? We can speculate
entertainingly and uselessy over the imponderable Campbell but we shdl never know. Campbell certainly
had an authoritarian and vindictive mode (John Brunner and Fritz Leiber, regular contributorswho
suddenly became contributors no more, have testified to that). But Godwin did sdll to him again; and
Campbell, in aletter to Scott Meredith rgecting a 1966 Godwin story (Godwin came to the Scott
Meredith Agency in that year) expressed unhappiness with the outcome and said, "I'm glad to see he's
back to writing, I've been trying to get him to do that for years.

So, who knows? Sciencefiction isin many waysimponderable; our apocryphahave often overcome
the apparent truth. The history of science fiction, compiled offstage and in itsinterstices, can never truly
be known.

Godwin's story, certainly the most famous of the so-called five most famous science fiction stories
(okay, for the record, the other four are: Bradbury's " Sound of Thunder," Asmov's "Nightfall," Danidl
Keyes "Howersfor Algernon” and Arthur Clarkés " The Star") was signed by an obscure writer; none of
Godwin's other soriesiswell known or often reprinted. The fact that two of the five most famous tories
are by writers otherwise unnoted within the field and regarded in dl of its precincts as "one-story writers'
ishighly provocative and saysagreat dedl about sciencefiction itself. But that would be another essay.

How did this happen?

My answer, years ago, was that Godwin was awriter who at the age of thirty-nine, with no definable
history and no estimable future, had been—as a soprano said about a Puccini ariain Girl of the Golden
West—"kissed by God"; that Puccini and Godwin had not been creating at that moment so much asthey
had been listening; and Godwin'sfailure to produce anything remotely as memorable (not true of Puccini)
makes the mysterious answer the only explanation.

That seemed reasonable enough before | knew of Weird Science. Now | am not so sure. This story
and its provenance become more €l usive and mysterious the more carefully they are consdered. As The
New York Review of Science Fiction debate made clear, thereisless of a settled body of opinion on
this story than there wasten or thirty years ago. This of itself isnot an explanation or definition of a
masterpiece; but it is certainly aquality whose absence means no masterpiece.



Beyond "The Cold Equations’ are twenty short stories and three novel swritten by Godwin. Some of
the stories—I opt for "The Gulf Between" and "Mother of Invention"—are quite competent. And the two
prison planet novels (The Survivors and its sequel, The Space Barbarians) are memorable enough to
have been optioned for film by the respectable Howard Chaikin only afew years ago.

Thethird novel, Beyond Another Sun, was written before Godwin came to the Scott Meredith
Agency, was marketed everywhere by the agency for five years, findly sold to abottom-line publisher in
1971 for athousand dollars and barely issued . . . I've never mysalf seen a published copy nor have |
ever read or met anyone who had a good word to say of that novel. (Although, in fairness, | should
mention that the editor of thisvolume, Eric Hint, thinksit would have made agood
novel ette—unfortunately, Godwin tried to expand atoo-dender framework into afull-length nove.)

Godwin, without "The Cold Equations,” isamid-range writer of the kind formed and framed by the
1950s. Some of those writers are clearly better than he, others not so good, and amost al of them have
been forgotten by al than old sciencefiction fans. In deference to those writers or their estates | won't
cal therogter, but I would note Godwin's astonishing similarity in one way to the otherwise forgotten
Jerome L. Bixby, 1923-1998, who aso wrote one extraordinary and memorable story— "It'sa Good
Life'—and is otherwise unknown. But . . . "It'saGood Life" hasfaded; "The Cold Equations’ has not.

With "The Cold Equations’—and it ishis Sory; he Sgned it, and thereis no other fair
ascription—Godwin comes as close to permanence as any writer to emerge from sciencefiction. If there
are SF readers, if thereis such amedium amillennium from now, 1saac Asmov and Arthur Clarke and
"The Cold Equations’ will ill be read. The story has not only outlasted Godwin and dmost dl his
contemporaries, it may outlast sciencefiction itself.

Itisamystery, thiswork, in the way that Puccini's great arias—my favorite isthe Dove song which
comesvery early inthefirg act of Rondine—are mysteries. The marks on paper which cue the
performer or reader are absolutely no indicator of the power, the tormenting, haunting, overwhelming
power of the creation. For thiswe honor the creator, even if the creator was (as Mozart said of himself)
only "taking dictation," was only the medium. What passed through Tom Godwin in one night or one
week or one month in late 1953 was what Richard Strauss and Nietzche called "The World Riddle," the
muss ess sein which Beethoven scrawled epigraphically on the opus 135 Quartet.

"Mugt it be?"

Y es, Beethoven and Godwin respond, yesit must be. It must be and herewe dl are: inits enclosure.
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