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MISFIT

by ROBERT SILVERBERG

Wlustrated by BOWMAN

The pull of a high gravity planet can do some strange
things to a man’s insides, unless he has bheen adapted
to it. Foss wasn’t adapted, but he had to do his task

0SS stood outside the Colo-

ny Officer’'s shack, feeling
the tremendous drag of the
alien world’s gravity tugging at
his bones. He tried to keep
himself from slouching, but it
was hard. On an Earth-type
world, his lean body carried
170 pounds; here on Sandoval
IX he weighed 306. That sort
of drag could do things to a
man’s insides fast.

A little knot of Adapted
Men clustered across the wide
street, grinning mockingly at
him. Low-slung, bread-beamed,

they weren’t bothered by the

1.8 grav of Sandoval IX. They
bad been bred for it; they
thrived here. And they were
openly enjoying Foss’ dis-
comfort.
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He knocked again.

Nothing but silence followed.
Foss turned away from the
door and glared at the watch-
ing Adaptos. “Hey—you!
Where's Haldane? I want to
see him.”

After a pause one of them
said lazily, “He’s in there,
Earthman. Just keep knockin’,
He’ll hear you sooner or later,
I guess.” He burst into up-
roarious laughter. Angrily,
Foss pounded on the Colony
Officer’s door with both fists.
Lifting his arms was agonizing;

it was like raising them
through a feg of melasses.
This time the door was

opened. Colony Officer Hal-
dane appeared, a -dark scowl
on his wide leathery face. Like
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all of the Adapted Men on
Sandoval 1IX, Haldane was
short—no more than five-four
or so—with tremendous girth
through the shoulders and
hips. His neck was a thick
pillar; his thighs must have
been immense. His type had
been genetically engineered for
worlds like Sandoval IX,

“Yes?” he asked, in a deep,
rumbling voice. “You new here,
Earthman? Don’t remember
seeing your face around here
before.”

“I just got here,” Foss said.
He pointed to the field behind
him, where the slim golden
column of his two-man ship
rested. “Came in from Egri V.
I'm looking for someone here.
Maybe you can help me.”

“That’s doubtful. We don’t
run a lost-and-found for
‘Earthmen here, you know.”

Foss felt sweat rolling down
his face. Sandoval IX was a
hot world as well as a heavy
one,

“All I want is some informa-
tion,” he said tightly. “Just in-
formation. I'm not asking for
any help.”

The Adapted Man shrugged
easily. “You wouldn’t get any
help, whether you asked for it
or not. Earthman.”
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“I said I wouldn’t ask,” Foss
snapped.

“QOkay. Come on inside and
T’ll hear you out, I guess.”

HERE was a woman inside,

immensely broad through
the hips, big-breasted and flat-
faced. To Foss she was repug-
nant-looking, but Adapted Men
had different standards of
beauty. She was ideally de-
signed for childbearing on a
heavy-gravity planet, and
judging from the two stocky
children playing on the floor,
she had already made a good
start.

"'M){ wife,” Haldane grunt-
ed as he led Foss past. “And
my children.”

Foss smiled mechanically
and kept going. They turned
into a small, shabby room that
was probably the Adapted
Man’s study. Haldane dropped
ponderously into a vast pne-
umochair, and didn’t bother to
gesture to Foss to sit. Foss sat
anyway, in a smaller chair that
looked sturdy enough to hold
an elephant. He took a sharp
breath as the gravity-strain on
his heart was suddenly eased.

“What’s your name and
what do you want here?” Hal-
dane asked,
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“My name is Web Foss. I'm
an Earthman attached to the
Civil Government on Egri V.
Two weeks ago my wife. . .ran
away. She came here. I want to
bring her back.” .

“How do you know she came
here?”

“I know. Don’t worry about
that. I thought you might be
able to help me find her.”

“Me?” Haldane- asked with
just a mere local official. She
might be anywhere at all on
Sandoval IX. There are more
than twenty colonies on this
planet, you know.”

“Twenty’s not very many.”
Foss said. “I’ll search them
all if I have to.”

A smile creased Haldane's
bleak face. With elaborate lack
of courtesy he drew a bottle
from his desk, poured himself
a drink, and replaced the bottle
without offering it to Foss. He
sipped slowly, ignoring the
Earthman. At length he said,
“You know, Mr. Foss, Earth-
men aren’t very popular on the
Adapted Worlds. We don’t get
very good treatment when we
visit the—ah—Normal Worlds,
Cheap hotels, second-rate tran-
sportation, sly snickers, that
sort of thing. 'Look at the
Adapted Man—isn’t he fun-

ny?’ You know what I'm talk-
ing about?”

“I know. I can’t help what
ignorant people say or do.
They don’t understand that the

_ Adapted Men are just as hu-

man as anyone else. that with-
out them many planets couldn’t
have been settled. But—"

- “Spare me the sermon,” Hal-
dane said. “The fact still re-
mains that we were bred from
Earth stock and now get
treated as something not quite
human. Dammit, we are hu-
man—and better than damned
soft Earthmen who’d be dead
in a year on a planet like this!”

“It’s not a matter of better
or worse,” Foss said. “On a
heavy-grav planet like this,
you’re better suited than we
are. After all, you've been
Adapted for it. On an Earth-
norm world, it’s the other way
around. It’s all relative. But
my wife—"

“Your wife’s here. She’s not
in this particular colony, but
she’s on Sandoval IX.”

“Where?”

“That’s your problem, Mr.
Foss.”

Foss rose, fighting the grav- -
ity every inch of the way.
“You know where she is. Why
won’t you tell me?”
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“You’re an Earthman,” Hal-
dane said quietly. “A superior
being. Go find her by yourself.”

ITHOUT a word, Foss

turned and leit the Colo-
ny Officer’s study, made his
way through tne udark cluttered
hauway, past the children and
their mother, out into the
street. He kept stiitly erect, re-
sisting the temptation to shuf-
fle. That would bLe simpler,
easier on his straining thigh-
muscles, but he forced himself
to walk springingly as if the
gravity were Earth-norm in-
stead of 1.8.

He hadn’t expected much
Letter treatment from Haldane.
It was rare for an Adapted
Aan to even the score with an
Earthman; wusually it was a
confused and bewildered Adap-
to on an Earth-norm world
who met only laughter as he
struggled to cope with a light
grav pull or with an atmos-
phere so rich in oxygen that it
left him half-drunk. Some of
the Adaptos were bred to sur-
vive in an atmosphere only
eight or ten percent oxygen;
when they hit the 20% of an
Earth-norm world, they spent
their time on a continous oxy-
gen jag.

The shoe was on the other
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foot now, and the Adaptos en-
joyed the feeling. An Earth-
man had ventured into an
Adapted World, reversing the
usual pattern. They weren’t
going to go out of their way to
make things easy for him.
But Carol was here. . .some-
where. He’d find her.
Somehow.

He stepped out into the
street. The little cluster of Ad-
aptos was still there. Foss
crossed the street and headed
toward them.

The group broke up as he got
there. They melted away in six
directions, as if they didn’t
want anything to do with the
lean, hard-faced Earthman,

“Hold it,” Foss said. “I
want to talk to you.”

They kept moving, strolling
casually away.

“Hold it!”

He sprang forward and
grabbed an Adapto by his open
collar. He was almost a foot
taller than the man. “I asked
you to wait a minute. I want
to talk to you.”

“Let go of me, Earthman.”

“I said I wanted to talk to
you.”

The Adapto jerked himself
out of Foss’ grasp and hit him.
Foss saw the punch coming,
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lifting from the hip and head-
ing for his jaw, but there was
absolutely nothing he could do
about it. His gravity-prisoned
body simply would not react as
it had been trained to do. He
made a single ineffectual at-
tempt at ducking, and then the
Adapto’s fist cracked into the
side of his face.

He hit the ground with as-
tonishing speed. Crack—boom!/
He had gone over like a skulled
tenpin. After a moment he felt
his jaw tentatively; it still
seemed to be in one piece He
realized the Adapto had merely
tapped him; an unpulled punch
would probably have been ia-
tal.

Foss got up, slowly. The
Adepto stood his ground, legs
spread belligerently.

“Want another?”

“One’s enough,” Foss said.
His jaw felt numb. “I just
wanted to ask you something.”

The Adapto sauntered away,
down the empty street. Foss
watched him go. It had been a
mistake to attempt the use of
force; even the weakest of
these colonists could flatten
him with a slap, and Foss was
no weakling himself.

This wasn’t his world,
though, It belonged to the
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Adaptos, and he was a misfit
here—a man for whom walking
and breathing were constant
problems, not second nature.
He looked up at the warm
blueness of distant Sandoval,
and scowled. It was hard to
blame the Adaptos.

The offspring of men, they
were objects of ridicule when
they went among the so-called
Normals. They were simply
getting even, now.

He balled his fists angrily.
I'll show them, he thought. I'll
find Carol—without their help.

HE took a couple of steps
down the broad street,
knowing that if he stood -still
long enough his muscles would
tighten and become useless.
The settlement had a rough,
hal{-finished look. It was only
three generations since the
Adapted Man program had gct
under way. and Sandoval 17/
had been settled less than a
decade before by a pilot group
tailored to withstand its heat,
humidity., atmospheric make-
up, and gravity. There were
perhaps ten thousand Adaptos
here now, in twenty colonies
scattered over the planet’s face.
In time they would spread and
populate the entire world. In
time.
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And a few centuries hence
mankind would spread from
one end of the galaxy to the
other— with even the most
forbidding worlds inhabited by
beings that could be called hu-
man,

Foss took a heavy step. He
was thinking of Carol—of
Carol, and of that last quarrel
back on Egri V. He hardly re-
membered how it had started,
by now—but he would never
forget how it had finished.

Would never forget the
bright anger in Carol’s eyes as
she said, “I’'ve had enough,
Web. Of you and of this pla-
net, I'm leaving tonight.”

He hadn’t believed her. Not
until he discovered she’d with-
drawn half of their joint sav-
ings account and vanished.
There weren’t any scheduled
flights out of Egri V for three
weeks, and for a while he had
hoped she was still somewhere
on the planet.

Until he found out she'd
hired a private courier to drop
ber off at his next port of call.
Foss had spoken to the courier.

“You took her to Sandoval
IX?”

“That’s right.”

“But that’'s an Adapted
World. She couldn’t last long
there!” '
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The courier shrugged. “She
wanted to get off Egri V in a
hurry. I told her where I was
going, and she paid me. No
questions asked. I dropped her
off there on my supply route
last week.”

“Okay,”
“Thanks.”

And then he had borrowed
the two-man ship from the
Ministry, and gone after her.
Carol wasn’t the pioneer type;
she wouldn’t have gone to
Sandoval IX if she knew what
sort of world it was. It had
been a wild, desperate move,
and one she no doubt regretted
by this time,

He reached a street corner
and paused. The blocky figure
of an Adapto was coming to-
ward him.

“You the Earthman who’s
looking for his woman?”

“That’s right,” Foss said.

“She’s in the next settlement.
Ten miles west of here, rough-
ly. I saw her last time I made
a trip over that way, four-five
days ago.” ’

Foss blinked in surprise
*You're telling me the truth,
aren’t you?”

The Adapto spat. *I wouldn®
lie to an Earthman.”

“How come you're telling
me? I thought none of yom

Foss had said.
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meant to help me at all.”

The Adapto’s deepset black
eyes met his. Slowly he said,
“We were just talkin’ about it.
We figure it’s simpler to tell
you where she is. That way
you won't be mousin’ around
here botherin’ us all the time.
Go after your woman, friend.
We don’t want you here. An
Earthman smells up the air.
He louses up the crops.”

Foss licked his lips tensely,
holding back his temper.
“Okay,” he said. “I won’t in-
flict my presence on you any
more than I have to. Ten miles
west, you say?”

“Yeah.”

“I'm on my way,” Foss said.
He thought for a moment:
there wasn’t much fuel left in
the two-man ship, and a heavy
world like Sandoval IX had a
high escape velocity. He could
get to the next settlement by
blasting off, orbiting, and mak-
ing a new landing ten miles
westward, but that would con-
sume a tremendous amount of
reaction mass; quite probably,
he wouldn’t be able to make a
second blastoff later, after he'd
found Carol. He would have to
leave the ship here, and find
some other way of covering the
ten miles.
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He pulled out his wallet. “I'd
like to rent a landcar from you,
if you've got one, I won't need
it more than an hour or so. Is
it worth ten credits to you?”

.’.No.”

Foss cursed silently, “Fif-
teen?”

“Save your breath, friend.
My car isn’t for rent at any
price.”

“A hundred,” Foss said des-
perately.

“I said save your breath.”

“If you won’t rent me a
car, someone else will.” He
stepped around the Adapto and
headed down the street, moving
as fast as was possible.

“You can save your energy
too,” the Adapto called after

him. “You’ll need it for the
hike.”
“Huh?”

He turned. The Adapto was
smiling scornfully at him. “No-
body’s going to rent you a car,
friend. Fuel’s too precious here
to waste on you. It’s only ten
miles. Let’s see you walk it,
Earthman.”

ONLY ten miles. Let’s see
you walk it.

Foss heard the words over
and over again. He entered a
bar further dowa the street.
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Ten or twelve Adaptos were
there, drinking. They looked up
coldly as he came through the
photon-barrier,

“We don’t serve Earthmen
here,” the bartender said.
“This is a restricted bar, Lo-
cals only.”

Foss glowered at him. “I
didn’t come in here to drink.”
He looked around. “I want to
rent a landcar,” he said loud-
ly. “My wife’s in the next
settlement. I want to go get
her. Who'll rent me his car for
an hour?”

No response. Foss drew a
hundred-credit bill from his
wallet. “I'll put a hundred
credits on the line for some-
body’s car. Any takers?”’

The bartender said, “This is
a drinkin’ place, Earthman, not
a public square. You want to
transact business, transact it
outside.”

Foss ignored that. “Well? A
hundred credits?”

Someone at the bar chuckled.
“Put your money away, Earth-
man. We're not goin’ to rent
vou anvthing. It’s only ten
miles. Start walking.”

Foss was silent a moment.
Only ten miles. For an Adapto.
that was an afternoon’s invigo-
rating hike, For an Earthman,
it might mean a day or more
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of weary leg-dragging. They
were daring him to do it. They
wanted to see him die trying.

Well, he wouldn't give them
the satisfaction.

“Okay,” he said softly. “I'm
going to walk there, and I'm
going to walk back. And to-
morrow I'll be back here to
show you that an Earthman
can do it.”

They turned away. No one
was looking at him,

“I'll be back,” Foss said.

He left the bar and headed
across the field toward his
ship. His muscles ached: his
heart was throbbing wearily
from the exertion needed to
pump almost twice as hard.
Earth-norm people weren't
meant for Sandoval IX. A few
weeks or maybe a month or
two in this kind of grav and the
tired heart would give out com-
pletely.

His throat was dry and his
eyes were tearing by the time
he reached the cabin of the
ship. He assembled a light-
weight survival kit—compass,
drink-flask, food tabs, saline
drops, other essentials. He
strapped the pack to his back.
It. was a five-pound Kkit, the
sort of burden a man would
hardly notice ordinarily. Here
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8t weighed nine pounds, and
Foss knew it would seem a
lot heavier than that before he
was through walking.

He stopped for a moment to
rest in the acceleration cradle.
Then, relentlessly, he dragged
himself to his feet and
clambered down out of the
ship, taking every step of the
catwalk carefully instead of
jumping as he usually did. A
jump here might snap his an-
kles.

The afternoon sun was high
overhead. Ten miles, he
thought. How long would it
take to walk ten miles? It was
1300 now; if he covered only
two miles an hour, he’d be
there before nightfall.

A watching group.of Adap-
tos called something to him as
he started out. He couldn't
bear what it was, but he was
willing to bet it wasn’t any
sort of encouragement.

THE land spread out broad
A and flat before him as he
walked; it was good farm-land,
rolling and brown, sun-warmed,
fertile. Far off in the distance
rugged steep hills, not quite
steep enough to be mountains,
formed a backdrop. The air
was warm. A brown dirt road
wound through the farmland,
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leading on to the next settle-
ment, where Carol was,

It was lovely country. It was
too good a world to allow it to
go to waste, which was why
men had been Adapted to live
on it. But Foss did not belong
in the landscape scene, and he
knew it.

He pulled himself along.
Muscles designed to support
a man of 170 pounds groaned
under the burden of 306; liga-
ments complained. He felt
mountainous, gross, imposs‘bly
heavy and impossibly weak.
Torrents of sweat drenched his
body.

After a while he stopped and
cut a walking stick from a tree
at the side of the road. Pulling
the living limb from the tree
required fearful effort; he was
gasping and wheezing by the
time he had done it. He moved
on, shoving himself forward
with jabs of the stick.

He had covered two and a
half miles by the end of the
first hour. That was a little
better than schedule, but the
effort left him limp. He didn’t
do quite so well during the
second hour; the pedometer he
was carrying showed that he
was now only four miles out,
plus two hundred yards. His
pace was slackening.
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Six miles to go—

He shambled on mechanical-
ly, not worrying now about his
posture, not worrying about
anything but the sheer one-
foot-after-another plodding
that would bring him to his
goal.

Every step will bring me
nearer, he thought. He made a
little chant of it: EVry STEP
will BRING me NEARer, tak.
ing a step forward on each ac-
cented syllable. EVry STEP
will BRING me NEARer,
over and over, until it began to
drag out ... EVry...STEP
will ... BRING me...
NEARer,with longer and long-
er intervals between the beat.

Finally he sank into a little
heap on the side of the road
and rested. His breath came
short. His heart thudded seo
bard that he shook with each
pulsation, Then he thought of
the mocking Adaptos waiting
somewhere behind him—pos-
sibly trailing him, waiting for
the moment he dropped of ex-
haustion, He levered up off his
walking stick and kept going
..What's 1.8 grav? he asked
himself. Hell, I stond wp
Jive and six gravs ol the time
in a spaceship.

..Yeah. For ten seconds ot @
#ime, he answered himself
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He checked his watch, then
the pedometer. The digits
swam. He was now three and a
half hours out of the colony,
and had covered a little better
than five miles. He was falling

further and further behind
schedule.

EVry ... STEP will...
BRING me ... NEARer...

He dragged his left leg for-
ward, planted it on the ground,
swung the right one up past it,
then the left, the right...

He lost track of the time,
of the distance, of everything.
He looked at the dial every
now and then, but it made no
sense, From time to time,
when he remembered about it,
he took a tablet from his kit
and swallowed it. That gave
him the energy to go on a little
further, and yet a little fur-
ther.

The sky darkened as the sum
dropped out of sight. The
warmth of the day trickled
off into space. Foss kept mow-
ing. Only tem miles, Let's sce
you walk #.

Houses cams into sight

Streets. People.
No, not people. Adaptos,
short, grotesque. Foss

squat,
found himself looking down at
& leathery brown face. He
leaned forward om the walking-
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stick, trying to catch his
breath.

“I'm Web Foss,” he said.
“I’m looking for an Earthwom-
an. Mrs. Carol Foss. Is she
here?”

For one wild dizzy moment
he thought the Adapto might
sneer and tell him that he'd
simply travelled in a wide
circle, that he was back in the
same settlement from which
he'd started out so long ago.

The Adapto nodded gravely.
“The Earthwoman is here,
with us. I'll take you to see
her.”

“You’re not joking, now.
She’s really here?”
“Of course,” the Adapto

said impatiently. Foss noticed
him staring strangely at him.
“Where’s your ship?” he
asked.

“Ten miles the other way. I
walked here.”

“You—walked?” the Adap-
to said.

Foss nodded. “Take me to
my wife, will you?” The fa-
tigue of the trip seemed to
wash away. For the first time
in hours, he stood up straight.

THEY had put Carol in a
dark back room of one of
the settlement houses. As Foss
entered, he saw her lying
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asleep on a crude pallet. The
room was windowless; the air
was stale and offensive. Three
empty bottles of liquor lay on
their sides near the bed: two
gin, one some local brew. The
room looked dismal.

He approached the bed and
looked at his wife.

The gravitational pull did
strange things to ler face; it
tighened the jaw muscles,
made the lips rubbery and
down-drooping, imparted an
idiot sag to the eyelids. She
looked as if she had lost
twenty pounds; her face was
harshly angular and almost
skull-like.

“My God,” he said out loud.
“Is that what a human being
looks like after two weeks
here?”

She stirred. Foss turned and
saw two Adaptos standing cu-
riously behind him.

“Get out of here,” he said.
“Leave us alone.”

“Web” she murmured.
“Web...”

She hadn’t opened her eyes
yet.

Foss leaned close over her
and with trembling fingers
touched her cheek. The skin
was dry and flakey. “Wake up,
Carol. Wake up.”

She opened her eyes hesi-
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tantly—then, seeing him, sat
half-upright in bed, sinking
back again after a moment.
“Web,” she said.

“I got here this morning.
The courier told me where you
had been dropped off, and I
figured I'd better come get
you. This isn’t the sort of
world you would be likely to
enjoy on ‘a permanent basis.”

She sat up again, with a res-
olute effort. “It’s been hell. As
soon as I felt the grav I knew
I couldn’t stay here...But
that courier was gone, and
there was no way I could get
in touch. And the Adaptos
weren’t very helpful.”

“At least they gave vou a
place to stay. I didn’t even rate
that.”

“It was like a nightmare—
trying to walk against that
gravity.” She shuddered. “I
couldn’t go more than ten or
twenty steps without falling
down. And the Adaptos—they
just stood around and laughed,
for the first couple of hours.
Then I collapsed. and after
that they were a little more
decent. I had a little money;
they brought me liquor, and
I drank. . .it was the only way
I could...could stop feeling
the drag this place has!”
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Foss held her wrist. It was
almost cold.

“I guess I've been here a
week or two,” she went on. “I
sleep most of the time. They
feed me, a little. They treat
me the way they would some
animal that was sick. Web?”

“Eh?,‘!

“Web, can we go home?
Both of us?”

“That's why I came here,
Carol.”

She shook her head. “I was
an idiot...running away like
that, coming here. But I got
my reward, I guess.”

“We’ll leave tomorrow.” he
said. “I bave a ship.” Ten
miles away. he added slently.

She was staring at him,
“Look at vourszelf in the mir-
ror,” she said suddenly. “Over
there.”

Foss rose. crossed the room,
looked at his image. Even in
the dim light, the sight rocked
him. The face was that of a
skeleton — a stubble-bearded
skeleton with staring eyes,
pale, gaunt cheeks bloodless
lips. That ten-mile trip had
left its mark. He looked like
his own ghost.

. He managed to chuckle.
“Pretty awful, isn’t it? You're
no betier, But we cam fatten
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up again when we’re back on
Egri V.”

“Come here. Sit down next
to me.”

He cautiously lowered him-
self to the edge of the bed.
He wriggled out of his kit-pack
and stretched out next to her,
feeling sick with fatigue. Sec-
onds later, he was asleep.

ONLY ten miles. Let’s see
you walk it.

Ten miles there, ten miles
back. And for the second ten-
mile hitch he not only had to
drag his own feet along, he had
to support Carol.

The sun was blazingly warm
when they set out, and grew
warmer through the day. They
talked incessantly, desperately,
turning themselves into auto-
mata that marched on, on,
without paying attention to the
passing of the hours or the
extent of road still ahead.

“We're lucky,” Foss said
after a while. “I put the ship
down any old place. T could
have landed it twenty miles
away. Or two hundred. It’s
only ten.”

“Only ten,” Carol said.

“Only ten.”

They rested frequently. Foss
found himself growing oddly
stronger as the day went on, as

if his body were adjusting—
adapting—itself to the in-
creased pull of gravity, getting
used to the drag exerted on it.
He knew that was just illusion,
of course; still, it was less of
an effort than it had been on
the way out.

The sun blazed down. Some-
where ahead was the colony,
and in the colony was Foss’
ship.

Somewhere.

It was still daytime when
they got there.

A welcoming committee of
Adapted Men stood by the
road as-they came by. “Walk
straight,” Foss whispered.
“Don’t slouch, Pretend you
were just out for an after-
noon’s stroll, nothing more.”

“TIl try. It’s hard, though.”

“You have to do it. Just for
a few minutes—until we reach
the ship.”

He recognized a few faces.
There was Colony Officer Hal-
dane and his wife. and there
the man who had knocked him
down, and there some of the
other jeerers. They were star-
ing wordlessly at him.

“I came back,” Foss said,
when he was within speaking
distance. “And I brought my
wife.”
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“So I see,” Haldane said
coldly.

“I just thought I'd let you
know I made it. I didn’t want it
to worry you.”

“We weren’t worried,” Hal-
dane said. “We didn’t care.”

But it was a lie, Foss knew.
He could tell by the way their
dark faces were scowling and
their eyes glared that they did
care.

They had sent the misfit
into the desert to die. but he
had come back alive. He had
beaten them, One single Earth-
man.

“Excuse me,” Foss said.
“You’re in my way. I want to
get back to my ship.”

But three of the Adaptos
stood blocking the road, star-
ing at him. He felt Carol’s
hand grip his arm more tightly.

No more trouble now, he
prayed.

Not now.

“Get out of my way,” Foss
said sharply. “Let me get
past.”

There was a moment of
silence. Then Haldane said,
“Get out of his way.”

Sullenly, the three Adaptos
gave way. Foss and Carol went
past, on their way to the ship.
He felt very tired, but he knew
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now there wouldn’t be any
further trouble.

He walked on about twenty
paces. Then he stopped and
looked back. They were all
staring after him.

“Thanks for everything,”
he said, smiling. “All the kind
help. But I managed without
you, didn’t I?”

His eyes met Haldane’s—
and Haldane looked away.
That was what Foss had been
waiting for. An Earthman had
met an Adapto on the Adapto’s
home grounds, and the Earth-
man had won. Foss could see
that in Haldane's eyes. ,

He boosted Carol up into
the ship, and followed her in.
Just before he slammed the
hatch shut, he peered out at
the group of Adaptos outside.
They were staring at him in-
credulously, as if they couldn’t
believe he had actually re-
turned alive.

He grinned at them. The
next time an Earthman came
here, they’d have a little more
respect for him.

“So long,” he yelled. Then
he slammed the hatch, dogged
it shut, and went inside to be-
gin setting up the homeward
orbit,

THE END



