35¢

o NOVELET

CLOAK AND STAGGER .
It would have been bila:
Andsey csrrled out his

E:
upon how Turi
s lone becats, NG oney Datticulatlv Lindsay. had the faloteet
notion of what he was expected to do, or not do!

o SHORT STORIES

STAROBIN ...cc000e Margaret St. Clair 6
They needed & hero )Ike !ll.robln— ut & hero like Starobin was
Just the kind who didn’

THE LONELY STARS (xllu-tnud on cover) .... Scott Nickols 42
‘Would humanity ever be able to undo ihat worat of bl\mderl’

FORCE OF MORTALITY ..... ..ooo R Silverberg 56

The greafest boon can also be the deadliest cu

LAST MEETING PLACE . Thomas N. Scortia €8
as one of the fow ‘Who understood history—but cauld he
S0l repentiag 17

THEPROFESSORFBOMPYJM............ . .
Brvoe Tucker & hvmg Coz, Jr. 89
Was Mylohell Just another “crasy ncr‘nthl"
A GUN FOR GRANDFATHER R F. M. Busby 103
® Yoy 55'you ‘eun go in ‘time and shoot
R Bt why bethert

farncy had a ru-u'-‘-
THE ROUND PEG ...... Gcarpc R. Hahn 116

‘Basil Thorps was the most bisarre of phonies. ..
® FEATURES

AUTHOR, AUTHOR (a roundown on contributors) «v.eeeeeceee 6
THE EDITOR’S PAGE .......c........ Robert A, W. Lowndss 88
S-m(lnulnt S backward glance at “Yesterdsy's World of

FREEDOM—A DISCIPLINE (Special Article) .. Donald Bower: 98

INSIDE SCIENCE FICTION (department) ... Robert A. Madle 111
.DOWN TO EARTH (Letters and Comment) ...... The Readers 124

++. Gordon R. Dicl:son 18

Editor: ROBERT A. W. LOWNDES DOROTHY B. SEADOR, Asso. Bd,

COVER BY EMSH Illustrations by Bmsh and Freas
FUTURR SCIRNCE FIOTION, Mombec 3¢ Vall 1957. Published quarterls »'
COLUMPIA PUBLIOATIONS, NG, piston Street, ' Holyoks, 3
Sag, Suoyetive offlees at M1 ‘Gausol ok, Gusl” Now #ml 10 NTe York: Becond-o]

uthorised at Hoiroke, Mase olagle yearsy ‘euectintion
1s worright 1967 by’ Colustinia Fublicatiens, Tne. Frinied 1o U B. &

4



AUTHOR, AUTHOR!

MARGARET ST. CLAIR has become one of
those authors whose name is a hallmark
of quality, since her first appearance in
science fiction during the war years.
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STAROBIN

by Margaret St. Clair

illustrated by FREAS

Something had to be done to spark the Pilot Recruit-
ment Service. People needed the exquisite Llewllyn
artifacts, which had to be brought across space, and a
Pilot shortage was approaching. One man could give
the campaign that spark—Starobin, the great spaceman
who vanished years ago; if Stavobin could be found, and

brought back...
(19 E WAS ON the
edge of Brocchi’s
cluster in Vulpecu-
la when he disappeared,” El-
len read aloud from the sheet
of typescript. “There was a
sort of demon in him. The
things it takes a crew of four
to do, he did single-handed.
Starobin never took anybody
with him. Only after he had
died did we realize how many
worlds he had. visited. It
wasn’t the entries in the his-
tory books he wanted, it -was
the stars. There was a demon
in the man.”

Ellen let the sheet drop on
Toby's desk. “Nice copy,” she

said.
“Yeah. Thanks. And then of
course there’ll be the usual
stuff about ‘don’t be earth-
bound...give yourself the
STARS” and the tie-up with
the Pilot Recruitment Serv-

ice. We found a picture of
Starobin we're going to use;
he looks noble and slightly
cross-eyed in it. It ought to
bring the little boundefs tum~
bling in, eager to sign up with
the Service.”

“How’s the campaign com-
ing, anyhow?"”

Toby made a face. “Not so
well. There’s been a lot of
publicity lately on pilot in-
jury, and mortality statistics
—especially in _the Earth-
Liewellyn run. The kids are
scared.”

“It oughtn’t to be allowed,”
said Ellen vaguely. She prod-
ded at her hair which, this
morning, had been lacquered
into a structure rather like a
blonde pagoda, with small
green animals adorning the
edges.. “What will happen to
us if there aren’t enough pi-
lots for the Llewellyn serv-
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ice? The Llewellyn artifacts
are wonderful, delicious.
Sometimes I think they’re all
that keeps me alive.”

(44 AT’S WHAT every-

body says,” replied Toby.

by. “With some help from the

pharmaceuticals, of course.”

“Yes, they hely.” She picked

up the copy again. “When did
he die?”

“Notody knows. The last
anybody heard of him was
ten years ago, when he was
just margining on Brocchi’s
cluster, the way it says in my
blurb, Since then, Starobin’s
rest has been silence.” He
coughed, perhaps to. draw at-
tention to his joke.

“Then—how do you know
he is deag?”

They looked at each other.
Toby’s eyes had begun to
glow. “If he’s not dead...” he
said slowly.

“How old was he when he
disappeared?”

“Forty-two. Even now, he’d
be a long way from being an
old man.”

Once more they looked at
each other. It was Toby who
said, at last, “We could send
a ship to bring him back.”

“What would be the point
of that? Outside of curiosity,
I mean.”

Toby had got up from his
desk and was walking up and
down. “I'm surprised at you,
wLornan," he said .over his

1dep. Recrui

bin, Pioneer Star-rover.” It
would be fabulous publicity.”

ELLEN HAD picked up one
of the ambiguous Llewel-
lyn artifacts and was manipu-
lating it absently. It became a
vase, a cup, a piece of abstract
sculpture, an arrowhead, a
ceramic rabbit, before it re-
verted to its primary identity,
a marble ash-tray. “How could
you trace him? You’d have all
space to look for him in.”

“Well, we might have trou-
ble; but we know exactly
whan and where he left Earth.
We know how much Earth
has moved in the meantime,
and can make allowance for
variation in magnetic fields
and gravity. We know what
kind of a craft he had, and
how it was, and how it was
powered. We know how much
he weighed, and what his
pulse was, and what his meta-
bolic rate. We know all about
him.”

“Except what his demon
was,” Ellen murmured.

“Eh? As I was saying, we
know all about him. For prac-
tical purposes. Now, his de-
parture has left traces in the
continuum. Events are inef-
faceable, With the data we
bave, we can use the Sparrow
Marker to pick up his traces.
And follow him back.”

“Sparrow Marker?” Ellen
yawned.

“I guess you don't tune the

Campaign. ‘Search for Staro-

science Sparrow
Marker is called that because
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it’s capable of marking the
sparrow’s fall. In other words,
it enables one to pick up the
track of any past event, pro-
vided one has certain basic
data about it.

“Following Starobin with it
would be like laying a course
for a space ship along a single
strand of spider web. But it
could be done.”

“And then?”

“We'd find Starobin and
bring him back. And you'd
get your Llewellyn artifacts.”

HE ECONOMIC ccensid-

erations that made heavy
armor unfeasible for the ships
on the Earth-Llewellyn run
didn’t apply to the Starobin
Rescue Ship. She was pro-
tected against everything the
engineers could imagine. Her
passengers would be almost as
secure as they would bave
been on Earth, though less
comfortable. Besides, they
could sleep a lot.

The passenger list was
short: Toby (he wanted to go,
‘but public opinion would have
compelled him, even if he had
been reluctant) ; Erickson, the
Sparrow Marker man; Cheng,
the mechanic; and Brown, the
astrogator. There hadn’t been
as many candidates for pass-
age as one would have expect-
ed. The “star hunger” Toby
wrote about didn’t seem to be
acute. Despite the purpose of

Rescue Mission, there
were only four bunks in-
stalled, which might argue a

certain lack of optimism in
the designers.

At the next-to-the-last mo-
ment, Ellen decided that she
wanted to go. She had drifted
into one of the ambiguous re-
lationships with Toby that
were the current fashion; per-
haps she didn’'t want to be
parted from him, perhaps...
She herself couldn't have told
what her motives were.

Since she was also in some
sort of a relationship with a
man named Mortimer, a high-
up in the Pilot Recruitment
Service, she was able to use
his influence to bump Spar-
row Marker Erickson out of
his post. There was no reason
to think that substituting her
for Erickson would be unfor-
tunate. Ellen was intelligent;
and after four weeks’ inten-
sive training, she knew most
of the things about the Spar-
row Marker that Erickson had
known. And the publicity—
under the stimulus of the
ship’s building, the recruit-
ment rate into the Pilot Serv-
ice really had picked up a bit
—the publicity her inclusion
got for the expedition was
marvelous.

LATE IN June, amid verbal

paroxysms, the Starobin
Reacue Ship left earth. They
had picked up the traces of
Starobin’s own ship without
too much difficulty, and on
planetary drive they slipped
through the solar system and
out into space. This part was
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casy, pleasant, like sight-see-
ing; but once they were on
the space drive and headed to-
ward Brocchi's cluster, the
weary time began.

There is always some psy-
chological stress in being in
space. Ellen was troubled by
a peristent sense of psychic
emptiness. She had brought
along her favorite artifacts;
the pharmaceuticals helped
more. Two or three times in
the night she would waken
from her cold dreams to swal-
low a pill. Even when Toby
came to her, the emptiness
persisted. Meantime, the spi-
derweb-thin red line that de-
noted the ten-and-a-half-year-~
oid course of Starobin’s ship
unrolled itself steadily across
the flat white face of the
Sparrow Marker.

THEY WENT off space
drive and into decelera-
tion, long before they reached
the cluster. Ellen, better now,
spent much time watching the
cluster grow in the direct
viewers, “Looks more like a
coat hanger than anything,”
she said to Toby. “Funny that
all those stars should just re-
mind me of a coat hanger.”
“Un-hunh.” Toby had en-
dured the trip better than she;
its main cffect on him had
been to make him morose.
“Listen, don’t you think you'd
better  concentrate a  little
more on the Marker? From
herc on, we're very likely to
lose Starobin’s track, since we

baven’t any idea where he
went.

“There’s an automatic sig-
nal on the Marker if the line
breaks,” Ellen objected. None-
theless, she went over aad
scated herself by the instru-
ment’s face.

The line broke, forty-eight
hours later. The Rescuc Ship
had to cast about maddening-
ly for it, while Brown cursed
and Toby chewed his finger-
nails. They picked it up on an
unlikely hunch of Ellen's, a
long way from where Staro-
bin had seemed to be going.
Still, there was no doubt that
it was his line.

The stars of the cluster had
grown dazzlingly bright. El-
len snapped the dark screen in
place across the direct viewer
to shut out the glare. Even so,
she felt she could still see it—
cold white, hard blue, and dull
and dangerous red.

TAROBIN seemed to have

been heading for a white
and yellow double star. They
couldn’t be sure. The linc
broke; they picked it up
again. It was the double star.

“He’s going to land on the
planet, I think,” Toby said.

“Which planet?” Ellen
asked.

“There’s only the onc in the
system.” Toby was still mo-
rose.

“Why do you think he
plcked that particular plan-
et

"Haw should I know? He
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must have been acting at raa-
dom. Star-rover pi-jaw aside,
he couldn’t have been - domg
anythmg else. One man's hfe

“a't #ram amoueh fae hiw ot
have landed—just lande d
kicx:d the dust with his
bonts. and taken off azain—
it isn't time enough for him
to have landed on more thin
a. tiny fraction of the planets
in Brocchi's cluster alone.”

“Were his reports scientif-
ically valuable?”

“Mainly from the point of
view of random sampling. He
dtdn( do things scientifical-
ly.”

Ellen sighed.
planct like?”

“Can’t you read the data on
the dials? It's bigger than
Mars, smaller than Venus, and
about as near to its primary as
Earth js. It has a breathable
atmosphere. The double pri-
mary will make it some differ-
ent from what you're used to,
but not a lot. Worlds are pret-
ty much the same, through
space.”

“The stars, like clams—"
said Ellen. She began to gig-
gle hysterically.

“What's that?”

“Oh, a quotation.”

“What's the matter with
you?”

“I hate this. I hate space.
It's nothing but a terrible re-
petitive emptiness.”

“You shouldn’t have come
if you feel that way about it
Why did you come?™

“What's this

HEY FOLLOWED the

red line of Starobin’s
landing on down in a spiral.
It was night when they made
the first light, grazing contact
with the planet. Ellen, who
was sitting before the Marker,
gave a cry. “He’s here! He's
still here!”

“What?” Toby demanded.

“Well, his ship is.” She
pointed at the Marker’s face.
The thin red line had been re-
placed by a solid reddish blot.
“The line turned blue, and
violet, and orange, and then
red again; that means a tem-
poral telescoping. Then the
blot came; that means he's
still here.”

There wasn't any argument
about waiting until morning.
They all wanted to sec what
they had come so far to find.
They left ‘the rescue ship as
soon as they could.

The stars of Brocchi's clus-
ter burned like jewels against
the sky. Ellen shivered. “Ovec
toward the left, I think.

TAROBIN'S ship was

much smaller than the one
that had set out to rescue him.
Grass had grown up around
it; it had been in the same
place a long time. The port
‘was open.

“Starobin!” called Toby.
He swallowed. “Starobin!”

His voice came back flatly
from the ship. No answer. El-
len said, “Let's go inside. He
may be dead.”

The ship’s tiny interior was
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dusty, but there was no body
in it. The fuel tank was emp-
ty. The bunk might not have
been slept in for ten years.

“What happened to him?”
asked Ellen. “Wait. I'll go
back to Sparrow Marker and
see if I can pick up his indi-
‘vidual track.”

She started to go. A voice
behind them said, “He’s not
here; he took another ship.”

They all jumped. “Who are
you?” asked Toby.

The man came forward. He
walked limpingly ; his hair was
white, They couldn’t make out
much more than that in the
light of the torches “Oh—
call me Mike.

“Whose ship? Where did he
get it?”

“)fy ship. He took it from

They were silent. At last
Cheng, the mechanic, said,
“You mean he stole...?”

-“Well, he didn’t get it by
persuasion,” Mike said reason-
ably.

“But... You've been here
ever since? Ten years? The
bunk doesn’t look as if any-
body’d been sleeping in it.
And where did he go?”

IKE DIDN'T answer.
“Do you know where he
i8?” asked Ellen.

“I know where he thought
of going,” Mike answered re-
luctantly.

“What kind of a ship was
it? Maybe Ellen could pick it
up in the Marker.”

“Marker? What’s that?”

Ellen explained.

“Oh. No, I couldn’t tell you.
It’s been so long ago; I've for-
gotten a lot of things.” He
rubbed his head.

“You don’t remember what
kind of a ship your own ship
was?” Toby was incredulous.
“Well, then, where did he say
hc was going to go?”

.Why should I
you"‘
“We'll pay you”

“What good would nioney
be here?”

“Oh—we’ll take yocu back
to Earth with us.”

“It's been so long I'm mot
sure... What did you want
Starobin for?”

tell

‘HEY TOLD him, locking

at each other, correcting,
interrupting. Mike said, “You
want to find Starobin so he
can help you recruit young-
sters into this Pilot Service
business. And the Pilot Serv-
ice is important because it
brings back the Llewellyn
artifacts.”

“You make it sound so vul-
gar,” Ellen protested, a little
angrily. “As if they were just
playthings. Why, the artifacts
are charming, delicious, won-
derful...”

“The flower of your cul-
ture. Just about the finest
things you have on Earth.”
Mike cleared his throat.
“Well, young lady, that may
be why the others are hunting
Starobin, but it's not why you
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want to find him. My guess is
you have motives of your
own.”

Ellen turned aside abrupt-
ly, out of the light of the
torches, Her head was bent.
“Never mind her motives,”
said Toby. “We want to know
where Starobin was heading.”

“You won't find out from

»

Ellen stepped forward
again, into the light. “Make
him tell, Toby. Are we going
to go back to earth and say
we couldn’t find Starobin be-
cause the man who knew
where he was wouldn’t tell
us? Make him tell.”

Tcby grasped the white-
haired man's thin arm. He
shook " him, “Tell us.” He
twisted the arm.

Mik: laughed. “How can
you malke me tell? There's an
infinite number of places
where he might have gone,
and only one where he did go.
All I have to do is to tell you
the wrong place.”

“You'll tell,” Toby an-
swered grimly. He gave the
old man’s arm a twist and
shoved him in the direction of
the Starobin Rescue Shi
“We're going to take you wi
us. And if it turns out you
lied to us—we'll take it out
of your hide.”

IKE’S BEING aboard
made them miserably,
overcrowded. Only the astro-
gator had much to do; and
after he had worked on the-
coordinates of the stars to

which Mike affirmed Starobin
had been heading, and fed the
course data into the comput-
ers, there wasn’t much for him
to do either. Like the others,
he lay in his bunk and swal-
lowed tranquilizing pills. Like
the others, when the depres-
sing effects of being tranquil-
ized got too much for him, he
took one of the “jag” pharma-
ceuticals, which directly stim-
ulate the pleasure centers in
the brain, and was then ready
to start the cycle over again.

Their target star was deep
within Brocchi’s cluster. Mike
didn’t sesm much troubled by
the possibility that he might
have given them the wrong
one. Since he hadn’t any regu-
lar bunk, he slept on the floor
—or in whatever bunk might
be temporarily vacant.
Though he was oifered a rea~
sonable share of the pharma-
ceuticals aboard, he generally
declined.

between him
and Ellen, They talked a good
deal, in a desultory way. She
did most of the talking—
about Earth art, and science,
and culture; about the won-
derful goods and services
Earth gave her children these
days—or, when she was in a
less solemn mood, she talked
about herself. Mike almost
never talked about himself.
“What was Starobin like?”
she asked one wake-period.
She was lying in her bunk.

A SORT OF friendship
sprang up
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Mike sat beside her on the
floor.

Mike considered. “I didn’t
know him very well.”

“I suppose robbery doesn’t
exactly constitute friendship,”
Ellen answered, wnth a ghost
of humor. “But.

“Well... He was a man who
was hunting something. He
seemed to me to be 2 man who
was searching for the fulfill-
ment of an aesthetic ideal. Al-
most an intellectual ideal.”

“What ideal?”

“He drove himself,” Mike
maid, ignoring her question.
“There was certainly some-
thing masochistic 2Lont the
way he drove himself. He
seemed to feel that if he put
himself under enough pres-
sure, suffered enough hard-
ships, exerted himsclf enough,
he'd ke sure to find what he
was hunting.”

“What was he huntmg’ I
asked you before.”

“It isn't easy to say. I don't
think he knew himsel{. Per-
baps for a place where he
could Icad a serene, beautiful,
significant life. Harmony and
order. A place where the sim-
plest acts would be meaning-
ful. I guess it really was an
intellectual ideal.”

“There’s nothing intellece
tual about that,” Ellen an.
swered a little scornfully.

“Isn’t there? There could
be. Earth wasn’t any place for
a life like that, Earth or the
humanoid colonies. He hed to
find it somewhere else.”

“Earth’s. . .all right.”

“Not for a beautiful,
life.”

There was a noise from the
bunk. Ellen may have bren
crying. After a moment she
said, “I'm going to take a
euph pill. Would you like one,

ike?”

casy

“Thanks, I don't care if I
do,” Mike answered, depart-
ing from his usual habit.

He took the pill from her.
They swallowed in compan-
ionable silence. He reached
out and took her hand; they
both dozed.

'HE STAROBIN RESCUE

SHIP had been on plane-
tary drive most of the time
since they left the double sun
on whose planct they had
picked up Mike. Now their
goal was in sight—the rlan-
et whose coordinaies Mike
had given them.

“Two planets,” said the as-
trogator. “It can’t be the inner
one; that's entirely too near
the primary. Whereabouts on
the outer one do you want me
to try for a landing?”

“Ask him,” Toby answered.
He gestured toward Mike.

“How should I know?” the
old man replied. There wae a

], tight smile on his lips.

Toby looked at him level-
ly. “I think you do know,” he
said. “I don’t know how you
Xnow, but you do. Tell Brown
where to try to put down the
ship.”

“Oh, as to that...

I'll pilot,
if you want me to.”
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Brown stood aside. Mike
took over the controls. With
amazing expertness, he began
to bring down the ship.

T WAS DAYBREAK when

they landed. Moments be-
fore, when they had gone into
a braking orbit, Ellen had
said. “This looks like a lovely
world.”

“I expect Starobin thought
s0,” Mike had said.
om the air they saw a
swarm, a flight, of islands, ly-
ing like brown leaves against
the blue-violet seas. “Not
much in the way of large land
masscs,” said Brown, the as-
trogator. “Still, it wen'i be
hard to find a man aere. If he
didn’t want to be found.”

“If he didn't want to be
found,” Mike echoed.

Toby glanced at the older
man's profile shacrply; but
Mikc's face was relaxed and
self-confident. Mike set the
Starobin Rescue Ship down
on one of the largest islands,
as delicately and precisely as
a man putting an egg in a bas-
ket of eggs.

The usual moment of
numbed silence followed the
shutting-off of the blasts.
Then Ellén said, “Open the
ports. I want to go out.”

The automatic samplers had
already said that what she
wanted was safe. The ports
swung wide.

The ingredients of paradise
are simple. Trees with pale
scarlet flowers. The glint of

salt water, the low thunder of
surf. Tall cycads that lean
slantwise into the fresh,
scented wind. And against the
violet horizon, a low-lying
bank of cloud, molten rose in
the light of the rising sun.
“Oh,” Ellen said.

'OBY HAD followed her.

“How lovely,” he said. “A
little garish. But lovely all
the same.”

The others had leit the ship
too. Tcby turned to Mike.
“Take us to Stavobin.”

“Find him yourself,” Mike
answered. “You brought me
here by force. If you dont
find what you want.

“IIl take it out of your
hide.” Toby caught Mike's
wrist and began pressure and
twisting. “You'd better do as
I say.”

As well as he could, Mike
shrugged. “A man my age
isn't much afraid of being
hurt. But come along. I mzant
to show you. It's only that I
don’t like you, Toby. It's re-
markable how you represent
everything I don’t like. But
come along.”

He led them into the island,
away from the beach. The way
was slightly uphill, past bush~
es that were masses of waxy
white flowers and taller
shrubs that drooped with pen-
dant greenish-purple fruit.
The fresh sweet wind blew
steadily in their faces.

THE WALK was long. H2
was obviously taking them
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to the center of the island.
Once Ellen said, “This place
is really the earthly paradise.
Nobody could imagine any-
thing more beautiful.”

Mike, in front, twisted
around to look at her. “You
don’t sound particularly hap-
py, though.”

“Oh, well, paradise!” she
answered, trying to laugh.

The flora grew denser and
wetter. In mossy rock pockets
ferns spread their bronzy
green leaves. There was a
sprinkling of ti purple
flowers. At last ke led
them out on an elevated rocky
ledge.

Opposite them, a mountain
stream poured out across the
rock and broke in a gentle
cascade. Its waters were col-
lected into a pool fifteen feet
or so below. Three or four
women were bathing in the
pool. An arc of rzinbow from
the misty waterfall hovered
over their heads.

They looked up, startled, as
the members of the Starobin
Rescue Mission came out ento
tbe rock ledge. The women
were certainly humanoid,
probably human. Their skins
were a velvety gold, their hair
hung down their shoulders in
rich black coils.

One of the women hesitat-
ed. Then she came out of the
water and began to clamber up
the rocks toward them. She
could climb well.

She swung hersclf over the
ledge and stood up. She was

beautiful, as beautiful as her
island, as beautiful as her
world. Only a carping critic
would have said that she was
a little over-ripe.

She looked at Mike, and
smiled. “Starobin! Starobin!”
she said in a high, bird's
voice. She put out her hand.

“Hello, Amta,” he said.

“WHY DID you lie to
us?” Ellen asked when
they had gone back to the
beach.

“You were hunting me, I
didn’t want to be hunted,”
Starobin-Mike replied.

“But—what happened?
What were you doing there
on the planet beside the
double sun? Who took your
ship?”

“Oh, I took his. We got
into a quarrel, you see, and I
killed him. It wasn't murder.
I buried him properly. His
grave wasn’t far from where
you landed. And then I took
his ship. It was better than
mine.”

“And then you came here.
But—why did you leave?
This place is like paradise.
Why did you go back to
where you had killed a man?”

“It wasn’t remorse, if that’s
what you mean,” replied Star-
obin. “I don't even know what
his name was, or what he was
doing there. He was probably
a space-tramp.”

“But why did you go
back?”



STAROBIN ”

“This place...” sald Star-
obin, and paused. “I told you
I—Starobin—was h unting
an ideal. Beauty, serenity,
significance. Here...”

“Wasn't that what you
found?” Ellen demanded. Her
face was white and lined.

¢&JT WAS MEANING-

less. Physical pleasure,
certainly. Beautiful, acces-
sible women, beautiful nat-
ural surroundings, easy means
of life. So easy. There was no
content. Paradise was like a
druz. Like the drugs you

nd you went back—"

“To a more austere planet. I
was tlying to break the para-
dise habit; I was trying to
knit my life together again. I
thouzht, if I could succeed, I
woul:l go back to Earth. Per-
haps I might yet be able to do
some useful work... I might
have heen able to do it. But
then the Starobin Rescue Mis-
sion came in the Rescue Ship.

“You talked about Earth a
lot on the way here, Ellen.
You made me hate too many
things about it. I realized
why T d run away from it. No.
I won't go bac!

He reached across to a
bush and plucked one of the
greenish-purple fruits. He bit
into it. “Try one,” he said to
Ellen. “It's delicious.”

“No. I don’t want it. What
are you gomg to do?”

“Stay here.

ELLEN BEGAN to ery.
Starobin dropped the
fruit half-caten. He touched
her gently on the arm. “Poor
girl,” he said sorrowfully,
“poor girl, you’re so unhappy.
The pharmaceuticals and the
artifacts and the whole glit-
tering flood of goods and
services you told me about—
none of them help you with
your dreadful emptiness. You
thought Starobin might have
something for you; that’s why
you came so far, hunting him.
And he hasn’t. All he has to
offer is ideal—that be-
trayed its:1£”

“Come back with us, Please

“No. I wish T could help
you. I can’t. I haven't any-
thing to help you. I'll just
stay hers, getting old rather
quickly. But at any rate...”
somsthing positive, a wan
gleam of “human courage and
pride had come into his face
...“at any rate, I shan’t help
Earta to get any more Llew-
ellyn artificts.”

Ellen held out her hand to
him. He did not see her. Eyes
half-closed, he was plucking
another purplish fruit and
putting it in his mouth.

She turned back to the
ship. She was weeping bitter-
ly. But even in her grief—
for him, for herself—she
understood that it was a sort
of triumph that the Pilot Re-
cruitment Service was going
to have to get along without
Starcbin.




