











answer, “Oh, I'm not married.”

The news media today are not
being censored, in any normal
meaning of that term; they are free
to report things as they see them.
But there is, in that apparent free-
dom, a highly dangerous difficulty,
a difficulty that is, in this era, pro-
ducing in America—and in other
nations, too—news media that sup-
ply biased reporting, full of half-
truths that are not lies, and yet
mislead the readers as to the
whole truth. And it’s being done by
men who are honest, sincere,
thoughtful, and dedicated to fair
reporting!

But while that automatically
sounds like a prescription for no-
ble, wise and benevolent action—
be it remembered that England’s
great tyrant-dictator and military
autocrat was a man of deepest
honesty—a sincere, dedicated, holy
man of the greatest good will. Ol-
iver Cromwell was not mean, pet-
ty, crooked, nor irresponsible. He
believed most sincerely in the high-
est ideals of Mankind. And the rigid
totalitarian state he set up was
closely paralleled in modern times
only by Hitler’s Nazi Germany, so
far as its harsh and ruthless po-
groms were concerned! Those were
sincere, dedicated men of the great-
est good will for Mankind who set
up and operated the Holy Inquisi-
tion.

The intention to be honest, fair,
wise, dedicated and fight the good
fight does nor guarantee a good

Filtered News

result. The True Believer sees what
he believes is true—which makes
for extremely dangerous reporting.

Vice President Agnew is right
in saying that there is a genuine
danger in the lopsided news cov-
erage the news media are giving.
But he is quite wrong in attacking
the management of the news agen-
cies—the network presidents and
the individuals who act not as
news-gatherers, but simply as
mouthpieces relaying what other
men have told them.

The difficulty can best be ex-
pressed in terms of the famous
motto of the New York Times, an
idealistic journalistic motto, “All
the news that’s fit to print.”

That motto does, of course, rep-
resent the journalistic ideal—and
therein is the trap.

Who decides what’s “fit” to
print? The New York Times, in
years past, did not consider various
spectacular sex murders as merit-
ing much attention; several other
New York City papers on the oth-
er hand considered them first-class,
first-page news. But did not consid-
er that Einstein’s new paper on
General Relativity merited full
publication, although the Times
did. (Which represented real jour-
nalistic workmanship, too, since
Einstein’s equations ran through
the Roman, Greek and Hebrew al-
phabets for symbols, and had start-
ed in on a few somewhat esoteric
alphabets for which normal typog-
raphers do not have type. This led
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to problems where the symbol had
to be described on translantic ca-
bles, a feat approaching the leg-
endary “describe a spiral staircase
without using your hands.”)

The trouble with “news that’s fit
to print” is, simply, that genuinely
sincere, idealistic, dedicated and
honest men have distinctly differ-
ent ideas of what is Truth and Fact
and Fit to Print. What constitutes
honest, unbiased reporting? Truth
—as every philosopher of the ages
has agreed—is not a simple thing,
nor is it merely a recitation of
facts.

Consider this: “I was present,
and I saw John Blank come run-
ning out of the door, with a look of
terror on his face, screaming ‘Don’t
shoot—don’t shoot!” and I saw Bill
Blow follow him out, and shoot
him in the back four times. Bill
Blow was furiously angry, and
continued shooting even after John
Blank had fallen to the ground.”

Given these facts there is a clear
implication of murder, a brutal, un-
justified Kkilling.

However, what the eyewitness
did not see was what had happened
to Bill Blow’s wife and daughter
inside the house; he wasn't aware
of their disfigured bodies.

Facts are merely data; Truth has
the much broader implication of
meaning and relationship.

If someone develops a true me-
chanical memories-reader, an ultra-
super and infallible lie detector, it
will be useful in finding Truth—

but it will not give us the Truth of
any experience.

Any human being acts on what
he believes the Truth to be; only
an omniscient Deity can act on
what the Truth is. Therefore, the
most sincere, honest and dedicated
of men must always act on some-
thing other than the Truth.,

Consider for example, two re-
porters of a particular episode. Re-
porter A is a long-time professional
sports trainer; he's worked with
football players, boxers, gymnasts,
et cetera, for years. He observes a
melee in which sticks, rocks and
fists fly fairly freely, and reports:
“The boys mixed it up pretty good
for about fifteen minutes. They
blew off a lot of steam, but nobody
was injured.”

The other observer of the scene
is a university mathematician who,
because of a childhood terror ex-
perience, quite literally tends to
faint at the sight of blood. His re-
port comes out: “There was a hor-
rible fight between about fifty men
trying to kill each other with clubs,
rocks and bare hands. Over half
of them were torn and badly in-
jured, bleeding terribly.”

Both reports are honest, sincere,
factual reports of disinterested wit-
nesses. Except that each has, ines-
capably, brought his own experi-
ences and belief patterns to bear
on the meaning of facts observed.
The professional sports trainer
knows from long experience that a
few skin cuts aren’t injuries: they’ll
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be gone in a matter of a few days.
What he means by “injuries” im-
plies dislocated joints, compound
fractures, or ruptured organs—
something requiring surgical inter-
vention or major therapy. A torn
scalp that requires nothing but a
few stitches and some adhesive tape
isn’t what he considers an “injury”.

That sort of thing he sees routinely

in many sports, and the athlete in-
volved considers it slightly more
annoying than a bruise, but nothing
worth bothering with much. To the
trainer, a cut that leaks a few
tablespoonsful of blood is messy
and annoying—but inasmuch as any
healthy, vigorous man can spare a
full pint of blood, he’s not im-
pressed by such tiny leaks.

The mathematician, having a
psychological hang-up on the mat-
ter of bleeding, is impressed. To
him, it is “terrible”.

So . . . which reporter has given
a “true” report of the event?

As any clinical psychologist can
tell you—and demonstrate readily
—a human being sees what he ex-
pects to see, and will completely
fail to see something immediately,
and conspicuously in front of him
if that be something he loathes,
dreads, or resists awareness of. How
much evidence does it take to make
a doting parent acknowledge that
dear Junior is a lying, sneaking,
vicious little vandal? And how
much evidence, on the other hand,
does it take to make the neighbors
who've decided Junior is a lying,
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sneaking, vicious little vandal be-
come aware that it isn’t young
Master Green who’s the vandal—
but their own butter-won’t-melt-in-
his-mouth bratling?

The essential point that must be
recognized is simply that no report-
er can ever be trusted to be objec-
tive. They are, necessarily, human
beings. Moreover, they are gener-
ally sincerely dedicated human be-
ings, with considerable social con-
science—which makes the worst
kind of non-objective observers!
Because such sincere and conscien-
tious men are dedicated to
something—some concept of What
Should Be. The dedication is honest
—but any honest dedication, like a
parent’s dedication to his child, acts
to filter observations. Item A,
which fits the ideal-theory, is Evi-
dence and Proof; item B, which
tends to disprove the ideal-theory,
is a happenstance, a misunderstood
coincidence, or a false report, be-
cause that man would never do
such a thing. Just as a parent knows
his own beloved bratling couldn’t
be the one who deliberately set fire
to the neighbors’ new car.

Now conscious bias and deliber-
ate suppression of the news is one
thing; it’s deliberate and plotted
fraud on the public.

But what of the unconscious sup-
pression of news contrary to the
sincere and honest beliefs of a re-
porter who genuinely seeks to re-

continued on page 176
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of them. Few use rooms in some
tavern.”

“So bug their homes and the
taverns. Got enough eyes?””

“Couple dozen.”

“Should do it. Incidentally, I've
picked up some of that same stuff
here in Varsana. There’s a theo-
cratic Chief Examiner named pen
Qatorn. He hasn’t been here too
long, but he’s got the locals scared
to death and he’s holding trials.
Well, we’ll see what else we get.
Then we can figure out what we
have to do, if anything. Out.”

Wysrin Kanlor abruptly reined
up his mount and sat staring at a
patch of wide leaves, sickly yellow
against the deep green of the field.

Lizard weed, he growled. I knew
I should have checked up here be-
fore. He looked at the patch, esti-
mating its size, then headed his
beast back to the barn.

Itll take a while to burn that
patch out, he mused. It'll be no
town fair for me today, or maybe
tomorrow, either. He gathered
tools, hitched the garn to a water
wagon, and drove back.

The weeds burned furiously at
first, then became a mass of smol-
dering embers. A thick, yellow col-
umn of smoke rose into the still
air, spread, then drifted lazily
away. Kanlor leaned on his shovel,
watching. There had been a few
bad moments when the drenching
he had given the grass had failed
and the blaze had threatened to

leap out into the pasture, but fast
work with the shovel had pre-
vented disaster. Fortunately, the
weeds hadn’t reached maturity, so
no flaming seeds had sprung out.
And he’d seen no trace of the
vicious yarlnu lizards. He looked
back at his herd, which had drifted
away from the blaze.

Well, none of them are on the
ground. 1 guess the patch wasn’t
ripe enough for 'em to try eating
it. He moved his shoulders uneas-
ily, then waved a hand by his face.
For a few days past, something
had been nearby—something that
kept watching him closely. But he
had never been able to see—He
looked about, then up into the
clear sky. There was nothing. He
shrugged, then looked across the
fields at another column of smoke.
Black mixed with the yellow.

Delon Mord's place. Looks as
though he had to burn, too. He
studied the smoke column criti-
cally. Ir’s spread and he’s got a
grass fire. He looked at the glow-
ing embers behind him, then bus-
ied himself in putting them out.

Finally, he drove the water
wagon away from a black mass of
mud and lifted his saddle from it.

It would be well to ride over and
see if Mord needed help. In this
dry season, a grass fire out of con-
trol could spread and destroy sev-
eral farms. He saddled the garn
and swung up. In fact, given a
wind, the whole plateau could be-
come a sea of flame.
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saying. “I come out to the pasture
day after day and there’s nothing
amiss. Then this morning, there’s
this big weed patch. Bunch of liz-
ards in it, too.” He waved an arm.
“Look, bull’'s dead of a lizard bite.
Two cows all bloated up from eat-
ing the filthy leaves, I'll probably
lose them, too. And then this firé
runs wild. How’samanto. . .”

Kanlor turned away and climbed
into his saddle. He looked back at
the group wearily. It took time, he
knew, for lizard weed to grow.
And it took more time for the poi-
sonous yarlnu to find a patch and
nest in it. He looked back at the
scanty stand of grain in what was
left of Mord’s field. The man’s
voice carried to him.

“I tell you, it's black sorcery.
Witchcraft, that’s what it is—a
spell on this land of mine.”

Kanlor rapped his heels into the
garn’s side. Of course, he said to
himself. Sorcery! Evil spells! This
past year, there’s more and more
talk of it. No man really believes
the tales till he needs an alibi.
When a man lets his fields go,
spends his time chasing about the
village, goes to every fair down at
Varsana, then it's a black spell that
causes his farm to go down. He
turned his face toward his own
holdings.

Moren pen Qatorn, Chief Exam-
iner for the Duchy of Varsan,
leaned forward and cupped his
chin in his hands.

“And you say this man has cast
repeated spells in your neighbor-
hood?”

Delon Mord looked up at him
eagerly. “Yes, my lord. Why only a
few days ago, he caused a large
patch of lizard weed to grow in my
pasture overnight. And somehow,
by a black spell, he brought yarinu
lizards to infest it.” He drew his
mouth into a downward curve and
spread his hands.

“My cattle were poisoned and
one bitten. They died, to my great
loss.”

“And you say it was this”"—pen
Qatorn glanced at his secretary’s
notes—"“Wysrin Kanlor who caused
this misfortune to you?”

Mord nodded eagerly. “Oh, to be
sure, sir. Soon after I started burn-
ing the patch off, Kanlor made as
if to burn weed on his own prop-
erty. It was right after that when
my fire blazed up and fired the
whole field.” He peered at the Ex-
aminer cunningly.

“They say this is the way the
sorcerers work. They take some-
thing like that which they would
destroy, and—"

Pen Qatorn sighed impatiently.
“Yes, yes. We are quite familiar
with the workings of black magic.
We know about these hopelessly
damned sorcerers, and with the de-
mons who are their masters.” He
looked down sternly.

“This, then, is your story? To be
sure, you weren't a bit remiss in
the husbandry of your fields? Per-
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haps you could have been a bit
careless in guarding that your
flames should not spread?”

“Oh no, sir!” Mord shook his
head. “I am careful to look over
my fields daily, and to do that
which is needful. There was no
weed before that morning.”

“I see.” Pen Qatorn smiled sar-
donically. “And this, of course, is
the only proof you have to show
Kanlor's sorcery?”

“Oh no, sir. There is yet more.
All this year, my fields and my
neighbors’ fields have been dry and
the crops scant. Only Kanlor’s
fields remain rich on the whole
plateau. His crops are good and his
cattle fat. Thus, he will command
a high price for his produce while
the rest of us grow poor.”

“Ah, yes. This may well merit
investigation. And you. I believe,
are -asking just compensation for
these losses you claim were caused
by the man’s sorcery?”

“Yes, my lord.” Mord nodded
eagerly. “These spells I tell you of
have caused me grievous loss.”

“I understand. Well, we shall
see.” Pen Qatorn raised his head
and nodded portentiously. “You
may go for now. Perhaps we may
call upon you later for further evi-
dence.” He waved a hand in dis-
missal, then turned to his secretary.

“What about this man Kanlor?”
he asked in a low voice. “Have you
anything on him?”

The secretary nodded. “Informa-
tion is at hand, my lord. Our origi-

Here, There Be Witches

nal survey showed this might be a
man to look up.” He smiled and
flipped a paper from the stack be-
fore him.

“Kanlor has five fields and a
pasture, not far from the duke’s
High Keep. His crops have been
good for several seasons back.
Man’s unmarried and lives alone.”
The man paused, examining the
sheet. :
“The duke would pay well for
those fields, sir. Kanlor has good
wells on them—the only really
good wells for several farms
around. Oh, yes, there's another
thing. He’s literate. Dropped from
the university when his parents
died.”

“I see. A fit subject for in-
vestigation, then. Tell me, is the
man well liked in his village?”

The secretary shook his head.
“He lives on his farm. Most of his
neighbors seem to be a bit envious
of him. No one but this Mord has
actually made any accusation, but
it's obvious that few tears would be
shed if misfortune overtook Kan-
lor.”

“Interesting. And what
Mord?”

“Slovenly farmer, sir. Neglects
his fields, though he does manage
to scratch out a living and pay his
bills. Frequents the tavern and
spends a lot of time at the fairs.
He lives in the village.”

“Married?”

The secretary tilted his head.
“Yes, and he has a pair of scrawny

about
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children as well. But the man has a
certain popularity. He’s no brawler
and he has a ready wit. The vil-
lagers are tolerant of him and the
tavern crowd follows his lead.”

The Chief Examiner got to his
feet. “I find that this information
against the man Kanlor has merit,”
he said loudly. “We shall pursue an
inquiry and bring him before this
tribunal shortly.” He looked at the
local judges, who had moved a bit
apart.

“Subject, of course, to any com-
ments you gentlemen might have,”
he added.

The three men looked uneasily
at each other, then turned to face
the Chief Examiner.

“We are of the same opinion as
your lordship,” one said.

Pen Qatorn nodded curtly.
“Very well, gentlemen, we shall
meet tomorrow after lunch to con-
sider any further information that
may come to light. We may, per-
haps, question the man Kanlor at
that time.”” He threw a stern glance
at the guardsmen who flanked the
judicial table.

“Surely, we shall question the
man no later than the second day.”
He rose and strode from the room.

The secretary followed pen Qa-
torn to a small room, then closed
the door and turned to his chief.

“How about this Mord?” he
asked. “He's asking compensation.”

Pen Qatorn smiled. “And for a
long list of claims, I have no

doubt. Oh, I think we can allow
him a bit for his losses,” he de-
cided. “And you might do a little
inquiring as to the value of his hold-
ings.” He pursed his lips.

““You know, it's a serious crime
to make false claim. Too, this in-
formant as been associated with
the suspect Kanlor for some time
and he shows a certain knowledge
of magic himself. It might be well
to inquire closely into his activi-
ties.”

The secretary nodded, then
backed away and went through the
door. Outside, he shook his head,
smiling.

Old fox, he said to himself. He
never misses a thing. Going or
coming, he’s got them. He fingered
one of his gold rings as he went
through an archway, to pace
across a small courtyard.

An inconspicuous brown beetle
had been perched on a curtain. Tt
flew silently to him and concealed
itself in a fold of his clothing.

For a time, he was no more
than a free mind, floating in a
shapeless void with neither identity
nor feeling. Then there was pain.
At first, a tiny, hesitant ache insin-
uated itself. Then it grew to be-
come a throbbing flood of agony.
He tried to move a hand, but
something held it behind him and
the effort made the blinding throb
become more acute. He breathed
deeply and red flames stabbed at
chest and side.
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drained his cup. He slammed it to
the table and waved expansively.

“Nothing to fear,” he said
loudly. “We’ll burn ’em all. Get all
the money.” He squinted at the
duke cunningly.

“Got lots of fat merchants, -hey?
Rich farmers, too.” Again, he wag-
ged his head. “That pen Qatorn, he
was a smart one. Good records
and we have ’em. Lots of money
here.” He weaved, then threw his
arms out. “We’ll get ’'em. Burn ’em
all.”

Par Doizen set his cup down
carefully, regarding the Examiner
searchingly.

“Yes,” he admitted slowly.
“Witches should burn. But what’s
this about merchants and rich
farmers? And what of the demon?
Isn't there a chance he might re-
turn?”

Kietol’s head had dropped to his
chest. He lifted it with a jerk.
“Whazzat? Oh. Witches are rich.
Rich are witches.” Again, he jerked
his head up. “Oh. Huh? Demon?
Ha, I know about that. Never any
demon. No demons. Just a little
storm, yknow. Whoosh! Fire
blows all over. No such thing as
demon.” He squinted at the duke,
his head weaving uncertainly.

“You're a smart man, Khator,
smart. Oughta know better. De-
mons something for the mob,
y’know? Scare 'em good. Then we
get the money, see? Duke gets
land, College of Examiners gets
big, see what I mean?” His head

rolled and he put his arms on the
table and slumped over. He snored.

His secretary had been sitting
down the table, watching in con-
sternation. He got to his feet.

“Why, they’ve bewitched the Ex-
aminer himself,” he cried. “We
must get an exorcist at once!”

The duke looked thoughtfully at
the snoring man by him, then got
to his feet and looked down the
length of the table.

“They teach that demons and
witches have no power against the
ordained, or even against men of
the law,” he said slowly. “But
there! 1 can’t argue -the point. I
know little about demons. But I do
know drunks. And this man is
drunk. I've also found that men
are prone to speak their true
thoughts when they are as drunk
as this.” He pointed to the Exam-
iner, then looked up.

“But I, your Protector, have
had little wine. I am not at all
drunk. And I say this. No more
shall property be confiscated, what-
ever the charge. Trials may be and
shall be held, to be sure, but only
on proper and legal representation.
And I shall have an officer present
to see that none is unduly mis-
treated. Those who would confess
shall stand alone and cry their mis-
deeds without constraint. Those
who will not confess shall be con-
victed only upon proper represen-
tation by reputable witness. And
finally, no more excessive fees shall
be paid to guards and executioners,
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fusing to give the Examiners any
cooperation. That Varsana story
got down here and he’s following
the pattern.” Cisner laughed.

“They tried a couple of trials,
but they didn’t go so well. First
one, an Executioner tried to slip a
thumbscrew onto the accused and
one of the duke’s guards fed him
his teeth. The Chief Examiner tried
to rule that the things didn’t con-
stitute torture and the Captain of
the Guard offered to let him try a
couple on, just for size.” ‘

Carlsen looked thoughtful. “Of
course, you didn’t have a thing to
do with that?”

“Oh, no, sir.” Cisner looked in-
nocent. “I was just observing, sir.”

“Naturally, 1 believe you. But
remember, the memory units pick
up all the impulses.”

Cisner looked apologetic. “Well,
you know how it is, sir. A guy
sometimes hopes a little.”

“See?” Carlsen laughed. ‘“Now
that’s what I'd call confession with-
out torture. How about the pieces
of that blown-up eye?”

“All policed up, sir. I'll turn in
the wreckage soon’s I get back.”

“Fair enough. Maybe we can
call it operational loss. Out.” Carl-
sen depressed another switch.
“Wenzel?”

“Reporting, sir. They’re having a
big trial here. Seems the Bursar for
the College of Examiners has come
up awfully short. He can’t account
for what happened to about three
quarters of the year’s take.”

Carlsen shook his head. “Even
the most ethical organizations will
hire a thief now and then, I guess.
Any trace of the loot?”

“No, sir. He just won’t talk. The
High Priest is just about fed up
with the whole thing. He’s about
to decide they’'ve been hunting the
wrong people.” Wenzel paused.

“But Pak and I've got a little
problem, Chief. We just found a
lot of odds and ends lying around
in the scouter. Place looks like a
junkyard in distress. What shall
. . . Hey, Chief. We got a visitor!”

“A  what?”

“There’s something  nosing
around here. Something pretty big,
too. I'll swear somebody just peeled
our screens back like a banana and
took a real good look. Pak’s got
the detectors working overtime and
we can’t get a thing except a damn
strong shield.”

“Hang on. I'll bring the cruiser
down and open him up. Out.”

A third voice broke in. “Never
mind, Carlsen. I'm coming your
way now.” The panel flickered and
a sharp-featured face looked out.

Carlsen jumped. “Yes, sir! Wel-
come aboard, sir.” He depressed
switches. “Philcor Seven. Imme-
diate recall. And make it fast.”

Corps Commander A-Riman
strode around the room, then
perched on the edge of a desk.

“On the whole, I'd say you
people have done an acceptable job
so far. You've got a few rough
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The rats caught Rajer alone while
he was up on the hill adjusting the
’tenna. They surrounded him, ex-
plained the situation to him, and
then burst his left eardrum to
make sure he understood they
meant what they were saying. They
also told him why nobody had
heard from Morovia recently—
they had just come from there be-
cause there was nothing left worth
staying for.

“This place looks peaceful,” they
told him. “We wouldn’t disturb
such a nice place. All we want is a
regular donation of food, water
and pot. You go and tell your
Block, then come back up here to-
morrow afternoon and you can
keep your other ear.” Then they
took his tuner and let him go.

Sereno was peaceful. About a
hundred and twenty people living
in thirty-some wood and adobe
buildings up in Horn Canyon just
north of Hunnington Trail. With a
good steady spring that hadn’t
gone dry but once in living mem-
ory, they got along as well as any-
body else and better than some. A
stage made the trip across the Val-
ley from Malibu every new
moon—it took two or three days
each way depending on the
weather, and brought salt from the
sea to trade for the pot that grew
in the hills, the leatherwork they
made, and wool when they
sheared.

Blood was still trickling from
Rajer’s ear and had dried on his

shoulder by the time he stumbled
up to Jak's front door and fell
against it, sobbing.

“How many were there?” Jak
asked him while Mona dabbed an-
tiseptic in his ear.

“The big one said there were
fifty of them and some girls. They
got my tuner so they’d hear if we
tried to radio out. They'd kill us
all, he said, like they did in Mo-
rovia.” He was still shaking, and
his voice was unsteady.

“How many did you see?”

“Ten. Fifteen. I don’t know—
they kept moving around me all
the time. I couldn’t tell.”

“Bobby—"

“Yeah, Dad?”

“Go call a meeting for tonight.
And see if the stage is gone yet.”

“It went right by me over the
hill just before the rats came out,”
said Rajer. “I think that was what
they were waiting for. And. they
were wearing old streetsuits—some
of them were. There’s nothing we
can do. We've got to give them
what they want!”

“Hold still,” said Mona.

“I can’t hear at all on that side,”
Rajer sobbed. “Don’t make me go
back up there alone—they’ll make
me deaf!”

“I'll go up with you tomorrow,”
said Jak. “But we’ll have to tell ev-
erybody about it tonight and see
what they want to do. Mona, put
him to sleep. If anybody else sees
him like this, they’ll be as scared as
he is.”
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Mona poured into a cup from a
bottle she found in her bag, and
gave it to him. He choked it down
while she re-folded the cloth to a
clean side and held it again to his
ear. The bleeding had stopped, and
shortly he slept.

Jak Mendez walked out into the
hot dry afternoon and looked up
at the round brown hills which
guarded his home and his friends’
homes—hills which now seemed to
loom around the village like
enemies. The dry grasses of late
summer surrounded the stumps of
steel and stone which still thrust
above the soil, after three hundred
sun-baked summers and a thou-
sand heavy rainstorms, to loosen
the gray adobe of the hills. There
were still dry rooms underground
which could be defended by any-
one who wished to live in darkness
like vermin and prey on those who
lived in the light.

Three hundred years after the
Plague had devastated the Earth,
setting a brash star-spanning civ-
ilization back more than a millen-
nium and leaving the handful of
survivors without the technological
base and energy which had sup-
ported it, most of the planet was
still sparsely populated. Small com-
munities clustered here and there,
where life could be supported and
some degree of human culture
maintained. But there were always
those who found it easier to take
than to build, and the remains of

Quiet Village

the lost glories of their race sup-
plied them with the power to en-
force their demands. In this part of
the world they were called rats.

So the rats had come from the
east. How long had Morovia been
able to support them? And what
had finally run out? Only some-
one’s patience? Morovia was—had
been—half the size of Sereno;
without a spring, they had been de-
pendent for water on Wilson’s
snows. It had been a dry winter.
Did the rats demand more water
than the reservoir held? Or did
they pollute it and then destroy the
village in their blind anger? Jak
had heard stories like that.

But wherever they had come
from, and whoever had fallen be-
fore them in the past, they were
here now. They'd looted in the
ruins which covered ten thousand
square miles to find the streetsuits
which would protect them from
the crude weapons available here;
they had probably found old
energy weapons for themselves. If
Sereno refused their demands, he
would be killed first and his sons
next. If the villagers fought back,
they would all be destroyed. The
people would have to decide
tonight what to do—but there
seemed to be no choice.

The big room was filled, and
torches along the walls smoked and
flared as the breeze wandered
above the shaking heads.

“I’ll bet there aren’t more than a
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us from hiding all the time,” said
one of the herdsmen. “I don't
think any of them would want to
sit out in the open air all day, or
walk a couple miles back and
forth. And they won’t be likely to
drop in for something they might
need.”

“But when they do come, it
won't just be on a casual impulse,
and they’ll be harder to deal with,”
Jak said. “Now, we’ll all share the
cost of supporting them, but this
time I'll put up the two sheep and
the big watersack. We can work
out something equitable before
next week. Everything else in this
list we can chip in on. Bring your
shares tomorrow night and we’ll
see what Malcolm has found out.
If anybody can’t remember what
we need, see me tonight or tomor-
row. When you've looked over the
list and we get the shares worked
out, Rajer will play last night’s
Midnight News for anybody
who’s interested. Yes, Mona?”’

“Uh, have you thought about
the Scouts?”

Jak looked around the room.
“Has anyone else thought about
the Scouts? We'd have to feed
them in addition to all the rats for
a while, and they'll have to be
paid.”

“And if they only succeed in
making the rats angry, we'll all be
killed,” said Rajer.

“But if we don’t call them,”
Mona said, “the rats will starve us
all. Two sheep a week—in a year
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that's a tenth of our flock. And
what about the breadfruit? We
haven’t had enough of that in the
last three years. They couldn’t have
got this much from Morovia.”

“Apparently they didn’t,” said
the same herder. “I agree. We can't
keep up anything like this for very
long. I say we should call the
Scouts—price and advice given
free.”

“We can’t use the radio—the
rats'll be listening. But we could
try to phone through Malibu. The
Valley line was open last week
when the stage came; the driver
told me about it.”

“I'd been thinking of trying the
phone,” Jak said. “Malibu has a
good radio and a directional
tenna. They could cast north and
a Troop might be here in a
month.”

“This time of year they could
make it in two weeks.”

“They'd take a while getting
ready. We can feed the rats for a
month if we know they’ll be gone
the month after that. Is everybody
agreed?”

“I’d like to wait for Malcolm to
come back, Dad. He might be able
to tell us how many there are and
what kind of weapons they have.”

“Right, Martin. We’ll postpone
action on this until after tomorrow
night. Convince them we're willing
to cooperate. Then if we can’t get
Malibu on the phone, somebody
will have to go there with the mes-
sage.”
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still working, and they hope to be
able to read pictures from it. Are
you a Tech?”

“No. You want to talk to Rajer
about tuners and things like that.
Keep the line open.”

By the time Rajer came at Jak’s
summons, the little vidiphone was
silent, and several minutes of sig-
naling failed to raise Malibu.

“It must have gone out some-
where in the Valley line,” he said
at last. “You got Semmity,
though?”

Jak nodded. “The Master said a
patrol would be down by the full
moon. Five men at twenty dollars
each, but they’ll take some of their
pay in loot. I think we can man-
age.”

“Only five men? Against fifty
rats?”

“He seemed pretty confident.
Suggested four could be enough.
I'll tell the meeting tonight.”

Less than a week later one of
the rats came into town. It was late
afternoon when he appeared, strid-
ing sure-footedly down the steep
hillside towards the small corral
where the breeding goats were
kept. Two children were watching
the goats; they stopped playing and
stood up as he approached, staring
as though they had never seen a
stranger before.

This one was small and slight of
build, scarcely larger than either of
them. He wore a flowered sleeve-
less shirt and loose pants. His skin

was pale, and looked soft. He
smiled at the children as he
glanced around for an adult to
speak to, but his eyes had a glassy
blankness when he finally focused
on them.

“Gimme some milk,” he said.

Their eyes got big, but neither
child moved. He stopped smiling.

“Gimme some milk!”

The younger child stuck a grimy
fist in her mouth, and seconds
passed.

“All right, gimme a pail,” the
rat said, his voice rising. “And I'll
show you how to milk a goat.”

Suddenly both children giggled.
The rat struck violently at the
nearer, who slumped limply to the
dirt and lay unmoving and the
other screamed and ran away to-
wards the silent houses.

The rat looked after her and
shrugged. There was a small pail
hanging on one fence post—he
took it down and entered the cor-
ral. Ten minutes later, after he had
filled the pail with warm foamy
milk, he looked up.

The child still lay where she had
fallen, but beyond her, watching
silently, stood half the people of
Sereno. Wind whispered the long
sweet leaves of eucalyptus behind
them, but they neither spoke nor
stirred.

He stared at them suspiciously,
then laughed. “You mud should
teach your get some manners,” he
said. “You can pick up the pail
next time you bring us food.”
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No one moved as he turned and
climbed the trail west, the heavy
pail swinging beside him. But as he
passed out of sight over the ridge
they moved forward as one to clus-
ter about the child. And only then
murmurs passed among them.
“Scouts. Full moon. God willing—"

A cloudless sky held a full moon
above the eastern horizon, and yel-
low firelight was visible through
curtained and screened windows.
Frogs and crickets shouted back
and forth in the faded twilight.
Sitently, up Horn Canyon from
Hunnington Trail, wound a file of
men and mules. They stayed under
the trees in shadow, and even the
animals seemed to know how to
place their feet amid the dry leaves
and twigs on the hard gray earth.

Jak and his boys were just sit-
ting down to dinner when there
was a light tap at the door. They
looked at each other, then Jak
shook his head silently at the four
of them and rose to answer it.

Outside stood a broad-shoul-
dered, short-necked man in adobe-
colored clothing. On the front of
his shirt, just below his full beard,
gleamed the silver emblem of the
Scouts. He unclipped it without a
word and held it out to Jak. Sealed
in the reverse was a full color sol-
idograph of the man and a medi-
code number.

Jak stared in wonder at the sol-
ido for several seconds before
thinking to compare it with the
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face of the man who waited
patiently on his doorstep. When he
looked up, the Scout said, “My
name is Bern Targil. I have four
men with me and five mules.”

“Will you come in? I can go
open the barn.”

“I'll come with you.” ’

“Boys,” said Jak to the looks of
surmise around his table, “go
ahead and eat. I'll be back in a
little while. The Scouts are here.”

“Dad? Can I go tell people? I
can eat when you come back.”

They left, Bobby at a run, the
two men more leisurely in another
direction.

“I didn’t know how things
stood,” Bern said as they walked
towards the barn, “so my patrol is
staying out of sight. Do the rats
watch you?”

“We've never seen them.”

“Rats don't hide well. We’ll keep
our mules under cover unless you
have a herd we could mix them in.
But we must be free to move
around. Where do we bunk?”

“My place. I'll take care of your
board while you’re here.”

“You still know where they're
holed up?”

“Apartment ruins a couple miles
west. We take the food out there
every week, and I've had a couple
of kids watching from a distance
until they take the food inside.”

“We'll go into all this over din-
ner. I've got another Eagle and
two Scouts along. And a Cub.
They'll hear everything anyway.
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Can you feed us tonight? We came
over the pass north of Berdoo, and
there isn’t much forage south of
the mountains. Looked over Mo-
rovia, by the way. Talk about that
over dinner, too.” He made a
cooing, warbling sound deep in his
throat, and silent shadows slipped
from under the trees to follow
them, leading the mules into the
barn where they were unloaded
and bedded down.

When Jak returned home with
the five Scouts, he found his front
room full of curious people. Every-
one wanted to know what was go-
ing to be done and how soon. Jak
told them nobody knew yet, and
suggested a gathering in the big
hall after dinner. First they wanted
to be introduced to the Scouts,

Bern introduced himself as Sen-
ior Eagle, then each of his patrol.
Lem Spaski was also of Eagle
rank; Arne and Jon were still short
of their qualifications. Chad, who
looked about Bobby’s age, was a
Cub. Lem displayed his personal
weapons to the awestruck villagers
before sending them home to din-
ner—each Scout carried a bowie
and a hatchet, each bore a sturdy
crossbow on his back and each
carried a hand-blaster in a recharg-
ing holster slung at his side.

“Let us have dinner, folks,”
Bern finally said. “We’ll see you
again in an hour or so—we’ve got
questions to ask you, too.”

For three days the Scouts did

not leave the canyon, but per-
formed regular workouts during
the morning hours and spent after-
noons inspecting and critiquing
some important constructions, in-
cluding the carefully maintained
duct which ran down through the
center of the village. Its steady
flow sprang cool and clear from a
pipe at the north end of the can-
yon.

Evenings they studied maps of
the area and talked with people
who knew the ruins at Citivist.
George Mendez, Jak’s next-young-
est son, was familiar with the
tower to an extent that seemed al-
most a local byword. He sketched
the basic plan of the structure, in-
dicating its layout, orientation, and
which stairs were still open since
the quake four years ago. Each of
the Scouts questioned him intently
on the building and its surround-
ing terrain.

Later Bern and Jak smoked to-
gether on the flat roof of the
house, and talked.

“Fine boys,” Bern said.

“Thanks. I raised them myself
the last nine years. Their ma was
killed in a mudslide the winter of
'29. The year before the locusts
came. They're named after the
Four Martyrs.”

“One of them might like to
come back with us—we could ar-
range to give him a few prelimi-
nary tests before we leave. Have
any of them shown an interest in
our kind of work?”
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recent or current human occupancy
nearby; it seemed to be in the cool
walls, or the inner darkness held it
hidden.

Arne brought a flash out of his
pack and pumped up a light. The
floor was littered with dirt and
cement dust; there were animal
droppings along the wall; tatters of
plastic were snagged or crumpled
here and there. They found a stair-
well with signs of use—the larger
pieces of rubble had been kicked
aside to leave a pathway. From
below came the faint glow of
artificial light and a warm draft
carried the strong human smell up
to them. Lem pointed up the stairs,
and they filed silently towards the
top.

Sunlight grew upon them as they
neared the roofless upper floor, and
shortly Bern and Lem looked cau-
tiously over the edge of the stair-
well at a maze of low walls and
piled rubble which three hundred
years had not weathered away.
Nothing moved. Slowly, his cross-
bow cocked and quarreled, Bern
stepped onto what had once been
the floor of a hall. The others
followed him.

A distant mockingbird shrieked
at a crow; no other sound rippled
the still air. The patrol spread out,
a room or a corridor apart, re-
maining in sight of each other,
except where pieces of wall still
stood taller than a man. It was only
a few minutes before Jon waved
them together around him. There
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on the roof lay spread a hundred
square feet of greenish black glassy
metallic material, displayed to catch
the maximum sunlight through
most of the day. A black cable ran
from one corner of the sheet down
a narrow square airshaft and out of
sight.

The Scouts followed Bern some
distance away and then huddled for
a whispered conference.

“Drawing air down that. shaft
and blowing it back up the stairs,”
said Chad.

Lem nodded. “A few gas bombs
will clean them right out.”

Faint voices from somewhere
brought their heads around and
froze them where they crouched.
Someone was coming up the stairs
from below, making no particular
secret of the fact.

The Scouts moved silently
around to gain clearer views of the
stairhead from different angles.
Footsteps crunched up the concrete
steps, voices and laughter alternat-
ing, and seconds later a couple
came squinting into the sunlight.

Both were bare to the waist, clad

only in loose comfortable shorts;
both were dirty in a careless ani-
mal way. The girl’'s hair was as
short and tangled as the boy’s. They
approached the ambush casually,
unaware.

Two crossbows made a double
thunk and the couple fell, arms
and legs kicking briefly, their skulls
shattered by the bolts.
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Scouts came down the face of the
hill after them.

Blaster bolts sizzled across the dis-
tance between them, but dissipated
well short. The Scouts, reaching the
foot of the long slope, concentrated
on the sustained chase. Trained,
conditioned, disciplined, they ran
steadily over the hummocky ground
towards the dusty trail down which
the rats were already fleeing.

The grass was nearly waist-high,
but thin and dry with snagging
seedpods along its stalks; the few
foxtails caught by the uniforms
found no loose texture to hold and
dropped almost at once. The road
itself was no more than a faint
double rut, cracked and bare with
taller grass in the middle. It led
nearly four miles southwest to the
Ruins.

Heads up, running like machines,
the Scouts chased the rats, narrow-
ing their lead from two hundred
yards to one hund ed before they
were halfway to the Ruins. Then a
blaster bolt warmed their faces, and
they slacked their pace to match
their quarry. The rats wouldn’t care
to make a stand out in the open—
not at only two to one. But they
couldn’t flee forever. They would
want to hole up in the Ruins, and
would probably make their last
stand there.

Now, any Scout’s pause to fire
would cost distance at the edge of
his range, and any attempt to con-
tinue closing would result in more
effective fire from their foes. Holed

up, the rats could be encircled and
wiped out by training and technol-
ogy. Morovia would be avenged,
Jon’s blaster recovered and his life
paid for.

The road was hard and level,
though moderately meandering,
and the distant figures of the rats
remained clear above the grass.
Then the ragged group vanished
briefly behind a tall corner of mot-
tled stone and rusted steel where
the road bent around a large shal-
low craterlike pit. When they reap-
peared, they ran more tightly
bunched, but six sharp eyes saw at
once there were now only five rats
a-running. Lem split off to the right
around the far side of the collapsed
substructure, running silently and
low among the grass and slipping
from rock to rock as Bern and
Arne continued up the road.

One rat was probably waiting be-
hind to shoot them from cover—
if so, he might well have Jon’s
blaster. As they approached, they
left the road and came close against
the side of the monolith. At the
corner they looked cautiously
around.

Nothing in sight. Bern stepped
out from cover and waited. Scout
blasters had no sights, being aimed
by instinctive coordination of hand
and eye; without this training be-
hind it, the weapon would be rela-
tively inaccurate. A dazzling flare
burst against the wall a foot to his
left and knocked him sprawling.
Answering bolts of steel snapped
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matching curves as of a broken
circle remained to indicate how it
had stood. Locally it was called
Chandlers Chair, and it was said
that a sufficient force of men had
rocked it.

As the Scouts crept past the line
of columns and fallen pillars, the
true size of the place began to open
around them. The village of Sereno
would have fit, with stables, corrals,
orchards and gardens, into one
quarter of that great level mesa
where fallen monuments to the past
lay crumbling. And from the midst
of that silenced splendor, a blaster
bolt flashed among them and seared
some square feet of stone clean of
lichen.

Lem took off to the left; by un-
derstanding, as Bern’s junior he
took over responsibility of move-
ment. Bern wasted one bolt to keep
the rats pinned down while Lem
tried to spot their exact location. A
minute later his handy clicked.

“Wall. Ten degrees right. Under
this end of the Chair. Arne go
right. Three minutes.”

Bern clicked acknowledgment
as Arne moved off. He shifted po-
sition closer and wasted another
bolt when the flash of an incautious-
ly extended head presented itself
momentarily—this battle was not
likely to be settled by blaster bolts,
but hand to hand. And for that the
range must be closed.

The rats had gone to ground be-
hind a row of angled slabs which
thrust from the floor almost forty

degrees off perpendicular, lying
partly supported by a section of
solid wall. Under this slotted,
slanted roof they huddled, desper-
ate and deadly. Bern saw this as he
moved, and clicked his handy.

“Come from above,” he said,
and his partner clicked back.

By climbing the inner face of
the Chair, Lem could come out
twenty feet above and behind the
rats and fire down on them. Arne
would be concealed forty feet in
his direction from them waiting for
either Eagle to open the attack.
Seconds passed.

Then a bolt spat from the far
end of the sheltered space and
splashed against a fallen pillar be-
hind him. Bern rose to his feet and
fired. Flame licked around one end
of the slanted wall and a cry told
him of a glancing hit, or near
miss, as he ducked down again, his
ear cocked to the sound of his blast-
er recharging. The blaster, salvaged
from the rat they'd killed on the
road, stuck from his pocket, still
charged; it could serve as a backup.

Lem’s crossbow snapped from
above and behind the cluster of
rats, and a half-charged flash of
energy dissipated in the air. Then
Arne fired from cover and moved.
A quarrel should penetrate a street-
suit at moderate range, and only
one of the rats was so protected.
Bern took advantage of the distrac-
tion to move closer, angling for a
shot through one six-inch crack in
the bastion.
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He knelt, his leg nearly numb
and clumsy, and braced the bow
across the lip of a dust-filled
fountain. In the deep shade behind
the gap he saw indistinct shapes
moving too swiftly to waste a shot.
Back and forth; he waited patient-
ly; fingertip light against the trigger.
As a shadow paused blocking the
slit, he stroked the release and felt
the bow jump against his shoulder
like a captive rabbit. The bolt
passed directly into the narrow
opening, vanishing without a sound,
and the shadow fell away leaving
the space clear again. No further
targets presented themselves.

The rats’ blaster would be
charged up by this time. Even
though the crossbow fire must have
attenuated their numbers they held
positional advantage, and the
Scouts hesitated to press the attack.

Silence returned to the ruins—a
tense, waiting silence. A gull
flashed white overhead, and warm
wind whispered around the fallen
columns. Bern gauged the distance
to another block of white marble
and estimated his chances. The rat
with the blaster could only be look-
ing one way at a time, and the
needler was a short-range weapon.
Five seconds in the open would be
too long, but Lem could distract
them. He secured his weapons and
clicked a question on his handy.

“Four left, one wounded,” it an-
swered.

“Good. Count five and cover.”

On the click of acknowledgment
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Bern rose to a crouch and started
counting silently with measured
cadence. One—two—three—four
—five . . . The snap of Lem’s bow
sent him on a clumsy four-legged
scramble across a bare twenty-five
feet of sparse stunted grass which
grew unhealthily among the
cracked marble slabs. He barked
his knuckles across a jutting corner
and his hand slipped. .His shoulder
hunched as he twisted reflexively to
land rolling, and a lance of flame
turned a long oval of crumbling
stone to steaming white lava which
seethed for a few seconds before
the bursting bubbles froze in brittle
froth. By then he was under cover.

Arne had taken the opportunity
to advance seconds after Bern. The
ring tightened.

The group of villagers with Chad
in the lead should arrive within a
quarter hour. A containing action
would be adequate at this point.
But professional pride preferred
that not a rat be left alive when re-
inforcements did arrive. He clicked
for Lem.

“Three left, one wounded. Try
bounce shot—left end.”

The indicated end of the rats’
shelter was warded by a four-foot
wall of stone, faint abstracts etched
in it, angled partly across the open-
ing. From his new position he
could fire a bolt which would splat-
ter rock and enough heat to cause
some damage in the protected area.
He cocked his bow, slung it ready
and gave the sharp, rising attack
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the cancer regressed, but the dam-
aged bone tissue was repairing it-
self.

Research scientists are normally
a sober lot not given to superla-
tives. But they’re calling DMSO
—dimethyl sulfoxide—a miracle
drug. Many believe that this hum-
ble by-product of the paper-napkin
industry is an entirely new principle
in medicine. It penetrates human
tissues with ease, and, what’s more,
it can carry other chemicals with it.

DMSO is an easily synthesized
organic compound which is found
in lignin, the substance which holds
trees together. There’s a lot of it
left over from the pulp manufac-
turing process, so it’s cheap and
readily available. Before its medi-
cal properties were discovered, it
was used as a commercial solvent.

It was in 1963 that DMSO’s
medical properties were discovered
by Robert Herschler, chemist for
the Crown Zellerbach Corporation,
and Dr. Stanley W. Jacob of the
University of Oregon Medical
School. Soon afterward, doctors be-
gan using it in clinical tests to treat
a wide range of diseases from crip-
pling arthritis to creeping eruptions.

It was especially helpful in
chronic bone and joint conditions,
such as bursitis and several types
of arthritis. Grateful arthritic pa-
tients reported that DMSO treat-
ment relieved pain and crippling
and, in some cases, even seemed to
halt the progress of the disease.

DMSO could visibly reduce
swelling from bruises and sprains
while the patient watched. A happy
baseball coach found that his in-
jured players were able to return
to the game in one third the time
when treated with DMSO.

And DMSO was the only effec-
tive treatment known for a pro-
gressive, ultimately fatal skin-hard-
ening disease called scleroderma.

But that was only the beginning.
DMSO’s potential uses read like
something out of Dr. McCoy’s Star-
ship dispensary. Various experi-
ments showed that it might:
® make the needle obsolete for in-

tramuscular injections. Vaccines

and medications were absorbed
directly through the skin when
mixed with a little DMSO.

e provide deeper and longer-last-
ing local anesthesia through its
nerve-blocking properties. This
would eliminate the need for
general anesthesia in some kinds
of surgery.

e relieve pain following surgery. A
study of patients who had just
undergone chest surgery showed
that those who received 50 to 80
per cent solutions of DMSO ap-
plied to their incisions required
less morphine.

® increase sensitivity of drug-re-
sistant strains of bacteria. In one
experiment, a resistant strain of
tubercle bacteria was unharmed
by 2,000 units of streptomycin.
But it only took 10 units of the
antibiotic to kill the same strain
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on an undeadened tooth. Its victim
had only two choices for pain re-
lief before tegritol: narcotics in
dose large enough to cause addic-
tion, or surgery which left the jaw
permanently numbed like a dentist’s
nerve block. It took the FDA six
years to release tegritol.

But far more serious than drug-
approval delays is the implication
in the FDA’s requirement of ad-
vance approval for medical experi-
ments. This means that the FDA
has the authority to exercise what
Dr. Jacob calls ‘“scientific censor-
ship.”

When the FDA announced its
“relaxed” rules for testing DMSO,
outraged researchers appealed to
their Congressmen, the American
Medical Association, and anybody
else they could think of. Patients
who had been helped by DMSO,
when nothing else worked, wrote
impassioned appeals to the FDA.
Newspapers blasted the decision
editorially. But the FDA stood as
unmoved as a crooked justice of
the peace in a small town speed
trap. It had the authority to make
the rules and to enforce them as
well, It could say to the researchers
and the drug companies, “Play my
way or don’t play.” The result was
predictable. Just at what began to
look like the dawn of a major
breakthrough in cancer chemother-
apy, DMSO research in this coun-
try came to a virtual halt.

How could it have happened?
How had the FDA gained the

A Case of Overprotection

power to dictate the terms of medi-
cal research?

Well, like many of our bureau-
cracies, it began modestly to fill
a vital need, then just grew and
grew.

It all goes back to Teddy Roose-
velt. Concerned legislators had been
calling for federal food and drug
regulation as far back as 1869.
The need was obvious. Respectable’
women were becoming addicted
to the opium in a popular headache
powder. Food was routinely pre-
served with formaldehyde. *“Straw-
berry” jelly was made from rotten
apples, flavored, then colored with
poisonous analine dye. Meat was
so diseased that much of Europe
refused to import it from the
United States. But Congress, domi-
nated by leglslators who maintained
a traditional attitude of hands-off
big business, was able to block
effective legislation for forty years.

Then Teddy Roosevelt breezed
into the White House with his big
stick and his habit of reading at
meals.

The story goes that one morning
TR was eating his breakfast sausage
while reading Sinclair Lewis’s new
book, “The Jungle.” The book was
a blast at the meat-packing industry
and Lewis graphically described the
standard recipe for sausage, which
included rat-infested scrap meat
complete with rats and even a few
thumbs from careless butchers.

TR, they say, jumped up from
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far. The contents were accurately
labeled, and the manufacturer
found plenty of satisfied users to
testify to the accuracy of the ad-
vertising claims. In fact, the testi-
mony was so convincing that one
of the jurors wound up placing an
order for some of “Brewster’s
G.D.”

The law needed beefing up. Bill
after bill was presented to both
legislative houses, but each died a
quiet death. Once again, it took
aroused public opinion to move
Congress off dead center.

This came about in 1937 when a
new product was marketed called
Elixer Sulfanilimide. Sulfanilimide
had been sold in capsule form for
some time, but some people didn’t
like to take pills. So the company
decided a liquid form would in-
crease sales and they put their
pharmacist to work on it.

The drug turned out to be in-
soluble in most commonly used
liquids, but finally the company
pharmacist discovered that diethy-
lene glycol worked fine.

It was the diethylene glycol, not
the sulfanilimide, which killed 106
people. Well, actually it was 107
if you count the company pharma-
cist who later committed suicide.

The FDA ordered immediate
seizure of the stuff when it heard
of the first deaths, but it was hard
pressed to find legal grounds to
justify the seizure. Finally, the FDA
decided that the word “elixer” im-
plied an alcoholic solution. Since
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the product contained no alcohol,
it was mislabeled. But had it been
called “Solution Sulfanilimide,” the
deadly concoction would have been
perfectly legal.

The resulting Food, Drug, and
Cosmetic Law of 1938 required
that new drugs must be proved
safe before they could be marketed.
Among other provisions, the FDA
had the responsibility for approving
applications for marketing new
drugs. This application, filed by
the company seeking to market the
drug, had to include information
on clinical reports of investigations
proving the drug’s safety. Applica-
tions were automatically approved
in 60 days unless the FDA officially
postponed the decision in writing.

The new law survived in pretty
much the same form for 15 years.
Then the late Senator Estes Kefau-
ver, disturbed by fifty-cent-a-cap-
sule antibiotics, decided to in-
vestigate what he suspected was
price-fixing among the large phar-
maceutical firms. In a series of
sensational televised hearings in
the late '50s, Kefauver’s Subcom-
mittee on Antitrust and Monopoly
uncovered fantastic mark-ups in
drug prices. Miltown tranquilizers
cost Carter Products seven-tenths
of a cent to make; the consumer
paid 10.8 cents. Orinase, a drug for
diabetics, cost Upjohn 1.3 cents,
the diabetic 13.9 cents. Polycycline,
an antibiotic produced by Bristol-
Myers, jumped from 1.7 cents to
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developed peripheral neuritis, a
tingling sensation in fingers and
toes.

According to the 1938 law, the
application would be approved
automatically in 60 days, but Dr.
Kelsey stalled Merrill, saying that
she needed more information. Soon
the terrible truth about thalidomide
broke, and Dr. Kelsey was a na-
tional heroine.

Now the public was clamoring
for tighter drug restrictions and the
Kefauver-Harris Drug Amend-
ments were passed on October 10,
1962. Congress tried to include in
the new law enough authority for
the FDA to assure that another
thalidomide disaster couldn’t hap-
pen. Drugs had to be proved both
safe and effective, and the FDA
had almost unlimited discretion in
determining what constituted proof.
The 60-day approval limit was
withdrawn. Ironically, the amend-
ment as passed did not include Ke-
fauver’s compulsory licensing pro-
vision which might have lowered
drug prices.

Few realized at the time that the
FDA’s new authority could and
would be used to slow down vital
cancer research. Yet that’s exactly
what has happened in the case of
DMSO.

“The FDA has created a climate
which to date has made it im-
possible for the interested pharma-
ceutical firms to reinstitute studies,”
said Dr. Jacob when the FDA an-
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nounced its ‘“relaxed” restrictions
on clinical testing of DMSO. “The
FDA created this climate by send-
ing their inspectors on a massive
witch hunt throughout the United
States following the cessation of
testing (in 1965). These inspectors
harassed investigators and the drug
firms alike who had evaluated
DMSO,” he said.

This harassment went so far as
surprise searches of laboratories by
the FDA inspectors. Researchers
and drug companies were threat-
ened with criminal prosecution al-
though no charges were ever filed.
Even researchers whose work with
DMSO was confined to experi-
mental animals had trouble. They
were required to sign statements
swearing that they would use their
DMSO only on animals. Even then,
some felt that their DMSO ship-
ments were sometimes unnecessarily
delayed.

At least one cancer researcher
solved the harassment problem by
moving his experiments out of the
country. He treated 37 inoperable
cancer patients with DMSO in
combination with other drugs. Two
of those patients were described
at the beginning of this article.
Twenty-three others were still liv-
ing two years after treatment. This
was an improvement rate of 38.1
percent. Without DMSO, the im-
provement rate was 5.4 percent,
Periodic eye examinations showed
no lens changes in any of the
patients.
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ahead led Leigh, Van der Pool,
and his wife Pat to Juarez and a
night on the town.

If the men in the black cars
had had their way, that night
would have been the American’s
last. Trapped high in an open
multi-story parking garage, Leigh
had had to practically sprout wings
on his little Triumph to escape in
a wild chase up and down the
ramps of the building. But in a
chancy leap from the second story
turn-around, Leigh managed to
bring his startled passengers to the
border and safety.

Back in the darkness of the
guesthouse at Sunseek, Leigh had
a chance to reflect on his unusual
profession and to try, for the hun-
dredth time, to figure out what it
had to do with the scientific
career he once had planned. It
might not be too scientific, but it
sure as hell wasn’t dull, especially
with what Silverman had planned
for his immediate future—a “dry
run” attempt to infiltrate Sunseek.
Once inside he was to grab the
tape from the computer that would
be the American equivalent of the
one they wanted him to secure
from the Russian installation.

Penetration on Sunseek was ac-
complished with a parachute jump
from a cropduster’s plane. After a
wait until nightfall, Leigh headed
for the telescope to take pictures
of the position of the dish. But
then Leigh found he was not alone.
He figured the other man making
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his way through the woods was a
joker slipped into the deck by
Silverman, so he dealt him out
with his heavy camera. Bluffing his
way into the control room, he
filched the tape from the computer
and headed proudly back to Silver-
man’s office. To his surprise he
found the “joker” had been slipped
into the deck by a foreign hand
and had been armed to destroy
the telescope. Then Van der Pool
dealt his pride a lethal blow with
the news that the tape he'd so
cleverly filched was the wrong one.

John Leigh was bored. Like the
class dunce he had been sent to a
remote corner of the Sunseek
library, there to contemplate how
smart computers were and how
often study consisted of finding
how much one didn’t know. (Who'd
have thought they’d correct their
own incorrectly transcribed records
with the patience of a school
marm?)

The rest of the SPI group had
left Sunseek to return to the home
office, but Leigh had had to re-
main. He and Van der Pool worked
harder than ever, for the attempted
attack on the telescope put the
stamp of urgency on their task.
John sat now, hunched over his
book in intense concentration. He
didn’t hear the quiet, motherly-
looking Sunseek librarian come up
behind him and jumped when she
touched him on the shoulder.

“Telephone for you on the
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society under the sea. In the book
she had concealed some of her
more radical theories about seman-
tics and communications. But these
were so sugar-coated with adven-
ture and a poignant love story that
“Deep Voices” had been picked up
by a book club and become a best
seller.

More interesting to Leigh was
the biography which followed the
review. Elizabeth C. Ashley had
been born thirty years before in
southern China where her father
had been a Presbyterian missionary.
Her family had been home on a
sabbatical when the outbreak of
the war had made their return to
the Orient impossible. Reverend
Ashley had gone to the Midwest
where he became the chaplain at a
large university. His daughter was
thrown into the heady intellectual
atmosphere of the place. Visitors

from the China days mingled with

professors and students from many
disciplines. Reverend Ashley and
his classicist wife were a lively and
well-liked pair on the campus, and
they treated their _children with
affectionate indulgence. The little
ones were allowed to take an active
part in the life that flowed around
them.

What the Times did not say,
however, was that Reverend Ashley
had been utterly baffled when Eliza-
beth’s principal had called him into
her office and told him that his
daughter possessed the I1.Q. of a

high genius. With a brilliant son
the good man could have coped.
A genius daughter was another
matter. The world did not take
easily to brilliant women. They
were limited in their opportunities,
frowned upon by many of the men
in whatever field they chose, and
expected to put their genius under
wraps or often endure a‘ lonely
existence as dedicated “old maids.”
Either solution was frustrating and
Reverend Ashley prayed hard for
his little girl that night.

But times were changing. It was
true that some boys were put off by
her reputation as a “brain,” but
she was so attractive and full of
fun, most tended to forgive her
the handicap. She edited her high
school yearbook and was a prom
queen as well as valedictorian when
she graduated.

In college she was undecided
about a field of study. Languages
had been her forte and she was en-
rolled in Oriental Studies when she
took a catch-all elective course in
Philosophy during her sophomore
year.

The instructor was young and
enthusiastic. He overwhelmed his
students with a torrent of names
and theories. Only one student
caught his fire. She in turn over-
whelmed him with a one hundred
thirty-five-page term paper on the
evolution of modern existentialism.
For there was no longer any doubt
in Elizabeth Ashley’s mind as to
her future. It only remained to con-
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to her side. “Would you like to
come up for a drink?”

“I think not now, thanks. We'll
have to hurry as it is to get our
swim while it’s still sunny.”

“O.K. I'll be right down.” He
ran up the stairs to the large, airy
bachelor quarters which had been
converted from a chauffeur’s apart-
ment over the garage of one of
the large estates. He returned
quickly, dressed in slacks and a
light knit shirt, his swim suit rolled
in a towel under his arms.

“To the ‘coop’, my good woman.

“Very good, sir. The ‘coop’ it is.”

Elizabeth was soon maneuvering
the little car with skill and verve
on the eastbound Sunrise Highway.
John approved of her driving. She
knew precisely what was going on
all around her and while she was
not reckless, she had a decisiveness
that moved the little MG rapidly
up the stream of traffic. Like most
good drivers she concentrated on
driving and her conversation was
largely monosyllabic when the
traffic was heavy. At one point she
reached under the dash and
switched on a small tape hi-fi. To
Leigh’s surprise it played a jumping
rock-and-roll number.

“Well, you had me fooled. I
figured you for the string quartette
type.”

Elizabeth laughed and gave the
coppery head a shake. “As a matter
of fact, I did once play the cello. I
was very serious and very ‘cultured’.

“But as I got further into my

work I realized that there were
many kinds of ‘culture’, some of
the mind, to be sure, but also many
of the spirit.” By now they had
left the busy highway and in the
lighter traffic she warmed to her
subject. “Have you ever read
Jack Kerouac?”

“Some.”

“Do you remember in ‘On the
Road’ when he talks about ‘digging’
something? He meant a kind of
bodily, emotional, whole-animal
response—a sensitivity—completely
uninhibited. This is what some of
the modern painters are after, I
think. But the art historians insist
on dissecting their work and miss
the whole point. It’'s meant to be
‘dug’ not dissected. That’s why I
like this.” She gestured at the tape
recorder. “To me rock-and-roll and
some of its later variations have
come closest of modern music to
this feeling. I guess,” she laughed
at her own seriousness, “I must be
after the lost youth I spent buried
in libraries. Anyway, we're here.”

She whipped the little car into
a macadam lane headed toward
the sea and pulled into a parking
place in a crowded, sandy lot. She
reached into the back of the car
and brought out a giant woven
straw beach bag of mossy green
decorated with a large white
dolphin, and flung it over her shoul-
aer as she and John strolled up the
boardwalk to the “coop”.

The “coop” was the savants’
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name for Dugan’s Duck Coop. It
was a large, rambling place built
on a stretch of beach east of the
Hamptons. The menu was strictly
Long Island—duckling, new pota-
toes, seafoods from the wharf at
Montauk, and fresh vegetables and
fruits from the rich truck farms
that cover the center of the island.
There was dancing on the veranda
but one of the biggest attractions
was the rolling surf and soft sand
where the diners could swim and
sun before they ate. Dugan had
provided dressing rooms for his
patrons and it was from one of
these that Elizabeth now appeared.
John smiled appreciatively.

The copper brown hair was now
loose, long and straight. It turned
up only slightly where the ends
brushed the shoulders of a moss-
green beach coat decorated with
another large white dolphin. She
had on white sandals and under
the loose coat, a darker-green
bikini. John could feel the stir this
caused on the beach when Eliza-
beth flung the coat to the ground.

Miss Ashley was what the de-
signer of the original bikini must
have had in mind when he made
the suit—not the skin-and-bones
models of high fashion, but skin
as lush as a ripe peach over smooth
mounds of flesh filling the little
strips of cloth to the brim. Dry,
she was lovely; wet, she was
spectacular.

The surf was heavy and exciting.
They dove under the crests of the
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waves head-first, and then turned
and rode the swells inshore. In the
distance they could see some surf-
ers paddling their boards farther
down the beach where the waves
had a longer roll. At last, tired
from the tossing of the big waves,
they climbed out onto the shore.

From the dolphin bag, Elizabeth
produced a huge striped towel.
“I'll dry your back if you dry
mine,” she suggested. She flung the
towel on the sand and produced
two more from the bag. She
handed one to John and stretched
face down on the striped towel
waiting. Leigh patted the bronze
back lightly. The tiny white em-
broidered dolphin that covered the
clasp of the bikini top seemed to
wink at him mischievously with its
sparkling eye. He finished the job
as fast as he could in the interests
of self-control and handed her back
the towel.

For some reason Elizabeth
worked slowly, almost dreamily. It
was almost too much for Leigh,
but suddenly she was finished and
stretched out next to him on the
beach towel. The sun was beginning
to set and as the sea breeze came
up they moved closer together.
“Now,” she said, “I've told you
about my wasted youth. How about
yours?”

Gently she drew from Leigh a
stream of ideas and memories about
himself. For this was one of the
traits that had made men willing
to forgive Elizabeth her superior
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John found a spot where there was
a tiny clearing in the beach plum
and shore grass. He sat down and
pulled Elizabeth down beside him.
They kissed again. John felt be-
witched, as if a huge wave had
broken loose from the _quiet sea
and flowed softly over them.

Suddenly his senses were alert
and Leigh knew, as he had known
that night in Sunseek, that they
were not alone. His first impulse
was to laugh. What a time this
would be to meet one of Elizabeth’s
students seeking, as they had, the
solitude of the beach with a lover.
He raised his head slightly and
peered under the low branches of
the beach plum. A short, stocky
man was coming up the beach,
but he was alone and walking fast
from the direction of the “coop.”
Then from behind them John could
hear other noises of bodies moving
through the brush. Elizabeth felt
his body tense and opened her
sleepy eyes questioningly.

“Quiet.” John covered her mouth
lightly and whispered in her ear.
His voice sounded casual but Eliza-
beth felt a watchfulness about his
body that seemed strange on a
peaceful Long Island beach. She lay
still, watching Leigh as he followed
the man’s progress.

“Funny,” she heard him murmur.
Then he turned to her. “You know,
that fellow’s acting strange. I don’t
like it. T think we’d better go back
to civilization.” He ran a tender
hand regretfully over her soft brown

hair and cheek. “I'm sorry.” Then
he took her hand. “Come on.”

They were not sure why. It
seemed almost by instinct that they
wormed their way so quietly to the
shadowy dip behind the dune, never
breaking the cover of the low
beach plum bushes. Crouching low,
they followed the shadowy path to
a clearing where two small build-
ings faced the sea. They could
scarcely have been dignified by the
term “cottage” for they were
weather-beaten shacks built for the
most relaxed of week-ending. Bot-
tles of gas for the stoves leaned
lazily on casual supports. The win-
dows were shuttered for the week.
More important, there were no elec-
tric lines entering the compound so
no. telephones would be available.
The place looked utterly deserted.

Behind them John and Elizabeth
could hear a muffled shout from
their pursurer—if that was what he
was. The noise drew nearer and
other voices joined in. Apparently
the men were working their way
toward the clearing.

John pulled Elizabeth past the
first beach house into the shadow
of the second and past it into an-
other hollow in the dunes beyond.
He pushed her flat to the ground
just as the barrellike figure of the
man he’d seen on the beach broke
from the shadow of the dune they
had just left. Soon two more men
joined him. Elizabeth drew in her
breath and shrank closer to John.
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One of the men carried a cruel-
looking machine gun.

Leigh could not understand :the
dialect the men growled at each
other, but he thought he caught a
Russian cognate for “teacher” and
“alive.” Then there was a command
for silence.

It became deadly quiet. There
was only the soft murmur of the
sea. Suddenly from the first cottage
there was an audible rustle. The
men quickly surrounded. the hut.
John could see now that all three
were armed. Barrel-chest shouted
in heavily-accented English. “You
are surrounded. Come out and you
will not be harmed.” The rustling
in the beach house ceased, then
there was a loud clatter as if a pot
had fallen to the floor. The three
thugs watched expectantly.

At last Barrel-chest became im-
patient. “Now, please, or we burn
you out.” He waited. “Very well
then.” He aimed his gun at the gas
tanks and fired. The liquid propane
flowed out on the sand and soaked
the side of the shack. The man took
out a book of paper matches, lit
them all, and flung them onto the
sand. There was a whoosh as the
gas caught fire and a popping boom
as the tanks exploded. The dry
wooden building burned like tinder.
And over the noise of the fire
came a screech of pure animal ter-
ror. Elizabeth buried her head in
John’s shoulder. The three men
watched eagerly. Then from behind
a loose shutter jumped a huge,
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skinny alley cat, its eyes wide with
fright. Barrel-chest swore and shot
the animal dead.

“Quickly,” John hissed, “we’ll
circle back to the car.” The pierc-
ing wail of the town fire siren cut
through the air like a knife. Already
cars were stopping along the dune
road as the brilliant blaze drew
spectators like moths. From the
distance John heard a welcome
sound—it was the low drone of the
Coast Guard helicopter he knew
patrolled the beach. “Let’s get out
of here before we have to answer
too many questions. We'll let our
friends back there do that.” For
John had also seen the swinging red
light of a cruising police car. The
three men were trapped.

Quickly he circled up to the
road, slipping his arm around Eliz-
abeth and slowing their pace to
that of a pair of lovers idly inter-
ested in the excitement. They min-
gled briefly with the crowd and
then slowly strolled on toward the
“coop” and the little MG.

When they reached the parking
lot, John held Elizabeth back while
he cautiously checked the little car
for explosives. Satisfied that it was
safe, he took the keys from the still
stunned girl and gently guided her
to the passenger’s seat.

He drove slowly with one arm
around Elizabeth. “Put your head
on my shoulder,” he whispered.
“We must still look like lovers.”
Finally on the highway he grasped
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“You both better come to the
office and we'll try to piece the
whole thing together. Will twenty
minutes be time enough? I'll have
breakfast sent in.”

“Better allow half an hour. Shall
I tell her about the other affair?”

“Use your own judgment. It’s
quite a shocker for this hour of the
day, but she’ll have to be told some-
time. In half an hour then?”

“All right. Good-bye.”

The phone clicked off at the
other end. John sat staring absent-
mindedly at the receiver in his hand
and then slowly laid it in the
cradle. A light, firm voice inter-
rupted his thoughts.

“What other affair? Or am I
wrong in assuming that the ‘her’ in
that conversation was Elizabeth
Ashley?” Elizabeth stood in the
doorway of the bedroom, her red-
brown hair tousled from sleep and
yesterday’s swim. The dolphin
beach coat was thrown over a pair
of Leigh’s light summer pajamas.
She seemed wide awake and alert.
He had given her warm milk and a
generous slug of brandy before bed
last night. Apparently it had al-
lowed her a good night's rest. Leigh
suspected quite correctly that she
looked a damn sight better than he
did.

“No, you're right,” he admitted.
He ran aground. How do you tell
a woman that all her possessions
have been burned? Or worse, a
scholar that all her notes and
papers are destroyed? He stalled by
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putting his battered old kettle on
the little stove to boil. Elizabeth
came to him.

“I know now that I'm in danger,
John. Somehow I must have stum-
bled onto something that makes me
a menace to someone.” She looked
seriously into his face. So you can
tell me. Is it worse than last night
at the beach house?”

“Perhaps in some ways,” he
began. As gently as possible he
broke the news of the destruction
in her apartment.

“It’s unbelievable. I feel as if I
am in ancient Greece, not America.
Why, here they’ve never persecuted
philosophers. They've just ignored
them to death.”

She paused and then rummaged
about in the cupboard, bringing out
mugs and instant coffee and busied
herself with the chore of making
their coffee. She had the female
trait of using some domestic chore
as her link to calm in a crisis.
John, watching her, had the fleeting
memory of his mother calmly bak-
ing a large chocolate cake in the
kitchen as his father had sat
numbly in the study contemplating
the collapse of his business hopes.
He wondered idly if perhaps this
was not, after all, the secret of
women’s ability to outlive their
husbands.

“The frightening thing is,” Eliz-
abeth continued, “I'm not even sure
what I've discovered that makes
them want to destroy me. What
shall I do?” The last sentence came
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his intelligence was so much
greater than that of apes that it
became a different sort of thing.
This, she decided, was why the
discussions of the day had such an
anthropomorphic  tone.  These
scholars had decided that anything
man would be communicating with
in space would have crossed this
threshold from animal intelligence
to some sort of humanlike intelli-
gence.

She set the alarm and climbed
into bed. Sleep wouldn’'t come,
however. Her mind refused to let
the problem go. “They’ve not gone
far enough,” it kept nagging, “not
far enough, not far enough.”

The next morning she could not
remember whether she had been
asleep or awake when her idea had
formed, but she desperately needed
someone to talk to. The first person
she met in the lobby of the hotel
was an Italian physicist named
Mario Petronelli. They had met
before. Mario flirted outrageously.
Elizabeth had often wondered if
Italian men liked women more than
others did or if they simply man-
aged flirtations better. In any case,
Petronelli was a charming man, an
excellent listener, and old enough
to be her father. She gladly ac-
cepted his invitation to breakfast.

They took a corner table in the
hotel coffee shop. “I was present on
the fringes of that free-for-all you
started last night,” he smiled. “Do
you know it lasted until after one

o'clock? It is a very interesting
question and one I have pondered
many times myself.”

“And what conclusion have you
reached, Mario?”

“You are right of course, my
dear. The answer lies in man him-
self. It is the human that is impor-
tant.”

“But what aspect of the human
is the clue? I think that it is not his
body. It is his intelligence that we
must explore.”

“Call it intelligence, spirit, soul,
—it is all the same. Somewhere
there may be someone with these
same vital forces. If so, we can find
a way to communicate with each
other.”

“Are you becoming religious,
Mario, that you use the word ‘soul’?
Going back to the Church after all
these years?” Elizabeth was sorry
she had teased for Petronelli looked
hurt.

“You misunderstand me, my
dear. It is man’s existence, his
humanness that makes him differ-
ent from animals. Why the way you
talk it is only his ability to do frac-
tions. We might as well be com-

puters.”

“But maybe that’'s just it!”
Petronelli was surprised at Eliza-
beth’s intense reaction. ‘“Maybe

that’s just what we are—machines!”

“My beautiful professor,” Mario
laughed, “no man could look at
you and feel like a machine. If he
did, he would certainly blow a fuse
or two.”

92 Analog Science Fiction / Science Fact



Before Elizabeth could answer, a
friend of Petronelli’'s, a physicist
from the Midwest, stopped at their
table. “Ah, come join us, George.
This lovely lady is trying to con-
vince me that she is a machine.
Professor Ashley, George Gryson
from Argonne National Labora-
tory in Illinois. Come now, if we
were machines, would she not set
your circuits crackling?”

“Probably burn them out,” Gry-
son grinned and pulled a chair up
to the table.

“But listen,” Elizabeth fought to
get the conversation back to a less
personal level, “where do you think
Darwinian evolution is leading us?
What is the next step in man’s
journey from the jungle? We don’t
develop a new, stronger set of
muscles when we want to dig a road
any more. We build a bigger road-
grader. We have learned to move
mountains. How? With giant bull-
dozers. We extend our eyes far out
into space with telescopes, our
touch to the bottom of the sea with
sonar, our ears around the world
with radio. And now we have
developed what have been called
‘mechanical brains’. Why? To in-
crease our powers of reasoning.”
Elizabeth sat back and tasted her
forgotten coffee. She made a face.
The brew was stone cold. Mario
summoned the waitress for a fresh
pot.

“There’s the rub, Professor Ash-
ley. A machine cannot reason by
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itself. Only man can do that.”

“Are you sure?” she replied. “A
number of years ago a mathema-
tician named Turing raised this
question of whether machines
could think or not. Rather than
answer the question directly he
proposed a game. He suggested that
a person be seated in a room with
two teletypes. One teletype would
be operated by a human being in
another room. The other, by a com-
puter. The person can type out any
question he wishes, but neither the
human nor the mechanical agencies
in the other rooms are required to
answer him truthfully. At first the
game will be easy—the man might
ask complicated multiplication
and the computer gets it right too
quickly. But each time the com-
puter’s designers improve it. In the
end it takes our player more than
a lifetime to tell which is which
so it is essentially impossible. Is the
computer thinking? The question is
no longer relevant. An equally fair
question would be, ‘Is the man in-
telligent?’

“To me the direction of evolu-
tion is obvious. The intelligence of
many humans will create new
beings, machines which will not die
as their creators will for they only
need to replace their wornout parts.
Men could end up their servants,
or even their pets, just as we have
made servants and pets out of
chickens, and horses, and dogs.”

The biologist of last night had
joined the group and heard the last
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evolent nor malevolent, but com-
pletely dispassionate. And suppose
that these machines, for one reason
or another, wanted to establish a
member of their society on Earth,
infect us so to speak. Do you real-
ize the tremendous advantage a
mechanical society would have
over a biological one in this endeav-
or? For a biological species to es-
tablish itself on a planet it must ei-
ther evolve over many years from
the raw materials of its environ-
ment, or a sufficient number of its
members must survive bodily
transplanting from the original en-
vironment to the new host planet.

“But all a machine needs is the
ability to send on a radio beam at
the speed of light the plans of one
of its members. Right now our own
primitive society has a beam power-
ful enough to do that. To complete
the transfer they need an agency
on the new planet intelligent
enough to create the machine from
the plans, and the proper raw
materials. We have the former—
man, and we probably have the
latter for we have already created
many machines here.”

“Granting that, what has all this
to do with the Russian signals? I
still don’t see why you are being
attacked.”

“Do you recall the story of
Ulysses and the Sirens in the
Odyssey? Remember that at one
point in his travels Ulysses must
pass a mysterious island on which
there lived sea nymphs, maidens
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who sang such exquisite songs that
all sailors who heard them were
lured to the island and inevitably
to their deaths on the rocks around
the shore.”

John saw that Elizabeth'’s eyes
were shining. She was coming to
the denouement of her argument
which had so stimulated her when
she had first thought it out. She
had found it even more exciting
when she heard of the Russian
signals and realized their possible
implications. To her, a scholar, the
thriil of knowledge was reality.
Wars, the weather, money, even an
attack on her person were nui-
sances—real and annoying only be-
cause they were distractions from
her work. John felt a pang of
jealousy when he saw that glow in
her face. He had been a scholar,
too, and knew that no mere man
could ever thrill her whole being in
that way.

“Suppose in some way the Rus-
sian signals are like the Sirens’ call
—the very hearing of them drawing
the human race to the rapid de-
struction of society as we know it.
Let’s just say that the machine

. society's star is dying and that it

needs a new home. It sends out a
radio signal so tantalizing that we
could not resist listening. When it
has us ‘hooked’, it somehow tells us
that we really should have a de-
coder to use the signals better. The
plans for such a machine are sent
on the beam. Our own computers
soon translate them into workable
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drawings, for remember, they are
‘beings’ of the same type.

“So greedy man, perhaps with
the idea that this new knowledge
will let him or his nation rule the
world, builds the machine. But it is
really one of ‘them’. The planet is
infected. The machine cannot be
turned off and the man who
thought that he would rule the
world, becomes the slave of this
new creation from outer space.
Like the unwary sailors, our society
is dashed against the rocks.”

Silverman watched Leigh’s face
as Elizabeth finished her story. It
was a chilling one but also highly
speculative. Leigh was being asked
to risk his life on the strength of the
tale. Would this tough, knowledge-
able scientist credit the possibility
of its truth as he had?

“Yes,” John finally nodded,
seeming to shake himself out of the
brown study he had sunk into. “It
does fit in, doesn’t it? Somehow
they know that Elizabeth has seen
the danger so she’s become a threat
to the men who've heard the signal.
It looks as if we’ll have to keep an
eye on you, young lady.” He
glanced at Elizabeth and saw the
worry around the brown eyes. “And
you're such a delightful eyeful,
too,” he grinned. “What are your
plans for the next month or so?”

Elizabeth managed a smile but
the worry stayed in her eyes.

“She’s going to London,” Silver-
man answered for her.

“To London? You're kidding!
What's she going to London for in
the middle of all this?”

Elizabeth answered for herself
this time. “I'm due there for a
conference day after tomorrow.
My reservations are for ten o’clock
tonight at Kennedy Airport.”

“But you can’t go batting off to
London. It’s too dangerous right
now with these people after you.”

“I wish I didn’t have to,” she
admitted, “but I'm due to give one
of the papers at the meeting. Be-
sides I've got appointments with
several important English semanti-
cists. I must see them. It’s a big
chance for me.”

“A big chance to get yourself
killed!” John was nearly shouting.
“They’re after you. I should think
last night would have convinced
you of that. You’re much safer here
where we can keep you under close
protection. Don’t you think so, sir?”
He turned to Silverman for help
with this foolish woman.

The boss of SPI had been watch-
ing the sailboats skimming gaily on
the peaceful bay. Now he turned
from the window. It had occurred
to him that this, normally taciturn,
man’s protests were something
more than businesslike. He won-
dered idly if Leigh had given him
the whole, unedited version of last
night’s events.

“It may be more dangerous if
she doesn’t go,” he answered. “This
meeting was planned long before
the attacks began. The schedule of
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papers was published two months
ago. Everyone who knows Profes-
sor Ashley knows what an oppor-
tunity this is and that she’d be there
if she had to swim the Atlantic
with casts on both legs. We can’t
afford to draw attention to her by
having her cancel out now. Unfor-
tunately, John, I can’t spare you
for the conference, but I want you
to escort her into the airport and
put her safely on the plane.
McHaney will meet her plane in
London and take charge from
there.”

The door opened and Emily
came in and laid a TWA ticket
folder on the desk. “Good. Here
are your tickets.”

“But the school has me booked
on BOAC.”

“We took the liberty of chang-
ing companies and flights to avoid
anyone, er, unwelcome boarding
with you. This flight leaves at
10:15.

“I suppose you’ll need clothing
and luggage. How about the notes
for your talk?”

“Fortunately I had them with
me. I had intended to review the
speech after my swim yesterday.”

“That was a stroke of luck,”
Silverman said. “As for your cloth-
ing and luggage, SPI will replace
those you lost in the fire. But for a
stopgap, Rachel has offered her
suitcases for your trip. She has also
suggested that Elaine’s Casual Shop
here in Fairport might supply you
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with some traveling clothes. They
carry a fairly complete stock during
the summer months . . .”

Silverman droned on. John lis-
tened surprised again at his fastid-
ious eye for detail, but his mind
was not on clothing or luggage. He
knew that flamboyant personal at-
tacks, such as he had witnessed last
night, were rare in their work. It
meant that the Russian astronomers
had their backs to the wall, or
needed to gain time. Either way he
didn't like it.

X

John pushed his worries into the
back of his mind as he and Eliza-
beth waited at the little Fairport
commuter station. The late after-
noon sun gave the air a golden,
gauzy quality. The town seemed
sleepy and safe. Elizabeth puzzled
him by being sparkling and gay. He
did not understand women well
enough to know that a suitcase full
of expensive new clothes she hadn’t
had to pay for would have this
effect on almost any woman, no
matter how grim the situation.

They could hear the whistle of
the train as it left the next town
up the line and soon they could
see the huge deisel coming down
the track with its eight aging cars.
It lumbered to a halt and the two
young people climbed aboard. They
could have been a young suburban
couple on their way for a trip to
the city, except for the vaguely
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into the back of the front seat. On
the floor was a rug of sheared lamb
dyed black. Elizabeth caught her
breath at the sight of the splendor
and then pulled back. John took her
arm and gave her a little shove
into the car. The driver shut the
door and they heard the soft purr
of the powerful engine starting up.
The driver’s voice came over the
speaker. “Which terminal at Ken-
nedy do you want, sir?”

John leaned over and picked up
the speaking tube. “TWA, please.”
He hung up the tube and turned to
Elizabeth. “I'll bet this guy’s boss
is in Europe or some place. He'd
probably raise holy Cain if he
knew his chauffeur was picking up
extra cash this way.”

The big car rolled out of the al-
ley and along Sutphin to Archer
Avenue. In a few minutes they
turned out on to the Van Wyck
Expressway. Even at this time the
roadway was crowded with cars of
all shapes, sizes, and colors. One
unaccustomed to New York traffic
would have thought it was rush
hour. “I wonder why some New
Yorkers just don’t change places
with each other so they all
wouldn’t have to drive so much,”
John mused looking out at the
traffic. Elizabeth managed a thin
smile. She had, he noticed, re-
garded their driver with suspicion
and the car with mistrust. Women,
he thought to himself, were very
hard to please—always worrying
about something.
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Overhead now was the steady
whine of the jets taking off and
landing from the great inter-
national airport by the bay. Soon
they were at the intersection of the
Van Wyck Expressway and the
Southern Parkway, the gateway to
the little city-within-a-city that was
the airport complex. They could
see the lights of the terminals and
above them the winking lights of
the circling planes. Suddenly John
grabbed the speaking tube. “I said
TWA,” he spoke sharply. “Are you
taking a back way? Why did you
turn onto the Southern Parkway?”

There was no answer from the
little grille of the speaker. Through
the heavy glass that separated them
from the chauffeur, John could see
the man'’s face reflected in the driv-
ing mirror. It was set in a smug,
nasty smile. The lights of the air-
port faded behind them. They were
being kidnapped.

John tried desperately to roll
down the windows. They wouldn’t
budge. The power to the controls
had been cut off from the front
seat. The door handles swung
uselessly in his hand. Somehow
they had been locked from the out-
side. They were trapped in a luxu-
rious jail on wheels.

The danger dawned on Eliza-
beth. She watched in wide-eyed ter-
ror as John took from his waist-
band a small gun and aimed it
point blank at the neck of the
driver in front of them. He mo-
tioned the woman to lie on the
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opened wide with rage and then
seemed to comprehend as he whis-
pered his plan in her ear. They
walked to the window and Leigh
let himself over the sill. He hung a
moment by his hands and then let
go, rolling with the fall into the
shrubs.

“Now!” he called softly up to
the girl. “Jump now, and I'll catch
you.”

Elizabeth climbed onto the sill
and then hesitated. “No, no. It's
too high. I can’t,” she whimpered.
Then to Leigh's horror the dark
window became a square of yellow
light. Elizabeth looked over her
shoulder and then down at the
ground again. He heard her
scream as the black beetle appeared
at the window and roughly wres-
tled her from the sill.

Leigh knew he needed help.
There was the sound of gunfire as
he vaulted over the board fence
and ran to his left down the dirty
alley toward the light he’d seen
from the window. His left shoulder
throbbed as he ran. He wondered
if he'd strained it when he fell and
put his right hand up to still the
pain. To his surprise it came away
covered with warm blood. Appar-
ently a shot from the beetle’s gun
had grazed his shoulder as he went
over the fence.

He came out of the alley and
onto a brightly-lit little business
district. On the corner in front of
a drugstore he saw what he was
looking for—a lighted outdoor
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phone booth. He ran in, pulled the
door shut and dialed the Federal
number. The brisk-sounding oper-
ator took Silverman’s emergency
number. After two rings the voice
of Silverman’s bodyguard an-
swered. “This is Leigh. I must
speak to Silverman immediately.”

There was the briefest of pauses
then Silverman’s deep voice an-
swered. “We've been trapped,”
Leigh told him. “They’re going to
put Elizabeth in a trunk.” He
couldn’t hear Silverman’s reply. It
seemed like a hundred cement
trucks were rumbling past the
phone booth. His head ached with
the roaring. “I've been shot.
Y’gotta ac’ fas’'n catch th’ plane.”
Then he thought that one of the
cement trucks had run over him
and he collapsed to the floor of the
phone booth with the receiver still
clutched in his blood-stained hand.

XI

Silverman was seldom angry. To
begin with he was a very busy
man. He disliked wasting his
energy in useless rage and he had
little respect for men who did. He
concluded that they probably
didn’t have enough work to keep
them out of trouble, and refused to
listen to their sputtering, angry ar-
guments. In addition the head of
SPI was absolutely and completely
reasonable. He always could see
and appreciate both sides of any
question. Even when one of his
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Ashley had come to me with her
theory. I decided to talk to the psy-
chiatrist who examined Sontag, if
only to make sure that he main-
tained security on  whatever
classified information Sontag might
let slip in their interviews.

“Van der Pool, who has a hand
in allotting the time on the tele-
scope, decided meanwhile to check
Sontag’s notes from his run to see
if the experiment could be carried
out in his absence or if other use
should be made of the facility. The
records were kept in Sontag’s usual
neat and orderly fashion until he
got to those of the last few days
before his breakdown. Here the
data were carefully erased and
dummy and obviously incorrect
numbers were inserted in their
place. This was so unlike Sontag’s
usual way of working that Jan
brought the whole thing to me and
we tackled the whole problem to-
gether.”

Silverman paused and shook his
head slowly. “I still find the con-
clusion we reached incredible, but,
no matter how we approached it,
the problem came up with the
same answer. What Ashley had en-
visioned had already happened at
Sunseek. Somehow the song of her
extraterrestrial sirens had reached
Sontag’s ears and lured him to
their trap with the promise of a
quick and positive solution to the
problems of mankind. He was in-
fected.
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“If it could happen to Sontag,
it could happen to others. We
called a meeting of the most top-
level astronomers in the free world
and told them of the dangers that
could lie ahead in their search for
communication with other worlds.
They are working now on a
method of decontaminating such
signals so that man can extract
from them only the useful and
benevolent information.

“But for Sontag it was too late.”

“Was?" John questioned the
ominious tense of the verb.

“He befriended an attendant at
the sanatorium, a superstitious and
highly suggestible fellow. Sontag
converted him to the signal’s work,
for the siren call can be convincing
even secondhand. This attendant
and Sontag planned his escape in
the fellow’s car. The brakes failed
and there was a crash in the
mountains. Both men were dead
when the state troopers arrived.”

John sat silent, stunned at the
fate of what were two essentially
innocent men. “You must under-
stand that it was for the best,” Sil-
verman continued. “These men
were more dangerous than a car-
rier of a plague. They represented
a threat to humanity we’ve never
had to cope with before—one to-
tally outside any national interest,
without precedent to guide us. Un-
til mankind could develop a count-
ermeasure to handle his knowledge,
it could not be let loose and have
society survive.”
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“What about the Russians? Have
they been warned?”

“We warned them about Profes-
sor Ashley’s theory and told them
as much as national security would
allow.” John saw Silverman’s
whole body sag with what seemed
to be the weight of knowledge too
heavy to bear. “They wouldn't lis-
ten. They thought it was a political
ploy to stop their research and rob
them of their chance to be the first
to hear intelligent signals from
outer space.”

“So I leave on Friday for their
telescope?”

Silverman nodded and then be-
came brisk again as he moved into
the plans he had reviewed so care-
fully.

“Yes, you will be injected into
Russia on Channel Blue.”

Leigh was impressed. Channel
Blue was reserved for only the
most urgent emergencies. He knew
of only once when it had been
used. A very highly-placed defector
was safely spirited out of Russia to
Washington in the space of eigh-
teen hours.

I hope, Leigh thought to him-
self, it works as well for me.

“Originally,” Silverman contin-
ued, “your main job was to have
been getting the direction of the
telescope, but that no longer seems
to be important. 'Other sources of
information have proved to be bet-
ter than we had hoped. Aerial pho-
tographs from one of our satellites
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are unexpectedly clear and we have
been able to get from them almost
as good a fix on the telescope as
you could from observations on
the ground.” He pulled a very
large print of an aerial photograph
from a folder on his desk and
handed it to Leigh.

John could see what appeared to
be the disk of a giant radio tele-
scope. There were a number of
buildings around the installation,
but they were not too clear. “We
have a number of these and they
all show the disk pointed in the
same direction. Whoever has heard
the signal—we assume it's Pet-
rov—must have convinced them to
grant him all of the time useful to
his experiment.” Silverman put the
photograph back.

“In addition we have an infor-
mant in the installation itself who
has told us that a new building is
being thrown up near the main
computer.” He pulled a second,
clearer . photograph from the
folder. “You can see it here,” he
pointed to a large rectangle next to
another building. The rectangle
was surrounded with what might
be a welter of construction equip-
ment and some large cylindrical
objects. “These,” he pointed to
them, “appear to be cryogenic stor-
age tanks for some sort of gas.
The experts think liquid helium,
hydrogen, and nitrogen.”

“Why are they so large?”

“None of my sources seem to
understand. Oh, they need a little
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The Tellurians watched in silence
as the three specks swelled on the
display screens as recognizable
Zhobehr raiders and then receded
toward the asteroid.

Sean broke the anxious silence.
“Tell me, Grig—how close will we
be at periasteroidon?”

“Periasteroidon? Ah, periaster-
oidon! Can you never be serious?
How close will we come to the
Zhobehr base? I can only guess, but
probably not more than half our
present distance. Your computer
still works. Perhaps we can devise
a way to present the question to
it as a ballistic problem.”

“Until we find out what it is
about us that the Zhobehr could de-
tect and can’t any more, I'd as soon
not turn on anything.” Sean med-
itated. “I've heard that seven days
without food makes one weak.
Somehow we’'ve got to get word
back to headquarters. Damn it,
you've got me loving Mother Ros-
siya, and I've never had any doubts
about my side of the world.”

“Sean, my friend, in all the
heavens there is only one planet
that shines with the blue of life.
Do you know, I cannot remember
a time when blue did not mean to
me our blue planet and the life on
it? Why else am I here, volunteered
for Tellurian International Space
Service? And I am glad that I
have served with you. You have
shown me how blue is the other
side.”

Sean, his face carefully turned
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away from his fellow officer, spent
several minutes equalizing the visu-
al display screens so that they pre-
sented the full celestial sphere.
Then he sat hunched in his seat,
brooding, ignoring a quintad of
Zhobehr arising from the astroidal
dot on a lateral screen and heading
into Tellurian orbit. Suddenly he
yelled “I've got it!”

“What is it that you have got?”

“I know how to get us rescued
and tell Command about this as-
teroid. Can you reduce the signal
strength of our sub-etheric com-
munications transmitter so that it
will come through very faint and
distant?”

“I believe I can. Why?”

“To get us out of this obit orbit.
The Zhobehr would know for sure
that we're in their front yard if you
use full strength. Besides, for this
I want a written message. Get me
as weak a signal as will be sure to
make it to Luna, and get the tele-
printer ready.”

Grigory made no move to do
either thing. “Sean, why? And why
a written message?”

Quickly, Sean told him.

Lieutenant Frank Williams was
mildly startled when his sub-etheric
teletype clacked out a few words
and then rang its bell five times.
Sub-etheric TWX was for very dis-
tant communication, say one or
two light-years, where the inverse
square law weakened the signal to
the point that voice messages be-
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came garbled. Since the Zhobehr
raids had begun, what Tellurian
could be so far from home?
PREPARE TO RECEIVE
MESSAGE, the TWX com-
manded. The lieutenant sighed and
obediently typed out AM READY
TO RECEIVE and rang the bell
five times.
He was, nevertheless, hardly pre-
pared for the answer he got.
TELLURIAN EXPERIMEN-
TAL MINIMAL ATTACK
CRAFT X-038 TO HQ MAIN LU-
NAR BASE INTERNATIONAL
TELLURIAN SPACE FORCE
NAT CRIB ELLED SIR
KLINGOR IN HIGH BURBLE
AH ROUND LA GEASTER
ROYD HOBB VIE US LEE
HOCK YOU PIED BYE SHOW
BEAR AS COMB AND BASS
ZAP ROCKS EYE MATE LEA
SEA ROW ATE FIVE AYE YOU
BEE YARN TELL US OAR BITT
THEIR TEA FIVE TEAK
GREASE COUNT O‘CLOCK
WHY'S TOOT ELL US RASP
PECKED I'VE TELL US ORB
BIT AXE HIS THEIR TEEN
TEA CREASE DELL LOSS
NORTH TI'VE TALUS MA
R’'S X’S WEAL PRO VIED FUR
THERE'D ATE AEON VIZ
YULE CONN TACKED SEAN
O'CONNELL FIRST LIEUTEN-
ANT ARTILLERY US ARMY
Lieutenant Williams stared bug-
eyed at the message for a full min-
ute before habit and training took
over. FIRST LIEUTENANT
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O’CONNELL X-038 YOUR MES-
AGE RECEIVED AND RE-
CORDED. SECOND LIEUTEN-
ANT FRANCIS WILLIAMS SIG
CORPS US ARMY, he clacked out
on the teleprinter. Then, scratch-
ing his head absently, he ripped the
TWX from the teleprinter, stuffed
it into a pneumotube capsule which
he then popped into the tube for
the code section, and returned to
the viewer from which he had in-

terestedly been reading “Sullied
Sally’s Sorrows.”
Lieutenant Williams’s opposite

number on the Zhobehr base had
done most of the things that Wil-
liams had done. The teleprinter
workéd on a different principle and
the characters that it typed bore no
relation whatever to Tellurian let-
ters, but the machine had been de-
signed in the days when Tellus was
still ingenuously trying to improve
communications with the Zhobehr.

Eventually the Intelligence offi-
cer, holding the printout, faced the
station commander—insofar as
such human terms apply to the
Zhobehr.

“Sir, this message seems to be
entirely in the alien speech-mode
called Inglish except for some per-
sonal names, or what seem to be
personal names. Sir Klingor, La
Geaster Royd Hobb, and possibly
Lee Hock, although both of those
last elements are Inglish words.
Alien names frequently are also
words in the alien language.”
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“If the message is in an alien
language, what is the problem?”

“Sir, the message has no mean-
ing. No meaning at all.” Intelli-
gence began translating the mes-
sage into the Zhobehr language,
as nearly as anyone can translate
gibberish from one language into
another. Commander cut him off.

“You are certain that you have
translated aright?”

“Sir, there are any number of vari-
ant meanings. Such is the nature
of this Inglish. In fact, such is the
nature of all the languages of the
alien planet. This translation of the
message carefully selects the mean-
ings most likely to make sense.”

“So you then presented the mes-
sage to the decoding computers?”

Intelligence promptly indicated
offended integrity. ‘“Certainly, sir.
The decoding computers analyzed
the message and reported that it is
meaningless.”

The station commander’s atti-
tude was the somatic equivalent of
a human’s staring blankly into
space for a minute or two. “And
your decoding computer has been
thoroughly programmed with this
Inglish language?”

“Thoroughly, sir? You have di-
rected us to waste no time on
nonessentials. Computer language
programming requires a great deal
of time. We provided the computer
with five thousand Inglish words
selected as being the most likely to
apply to basic space travel and
warfare communication. We did
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the same for the other three lan-
guages that the aliens use in space.”

“In space?”

“Sir, these aliens seem to use an
incredible number of languages on
their planet. They seem to have
admitted that such a babel is im-
possible, yet were able to reduce
the number of languages used by
their space force only to four.”

“Where did this intercepted mes-
sage originate?”

“Sir, sub-etheric impulses cannot
be located spatially. When a sub-
etheric impulse is created, the en-
tire time-space matrix is distorted,
and receivers record the distortion.
Only by ranging through space and
observing the inverse square di-
minution of energy from a con-
stant signal can the source be even
roughly located. But judging from
the signal strength of this message
and the known strength of alien
spaceborne sub-etheric transmitters,
this one was almost a light-year
distant.”

Again the station commander
was briefly uncommunicative. “A
unit at that distance takes this
much trouble to transmit a mes-
sage which we cannot decipher,”
he finally declared. “Whatever is
in that message must be of the ut-
most importance. As it relates to
this problem, my order about non-
essentials is withdrawn. Program
the computer with everything
known about this Inglish language.
And find out what this message
means.”
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“Sir, it will take a considerable
amount of time to program the
computer with everything we know
about Inglish. And, except for the
brief period when the aliens were
actively trying to help us, all we
know about the language is based
on the special language of intelli-
gent beings in space.”

“If you need a considerable
amount of time, take it. But take
it actively. Cancel all relaxation
periods, all rest periods, and all
feeding periods until this message
has been translated. From a light-
year away, and in a form that baf-
fles our computer—yes, I shall
order all security measures redou-
bled. We must have the mean-
ing of that message.”

Lieutenant Williams was out-
raged to the core of his military
being when the capsule popped out
of the pneumotube, containing the
original TWX to which had been
stapled a buckslip stating, “This
stuff is not in any known code.
Sorry. Simmons, T-6, Sig Corps,
Message Center.”

Williams suppressed the urge to
toss the offensive TWK and the
buckslip into the trash. Sighing, he
realized that every sub-etheric re-
ceiver within two or three light-
years had picked up the message—
and his acknowledgment.

“Nat Crib elled Sir Klingor in
high burble, ah, ah! Oh, boy!” Sud-
denly Williams realized that there
was one sensible thing that he could
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do. Reaching for his communica-
tor, he punched the code for Luna
Personnel Locator. “Lieutenant
Williams, Command Communica-
tions Center,” he told the face that
appeared in the communicator’s
screen. “Do we have a First Lieu-
tenant Sean O’Connell, Artillery,
assigned for duty here?”

“I'll. check. Want to hold?”

“I sure do.”

As minutes elapsed, Williams idly
read the first “sentence” of the
garble aloud to himself again. Un-
expectedly, something tickled the
fringes of his.subconscious, but just
then the face re-appeared on the
screen. “Yeah. Sean O’Connell,
749-99-XR74. He’s assigned to
Minimal Attack Group 1.”

Williams was unpleasantly star-
tled. “Do you know his duty assign-
ment?”

“Let me check.” Pause. “Yeah,
he’s gunnery officer on Minimal
Attack Craft X-038—you know,
the kind they call gnats. Why, is
something wrong?”

“Well, yes, sort of. Thanks.” He
broke the connection and stared at
the TWX. “Nat Crib elled,” he
muttered. “Gnat Crib elled. Gnat
crippled! Oh, my God!” He looked
around frantically for paper and
then ripped a page-sized sheet from
the teleprinter. Mumbling loudly to
himself, he began scribbling.
Twenty-three minutes later he had
produced the following message:

“Gnat crippled, circling or in
hyperbola around large asteroid
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obviously occupied by Zhobehr as
command base approximately zero
point eight five A.U. beyond Tellus
orbit, thirty-five degrees counter-
clockwise to Tellus respective
Tellus-Mars axis, thirteen degrees
Tellus north of Tellus-Mars axis.
Will provide further data on visual
contact.”

Several days later, Major Grigory
Andreivitch Barenskii and Captain
Sean O’Connell, having endured a
number of ceremonies, citations,
and celebrations, finally succeeded
in finding a few minutes alone with
each other. They stood quietly in
the observation bubble lounge,
gazing at the blue and white orb
of Tellus suspended a scant few
degrees above the bleak lunar
horizon. The building had been put
there to exploit the spectacular
view.

“I had not thought, my dear
friend, to have seen that sight
again.” The new major unasham-
edly put his arm around the shoul-
der of the new captain in a gesture
of deep fraternal affection.

“We may not be seeing it much
longer. Now that the Zhobehr
have surrendered and revealed all
of their secrets, including the loca-
tion of their planet, there’s no
more need for a Tellurian Interna-
tional Space Force.” Diffidently
Sean placed his arm around Grig-
ory's shoulder. “Of course I'm glad
the war's over, but this Interna-
tional Force has been a glorious
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thing. I'll hate to see it break up.”

“Ah, peace has come, but peace
with an enemy to whom the con-
cept of trade and peaceful ex-
change of goods and services was
a wonderful surprise. Had you
thought that a culture evolved on
a basis of trickery, deceit, and
sneak attack might not be the most
dependable partner in an inter-
stellar trade pact?”

“Well, they did reveal their se-
crets. For example, they not only
showed us how they’d been track-
ing our gnats by picking up signals
from our computers, they also
showed us how to shield computers
so those signals can’t be detected.
Tellus isn’t going to feel threatened
any more. And we cost Tellus
money.” Sean waved his free arm
to indicate the whole elegant
lounge. “Lots of money.”

“Money? My capitalist friend,
the expensive buildings are already
here. Solar energy is free, and the
energy conversion machinery is al-
ready here. We make our own air
and water, grow our own food. The
Zhobehr may indeed turn out to
be sinister . traders. We will prob-
ably have to go interstellar to check
up on them. All Tellus may even
grow as international as Luna is
now.”

“You've got that wrong, Grig.
Tellus is inner national and we’re
outer national. Isn’t that rational?”

“You know what, Sean? Thank
God you are a fast man with a
word!” ®
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“Scout, Starke, Senior Grade.”

They heard his words clearly,
the concealed microphones and
loudspeakers took care of that,
This movement of electrons was
the only connection between the
two sides of the room—between
the two separate and completely
self-contained parts of the EPC
Center. Starke was no longer bio-
logically uncontaminated so he was
now in quarantine in beta section,
the “dirty” side of the Center. The
clean, the alpha side, was as bio-
logically sterile as was possible.

“Scout Starke,” Dr. Toledano
said, looking at a sheaf of papers
in his hand, “I want you to tell us
what happened, to you personally,
on this planet. The instrumentation
report reveals that the planet is
habitable, oxygen,
pollutants all within the normal
range of adaptability. Can you add
anything to that? I understand the
transmatter was activated using the
new Y-rider reversal effect?” ’

“Yes, sir. There have been less
than a dozen transmatters activated
in this way. The process is ex-
pensive and very delicate. All of
the other transmatters were either
on league planets or in uninhab-
itable locations—"

“Pardon me,” Jan interrupted,
then hurried on, very aware of the
sudden attention of the others.
“I'm afraid 1 don’t know anything
about this Y-rider reversal effect.”

“It is in your briefing manual,”
Dr. Toledano said, his voice emo-
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temperature,

tionless. “In the fine print in the
rear. You should have seen it. It is
a technique by which contact can
be established with a transmatter
even if its controls are turned off
or useless.”

Jan looked at his hands, aware
that the others were smiling at him
and not wanting to see their faces.
He had meant to read all the tech-
nical reports, but there had been so
little time.

“Please continue, Scout.”

“Yes, sir. The transmatter was
activated and showed adequate
pressure, temperature and gravity
on the other side. So I went
through. First contact is always
made as quickly as possible after
activation. A bleak landscape, cold,
my impressions are in the report,
felt like winter. No one in sight.
The transmatter was half buried.
Looked as though it had been cov-
ered at one time. I dug down to
the controls and saw that they had
been blasted away.”

“You are sure of that?”

“Positive.  Typical  explosive
flanges. There are photographs. I
was attaching a new control unit
when I was shot with an arrow. I
withdrew. I saw no one and have
no idea who shot me.”

Further questioning elicited no
more information from the scout
and he was dismissed. Toledano
put a block of plastic down before
them into which was sealed the un-
sterile arrow. They examined it
with interest.
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narrows down even more by sup-
plying key words. Here comes one
now.” He mouthed the sounds to
himself, then spoke aloud.

“Nor?”

“Zer?” The prisoner answered,
uncovering his eyes.
“Nor ... zu ... itz egin”

The process continued rapidly
after that. The more words the
prisoner spoke the more referents
the computer had. Once the lan-
guage group was known it had
this stock of roots to draw on and
then proceeded to determine the
variations from the norm. Within
half an hour the specialist stood up
and brushed off his knees.

“Communication established, sir.
Have you used this unit before?”

“The Mark IV,” Toledano said.

“This is the sixth. There have
been improvements but not any
operating changes. Just press the
activate button on the mike when
you want a translation. The com-
puter will speak to the prisoner in
his own language. Anything he
says at all will be translated for
you.”

Toledano put on the earphone
while the soldiers hung the micro-
phone about the prisoner’s neck
and positioned the loudspeaker be-
fore him.

“What is your name?” Toledano
asked. A fraction of a second after
he spoke, his translated question
sounded from the speaker in front
of the prisoner, who gaped at it
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in a blend of confusion and horror.
Toledano repeated the question.

“Txakur,” the man finally stam-
mered.

“And the name of the town over
there?”

The questioning progressed in
fits and starts. Some questions the
man could or would not answer,
either through lack of knowledge
or imperfect translation. The
former was probably true since the
computer perfected its knowledge
of the language with every phrase
the man spoke. Toledano seemed
satisfied with the results in any
case.

“The military move out in fifteen
minutes,” he told Jan. “But I want
one squad to stay behind to pro-
tect the ancillary units. Would you
tell the doctors I want to see them
now?”

They straggled up one by one,
not happy about being taken away
from their tests, but knowing
better than to make any protests.
Toledano waited until they were
all assembled before he began.

“We have obtained some knowl-
edge from the informant. The town
over there is named Uri, as is the
land about here. I imagine it is a
city-state, a primitive political
unit. There is another city or coun-
try called Gudaegin which seems
to be in control of Uri right now.
I am guessing that they have been
invaded and occupied. We will
find out soon enough. The Gudae-
gin are very warlike—the informant
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the building squealed and opened.
A man stepped out, tall, haughty
and alone. He wore a shining
breastplate and helm, a sword held
loosely at his side.

“Azpi-oyal!” a woman screamed,
and the crowd stirred.

Someone pushed through, level-
ing a taut crossbow. But the sol-
diers were ready. Gas grenades
burst about the bowman and hid
him from view. The bolt from the
crossbow hurtled out, badly aimed,
clattering from the stones of the
square and slithering across almost
to Azpi-oyal's feet. He ignored it
and walked forward. The crowd
moved back. He came up to
Toledano, a muscular, dark-skinned
man with a great black beard.
Under the edge of his helm his
eyes were cold.

“Give me your sword,” Toledano
said.

“Why? What will you do with
me and my men? We may still die
with honor like Gudaegin.”

“You have no need to. No one
will be harmed. Any who wish to
leave may. We have made peace
here and we will keep the peace.”

“This was my city. When you
attacked these animals rebelled
and took it from me. Will you re-
‘turn it to me?”

Toledano smiled coldly, admir-
ing the man’s hard nerve.

“I will not. It was not yours in
the first place. It has now been
returned to the people who live
here.”
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“Where do you come from,
little man, and what are you doing
here? Do you dispute the right of
the Gudaegin to the three conti-
nents? If you do, you will never
rest until you have killed us all.
This city is one thing, our land is
another.”

“I want nothing that you have.
Your lands or your fortunes. Noth-
ing. We are here to make the sick
well. We are here to show you
how to contact other places, other
worlds. We are here to change
things, but only to make them
better. Nothing that you value will
be changed in any way.”

Azpi-oyal weighed his sword in
his hand and thought. He was not
a stupid man. “We value the
strength of our arms. We mean to
rule on the three continents. Will
you take away our conquests?”

“Your past ones, no. But you
will have no future ones. We cure
disease and your kind of killing can
be a disease. You will have to give
it up. You will soon find that you
do not miss it. As a first step on
that road you will give me your
sword.” Toledano put out his tiny,
almost child-size hand.

Azpi-oyal stepped back in anger,
clutching the pommel. The turret
on a tank squealed as it turned to
follow him. He looked with hatred
at the lowered muzzles of the guns
—then burst out laughing. Tossing
the sword into the air he caught
it by the point and extended it to
Toledano.
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are vectored by insects, mites, body
lice. 1 have complaints about the
EPC, but we couldn’t have been
involved in that way. But there still
appears to be a connection. Per-
haps in the country through which
we drove. We might have picked
up something on the way. Yet there
has been no sickness among our
personnel. We will have to look
into this. But getting a cure comes
first, top priority. Cure them first
and we’ll find the source later.”

“I have an idea about that—"
Jan said, but broke off at the sound
of a distant splintering crash
followed by screams and shouting.
At the same moment the duty
lieutenant ran in.

“We’re under fire, sir. Steam
ballistae, bigger than anything in
the city. They must have moved
them up as soon as it became
dark.”

“Can we knock them out with-
out hurting anyone?”

“Negative, sir. They are out of
range of gas weapons. We could—"

He never finished the sentence.
A crashing roar hammered at their
ears, stunning them, and all the
lights went out. The floor buckled
and Jan found himself hurled down.
As he climbed to his feet the beam
of the lieutenant’s light cut a dust-
filled path through the darkness,
moved across the sprawled forms
and came to rest on the rough slab
of stone that had crashed down
upon them.

“Dr. Toledano!” someone
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shouted, and the light came to rest,

“flickering erratically as though the

hand that held it were shaking.

“Nothing, no hope,” Pidik said,
bending over the small huddled
form. “It took half his head away.
Dead instantly.” He stood and
sighed. “I have to get back to the
laboratory. I imagine this means
you will be taking over, Dr.
Dacosta.”

He was almost to the entrance
before Jan could gather his wits
and call after him. “Wait, what do
you mean?” ]

“Just that. You were his assistant.
You are career EPC. The rest of
us have other things to do.”

“He never intended—"

“He never intended to die. He
was my friend. Do the sort of job
he would have wanted you to do.”
Then he was gone.

It was too much to accept all
at once, but Jan forced himself to
act. The chain of command could
be straightened out later. Now it
was an emergency.

“Have Dr. Toledano’s body re-
moved to the hospital,” he ordered
the lieutenant, and waited until the
command had been passed on. “I
recall the last thing you said was
something about their being out of
the range of gas, the things that
are firing at us?”

“Yes, sir, they're beyond a ridge
of hills.”

“Can we locate them exactly?”

“We can. We have artillery
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up. More ballistae of all sizes.
Steam-powered rams, bridging ma-
terial, grappling towers. They are
ready for a concerted effort, and
they have the men and equipment
for the job.”

“Can you stop the attack when
it comes?”

“Not for long, sir. We might with
the aid of the people in the city,
but they are more than useless.
We shall have to guard against
them as well. There are just not
enough of our troops to man the
walls. If you will pardon my
suggesting it, we are faced with
two possible solutions. One, we can
call for more troops. The techni-
‘cians have set up a transmatter
and a larger one can be brought
through and assembled. Secondly,
we can withdraw. Any defense here
will be costly of men—on both
sides—and equipment. The Gudae-
gin are tremendous fighters and
never stop unitl they have won.”

“If we leave—what happens to
the people of the city?”

The lieutenant looked uncom-
fortable. “It’s hard to say, but, I
imagine, if they’re sick—"

“They will all be killed. I don’t
think much of that as a solution,
Lieutenant. And we can’t take them
back to base, there isn’t room for a
city full of sick people. And there
are no other quarantine stations
that can handle them. The situation
is beginning to look a little grim.”

Their silence, their downcast ex-
pressions, echoed only agreement.
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There seemed no simple way out of
the situation. A number of people
were going to die no matter what
they decided. These deaths would
be a black mark on the record of
the EPC. Perhaps another training
film would be made about their
mistakes, warning others not to re-
peat them.

“We are not beaten yet,” Jan
told them, when no one else elected
to speak. “I have some other plans
that may altér the situation. Carry
on as you have been doing and by
dawn 1 will let you know. Lieu-
tenant, if you would remain I would
like to talk to you.”

Jan waited until the others had
filed silently out and the door was
closed before he spoke. “I want a
volunteer, Lieutenant, a good sol-
dier who is a professional fighting
man. I am going outside of the city
and I am going to need some
skilled help—”"

“You can’t do that, sir! You're
in command.”

“Since I am in command—there
is nothing to stop me, is there? The
mission I have in mind needs a
young and fairly expendable medi-
cal man, for which I qualify well.
The medical teams do not need me
now, and you can man the defenses
whether I am here or not. If I get
into trouble, a call to headquarters
can send a more highly qualified
EPC man through in a few minutes.
So there really is no reason why I
should not go, is there?”
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with a slatting and rasping. Each
thing was done with sparse motion
in the weighted slowness of their
fatigue.

Trodi had been thick in the cur-
rent out there, and Kroudar had
pushed his people to their limit. It
had not taken much push. They all
understood the need. The swarm-
ings and runnings of useful crea-
tures on this planet had not been
clocked with any reliable precision.
Things here exhibited strange gaps
and breaks in seeming regularity.
The trodi might vanish at any mo-
ment into some unknown place—
as they had been known to do
before.

The colony had experienced hun-
ger and children crying for food
that must be rationed. Men seldom
spoke of this any more, but they
moved with the certain knowledge
of it.

More than three years now,
Kroudar thought, as he shouldered
a dripping bag of trodi and pushed
his weary feet through the sand,
climbing the beach toward the stor-
age huts and racks where the sea
creatures were dried for process-
ing. It had been more than three
years since their ship had come
down from space.

The colony ship had been con-
structed as a multiple tool, filled
with select human stock. their do-
mestic animals and basic necessi-
ties, and it had been sent to plant
humans in this far place. It had
been designed to land once, then
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be broken down into useful things.

Somehow, the basic necessities
had fallen short, and the colony
had been forced to improvise its
own tools. They had not really set-
tled here yet, Kroudar realized.
More than three years—and
three years here were five years of
Mother Earth—and they still lived
on the edge of extinction. They
were trapped here. Yes, that was
true. The ship could never be re-
constructed. And even if that mira-
cle were accomplished, the fuel did
not exist.

The colony was here.

And every member knew the
predatory truth of their predica-
ment: survival had not been as-
sured. It was known in subtle things
to Kroudar’s unlettered mind, espe-
cially in a fact he observed without
being able to explain.

Not one of their number had yet
accepted a name for this planet. It
was ‘“here” or “this place.”

Or even more bitter terms.

Kroudar dumped his sack of
trodi onto a storage hut porch,
mopped his forehead. The joints of
his arms and legs ached. His back
ached. He could feel the sickness
of this place in his bowels. Again,
he wiped perspiration from his
forehead, removed the red cloth he
wore to protect his head from that
brutal sun.

Yellow hair fell down as he
loosed the cloth, and he swung the
hair back over his shoulders.
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It would be dark very soon.

The red cloth was dirty, he
saw, It would require another gen-
tle washing. Kroudar thought it
odd, this cloth: grown and woven
on Mother Earth, it would end its
days on this place.

Even as he and the others.

He stared at the cloth for a mo-
ment before placing it carefully in
a pocket.

All around him, his fishermen
were going through the familiar
ritual. Brown sacks woven of
coarse native roots were dumped
dripping onto the storage hut
porches. Some of his men leaned
then against the porch uprights,
some sprawled in the sand.

Kroudar lifted his gaze. Fires
behind the bluff above them sent
smoke spirals into the darkening
sky. Kroudar was suddenly hungry.
He thought of Technician Honida
up there at the cookfire, their twin
sons—two years old next week—
nearby at the door of the ship-
metal longhouse.

It stirred him to think of Ho-
nida. She had chosen him. With
men from the Scientist class and
the Technicians available to her,
Honida had reached down into the
Labor pool to tap the one they all
called “Old Ugly.” He wasn't old,
Kroudar reminded himself. But he
knew the source of the name. This
place had worked its changes on
him with more visible evidence
than upon any of the others.

Kroudar held no illusions about
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why he had been brought on this
human migration. It was his mus-
cles and his minimal education. The
reason was embodied in that label
written down in the ship manifest—
laborer. The planners back on
Mother Earth had realized there:
were tasks which required human
muscles not inhibited by too much
thinking. The kroudars landed here
were not numerous, but they knew
each other and they knew them-
selves for what they were.

There’d even been talk among
the higher echelons of not allowing
Honida to choose him as mate.
Kroudar knew this. He did not re-
sent it particularly. It didn’t even
bother him that the vote among
the biologists—they’d discussed his
ugliness at great length, so it was
reported—favored Honida’s choice
on philosophical rather than physi-
cal grounds.

Kroudar knew he was ugly.

He knew also that his present
hunger was a good sign. A strong
desire to see his family grew in
him, beginning to ignite his muscles
for the climb from the beach. Par-
ticularly, he wanted to see his
twins, the one yellow-haired like
himself, and the other dark as
Honida. The other women favored
with children looked upon his twins
as stunted and sickly, Kroudar
knew. The women fussed over di-
ets and went running to the medics
almost every day. But as long as
Honida did not worry, Kroudar re-
mained calm. Honida, after all, was
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a technician, a worker in the hy-
drophonics gardens.

Kroudar moved his bare feet
softly in the sand. Once more, he
looked up at the bluff. Along the
edge grew scattered native trees.
Their thick trunks hugged the
ground, gnarled and twisted, sup-
ports for bulbous yellow-green
leaves that exuded poisonous milky
sap in the heat of the day. A few
of the surviving- Earth-falcons
perched in the trees, silent, watch-
ful.

The birds gave Kroudar an odd
confidence in his own decisions. For
what do the falcons watch, he won-
dered. It was a question the most
exalted of the colony’s thinkers had
not been able to answer. Search
‘copters had been sent out follow-
ing the falcons. The birds flew off-
shore in the night, swooped low
over the waters, rested occasion-
ally on barren islands, and returned
at dawn. The colony command had
been unwilling to risk its precious
boats in the search, and the mys-
tery of the falcons remained un-
solved.

It was doubly a mystery because
the other birds had perished or
flown off to- some unfound place.
The doves, the quail—the game-
birds and songbirds—all had van-
ished. And the domestic chickens
had all died, their eggs infertile.
Kroudar knew this as a comment
by this place, a warning for the life
that came from Mother Earth.
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A few scrawny cattle survived,
and several calves had been born
here. But they moved with a list-
less gait and there was distressed
lowing in the pastures. Looking in-
to their eyes was like looking into
open wounds. A few pigs still lived,
as listless and sickly as the cattle,
and all the wild creatures had
strayed off or died.

Except the falcons.

How odd it was, because the
people who planned and conceived
profound thoughts had held such
hopes for this place. The survey
reports had been exciting. This was
a planet without native land ani-
mals. It was a planet whose native
plants appeared not too different
from those of Mother Earth—in
some respects. And the sea crea-
tures were primitive by sophisticat-
ed evolutionary standards.

Without being able to put it into
those beautifully polished phrases
which others admired, Kroudar
knew where the mistake had been
made. Sometimes, you had to
search out a problem with your
flesh and not with your mind.

He stared around now at the
motley rags of his men. They were
his men. He was the master fisher-
men, the one who had found the
trodi and conceived these squat,
ugly boats built within the limita-
tions of native woods. The colony
was alive now because of his skills
with boat and net.

There would be more gaps in the
trodi runs, though. Kroudar felt
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this as an awareness on the edges
of his fatigue. There would be un-
popular and dangerous things to do
then, all necessary because think-
ing had failed. The salmon they
had introduced, according to plan,
had gone off into the ocean vast-
ness. The flatfish in the colony’s
holding ponds suffered mysterious
attrition. Insects flew away and
were never seen again.

There’s food here, the biologists
argued. Why do they die?

The colony’s ‘maize was a some-
time thing with strange ears. Wheat
came up in scabrous patches. There
were no familiar patterns of growth
or migration. The colony lived on
the thin edge of existence, main-
tained by protein bulk from the
processed trodi and vitamins from
vegetables grown hydroponically
with arduous filtering and adjust-
ment of their water. Breakdown of
a single system in the chain could
bring disaster.

The giant orange sun showed
only a small arc above the sea hori-
zon now, and Kroudar’s men were
stirring themselves, lifting their
tired bodies off the sand, pushing
away from the places where they
had leaned.

“All right now,” Kroudar or-
dered. “Let’s get this food inside
on the racks.”

“Why?” someone asked from the
dusk. “You think the falcons will
eat it?”

They all knew the falcons would
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not eat the trodi. Kroudar recog-
nized the objection: it was tired-
ness of the mind speaking. The
shrimp creatures fed only humans
—after careful processing to re-
move dangerous irritants. A falcon
might take up a frond-legged trodi,
but would drop it at the first taste.

What did they eat, those waiting
birds?

Falcons knew a thing about this
place that humans did not know.
The birds knew it in their flesh in
the way Kroudar sought the knowl-
edge.

Darkness fell, and with a furious
clatter, the falcons flew off to-
ward the sea. One of Kroudar’s
men kindled a torch and, having
rested, anxious now to climb the
bluff and join their families, the
fishermen pitched into the work
that must be done. Boats were
hauled up on rollers. Trodi were
spread out in thin layers along
racks within the storage huts. Nets
were draped on racks to dry.

As he worked, Kroudar won-
dered about the scientists up there
in the shining laboratories. He had
the working man’s awe of knowl-
edge, a servility in the face of titles
and things clearly superior, but he
had also the simple man's sure
awareness of when superior things
failed.

Kroudar was not privy to the
high-level conferences in the colony
command, but he knew the physi-
cal substance of the ideas discussed
there. His awareness of failure and
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hovering disaster had no sophisti-
cated words or erudition to hold
itself dancingly before men’s minds,
but his knowledge carried its own
elegance. He drew on ancient
knowledge adjusted subtly to the
differences of this place. Kroudar
had found the trodi. Kroudar had
organized the methods of capturing
them and preserving them. He had
no refined labels to explain it, but
Kroudar knew himself for what
he could do and what he was.

He was the first sea peasant here.

Without wasting energy on talk,
Kroudar’s band finished the work,
turned away from the storage huts
and plodded up the cliff trail, their
course marked by, here and there,
men with flaming torches. There
were fuzzy orange lights, heavy
shadows, inching their way upward
in a black world, and they gave
heart to Kroudar.

Lingering to the last, he checked
the doors of the huts, then fol-
lowed, hurrying to catch up. The
man directly ahead of him on the
path carried a torch, native wood
soaked in trodi oil. It flickered and
smoked and gave off poisonous
fumes. The light revealed a trog-
lodyte figure, a human clad in
patched shipcloth, body too thin,
muscles moving on the edge of col-
lapse.

Kroudar sighed.

It was not like this on Mother
Earth, he knew. There, the women
waited on the strand for their men
to return from the sea. Children
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played among the pebbles. Eager
hands helped with the work on-
shore, spreading the nets, carrying
the catch, pulling the boats.

Not here.

And the perils here were not the
perils of Home. Kroudar’s boats
never strayed out of sight of these
cliffs. One boat always carried a
technician with a radio for contact
with shore. Before its final descent,
the colony ship had seeded space
with orbiting devices—watchers,
guardians against surprises from
the weather. The laboriously built
fishing fleet always had ample
warning of storms. No monster sea
creatures had ever been seen in
that ocean.

This place lacked the cruel sav-
agery and variety of seas Kroudar
had known, but it was nonetheless
deadly. He knew this.

The women should wait for us
on the shore, he thought.

But colony command said the
women—and even some of the chil-
dren—were needed for too many
other tasks. Individual plants from
home required personal attention.
Single wheat stalks were nurtured
with tender care. Each orchard
tree existed with its own hand-
maiden, its guardian dryad.

Atop the cliff, the fishermen
came in sight of the longhouses,
shipmetal quonsets named for some
far distant place and time in human
affairs. Scattered electric lights
ringed the town. Many of the un-
paved streets wandered off unlit.
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cause she had chosen Kroudar for
mate. But technicians listened. The
huts would be built.

And they would be filled before
the trodi run stopped.

Kroudar realized then that he
knew when the run would stop,
not as a date, but almost as a phys-
ical thing which he could reach out
and touch. He longed for the
words to explain this to Honida.

She gave his back a final knead-
ing, sat down beside him and leaned
her dark head against his chest.
“If you’re not too tired,” she said,
“I have something to show you.”

With a feeling of surprise, Krou-
dar became aware of unspoken ex-
citement in Honida. Was it some-
thing about the hydroponic gardens
where she worked? His thoughts
went immediately to that place up-
on which the scientists pinned their
hopes, the place where they chose
the tall plants, the beautiful, en-
gorged with richness from Mother
Earth. Had they achieved some-
thing important at last? Was there,
after all, a clear way to make this
place arable?

Kroudar was a primitive then
wanting his gods redeemed. He
found himself full of peasant hopes
for the land. Even a sea peasant
knew the value of land.

He and Honida had responsibil-
ities, though. He nodded question-
ingly toward the twins’ bedroom.

“I arranged . . .” She gestured
toward their neighbor’s cubicle.
“They will listen.”
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She had planned this, then.
Kroudar stood up, held out his
hand for her. “Show me.”

They went out into the night.
Their town was quieter now; he
could hear the distant roistering of
the river. For a moment, he
thought he heard a cricket, but rea-
son told him it could only be one
of the huts cooling in the night.
He longed wordlessly for a moon.

Honida had brought one of the
rechargeable electric torches, the
kind issued to technicians against
emergency calls in the night. See-
ing that torch, Kroudar sensed a
deeper importance in this myste-
rious thing she wanted to show him.
Honida had the peasant’s hoarding
instinct. She would not waste such
a torch.

Instead of leading him toward
the green lights and glass roofs of
the hydroponic gardens, though,
she guided their steps in the op-
posite direction toward the deep
gorge where the river plunged into
the harbor.

There were no guards along the
footpath, only an occasional stone
marker and grotesqueries of native
growth. Swiftly, without speaking,
she led him to the gorge and the
narrow path which he knew went
only down to a ledge which jutted
into the damp air of the river’s
spray.

Kroudar found himself trem-
bling with excitement as he fol-
lowed Honida’s shadowy figure,

159



the firefly darting of her light. It
was cold on the ledge and the
alien outline of native trees re-
vealed by the torch filled Kroudar
with disquiet.

What had Honida discovered—
or created?

Condensation dripped from the
plants here. The river noise was
loud. It was marsh air he breathed,
dank and filled with bizarre odors.

Honida stopped, and Kroudar
held his breath. He listened. There
was only the river.

For a moment, he didn’t realize
that Honida was directing the or-
ange light of the torch at her dis-
covery. It looked like one of the
native plants—a thing with a thick
stem crouched low to the land,
gnarled and twisted, bulbous yel-
low-green protrusions set with odd
spacing along its length.

Slowly, realization came over
him. He recognized a darker tone
in the green, the way the leaf
structures were joined to the stalk,
a bunching of brown-yellow silk
drooping from the bulbous protru-
sions.

“Maize,” he whispered.

In a low voice, pitching her ex-
planation to Kroudar’s vocabulary,
Honida explained what she had
done. He saw it in her words, un-
derstood why she had done this
thing stealthily, here away from
the scientists. He took the light
from her, crouched, stared with
rapt attention. This meant the
death of those things the scientists
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held beautiful. It ended their plan
for this place.

Kroudar could see his own de-
scendants in this plant. They might
develop bulbous heads, hairless,
wide thick-lipped mouths. Their
skins might become purple. They
would be short statured; he knew
that.

Honida had assured this—right
here on the river-drenched ledge.
Instead of selecting seed from the
tallest, the straightest stalks, the
ones with the longest and most per-
fect ears—the ones most like those
from Mother Earth—she had test-
ed her maize almost to destruction.
She had chosen sickly, scrawny
plants, ones barely able to produce
seed. She had taken only those
plants which this place influenced
most deeply. From these, she had
selected finally a strain which
lived here as native plants lived.

This was native maize.

She broke off an ear, peeled
back the husk.

There were gaps in the seed
rows and, when she squeezed a
kernel, the juice ran purple. He
recognized the smell of the bread.

Here was the thing the scientists
would not admit. They were trying
to make this place into another
Earth. But it was not and it could
never be. The falcons had been the
first among their creatures to dis-
cover this, he suspected.

The statement Honida made
here was that she and Kroudar
would be short-lived. Their chil-
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into the two major eras of this An-
derson universe.

The first era of the Anderson
future begins in our own time.
Mankind conquers space, spreads
out through the Solar System and
to the nearer stars, and eventually
forms the loosely organized Solar
Commonwealth of worlds and peo-
ples. Many single stories fall into
this phase of the evolving pattern,
but no major series that I recall.

The second phase is the era of
the Polesotechnic League—the sto-
ries about old Nicholas van Rijn
and his young protege, David Fal-
kayn. One of the new books, “Sa-

tan’s World” (Doubleday; 204
pages; $4.95), is a van
Rijn/Falkayn adventure, though

not one of the best. Trading em-
pires like van Rijn’s have developed
over and over again through his-
tory, carrying civilization to far
places for sound, profitable and
nonetheless efficacious reasons.

The third phase of the Anderson
universe is explained by Navy In-
telligence agent Dominick
Flandry—surely no stranger to
Analog readers—in an  in-
trospective moment in the second
of the new books, “The Rebel
Worlds” (Signet No. T-4041; 141
pp-; 75 cents):

“Our ancestors explored further
than we in these years, remember.
When hell cut loose and their civ-
ilization seemed about to fly into
pieces, they patched it together
with the Empire. And they made
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the Empire function. But we . . .
we’ve lost the will. The night is
coming—the Long Night, when
the Empire goes under and the
howling peoples camp in its ru-
ins.”

Flandry’s purpose in life is to
postpone that Long Night of Man.

The era of the Polesotechnic
League is one of brash adventure.
It has its parallels in American his-
tory: the Conquistadors . . . the
fur trade . . . the mountain men.
Mankind is bursting out into the
galaxy, meeting strange beings,
making friends with some and eter-
nal enemies of others. Men like
Nicholas van Rijn are bigger than
the life we know—but there have
been men like them. Van Rijn him-
self is one of Washington Irving’s
Dutch merchants thrust into the
far future, a hybrid of Falstaff and
Giles Habibula—neither of whom
was a fool. .

Lately Poul Anderson has been
effectively mixing-a kind of hard
science into his adventure yarns.
The universe is a very strange
place, and he is drawing on the lat-
est theories and discoveries of
physics and astronomy to show us
just how strange it is. In “Satan’s
World” we have two such bizarre
cosmic locales, the roving ice-world
of the title and Dathyna, the world
of the ruthless Shenna. We see
how environment, seen on a cos-
mic scale, can shape the bodies and
natures of races and species . . .
as the desert has made the Arabs

163









pretty well established that they
don’t. Whoever laid out the cover
for this collection called it “a sci-
ence-fiction adventure,” in spite of
the title and the jacket blurb.
(Jacket copywriters may read, but
they usually don't read the book
they are describing; this is an ex-
ception.)

The eight stories range from
very short to almost novella length
—what that is, is anyone’s guess.
They deal with the borderline be-
tween solid science fiction and
fantasy, where the so-called para-
normal phenomena and powers
can be and are treated as natural
psionic forces. A couple of them
are set in Mr. Vance's Earth of
the very far future, when men and
monsters have become almost as

bizarre as in Hodgson's “Night
Land.”
“The Miracle Workers” (pub-

lished here in July 1958) is an epi-
sode in the future of another plan-
et, where men have landed, nearly
wiped out the indigenous First
Folk, and gradually developed a
feudal—and feuding—society in
which forgotten science is consid-
ered magic and evolved psionic
powers—which we consider mag-
ic—are the science of the day.
Lord Faide discovers that his jinx-
men are still invincible against hu-
man beings but helpless against the
First Folk and their millennia of
symbiosis with nature. But there
is an apprentice jinxman who is
stubbornly curious about the knobs
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and dials on the “magical” instru-
ments of bygone times.

“When the Five Moons Rise” is
without rationalization and hence
really fantasy. When the five
moons of a far planet rise together,
a bewildered lighthouse keeper
can no longer tell what is real and
what is hallucination.

“Telek” (here in the January
1952 issue) is a rather conven-
tional story for Vance: a revolt of
ordinary people against the arro-
gant telekinetic master caste.
“Noise™ is a vignette of a man “go-
ing native” by himself on another
world. “The New Prime” is one
the jacket blurber didn't read all
the way through: a series of bi-
zarre events are really problems
taken by candidates for Galactic
Prime, whose moods and person-
ality will set the tone of human
civilizations throughout the uni-
verse. (For the same idea treat-
ed in a totally different way, see
Harlan  Ellison’s Hugo-winning
“Beast That Shouted Love.”)

Two stories come from Vance's
books about the dying Earth of
many millions of years hence,
where old science is magic, old
magic is science, remembered
monsters have been reborn and
new ones drawn in from the stars.
“Cil” is an adventure of the unfor-
tunate Cugel, hero of “Eyes of the
Overworld.” “Guyal of Sfere” is
one of the tales from “The Dying
Earth,” the first and better of the
two books about this future world.
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gles to get from New Jersey to the
Times Square Land Office, against
terrific odds, to win an acre of de-
caying land in California.

The robots and androids are
very much in evidence. In Ron
Goulart’s “Muscadine” a kooky
android author undergoes quite
literal disintegration in ways that
“Lewis Padgett” would have appre-
ciated. Harry Harrison, no strang-
er here, has a very short and very
unorthodox story in “I Have My
Vigil.” “I” am a robot—or am I?
Lloyd Biggle, Jr., with “In His
Own Image,” takes us to a remote
space station where a religious fa-
natic has programmed some of his
own fanaticism into a robot crew.

By now it should be obvious to
any regular SF reader that the
mark of a good story is how it is
told, not its plot or its gimmick.
Leonard Tushnets “Gifts from the
Universe” describes a situation in
which creatures from Venus, dis-
guised as human beings, are trad-
ing for the silver they need to stop
an epidemic. He combines it with
the very “in” genre of Jewish eth-
nic humor, and makes it fresh and
new. Sonya Dorman, in “Lunatic
Assignment,” convinces us that so-
ciety is insane . . . and does it in
a unique way. And Vance Aan-
dahl, in “Beyond the Game,” has
what could be a perfectly straight
story about a sensitive, shy boy,
faced by the ferocity of a school
sports program, who finds a
strange way to escape.
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It's the best F&SF anthology in
a long time.

BEYOND THE BEYOND
By Poul Anderson * Signet Books,
New York * No. T-3947 263
pp. * 75¢

Three of the six novelettes and
short stories in this collection were
first published here in Analog—
“Brake” in 1957, when Analog
was still Astounding, and “Day of
Burning” (as “Supernova”) and
“Starfog” in 1967. I've said else-
where that Poul Anderson’s stories
are typical of the consistent best
in present SF; these demonstrate
that fact. They also demonstrate
that, though he isn’t one of the
writers you ordinarily think of as
a “hard science” man, he can
write some very hard science into
some very lively plots . . . and
garnish with history, ethology, an-
thropology, et al for good meas-
ure.

You'll remember “Starfog” as a
cover story and a scientific puzzle
story about a lost planet in the un-
trackable confusion of a globular
cluster, where there are stars
wherever you look. The refugees
who long ago found a haven there
now need help and will get it—if
only they can find their way back.
“Day of Burning” is another prob-
lem story on a cosmic scale: how
do you persuade the population of
an entire planet that they have to
get moving now, before their
world is destroyed as their sun
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goes supernova? And “Brake” has
a ship which fights off a takeover
attempt, but winds up heading out
of the solar system at greater than
escape velocity. How would you
stop so you can be rescued? This
is some of that quantitative science
fiction that Hal Clement does so
well . . . but Poul tells better sto-
ries.

In “Memory,” an agent is brain-
shaped and sent down to serve as
a fifth column on a primitive plan-
et, preparatory to a takeover.
Then the personality of Torrek the
Harpooner is erased and his own
self restored. In “The Sensitive
Man” we have another key per-
sonality up to his neck in plots and
counterplots, but with some unusu-
al abilities that aren’t—quite—te-
lepathy. And “The Moonrakers” is
a space piracy yarn with a distinct
difference, which puts action into
interplanetary economics in a way
that is purely Andersonian.

CATCH THE STAR WINDS
By A. Bertram Chandler * Lancer
Books, New York * No. 74-533
222 pp. » 75¢

Would you believe a starship
driven by sails, at near-light speeds?
That’s the oddball Flying Cloud
whose even odder misadventures
make up most of this latest volume
in the author’s leisurely explora-
tion of the galactic Rim Worlds
and the threefold expansion of hu-
manity among the stars. The title
story may have been called “Winds
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of If” in Amazing Stories, back in
1963. (“Never before published”
means very little on a book cover
these days.) The book is rounded
out with “Zoological Specimen,” a
minor non-Rim story from New
Worlds of 1954 and Science Fiction
Stories of 1957.

Chandler has been developing his
Rim sequence in a good many sto-
ries, published over a good many
years. I had no idea how many un-
til I looked at his credits in the
MIT Index for 1951-1965. In the
recent Dell paperback, “Spartan
Planet,” he summed up the three
stages of evolution in deep-space
flight. The First Expansion took
place in what other writers have
called “generation ships” with
crews rotating in and out of sus-
pended animation and colonists in
deep freeze. The Second Expansion
to the worlds at the Rim of the
galaxy was made by “gaussjam-
mers” with the Ehrenhaft Drive, a
kind of magnetic tunneling effect.
Most of the earlier Rim stories
dealt with the adventures of their
crews. Later came the Mannschenn
Drive and the “timejammers,”
which use peculiar time effects to
beat the light-speed limitation. And
in this yarn a crew of misfits at-
tempt to convert their space clip-
per ‘into an FTL ship with disas-
trous results, as they are shunted
through alternate universes.

The author is a ship’s officer
whose knowledge of the micro-soci-
ety of small ships gives his stories a
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special flavor. It is the saving fac-
tor in “Zoological Specimen”—
shippers’ euphemism for a corpse
which turns out to be not quite as
dead as the authorities hoped.

Some day I hope some fan or fan
organization—maybe the vigorous
Australian Science Fiction Associ-
ation in Chandler’s home territory
—will put together a list of the
Rim or “Expansion” stories (since
they are not all laid in the Rim
Worlds but are all in a consistent
future universe—or universes) and
try to organize them in some kind
of sequence. It should be a lot
more fun than working on the
“Conan” sword-and-sorcery yarns.
Good job for my old age.

A CLUTCH OF CLASSICS

Some of the greatest science fic-
tion of all time back in print in pa-
perback editions.

THE CAVES OF STEEL
By Isaac Asimov * Pyramid Books
* No. X-1824 « 189 pp. * 60¢

THE NAKED SUN

By Isaac Asimov ¢ Lancer Books
* No. 74-986 « 191 pp. * 75¢

Two different paperback pub-
lishers have managed to coordinate
and get both of the novels about
R. Daneel Olivaw, robot detective,
on the shelves at the same time.

LEST DARKNESS FALL
By L. Sprague de Camp * Pyramid
Books * No. X-2056 * 174 pp. *
60¢
Next to Wells’s “Time Machine,”
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this could be the best time-travel
novel ever written. Martin Padway
goes back and tries to use his
Twentieth Century knowledge to
prevent the fall of Rome.

THE MOON MAID
By Edgar Rice Burroughs * Ace
Books * No. G-745 + 176 pp. *
50¢

THE MOON MEN
By Edgar Rice Burroughs ¢ Ace
Books * No. G-748 » 222 pp. *
50¢

Most readers agree that “The

Moon Maid” was Burroughs’s best
book and best science fiction. Ace
broke the book into these two seg-
ments, reprinting the original mag-
azine versions of the one long and
two short novels in the sequence,
which follows a family from our
time through twenty-one genera-
tions.

THE SPACE DREAMERS
By Arthur C. Clarke ¢ Lancer
Books * No. 74-524 « 158 pp. *
75¢

This title conceals Clarke’s clas-
sic “documentary” of man’s first
adventure into space, as predicted
in 1951 in “Prelude to Space.”
Events have dated it, but it’s still
great.

I, ROBOT
By Isaac Asimov * Signet Books *
No. P-3540 « 192 pp. * 60¢
And a third publisher gives us
the stories, mostly from Astound-
ing, in which the famous Three
Laws of Robotics evolved.
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BRASS TACKS

Dear Mr. Campbell:

The September issue of Analog
was highly enjoyable, particularly
your little sub-editorial, “Political
Science—Mark I1.” Consider . . .

Linus Pauling is a Nobel Prize
winner—in the physical sciences.
This makes him a universally-
recognized authority when he says,
“Ban the Bomb,” “Bury the ABM,”
or whatever it is he says.

William Shockley is a Nobel
Prize winner—in the physical sci-
ences. This makes him nobody,
because what he says is contrary
to Liberal dogma.

Hurray for the double standard!

CHARLES H. CHANDLER
Oh, but Pauling got a Peace prize
too!

Dear Mr. Campbell:

You might be interested to know
that “The Andromeda Strain” is
not the first novel Michael Crich-
ton has written, as P. Schuyler
Miller apparently thought in his re-
view of it in the September

Analog. Michael Crichton has
written six other novels, all under
several  different  pseudonyms.
None, however, were science
fiction.

I also have found a quote in the
Book of the Month Club’s News—

Brass Tacks

where Mr. Crichton’s novel was
offered as a selection—which 1
think should be of some interest to
you:

“People who have read my
book, almost to a person, are ob-
sessed with finding how much of it
is ‘true.’ They mean, I think, that
they want to know where the solid
factual material ends and where

the fictional material begins. Nor-

mally the interface is clear; I have
blurred the interface. As for how
much of the book is true, who
knows? Perhaps all of it. At any
rate, I would not be surprised to
have some government type come
forward in six months and say to
me, That’s not how it happened at
all. It happened this way . . )"
Cy CHAUVIN
17829 Peters
Roseville, Michigan
Schuy Miller slipped in not saying
“his first science fiction novel.”

That “‘interface” is one of these
indefinable things; it depends on
when you ask! 1 wrote stories of
men walking on the Moon; were
they—are they—true?

Dear John:

Due to the proverbial circum-
stances beyond my control I have
only just come across Mr. Cart-
mill's gripe—Brass Tacks—June.
He raises at least. two points that
will stand further discussion. One,
that s-f writers tend to take more
liberties in the biological sciences
than elsewhere is, I think, more
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tile offspring as the result. Now,
either we all came from one origi-
nal breeding stock, one small tribe,
even one pair . . . which may be
acceptable in theology but highly
arguable anywhere else . . . or Mr.
Cartmill is going to have to admit
that this model arose at several dif-
ferent places, under various and
different conditions, and at widely
different times. And yet identical
enough to be genetically com-
patible? How unlikely can you get?
And yet, there it is. No “explain-
ing” needed.

There is just one small additional
point, again an opinion. If, on the
evolutionary tree on some other
planet, circumstances were such as
to divert the design in some other
direction, the final result would be
totally different from us, not some
“humanoid” modification. That’s
not the way the one-right-answer
thing works. So when—not “if”"—
the first alien ship sets down on this
uneasy planet of ours, the creature
that steps out will be either some-
thing unlike anything we have ever
seen, or he will be human, right
down to the last kink in his DNA
chain. My opinion. I'd like to hear
others on this.

. JOHN T. PHILLIFENT
O.K. boys—have at him!

Dear Mr. Campbell:

I was very interested in the ar-
ticle, “The Big Boosters of the
U.S.S.R.,” by G. Harry Stine, in
the September issue. I have been
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interested in the Russian’s space
program for a few years, and
would like to make a few com-
ments and ask some questions.

First, the theory that the first
Sputniks - were orbited by the
“ALV” has a few faults. Sputnik
1’s last stage was 65 feet long. Too
short for the ICBM’s core stage,
but just right for the SHYSTER
SS-3 medium range ballistic mis-
sile. In fact, the Russians have ex-
hibited a research version of the
SS-3 as a launch vehicle at their
Cosmos Pavilion in Moscow. An
old report which suggested a “T-2"
two-stage missile with a Sylvester
—or T-1 Sibling, which is only S0
feet, though second-stage sounds
attractive. Also, the Soviets told
the IGY in June 1957 that the
Sputnik and its rocket were ready
for launch “within months” (Nes-
meyanov, President of the
Academy of Sciences, made the an-
nouncement). In September—I
think—the Soviets announced a
successful series of ICBM tests. I
believe that the missile in question
was the “A”. If so, this would
make its launching of Sputnik
seem even less likely.

Sputnik 2’s final stage was not
the Core vehicle either. Radar ob-
servations placed its size at 50 x 6
feet, about that of the T-1 Sib-
ling—called the “Victory” in Rus-
sia. Visual observations, however,
brought an estimate of 79+5 feet,
this figure being derived from two
different stations. The pictures
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