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For Adults Only

CIENCE fiction, everybody

agrees, or seems to, has finally

come of age. Hollywood, radio,
book publishers, and the slick maga-
zines are all, with the usual degraded
exceptions, buying and treating
science fiction intelligently.

GALAXY Science Fiction pro-
poses to carry the maturity of this
type of literature into the science
fiction magazine field, where it is
now, unfortunately, somewhat hard
to find. It establishes a compound
break with both the lurid and the
stodgy traditions of s-f magazine
publishing. From cover design to
advertising  selections, GALAXY
Science Fiction intends to be a2 ma-
ture magazine for mature readers

. mature in reading; age alone is
no assurance of maturity.

The cover design we are using is
proof of our break with the ama-
teur and /or shoddy tradition, and the
way it was selected is typical of our
respect for our potential readers.
We presented a number of experi-
mental cover designs to groups of
fans, authors, artists, and persons
with no interest at all in science fic-
tioh, and asked which they preferred.
Three out of four consulted chose
our present design . and ex-
plained that they liked it, but
doubted if it had commercial ap-

peal.. Three votes out of every four,
on a wide-scale survey, is commer-
cial enough to satisfy us. We never
were convinced, in any case, of the
actual cothmercial -appeal of naked
maidens, prognathous youths in
winter underwear of gold lamé, and
monsters that can exist only on the
nutrients found in India ink and
Bristol board. .

The cover, by David Stone, is the

.resolution of several personal con-

flicts. Long a science fiction fan,
Stone is also an excellent artist who
was weary of tearing covers off mag;
azines to avoid embarrassment. His
cover, he resolved, would not have
to be hidden from either parents ot
friends. Having suffered thus our-
selves, we agreed, and no reader will
be ashamed to carry GALAXY.

If you will study our cover close-
ly, preferably with a magnifying
glass, you will find another reason
for pride. Stone's fine painting has
been ‘reproduced by a wmpletely
rew and revolutionary engravmg
process! It is a continuous tope
method, developed by William
Guth, one of the country’s foremost
experimenters in color reproduction.
Like photography, this process yses
a granular surface rather than me-
chanical dots, since no conventional
screen is used at all. The Guth
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process allows imperceptible blend-
ing instead of the ordinary pattern
or moire, which eliminates blurring
through much more accurate regis-
tration, and makes possible more
faithful color reproduction than any
other engraving process known.
We have to state that the above is
the only information we can give;
the patent is still-pending.

Life is experimenting with the
method .
Fiction is the first magazine of any
kind to use it.

A superb engraving process needs
an equally superb cover stock. There-
fore GALAXY Science Fiction is
dressed in Champion Kromekote, an
expensive and unusual coated paper.
Kromekote was developed as a re-
sult of the long search for an ideal

high finish paper, one that would

duplicate the intense luster of the
glossy photograph. The Champion
Paper & Fibre Company solved the
problem; Kromekote has a 20 per
cent higher index. of refraction than
the costliest grade of enameled
stock! It can also be soaked in water
and still retain full color with prac-
tically no loss, .an important quality
to readers who dislike having to
wash after reading a magazine.

Between William Guth's engrav-
ing process and Kromekote's incred-
ible finish, artist and reader are as-
sured fine color reproduction.

All this, of coutse, is merely a
beautiful and dignified vehicle for
science fiction itself. The novel, by
Clifford D. Simak, is something that

FOR ADULTS ONLY

. but GALAXY Science .

has been done far too seldom in s-f:

- a powerful story of suspense, mys-

tery, ideas . . . and human emotion;
Theodore Sturgeon’s novelet is su-

petb  Stutgeon,  recommendation
enough, we think; and thé short
stories and illustrations were all

selected for maturity, intelligence,
and professional quality. Maintain-
ing the standard of this first issue
would not be easy even jf we had
the budget of a slick magazine, but
our future issues promise to become
even better.

As stated in the introduction to
our contest, the fundamental pur-
pose is to gain readers, but we also
have a scientific intent. Flying
Saucers, whether real or not, are a
significant phenomenon of our times.
If real, they have a vital function of
some sort; if fantasy, they are note-
worthy for psychological reasons.
We do not have the answer, nor
does Willy Ley. We hope, as he
does, that our readers do, or that
they can offer explanations which
will suggest lines of research.

To conclude, we -are not, running
a letter department in this issue—
not because we have none, but be-
cause of their congratulatory and
inspirational content. We would
rather have a good fight than a bou-
quet any day, much as we like the
odor of roses, because criticism is
more important to the development
of an idea . . . and GALAXY Sci-
ence Fiction is an idea and a goal.
Your ideas can help us achieve that
goal. —THE EDITOR



TIME QUARRY '

By CLIFFORD D. SIMAK x

Part | of a 3 part serial. \

| . =

One life should be enough to give for hunianity...but humanity
wanted Asher Sutton to keep making the sacrifice indefinitely?
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: HE man came out of the twi-
light when the greenish-yel-
low of the sun’s last glow

still lingered in the west. He paused
at the edge of the patio and called.
“Mr. Adams, is that you?”
The chair creaked as Christopher
Adams shifted his weight, startled
by the voice. Then he remiembered.

TIME GUARRY

A new neighbor had moved in
across the meadow a day or two ago.

Jonathon had told him . . . and
Jonathon knew all the gossip within
a hundred miles. Human gossip as
well as android and robot gossip.
“Come on in,” said Adams. “Glad
you dropped around.”
He hoped his voice sounded as



hearty and neighborly as he had
tried to make it. For he wasn’t glad.
He was a little nettled, upset by this
sudden shadow that came out of the
twilight and walked across the patio.

This is my hour, he thought an-
grily. The one hour I give myself.
*The hour that I forget . . . forget
the thousand problems that have to
do with other star systems. Forget
them and turn back to the green-
blackness and the hush and the
subtle sunset shadow-show that be-
‘long to my own-planet. For here,
on this patio, there are no mento-
phone reports, no robot files, no
'galactic co-ordination conferences
...no psychological intrigue, no
alien reaction charts. Nothing com-
plicated or - mysterious.

With half his mind, he knew the
stranger had come across the patio
and was reaching out a hand for a
chatr to sit in; and with the other
half, once again, he wondered about
the blackened bodies lying on the
river bank on- far-off Aldebaran XII,
and the twisted machige that was
wrapped around the tree.

Three humans had died there . . .
three humans and two androids, and
androids were almost human, differ-
ent only in that they were manufac-
tured instead of born. And humans
must not die by violence unless it
be by the violence of another human.
Even then it must be on the field of
honor, with all the formality and
technicality of the code dnello, or in

the less polished affairs of revenge

or execution.

For human life was sacrosanct. It
had to be or there’d be no human
life. Map was so pitifully outnum-
bered.

Violence or accident?

And accident was ridiculous.

There were few accidents, almost
none at all. The near-perfection of
mechanical performance, the almost
human intelligence and reactions of
machines to any known danger, long
ago had cut accidents to an almost
non-existent figure, _

No modern machine would be
crude enough to crash into a tree. A
more subtle, less apparent danger,
maybe. But never a tree.

So it must be violence.

And it could not be human vio-
lence, for human violence would
have advertised the fact. Human
violence had nothing to fear . . .
there was no recourse to faw, scarce-
ly a moral code to which a human
killer would be answerable.

HREE humans dead, fifty light

. years distant, and it became a
thing of great importance to a2 man
sitting- on his patio on Earth. A
thing of prime importance, for no
human must die by other hands
than human without a terrible ven-
geance. Human life must not be
taken without a monstrous price any-
where in the galaxy, or the human
race would end forever, and the
great galactic brotherhood of intelli-
gence would plummet down into
the darkness and the distance that
had scattered it before.

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION



Adams slumped lower in his
chair, forcing himself to relax,
furious at himself for thinking . . ,
for it was his rule that in this time
of twilight he thought of nothing

. or as close to nothing as his
" restless mind could manage.

The “stranger's voice seemed to
come from far away and yet Adams
knew he was sitting at his side.

"Nice evening,” the stranger said.

Adams chuckled. “The evenings
are always nice. The Weather boys
don't let it rain until later on, when
everyone’s asleep.

In a thicket down the hill, a
thrush struck up its evensong and
the liquid notes ran like a quieting
hand across a drowsing world.
Along the creek a frog or two were
trying out their throats. Far away,
in some dim other-world, a whip-
poor-will began his chugging ques-
tion. Across the meadow and up the
climbing hills, the lights came on
in housés here and there.

“This is the best part of the day,”
said Adams.

E DROPPED his hand into his
pocket, brought out tobacco
pouch and pipe. “Smoke?”

The stranger shook his head. "As
a matter of fact, I am here on busi-
ness.”

Adams’ voice turned crisp. “See
me in the morning, then. I don’t do
business after hours.”

The stranger said softly:
about Asher Sutton.”

Adams’ body tensed and his fin-

“It’s

TIME QUARRY

gers shook as he filled his pipe. He
was glad that it was dark so the
stranger could not see.

“Sutton will be coming back,”
the stranger said.

Adams shook his head. "No
chance. He went out twenty years
ago.”

“You haven't crossed him off?”

“No,” said Adams slowly. "He
still is on the payroll, if that is
what you mean.”

"Why?"* asked the man, "Why do
you keep him on?”

Adams tamped the tobacco in the
bowl, considering. “Sentiment, I
guess. Faith in Asher Sutton. Al-
though the faith is running out.”

“Just five days from now,” the
stranger said, “Sutton will come
back.” He paused a moment, then
added: “Early in the morning.”

“There’s no way you could know
a thmg like that.”

“But I do. It's recorded fact.”

Adams snorted. "It hasn’t hap-
pened yet.”

“In my time it has.”

Adams jerked upright in his chair.

“In your time?”

~ "Yes,” said the stmnger qmetly
“You see, Mr. Adams, I am your
successor.”

“Look here, young man. : , .

“Not young man. I am half again’
your age. I am getting old.”

“I have no successor,” said Adams
coldly. “There’s been no talk of one.
I'm good for another hundred years.
Maybe more than that.”

“Yes,” the stranger said, “for

?



more than a hundred years. For
much more than that.”

Adams leaned back quietly in his
chair. He put his pipe in his mouth
and lit it with a hand that was sud-
denly steady.

“Let's take this easy,” he said.
"You say you are my successor . .
ythat you took over my job after I
.quit or died. That means you came
out of the future. Not that I believe
you for a moment, of course. But
just for argument. . . .”

“There. was a news item the other
day,” the stranger said. “About a
man named Michaelson who claimed
he went into the future.”

“I read that. One second! How
could a man know he went one sec-
ond into time? How could he meas-
ure it and know? What difference
would it make?”

“None,” the stranger agreed.
“Not the first time. But the next
time he will go into the future five
seconds. Five seconds, Mr. Adams.
Five tickings of the clock. The space
of one short breath. There must be
a starting point for all things.”

“Time travel?”

The stranger nodded.

“I don't believe it,” Adams said.
“In the last five thousand years we
have conquered the galaxy. . ..

“"Conquer is not the right word,
Mr. Adams.”

“Well, taken over, then, Moved
in. However you wish it. And we
have found strange things. Stranger
things than we ever dreamed. But
never time travel” He waved his

hand at the stars. "In all that space
out there, no one had time travel.
No one.”

“You have it now,” the stranger
said. "Since two weeks ago. Mi-
chaelson went into time, one second
into time. A start. That is all that's
needed.”

“Adl right,” said Adams. “Let us
say you are the man who in a hun-
dred years or so will take my place.
Let's pretend you traveled badk in
time, Then why come here?” )

“To ‘tell you that Asher Sutton
will return.”

“I would know it when he came,”
said Adams. “Why must I know
now?”

“When he returns,” the stranger
said, “Sutton must be killed.”

II

HE tiny, battered ship sank
lower, slowly, like a floating
feather, drifting down toward the
field in the slant of motning sun.
The bearded, ragged man in the
pilot’s chair sat tensed, not breath-

_ing.

Tricky, said his brain. Hard and
tricky to handle so much weight, to
judge the distance and the speed...
hard to make the tons of ‘metal float
down against the savage pull of
gravity. Harder even than the lifting
of it, when there had been no con-
sideration but that it should rise and
move out into space.

For a moment the ship wavered
and he fought it with every shred -
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of will and mind . . . and then it
floated once again, hovering just a
few feet above the surface of the
field.

He let it down, gently, so that it
scarcely bumped when it touched the
ground.

He sat rigid in the seat, slowly
going limp, relaxing by inches, first
one muscle, then another. Tired, he
told himself. The toughest job I've
ever done. Another few miles and
I would have let the whole weight
of the ship crash.

Far down the field was a clump
of buildings. A ground car had
swung away from them and was rac-
ing down the strip toward him. A
breeze curled in through the shat-
tered vision port and touched his
face, reminding him. . . .

Breathe, he told himself. You
must be breathing when they come.
You must be breathing and you must
walk out and you must smile at
them. There must be nothing they
will notice. Right away, at least.
The beard and” clothes will help
some. They’ll be so busy gaping at
them that .they will miss a little
thing. But not breathing. They might
notige if you weren’t breathing.

Carefully, he pulled in a breath
of air, felt the sting of it run along
his nostrils and gush inside his
throat, felt the fire of it *when it
reached his lungs.

Another breath and another one
and the air had scent and life and a
strange  exhilaration. The blood
throbbed in his throat and beat

TIME QUARRY

against his ternples and he held his
fingers to one wrist and felt it puls-
ing there.

Sickness came, a brief, stomach-
retching sickness that he fought
against, holding his body rigid, re-
membering all the things that he
must do. The power of will, he told
himself, the power of mind . . .
the power that no man uses to its
full capacity. The will to tell a body
the things that it must do, the power
to start an engine turning after years
of doing nothing.

One breath and then another. And
the heart is beating now, steadier,
steadier.

Be quiet, stomach.

Get going, liver.

Keep pumping, heart.

It isn’t as if you were ‘old and.
rusted, for you never were. The
other system took care that you were
kept in shape, that you were ready
at an instant's notice to be as you
were.

But the switch-over was a shock.
He had known that it would be.
He had dreaded its coming, for he
had known what it would mean: the
agony of a new kind of life and
metabolism.

IN HIS mind he held a blueprint
of his body and all its working
parts . . . a shifting, wobbly picture
that shivered and blurred and ran
color into color. But it steadied un-
der the hardening of his mind, the
driving of his will, and finally the
blueprint was still and sharp and

9



bright and he knew that the worst
was over.

He clung to the ship’s controls
with hands clenched so fiercely, they
almost dented metal, and perspira-
tion poured down his body, and he
was limp and weak. Nerves grew
quiet and the blood pumped on, and
he knew that he was breathing With-
out even thinking of it.

For a moment longer he sat quiet-
ly in the seat, relaxing, The breeze
. came in the shattered port and
brushed against his cheek. The
ground car was coming very close.

“Johnny,” he whispered, “'we are
home. We made it. This is my home,
Johnny. The place I talked about.”

But there was no answer, just a
stir of comfort deep inside his brain,
a strange, nestling comfort such as
one may know when one is eight
years old and snuggles into bed.

“Johany!" he cried.

And he felt the stic again . .. a
self-assuring stir like the feel of a
dog's muzzle against a hand.

Someone was beating at the ship’s
door, beating with fists and crying
out.

“All right,” said Asher Sutton.
“I'm coming. T'll be right along.”

He reached down and lifted the
attache case from beside the seat,
tucked. it underneath his arm. He
went to the lock and twirled it open
and stepped out on the ground.

There was only one man.

“'Hello,” said Asher Sutton.

“Welcome to Earth, sir,” said the
man, and the “sir” struck a chord of

memory. Sutton’s eyes went -to the
man’s forehead and he saw the tat-
tooing of the serial number, the
only indication that this was a syn-
thetic human being, an android.

Sutton had forgotten about and-
roids. Perhaps a lot of other things
as well. Little habit patterns that had
sloughed away with the span of
twenty years.

HE SAW the android staring at
A him, at the naked knee show-
ing through the worn cloth, at the
lack of shoes.

“Where I've been,” said Sutton,
sharply, "you couldn’t buy a new
suit every day.”

“No, sir,” said the android.

“And the beard,” said Sutton, “‘is
because I had nothing to shave
with.”

“I've seen beards before,” the
android told him.

Sutton stood quietly and stared at
the world before him . . . at the
upthrust of towers shining in the
morning sun, at the green of park
and meadow, at the darker green of .
trees and the blue and scarlet
splashes of flower gardens on slop-
ing terraces.

He took a deep breath and felt
the air flooding in his lungs, seeking
out all the distant cells that had been
starved so long. And it was coming
back to him, coming back again . . .
the remembrance of life on Earth,
of early morning sun and flaming
sunsets, of deep blue sky and dew
upon the grass, the swift blur of
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human talk and the lilt of human
music.

“The car is- waiting, sir,” the
android said. "I will take you to a
human.”™

“I'd rather walk,” said Sutton.

HE android shook his head.
“The human is waiting and he
is most impatient.”

“Oh, all right,” said Sutton.

The seat was soft and he sank
into it gratefully, cradling the at-
tache case carefully in his lap.. He
stared out of the window, fascin-
sated by the green of Earth. The
green felds of Earth, he said. Or
was it the green vales? No matter
now. It was 2 song written long
ago, in the time when thete had
been fields on Earth, instead of
parks, when Man had turned the
soil for more important things than
flower beds. In the day, thousands
of years before, when Man had just
begun to feel the stir of space within
his soul. Long years before Earth
had become the capital and the cen-
ter of galactic empire.

A great starship was taking off
at the far end of the field, sliding
down the ice-smooth plastic skid-
way with the red-hot flare of booster
jets frothing in its tubes. Its nose
skhmmed into the upward curve of
the take-off ramp and it was away,
a rumbling streak of silver that shot
into the blue. For a moment it flick-
ered a golden red in the morning
sunlight, and then was gone, van-
, ished.

UTTON brought his gaze back

to Earth again, sat soaking in
the sight of it as a man soaks in
the first strong sun of spring after
months of winter.

Far to the north towered the twin
spires of the Justice Bureau, Alien
Branch. And to the east the pile of
gleaming plastics and glass that was
the University of North America.
And other buildings that he had-
forgotten . . . buildings for which
he found he had no name, miles
apart, with parks and homesites in
between. The homes were masked
by trees and shrubbery—none sat in
barfen loneliness—and, through the
green of the curving hills, Sutton
caught the glints of color that were
roofs and walls.

The car slid to a stop before the
Administration Building and the
android opened the door. “This
way, sir.”

Only a few chairs in the lobby
were occupied and most of those by
humans. Humans or androids,
thought Sutton, you can't tell the
difference until you see their fore-
heads.

The sign upon the forehead, the
brand of manufacture. The telltale
mark that said: “This man is not a
human, although he looks like one.”

These are the ones who will listen
to me. These are the ones who will
pay attention. These are the ones
who will save me against any future
enmity that Man may raise against
me.

For they are worse than the dis-



inherited. They are not the has-
beens; they “are the never-weres.
They are not born of woman, but of
the laboratory. Their. mother is a
bin of chemicals and their father
the ingenuity and technology of the
creator race." ‘

Android: An artificial human. A

human made in the laboratory out

of Man’s own knowledge of chemi-
cals and atomic and molecular struc-
ture and the strange reaction that is
known as life.

Human in all but two respects—
the mark uporn the forehead and the
ability to reproduce biologically.

Artificial humans to help the real
humans, the biological humans, to
carry the load of galactic empire,
to make the thin line of humanity
stronger, thicker. But kept in their
place. Oh, yes, most definitely kept
in their rightful place by psycho-
conditioning and savagely enforced
‘rules and ldws.

THE corridor was empty. Sutton,
his bare feet slapping on the
floor, followed the android.

The door before which they
stopped said:

THOMAS H. DAVIS
(Human)
Operations Chief

“In there,” the android said.

Sutton walked in and the man
behind the desk looked up.

“I'm a human,” Sutton told him.
“I may not look it, but I am.”

12

The man jerked his thumb toward
a chair. "'Sit down.”

Sutton sat.

“Why didn’t you answer our sig-
nals?”” Davis asked.

“My set was broken.”

"Your ship has no identity.”

“The rains washed it off,” said
Sutton, “and I had no paint.”

“Rain doesn’t wash off paint.”

“Not Earth rain. Where I was,
it does.”

“"Your motors?” asked Davis.
"We could pick up nothing from
them.” .

"They weren't working.” .

Davis’ Adam’s apple bobbed up
and down. "Weren't working? How
did you navigate?” ‘

“With energy,” said Sutton.

“Energy. . . .”

Sutton stared at him icily. “Any-
thing else you want to know?”.

Davis was confused. The answers
were all wrong. He fiddled with a
pencil. “'Just the usual things, I
guess.” He drew a pad of forms be-
fore him.

“Name?”

“Asher Sutton.”

“Origin of fli— Say, wait a min-
ute! Asher Sutton?”

“That’s right.”

Davis flung the pencil on the
desk, pushed away the pad. “Why
didn’t you tell me that first?"

“I .didn’t have a chance.” .

Davis was flustered. “If I had
known. . . .”

“It’s the beard,” said Sutton.

“My father talked about you
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often. Jim Davis. Maybe you remem-
ber him.”.

Sutton shook his head.

“Great friend of your father's.
That is . they more or Jess knew
one another v

“How is my father?” asked Sut-
ton.

“Great,”
ally.
standing up. .

“My father and mother,” Sutton
told him coldly, “died forty years
ago. In the Argus pandemic.” He
heaved himself to his feet, faced
Davis squarely. “If you're through,
I'd like to go to my hotel. They'll
find some room for me.”

“"Certainly, Mr. Sutton, certainly.
Which hotel?”

“The Orion Arms.”

Davis reached into a drawer, took
out a directory, flipped the pages,
ran a shaking finger down a column.

“Cherry 26-3489,” he said. "The
teleport §s over there.”

He pointed to a booth set flush
into the wall, where a dematerial-

said Davis enthusiastic-

izer could transport matter instantly .

to any other teleport booth any-
where on Earth.

“Thanks,” said Sutton.

“About your father, Mr. Sut-
ton. . . ."”

“I know,” said Sutton. “I'm glad

you tipped me off.”

He swung around and walked to
the teleport. Before he closed the
door, he looked back.

Davis was on the visaphone, talk-
ing rapidly.

TIME QUARRY

“Getting along in years, but‘

I

TWENTY. years had not changed
the Orion Arms.

To Sutton, stepping out of the
teleport, it looked the same as the
day he had walked away. A little
shabbier, but it was home, the quiet
whisper of hushed activity, the
dowdy furnishings, the finger-to-the
lip, tiptoe atmosphere, the stiff re-
spectability that he had remembered
and dreamed about in the long years
of alienness.

The life mural along the wall was
the same as ever. A little faded now,
but the same goatish Pan still
chased, after twenty years, the same
terror-stricken maiden across the
self-same hills and dales. And the
same rabbit hopped from behind a
bush and watched the chase with all
his customary boredom, chewing his
everlasting cud of clover.

The  self-adjusting  furniture,
bought before the management had
considered throwing the hostelry
open to the unhuman trade, had
been out-of-date twenty years ago.
But it still was there. It had been
repainted, in soft, genteel pastels,
its self-adjustment features still con-
fined to human forms.

The spongy floor covering' had
lost some of its sponginess, and the
Cetian cactus must have died at last,
for a pot of frankly Terrestial geran-
iums now occupied its place.

The clerk snapped off the visa-
phone and turned back to the room.

"Good morning, Mr. Sutton,” he
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said, in his cultured android voice.
Then he added, almost as an after-
thought: “We've been wondering
when you would show up.”

“Twenty years,” said Sutton drily,
“is a long time to wonder.”

“"We've kept your old .suite for
you. We knew you would want it.
Mary has kept it cleaned and ready
for you ever since you left.”

“That was nice of you, Ferdin-
and.”

“You've hardly changed at all.
Just the beard. T knew you the sec-
ond that I turned and saw you.”

*“The beard and clothes,” said
Sutton. "“The clothes are pretty
bad.”

“I don't suppose you have lug:
gage, Mr. Sutton.”

“No. Could I get something to
eat?”

“Breakfast, perhaps? We still are
serving breakfast. You always liked
scrambled eggs for breakfast.”

"That sounds all right,” said Sut-
ton. “'Send them up with a change
of clothes.”

He turned slowly ‘from the desk
and walked to the elevator. He was

about to close the door when a voice

called: “Just a moment, please.”

The girl was running across the
lobby. Rangy and copper-haired, she
slid into the lift, pressed her back
against the wall.

“Thanks very much,” she said.
“Thanks so much for waiting.”

Her skin, Sutton saw, was mag-
nolia-white and her eyes were gran-
ite-colored with shadows deep

14

within them. He closed the door
softly. "I was glad to wait,” he said.
Her lips twitched just a little, and
he added, "I don't like shoes. They
cramp my feet.”

He pressed the button savagely
and the lift sprang upward. The
lights ticked off the foors. Sutton
stopped the cage. “This is my

. floor,” he said.

HE HAD the door open and was
halfway out, when she spoke to
him, "Mister.”

“Yes, what s it?"

"I didn’t mean to laugh. I really-
truly didn't.”

“You had a right to laugh,” said
Sutton, and closed the door behind
him. He stood for a moment, fight-
ing down a sudden tenseness that
seized him like a mighty fist.

Careful, he told himself, take it
easy, boy. You are home at Jast. This
is the place you dreamed of. Just a.
few doors down and you are finally
home. You will reach out and turn
the knob and push -open the door
and it will be there, just as you re-
membered it. The favorite chair, the
life-paintings on the wall, the little
fountain with the mermaids from
Venus, and the windows where you
can sit and fill your eyes with Earth.

But you can’t get emotional. You
can’t go soft and scared.

For that chap back at the space-
port lied. And hotels don't keep
rooms waiting for all of twenty’
yeats.

There is something wrong. I don’t
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know what, but something. Some-
thing terribly wrong.

He took a slow step . . . and then
another, fighting down the tension,
swallowing the dryness of excitement
welling in his throat.

One of the paintings, he remem-
bered, was a forest brook, with birds
flitting in the trees. And at the most
unexpected times one of the birds
would sing, usually with the dawn
or the going of the sun. And the
water babbled with a happy song
that held one listening.

He knew that he was running and
he didn't try to stop. His fingers
curled around the door knob and
turned it.

The room was there . . . the
favorite chair, the babble of the
brook, the splashing of the mer-
maids. . .. -

He caught the whiff of danger
as he stepped across the threshold
and he tried to turn and run, but he
was too late. He felt his body
crumpling forward to crash toward
the floor.

“Johnny!” he cried and the cry
bubbled in his throat. “Johnny!”

Inside his brain a voice whispered
back: “It’s all right, Ash. We're still
joined.”

Then darkness came.

v

HERE was someone in the room

and Sutton kept- his eyelids
down, kept his breathing slow.

Someone in the room was pacing
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quietly, stopping now before the
window to look out, moving over to
the mantlepiece to stare at the paint-
ing of the forest brook. And in the

“stillness of the room, Sutton heard

the laughing babble of the painted
stream against the splashing of the
fountain, heard the faint bird notes
that came from the painted trees,
imagined that even from the dis-
tance that he lay he could smell the
forest mold and the cool, wet per-
fume of the moss that grew along
the stream.-—

The person in the room crossed
back again and sat down in a chair.
He whistled a tune, almost inaud-
ibly. A funny, little lilting tune that
Sutton had not heard before.

Someone gave me a going over,
Sutton told himself. Knocked me
out fast, with gas or powder, then
gave _me an overhauling, I seem to
remember some of it . . . hazy and
far away. Lights that glowed and a
probing at my brain. And I might
have fought against it, but I knew
it was no use. And, besides, they're
welcome to anything they found.
Yes, they're welcome to anything
they pried out of my mind. But
they've found all they're going to
find and they have gone away. They
left someone to watch me and he
still, is in the room, waiting for me
to wake up, probably.

Sutton- stirred on the bed and
opened his eyes, kept them glazed
and only partly focused.

The man rose from the chair and
Sutton saw that- he was dressed in



white.” He crossed the room and
leaned above the bed. ~ .
“All right now?” he asked.
Sutton raised a2 hand and passed
it, bewildered, across his face. '‘Yes,”
I guess I am.”
“You passed out,” the man said.
“Something I forgot to eat.”

HE man shook his head. “The
trip, probably. It must have
been a tough one.”

“Yes,” said Sutton. “Tough.”

Go ahead, he thought. Go ahead
and ask some more. Those are your
instructions. Catch me while I'm_
groggy, pump me like a well. Go
ahead and ask the questions and
earn your lousy money.

But he was wrong. The man
straightened up. “I think you'll be
all right,” he said. "If you aren’t,
call me. My card is od the mantle.”

“Thanks, doctor,” said Sutton.

He. watched him walk across the
room, waited until he heard the door
click, then sat up in bed. His cloth-
ing lay in a pile in the center of the
floor. His case? Yes, there it was,
lying on a chair. Ransacked, no
doubt, probably photostated. Spy
rays, too, more than likely. All over
the room. Ears listening and eyes
watching,

But who? he asked himself. No
one knew he was returning. No one
could have known. Not even Adams.
There was no way to know. There
had been no way that he could let
them know.

Funny. Funny the way Davis at
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the spaceport had recognized his
name and told a lie to cover up.

" Funny the way Ferdinand pretended

his suite had been kept for him for
all these twenty years. Funny, too,
how Ferdinand had turned around
and spoken, as if twenty years were
nothing.

Organized, said Sutton. Clicking
like a relay system. Set and waiting.
But why should anyone be waiting?
No one knew when he'd be coming
back. Or if he would come at all.

And even if someone did know,
why go to all the trouble?

For they could not know, he
thought . . . they could not know
the thing I have, they could not even
guess. Even if they did know I was
coming back, incredible as it might
be that they should know, even that
would be more credible by a million
times than that they should know
the real reason for my coming.

And knowing, he said, they would
not believe.

His eyes found the attache case
lying on the chair, and Stared at it.

And knowing, he said again, they
would not believe.

When they look the ship over, of
course, they will do some wonder-
ing. Then there might be some ex-
cuse for the thing that happened.
But they didn’t have time to look
at the ship. They didn't wait a min-
ute. They were laying for me and
they gave me the works from the
second that T landed.

Davis shoved me into a teleport
and grabbed his phone like mad.
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And Ferdinand knew that I was on
‘the-Way, he knew.he'd see me when
he turned around. And the girl—
the girl with the granite eyes?

Sutton got up and stretched. A
bath and shave, first of all, he told
himself. And then some clothes and
breakfast. A visor call or two.

Don't act as if you've got the
wind up, he warned himself. Act
naturally. Talk to yourself. Pinch
out a blackhead. Scratch your back
against a door casing. Act as if you
think you are alone.

But be careful.

There is semeone watching.

A4

UTTON was fnishing breakfast

when the android came.

“My name is Herkimer,” the
android told him, “and I belong to
Mr. Geoffrey Benton.”

“Mr. Benton sent you here?”

“Yes. He sends a challenge.”

“A challenge?”

“Yes. You know, 2 duel.”

“But I am unarmed.”

“You cannot be unarmed,”
Herkimer.

“I never fought a duel in all my
life,” said Sutton. I don’t intend to
now.”

"You are vulnerable.”

“What do you mean, vulnerable?
If T go unarmed. . . .”

“But you cannot go unarmed. The
code was changed just a year or two
ago. No man younger than a hun-
dred years can go unarmed.”

said
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~Shoots a

“But if one does?” :

“Why, then,” said Herkimer,
“anyone who wants to can pot him
like a rabbit.” '

“You are sure of this?”

Herkimer dug into his pocket,
brought out a tiny book. He wet
his finger and fumbled at the pages.
“It's right here.”

“Never mind,” said Sutton. “I
will take your word.”

"You accept the challenge, then?”

Sutton grimaced. "I suppose I
have to. Mr. Benton will wait, I
presume, until I buy a gun.”

“No need of that,” Herkimer told
him brightly. "I brought one along.
Mr. Benton always does that. Just
a courtesy, you know. In case some-

_one hasn’t got one.”

He reached into his pocket and
held out the weapon. Sutton took it
and laid it on the table. “Awlward
looking thing,” he said.

Herkimer stiffened. “It's tradi-
tional. The finest weapon made.
.45 caliber slug. Hand-
loaded ammunition. Sights are tested
in for fifty feet.”

"You pull this?”
pointing.

Herkimer nodded. "It is called a
trigger. And you don’t pull it. You
squeeze it.”

“Just why does Mr. Benton chal-
lenge me?” asked Sutton. "I don’t
even know the man.”

“You are famous,”
mer.

“Not that I have heard of.”

“You are an investigator,” Herki-

asked Sutton,

said Herki-
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mer pointed out. "You have just
come back from a long and perilous
mission. You're carrying a myster-
ious attache case. And there are re-
porters waiting in the lobby to in-
terview you.”
" Sutton nodded. "I see. When Ben-
ton kills someone, he likes him to
be famous.”
* “Of course, More publicity.”

“But I don’t know your Mr. Ben-
ton. How will I know who I'm
supposed to shoot at?™

“I'll show you,’* said Herkimer,
“on the televisor.” He stepped to
the desk, dialed a number and
stepped back. “That's him.”

In the screen a man was sitting
before a chess table. The pieces were
- in mid-game. Across the board stood
a beautifully machined sobotic. The
man reached out a hand, thought-
fully played his knight. The robotic
clicked and chuckled. It moved a
pawn. Benton’s shoulders hunched
forward and he bent above the
board. One hand came around and
scratched the back of his neck.

“Oscar’s got him worried,” said
Herkimer. “"He always has him wor-
ried. Mr. Benton hasn’t won a single
game in the last ten years.”

“Why does he keep on playing?”

“Stubborn,” said Herkimer. “But
Oscar's stubborn, too.” He made a
motion with his hand., “Machines
can be so much more stubborn than
humans. It's the way they're built.”

“But Benton must have known,
when he had Oscar fabricated, that
Oscar  would beat him,” Sutton

pointed out. “A human simply can't
beat a robotic expert.” ’

“Mr. Benton knew that,” said
Herkimer, “but he didn't believe it.
He wanted to prove otherwise.”

. “Egomaniac,” said Sutton.

Herkimer stared at him calmly.
“I believe that you are right, sir.
I've sometimes thought the same
myself.”

UTTON brought his gaze back to

Benton, who was still hunched
above the board, the knuckles of one .
hand thrust hard against his mouth.
The veined face was scrubbed and
pink and chubby and the brooding
eyes, thoughtful as they were, still
held a fat twinkle of culture and
good fellowship.

“You'll know him now?” asked
Herkimer,

Sutton nodded. *Yes, I think I
can pick him out. He doesn’t look
too dangerous.”

“He’s killed sixteen men,” Herki-
mer said stiffly. “He plans to lay
away his guns when he makes it
twenty-five.”” He looked straight at
Sutton and said: “"You're the seven-
teenth,”

“I'll try to make it easy for him.”

“How would you wish it, sir?”
asked Herkimer. “Formal or infor-
mal?”

“Let's make it catch-as-catch-can.”

Herkimer was disapproving.
“There are certain conventions. . . .”

“You can tell Mr. Benton,” said
Sutton, “that I don’t plan to ambush
him.”
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Herkimer picked up his cap, put
it on his head. *““The best of luck,
sir.”

“Why, thank you, Herkimer,”
said Sutton.

HE door closed and Sutton was

alone. He turned back to the
screen. Benton played to double up
his rooks. Oscar chuckled at him,
'slid a bishop three squares along the
board and put Benton's king in
check.

Sutton snapped the visor off.

He scraped a hand across his now-
shaved chin.

Coincidence or plan?

One of the mermaids had climbed
to the edge of the fountain and bal-
anced her three-inch self precarious-
ly. She whistled at Sutton. He turned
at the sound and she dived into the
pool, swam in circles, mocking him
with obscene gestures.

Sutton leaned forward, reached
into the visor rack, brought out the
INF-JAT directory, flipped the
pages swiftly.

INFORMATION—Terrestrial
Culinary

Culture
Customs

That would be it. Customs,

He found DUELING, noted the
number and put back the book. He
reset the dial and snapped the tum-
bler for direct communication.

A robot's streamlined, metallic
face filled the plate. “At your serv-
ice, sir,” it said.
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"I have been challenged to a
duel,” said Sutton.

The robot waited for the question.

“I don’t want to fight a duel,”
said Sutton. "Is there any way, leg-
ally, for me to back out? I'd like
to do it gracefully, too, but I won't
insist on that.”

“There is no way,” the robot said.

“No way at all?”

"You are under one hundred "
the robot asked.

“Yes.”

“You are sound
body ?"*

“1 think so.”

“You are or you aren’t. Make up
your mind.”

“I am,” said Sutton.

"You do not belong to any bona
fide religion that prohibits killing?”

"I presume I could classify my-
self as a Christian,” said Sutton.
“Isn't there a Commandment against
killing?" '

The robot shook his head. "It
doesn’t count.”

“It's clear and specific,” Sutton
argued. "It says one should not kill.”

“It does,” the robot told him.
“But it has been discredited. You
humans never obeyed it. You either
obey a law or you forfeit it.”

“I guess I'm sunk then,” said Sut-
ton. ,

“According to the revision of the
year 7990,” said the robot, “arrived
at by convention, any human under
the age of one hundred, of male sex,
sound in mind and body, unhamp-
ered by religious bonds or belief,

of mind and



which are subject to a coust of in--

quiry, must fight a duel whenever
challenged.”

"1 see.”

“The history of dueling,” said
the robot, "is very interesting.”

“It's barbaric,”” said Sutton.

"Perhaps so. But you humans are
still ‘barbaric in many other ways as
well.”

“You're impertinent.”

“I'm sick and tired,” the robot
said. "Sick and tired of the smug-
ness of you humans. You say you've
outlawed war and you haven't,
really. You've just-fixed it so no one
dares to fight you. You say you have
abolished crime and you have, ex-
cept for human crime. And 2 lot of
the crime you have abolished isn't
crime at all, except by human stand-
ards.” 3 :

“You're taking a-long chance,
friend,” warned Sutton, “talking the
way you are.”

“You can -pull the plug on me,”
the robot told him, “any time you
want to. Life isn't worth it, the kind
of job I have.”

E SAW the look on Sutton’s
face and hurried on.

“Try to see it this way, sir.
Through all his history, Man has
been a killer. He was smart and
brutal, even from the first. He was
a puny thing, but he found how to
use a club and rocks, and when the
rocks weren’'t sharp enough, he
chipped them so they were. There
were things, at first, he should not

ing . ..

by rights have killed. They should
have killed him. But he was smart
and he had the club and flints and
he killed the mammoth and the
sabertooth and other things he could
not have faced bare-handed. So he
won the Earth from the animals. He
wiped them out, except the ones he
allowed to live for the service that
they gave him. And even as he
fought with the animals, he fought"
with others of his kind. After the
animals were gone, he kept on fight-
man against man, nation
against nation.”

“But that is past,” said Sutton.
“Therte hasn't been a war for more
than a thousand years. Humans have
no need of fighting now.”

“That-is just the point,” the robot
insisted. “‘There is no more need of
fighting, no more need of killing.
“Oh, once in a while, perhaps, on
some far-off planet, where a human
must kill to protect his:life or to up-
hold human dignity and power. But,
by and large, there is no need of
killing.

“And yet you kill. You must kill.
The old brutality is in you. You are
drunk with power and killing is a
sign of power. It has become a habit
with you . . . a thing you've carried
from the caves. There's nothing left
to kill but one another, so you kill
one another and you call it dueling.
You know it’s wrong, and you're
hypocritical about it. You've set up
a fine system of semantics to make
it sound respectable and brave and
noble. You call it traditional and
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chivalric . . . and even if you don't
call it that in so many words, that
is what you think. You cloak it with
the trappings of your vicious past,
you dress it up with words, and the
words are only tinsel.”

“"Look,” said Sutton, “I don't
want to fight this duel. I don’t think
its. . .

Thete was vindictive glee in the
robot's voice. "But you've got to
fight it. There’s no way to back out.
Maybe you would like some point-
ers. I have all sorts of tricks. ..."

“I thought you didn't approve of
dueling.”

“I don’t,” the robot said. "But
it's my job. I'm studk with it. I try
to do it well. I can tell you the per-
sonal history of every man who ever
fought a duel. T can talk for hours
on the advantages of rapiers over
pistols. Or if you'd rather I argued
for pistols, I can do that, too. I can
tell you about the old American
West gun slicks and the Chicago
gangsters and the handkerchief and
dagger duels and. . . .”

"No, thanks,” said Sutton.

“You aren’t interested?”

“I haven't got the time.”

“But, sir,” the robot pleaded, "I
don’t get a chance too often. I don't
get many calls. Just an hour  or
0. . . .

“No,” said Sutton firmly.

“All right, then. Maybe you'd tell
e who has challenged you.”

“Benton. Geoffrey Benton.”

The robot whistled.

“Is he that good?” asked Sutton.
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“All of it,” the robot said.

Sutton shut the visor off.

He sat quietly in his chair, staring

at the gun. Slowly he reached out a
hand and picked it up. The butt
fitted snugly in his hand. His finger
curled around the trigger. He lifted
it and sighted at the door knob.
* It was easy to handle. Almost like
it was a part of him. There was a
feel of power within it . . . of power
and mastery. As if he suddenly were
stronger and greater . . . and more
dangerous.

He sighed and laid it down. The
robot had been right.

He reached out to the wisor,
pushed the signal for the lobby
desk. Ferdinand's face came in.

"Anyone waiting down there for
me, Ferdinand?”

“Not a soul,” said Ferdinand.

“Anyone asked for me?”

“No one, Mr. Sutton.”

“No reporters? No photogra-
phers?”

“"No, Mr. Sutton. Were you ex-
pecting them?”

Sutton didn’t answer. He cut off,
feeling wvery silly.

VI

AN wag spread thin through-

out the galaxy. A lone man
here, a handful there. Slim creatures
of bone and brain and muscle to
hold a galaxy in check. Slight shoul-
ders to hold up the cloak of human
greatness spread across the light
years.



For Man had flown too fast, had
driven far beyond his physical ca-
pacity. Not by strength did he hold
his starry outposts, but by something
else . . . by depth of human charac-
ter, by his colossal conceit, by his
ferocious conviction that Man was
the greatest living thing the galaxy
had spawned. All this in spite of
many evidences that he was not . . .
evidence that he cast aside, scornful
of any greatness that was not ruth-
less and aggressive.

Too thin, Christopher Adamy told
himself. Too thin and stretched too
far. One man backed by a dozen
androids and a hundred robots could
hold a solar system. Could hold it
until there were more men or until
something cracked.

In time there’d be more men, if
the birth rate increased. But it would
be many centuries before the line
could grow much thicker, for Man
only held the keppoints . . . one
planet in an entire system, and not
in every system. Man had leap-
frogged since there weren't men
enough, had set up strategic spheres
of influence, had bypassed all but
the richest, most influential sys-
tems.

TI{ERE was room to spread, room
for a million years. If there
were any humans left by then.

. If the life on those other planets
let the humans live, if there never
came -a day when they would be
willing to pay the terrible price of
wiping out mankind.

The price would be high, said
Adams, talking to himself, but it
could be done. Just a few hours’
job. Humans in the morning, no
humans left by night. What if a
thousand others died for every hu-
man death . . . or ten thousand, or
a hundred thousand? Undet certain
circumstances, such a price might
be cheap.

There were islands of resistance
even now where one walked care-
fully . . . or even walked-around.
Like 61 Cygni, for example.

It took judgment . .. and some
tolerance . . . and a great measure
of latent brutality, but, most of all,
conceit, the absolute, unshakable
conviction that Man was sacrosanct,
that he could not be touched, that he
could die only individually.

But five had died, three humans
and two androids, beside a river that
flowed on Aldebaran XII, just a
few short miles from Andrelon, the
planetary capital,

They had died of violence, of
that there was no question.

Adams’ eyes sought out the para-
graph of Thorne's latest report:

Force bad been applied from the
ontside. We found a bole burned
throngh the atomic shielding of the
engine. The force musi have been
controlled or it would have resulted
in absolute destruction. The auto-
matics got in their work and headed
off the blast, but the machine went
ont of control and smashed into the
tree. The area was saturated with
intensive radiation.
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Good man, Thorne, thought
Adams. He won't let a single thing
be missed. He had those robots in
there before the place was safe for
humans,

But there wasn’t much to find . . .
not much that gave an answer. Just
a batch of question marks.

Five had died, and when that was
said, that was the end of fact. For
they were burned and battered and
there were no features left, no fin-
gerprints or eyeprints to match
against the records.

A few feet away from the strewn
bladkness of the bodies, the machine
had smashed into a tree. A machine
that, like the men, was without a
record. A machine without a counter-
part in the known galaxy and, so
far at least, a machine without a
purpose.

Thorne would give it the works.
He would set it up in solidographs,
down to the last shattered piece of
glass and plastic. He would have it
analyzed and diagramed and the
robots would put it in scanners that
would peel it and record it molecule
by molecule.

And they might find something.
Just possibly they might.

Adams shoved the report to one
side and leaned back in his chair.
Idly, he spelled out his name let-
tered across the office door, reading
backward slowly and with exagger-
ated care. As if he’d never seen the
name before. As if he did not know
it. Puzzling it out.

And then the line beneath.it:
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‘'SUPERVISOR, ALIEN
RELATIONS BUREAU
Space Sector 16

And the'line beneath that:

Department of Galactic’
Investigation (Justice)

ARLY afternoon sunlight

slanted through 'a window and
fell across his head, highlighting
the clipped silver mustache, the
whitening temple hair.

Five men had died. . . .

He wished that he could get it
out of his mind. There was other
work. This Sutton thing, for in-
stance. The reports on that would
be coming in within an hour or so.

But there was a photograph . . .
a photograph from Thorne, that he
could not forget.

A smashed machine and broken
bodies and a great smoking gash
sliced across the turf. The silver
river flowed in a silence that one
knew was there even in the photo-
graph, and far in the distance the
spidery web of Andrelon rose
against a pinkish sky.

Adams smiled softly to himself.
Aldebaran XII, he thought, must be
a lovely world. He never had been
there and he never would be there

. for there were too many planets
for one man to even dream of seeing
all.

Someday, perhaps, when the tele-
ports would transmit matter instant-
ly across light years instead of puny



miles . . . perhaps then a man might

just whisk across to any planet that’
he wished, for a day or hour, or,

just to say he'd been there.

But Adams didn't netd to be
there. He had eyes and ears there,
as he had on every occupied planet
within the entire galactic sector.

Thorne was there, and Thorne
was an able man. He wouldn’t rest
until he’d. wrung the last ounce of
information from the broken wreck
and bodies.

I wish I could forget it, Adams
told himself. It's important, yes, but
not all-important.

A buzzer hummed at Adams and
he flipped up a tumbler on his desk.
“"What is it?”

A female android voice an-
swvered: “It's Mr. Thorne, sir, on
the mentophone from Andrelon.”

“Thank you, Alice,” Adams said.

He clicked open a drawer and
took out the mentophone cap, placed
it on his head, adjusted it with
steady fingers. Thoughts flickered
through his brain, disjointed, ran-
dom thought, enormously amplified
by the Electro-Neuron Boosting Sta-
tans. Ghost thoughts drifting
through the universe—residual flot-
sam from the minds of men and
creatures back to the unguessable
past.

Adams flinched. TI'll never get
used to it, he told himself. I will
always duck, kke the kid who an-
ticipates a cuffing.

The ghost thoughts peeped and
chittered at him. -
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Adams closed his eyes and settléd
back. “Hello, Thorne,” he thought.

Thorne's thought came in, thinned
and tenuous over the distance of
more than fifty light years.

“That you, Adams?”

“Yes, it's me. What's up?”

A high, sing-song thought came
in and skipped along his brain:
Spill the rattle . pinch the fish
. . . oxygen is /th/J -priced.

Adams forced the unwanted
thought out of his brain, built up -
his concentration. “Start over again,
Thorne. A ghost thought came along
and blotted you out.”

Thorne's thought was louder now,
more distinct. |'I wanted to ask you
about a name. Seems to me I heard
it once before, but I can’t be sure.”

*What name?”

Thorne was spacing his thoughts
now, placing them slowly and with
emphasis to cut through the static.
“The name is Asher Sutton.” -

ADAMS sat bolt upright in his
chair. His mouth flapped open.
“What?"" he roared.

“Walk west,” said a voice in his
brain. “Walk west and then straight
up

P’I‘horne's thought came in.. .. “it
was the name that was on the fly
leaf. . . ."

“Start over,” Adams concentrated.

“Start over and take it slow. I
couldn’t hear a thing you thought.”

Thorne’s thoughts came slowly,
intense mental power behind each
word: ‘\It was like this. You remem-
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ber that wreck we had out here?
Five men killed. . . .”

“Yes, yes. Of course I remember

it.”
. "Well, we found a book, or what
once had been a book, on one-of
the corpses. The book was burned,
scorched through and through by
radiation. The robots did what they
could with it, but that wasn't much.
A word here and there. Nothing
you could make any sense out
of. ...

The thought static purred and
rumbled. Half thoughts cut through.
Rambling thought-snatches that had
‘no human sense or meaning—that
could have had no human sense or
meaning even if they had been heard
in their entirety.

“Start over,” Adams thought des-
perately. “Start over.”

“You know about this wreck. Five
men. . .."

“Yes, yes. I got that much. Up
to the part about the book. Where
does Sutton come in?”

“That was about all the robotics
could figure out,” Thorne told him.
“Just three words. 'By Asher Sut-
ton.” Like he might have been the
author. Like the book might have
been written by him. It was on one
of the first pages. The title page,
maybe. Such and such a book by
Asher Sutton.”

There was silence. Even the ghost
voices were still for a moment. Then
a piping, lisping thought came in

. a baby thought, immature and
puling. And the thought was with-
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out context, untranslatable, almost
meaningless . . . but hideous and
nerve-wrenching in its alien imbe-
cility.

Adams felt” the sudden chill of
fear slice into his marrow. He
grasped the chair arms with both his
hands and hung on tight while the
degraded mindlessness " babbled in
his brain.

UDDENLY the thought was
gone. Fifty light years of space .
whistled in the cold.

Adams relaxed, felt the perspira-
tion running from his armpits, trick-
ling down  his ribs. “You there,
Thorne?” he asked.

“Yes. I caught some of that one,
too.”

“Pretty bad, wasn’t it?”

“I've never heard much worse,”
Thorne told him. There was a mo-
ment’s  silence. Then Thorne’s
thoughts took up again. “Maybe I'm
just wasting time. But it seemed to
me I remembered that game.”

“You have,” Adams thought
back. “Sutton went to 61 Cygni.”

“"Oh, he's the one!”

“"He got back this morning.”

“Couldn’t have been him, then.
Someone else by the same name.”

“Must have been,” thought
Adams.

“Nothing else to report,” Thorne
told him. “The name just bothered
me.” -

“Keep at it,” Adams thought.
“Let me know anything that turns
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I will,”
"“Good-bye.”
“Thanks for calling.”

Thorne  promised.

DAMS lifted off the mento-

phone cap. He opened his eyes
and the sight of the room, common-
place and Earthly, with the sun
streaming through the window, was
almost a physical shock.

He sat limp in his chair, thinking,
remembering.

The man had come at twilight,
stepping out of the shadows onto
the patio, and he had sat down in
the darkness and talked like any
other man. Except the things he
said.

When he returns, Sutton must be
killed. 1 am yonr successor.

- Crazy talk. Uabelievable. Impos-
sible.

And, still, maybe I should have
listened. Maybe I should have heard
him out instead of flyng off the
handle.

Except thaf you don't kill a man
who comes back after twenty years.

Especially a man like Sutton. °

Sutton is a good man. One of the
best the Bureau has. Slick as a
whistle, well grounded in alien psy-
chology, an authority on galactic
politics. No other man could have
done the Cygnian job as well.

If he did it.

I don't know that, of course. But
he'll be in tomorrow and he'll tell
me all about it.

A man is entitled to a day’s rest
after twenty years.
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Slowly, Adams reached out an
almost reluctant hand and snapped
up a tumbler, )

Alice answered.

"Send me in the Asher Sutton
file.”

“Yes, Mr. Adams.”

Adams settled back in his chair.

The warmth of the sun felt good
across his shoulders. The ticking of
the clock was comforting after the
ghost vaices whispering out in space.
Thoughts that one could not pin
down, that one could not trace back
and say: "This one started here and
then.” -
Although we're trying, Adams
thought. He chuckled to himself at
the weirdness of the project. _

Thousands of listeners listening
in on the random thoughts of ran-
dom time and space, listening in for
clues, for hints, for leads. Seeking
a driblet of sense from the stream
of gibberish . . . hunting the word
or sentence or disassociated thought
that might be translated into 2 new
philosophy or a new technique or a
new science . . . or 2 new something
that the human race had never even
dreamed of. '

A new concept, said Adams, talk-
ing to himself. An entirely new con-
cept.

Adams scowled to himself.

A new concept might be danget-
ous.. This was not the time for any-
thing that did not fit into human
society, that did not match the pat-
tern of human thought and action.

There must be no confusion.
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There must be nothing but the sheer,
bulldog determination to hang on, to
sink in one's teeth and stay. To
maintain the status qno.

Later, someday, many centuries
from now, there would be a time
and place and room for a new con-
cept. When Man's grip was fiemer,
when the line was not too thin, when
a mistake or two would not spell
disaster.

Man, at the moment, controlled
every factor. He held the edge at
every point . . . a slight edge, ad-
mitted, but certainly an edge. And
it must stay that way, There must
be nothing that would tip the scale
in the wrong direction. Not a word
or thought, not an action or a whis-
per.

The desk buzzer lighted up and
snarled at him.

“Yes?” said Adams.

Alice’s words tumbled over one
another. “The file, sir. The Sutton
file.”

“What about the
Bring it in here.”

“It’s gone, sir.”

“Someone is using it."

“No, sir, not that, It has ‘been
stolen.”

Adams jerked straight upright.
“Stolen!” .

“That is right, sir. Twenty years
ago.”

“But twenty years. . ..’

"We checked the security points,”
said Alice. "It was stolen three days
after Mr. Sutton set out for 61
Cygni” .

Sutton file?
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ViI

HE lawyer told Sutton his name
was Wellington. He had painted
a thin coat of plastic lacquer over his
forehead to hide the tattoo, but the
mark of the manufacture showed
through, provided one looked closely.

He laid his hat very carefully on
atable, sat down meticulously in a
chair and placed his briefcase across
his knee. He handed Sutton a rolled-
up paper.

“Your newspaper,’ sir,” he said.
“It -was outside the door. I thought
that you might want it.”

“Thanks,” said Sutton.

Wellington cleated his throat.
“You are Asher Sutton?” he asked.

Sutton nodded.

“I represent a certain robot who
commonly went by the name of
Buster. You may remember him.”

Sutton leaned quickly forward.
“Remember him? Why, he was a
second father to me. Raised me after
both my parents died. He has been
with the Sutton family for almost
four thousand years.”

Wellington cleared his
again. "Quite so.”

Sutton leaned back in his chair,
crushing the newspaper in his grip.
“Don’t tell me . . .”

Wellington waved a sober hand.
“No, he's in no trouble. Not yet,
that is. Not unless you choose to
make it for him.”

“‘What has he done?” asked Sut-
ton.

“He has run away.”

throat
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“Good Lord! Run away? Where
to?”

Wellington squirmed uneasily in -

the chair. "To one of the Tower
stars, I believe.”

“But,” protested Sutton, “that's
way out. Out almost to the edge of
the galaxy.”

Wellington nodded. “He bought
himself a new body and a ship and
stocked it up . . .”

“With what? asked Sutton. “‘Bus-
ter had no money.”

"Oh, yes, he had. Money he had
saved over—what was it you said?>—
four thousand years or so. Tips from
guests, Christmas presents, one thing
and another. It would all count up
. . . in four thouand years. Placed at
interest, you know.”

“But why?”" asked Sutton. "“What
does he intend to do?”

“He took out a homestead on a

planet. He didn't sneak away. He
filed his claim, so you can trace him
if you wish. He used the family
name, sir. That worried him a little.
He hoped you wouldn’t mind.”

Sutton shook his head. “Not at
all. He has a right to that name, as
good a right as I have myself.”

“You don't mind, then?” asked
Wellington. "'About the whole thing,
I mean? After all, he was your prop-
erty.” -

“No,” said Sutton, “I don't mind.
But I was looking forward to seeing
him again, I called the old home
place, but there was no answer. I
thought he might be out.”

Wellington reached into the inside
pocket of his coat. “He left you a
letter,” he said, holding it out.

Sutton took it. It had his name
written actoss its face. He turned it
over, but there was nothing more.
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“"He also,” said Wellington, “left
an old trunk in my custody. Said it
contained some old family papers
that you might find of interest.”

Sutton sat quietly staring across
the room, seeing nothing.

There had been an apple tree at
the gate, and each year young Ash
Sutton had eatem the apples when
they were green, and Buster had
nursed him each time gently through
the crisis. and then had whaled him
good and proper to teach him re-
spect for his human metabolism.
And when the kid down the road
had licked him on the way home
from school, it had been Buster who
had taken him out in the backyard
and taught him how to fight with
head as well as hands.

Sutton clenched his fists uncon-
sciously, remembering the surge of
satisfaction, the red rawness of his
kauckles. The kid down the road,
he recalled, had nursed a black eye
for a week and become his fastest
friend.

" About the trunk, sir?"* asked Wel-
lington. “You will want it deliv-
ered?”

“Yes,”
please.”

"It will be here tomorrow morn-
ing.” The android picked up his
hat and rose. "I want to thank you,
sir, for my client. He assured me
you would be reasonable.”

“Not reasonable,”” said Sutton.
“Just fair. He took care of us for
many years. He has earned his free-
dom.”

said Sutton, “if you
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“Good day, sir,” said Wellington.

“Good day,” said Sutton, “And
thank you very much.”

One of the mermaids whistled a*

Sutton. Sutton told her. "One of
these days, my beauty, you'll do that
once too often.”

She thumbed her nose at him and
dived into the fountain.

The door clicked shut as Welling-
ton left. .

Slowly, Sutton tore the letter open,
spread out the single page:

Dear Ash—I went to see M.
Adams today and he told me

29



that be was afraid that you
would not come back, but I told
him that 1 knew you would. So
I'm not doing this becanse 1
think you won't come back and
that you will never know . . .
because 1 know you will. Since
you left me and struck out on
your own, 1 have felt old and
useless. In a galaxy where there
were many things to do, 1 was
doing nothing. You told me you
just wanted me to live on at the
old place and 1ake it easy, and
I knew you did that because you
were kind and would not sell
me even if you had no use for
me. So I'm doing something 1
have always wanted to do. I am
fling on a planet. It sounds
like a pretty good planet and
I should be able to do some-
thing with it. 1 shdll fix it up
and build a home and maybe
someday you will come and pisit
me. .

P. S. If you ever want me,
you can find out where I am
at the homestead office.

ENTLY, Sutton folded the sheet,
put it in his pocket.
He sat idly in the chair, listening
to the purling of the stream that
gushed through the painting hung
above the fireplace. A bird sang and
a fish jumped in a quiet pool around
. the bend, just outside the frame.
Tomorrow, he thought, I will see
Adams, Maybe I can find out if he’s
behind what happened. Although

why should he be? I'm working for
him. I'm carrying out his orders.

He shook his head. No, it couldn't
be Adams.

But it must be someone. Someone
who had been laying for him, who
even now was watching.

He shrugged mental shoulders,
picked up the newspaper and opened
it.

It was the Galactic Press and in
twenty years its format had not
changed. Conservative columns of
gray type ran down the page, broken
only by laconic headings. Earth news
started in the upper left-hand corner
of the front page, followed by Mar-
tian news, by Venusian news, by the
column from the asteroids, the col-
umn and a half from the Jovian
moons . . . then the outer planets.
News from the rest of the galaxy,
he knew, could be found on the in-
side pages. A paragraph or two to
each story. Like the old community
personal columns in the country
papers of many centuries before.

Still, thought Sutton, smoothing
out the paper, it was the only way it
could be handled. There was so much
news . . . news from many worlds,
from many sectors . . . human news,
android and robot news, alien news.
The items had to be boiled down,
condensed; compressed, making one
word do the job of a hundred.

There were other papers, of
course, serving isolated sections, and
these would give the local news in
more detail. But on Earth there was
need of galactic-wide news coverage
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. . . for Earth was the capital of the
galaxy, a planet that was nothing but
a capital, a planet that grew no food,
allowed no industries, that made its
business nothing but government. A
planet whose every inch was land-
scaped and tended like a lawn or
park or garden.

Sutton ran his eye down the Earth
column. An earthquake in eastern
Asia. A new underwater development
for the housing of alien employes
and representatives from watery
worlds. Delivery of three new star
ships to the Sector 19 run. And
then:

Asher Sutton, special agent
“ of the department of galactic
investigation, returned  today
from 61 Cygni, to which he was
assigned twenty years ago. Hope
of bis return bhad been aband-
oned. Immediately upon his
landing, a guard was thrown
around bis ship and be was in
seclusion at the Orion Arms. All
attempts to reach him for a state-
ment failed. Shortly afier his ar-
rival, be was called ont by Geof-
frey Benton. Mr. Sutton chose
a pistol and informality.

Sutton read the item again. Al
“attempls to reach bim . . .

Herkimer had said there were re-
porters and photographers in the
lobby, and ten minutes later Ferdin-
and had sworn there weren’t. He had
had no calls. There had been no at-
tempt to reach him. Or had there?
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Attempts that had been neatly
stopped. Stopped by the same person
who had-lain in wait for him, the
same power that had been inside the
room when he stepped across the
threshold. ’

He dropped the paper to the floot,
sat thinking,

He bhad been drugged and
searched, an attempt made to probe
his mind. His attache case had been
ransacked. He had been challenged
by one of Earth’s foremost duelists.
The old family robot had run away
... or been persuaded to run away.
Attempts by the press to-reach him
had been stopped cold. )

The visor purred at him.

A call. The fitst since he had
arsived,  °

E SWUNG around in his chair
and flipped up the switch.

A woman’s face came in. Granite
eyes and skin magnolia white, hair
a copper glory.

"My name is Eva Armour,” she
said. "I am the one who asked you
to hold the elevator.”

“1 recognized you,” said Sutton,

“I called to make amends.”

“There is no need . ..”

“But there is, Mr. Sutton. You
thought I was laughing at you and
I really wasn’t.”

"I looked funny,” Sutton told her.
"It was your privilege to laugh.”

“Will you take me out to dinner?”’
she asked.

“Certainly,” gasped Sutton, "I
would be delighted to.”
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“And someplace afterward,” she
suggested. “We'll make an evening
of it.”

“Gladly.”

“T'll meet you in the lobby at
seven,” she said. “And I won't be
late.”

The visor faded and Sutton sat
stiffly in the chair. ’

We'll make an evening of it, he
said, talking to himself, and you'll
be lucky if you're alive tomorrow.

VIII

DAMS silently faced the four
4 A men who had come into his
office, trying to make out what they
might be thinking. But their faces
gave no indication.
Clark, the space construction en-
gineer, clutched a field book in his
hand and his face was set and stern.

There was no foolishness about
Clark . . . ever.
Anderson, anatomist, big and

rough, was lighting his pipe and,
for the moment, that seemed to him
the most important thing in all the
worlds. ‘

Blackburn, the  psychologist,
frowned at the glowing tip of his
cigarette, and Shulcross, the language
expert, sprawled sloppily in his chair
like a bored youngster.

They found something, * Adams
told himself. They found plenty and
some of it has them tangled up.

“Clark,” said Adams, “‘suppose
you start us out.”

*“We looked the ship over,” Clark
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told him, “'and we found it couldn’t
fly.”

y"Bl.xlt it did,” said Adams. “Sutton
brought it home.”

Clark shrugged, "He might as pell
have used a log. Or a hunk of rock.
Either one would have served the
purpose. Either one would fly just
as well, or better, than that heap of
junk.”

“Junk?”

“The engines were washed out,”
said Clark., “The safety automatics
were the only things that kept them
from atomizing. The ports were
cracked, some of them were broken.
One of the tubes was busted off and
lost. The whole ship was twisted out
of line.”

“That sounds
Adams objected.

“It had struck something.” Clark
declared. “Struck it hard and fast.
Seams were opened, the structural
plates were bent, the whole thing
was twisted out of kilter. Even if you
could start the engines, the ship
would never handle. Even with the
tubes okay you couldn’t set a course.
Give it any drive and it would simply
corkscrew.” .

Anderson cleared  his throat.
“What would have happened to
Sutton if he’d been in it when it~
it was struck?”

“He would have died,” said Clark.

“You are positive of that?”

“No question. Even 2 miracle
wouldn't have saved him. We
thought of that, so we worked it
out. We rigged up 2 diagram and we

like a

wreck,”

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION



used the most conservative force fac-
tors to show theoretic effects . . .”

Adams interrupted. “But he must
have been in the ship.”

Clark shook his head stubbornly.
“If he was, he died. Our diagram
shows he didn't have a chance. If
one force didn’t kill him, a dozen
others would.”

“Sutton came back,” Adams said.

HE two stared at one another,
half angrily.

Anderson broke the silence. “Had
he tried to fix it up?”

Clack shook his head. “Not a
mark to show he did. There would
have been no use trying. Sutton did-
n't know a thing about mechanics.
Not a single thing. I checked on that.
He had no training, no natural in-
clination. And it takes a man with
savvy to repair an atomic engine.
Just to fix it, not rebuild it. And
this crash would have called for
complete rebuilding.”

Shulcross spoke for the first time,
softly, quietly, not moving from his
awkward slouch. “Maybe we're
starting in the middle. If we started
at the beginning, laid the ground-
work first, we might get a better
idea of what really happened.”

They looked at him, all of them,
wondering what he meant. Shul-
cross saw it was up to him to go
ahead. He spoke to Adams: “Do you
have any idea of what sort of place
this Cygnian world might be where
Sutton went?”

Adams smiled wearily. “We've
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never been able to get close enough
to know. It's the seventh planet of
61 Cygni. It might have been any
one of the system's sixteen planets,
but mathematically it was figured out
that the seventh planet had the best
chance of sustaining life.”.

He paused and looked around
the circle of faces and saw that they
were waiting for him to go on.

“Sixty-one,” he said, “is a near
neighbor of ours, It was one of the
first suns that Man headed for when
he left the solar system. Ever since
it has been a thorn in our sides.”

Anderson grinned. “Because we
couldn’t crack it.”

Adams nodded, “That's right, A
secret system in a galaxy that held
few secrets from Man apytime he
wanted to go out and take the trouble
to solve them. We've run into all
sorts of weird things, of course. Plan-
etary conditions that, to this day, we
haven't licked. Weird, dangerous
life. Economic systems and psyche-
logical concepts that had us floored
and still give us a headache every
time we think of them. But we were
always able, at the very least, to see
the thing that gave us trouble, to
know the thing that licked us. With
Cygni it was different. We couldn’t
even get there.

“The planets ate either cloud-
covered or screenad, for we've never
seen the surface of a single one of
them. And when you get within a
few billion miles of the system you
start sliding.” He turned to Clark.
“That's the right word, isn’t it?”
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“There’s no word for it,” Clark
“told him, “but sliding comes as close
as any. You aren’t stopped and you
aren’t slowed, but you are deflected.
As if the ship had hit ice, although
it feels slicker than ice. Whatever it
is,- it doesn't register. There’s no
sign of it, nothing that you can see,
nothing that makes even the faintest
flicker on the instruments, but you
hit it and you slide off course. You
_correct and you slide off course again.
.In the early days, it drove men batty
trying to reach the system and never
getting 2 mile nearer than a certain
imaginary line.”

“As if,”” said Adams, '‘someone
had taken his finger and drawn a
deadline around the system.”

“Something like that,” said Clark.

“But Sutton” got through,” said
Anderson.

“I don't like it,” Clark declared.
“I don't like a thing about it. Some-
‘one got a brainstorm. Our ships are
too big, they said. If we use smaller
ships, we might squeeze through. As
if the thing that kept us off was a
mesh holding back the big jobs.”

“Sutton got through,” said Adams
stubbornly. "They launched him in
2 lifeboat and he got through where
the big ships couldn’t.”

LARK shook his head, just as

stubbornly. "It doesn’t make
sense. Smallness and bigness wouldn't
have a thing to do with it. There's
another factor somewhere, a factor
we've never even thought of. Sutton
got through, all right, and he crashed
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and if he was in the ship when it
crashed, he died. But he didn't get
through only because his ship was
small. It was for some other reason.”

The men sat tense, thinking, wait-
ing.

“Why Sutton?”’ Anderson asked,
finally.

Adams answered quietly. “‘The
ship was small, We could only send
one man. We picked the man we
thought could do the best job if he
did get through.”

“And Sutton was the best man?”
“He was,” said Adams.
Anderson said amiably: “"Well,

apparently he was. He got through.”

“Or was let through,” said Black-
burn.

“Not necessarily,” said Anderson.

"It follows,” Blackburn contended.
“Why did we want to get into the
Cygnian system? To find out if it
was dangerous. That was the idea,
wasn't it?” .

“That was the idea,” Adams
agreed. “Anything unknown is po-
tentially dangerous. You can’t write
it off until you are sure. Those were
Sutton's instructions: Find out if 61
is dangerous.”

“And, by the same token, they'd
want to find out about us,” Blackburn
said. "We'd been prying and poking
at them for several thousand years.
They might have wanted to find out
about us as badly as we did about
them.”

Anderson nodded. I see what
you mean. They'd chance one man,
if they could hau! him in, but they

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION



wouldn’t let. a full-armed ship and
a fighting crew get in shooting dis-
tance.”

“Exactly,” said Blackburn.

Adams dismissed the line of talk
abruptly, said to Clark: "You spoke
of dents. Were they made recently?”

“Twenty years ago looks right to
me. There was a lot of rust. Some
of the wiring was getting pretty
soft.”

“Let us suppose, then,” said An-
derson, “that Sutton, by some mir-

acle, had the knowledge to fix the.

ship. Even so, he would have needed
materials.”
" “Plenty of them,” said Clark.

"The Cygnians could have sup-
plied them,” Shulcross suggested.

"“If there are any Cygnians,” said
Anderson. :

“I don't believe they could,”
Blackburn declared. “A race that
hides behind a screen would not be
mechanical. If they knew mechan-
ics, they would go .out into space
instead of shielding themselves from
space. T'll make a guess the Cygnians
are non-mechanical.”

“But the screen,”
prompted.

“It wouldn’t have to be mechani-
cal,” Blackburn said flatly. "Some
energy force or other we don't know
about.”

Clark smacked his open palm on
his knee. “What's the use of all this
speculation? Sutton didn't repair
that ship. He brought it back, some-
how, without repair. He didn’t even
try to fix it. There are layers of rust
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Anderson |

on everything and there’s not a
wrench mark on it.”

Shulcross leaned forward. “One

thing I don’t get: Clark says some °

of the ports were broken. That
means Sutton navigated eleven light
years without air to breathe.”

“He used a suit,” said Blackburn.

Clark said quietly: "There weren't
any suits.” He looked around the
room, almost as if he feared some
one outside the little circle might
be ‘listening. "And that isn't all.
There wasn't any food and thete
wasn't any water.”

Anderson tapped out his pipe
against the palm of his hand and
the hollow sound of tapping echoed
in the room. Carefully, deliberately,
almost as if he forced himself to
concentrate upon it, he dropped the
ash from his hand into a tray.

“I might have the answer to that
one,” he said. “At least 2 clue. Thete
is still a lot of work to do before
we have the answer, And, then, we
can’t be sure.” He was aware of the
eyes upon him. "I hesitate to say the
thing I have in mind.”

NO ONE spoke a word. *
The clock on the wall ticked
the seconds off.

From far outside the open win-
dow, a locust hummed in the quiet
of afternoon.

“I don’t think,” said Anderson,
“that the man is human.”

The clock ticked on. The locust
shrilled to tense silence.

Adams finally spoke. “But the
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fingerprints checked. The eyeprints,
too.”
“Ob, it's Sutton, all right,” An-
derson admitted. “There is no doubt
of that. Sutton on the outside. Sut-
ton in the flesh. The same body, or
at least part of the same body, that
left Earth twenty years ago.”

""What are you getting at?"” asked
Clark. “If he’s the same, he's hu-
man.” °

“You take an old spaceship,” said
Anderson, "and you juice it up. Add
a gadget here and another there,
eliminate one thing, modify another.
What have you got?” .

“A rebuilt job,” said Clark.

“That's just the phrase I wanted,”
Anderson told them. “Someone or
something has done the same to
Sutton. He’s a rebuilt job. And the
best human job I have ever seen.
He's got two hearts and his nervous
system’s haywire . . . well, not hay-
wire exactly, but different. Certainly
-not human. And he's got an extra
circulatory system. Not a circulatory
system, either, but that is what it
-looks like. Only it's not connected

with the heart. Right now, I'd say, |

it'’s not being used. Like a spare
system. One system starts running
down and you can switch to the
spare one while you tinker with the
first.”

NDERSON pocketed his pip'e,
L X rubbed his hands together al-
most as if he were washing them.
“Well, there,” he said, "you have
it.”
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Blackburn blurted out: “It sounds
impossible.” ’

Anderson appeared not to have
heard him, and yet answered him.
“We had Sutton- under for the best
patt of an hour and we put every
inch of him on tape and film. It
takes some time to analyze a job
like that. We aren’t finished yet.
But we failed in one thing. We used
a -psychonometer on his mind and
we didn’t get a nibble. Not a quaver,
not a thought. Not even mental
seepage. His mind was closed, tight
shut.”

“Some defect in
Adams suggested.

“No,” said Anderson. “We
checked that.” He looked around the
room, from one face to another.
“Maybe you don’t realize the im-
plication. When a man is drugged
or asleep . . . or in any case where
he is unaware, 2 psychonometer will
turn him inside out. It will dig out
things that his waking self would
swear he didn’t know. Even when a
man fights against it, there is a cer-
tain seepage and ‘that seepage
widens as his mental resistance wears
down.”

“But it didn’t work with Sutton,”
Shulcross said.

“That's right. It didn’t work with
Sutton. I tell you, the man’s not hu-
man.”

“And you think he's different
enough, physically, so that he could
live in space without air, food and
water?”

“I don’t know,” said Anderson.

the meter,”
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He licked hi$ lips and stared around
the room. "I don’t know. I simply
don't.”

Adams spoke softly. "We must
not . get upset. Alienness is no
strange thing to us, Once it might
have been, when the first humans
went out into space. But today. . . ."

Clatk  interrupted  impatiently.
“Alien things themselves don’t
bother me. But when a man turns
alien. . . .” He gulped, appealed to
Anderson. Do you think he’s dan-
gerous?”

“Possibly,” said Anderson.

“Even if he is, he can't do much
to harm us,” Adams told them calm-
ly. "That place of his is simply
clogged with spy rigs.”

“Any reports in yet?”
Blackburn. ,

“Just general. Nothing specific.
Sutton has been taking it easy. Had
a few calls. Made a few himself.
Had a visitor or two.”

“"He knows he's being watched,”
said Clark. "He’s putting on an
act.”

“There’s a rpmor around,” said
Blackburn, “that Benton challenged
him.”

Adams nodded. "'Yes, he did. Ash
tried to back out of it. That doesn’t
sound as if he's dangerous.”

“"Maybe,” speculated Clark, almost
hopefully, “Benton will close our
case for us.”

Adams smiled thinly. “Somehow
I think Ash may have spent the aft-
ernoon thinking up a dirty deal for
our Mr. Benton.”

asked

Anderson had fished the pipe out
of his pocket, was loading it from
his pouch. Clark was fumbling for
a cigarette.

DAMS looked at Shulcross.
“You have something?”

The language expert nodded.
“But it's not too exciting. We
opened Sutton’s case and we found
a manuscript. We photostated it and
replaced it exactly as it was. But so
far it hasn't done us any good. We
can't read a word of it.”

“Code,” said Blackburn.

Shulcross shook his head. “If it
was code, our robots would have
cracked it in an hour or two. But
it's not a code. It's language. And
until you get a key, a language can't
be cracked.”

"You've checked, of course.”

Shulcross smiled glumly. “Back .
to the old Earth languages . . . back
to Babylon and Crete. We cross-
checked every lingo in the galaxy.
None of them came close.”

“Language,” said Blackburn, “A
new language. That means Sutton
found something.”

“Sutton would,” said .Adams.
“He’s the best agent I ever had.”

Anderson stirred restlessly in his
chair. “You like Sutton?” he asked.

“I do,” said Adams.

“Adams,” said Anderson, "I've
been wondering. It's a thing that
struck me funny from the first.”

“Yes, what is jt?”

“You knew Sutton was coming
back. Knew almost to the minute



when he would arrive. And ‘you set
2 mousetrap for him. How come?”

“Just a hunch,” said Adams.

For 2 long moment all four of
them sat looking at him. Then they
saw he meant to say no more, They

" rose and left the room. .

IX

"CROSS the room a woman's
laughter floated, sharp-edged
with excitement. '

The lights changed from the dusk-
blue of April to the purple-gray of
madhess, and the room was another
world that floated in a hush that
was not exactly silence. Perfume

- came down a breeze that touched
the cheek with ice . . . perfume that
called to mind black orchids in an
outland of breathless terror.

The floor swayed beneath Sutton’s
feet and he felt Eva’s-small fist dig-
ging hard into his arm.

The Zag spoke to them—an and-
roid with specialized psychic devel-
opment—and his words were dead
and hollow sounds dripping from
a mummied husk. “What is it that
you wish? Here you live the lives
you yearn for . . . find any escape
that_you may seek . . . possess the
things you dream of.”

“There was a stream,” said Sut-
ton. "A little creek that ran, . . .”

The light changed to green, a
faery green that glowed with soft,
quiet life, exuberant, springtime life

_and the hint of things to come, and

there were trees, trees that were

Je

fringed and haloed with the glisten-
ing, sun-kissed green of first-burst-
ing buds.

Sutton wiggled his toes and knew
the grass beneath them, the first
tender grass of spring, and smelled
the hepatieas and bloodroot that had
almost no smell at all . . . and the
stronger scent of sweet Williams
blooming on the hill across the
creek.

He told himself: “It's too early
for sweet Williams to be in bloom.”

The creek gurgled at him as it
ran across the shingle down into the
Big Hole, and he hurried forward
across the meadow grass, cane pole
tight-clutched in one hand, the can
of worms in the other.

A Dbluebird flashed through the
trees that climbed the bluff across
the meadow and a robin sang high
in the top of the mighty elm that
grew above the Big Hole.

Sutton found the worn place in
the bank, like a chair with the elm’s
trunk serving as a badk, and he sat
down in it and leaned forward to
peer into the water. The current ran
strong and dark and deep.

Sutton drew in his breath and
held it with pent-up anticipation.
With shaking hands he found the
biggest worm and pulled it from the
can, baited up the hook.

Breathlessly, he dropped the hook
into the water, canted the pole in
front of him for easy handling. The
bobber drifted down the swirling
slide of- water, floated' in an eddy
where the current turned back upon
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itself. It jerked, almost disappeared,
then bobbed to the surface and
floated once again.

Sutton leaned forward, arms ach-
ing with tension. But even through
the tension, he knew the goodness
of the day. The water talked to him
and he felt himself grow and be-
come a being that comprehended
and became a part of the clean, white
ecstasy that was the hills and stream
and meadow . . . earth, cloud, water,
sky and sun.

And the bobber went clear under!

He felt the weight and strength of
the fish that he had caught. It sailed
in an arc above his head and landed
in the grass behind him. He laid
down his pole, scrambled to his feet
and ran.

The chub flopped in the grass and
he grabbed the line and held it up.
It was a whopper! Sobbing in excite-
ment, he dropped to his knees and
grasped the fish, removed the hook

with fingers that fumbled in their
trembling.
“Hello,” said a childish voice.

Sutton twisted around, still on his
knees.

LITTLE girl stood by the elm

tree, and it seemed for- a
moment that he had seen her some-
where before. But then he realized
that she was a stranger and he
frowned a little, for girls were no
good when it came to fishing. He
hoped she wouldn’t stay. It would be
just like a girl to hang around and
spoil the day for him. .
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.“Iam...,” she said, speaking a
namé he did not catch, for she lisped
a little.

He did not answer.

“I am eight years old,” she said.

“1 am Asher Sutton,” he told
her, "and I am ten . . . going on
eleven.”

She stood and stared at him, one
hand plucking nervously at the fig-
ured apron that she wore. The apron,
he noticed, was clean and starched,
very stiff and prim, and she was mess-
ing it all up with her nervous pluck-
ing.

“I am fishing,” he said and tried
very bard to keep from sounding too
important. "“And I just caught a
whopper.”

He siw her eyes go large in sud-
den terror at the sight of something
that came up from behind him and
he wheeled around, no longer on his
knees, but on his feet, and his hand

- was snaking into the pocket of his

coat.

The place was purple-gray and
there was shrill woman-laughter and
there was a face in front of him .

a face he had seen that aftemoon
and never would forget.

A fat and -cultured face that
twinkled even now with good fel-
lowship, twinkled despite the deadly
squint, and the gun already swing-
ing upward in his hairy, pudgy fist.

Sutton felt his own fingers touch
the grip on the gun he carried, felt
them tighten around it and jerk it
from the pocket. But he was too late,
he knew, to beat the spat of flame
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from a gun that had long seconds
start,

Anger flamed within him, cold,
desolate, deadly anger. Anger at the
pudgy fist, at the smiling face . . .
the face that would smile across a
chess board or from behind a gun.
The smile of an egotist who would
try to beat a robotic that was de-
signed to play a perfect game of

chess . . , an egotist who believed
that he could shoot down Asher Sut-
ton.

HE anger, he realized, was some-
thing more than anger . ..
something greater and more devas-
tating than the mere working of
human adrenal. It was a part of him
and something that was more than
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him, more than the mortal thing of
flesh and blood that was Asher Sut-
ton. A terrible thing.plucked from
non-humanity.

The face before him melted . . . or
it seemed to melt. It changed and the
smile was gone, and Sutton felt the
anger whip from his brain and slam
bullet-hard against the wilting per-
sonality that was Geoffrey Benton.

Benton’s gun coughed loudly and

the muzzle-flash was blood red in the
purple light. Then Sutton felt the
thud of his own gun slamming back
against the heel of his hand as he
pulled the trigger.

Benton was falling, twisting for-
ward, bending at the middle as if he
had hinges in his stomach, and Sut-
ton caught one glimpse of the purple-
tinted face before it dropped to the
floor. There were surprise and
anguish and a terrible over-riding
fear printed on the features that had
been twisted out of shape.

The crashing of the guns had
smashed the place to silence, and
through the garish light that swirled
with powder smoke, Sutton saw the
white blobs of many faces staring at
him. Faces that mostly were without
expression, although some of them
had mouths and the mouths were
round and open.

He felt a tugging at his elbow and
he moved, guided by the hand upon
his arm. Suddenly he was limp and
shaken and the anger was no more
and he told himself: "I have just
killed 2 man.”

“Quick,” said Eva Armour’s voice.
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“"We must get out of here. They'll
be swarming at you now. The whole
hell’s pack of them.”

“It was you,” he told her. "I re-
member now. I didn’t catch the name
at first. You mumbled it . . . or I
guess you lisped, and I didn't hear
it.””

‘The girl tugged at his arm. “"They
had Benton.conditioned to kill you.
They figured that was all they need-
ed. They never dreamed you could
match him in 2 duel.”

“You were the little girl,” Sutton
told her blankly. “You wore a check-
ered apron and you kept twisting it
nervously.”

“What "in heaven's name are you
talking about?”

“I was fishing,” Benton said, “and
I had just caught a big one when you
came along . . ."”

“You're crazy,”
“Fishing? Here?"

She pushed open a door and pulled
him out and the cool air of night
slapped him briskly and shockingly
across the face.

“Wait a second,” he cried. He
wheeled around and caught the girl's
arms roughly in his hands. “They?”
he yelled at her. “What are you talk-
ing about? Who are they . . .”

She stared at him wide-eyed. “You
mean you don't know?”

He shook his head, bewildered.

“Poor Ash,” she said.

Her copper hair was a reddxsh
flame, burnished and alive ia the
flicker of the sign that flashed on

said the girl.

and off above the Zag House facade:
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DREAMS TO ORDER
Live the Life You Missed!
Dream Up a Tough One for Us!

N android doorman spoke to

them softly. “You wished a cab,
sir?” Even as he spoke, the car was
there, sliding smoothly and silently
up the driveway, like a black beetle
winging from the night. The door-
man reached out a hand and swung
wide the door. ""Quick is the word,”
he said.

There was something in the soft,
slurred tone that made Sutton move.
He stepped inside the car and pulled
Eva after him. The android slammed
the door.

Sutton tramped on the accelerator

. and the car screamed dowa the curv-

ing driveway, slid into the highway,
roared with leashed impatience as it
took the long road curvmg toward
the hills.

“Where?" asked Sutton.

“Back to the Arms,” she said.
“"They wouldn’t dare to try for you
there. Your room is rigged with
rays.” '

Sutton chuckled. "I have to be
careful or I would trip on them. But
how come you know?”

“It is my job to know.”

“Friend or foe?” he asked.

“Friend,” she said.

He turned his head and studied
her. She had slumped down in the
seat and was a little girl again .
but she didn’t have a checkered apron
and she wasn't nervous.

“I don’t suppose,” said Sutton,
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“that it would be any use for me to
ask you questions?”
She shook her head.
“If T did, you'd probably lie to
me.” -
“If T wanted to,” she said.
"I could shake it out of you,”
"You could, but you won’t. You
see, Ash, I know you very well.”
“You just met me yesterday.”
"Yes, I know,” she said, "'but I've
studied you for all of twenty years.”

X

HE trunk came in the morning
when Sutton was finishing his
breakfast.

It was old and battered, the an-
cient rawhide covering hanging in
tatters to reveal the marred steel
skeleton, flecked here and there with
‘rust. A key was in the lock and the
straps were broken. Mice had gnawed
the leather completely off one end.

Sutton remembered it. It was the
one that had stood in the far corner
of the attic when he had been a boy
and gone there to play on rainy after-
noons. .

He picked up the ncatly folded
copy of the morning edition of the
Galactic Press that had come with his
breakfast tray and shook it out.

The article he ‘was looking for was
on the front page, the third item in
the Earth news column:

Mr. Geoffrey Benmton was
killed last night in an informal

meeting at one of the amuse-
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ment centers in the university
district. The victor was Mr.
Asher Sutton, who returned
only yesterday from: a mission to
61 Cygni. )

There was a final sentence, the
most damning that could be written
of .a duelist:

Mr. Benton fired firsi and
missed.

Sutton folded the paper again and
laid it carefully on the table, He lit
a cigarette.

I thought it would be me, he told
himself. I never fired a gun like that
before . . . scarcely knew such a gun
existed. Of course, I didn’t really
kill Benton. He killed himself. If he
hadn’t missed . . . and there was no
excuse for missing . . . the item
would have read the other way
around. N

We'll make an evening of it, the
girl had said, and she probably
knew. We'll have dinner and make
an evening of it and Geoffrey Ben-
ton will kill you by appointment at
the Zag House.

ES, said Sutton to himself, she
might have known. She knows
too many things. About the spy traps
in this room, for instance. And about
someone who had Benton psycholog-
ically conditioned to challenge me
and kill me.
She said friend when I asked her
friend or foe, but a word is an easy
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thing. There is no way to know if it
. is true or false.

She said she had studied me for
twenty years and that is false, of
course, for twenty years ago I was
setting out for Cygni and 1 was un-
important. Just a cog in a great
machine. 1 am unimportant still,
unimportant to everyone but myself,
and to a great idea that no human
but myself could possible know
about. For no matter if the manu-
script was photostated; there is not a
soul can read it.

He snubbed out the cigarette and
rose and walked over to the trunk.
The lock was rusty, and the key
turned bhard, but he finally got it
open and lifted up the lid.

The trunk was half full of papers
neatly piled. Sutton, looking at them,
chuckled. Buster always was a me-
thodical soul. But, then, all robots
were methodical. It was the nature of
them. Methodical and—what was it
Herkimer had said >—stubborn.

He squatted on the floor beside
the trunk and rummaged through the
contents. OId letters tied neatly in
bundles. An old notebook from his
college days. A sheaf of clipped-
together documents that undoubtedly
were outdated. A scrapbook littered
with clippings that had not been
pasted up. An album half filled with
a cheap stamp collection.

He squatted back on his heels and
turned the pages of the album lov-
ingly, childhood memories coming
back again. Cheap stamps because he
had had no money to buy the better
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ones. Gaudy ones because they had
appealed to him. The stamp craze,
he remembered, had lasted two yeats
. . . three years at the most. He had
pored over catalogs, had traded,
picked up the strange lingo of the
hobby . . . perforate, imperforate,
shades, watermarks, intaglio.

He smiled at the happiness of
memory. There had been stamps he’d
wanted, but could never have, and
he had studied the illustrations of
them until he knew each one by
heart. He lifted his head and stared
hard at the wall and tried to remem-
ber what some of them were like, -
but there was no recollection. The
once all-important thing had been
buried by more than fifty years of
other all-important matters.

E LAID the album to one side,
went at the trunk again.

More notebooks and letters. Loose
clippings. A curious-looking wrench.
A well chewed bone that at one time
probably had been the property and
the solace of some loved but now
forgotten family dog.

Junk, said Sutton. Buster could
have saved a lot of time by simply
burning it.

A couple of old newspapers. A
moth-eaten pennant. A bulky letter
that never had been opened. Sutton
tossed it on top of the rest of the
litter he had taken ffom the trunk,
then hesitated, put out his hand and
picked it up again.

That stamp looked queer. The
color, for one thing.
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Memory “ticked within his brain
and he saw the stamp as he had seen
it when a lad . . . not the stamp it-
self, of course, but the illustration of
it in a catalog.

He bent above the letter and
caught 2 sudden, gasping breath.

The stamp was old, incredibly
old . . . incredibly old and worth
. . . good Lord, how much was it
worth?

He tried to make out the post-
mark, but it ‘was faint with time.

He got up slowly and carried the
letter to the table, bent above it,
puzzling out the town name.

BRIDGEP WIS

Bridgeport, probably. And WIS?
Some political division lost in the
mist of time.

Juy 198

July, 1980—something!

Sutton’s hand shook.

AN unopened letter, mailed 6,000
years ago. Tossed in with this
heap of junk. Lying cheek by jowl
with a tooth-scarred bone and a
funny wrench.

An unopehed letter . , . and with a
stamp that was worth a fortune.

Sutton read the postmark again.
Bridgeport, Wis. July, it looked like
11 .. : July 11, 198—. The missing
numeral in the year was too faint
to make out. Maybe with a good
glass it could be done,

The address, faded but still legi-
ble, said:
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Mr. Jobn H. Sutton
Bridgeport
Wisconsin

So that was what WIS was. Wis-
consin.

And the name was Sutton.

Of course, it would be Sutton.

What had Buster's android lawyer
said? A trunk full of family papets.

I'll have to look into historic
geography, Sutton thought. I'll have
to find out just where Wisconsin
was,

But John H. Sutton. That was an-
other matter. Just another Sutton.
One who had been dust these many
years. A man who sometimes forgot
to open up his mail.

Sutton turned the letter and ex-
amined the flap. There was po sign
of tampering. The adhesive was flak-
ing with age and when he ran a fin-
gernail along one corner, the mucil-
age came loose in a tiny shower of
powder. The paper, he saw, was
brittle and would require careful
handling.

A trunk full of family papers,
the android Wellington had said
when he came intg the room and
balanced himself very primly on the
edge of a chair and laid his hat pre-
cisely on the table top.

And it was a trunk full of junk
instead. Bones and wrenches and
paper clips and clippings. Old note-
books and’ letters and a letter that
had been mailed 6,000 years ago
and never had been opened.

Did Buster know about the letter?
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But even as he asked himself the
question, Sutton knew that Buster
did.

And he had tried to hide it . . .
and he had succeeded. He had
tossed it in with other odds and
ends, knowing that it would be
found, but by the man for whom it
was intended, For the trunk was de-
liberately made to appear of no im-
portance. It was old and battered
and the key was in the lock and it
said there’s nothing important in-
side, but if you want to wasté your
time, why, go ahead and look. And
if anyone had looked, the clutter
would have seemed worthless.

UTTON reached out and tapped

the letter lying on the table.

John H. Sutton, an ancestor sixty
centuries removed. His blood runs
in my veins, though many times
diluted. But he was a man who
lived and breathed and ate and died,
who saw the sunrise against the
green Wisconsin hills . . . if Wis-
consin had any hills, wherever it
was. He felt the heat of summer
and shivered in the cold of winter.
He worried about many things, both
big and small and most of them
would be small, the way worries
usually are.

A man like me, although there
would be minor differences. He had
a vermiform appendix and it may
have caused him trouble. He had
wisdom teeth and they may have
caused him trouble, too. And he
probably died at eighty or earlier.
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And when I am eighty, Sutton
thought, I will be just entering my
prime. .

But there would be compensa-
tions. John H. Sutton would have
lived closer to the Earth, for the
Earth was all he had. He would have
been unplagued by alien psychology
and Earth would have been a living
place instead of a governing place
where not a thing is grown for its
economic worth, not a wheel is
turned for economic purpose. He
could have chosen his life work
from the whole broad field of hu-
man endeavor instead of being
forced into governmental work, into
the job of governing a thin cobweb
of pgalactic empire.

And somewhere, lost now, there
were Suttons before him, and after
him—Ilost, too—many other Sut-
tons. The chain of life runs smooth-
ly from one generation to the next,
and none of the links stands out,
except, here and there, a link one
sees by accident. By the accident of
history, or the accident of myth, or
the accident of not opening a letter.

The door bell chimed and Sut--
ton, startled, scooped up the letter
and slid it into the inside pocket of
his coat.

“Come in,” he called.

It was Herkimer. "Good morning,
sir,” he said.

Sutton glared at him. "What do
you want?”

I belong to you,” Herkimer told
him blandly. “I'm part of your
third of Benton’s property.”
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“My third. . . ."” And then he re-
membered. .

It was the law. Whoever kills an-
other in a duel inherits one third
of the dead man’s property. That
was a Jaw he had forgotten.

“I hope you don’t object,” said
Herkimer.- "I am easy to get along
with and very quick to learn and 1
like to work. I can cook and sew
and run errands and I can read and
write.” :

“And put the finger on me.”

“Oh, no, I never would do that.”

“Why not?”

“Because you are my master.”

“We'll see,” Sutton remarked
sourly.

“But I'm not all,” said Herkimer.
“There are other things. There’s a
hunting asteroid stocked with the
finest game, and a spaceship. A small
one, it's true, but very serviceable.
There are several thousand dollars
and an estate out on the West Coast
and some wildcat planetary develop-

ment stock and 2 number of other.

small things, too numerous to mén-
tion.” Herkimer brought out a note-
book. “1 have them written out if
you would care to listen.”

- *Not now,” said Sutton. "I have
work to do.”

Herkimer brightened. “Something
I could do, no doubt? Something I
could help with?”

“Nothing,” said Sutton. “I
going to see Adams.”

I could carry your case. That one
over there.”

“I'm not taking the case.”

am
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“But, sir. . . .

“"You sit down and fold your
hands and wait until I get back.”

“I'll get into mischief,” the an-
droid warned. "I just know I will.”

“All right, then, there is some-
thing you can do. That case you
mentioned. You can watch it.”

“Yes, sir,” said Herkimer, plainly
disappointed.

“And don't waste your time trying
to read what’s in it,” said Sutton.
“You won't be able to.”

“Oh,” said Herkimer, still more
disappointed.

“There's another thing. A girl by
the name of Eva Armour lives in
this hotel. Know anything about
her?” :

ERKIMER shook his head. “But
I have a cousin. . . ."”

“A cousin? An android with a
cousin?"”

“Yes, sit, She was made in the
same laboratory as me and that
makes her my cousin.”

“You have a lot of cousins, then.”

“Yes,” said Herkimer, “I have:
many thousands and we stick to-
gether, Which,” he said, very sanc-
timoniously, "is the way it should
be with families.”

“You think this cousin might
know something?"

Herkimer shrugged. “She works
in the hotel. She might know some-
thing.”

Sutton turned to the door.

“You are to be congratulated,
sir,”” said Herkimer. “You gave a
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very good account of yourself last
night.”

Sutton turned back to the room.
“Benton missed,” he said. *I
couldn’t- help but kill him.”

Herkimer nodded. “But it isn't
only that, ‘sir. This happens to be
the frst time I ever heard of a man
- being killed by a bullet in the arm.”

“In the arm?”

“Precisely, sir. The bullet smashed
his arm, but it dida't touch him
otherwise. And he died.”

X1

DAMS thumbed the lighter and

waited for the flame to steady.
His eyes were fixed on Sutton and
there was no softness in them, but
there were softness and irritability
and a faint unsureness in the man
himself, hidden well, but undeniably
there.

That staring, Sutton told himself,
is an old trick of his. He glares at
you and keeps his face frozen like a
sphinx and if you aren’t used to him
and on to all his tricks, he’ll have
you thinking that he knows every-
thing.

But he doesn’t do the glaring quite
as well as he use to do it. There's
strain in him now and there was no
strain in him twenty years ago. Just
granite, and the granite is beginning
to weather. There’s something on his
mind. There’s something that isn't
going well.

Adams passed the lighter flame
over the loaded bowl of his pipe,
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back and forth, deliberately taking
his time, making Sutton wait.

“You know, of course,” said Sut-
ton, speaking quietly, “'that I can’t be
frank with you.”

The lighter flame snapped off and
Adams straightened in his chair.
“Eh?” he asked. .

Sutton grinned mentally. A passed
pawn, he told himself..That's what
Adams is . . . a passed pawn.

“He said aloud: “You know by
now, of course, that I came back in
a ship that could not fly. You know
I had no spacesuit and that the ports
were broken and the hull was rid-
dled. T had no food and air and
water, and 61 is eleven light years
away."”

Adams nodded bleakly. “Yes, we
know all that.”

“How I got back or what hap-
pened to me has nothing to do with
my report and I don’t intend to tell
you.”

Adams rumbled at him,
why mention it at all?”

“Just so you won't ask a lot of
questions that will get no answer. It
will save a lot of time.”

Adams leaned back and puffed his
pipe contentedly. "You were sent out
to get information, Ash. Any kind
of information. Anything that would
make Cygni more understandable.
You represented Earth and you were

“Then

"paid by Earth and you surely owe -

Earth something.”

“I owe Cygni something, too,” re-
plied Sutton. "I owe Cygni my life.
My ship crashed and I was killed.”
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Adams nodded. “Yes, that is what
Clatk said. He told me you were
killed. Clark is a space construction
engineer. Sleeps with ships and
blueprints. He studied your ship and
he calculated a graph of force co-
ordinates. He reported that if you
were inside the ShlP when it hit, you
had to be dead.”

“It's wonderful,” said Sutton, drily,
“what a man can do with figures.”

Adams prodded him again. "An-
derson said vou weren't human.”

“I suppose Anderson could tell
that by looking at the ship.”

Adams nodded. “No food, nor air.
It was the logical conclusion for any-
one to draw.”

Sutton shook his head. “Anderson
is wrong. . If 1 weren't human, you
never would have seen me. I would
not have come back at all. But I was
homesick for Earth and you were ex-

. pecting a report.” .

“You took your time,” Adams ac-
cused.

I had to be sure. I had to know.
I had to be able to come back and
tell you if the Cygnians were dan-
gerous or if they weren't.”

“And which is it?”

“They aren’t dangerous.”

DAMS waited and Sutton was
silent.
Finally Adams said: "And that is
all?”
“That is all,” said Sutton.
Adams tapped his teeth with the
bit of his pipe. "I'd hate to have to
send another man out to check up.

TIME QUARRY

Sutton,

Especially after I had told everyone
you'd bring back all the data.”
“It wouldn’t do any good,” said
“"No one could get through.”

“You did.”

“Yes, and I was the first. And be-
cause I was the' first, I also will be
the last,”

Across the desk, Adams smiled
winterly. “You were fond of those
people, Ash.” '

"They aren’t people.”

“Well . . . beings, then.”

“They aren’t even beings. It's hard
to tell you exactly what they are.
You'd laugh if I said what I really
think they are.”

Adams grunted. "Try fme.”

“Symbiotic abstractions. That’s as
close as I can come.”

Adams didn't laugh. “You mean
they really don’t exist?”

“Oh, they exist, all right. They
form symbiotic relationships that
help them and their alien hosts. Not
like parasites, unless maybe like the
bacteria that release nitrogen in the
soil for plants to live on. Only the
bacteria and the plants are separate.
They and their hosts aren’t, and each
helps the other.”

“But they re abstractions,” ‘Adams
repeated. “They can't exist.”

“Not as we know the word,” Sut-
ton said. "They do, though.”

"And no one can get through
again?”

Sutton leaned forward, “Why
don’t .you cross Cygni off your list?
Pretend it isn't there. There's no
danger from Cygni. The Cygnians,
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will never bother Man, and Man will
never get there again. There’s no use
trying.”

“They aren’t mechanical ?”

“No,” said Sutton. “‘An abstrac-
tion can't be mechanical.”

Adams changed the subject. “"How
old are you, Ash?”

“Fifty-nine.”

“Just a kid,” said Adams. “Just
getting stafted.” His pipe had gone
out and he worried the tobacco with
his finger, scowling at it. “"What do
you plan to do?” he asked.

*1 have no plans.”

“You want to stay on with the
Service, don’t you?”

“That depends on how you feel
about it. I had presumed, of course,
that you wouldn’t want me.”

“We owe you twenty years back
pay,” said Adams, almost kindly.
“It's waiting for you. You can pick
it up when you go out. You also have
three or four years leave coming to
you. Why don't you take it now?"”

Sutton said nothing,

“Come back later on,” said Adams,
“We'll have another talk,”

“I won’t change my mind.”

*No one will ask you to.”

Sutton stood up slowly.

“I'm sorry,” Adams said, “that I
haven't your confidence.” .

“I went out to do a job,” Sutton
told him crisply. "I've done that job.
I've made my report.”

“So you have.”

“I suppose,” said Sutton, “you will
keep in touch with me.”

Adams' eyes twinkled grimly.

-all of forty years . . .

“Certainly, Ash. I shall keep in touch
with you.” ' :

XII

S'UTTON sat quietly in the room
and forty years were canceled
from his life. It was like going back
even to the
teacups.

Through the open windows of Dr. .
Raven’s study came young voices and
the sound of students’ feet tramping
past along the walk. The wind talked
in the elms and it was a sound with
which he was familiar. Far off a
chapel bell tolled and there was girl-
ish laughter just across the way,

Dr. Raven handed him his teacup.
“I think that I am right. Three
Iumps and no cream.”

"Yes, that's right,” said Suttop,
astonished that he should remember.

But remembering, he told himself,
was easy. I seem to be able to remem-
ber almost everything. As if the old
habit patterns had been kept bright
and polished in my mind through all
the alien years. Waiting, like a set
of cherished silver standing on a
shelf, until it was time for them to
be used agzin.

“I remember little things,” said
Dr. Raven. "Little, inconsequential
things, like how many lumps of
sugar and what a man said sixty
years ago, but I-don’t do so well,
sometimes, at the big things . . . the
things a man really should remem-
ber.”

The white marble freplace flared
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to the valuted ceiling and the uni-
versity’s coat ‘'of arms upon its pol-
ished face was as bright as the last
day Sutton had “seen it.

SUPPOSE,” he said, "'you won-
der why I came.”

“Not at all,” said Dr. Raven. “All
my boys come back to see me. And I
am glad to see them. It makes me
feel so proud.”

“I've been wondering myself,”
said Sutton. “And I guess I know
what it is, but it is hard to say.”

“Let’s take it easy, then,” said Dr.
Raven, “Remember, the way we used
to. We sat and talked around a thing
and finally, before we knew it, we
had found the core.”

Sutton laughed shortly. “Yes, 1re-
member, doctor. Fine points of ‘theol-
ogy. The vital differences in com-
parative religions. Tell me this. You
have spent a lifetime at it; you know
more about religions, .Earthly and
otherwise, than any man on Earth.
Have you been able to keep one
faith? Have you been tempted from
the teachings of your race?”

Dr. Raven set down his teacup. "I
might have known you would em-
barrass me. You used to do it all the
time. You had the uncanny ability
to hit exactly on the question that a
man found hardest to answer.”

“I won't embarrass you any
longer,” Sutton told him. I take it
that you have found some good—
one might say superior—points in
alien religions.”

“You found a new religion?”
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"No," said Sutton
ligion.”

The chapel bell kept on tolling
and the girl who had laughed was
gone. The footsteps along the walk
were far off in the distance,

“Have you ever felt,” asked Sut-
ton, “as if you sat on God's right
hand and heard a thing you knew
you were never meant to hear?”

Dr. Raven shook his head. “No, 1
don’t think I ever have,” ]

“If you did, what would you do?”

I think,” said Dr. Raven, “that 1
mnght be as troubled by it as you
are.’

“"We've lived by faith alone,” said
Sutton, “for ten thousand years at
least, More—much more. For it
must have been a glimmer of some
sort of faith that made the Nean-
derthaler paint - corpses’ shin bones
red and nest the skulls so they faced
toward the east.”

“Faith,” said Dr. Raven. gently,
“is a powerful thing.”

“Yes, powerful,” Sutton agreed,
“but even in its strength it is out
own confession of weakness. Our
own admission that we ate not strong
enough to stand alone, that we must
have a hope and conviction that there
is some greater power which will
lend us aid and guidance.”

“You haven't grown bitter, Ash?"

“Not bitter.”

Somewhere a clock was ticking,
loud in the sudden hush.

“Doctor,” said Sutton,
you know of destiny?”

“It's strange to hear you talk of

“Not a re-

“what dc



destiny,” said Dr. Raven. “You-al-
ways were 2 man who never was in-
clined to bow to destiny.”

“1 mean documentary destiny,”
Sutton explained. "Not the abstrac-
tion, but the actual belief in destiny.
What do the records say?”

““There always have been men who
believed in destiny,” said Dr. Raven.
“Some of them, it would appear,
with some justification. But mostly
they. didn't call it destiny. They
called it luck or a hunch or inspira-
tion or something else. There have
been historians who wrote of mani-
fest destiny, but those were no more
than words. Of course, there were
some fanatics who preached destiny,
but practiced fatalism.”

“Bit there is no evidence of a .

thing called destiny? An actual
force? A living vital thing?”

Dr. Raven shook his head. “None
that T know of, Ash. Destiny, after
all, is just 2 word. It isn’t something
that you can pin down. Faith, too,
at one time may have been no more
than a2 word, just as destiny is to-
day. But millions of people and thou-
sands of years made it a real force,
a thing that can be defined and in-
voked and lived by.”

_ “"But hunches and luck,” protest-
ed Sutton. “Those are just happen-
stance.”

“They might be glimmerings of
destiny,” Dr. Raven déclared.
“'Flashes showing through. A hint of
a broad stream of happening be-
havior. One cannot know, of course.
Man is always blind until he has the

- facts, Turning points in history have

rested on a hunch. Inspired belief in
one’s own ability has changed the
course of events more times than one
can count.” )

* He rose and walked to a book
case, stood with his head tilted back.

"Somewhere,” he said, “if I can
find it, there is a book.”

He searched and did not find it.

“No matter,” he declared, "TI'll
run onto it later if you are still in-
terested. It tells about an old African
tribe with  strange belief. They be-
lieved that each man’s spirit or con-
sciousness or ego or whatever you
may call it had a partner, a counter-
part on some distant star. If I re-
member rightly, they even knew
which star and could point it out
in the evening sky.”

He turned around from the book
case and looked evenly at Sutton.

“That might be destiny, you
know,” he said. “'It might, very well,
at that.”

He crossed the room to stand in
front of the cold fireplace, hands
locked behind his back, silver head
tilted to one side.

*"Why are you so interested in
destiny?” he asked.

“Because I found destiny,” said
Sutton.

X1

THE face in the visiplate was
masked and Adams spoke in
chilly anger:
masked calls.”

“I do not receive
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“You will this one,” said the
voice from behind the mask. "I am
the man you talked to on the patio.
Remember?”

“Calling from the future, I pre-
sume,” said Adams.

“No, I am still in your time. I
have been watching you.”

"Watching Sutton, too?”

The masked head nodded. "You
have seen him now. What do you
think?”’

“He's hiding something,” Adams
said. “And not all of him is hu-
man,”

“You’re going .to have

-killed?” .

“No,” said Adams, “No, I don’t

think I will. He knows something

him

that we need to know. And we .

won’t get it out of him by killing.”

“What he knows,” said the
masked voice, “is better dead with
the man.who knows it.”

“Perhaps,” said Adams, “‘we
could come to an understanding if
you would tell me what this is all
about.”

“I can't tell you, Adams. I wish I
could. I can't tell you the future.”

“And until you do,” snapped
Adams, "I won't let you change the
past.”

And he was thinking: The man
is scared and almost desperate. He
could kill Sutton any time he wished,

but he is afraid to do it. Sutton has -

to be killed by 2 man of his own
time . . . literally has to be, for
time may not tolerate the intrusion
of violence from future to past.
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"By the way,” said the future
man, “how are things on Aldebaran
X1

DAMS sat rigid in his chair, an-
ger flaming in him.
_ "If it hadn't been for Sutton,”

- said the masked man, “'there would

have been no incident on Aldebaran
XI.” :

“But Sutton wasn't back yet,”
argued Adams. His voice ran down,
for he remembered something. The
name upon the fly leaf . . . by Asher
Sutton, *'Look, tell me, For the love
of heaven, if you have anything to
tell, tell it.”

“You mean to say you haven't
guessed what it might be?”

Adams shook his head.

“It's war,” the voice said.

“But there is no war.” .

“Not in your time."”

“But how—"

“Remember Michaelson?”

. "The man who went a second
into time.”

The masked head nodded and the
screen went blank. Adams sat and
felt the chill of horror trickle
through his body.

The visor buzzér purred at him
and mechanically he snapped the
toggle over.

It was Nelson in the screen. “'Sut- -
ton just left the university. He spent
an hour with Dr. Raven. In case
you don’t recall, Dr. Raven is a
professor of comparative religions.”

“Oh,” said Adams. “"Oh, so that

is it.”



He tapped his fingers on the desk,
half irritated, half frightened.

It would be a shame, he thought,
to kill 2 man like Sutton.

But it might be best.

Yes, he told himself, it might be
for the best.

X1v

TH.E road curved ahead, a silver
strip shining in the moonlight,
and the sounds and smells of night
lay across the land. The sharp, clean
smell of growing things, the mys-
tery smell of water. A creek ran
through the marsh that lay off to
the right, and Sutton, from behind
the wheel, caught the flashing hint
of winding, moonlit water as he
took a curve. Peeping frogs made a
veil of pixy sound that hugged
against the hills, and fireflies were
swinging lanterns that signaled
through the ‘dark.

Cladk said that Sutton had died,
and Clark was an engineer. He had
made a graph and mathematics
stated that certains strains and
stresses would inevitably kill a2 man.

And Anderson had said Sutton
wasn't human, and how was Ander-
son to know?

How, asked Sutton, unless he ex-

amined me? Unless he was the one
who tried to probe into my mind
after I had been knocked out when
I walked ioto my room?

Adams had tipped his hand and
Adams never tipped his hand un-
less he wanted one to see. He wanted
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me to know, Sutton told himself.
He wanted me to know, but he
couldn’t tell me. He couldn’t tell
me he had me down on tape and
film, that he was the one who had
rigged up the room.

But he could let me know by
making just one slip, a carefully cal-
culated slip, like the one on Ander-
son. He knew that I would catch and
he thinks he can jitter me.

The headlights caught, momentar-
ily, the gray-black massive lines of

- a house that huddled on a hillside,

and then there was another curve.
A nightbird, black and ghostly, flut-
tered across the road and the shadow
of its flight danced down the cone
of light.

Adams was the one who was wait-
ing for me. He knew, somehow,
that I was coming, and he was ready.
He had me tagged and ticketed be-
fore I hit the ground, and he gave
me a going over before I knew what
was going on.

And undoubtedly he found a
whole lot more than he bargained
for.

Sutton chuckled drily. And the
chuckle merged into a scream that
came slanting down the hill slope
in a blaze of streaming fire . . . a
rush of flame that ended in the
marsh, that died down momentarily,
then licked out in blue-and red.

Brakes hissed and tires screeched
on the pavement as Sutton slued the
car around to bring it to a stop.
Even before the machine came to a
halt, he was out the door and run-
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ning down the slope toward the
strange, black craft that flickered in
the swamp.

Water sloshed around his ankles
and knife-edged grass slashed at his
leg. The puddles gleamed black and
oily in the light from the flaming
craft. The frogs still strained their
hoarse throats at the far edge of the
marsh.

Something flopped and struggled
in a pool of muddy, flame-stained
water just a few feet from the burn-
ing ship. Sutton, plunging forward,
caught the gleaming white of fright-
ened, piteous eyeballs shining in the
fame as the man lifted himself on
his mud-caked arms and tried to
drag his body forward. He saw the
flash of teeth as pain twisted the
face into grisly anguish. And his
nostrils caught the smell of charred,
crisped flesh. _

He stooped and locked his hands
beneatli the armpits of the man,
hauled him upright, dragged him
back across the swamp. Mud sucked
at his feet and he heard the splash-
ing behind him, the horrible, drag-
ging splash of the other’s body trail-
ing through the water and the slime.

There was dry land beneath his
feet and he began the climb back up
the slope toward the car. Sounds
came from the bobbing head of the
man he carried, thick, slobbering
_sounds that might have been words.

Sutton cast a quick glance over
his shoulder' and saw the flames
mounting straight ‘into the sky, a
pillar of blue that lighted up the
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night. Marsh birds, roused from
their nests, flew blinded and in
squawking panic through the garish
light.

“"The atomics,” said Sutton, aloud.
“The atomics. . . ."”

They couldn’t hold for long in a”
flame like that. The automatics
would melt down and the marsh
would suddenly be a crater and the
hills would be charred from horizon
to horizon.

“No,” said the bobbing head.
“No . . . no atomics.”

Sutton’s foot caught in a root and
he stumbled to his knees. The body
of the man slid from his mud-caked
grasp. The man struggled, trying to
turn over. Sutton helped him and he
lay on his back, his face toward the
sky.

He was young, Sutton saw, a
youth beneath the mask of mud and
Ppain. )

“No atomics,” said the man. "I

.dumped them.”

HERE was pride in the words,

pride in a job well done. But
the words had cost him heavily.
Sutton saw the blood pumping
through the temples beneath the
burned and twisted skin. The man’s
jaw worked and words came out,
limping, tangled words.

“There was a battle . . . back in
'83 . . . I saw him coming . . . tried
to time-jump. . . .” The words
gurgled and got lost, then gushed
out again. "Got new guns . . . set
metal afire. . . ."”



He turned his head and appar-
ently saw Sutton for the first time.
He started up. "Asher Sutton!” The
two words were a whisper.

For a moment Sutton caught the
triumphant, 2lmost fanatic gleam
that washed across the eyes of the
dying man, wondered at the gesture
of the half-raised arm, at the cryptic
sign that the fingers made.

Then the gleam faded and the
arm dropped back and the fingers
separated.

Sutton knew, even before he bent
with his head turned against the
heart, that the man was dead.

Slowly Sutton stood up. The flame
was dying down and the birds had
gone. The craft lay almost buried
in the mud, and its lines, he noted,
were none he had ever seen.

Asher Sutton, the man had said.
And his eyes had lighted up and he
had made a sign just before he died.
And there had been a battle back
in '83.

Eighty-three what?

The man had tried to time-jump

. who had ever heard of a time
jump?

1 never saw the man before, said
Sutton. So help me, I don’t know
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- him even now. And yet he cried my
name and it sounded as if he knew
me and ,was very glad to see me and
he made a sign . . . a sign that went
with the name.

He stared down at the dead man
lying at his feet and saw the pity of
it, the crumpled legs, the stiffened
arms, the lolling head and the flash
of moonlight on the teeth where the
mouth had fallen open.

Carefully, Sutton went down on
his knees, ran his hands over the
body, seeking something . . . some
bulging pocket that might give a
clue to the man who lay there dead.

Because he knew me. And I must
know how he knew me. And none
of it makes sense.

There was a small book in the
breast pocket of the coat and Sutton
slipped it out. The title was in gold
upon black leather, and even in the
moonlight Sutton could read the let-
ters that flamed from the Yover:

THIS 1S DESTINY
By
Asher Sutton

Sutton did not move. He <rouched
there on the ground, like a cowering
thing, stricken by-the golden letters
on the leather cover.

A book!

A book he meant to write, but.
hadn’t written yet!

A book he wouldn't write for
many months to come!

And yet here it was, dog-eared
and limp from reading.

He felt the chill of the fog rising
from the marsh, the loneliness of a
wild bird's crying.

A strange ship had plunged into
the rharsh, disabled and burning. A
man had escaped from the ship, but
on the verge of death. Before hc
died he had recognized Sutton and
had called his name. In his pocket
he had a book that was not even
written.

Those were the facts. There was
no explanation.

Faint sounds of humin voices

drifted down the night and Sutton
rose swiftly to his feet, stood poised
and waiting, listening. The voices
came again.
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Someonme had heard the crash and
“was coming to investigate, coming
down the road, calling to others who
also had heard the crash.

" Sutton turned and walked swiftly
up the slope to the car.

There was, he told himself, no
Earthly use of waiting. Those com-
ing down the road might know the
answers to his baffling questions—
but they wouldn't tell him. Nobody
seemed willing to tell him anything.
"He had to find out the answers him-
self.

XV

MAN was waiting in the clump

of lilac bushes across the road

and there was another one crouched

in the shadow of the courtyard wall.

Sutton walked slowly forward,
strolling, taking his time.

“Johnny,” he said, soundlessly.

“Yes, Ash.”

“That is all there are? Just those
two?"’

“I think there is another one, but
I can’t place him. All of them are
armed.”

Sutton felt the stir of comfort in
his brain, the sense of self-assurance,
the sense of aid and comradeship.

“Keep me posted, Johnny.”

He whistled a bar or two, from
a tune that had been forgotten long
ago, but still was fresh in his mind
from twenty years before.

The rent-a-car garage was two
blocks up the road, the Orion Arms
two blocks farther down. Between
him and the Arms were two men,

-

waiting with guns. Two and maybe
more.

Between the garage and hetel was
nothing . . . just the landscaped
beauty that was a residential, ad-
ministrative Earth. An Earth dedi-
cated to beauty and to ruling . . .
planted with a garden's care, every
inch of it mapped out by landscape
architects with clumps of shrubs and
lanes of trees and carefully tended
flower beds.

An ideal place, Sutton told him-
self, for an ambush.

Adams? he wondered. Although
it hardly could be Adams. He had
something that Adams expected to
find out, and killing the man who
holds information that you want, no
matter how irate you may be at him,
is downright useless.

Or those others that Eva had told
him of . . . the ones who had Ben-
ton psychologically conditioned to
kill him. They tied in better than
Adams did, for Adams wanted him
to stay alive and these others, who-
ever they might be, were quite con-
tent to kill him.

He dropped his hand in his coat
pocket as if searching for a cigarette
and his fingers touched the steel of
the gun he had used on Benton. He
let his fingers wrap around it ‘and
then took his hand out of the pocket
and found the cigarettes in another
pocket. : )

Not time yet, he told himself.
Time later on to use the gun, if he
had to use it—if he had a chance
to use it.
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He stopped to light the cigarette,
playing for time. The gun would be
a poor weapon, he knew, but better
than none at all. In the dark, he
ptobably couldn’t hit the broad side
of a house, but it would make a
noise and the waijting men were
not counting on noise. If they hadn’t
minded noise, they could- have
stepped out minutes ago and shot
him down.

“Ash,” said Johnny, “there is an-
other man. Just in that bush ahead.
He expects to let you pass and then
they'll have you caught in an ambush
three ways.”

UTTON grunted. “Good, tell me

exactly.”

“The bush w1th the white flow-
ers. ‘He’s on this edge of it. Quite
close to the walk, so he can step
around and be behind you when you
pass.”

Sutton puffed on the cigarette,
making it glow like a red eye in the
dark.

“Shall we take him, Johnny?”

“Yes, before we're taken.”

Sutton resumed his stroll and now
he saw the bush, four paces away,
no more.

One step.

I wonder what it's all about.

Two steps.

Cut out your wondering. Act now
and do your wondering later.

Three steps.

There he is. I see him.

Sutton was off the walk in a sud-
den leap. The gun whipped out of
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his pocket and it talked, two quick,
ugly words.

The man behind the bush bent
forward to his knees, swayed thete
for a moment, then flattened on his
face. His gun fell from his fingers
and in a single swoop, Sutton
scooped it up. It was, he saw, an
electronic device, a vicious thing that
could killieven with a near miss, due
to the field of distortion that its beam
set up. A gun like that had been new
and secret twenty years ago, but now,
apparently, anyone could get it.

Gun in hand, Sutton wheeled and
ran, twisting through the shrubbery,
ducking overhanging branches, plow-
ing through a tulip bed. Out of the
corner of one eye, he caught a
twinkle . . . the twinkling breath of
a silent flaming gun, and the dancing
path of silver that it sliced into the
night.

He plunged through a ripping,
tearing hedge, waded a stream, found
himself in a clump of evergreen and
birch. He stopped to get his breath,
staring back over the way that he
had come. '

The countryside lay quiet and
peaceful, a silvered picture painted
by the moon. No one and nothing
stizred. The gun long ago had ceased
its flickering.

Johnny's warning came suddenly:
“Ash! Behind you. Friendly . . .”

Sutton wheeled, gun half lifted,

Herkimer was running in the
moonlight, like a hound hunting for
a.trace. "'Mr, Sutton, sir .. .”

“Yes, Herkimer.”
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"We have to ran for it.”

"Yes,” said Sutton, "I suppose we
have. I walked into a trap. There
were three of them laying for me.”

“It's worse than that,” said Herki-
mer. “It's worse even than you
think. It's not only Morgan, but it's
Adams, too.”

"Adams?”

“He has given orders that you are
to be killed on sight.”

Sutton stiffened. “How do you
know?”

“The girl,’ said Herkimer. “Eva.
The one you asked about. She told
me.”

Herkimer walked forward, stood
face to face with Sutton.

“You have to trust me, sir. You
said this morning I'd put the finger
on you, but I never would. I was
with you from the very first.”

“But the gitl,” said Sutton.

“Eva is with you,ﬁoo, sir. We
started searching for you as soon as
we found out, but we were too late

to catch you. Eva is waiting with the
ship.”

“A ship,” Sutton grimly repeated.
“A ship and everything.”

“It’s your own ship, sir. The one
you received from Benton's estate
with the hunting asteroid and me."”

Sutton scowled. “And you think
I'm stupid enough to come with you
and get into this ship and . . .”

“No, sir, 1 didn’t think so,” said
Herkimer. "I'm sorry.”

He moved so fast that Sutton
couldn’t do a thing.

He saw the fist coming and he
tried to raise his gun. He felt the
sudden fury grow cold within his
brain, But that was before there was
a sudden crushing impact. His head
snapped back so that for a moment,
before his eyelids closed, he saw the
wheel of stars against a spinning sky.
He felt his knees buckle under him.

He was out, stone cold, when his
body hit the ground.

—CLIFFORD D, SIMAK

CONTINUED NEXT MONTH
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TIME QUARRY

Part 2 of a 3 part serial

BY CLIFFORD D. SIMAK

It was an atractive offer. All Sutten had
to do was modify an idea to live in wealth.
But he had died for the truth once beforel

lllystrated by David Stone

SYNOPSIS

In the 80th Century, the siatus
guo of Earth's galactic empire must
be maintained at any cost, and no
buman may be killed without a fear-
ful penalty. Yet Christopher Adams,
chief of the Dept. of Galactic Inves-
tigation, has learned that several men
on Aldebaran XII have been killed

in an impossible uccident, thus break-:

ing both supreme rules.

As Adams worries, a stranger ap-
pears and siates that be is Adams’
successor, returned from the future to
warn him. Adams knows of only one
insignificamt  experiment in  time
travel and does not believe him. The
stranger says that Asher Suiton, an
agent of Adams’, is about to retnrn
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from 61 Cygni after 20 years . .

and must be killed when be lands.
Sutton does return, the only man

ever o penetrate a strange force

“shield around Cygni’s planetary- sys-

tem. His return is as weird as™ bis
visit 10" the anapproachable star . . .
the ports of his ship are smashed,
there is no air aboard, nor food and
water., And, odder yet, he is not
breathing. He forces his lungs and
heart to function, then whispers,
“Jobnny,” and there is a comforting
stir in bis mind. “We are home”
Sutton says. "We made it. This is my
home, [ohnny.”

But Sutton, back ar bis old hotel,
finds that bis suite bas been kept
waiting for him for 20 years, and as
be enters it, be is knocked out and



his mind pried into, the contents of
bis attache case photostated. Adams,
bebind the atack, receives this start-
ling report: Sutton’s ship conld not
be flown; Sutton bas a rebuilt body
with alien organs added; Sutton’s at-
tache case contains a MS in a lan-
guage unknown in the galaxy.
Sutton, recovering, is visited by an

android—a synthetic human—named

Herkimer, who tarries a challenge to
a duel with Geoffrey Benton, Earth’s
foremost duelist. Then an android
lawyer calls to explain that Buster, an
old family robot, has filed a home-
stead on a distant planet, and bas Ieft
an old trunk for Satton. Finally, 4

beautiful girl, Eva Armour, makes a
dinner date with Sutton, promising
that they will make an evening of it.
Sutton is gloomily sure they will.

Going with Eva to Zag House,
where dreams are made to order, Sut-
ton kills Benton, although shot at
first.
fotms him that Benton was psycho-
logically conditioned to kill Suston.
He is bewildered by all this mysteri-
ous attention, including Evd's assur-
ance that she is on his side and has
studied him for 20 years.

The trunk arvives from Buster, the
family robot, containing a queer
wrench and a letter 6,000 years old,
addressed to Jobn H. Sutton, appar-
ently a remote ancestor. Béfore he
can open it, the android Herkimer
appears and announces that Sutton
bas inberited him and 2 buntingas-
teroid and.a small spaceship, under
the dueling laws, from Benton.

Eva burries bim out and in- _

Sutton reports to Adams, his old
chief, that the Cygnians are not dan-
gerous to Man . . . and that no other
buman will ever visit the system
again. The inhabitants are not “hu-
mans, not even beings, he tells
Adams; they are Symbiotic abstrac-
tions, forming closely joined pariner-
ships that belp each pariner, like the
bacteria and plants that support each
other chemically. Adams, unsatisfied,
promises grimly to keep in touch
with Sutton.

Leaving Adams, Sutton visits Dr.
Raven, his old professor in compara-
tive religions. Dr. Raven admits to
bim that be has never found evidence
of an actudl force of destiny. Sution
states that he has. Not a new reli-
gion, not faith or a bunch, but genu-
ine, true destiny.

Adams, meanwbhile, talks by men-
tophone-—communication at the in-
finite speed of. thought—with an
agent on Aldebaran XII. The only
clue to the mysterious slayings there
is a book,found at the wreck, so de-
stroyed that only “by Asher Sutton”
can_be made out. A telecall from the
man claiming to be Adams future
sticcessor states that the klllmg.r on
"Aldebaran X1 are an incident in a
war in time . . . and Sution is re-
sponsible for that war. He insists
that Sutton be killed. Adams decides
reluctantly it might be best for the
status quo to liquidate Sutton.

Driving home -from Dr. Raven's
office, Sutton rescues a man from a
crashed ship. The man seems to
recognize Sutton, makes a cryptic
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sign, and, mumbling abont a battle
back in 83 and time-jumping, dies
with a proud grin. Sutton, searching
bim for a clue to identity, finds a
worn book: “This Is Destiny by
Asher Sutton.” If is the book Sui-
ton plans to write, but has not yet
written.

Near bhis botel, Sution is am-
bushed. Jobnny, the entity in bis
mind, warns him and he escapes. But
Herkimer, the android Sutton had
won from Benton in the guel, ap-
pears and says anxiously that they
must flee Earth. Eva Armounr is
waiting with Sutton’s spaceship. Sat-
ton barshly replies that he is not
stupid enough 10 walk into another
trap. Herkimer, apologizing, knocks
him out,

PART TWO

XVI

UTTON lay with his eyes tight
shut and listened, heard the

muted mutter of the coasting
rocket tubes, sensed the walls of a
ship around him, an air-filled shell
hurtling through space.
“Johnny,” Sutton’s mind called si-
lently. “"Where are we?”
There was a gentle movement
within his brain, ‘as reassuring as a
" cheek laid against -his own, and a
voiceless voice answered:
“We're in a ship, Ash, somewhere
- beyond Mars.”
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"How many are in the ship with
us?”’

"The andrbid and the girtl. And
they are friendly. I told you they
were friendly. Why dida’t you pay
attention?”

“I can't trust anyone.”

“"Not even me?”

“Not your judgment,
You're new here.”-

“Not new, Ash. I know Earth and
Earthmen. Much better than you
know them. You're not the first
Earthman I've known.”

“I'm sorry. I keep forgetting.”

“"And we should be as one. We
were before. Why has it been dif-
ferent lately?”

Sutton’s brain squirmed guiltily.
“lI don’t know. Things have hap-
pened. So many things.”

“One mind, Ash. One mind, one
body. Not two, but one. Not you,
nor 1. Us, singular.”

Eva said: “You'rte awake, Ash. No
use playing possum.” -

Sutton kept his eyes fitmly shut,
“You understand any of this,
Johnny? This Morgan business?”

“Naq, Ash.”

“But you see a pattern?”

*“I'm beginning to.”

“Then you're doing better than I
am. Let me in on it.”

“Not yet, Ash. You're not ready.”

Eva Armour shook him. “Wake
up,” she said,

Sutton opened his eyes. He was
lying on a bunk and the girl was
shaking him and she was angry and
not at all gentle. Herkimer stuck

Johnay.
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his head out of the door of the pilot

shell. "Coming around?” he asked.
“Sure,” said Sutton. “I'm all
right.”

He swung his legs off the bunk
and sat on its edge. His hand went
up and felt the lump on his jaw.

“I had to hit you hard,” said
Herkimer regretfully. "I tried to cal-
culate it as closely as'I could. Hard
enough to knock you out, not hard
enough to cause any real damage.”

"You should have pasted him,”
said Eva sharply, “with everything
you had. I never saw a more exas-
perating person. He's been lying here
awake for the last five minutes.”

Herkimer squinted at the jaw with
professional pride. "I do believe 1
got you on the button. First try, too.”

The ship, Sutton saw, was small.
But it was clean and comfortable and
there would have been room enough
for four or five on a short trip.
Herkimer, talking his precise, copy-
book speech, had said it was small,
but serviceable.

“I suppose,” said Sutton, “you
wouldn’t consider telling me where
you are taking me.”

"We don’t mind at all,”

“"We're going to an asteroid.”

"“The hunting asteroid,” added
Herkimer. “The one you won from
Benton. It has a lodge and a good
supply of food and it is comfort-
able.”

“It will be pleasan-t,
“to do a little hunting.”

'You won't be domg any hunt-
ing,” Herkimer replied. -

Sutton said,
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said Eva .

' rance of her copper hair.

Sutton raised his head, glanced
sharply from one to the other.

"You're going to write a book,”
said Eva. “Surely you know about
the book. The Revisionists are....”

“Yes,” Sutton told her.

1 know about the book—"

He stopped, remembering, and his
hand went involuntarily to his breast
pocket. The book was there, all right,
and something that crinkled 'when he
touched it. He remembered that, too.
The incsedibly old letter that John
H. Sutton had forgotten to open six
thousand years before.

\
‘0,” said Eva, “we didn't rob
you. We didn’t even search
you.”

“About the book,” said Sutton,
and then stopped again. He had
been about to say he needn’t bother
about writing the book, for he al-
ready had a copy. But something
stopped him; he wasn't certain that
it was smart just then to let them
know about the copy he had.

“I brought along the case,” ‘said
Herkimer. “The manuscript's all
there. I checked through it.”

“And plenty of paper?” asked
Sutton, mocking him.

""Oh, yes. More than enough.”

Eva Armour leaned toward Sutton, -
50 close that he could smell the frag-
“"Don't you
see,” she asked, "how important it .
is that you write this book> Don’t
you understand ?”’

Sutton shook his head. Important,
he thought. Important for what?
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He remembered the mouth that
death pried open, the teeth glitter-
ing in the moonlight, and the words
of a dying man still ringing sharply
in his ears.

“No, I don’t understand,” he said.
“"Maybe you can tell me.”

She shook her head. “You write
the book. That's your job.”

XVII

THE asteroid was enveloped in the

perpetual twilight of the far-
from-Sun and its frosty peaks speared
up like sharp, silvery.needles stab-
bing at the stars.

The air was sharp and cold and.

thinner than on Earth and the won-
der was,
any air could be kep: on the place at
all. Although at the cost that it had
taken to make this asteroid habitable,
it would seem that anything should
be possible. The price of the atomic
plants alone would run to the na-
tional debt of a medium-size planet,
and without atomics there would be
no power to run the atmosphere gen-
“erators and gravity machines that
supplied the air and held it in place.

Once, he thought, Man had been
content—had been forced to be con-
tent—to find his solitude at a lake-
shore cottage or a hunting lodge or
aboard a pleasure yacht. But now,
with the wealth of a galaxy to spend,
Man fixed up an asteroid at a fabul-
ous ‘cost or bought out a solar sys-
tem at a bargain price.
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Sutton told himself, that

“"There’s the lodge,” said Herki-
mer, and Sutton looked in the direc-
tion of the pointing finger. High up
on the jigsaw horizon, he saw the
shining metal bulldmg with its one
pinpoint of light.

““What's the light?"" asked Eva. “Is
there someone here?”

Herkimer shrugged indifferently.
“"Someone forgot to turn it off when
they left.”

Evergreens and birches, ghostlike
in the starlxght stood in ragged
clumps like marching soldiers storm-
ing the height where the lodge was
set.

"The path is over here,”
Herkimer.

‘He led the way and they climbed,
with Eva in the center and Sutton
bringing up the rear. The path was
steep and uneven and the light was
none too good, for the thin atmos-
iphere failed to break up the star-
light. The stars themselves remained
tiny, steely points of light that did
not blaze or twinkle, but stood prim-
ly in the sky like dots upon a map.

The lodge, Sutton saw, apparent-
ly sat upon a small plateau and he
knew that the plateau would be the
work of Man. Nowhere else in all
this jumbled landscape was it likely
that one would find a level spot
much bigger than a pocket handker-
chief,

A movement ot air, so -faint and
tenuous that it could be scarcely
called a breeze, rustled down the
slope and set the evergreens to moan-
ing. Something scuttled from the
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path and skittered up the rocks.
From somewhere far away came a
screaming sound that set Sutton’s
teeth on edge.

“That's an animal,” Herkimer said
quictly. He stopped and waved his
hand at the tortured, twisted rock.
"Great place to hunt,” he added, “if
you don’t break a leg.”

UTTON looked behind him and

saw for the first time the true,
savage wildness of the place. A
frozen whirlpool of star-speckled ter-
rain stretched below .them
great, yawning gulfs of blackness,
above which stood brooding peaks
and spirelike pinnacles.

Sutton shivered at the sight. “'Let’s
get on,” he said.

They climbed the last hundred
yards and reached the Man-made
plateau, then stood and stared across
the nightmare landscape, and as he
looked, Sutton felt the cold hand of
loneliness reach down with icy fin-
gers to take him in its grip. For
here was sheer, mad loneliness such
as he had never dreamed. Here was
the very negation of life and motion.
Here was the stark, bald beginning
when there was no life, nor even
thought of life, Here anything that
moved was an alien thing.

A footstep crunched behind them
and. they swung around. A man
moved out of the starry darknegs.
His voice was pleasant and heavy as
he spoke to them: “"Good evening.

We heard you land and I walked out

to meet you.”

\
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Eva’s voice was cold and just a
little angry. “We had not expected
anyone to be here.”

The man’s tone stiffened. “I hope
we are not trespassing. We are
friends of Mr. Benton and he told
us to use the place at our conveni-
ence.”

“Mr. Benton is dead,” said Eva
frostily: "This man is the new
owner.”

The  man’s head turned toward
Sutton. “I'm sorry, sit. We did not
know. Of course, we'll leave the
first moment that we can.”

“l see no reason,” Sutton told
him, “why you should not stay.”

“Mr. Sutton,” said Eva, “came
-here for peace and quiet. He ex-
pects to write a book.”

"“A book,” the man. repeated. “An
author, eh?"

Sutton had the uncomfortable feel-
ing that the man was laughing, not

“at him alone, but at the three of
them.

“Sutton?” asked the man, appar-
ently thinking hard. I don’t seem to
recall the name. But, then, I'm not
a great reader.” ’

“I've never written anything be-
fote,” explained Sutton.

. "Oh, well,” said the man, laugh-
ing as if he were relieved, “that ex-
plains it.”

“It’s cold out here,” Herkimer said
abruptly. “Let us get_indoors.”

“Certainly,” said the man. "Yes,
it is cold, although I hadn’t noticed
it. By the way, my name is Pringle.
My partner’s name is Case.”
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“No one answered him and after a
few seconds he turned around and
trotted ahead of them, leading the
way.

The lodge, Sutton saw as they ap-
proached it, was larger than it had
seemed from the valley where they
had brought the ship in. It joomed
huge against the starlit backdrop. If
one had not known that it was there,
iz might have been mistaken far an
odd rock formation.

The door opened as their feet
sounded on the massive stone steps
which led up to it. Another man
stood there, stiff and erect and tall,
thin, but with whipcord strength
about him, as the light from inside
the room outlined his figure harshly.

“The new owner, Case,” said
Pringle, and it seemed to Sutton that
he emphasized the words just a bit
too much. As if he meant his tone
to be a warning.

“Benton died, you know,” said
Pringle, and Case answered: “Oh,
did he? How peculiar.”

Which, Sutton thought, was a
funny thing to say.

Case stood to one side to let them
enter, then pulled shut the door.

The room was immense, with only
one lamp burning, and shadows
pressed in upon them out of the
dark corners and the cavernous drch
of the raftered ceiling.

"I am afraid,” said Pringle, “that
you'll have to look out for your-
szlves, Case and I are roughing it and
we brought along no robots, al-
though I can fAx up something if
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you happen to be -hungry. A hot
drink, perhaps, and some sand-
wiches?”

€ E ATE just before we

landed,” Eva said, "and
Herkimer will take care of what few
things we have.”

“Then take 2 chair,” wurged
Pringle. “That one over there is com-
fortable. We can talk a bit.”

“Not right now, thanks. The trip
was Yjust “a little rough.”

"You're an ungracious young
lady,” Pringle said, and his" words
were halfway between jest and anger.

“I'm a tired young lady.”

-Pringle walked to a wall, flipped
up toggles. Lights sprang into being.

““The bedrooms are upstairs,” he

said. “Off the balcony. Case and I
have the first and second to the left.
Take your pick from any of the -
rest.”

He moved forward to lead them
up the stairs, But Case spoke up and
Pringle stopped and  waited, one
hand on the lower curve of the stair
rail.

“Mr. Sutton,” said Case, "'it seems
to me I have heard your name some-
where.”

“I don’t think so,” said Sutton.
“I'm a very unimportant person.”

“But you killed Benton.”

“No one said I killed him.”

Case did not laugh, but his voice
said that if he had not been Case,
he would have. "Nevertheless, you
must have killed him. I happen to
know that is the only way anyone
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could get this asteroid. Benton loved
it and this side of life he’d never
give it up.”

“Since you insist, then I did kill
Benton.”

Case shook his head, awed. "Re-
markable,” he said. “Absolutely re-
markable.”

“Good night, Mr. Case,” said Eva,
and then turned to Pringle. "No
need to trouble you. We will find
our way.”

“No trouble,” Pringle rumbled
back. “'No trouble at all.”” And, once
again, he was laughing at them.

He jogged lightly up the stairs.

XVII

'HERE was something wrong
about Pringle and” Case. The

very fact that they were here, at the’

lodge, was sinister.
There had been mockery in
Pringle’s voice. He had been laugh-

ing at them all the time, laughing:

with a sneering amusement, enjoying
some thinly varnished joke that they
did not know.

Pringle was a talker, a buffoon . ..
but Case was stiff and straight and
correct, and when he spoke his words
were clipped and sharp. There was
something about Case . . . some point

. some resemblance to something
that escaped Sutton at the moment.

Sitting on the edge of his bed,
Sutton frowned.

If T could just remember, he told
himself. If 1 could put my finger on
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that mannerism, on the way he talks
and walks and holds himself erect.
If T could associate that with a cer-
tain thing I can’t identify, it would
explain a lot. It might tell me who
Case is, or what he is, or even why
he’s here. )

Case knew that I killed Benton.
Case knows who I am. And he should
have kept his mouth shut, but he had
to let me know he knew, because that
way he bolstered up his ego and even
if he doesn’t look it, his ego may
need boosting.

Eva didn't trust them, either, for
she tried to tell me something when
we parted at her door. 1 couldn't
Quite make out what it was from the
way she moved her lips, akhough it
looked like she was trying to say:
“Don’t trust them.”

As if I would trust anyone .
anyone at all.

Sutton wiggled his toes and stared
at them, fascinated. He tried to
wiggle them in series and they
wouldn’t wiggle that way. He tried
to match the wiggling of each toe
on each foot and they wouldn't
match.

I can't even control my own body,
he thought, and it was a funny thing
to think.

Pringle and Case were waiting for
us, Sutton told himself, and won-
dered even as he said it if he might
not be giving himself over to sheer
imagery. For how could they be wait-
ing when they could not have known
that’ Herkimer and Eva would head
for the asteroid?
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He shook his head; but the belief
that the two had been waiting for
them stayed . . .

After all, it was not so strange.

Adams had known that he was com-- -

ing back to Earth, returning home
after twenty years. Adams knew and
set a trap for him . . . and there
was no way, absolutely no way that
Adams could have known. -

Why had Adams set the trap?

Why had Buster run away to home-
stead a planet? -

Why had someone conditioned
Benton to kill Sutton? )

-Why had three men been waiting
for Sutton when he came back to
the Orion Arms?

Why had Eva and Herkimer
brought him to the asteroid?

To write a book, they had said.

- But the book was written.

The book .

He ceached for his' coat, which
hung from the back of a ¢hair. From
it, he took out the gold-lettered copy
of the book 2nd as he pulled it out,
the letter came with it and fell upon
the carpet. He picked the letter up

and put it on the bed beside him and

opened the book to the flyleaf.

“"THIS ‘1S DESTINY,” it said,
"By Asher.Sutton.”

Underneath the title, at the very
bottom of the page, was a line of
fine print. Sutton haa to hold the
book a little closer so that he could
read it:

Original Version

And that was all. No date of pub-

lication. No marks of copyright. No
publisher’s impriat. Just the title and
the author and the line of print that
said Original Version.

As if, he thought . . . as if the
book were so well known, so firm
a fixture in the lives of everyone,
that anything other than the title and
the author would be superfluous.

HE TURNED two pages and
they were blank, and then an-
other page, and the text began: .

We are not alone.

No one ever is alone.

Not since the first faint stir-
ring of the first flicker of life,
on the first planet in the galaxy
that. knew the quickening of
sentiency, has there ever been a
single entity that walked or
crawled or slithered down the
path of life aloﬂe. '

And that was it, he thought. That
is the way 1 mean to write it.

That was the way I wrote it.

For I must have written it: Some-
time, somewhere, I must have writ-
ten it, for I hold it in my hands.

He closed the book and put it back
carefully in the pocket and hung the
coat back on the chair.

I must not read it, he told him-
self. I must not read and know the
way that it will go, for then I would
write the way that I had read it, and
I must not do that. I must write it
the way I know it is, the way I plan
to write it. I must be honest, for



someday the race of Man . . . and
the races of other things as well

. may know the book and read it
and every word must be exactly so,
and I must write so well and so sim-
ply that all can understand. N

He threw back the covers of the
bed and lay down, and as he did, he
saw -the letter and picked it up.

With a steady finger, he inserted
his nail beneath the flap and ran it
along the edge and the mucilage dis-
solved in a brittle 'shower of pow-
der. He took the letter out and un-
folded it carefully, so that it would
not break and saw that it was type-
written, with many mistakes that
were X'd out, as if the man who
wrote it had found a typewriter an
unhandy thing to use.

Sutton rolled over on one side
and held the paper under the lamp
and read the living words of 2 man
6,000 years dead.

XIX

Bridgeport, Wis.,
July 11, 1987

WRITE this letter to myself, so
that the postmark may prove be-
yond controversy the day and year
that it was written. I shall not open
it, but shall place it among my ef-
fects against the day when sorieone

—a far-distant member of my own,

family, ‘God willing—may open it
and read. And reading, know the
thing that 1 believe and think, but

dare not say while I am still alive,
lest someone call me touched. '

For I have not long to live, I have
lasted more than a man’s average
span- and while I still am hale and
hearty, I know full well the hand of
time may miss 2 man at one reaping,
and get him at the next. Hence, I
hasten to introduce myself and the
mystery I have come to know.

My name is John H. Sutton and
I am a member of a numerous family
which had its roots in the east, but
one branch of which situated in this
locality about one hundred years ago.
I must ask, if the reader of this pe
unacquainted with the Suttons, that
my word be taken at face value with-

* out substantiating proof. However, I

would like to state that we Suttons
are a sober lot and not given to
jokes, and that our reputation for
integrity and honesty is singularly
unquestioned. »

While I was educated for the law,
I soon found it not entirely to my
liking and for the last forty years
or more have followed the occupa-
tion of farming, finding more con-
teatment in it than I ever found in
law. For farming is an honest and a
soul-warming job that gives one con-
tact with the first essentials of liv-
ing.

For the past number of years I
have not been physically able to con-
tinue with the more strenuous labor
of the farm,” but pride myself that
I still do most of the chores and still
hold active management, which
means that I am in the habit of mak-
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ing regular tours ol the acres to see
how things are coming.

Of late years, as my" step has
slowed and I have found exertion tir-
ing, I have fallen into the habit of
arbitratily setting for myself certain
places of rest during my inspection
of the farm. One spot has always
had, from the very first, 2 sense of
the special for me. If I were still a
child, I might best explain it by say-
ing that it seems to be'an enchanted
place.

It is a deep cleft in the bluff that-
runs down to the tiver valley and it
is located at the north end -of the
high ‘pasture, There is 2 fair-sized
boulder at the top of the cleft,,and
this boulder is shaped appropriately
for sitting, which may be one of the
reasons why I like it, for I am 2 man
who takes to comfort.

From the boulder one may see the
sweep of the river valley with a
stressed  third-dimensional quality,
due no doubt to the height of the
vantage point plus the clearness of_
the air, although at times the whole
scene is enveloped with a blue mist
of particularly tantalizing and lucid
clarity.

IT IS as if the place were tingling
. . . waiting for sométhing to
happen . . . as if that one particular
spot' held pgreat possibilities for
drama or for revelation. There, on
that one area of Earth, something
could or might happen which could
happen nowhere else on the entire
planet. I have, at times, tried to
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imagine what that happening might
be, and T shrink from telling some
of the possibilities that I have
imagined, although, in truth, in other
things I am perhaps not imagina-
tive enough.

To approach the boulder, I cut
across the lower end of the bluff pas-
turé, a place which is often in bet-
ter grass than the test of the grazing
area, for the cattle, for some reason,
do not often venture there. The pas-
ture ends in a thin growth of trees,
the forerunners of the mass of foli-
age which sweeps down the bluff
side. Just a few rods inside the trees
is the boulder, and because of the
trees the boulder is always shaded,
no matter what the time of the day,
but the view is unobstructed because
of the rapid shelving of the ground.

One day about ten years ago—
July 4, 1977, to be exadt—I ap-
proached this place and found a man
and a strange machine at the lower
end of the pasture, ]u.st dear of the
trees.

I say machine, because that is what
it appeared to be, although, to tell
the truth, I could not make too much
of it. It was like an egg, pointed
slightly at each end, as an egg might
look if someone stepped on it and
did not break it, but spread it out,
so that the ends became more pro-
nounced. It had- no working parts
outside and so far as I could see not
even a window, yet it was apparent
that the operator of it sat inside.

For the man had what appeared
to be a door open and was tanding

m



outside and working at what may
have been the motor, although, when
I ventured a look, it appeared like no
motor I had ever seen before. The
fact is that I never did get a good
look at the motor or at anything else
about the contraption. The man, as
soon as he saw me, adroitly maneu-
vered me away from it and engaged
me in such pleasant and intelligent
conversation that I could not, with-
out rudeness, change the subject long
enough to pay attention to all the
things that stirred my curiosity. I re-
member now, thinking back, that
there were many things' which I
wanted to ask him, but which I never
got around to, and it seems to me
now that he must have anticipated
these very questions and deliberate-
ly and skillfully steered me away
from them.

The plain truth is that he never
did tell me who he was or where
he came from or why he happened
to be in my pasture. And while that
may seem rude to the reader of this
account, it did not seem rude at the
time, for he was such a charming
person. .

He seemed well informed on farm-
ing, although he looked like no
farmer. Come to think of it, I do
not- remember exactly what he did

look like, only that he was dressed

in a way which I had never seen be-
fore. Not garishly, nor outlandishly,
nor even in such a manner that one
would think of him as foreign, but
in clothing which had certain subtle
differentes difhcult to pin down.
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He complimented me on the good
growth of the pasture grass and
asked me how many head of cattle
we ran there and how many we were -
milking and what was the most satis-
factory manner we had found to fin-
ish off good beef. I answered him
as best I could, being very interested
in his line of talk, and he kept the
conversation going with appropriate
comment and questions, some of

"which I now realize were meant as

subtle flattery, although at the time
I did not think so.

E HAD a tool of some sort in
his hand and now he waved
it at.a field of corn across the fence .
and said it looked like a good stand
and asked me if I thought it would
be knee high by the Fourth. I told
him that today was the Fourth and
that it was a mite better than knee
high and that I was very pleased with
it, since it was a new brand of seed
that 1 was trying for the first time.
He looked a little taken aback and
laughed and said, "“So. it's the
Fourth,” and that he had been so
busy lately he had got his dates
mixed, And then, before I could
even wonder how a man could get
his dates so mixed that he could
miss the *Fourth of July, he was off
again on another tack.

He asked how long I had lived
here and when I told him, he asked
if the family hadn’t been here a
long time; somewhere, he said, he
had heard the name before. So I told
him that we had and before I knew
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it, he had me telling all about the
family, including some anecdotes
which we usually do not tell outside
the family circle, since they are not
exactly the kind of stories that we
would care to have known about our-
selves. For while our family is con-
servative and honorable in the main
and better in most things than many
others, there is no family which does
not have a skeleton or two to hide
away from view.

We talked until it was long past
the dinner hour and when I noticed
this, I asked him if he would not
take the meal with us, but he thanked
me and said that in just a short while
he would have the trouble fixed and
would be on his way. He said that
he had virtually completed whatever
repair was needed when I had ap-
peared.- I apologized for delaying
him, but he assured me that he did
not mind at all, that it had been
pleasant to spend the time with me.

As I left him, I managed to get
in one question. I had been intrigued
by the tool which he had held in his
hand during our conversation and I
asked him what it was. He showed it
to me and told me it was a wrench,
and it did look something like a
wrench, although not very much so.

After 1 had eaten dinner and had
a nap, I walked back to the pasture,
determined to ask the stranger some
of the questions which I realized,
by this time, he had avoided.

The machine was gone and the
stranger, too, with only a print in
the pasture grass to show where the
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machine had stood. But the wrench
was there and when I bent to pick
it up, I saw that one end was discol-
ored and upon investigation I found
that the discoloration was blood. 1
have, many times since, berated my-
self for not having had an analysis
made to determine whether the blood
was human or from some animal.

Likewise, I have wondered many
times just what happened there. Who
the man was and how he came to
leave the wrench and why the heavier
end of the wrench was stained ‘with
blood.

I still make the boulder one of
my regular stops and the boulder still
is always in the shade and the view
still is unobstructed and the air over
the river valley still lends to the
scene its strangely deep three-dimen-
sional effect. And the sense of tin-
gling expectancy still hangs above the
spot, so I know that the place had
not been waiting for this one strange
happening alone, but that other
strange happenings still may occur. I
do not hope nor expect that I shall
see another, for the life of man is
but a second in comparison with the
time of planets.

THE wrench which I picked up is
still with us and it has proved
a very useful tool. As a matter of
fact, we have dispensed with most
of our other tools and use it almost
alone, since it will adjust itself to
almost any nut or stud or will hold
a shaft of almost any size from turn-
ing. There is no need of adjustment,
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nor is there any adjustment device
that can be found. One simply ap-
iplies it to- whatever piece. of metal
one wants to take a grip upon and
the tool adjusts itself. No great
amount of pressure or strength is
needed to operate the wrench. It ap-
pears to have the tendeney to take
whatever slight pressure one exerts
upon it and multiply that pressure to
the exact point needed.

However, we are very careful to
use the wrench only when there are
no outside eyes to see it, for it smacks
too much of magic or of witchcraft
to be allowed on public view. The
general knowledge that we possessed
such a wrench almost certainly would
lead to unwholesome speculation
among our neighbors. And since we
are an honest and respectable family,
such a situation is the furthest from
our wish.

ONE of us ever talk about the

man and the machine I found
in the bluff pasture, even among
ourselves. We seem tactfully to rec-
ognize that it is a subject which does
not befit sober farmers.

But while we do not talk about
it, I do know that I, myself, think
about it much. I spend more time
than usual at the boulder resting
place, just why, I do not know, un-
less it is in the feeble hope that some-
how I may find a clue which either
will substantiate or disprove the
theory I have formed to account for
the happening,

For I believe, without proof of
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any sort, that the man was a man
~ho came from time-and that the
machine was a time machine and the
wrench is a tool which will not be
discovered nor manufactured for
more years to come than I might
possibly guess. 3

I believe that somewhere in the
future, Man has discovered a method
by which he moves through time and
that undoubtedly he has evolved 2
very rigid code of ethics and prac-
tices, in order to prevent the para-
doxes which would result from in-
discriminate time traveling or meddl-
ing in the affairs of other times.

I believe that the leaving of the
wrench in my time provides.one of
those paradoxes which in itself is
simple, but which under certain cit-
cumstances might lead to many com-
plications. For that reason, I have

‘tmpressed upon the family the strict

necessity of keeping it secret.
Likewise, I have come to the con-
clusion—also unsupported—that the
cleft, at the head of which the boul-
der is located, may be a road through
time, or at least part of a road, a
single point where our present time
coincides very closely through the
operation of some as-yet-unknown
principle with another time far re-
moved from us. It may be a place in
space-time where less resistance is en-
countered in traveling through time
than in other places, and, having
been discovered, is usgd~Tuite fre-
quently. Or it may simply be that it
is a time road more deeply rutted,
more frequently used than many
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other time roads, with the result that
whatever medium separates one time
from another time had been worn
thin, or had bulged a bit, or what-
ever would happen under such a cir-
cumstance.

That reasoning might explain the
strange eerie ‘tingling of the place,
the sense of expectancy.

The reader must bear in mind, of
course, that I am an old, old man,
that I have outlived the ordinary
span of human life and that I con-
tinueé to exist through some quirk of

human destiny. While it does not

seem so to myself, it may be that
my mind is not as sharp or keen not
as analytical as it may once have
been, and that as a result I am sus-
ceptible to ideas which would be re-
jected by a younger person.

The one bit of proof, if one may
call it proof, that I have to support
my theories is that the man I met
could well have been a future man,
might well have sprung from some
civilization further advanced than
ours. For it must be apparent to
whoever reads this letter that in my
talk with him he used me for' his
own purpose, that he pulled-the wool
over my eyes as easily as a man of
my day might pull it over the eyes
of a Homeric Greek or some mem-
ber of Attila’s tribe. He was, I am
sure, 2 man versed in semantics and
in psychology. Certainly, he always
was one long jump ahead of me.

I write this now only so that my
theories, which I shrink from telling
in my lifetime, may not be wholly

TIME QUARRY

lost, but may be available at some
future time when a mote enlighten-
ed knowledge than we have today
may be able to make something out
of them. And I hope that; reading
them, one will not laugh, since I
am dead. For if one did laugh, I am
afraid that, dead as I might be, I
would surely know it.

HAT is the failing of us Suttons
—we cannot bear to be. made
the butt of laughter,

And in case one may believe that
my mind is twisted, I herewith en-
close a physician's certificate, signed
just three days ago, asserting that
upon examination he found me
sound of body and mind.

But the story I have to tell is not
yet entirely done. These additional
events should have been included in
earlier sequence, but I found no
place in which they logically would
fit.

They concern the strange incident
of the stolen clothing and the com-
ing of William Jones.

The clothing was stolen a few
days after the incident in the high
pasture. Martha had done the wash-
ing early in the day; before the heat
of the summer sun, and hung it on
the line. When she went to take in
the clothes, she found that an old
pair of overalls of mine, a shirt®be-
longing to Roland and a couple pair
of socks, the ownership of which I
fear 1 have forgotten, had disap-
peared.

The theft made quite a stir among



us, for thievery is a thing which
does not often happen in our com-
munity. We talked about it off and
on for several days, and finally agreed
that the theft must have been the
wotk of some passing tramp.. Even
that explanation was scarcely satisfac-

tory. We are off the beaten way and

tramps do not often pass, and that
year, as I remember it, was a year of
great prosperity and there were few
tramps.

It was two weeks or so after the
theft of the clothing that William
Jones came to the house and asked
if we might need a2 hand to help
with the harvest. We were glad to
take him on, for we were short of
help and the wages that he asked
were far below the going pay. We
took him on for the harvest only,
but he proved so capable that we
have kept him all of ten years. Even
as I write this, he is out in the barn-
yard readying the binder for the
small grain cutting.

There is a funny thing about Wil-
liam Jones. In this country a man
soon acquires a nickname or at least
a variation of his own. But William
Jones dlways has been William Jones.
He never has been Will or Bill or
Willie. Nor has he been Spike or
Bub or Kid:- Not even Jonesy. There
is a quiet dignity about him that
makes everyone respect him, and his
love of work and his qulet intelli-
gent interest in farming raise him far
above the usual status of a hired
hand in the community.

He never drinks, a thing for which

I am thankful, although at one time
1 had my misgivings. For when he
came to us, he had a bandage on his
head and he explained to me,
shamefacedly, that he had been hurt
in a tavern brawl across the river
somewhere - in Crawford County.

[ don’t know when .it was that
I began to wonder about William
Jones. Certainly it -was not at first,
for T accepted him for what he pre-
tended to be, a man looking for
work. If there was any resemblance
to the man I had talked with down
in the pasture, I did not™ notice it
then. And, now, having seen it at
this late date, I wonder if my
imagination, running riot with my
theories of time travel, may not have
conditioned me to a point where I
see a mystery crouching back of every
tree.

But the conviction has grown
upon me through the years I have as-
sociated with him, For all that he
tries to keep his place, attempts to
adapt his idiom to match our idiom,
there aré times when his speech hints
at an education and an understanding
one* would not expect to find in 2
man who works on a farm for $75
a month and board.

HERE, too, is his natural shyness,
which is a thing one would ex-
pect to find if a man were deliber-
ately attempting to adapt himself to
a society that was not his own.
And there is the matter of the

clothes. Thinking back, I can’t be

sure about the overalls, for all over-
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alls look alike. But the shirt was
exactly like the shirt that had been
stolen from the line, although I tell
myself that if would not be improb-
able for two men to own the same
kind of shirt. And he was bare-
footed, which seemed a funny thing
even at the time, but he explained it
by saying that he-had been down on
his luck and I remember I advanced
him enough money to buy some
shoes and socks. But it turned out
that he didn't .need the socks, for he
had two pair in his pocket.

A few years ago I decided several
times that I would speak to him
about the matter, but each time my
resolution failed and now I know
I never will. For I like William
Jones and William Jones likes me
and 1 would not for the world de-
stroy that mutual liking by a question
that might send him fleeing from
‘the farm.

There is yet one other thing which
goes to make William Jones unlike
most farm hands. With his first
money from his work here, he bought
a typewriter and during the first
two or three years that he was with
us, he spent long hours of his eve-
ings mn his room using the type-
writer and tramping about the room,
as 2 man who is thinking is apt to
walk.

And then one day, in the early
morning, before the rest of us had
gotten from our beds, he took a great
sheaf of paper, apparently the result
of. those long hours of work, and
burned it. Watching from my bed-
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room window, I watched him do it
and he stayed until he was sure that
the last scrap of the paper had been
burned. Then he turned around and
walked back slowly to the house.

I never mentioned to him the burn-
ing of the paper, for I felt, some-
how, that it was something he did
not wish another man to know,

I might go on for many pages and
write down many other inconsequen-
tial, trivial things which rattle in my
skull, but they would hot add one
iota of actual information, and
might, in fact, convince the reader
that I am in my dotage. .

To whom this letter may reach,
I wish to make one last assurance.
While my theory may be wrong, 1
would have him or her believe that

" the facts I have told are true. I would

have him or her know that I did
see a strange machine in the high
pasture and that I did talk with a
strange man, that I picked up a
wrench with blood upon it, that
clothes were stolen from the wash
line and that even now a man named
William Jones is pumping himself a
drink of water at the well, for the
day is very hot.

Sincerely,
John H. Sutton
XX
SHER SUTTON folded the let-
ter and the crackling of the old

paper rippled across the quietness of
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the room unlike a spiteful snarl of
thunder.

Then he recalled something and -

unfolded the sheaf of leaves again
and found the thing that had been
mentioned, It was yellow and old
. not as good a quality of paper
as the letter had been’ written on.
The writing was by hand, with ink,
and the lines were faded so they
hardly could be read. The date was
unclear, except for the final 7.
Sutton puzzled it out:

Jobn H. Sutton today bas
been examined by me and I find
bim sound of mind and body.
The signature was a scrawl that

probably could not have been read
even when the ink was scarcely dry,
but there were two letters that stood
out fairly clearly at the very end.

The letters were M. D, )

Sutton stared across the room and
saw in his mind the scene of that
long gone day.

"Doctor, I've 2 mind to make e
will. Wonder if you could .

For John H. Sutton never would
have told the doctor the real reason
for that slip of paper . . . the real
reason why he wanted it established
that he was not insane. .

Sutton could imagine him. Pon-
derous in his walk, slow, deliberate,
taking plenty of time to think things
over, placing vast values on qualities
and fictions which even in that day
were shopworn and losing caste from
centuries of over-glorification.

An old tyrant to his family, more
likely. A fuddy-duddy among his
neighbors, who laughed behind his
back. A-man lacking ih humor and
crinkling his brow over fine matters
of etiquette and ethics.

He had been trained for the law
and he had a lawyer's mind; that
much, at least, the }etter told with
clarity, A lawyer's mind for detail,
and a landed man’s quality of slow-

ness, and an old man's garrulity.

But there was no mistaking John
Sutton’s sincerity. He believed he had
seen a strange machine and had
talked with a strange man and had
picked up a wrench stained with . . .

A wrench!

Sutton sat upright on the bed.

HE wrench had been in the

trunk. He had held it in his
band. He had picked it up and
tossed it on the pile of junk.

Sutton’s hand trembled as he slid
the letter back into its envelope. First
it had been the stamp that had in-
trigued him, a stamp that was worth
Lord knew how much . . . then it
was the letter itself and the mystery
of its being sealed . . . and now there
was the wrench. And the wrench
clinched everything.

For the wrench meant that there
actually had been a strange machine
and a stranger man . . . a man who
knew enough semantics and psychol-
ogy to talk a talkative, self-centered
oldster off his mental feet. Fast
enough on the uptake to keep this
inspection-tripping farmer from ask-
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ing him the very questions the man
was bubbling to ask.

Who are you and where did you
come from and what's that machine
and how does it run and I never saw
the like of it before . . .

Hard to answer, if they were ever

asked.

They were not asked.

But Asher Sutton chuckled, think-
ing of John H. Sutton’s having the
last word and how it had come about.
It would please the old boy if he
could only know, but, of course, he
couldn’t.

There had been some slipy natu-
rally. The letter had. been lost or mis-
laid . . . and finally, somehow, it had
come mto the hands of another Sut-
ton, 6,000 years removed.

And Asher Sutton was the only
Sutton for whom the letter would
have done a bit of good. For the let-
ter tied in someplace, had some sig-
nificance in the mystery that involved
him.

Men who traveled in time. Men
whose time machines went haywire
and came to landfall or timefall,
whichever you might call it, in a cow
pasture. And other men who fought
in time and screamed through folds
of time in burning ships and crashed
in a swamp.

A battle back in' ’83, the dying
youth had said. Not a battle at
Waterloo or off the Martian orbit,
but back in ‘'83. And the man had
cried his name just before he died
and lifted himself to make a sign
“with strangely twisted fingers.
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So I am known, thought Sutton,
up in '83 and-beyond °83, for the
boy said back and that means that,
in his time, a time three centuries
yet to come is historically the past.

Sutton reached for his coat again
and slid the letter into the pocket
with the book, then rolled out of
bed. He reached for his clothes and
began to dress.

Pringle and Case had used a space-
ship to get to the asteroid. Sutton
had to find that ship.

XXI

HE lodge was deserted, big and

empty with an alienness in its

emptiness that made Sutton, who

should have been accustomed to

alienness, shiver as he felt it touch
him.

He stood for a moment outside his

. door and listened to the whispering

of the place, the faint, illogical
breathing of the house, the creak of
frost-expanded walls, the caress of
wind against 2 windowpane, and the
noises that could not be explained
by either frost or wind, the living
sound of something that is aot alive.

The carpeting in the hall deadened
his footsteps as he went dowan it to-
ward the stairs. Snores came from
one of the two rooms which Pringle
had said that he and Case occupied,
and Sutton wondered for a moment
which one of them it was that snored.
- He went carefully down the stairs,
trailing his hand along the bannister
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to guide him. When he reached the -

massive living space, he waited,
standing motionless so that his~eyes
might become accustomed to the
deeper dark that crouched there like
lairing animals.

Slowly the animals took the shapes
of chairs and couches, tables, cabi-
nets and cases. One of the chairs,
he saw, had a man sitting in it

As if he had become aware that
Sutton had seen him, the man stirred,
turning - his face toward him. And
although it was too dark to see his
features, Sutton knew that ‘the man
in the chair was Case.

Then, he thought, the man who
snores is Pringle, although he kanew
it made no difference which it was.

O, Mr.

Sutton,” Case said

slowly, “you decided to go out

and tzy to find our ship.”
“Yes,” Sutton said, “'I did.”
“Now that is fine,” said Case.

“That is the way I like 2 man to

speak up and say what's on his
mind.” He sighed. "You meet so
many devious persons, so many peo-
ple who try to lie to you, so many
people who tell you half truths and
feel, while they're doing it, that they
are being clever.”

He rose out of the chair, tall and
straight and pnm

“Mr. Sutton,” he sald
very much.”

Sutton felt like. grinning at the
absurdity of the situation, but a cold-
ness and a half anger in him told
him this was no laughing matter.

I like you
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Footsteps padded softly down the
stairs behind him and Pringle’s voice
whispered through the room: “So he
decided to make a try for it.”

“Aseyou see,” said Case.
"1 told you that he would,” said
Pringle, almost triumphantly. I told

you that he would get it figured out.”

Sutton choked down the gorge that
rose into his throat. But the anger
held, anger at the way they talked
about him as if he weren't there.

“'I fear,” said Case to Sutton, “that
we have disturbed you. We are most
untactful people and you are sensi-
tive. But let's forget it all and get
down to business now. You wanted,
I believe, to ferret out our ship.”

Sutton shrugged his shoulders.
"“That’s out now, isn't it?"’

"“‘Oh, but you misunderstand,” said
Case. “"We have no objection. Go
ahead and ferret.”

“"Meaning I can’t find it?”

“Meaning that you can,” said
Case. “We didn't try to hide it.”

“"We'll even show you the way,”
said Pringle. “"We'll go along with
you. It will take you a lot less time.”

Sutton felt a fine ooze of perspira-
tion break out along his hairline.

A trap, he told himself. A trap
laid out in plain sight and not even
baited. And he’d walked into it with-
out even looking.

But it was too late now. There was
no backing out.

He tried to make his voice sound
unconcerned.

“All right,”
with you.”

,he said. "T'll gamble
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XXI1

ship was strange, but very

real. And it was the only. thing
that was. All the rest of the situation
had a vague, unrealistic, almost fairy
character about it, as if it might be
a bad dream and Sutton would wake
up and for an agonizing moment try
to distinguish between dream and

reality. B
“That map over there,” said
Pringle, “puzzles you, no doubt.

There is every reason that it should.
It is a time map.” He chuckled and
rubbed the back of his head with a
beefy Rand. “Tell the truth, I don't
understand the thing myself. Case
does, Case is a military man .and
I'm just a propagandist. A propa-
gandist doesn’t have to know what
he is talking about, just so he talks
convincingly. But a military man
does. A military man has to know;
some day his life may depend on
knowing.”

So that was it, thought Sutton.
That was the thing that had botheted
him, the clue that he had told him-
self would explain Case, who he was
and what he was and why he was
here on this asteroid.

A military man.

I should have guessed, Sutton said
to himself. But I was thinking in the
present . . . not the 'past or future.
And there are no military men, as
such, in the world today. Although
there were military men before my
time and apparently there will be
military men in ages yet to come.
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He said to Case: “"War in four
dimensions must be slightly compli-
cated.”

And the didn't say it because he
was. interested at the moment in war,
either in three or four dimensions,
but because he felt that it was his
turn to talk, his turn to keep this
Mad Hatter tea chatter going at its
proper senseless pace.

For that was what it was, he told
himself . . . an utterly illogical situa-
tion, a madcap, slightly psychotic
interlude that “might have its pur-
pose, but hidden and tangled in con-
fusion,

The time has come, the Walrus
said, to talk of many things, of seal-
ing wax and sailing ships, of cab-
bages and . . .

Case smiled . when he spoke to
him, a tight, hard, clipped military
smile.

“Primarily,” Case said, “it is a
matter of charts and graphs and very
special knowledge and some super-
guessing. You figure out where the
enemy may be and what he may be
thinking and you get there first.”

Sutton shrugged. “Basically that
always was the principle,” he said.
“You got there fustest . . ."”

“Ah,” said Pringle, “but there are
now so many more places where the
enemy may go.”

“You work with thought graphs
and attitude charts and historic re-
ports,” said Case, almost as if he had
not been interrupted.” “You trace
back certain happenings and then
you return and try to change some



of those happenings . . . just a little,
you understand, for you must not
change them much. Only enough so
the end result is slightly different,
just a little less favorable to the en-
emy. One change here and another
there and you have him on the run.”

“It drives you nuts,” said Pringle
confidentially. “Because you must be
sure, you see. You pick out a nice
juicy historic trend and you figure
it out to the finest detail and you
pick a key point where change is in-
dicated, so you go back and change
it. ..

¢6 A ND then,” said Case, “it kicks
you in the face.”

“Because, you understand,” ex-
plained Pringle, “the historian was
wrong. Some of his material was
wrong or his method was clumsy or
his reasoning was off . . .”

. “"Somewhere along the line,” said
Case, “he missed a factor.” .

“That's right” said Pringle,
“somewhere he missed a factor and
you find, after you have changed it,
that it affects your side more than it
does your enemy’s.”

“Now, Mr. Bones,” said Sutton,
his face straight, "I wonder if you
could: tell me why a chicken funs
across the road.”

“Yes, Mr. Interlocutor,” said
Pringle, also without a smile. “Be-
cause it wants to get on the other
side.”

Cartoon stuff, thought Sutton. A
scene jerked raw and bleeding from
a crazy humorist’s routine.

But clever. Pringle was a propa-
gandist and he was no fool. He knew
semantics and he knew psychology.
He knew all there was to know abeut
the human race, so far as that knowl-
edge could serve his sinister unknown
purpose.

A man had landed in the high pas-
ture one morning, 6,000 years be-
fore, and John H. Sutton, Esq., had
come amblin} down the hill, swing-
ing a stick, for he was the sort of
man who would have carried 4 stick
—a stout, strong hickory stick, no
doubt, cut and trimmed with his own
jackknife. And the man had talked
with him and had used the same kind
of mental tactics on John H. Sutton
as Pringle now was trying to use on
Sutton’s far descendant. .

Go ahead, said Sutton to himself.
Talk yourself hoarse in the throat
and dry in the ‘tongue. And pretty
soon we'll get down to business.

As if he had read Sutton’s
thoughts, Case said to Pringle: 'Jake,
it isn't working out.”

“No, I guess it ain’t,” said Pringle.

“Let’s sit down,” said Case.

Sutton felt a flood of relief. Now,
he told himself, he would find out
what the others wanted, might get
some clue to what was going on.

He sat down in a pressure chair;
and from where he sat he could see
the front end of the spaceship’s
cabin, a tiny diving space that
shrieked efficiency. The control board
canted in front of the pilot’s chair,
but there were few controls. A row
of buttons, lever or two, a panel of



toggles that probably controlled lights -

and poris and such . . . and that
was all. Efficient and simple, no fool-
ishness, 2 minimum of manual con-
trols. The ship, Sutton thought, must
almost fly itself.

Case slid down into a chair and

crossed his long legs, stretching them
out in front of him, sitting on his
backbone. Prifigle perched on a
chair's edge, leaning forward, rub-
bmg hairy hands.
“Sutton,” asked Case, “what is it

that you want?"”

“Not a thing,”
a single thing.”

“But that’s foolish,” Pringle pro-
tested. “There must be something
ybu want.”

“A little information, maybe *

“Like what ?"’

“Like what this is all about.”

“You'tre going to write a book,”
said Case.

“Yes,” said Sutton.
write a book.”

“And you want to sell that book.”

“I hope to see it published.”

said Sutton, “Not

.*1 intend to

BOOK,” Case pointed out,
“is a commedity. It’s 2 prod-
uct of brain and muscle. It has a
market value.”
“I suppose,” said Sutton, “that you
are in the market.”
" “We are publishers,”
“looking for a book.”
“A best seller,” Pringle added.
Case uncrossed his legs, hitched
himself higher in the chair. "It’s all
quite simple,” he said. “Just a busi-

said Case,

TIME QUARRY

;

ness deal. We wish you would set
your price.””

“"Make it hngh ur-ged Pringle.
“We are prepared to pay.’

“I have no price in mind,” said
Sutton,

“We had discussed it,” Case told
him, “in a rather speculative man-

-ner, wondering how much you might

want and how mueh we might be
willing to.give. We figured a planet
might be attractive to you.”

“We’d make it a- dozen planets,”
Pringle said, “but that doesn't make
sense. What would a man do with 2
dozen planets?”

“He might reat them out,”
Sutton.

“You mean,” asked Case, ‘“that
you might be interested in a dozen

* said

Pplanets?” )
“No, I wouldn't,” Sutton an-
swered. “Pringle wondered what a

man would do with a dozen planets
and I was being helpful. I said . . .

Pringle ‘leaned so far forward in
his chair that he was almost off it.
“Look, we aren’t talking about one
of the backwoods planets out at the
tail end of nowhere. We're offering
you a landscaped planet, free of all
venomous and hostile life, with a
salubrious climate and tractable na-
tivés and all the customary living ac-
commodations and improvements.”

“"And the money,” said Case, “to
keep it running for the rest of your
life.”

“Right spang in the middle of the
galaxy,” said Pringle. “It's an ad-
dress you wouldn’t be ashated of.”
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“I'm not interested,” said Sutton.

Case’s temper cracked. “Good
Lord,. what is it that you want?"

"I want information,” Sutton said.

Casg sighed. "All right, then.
We'll give you infornfation.”

“"Why do you want my book?”

- “There are three parties interested
in your book,” said Case. “One of
those parties wguld kill you to pre-
vent your writing it. What is more
to the point, they probably will if
you don’t throw in with us.”

“And the third party?”

“The third party wants you to
write the book, all right, but they
won’t pay you 2 thing for doing it.
They'll do all they can to make it
easy for you to write the book and
they’ll try to protect you from the
ones that would like to kill you, but
they’'re not offering any money.”

“If T took you up,” said Sutton, "I
suppase you'd help me write the
book? Conferences and so forth?”

“Naturally,” said Case. “"We'd
have an interest in it. We’'d want it
done the best way possible.”

“After all,” said Pringle, “our in-
terest would be as great as yours.”

“That's what I thought,” Sutton
told them. "My book is not for gale.”

“We'd boost the ante some,” said
Pringle.

"It still is not for sale.”

“That's your final word?”" asked
Case. "Your considered opinion?”

Sutton nodded.

Case sighed. “Then,” he said, “I
guess we have to kill you.”

He took a gun out of his pocket.
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XXIII

FHE psych-tracer ticked on, end-

C lessly, running fast, then slow,
skipping a beat now and then, like
the erratic time measurement of a

clock with hiccoughs.

It was the only sound in the room
and to Adams it seemed as if he
were listening to the beating of a
heart, the breathing of a man, the
throb of blood along the jugular
vein. i

He grimaced at the pile of dos-
siers which a moment before he had
swept from his desk onto the floor
with an angry sweep of his hand.
For there was nothing-in them . . .
absolutely nothing, Every one was

.perfect, every one checked. Birth cer-

tificates, scholastic records, fecom-
mendations, loyalty checks, psych ex-
aminations, all of them were as they
should be. There was not a single
flaw, _

That was the trouble . . . in all the
records of the Service’s personnel,
there was not a single flaw. Not a
thing 2 man could point to. Not a
thing on which one could anchor
suspicion. '

Lily white and pure.

Yet someone inside the Service
had stolen Sutton’s dossier. Someone
had tipped off Sutton on the gun-trap
laid for him at the Orion Arms.
Someone had been ready and wait-
ing, knowing of the trap, to whisk
him out of reach.

“Spies,” said Adams to himself,
and he made his hand in.to a fist and
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hit the desk so hard that his kauckles
stung. ,

For no one but an insider could
have made away with Sutton’s dos-
sier. No one but an insider could
have known of the decision to de-

stroy Sutton, nor of the three men.

who had been assigned to carry out
the order.

Adams smiled grimly.

The tracer chuckled at~him. Ker-
np, it said, ker-up, clickity, click,
ker-up.

That was Sutton's heart and breath
. . . Sutton’s life ticking away some-
where, So long as Sutton lived, no
matter where he was or what he
might be doing, the tracer would go
on chuckling and burping.

Ker-rup, ker-rup, ker-rup . . .

Somewhere in the asteroid belt,
the tracer had said, and that was a
very general location, but it could be
narrowed. Already ships with other
tracers aboard were narrowing it
down. Sooner or later, hours or days
or weeks, Sutton would be found.

Ker-rup . ..

War, the man in the mask had said.

And hours later, a ship had come
screaming down across the hills, like
a blazing comet, to plunge into 2
swamp.

A ship such as no man as yet had
made, carrying melted weapons that
were unlike any that Man had yet in-
vented. A ship whose thunder in the
night had roused the sleeping in-
habitants for miles around, whose
flaming metal had been a beacon
glowing in the sky.

TIME QUARRY

A ship and a body, and a track
that led from ship to body across
three hundred yards of marsh. The
trace of one man’s footprints and the
furrowing trail of other feet that
dragged across the mud. And the
man who had carried the dead man
had been Asher Sutton, for Sutton’s
fingerprints were on the muddied
clothing of the man lying at the
swamp’s edge.

Sutton, thought Adams wearily. It
is always Sutton, Sutton’s name upon
the flyleaf out of Aldebaran XIIL
Sutton’s fingerprints upon a dead
man’s clothing. The man in the mask
had said there would have been no
incident on Aldebaran if it had not
been for Sutton. And’ Sutton had
killed Benton, Earth’s greatest duel-
ist—with a bullet in the arm,

Ker-up, clickity, click, ker-up . . .

Dr. Raven, called in by Adams,
had sat in that chair across the desk
and told of the afternoon Sutton had
dropped in at the university.

“He found destiny,” Dr. Raven
had said, and he said it as if it were
commonplace, as if it were a thing
that could have been expected “all
along.

“Not a religion,” Dr. Raven had
said, with the afternoon sunlight
shining on his snow white hair. “Oh,
dear, no, not a religion. Actual
destiny.”

ESTINY, noun. Destiny—the

predetermined course in events

often conceived as a resistless power
or agency . . .
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"The accepted definition,” Dr.
Raven had said, as if he might be ad-
dressing a lecture hall, “may have to
be modified slightly when Asher
writes his book.”

But how could Sutton find des-
tiny? Destiny was an idea, an ab-
stract.

“You forget,” Dr. Raven had told
Adams, speaking gently as one would
to a child, “that ‘part about the re-
sistless power or agency. That is what
he found . . . the power or agency.”

“Sutton told me about the beings
he found on Cygni,” Adams had
said. “"He was at a loss to describe
them. The nearest that he could
come was symbiotic abstractions.”

Dr. Raven had nodded his head
and pulled his shell-like ears and
figured that maybe symbiotic abstrac-
tions would fit the bill, although it
was hard for one to decide just what
a symbiotic abstraction was, or what
it would look like. ,

Under questioning, he reiterated
that it was not a new religion Sut-
ton had found. "Oh, gracious, no,
not a religion.”

And Raven, Adams thought,
should be the one to know, for he

was one of the galaxy’s best and

most widely known comparative re-
ligionists, ~

“Although it would be 2 new
idea,” Dr. Raven had said.
me, yes, an absolutely new idea.”

And ideas are dangerous, Adams
told himself.

For Man was spread thin across

the galaxy. So thin that one word -
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“Bless -

—literally one spoken word or un-
bidden thought—might be enough
to set off the train of rebellion and
of violence that would sweep Man
back to the solar system, back to the
puny ring of circling planets that had

. caged him in before.

One could not take a chance. One
could not gamble with an imponder-
able.

Better that one man die needlessly
than that the whole race lose its grip
upon the galaxy. Better that one new
idea, however great, be blotted out
than that Mankind be swept from
the billion stars.

Item one: Sutton wasn’t human.

Item Two: He was not telling all
he knew.

Item Three: He had a manuscript
which was not decipherable.

Item Four: He meant to write a
book.

Item Five: He had a new idea.

Conclusion: Sutton must be killed.

Ker-up, clickity, click . . ,

War, the man had said. A war
in time.

T WOULD spread thin, too, like
Man across the galaxy.

It would be three-dimensional
chess with a million billiog squares
and pieces, and with the rules chang-
ing at every move.

It would reach back to win its
battles. It would strike at points in
time and space which would not even
know that there was a war. It could,
logically, go back to the silver mines
of Athens, to the horse and chariot
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of Thutmoses III, to the sailing of
Columbus. It would involve all fields
of human endeavor and human spec-
ulation, and it would twist the
dreams of men who had never
thought of time except as a moving
shadow across a sun dial's face.

It would involve spies and prapa-
gandists—spies to learn the factors
of the past so that they could be
plotted in the campzign strategy,

propagandists to twist the fabric of’

the past so that strategy could be the
more effective.

- It would load the personnel of the
Justice Department of the year 7990
with spies and fifth columnists and
saboteurs. And it would do that so
cleverly one could never find the
spies.

But, as in an ordinary, honest war,
there would be sttategic points. As in
chess, there would be one key piece.

Sutton was that piece. He was the
pawn that stood in‘the way of the
sweep of bishop and of rook. He
was the pawn that both sides were
lining up on, bring all their pressure
on a simgle point . . . and.when one
side was ready, when it gained a
fraction of advantage, the slaughter
would begin.

Adams folded his arms upon the
desk and laid his head upon them.
His shoulders twitched, but he had
no tears.

"Ash, boy,”" he said. ' Ash I count-
ed on you so much.”

The silence brought him straight
in the chair again.

For a moment, he was unable to.
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locate it . . . determine what was
wrong. And then he knew.

The psych-tracer had stopped its
burping.

He leaned forward and bent above
it and there was no sound of heart,
of breath, of blood coursing in the
body.

The motivating force that had op-
erated it—Asher Sutton—has ceased
to be,

Slowly, Adams rose from his chair,
took down his hat and put it on.

For the first time in his life, Chris-
topher Adams was going home be-
fore the day was over.

*

XX1v

UTTON stiffened in his chair and
then relaxed. For this was a
bluff, he told himself. These men
wouldn't kill him. They wanted the
book and dead men do aot write.

Case answered him, almost as if
Sutton had spoken what he thought
aloud. “You must not count on us
as honorable men; neither of us our-
selves would lay a claim to that.
Pringle, I think, will bear me out in
that.”

"'Oh, certainly,” said Pringle. "I
have no use for honor.”

“It would have meant a great deal
to us if we could have taken you
back to Trevor and . . ."”

“"Wait a second,” iaterrupted Sut-

ton. “Who is this Trevor? He's a

new one.”
"Oh, Trevor,” said Pringle. “Just
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an oversight. Trevor is the head of
the corporation.”

"The corporation,” added Case,
“that wants to get your book.”

“"Trevor would have heaped us
with honors,” Pringle said, "and
loaded us with wealth if we had
pulled it off. But since you won't
cooperate, we'll have to cast around
for some other way to make our-
selves a profit.”

“So we switch sides,” explained
Case, "and we shoot you. Morgan
will pay high for you, but he wants
you dead. Your carcass will be worth
a good deal to Morgan. Oh, yes,
quite a lot.”

“"And you will sell it to him.”

"Of course,” said Pringle. "We
never miss a bet.”

Case purred at Sutton: “You do
not object,'I hope.”

Sutton  shrugged indifferently.
“What you do with my cadaver is no
concern of mine.” -

“Well, then,” said Case, and he
raised the gun.

"Just a second,” Sutton said.

Case lowered the gun. “Now
what?”

“He wants a cigaret,” said Pringle.
“Men who are about to be executed
always want a cigaret or a glass of
wine or a chicken dinner or some-
thing of the sort.”

“I want to ask a question,” Sut-
ton said.

Case nodded.

“I take it,”" Sutton said, “that in
your time I've already written this
book.”
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“That's right,” Case told him.
“An honest and efficient job.”

“Under your imprint or someone
else’s?”

Pringle cackled. “Under someone
else’s, of course. If you did it un-
der ours, why do you think we’d be
back here at all?”

Sutton wrinkled his brow. “I've al-
ready written it,” he said, “without
your help and without your editing.
Now if I did it a second time, and
wrote it the way you wanted, there
would be complications.”

"None,” said Case, “we couldn’t
overcome. Nothing that could not be
explained quite satisfactorily.”

" "And now that you're going to
kill me, there'll be no book at all.
How will you handle that?”

Case frowned. "It will be diffi-
cult and unfortunate . . . unfortunate
for many people. But we'll work it
out.” He raised the gun. “‘Sure you
won't change your mind?”

Sutton shook his head.

They won't shoot, he told himself.
It's a bluff. The deck is cold and . . .

Case pulled the trigger.

A mighty force, like a striking fist,
slammed into Sutton’s body and
shoved him back so hard that the.
chair tilted and then slued around,
yawing like 2 ship caught in mag-
netic stresses.

Fire flashed within his skull. He
felt one swift shrick of agony that
took him in its claws and lifted him
and shook him, jangling every nerve,
grating every bone.
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There was one thought, one fleet-
ing thought that he tried to grasp
and hold, but it wriggled from his
brain like an eel slippinF free from
bloody fingers. -

Change, said the t.hought Change.

He felt the change . . . felt it start
even as he died.

And death was a soft thing, soft
and black, cool and sweet and gra-
cious. He slipped into it as a swim-

.mer slips into the surf and it closed
over him and held him. He felt the
pulse and beat of it and knew the
vastness and the sureness of it.

Back on Earth, the psych-tracer fal-
tered to a stop and Christopher
Adams got up and put on his hat
and went home for the first time in
his life before the day was done.

XXV

HFRKIMER lay on his bed and
tried to sleep, but sleep was
long in coming. And he wondered
that he should sleep . . . that he
should sleep and eat and drink as
Man. For he was not a rhan and
would never be a man.

His origin was chemical and Man's
was biological. He was the imitation
and Man was reality. It is the method,
he told hjmself, the method and the
terminolggy, that keep me from being

.Man, for in all things else we are
the same.

The method and the name of an-
droid and the tattoo mark I wear upon
my brow.
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I am as good as Man and as smart
as Man, for all I act the clown, and
could be as treacherous as Man if
I had the chance. Except I wear a
tattoo mark and I am owned and I
have no soul . . . although some-
times I wonder.

Hetkimer lay very quiet-and gazed
at the ceiling and tried to remember
certain things, but it was frighten-
ingly complicated.

First there was the tool and then
the machine, which was no more
than a complicated tool, and both
machine and tool were no more than
the extension of a hand.

Man’s hand, of course.

Then came the robot and a robot
was a machine that walked like a
man. That walked and looked and
talked like 2 man and did the things
Man wished, but it was a caricature.
No matter how sleckly machined, no
matter how cleverly designed, there
never was a danger that it be mis-
taken for a man,

And after the robot?

We are aot robots, Herkimer told
himself, and we are not men. We ate
not machines, because we are flesh
and blood. We are chemicals made
into the shapes of our creators and
assigned a chemical life so close to
the life of our makers that’some day
one of them will find, to his aston-
ishment, that there is no difference.

Made in the shape of men . .. and
the resemblance is so close that we
wear a tattoo mark so that men may
know us apart.

So close to Man and yet not Man.
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Although there is hope . . , if we
can keep the Cradle secret, if we can
. keep it hidden from the eyes of Man.
Someday there will be no difference.
Someday 2 man will talk to an and-
roid and think he is talking to a fel-
low man. And he will be.

ERKIMER stretched his arms
and folded them over his head.

He tried to examine his mind, to
arrive at-motives and evaluations, but
it was hard to do. No rancor, cer-
tainly. No jealousy. No bitterness.
Just a nagging feeling of inadequacy,
of having almost reached the goal
and fallen short.

But there was comfort, he thought.
There was comfort if nothing else.

And that comfort must be kept.
Kept for those like himself, the ones
that were less than Man.

He lay for a long time, thinking
about comfort, watching the dark
square of the window with the rime
of frost upon it and the stars shin-
ing tth&gh the frost, listening to the
thin whine of the feeble, vicious
weasel-wind as it snarled across the
roof.

Sleep did not come and he got up
at last and turmed on the light. Shiv-
ering, he got into his clothes and
pulled 2 book out of his pocket. Hud-
dling close to the lamp, he turned
the pages to a2 passage worn thin with
reading. )

There is no thing, no matter.
how created, bow born or how
conceived or made, which knows
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the pulse of life, that goes
alone. That assurance I can give
you. . ..

He closed the book and held it
clasped between the palms of his two
hands.

. how bom or how conceived
or made

Made.

All that mattered was the pulse of
life, the stir of sentiency.

Comfort.

And it must be kept. )

I did my duty, he told himself. My
willing, almost eager duty. I still am
doing it,

I acted the part, he told hlmself
and I think I acted well. I acted a
part when I carried the challenge to
Asher Sutton’s room. I acted a part
when I came to him as a part of thg
estate duello . . . the saucy, subservi-
ent part of any common android.

I did my duty for him . . . and
yet not for him, but for comfort, for
the privilege of knowing and believ-
ing that neither I nor any other liv-
ing thing, ‘no matter how lowly it
may be, will ever be alone.

I hit him. I hit him on the button
and knocked him out, and I lifted
him in my arms and carried him into
the spaceship.

He was angry at me, but that does
not matter. His anger cannot wash
away a single word of the assurance
he gave me.

Thunder shook the house. The

.window, for a moment, flared with

sudden crimson.
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Herkimer came to his feet and ran
for the window and stood there,
gripping the ledge, watching the red
twinkle of dwindling rocket tubes.

Fear hit him in the stomach and
he raced out of the door and down
the hall, to Sutton’s room.

He did not knock nor did he turn
the knob. He hit the door and it

shattered open, with a wrecked and °

twisted lock dangling by its screws.
The bed was empty and there was
no one in the room.

XXVI

UTTON sensed resurrection and
he fought against it, for death
was so .comfortable. Like a soft,
warm. bed. And resurrection was a
3 ‘strident, insistent, maddening alarm
- clock that shrilled across the pre-
dawn chill of a dreadful, frowsy
room. Dreadful with its life and its
raw reality and its sharp, sickening
reminder that one must get up.
But this is not the first time, said
Sutton. This is not the first time that
I died and came to life again. For I
did it once before and that time
I was dead for a long, long time.
There was a hard, flat surface un-

- derneath him and he lay face.down.

upon it. For what seemed an in-
" terminable stretch of time, his mind
struggled to visualize the hardness
and smoothness beneath him. Hard
and flat and smooth, three words, but
they did not help one see or under-
stand the thing that they described.
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He felt life creep back-and quick-
en, seep along his legs and arms. But
he wasn't breathing and’ his heart
was still.

Floor,

That was it . . . that was the word
for the thing on which he lay. The
flat, hard, smooth surface was a floor.
The floor of what?

Sounds came to him, but at first
he didn’t call them sounds, for he
had no word for them at all; and

"then, a moment later, he remembered

that that was the word.

Now he could move one finger.
Then a second finger.

He opened his eyes and there was
light. ' '

The sounds were voices and the
voices were words and the words
were thoughts.

It takes so long to figure things
out, Sutton wearily told himself.

“We should have tried a little
harder,” said a voice, "and a little
longer. The trouble with us, Case, is
that we have no patience.”

“Patience wouldn't have ‘done a
bit of good,” said Case. "He was
convinced rthat we were bluffing. No
matter ‘'what we'd done or said, he'd
still have thought .we were bluffing
and we would have gotfen nowhere.
There was only one thing to do.”

G ES, T know,” Pringle agreed.
“Convince him that we weren’t
blufing.” He made a sound of blow-
ing out his breath. "Pity, téo. He
was such a bright young man.”
They were silent for a time and
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now it was not life alone, but
strength, that was flowing into Sut-
ton. Strength to stand and walk,
strength to lift his arms, strength to
vent his anger. Strength to kill two
men. .

“We won’t do so badly,” Pringle
went on. "Morgan and his crowd
will pay us just as much.”

Case was squeamish. "I don’t like
it, Pringle. A dead man is a dead
man if you kill him and leave him.
But when you sell him, that makes
you a butcher.”

“That’s not the thing that's worry-
ing me,” Pringle answered. “What
will it do to the future, Case? To
our future. We had a future with
many of its facets based on Sutton’s
book. If we had managed to change

the book a little, it wouldn't have -

mattered much . . . wouldn't have
mattered at all, in fact, the way we
had it figured out. But now Sutton’s
dead. There will be no book by Sut-
ton. The future will be completely
different.”

Sutton rose to his feet.

They spun around and faced him
and Case’s hand went for his gun.

“Go ahead,” invited Sutton. “Shoot
me full of holes. You won't live a
minute longer for it.” )

He tried to hate them, as he had
hated Benton during that one fleet-
ing moment back on Earth. Hatred
so strong and' primal that it had
blasted the man’s mind into oblivion.
. . . killed him with only a puzzl-
ing bullet in his arm and a hate-
shattered brain.
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But there was no hate. Just a pon-
derous, determined will to destroy
a bothersome hindrance.

He moved forward on inexorable
legs and his hands reached out.

Pringle ran, squealing, seeking to
escape. Case’s gun spat twice and
when blood oozed out and ran down
Sutton’s chest and he still came on,
Case threw away his weapon and
backed against the wall.

It didn’t take long.

They couldn’t get away.

There was no place to go.

XXVII

UTTON maneuvered the ship
down against the tiny asteroid, a
whirling piece of debris not much
bigger than the ship itself. He felt

it touch and his thumb reached out

and snubbed over the gravity lever.

" The ship clamped down, to go tum-

bling through space with the twist-
ing chunk of rock.

Sutton let his hands fall to "his
side and sat quietly in the pilot’s
chair. In front of him, space was
black and friendless, streaked by
the pinpoint stars that spun in lines
of fire across the field of vision, writ-
ing cryptic messages of cold, white
light across the cosmes as the asteroid |
bumbled on its erratic course,

Safe, he told himself. Safe for a
while, at least. Perhaps safe forever,
for there might be no one looking
for him. »

Safe with a hole blasted through
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his chest, with blood running down
his front and splashing on the floor.

Handy thing to have, he thought
grimly, this second body of mine.
This body that was grafted on me by
the Cygnians. It will keep me going
until . . . until .

Until what?

Until I can get back to Earth and
walk into a doctor’s office and say:
“I got shot up a little. How about
a patching job?”

Sutton chuckled. He could see the
doctor having a fit,

Or going back to Cygm’ But’
they wouldn’t let me in.

Or just going back to Earth the
way I am and forget about the doc-
tor? I could get other clothes and
the bleeding will stop when the
blood’s all gone.

UT I wouldn’t breathe, and they
would notice that.

“Johnny,” he said, but there was*

no answer, just a feeble stir of life
within his brain, a sign of recog-
nition, like a dog wagging its tail
to let you know it heard, but was too
busy with a bone to let anything dis-
tract it.

“Johnny, is there any way?”

There might be. It was a hope to
cling to, a thing to think about.

Not even yet, he suspected, had he
begun to plumb the strange depth of
abilities lodged within his body and
his mind.

He had not known that his hate
alone could kill, that hate could
spear out from his brain like a lance
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of steel and strike a man dead. And
yet Benton had died with a bullet in
the arm . . . only he had been dead
before the bullet hit him. For Ben-
ton had fired first and missed, and
Benton, alive, never would have
missed.

Sutton had not known that by
mind alone he could control the en-
ergy needed to lift the dead weight
of a ship from a boulder bed and fly
it across eleven years of space. And
yet that was what he’d done, win-
nowing the energy from the flaming
stars so far away they dimmed to al-
most nothing, from the random
specks of matter in the void.

And while he knew that he could
change at will from one life to an-
other, he had not known for certain
that when one way of life was killed,
the other way would take over auto-
matically. Yet that was what had
happened. Case had killed him 2nd
he had died and he had come to life
again. But he had died before the
change had started. Of that much
he was sure. For he remembered
death and recognized it. He knew
it from the time he had died before.

He felt his body eating . . . suck-
ing at the stars as a human sucks
an orange, nibbling at the energy im-
prisoned in the bit of rodk to which
the ship was clamped, pouncing on
the tiny leaks of power from the
ship’s atomic motors.

Eating to grow strong, eating to
repair . . .

“Johnny, is there any way?”

And there was no answer.
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E LET his head sag forward un-
til it Jay upon the inclined
panel that housed the instruments.

His body went on eating at the
stars,

He listened to the slow drip of
blood falling from his body and
splashing on the floor.

His mind was clouding and he let
it cloud, for there was nothing to do.
There was no need to use it; he did
not know how to use it. He did not
kaow what he could do or what he
couldn’t do, ner.how to go about it.

He had fallen, he remembered,
screaming down the alien sky, know-
ing in 2 moment of wild elation that
he had broken through, that the
world of Cygni VII lay beneath his
hand. That what all the navies of
the Edrth had failed to'do, he'd done.

The planet was rushing up and he
saw the tangled geography of it that
snaked in black and gray across his
vision plate.

That was twenty years ago, but he
remembered it, in the dim fog of his
mind, as if it were happening this
very moment.

He reached out a hand and hauled
back on a lever and the lever would

not move. The ship plunged down.

and for a moment he felt a rising
fear that exploded into panic.

One fact stood out, one stark,
black fact in all the flashing frag-
ments of thoughts and schemes and
prayer that went screeching through
his brain. One stark fact . . . he was
about to crash.

He did not remember crashing,
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for he probably never knew exactly
when he crashed. It was only fear
and terror and then no fear nor ter-
ror. It was consciousness and aware-
ness and then a nothingness that was
a restfulness and a vast forgetting.

Awareness came back . .. in a
moment or an eon, which, he could
not tell. But an awareness that was
different, a sentiency that was only
partly human, just a small percentage
human, And a knowledge that was
new, but which, it seemed, he had
held forever.

He sensed or knew, for it was not
seeing, his body stretched out on the
ground smashed and broken, twisted
out of human shape. And although
he knew it was his body and knew
its every superficial function and the
plan of its assembly, he felt a twinge
of wonder at the thing which lay
there and knew that here was a prob-
lem which would tax his utmost in-
genuity.

For the body must be put together,
must be straightenred out and reinte-
grated and co-ordinated so that it
would work and the life that had
escaped be returned to it again.

He thought of Humpty Dumpty
and the thought was strange, as if
the nursery rhyme were something
new or something long forgotten.

Humpty Dumpty, said another part
of him, supplies no answer, and he
knew that it was right, for Humply,
he recalled, could not be put to-
gether again.

He became aware there were two
of him; one part of him had an-



swered the other part of him. The
answerer and the listener, and al-
though they were one, they were also
separate. There was a cleavage he
could not understand.

“I am your destiny,”" said the an-
swerer. "l was with you when you
came to life and I will stay with you
till youw~die. I do not control you and
I do not coerce you, but I try to guide
you, although you do not know it.”

Sutton, the small part of him that
was Sutton, said: "I know it now.”

He knew it as if he'd always
known it and that was, queer, for he
had only just then learned it. Knowl-
edge, he realized, was all tangled up,
for there were two of him . . . he
and destiny. He could not immedi-
ately distinguish between the things
he knew as Sutton alone and those
he knew as Sutton plus Sutton’s des-
tiny.

I cannot know, he thought. I could
not know then and I cannot know
new. For there still is deep within
me the two facets of my being, the
human that I am and the destiny that
would guide me to a greater glory
and a greater life, if I would only
let it.

R it will not coerce me and it
will not stop me, It will only
give me hunches; it will only whis-
per warnings and encouragement to
me. It is the thing called conscience
and the thing called judgment and
the thing called intuition.
And it sits within my brain as it
sits within the brain of no other
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thing, for I am one with it. I know
of it with a dreadful certainty and
others do not know at all, or, if they
do, they only guess at the great im-
mensity of its truthfulness.

And all must know. All must
know each thing has destiny.

But there is something going on
to keep them from knowing, or to
twist their knowledge so their know-
ing is all wrong. I must find out
what it is and I must correct it. And
somehow I must strike into the fu-
ture; I must set it aright for the days
I will not see.

I am your destiny, the answerer
had said.

Destiny, not fatalism.

Destiny, not predetermination.

Destiny, the way of men and races
and of worlds. '

Destiny, the way you made your
life, the way you shaped your living
. . . the way it was meant to be, the
way that it would be if you listened
to the still, small voice that talked
to you at the many turning points
and crossroads.

But if you did not listen . . .
why, then, you did not listen and
you did not hear. And there was no
power that could make you listen.
There was no penalty if you did not
listen except the penalty of having
gone against your destiny.

There were other thoughts or other
voices. Sutton could not tell which
they were, but they were outside the
tingled thing that was he and destiny.

That is my body, he thought. And
I am somewhere else. Some place
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where there is no seeing as I used to
see . . . nor hearing, although I see

and hear, but with another’s senses

and in an alien way.

The screen let him through, said
one thought, although screen was not
the word it used. .

And another said that the screen
had served its purpose.

And another said that there was
a certain technique he had picked up
on a planet, the name of which
blurred and ran and made a splotch
and had no meaning at all, so far as
Sutton could make out.

Still another pointed out the sin-
gular complexity and inefficiency of
Sutton’s mangled body and spoke en-
thusiastically of the simplicity and
perfection of  direct energy intake.

Sutton tried to cry out to them for
the love of God to hurry, for his
body was*a fragile thing, that if they
waited too long it would be past 2l
mending. But he could not say it,
and, as if in a dream, he listened to
the interplay of thought, the flash
and flicker of individual opinion, all
molding into” one cohesive thought
that spelled eventual decision.

He tried to wonder where he was,
tried to orient himself and found
that he could not even define him-
self. For himself no longer was a
body, nor a place in space ar time,
nor even a personal pronoun. It was
a hanging, dangling thing that had
no substance, no fixture in the scheme
of time and it could not recognize
itself, no matter what it did. It was
a vacuum that knew it existed and it
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was dominated by .something else
that might as well have been a
vacuum for all the recognition he
could make of it.

He was outside his body and he
lived. But where or how, there was
no way of knowing.

“I am your destiny,” the answerer
that seemed a part of him had said.

But destiny was a word and noth-
ing more. An idea. An abstract. A
tenuous -definition for something that
the mind of Man had conceived, but
could not prove . . . that the mind
of Map was willing to agree was an
idea only and could "never be proved.

OU are wrong,” said Sutton’s

destiny. “Destiny is real, al-
though you cannot see it. It is real
for you and for all other things . . .
for every single thing that knows the
surge of life. And it has always been
and it will always be.”

“This is not death?”
ton.

“You are the first'to come to us,”
said destiny. “"We cannot let you die.
We will give you back your body,
but until then you will live with me.
You will be part of me. And that is
only fair, for I have always lived
thh you; I have always been part of
you.’

"You did not-want me here,” said
Sutton. “You built a screen to keep
me out.”

"We' wanted one,” said destiny.
“One only. You are that one; there
will be no more.”

“But'the screen?”

asked Sut-
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“It was keyed to a mind,” said
destiny. "To a certain mind. The one
mind we wanted.”

“But you let me die.”

"You had to die,” destiny told
him. “Until yoy died and became
one of us, you could not know. In
your body we could not have reached
you. Ydu had to die so that you
would be freed and I was there to
take you and make you part of me
50 you would understand.”

“I do not understand.”

“You will,” said destiny. "You
will.”

And I'did, thought Sutton.

IS body shook as he remem-

bered and his mind stood
awed- with the vast, unexpected
immensity of destiny . . . of trillions
upon trillions of "destinies to match
the teeming life of the galaxy.

Destiny whispered and a thing
climbed dripping from the water and
in the eons to come its fins were legs
and its gills were nostrils.

Destiny stirred and a shaggy ape
thing stooped and picked up a
broken stick. It stirred again and he
struck flint together. It stirred once
more and there was a bow and arrow.
Again and the wheel was born.

Symibiotic abstractions. Parasites.
Invisible partners. Call them what
you would.

They were destiny.

And the time had come for the
galaxy to know of destiny.

If parasites, then beneficial para-
sites, ready to give more than they
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could take. For all they got was the
sense of living, the sense of being
. and what they gave, or stood

“ready to give, was far more than

mere living.

For many of the lives they lived
must be dull, indeed. An angleworm,
for instance. Or the bloated mass of
instinct that crept through nauseous
jungle worlds.

But because of them, someday an
angleworm might be more than an
angleworm . . . or a greater angle-
worm. The bloated mass of instinct
might be something that would reach

to greater heights than Man,

For every thing that moved,
whether intelligent or mindless,
across the face of any world, was not

-one thing, but two. It and its own
.individual destiny,

And sometimes destiny took hold
and won . . . and sometimes it didn’t.
But where there was destiny, there
was hope forever. For destiny was
hope. And destiny was everywhere.

No thing walks done. .

Nor crawls nor vegetates nor
swims nor flies nor shambles.

One planet barred to every mind
but one; and once that mind arrived,
barred forevermore.

One mind to tell the galaxy when
the galaxy was ready. One mind to
tell of destiny and hope.

That mind, thought Sutton, is my
own. ’

Lord help me now.

For if 1 had been the one to
choose, if I had been asked, if I had
had 2 thing to say about it, it would
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not have been me, but someone or
something else. Some other mind in
another million years. Some other
thing in ten times another million
yeats.

It is too much to ask, he thought
. . . too much to ask a béing with
a mind as frail as Man's, to bear the
weight of revelation, to bear the load
of knowing.

BUT destiny put the finger on me.
Happenstance or accident ot
pure blind -luck . . . it would be™

destiny. -

1 lived with destiny, as destiny . . .
I was a part of destiny instead of
destiny merely a part of me and we
came to know each other as if we
were two humans ... . better than if
we were two humans. For destiny
was I and I was destiny. Destiny had
no name and I called it Johnny and
the fact that I had to name him is a
joke that destiny, my destiny, still
can chuckle over.

I lived with Johnny, the vital part
of me, the spark of me that men call
life and do not understand . . . the
part of me I still do not understand
. . . until my body had been repaired
igain. And then I returned to it and
it was a different body, a better body,
for the many destinies had been as-
tounded and horrified at .the ineffi-
ciency and flimsiness of the human
structure.

When they fixed it up, they made
it better. They tinkered it so it had
a lot of things it did not have before

. many things, I suspect, that I
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still do not know about and will not
know about uatil it is time to use
them. Some things, perhaps, I'll never
know at all. )

When I went back to my body,
destiny came and lived with me
again. ‘But now I knew him and
recognized him and I called him
Johnny and we talked together. Now
I never failed to hear him, as I must
many times have failed to hear him

in the past.
“Johnny,” Sutton called. He wait-
ed and there was no answer.

“Johnny,” he called again and there
was terror in his voice. For Johnny
must be there. Destiny must be there.

Unless . . . the thought struck
slowly, kindly . . . unless Asher Sut-
ton was really dead. Unless this was
dreaming, unless this was a twilight
zone where knowledge and 2 sense
of being linger for a moment be-
tween the state of life and death.

Johnny's voice was small, very
small and very far away: “Ash.”

“Yes, Johnny!” He forgot his
doubts, sat erect and tense.

“The engines, Ash. The engines.”

He fought his body out of the
pilot’s chaif, stood on weaving legs.

He could scarcely see . . . just the
faded, blurred, shifting outline of
the shape of metal that enclosed him.
His feet were solid weights that he
could not move. They were no part
of him at all.

He stumbled, staggered forward,
fell flat upon his face.

Shock, he thought. The shock of
violence, . the shock of death, the



shock of draining blood, of mangled,
blasted flesh. )

There once had been strength that
had brought him, clear-eyed, clear~
brained, to-his feet. A strength that
had been great enough to take the
lives of the two men who had killed
him. The strength of vengeance,

But that strength was gone and
now he knew it had been the strength
of will alone.

He struggled to his hands and
knees and crept. He stopped and
rested and then crept 2 few feet more.
His head hung limp between his
shoulders, drooling blood that left
a trail across the floor.

He found the ddor of the engine
room and by slow degrees pulled
himself upward to the latch.

His fingers found the latch and
pulled. it -down, but they had no
strength. They slipped off the metal.
He fell into a huddled pile of sheer
defeat against the hard coldness of
the door.

He waited for a long time and
then tried again. This time the latch
clicked open even as his fingers
slipped again. And as he fell, he fell
across the threshold.

Intelligence, senses, consciousness
. . . they all vanished in the same
micro-second.

XXVIII
SHER SUTTON awoke to dark-
ness.’

To darkness and unknowing.
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To unknowing and a slow, ex-
panding wonder.

He was lying on a hard, smooth
surface and a roof of metal came
down close above his head. And be-
side him .was 2 thing that purred and
rumbled. One arm was flung across
the purring thing and somehow he
knew that he had slept with the
thing clasped to him.

There was no sense of time or
sense of place, and no means of any
life before. As if he had sprung
full-limbed by magic.into life and in-
telligence and knowing.

He lay still and his eyes became
accustomed to the dark, and he saw
the open door and the dark stain,
now dry, that led across the thresh-
old into the room beyond. Some-
thing had dragged itself there, from
the other room into this one, and
left a trail behind it. He lay for a
long time, wondering what the thing
might be, with the queasiness of ter-
ror gnawing at his mind. For the
thing might still pe with him and it
might be dangerous. .

But he felt he was alone, sensed
a loneness in the throbbing of the en-
gine at his side . . . and it was thus
for the first time that he knew the
purring thing for what it was. Name
and recognition had slipped back into
his consciousness without his search-
ing for it, as if it were a thing he
had known all the time and now he
knew what it was, except that it
seemed to him the name had come
ahead of recognition, and that, he
thought, was strange.
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So the thing beside him was an
engine and he, was lying on a floor
and the metal close above his head
was a roof of some sort. A narrow
space, he thought. A narrow space
that housed an engine and a door
that opened into another room.

A ship. That was it. He was in a
ship. And the trail of dark that ran
across the threshold . . .?

At first he thought that some
imagined thing had crawled in slime
of- its own making to fhark the trail,
but now he remembered.-It had been
himself crawling to the engines.

. Lying quietly, he remembered it
all, and in wonder he tested his alive-
ness. He lifted a hand and felt his
chest. The clothes were burned away

and their scorched edges were crisp

between his fingers, but his chest was
whole . . . whole and smooth and
hard. Sound human flesh. No ragged,
bleeding holes.

So it was possible, he thought. I
remember that I wondered if it was
. . . if Johnny might not have some
trick up his sleeve, if my body might
not have some capability which I
could not suspect.

It sucked at the stars and nibbled
at the asteroid and it yearned toward
the engines. It wanted energy. And
the engines had available energy . . .
more than the distant stars, more
than the cold, frozen chunk of rock
that was the asteroid.

So I crawled to reach the engines
and I left a dark death-trail behind
me and I slept with the engines in
my arms. And my body—my direct-
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intake, energy-eating body—sucked
the power that was needed from the
flaming core of the reaction cham-
bers.

And I am whole again.

I am back on my, breath-and-
blood body once again and I can

“return to Earth,

'UTTON crawled out of the en-
gine room and stood on his two
feet. .

Faint starlight came through the
vision plates and scattered like jewel
dust along the floor and walls. And
there were two huddled shapes, one
in the middle of the floor and an-
other in a corner.

His mind took them in and'turned
them around as they were dead and
as they might have been alive, and
in a little while he remembered what

-they were. The humanity within him

shivered at the bladk, sprawled
shapes, but another part of him, a
cold, hard inner core, stood undis-
mayed in the face of death.

He moved forward on slow feet
and slowly knelt beside one of the
bodies. It must be Case, he thought,
for Case had been thin and tall. But
he could not see the face and he did
not wish to see it, for in some dark
corner of his mind he still remem-
bered what Case and Pringle "had
looked like when they died.

His hands went down and
searched through the clothing. He
made a tiny pile of the things he
found, and finally he found the thing
he was looking for.
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Squatting on his heels, he opened
the book to the title page and it was
the same ‘as the one he carried in
his pocket. The same except for a
line of type at the very bottom:

Revised Edition

So that was it. That was the mean-
ing of the word that had puzzled
him:*Revisionists. -

There had been a book and it had
been revised. Those who lived by the
revised edition were the Revisionists.
And the others? He wondered, run-
ning through the names . . . Funda-
mentalists, Primitives, Orthodox,
Hard Shell. There were others, heé
was suge, but it didn’t really matter
what the others would be called.

There were two blank pages and
the text began:

We are not alone.

No one ever is alone.

Not since the first faint stir-
ring of the first flicker of life,
on the first planet in the galaxy
that knew the quickening of
sentiency, has there ever been a
single entity that walked or
crawled or slithered down the
path of life alone.

His eye went down the page to the
first footnote.

* This is the first of many
statements which, wrongly in--
terpreted, have caused some
readers to believe that Sutton

142

meant to say that life, regard-
less of #ts intelligence or moral
precepts, is the beneficiary of
destiny. His first line~should re-
fute this entire line of reason-
ing, for Sutton used the pro-
noun "“we” and all students of
semantics are agreed that it is a
common idiom for any genus,
when speaking of ilself, to use
such a personal promoun. Had
Sutton meant all life, he would
bave written “all life”” But by
using the personal pronoun, be
undeniably was referring to his
own gends, the buman race, and
the bhuman race alone. He ap-
parently erroneously believed, a
not uncommon belief of his day,
that the Earth had been the first
planet to know life and this
will explain his reference o the
first planet of ihe galaxy 1o
know ihe quickening of life.

* There is no doubt that, in part,
Sutton’s revelations of bis great
discovery of destiny have been
tampered with. Assiduous re-
search and study, however, bhave
resulted in determining beyond
reasonable doubt which portions
are genuine and which are not.
Those parts which. patently bave
been altered will be noted and
the reasons for this belief will
be carefully and frankly pointed
out,

UTTON riffled through the pages
quickly. More than half the text
was taken up by the fine print foot-
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notes. Some of the pages had two or
three lines of actual text and the rest
was filled with lengthy explanation
and refutation. .

He slapped the book shut, held it
angrily between his flattened palms.

I tried so hard, he thought. I re-

_peated and reiterated and under
“scored. )

Not human life alone, but /)
life. Everything that lives.

And yet they twist my words.

They fight 2 war so that my words
shall not be the words I wrote, so
that the things I meant to say shall
be misinterpreted. They scheme and
fight and murder so that the great
cloak of destiny shall rest on one
race alone . . . so that the most
grasping and ambitious race ever
spawned shall steal.the thing that
was meant not for them alone, but
for every living thing.

And somehow I -must stop it
Somehow it must be stopped. Some-
how my words must stand, so that
all may read'and know, without the
smokescreen of crooked theorizing
and dishonest interpretation and
weasel logic confusing them.

7 R. it is so simple. Such a
simple thing:

All life has destiny, not buman

life alone,

There is one destiny partner for
every living thing. For every living
thing and then to spare. They wait
for life to happen, and each time it
occurs, one of them is there and stays
there until the particular life is end-

- N
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ed. How, I do not know, nor why.
I do not know if the actual Johnny
is lodged within my mind and being,
or if he merely keeps in contact
with me from Cygni. But I know
that he is with me. I know that he
will stay.

And yet the Revisionists will twist
my words and discredit me. They
will change my book and dig up old
scandals about the Suttons so that
the mistakes of my forebears, mag-
nified many times, will tend to smear
my name. )

They sent back a man who talked
to John H. Sutton and he told them
things that they could have used.
For John Sutton %aid that there are
skeletons in every family closet, and
in that he spoke the truth. And,
being old and gatrulous, he talked
about those skeletons.

But those tales-were not carried
forward into the future to be of any
use, for the man who heard them
came tramping up the road with a
bandage on his head and no shoes
on his feet.

Something happened and he
could not go back.

Something happened.,

Something . . .

Sutton rose slowly.

Something happened, he said, talk-
ing to himself, and I know what it
was. '

Six thousand years ago in a place
that was called Wisconsin.

He moved forward, heading for
the pilot’s chair and the Wisconsin
of sixty centuries in the past.
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XXIX

HRISTOPHER ADAMS came
into his office and hung up his
hat and coat. -

He turned around and pulled out
the chair before his desk and in the
act of sitting down, he froze and lis-
tened. i

The psych-tracer burped at him.

Ker-up, it chuckled. Ker-up, click-
ity, click, ker-up.

Christopher Adams  straightened
from his half-sitting position and
put on his hat and coat again. -

- Going out, he slammed the door
behind him. ’

In all his life, he had never
slammed a door.

XXX
UTTON breasted the river, swim-
ming with slow, sure strokes.

The water was warm against his body
and it talked to him with a deep,

important voice and Sutton thought:.

It is trying to tell me something, as
it has tried to tell people something
all down through the ages. A mighty
tongue talking down the land, gos-
siping to itself when there is no one
to hear, but trying, always trying
to tell its people the news it has to
tell. Some of them, perhaps, have
grasped a certain truth and a certain
philosophy from the river, but none
of them have ever reached the mean-
ing of the river's language, for it is
an unknown language.
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Like the language, Sutton thought,
I used to make my notes. For they
had to be in a language which no
one else could read, a language that
had been forgotten in the galaxy
eons before any tongue now living
lisped its baby talk. Either a lan-
guage that had been forgotten or one
that never could be known.

I do not know that language, Sut-
ton told himself, the language of my
notes. I do not know whence it came
or when or how. I asked, but they
would not tell me. Johnny tried to
tell me once, but I could not grasp
it, for it was a thing that the brain
of Man could not accept.

I know its symbols and the things
they stand for, but I do not know
the sounds that make it. My tongue
might not be able to form the sounds
that make the spoken language. For
all I know, it might be the language
that this river talks . . . or the lan-
guage of some race that went to dis-
aster and to dust-a million or a bil-
lion years ago.

The black of night came down to
nestle against the black of flowing
river and the Moon had not arisen,
would not rise for many hours to
come. The starlight made little dia-
mond points on the rippling waves
of the pulsing river. On the shore
ahead, the lights of homes made
jagged patterns up and down the
land. ‘

Herckimer has the notes, Sutton
told himself, and 1 hope he has sense
enough to hide them. I will need
them later, but not now. I would like
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to see Herkimer, but I can’t take the
chance; they'll be watching him. And
there’s no doubt they have a tracer
on me, but if I move fast encugh I
can keep out of their way.

His feet strude gravel bottom and
he let himself down, waded up the
shelving shore. The night wind
struck him and he shivered; the river
had been warm from a day of sun,
and the wind had a touch of chill.

Herkimer, of course, would be one
of those who had come back from
the future to see that he wrote the
book as he would have written it if
there had been no interference. Her-
kimer and Eva . . . and of the two,
Sutton told himself, he could trust
Herkimer. For an android would
fight, would fight and die for the
thing that the book would say. And
so would every non-human form of
life that could read and understand
Asher Sutton’s book. But no human
could be trusted.

E FOUND a grassy bank and
sat down and took off his

clothes to wring them dry, then put

them on agdin. He struck out across
the meadow toward the highway that
arrowed up the valley.

No one would find the ship at the
bottom of the river . . . not for a
while, at least. And a few hours
were all he needed. A few hours to
ask a thing that he must know, a
few minutes then to get back to the
ship again.

But he couldn’t waste any time.
He had to get the information the
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quickest way he could. For if Adams
had a tracer on him—and ‘Adams
would have a tracer on him—they
would already know that he had re-
turned to Earth.

Once again came the old nagging
wonder about Adams. How had
Adams known that he was coming
back from 61 Cygni, and why had
he set a mouse trap for him when
he did arrive? What information had
he gotten that would make him give
the order that Sutton must be shot
on sight?

Someone had reached him . . .
someone who had evidence to show
him. For Adams would not go on
anything less than evidence. And the
only person who could have given
him any information would_ have
been someone from the futire. One

‘of those, perhaps, who contended

that the book must not be written,
that it must not exist, that the knowl-,
edge that it held be blotted out for-
ever. And if the man who was to
write it should die, what could-be
more simple? .

Except that the book had been
written. The book already did exist.
The knowledge apparently was
spread across the galaxy.

That would be catastrophe . . . for
if the book were not written, then it
rever had existed. The whole seg-
ment of the future that had been
touched by the book in ‘any wise
would be blotted out, along with the
book that had not been.

And that could not be, Sutton told
himself.
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That meant that Asher Sutton
could not, would not be allowed to
die before the book was written.

However it were written, the book
must be written or the future was a
lie. .

Satton shrugged. The tangled
thread of  logic was too much for
him. There was no precept, no pre-
cedent upon which one might de-
velop the pattern of cause and re-
sult.

Alternate futures? Maybe, but it
didn’t seem likely. Alternate futures
were a fantasy that employed seman-
tics-twisting to prove a point, a clever
use of words that covered up and
masked the fallacies.

He crossed the road dnd took a
footpath that led to a house standing
on a knoll. ]

In the marsh down near the river,
the frogs had struck up their piping
and somewhere far away a wild duck
called in the darkness. In the hills
the whippoorwills began the eve-
ning forum. The scent of nmew-cut
grass lay heavy in the air and the smell
of fog was crawling up the hills.

The path came out on a patio and
Sutton maoved across it.

A man’s voice came to him.

"Good evening,” it said, and Sutton
wheeled around.

He saw-the man, then, for the first
time. A man who sat in his chair and
smoked his pipe beneath the evening
stars, .

"I hate to bother you,” said Sutton,

“but I wonder if I mlght use your
phone.”

¢
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“Certainly, Ash," said Adams.
“Anything you wish."”

Sutton started and then felt him-
self freeze,

Adams!

F ALL the homes along the river,
he would walk. in on Adams!

Adams chuckled at him. "Destiny
works_against you, Ash.”

Sutton moved forward, found a
chair in the darkness and sat down.
“You have a pleasant place,” he said.

“A very pleasant place,” said
Adams. He tapped out his pipe and
put it in his pocket. “So you died
again.”

"I was killed,” said Sutton. “'I got
unkilled almost immediately.”

“Some of my boys?"* asked Adams.
“"They are hunting for you.”

"A couple of strangers. Some of
Morgan’s gang.”

Adams shook his head.
know the name.”

“"He probably "didn’t tell you his
name,” said Shotton. “He told you
I was coming back.”

“So that was it. “The-man out of
the future, You have him worried,
Ash.”

“I need a phone,” said Sutton.

“You can use the phone.”

“And I need an hour.”

Adams shook his head.
give you an hour.”

“A half-hour, then. I may have a
chance to make it. A balf-hour after
I finish my call.”

“Nor a half-hour, either.”

“You never gamble, do you?”

“I don’t

“I can't
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“Never,” said Adams.

T do,” said Sutton. He rose.
“Where is that phone? I'm going to
gamble on you.” )

“'Sit down, Ash,” said Adams, al-
most kindly. “Sit down and tell me
something.”

Stubbornly, Sutton remaiped stand- .

ing.

“If you could give me your word,”
said Adams, “that this destiny busi-
ness won't harm Man, if you could
tell me it won't give aid and com-
fort to our enemies . . ."”

“Man hasn’t any enemies,” said
Ash, "except the ones he’s made.”

*The galaxy is waiting for us to

crack. Waiting to close in at the first ’

sign of weakness.”

“That's because we taught them it.
They watched us use their own weak-
nesses to push them under.”

“"What will this destiny do?”
asked Adams.

"It will teach Man humility,” said

Sutton. “Humility and responsi-
bility.”
“It's not a religion,” said Adams.

“That’s what Raven told me. But it
sounds like a religiop . . . with all
that preaching about humility.”
“Dr. Raven was right,” Sutton
told him. "It’s not a religion. Des-
tiny and religions could flourish side
by side and exist in perfect peace.
They- do not conflict. Rather, they
would complement one another. Des-
tiny stands for the same things most
religions stand for, and it holds out
no promise of an after-life. It leaves
that to religion.”

)

“Ash,” asked Adams quietly, “you
have read your history?”

Sutton nodded.

“Think back,” said Adams. “Re-
member the Crusades. Remember the
rise of Mohammedanism. Remember
Cromwell in England. Remember
Germany and America. And Russia
and America. Religion and ideas,
Ash. Man will fght for an idea
when he wouldn't lift a hand for
land or life or honor. But an idea
to make other maces ﬁght Man . ..
that’s a different thing.”

“And you re afraid of an idea.”
“We can't afford any, Ash. Not
right now, at least.”

“And still,” Sutton told him, “it
has been the ideas that have made
men grow. We wouldn't have a cul-
ture if it weren’t for ideas.”

"Right now,” said Adams bitter-
ly, "men are fighting in the future
over this destiny of yours.”

“That's why I have to use the
phone,” said Sutton. “That's why I
need an hour.” .

DAMS rose heavily to his feet.

"I may be making a mistake,”

he said. “It's something I have never

done in all my life. But I seem to be

doing a lot of things I never did be-
fore. For once T'll’ gamble.”

He led the way across the patio
and into a dimly lighted room, filled
with old-fashioned fummiture of the
50th and 60th centuries.

“Jonathon,” he called.

Feet pattered in the hall and the
android came into the room.
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“A pair of dice,” said Adams
heavily. ""Mr. Sutton and I are about
to gamble.”

“Dice, sir?”

“Yes, that pair you and the cook
are using.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jonathon.-

He turned and disappeared and
Sutton listened to his feet going
through the house, fainter -and
fainter.

Adams turned to face him.

“One throw each,” he said. “High
man wins.”

Sutton nodded, tense,

“If you win, you get the hour,”
said Adams. “If I win, you take my
orders.”

“I'll throw with you,” said Sutton.
“"On terms like that, I'm willing to
gamble.”

And he was thinking: I lifted the
battered ship on Cygni VII and
maneuvered it through space. I was
the engine and the pilot, the power
tubes and navigator. Energy garnered
by my body took the ship and lifted
it and drove it through space . . .
eleven years through space. I brought
the ship down tonight through atmos-
phere with the engines dead so it
could not be spotted and I landed in
the river. I could pick a book out of

‘that case and carry it to the table

without laying hands on it, and I
could turn the pages without the use
of fingertips.

But dice.

They roll so fast and topple so.

“Win or lose,” said Adams, “you
can use the phone.”
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“If I.lose,” said Sutton, “I won't
need the phone.”

Jonathon came back and laid the
dice upon a table top. When he saw
that the two .humans were waiting
for him to go, he left. His footsteps
died away.

Sutton nodded at the dice care-
lessly. “You first;” he said.

Adams picked them up, held them
in his fist and shook them. Their
clicking was- like the frightened
porcelain chatter of teeth.

His fist came down above the table

E STRETCHED out his hand
and picked up the dice, shook
them in his fist, felt the shape and
size of them rolling in his palm.
Now take them in your mind, he
told himself . . . take them in your
mind as well as in your fist. Hold
them in your mind, make them a part
“of you, as you made the two ships
you drove through space, as you
could make a book or chair or a
flower you wished to pick.
He changed for a moment and his
‘heart faltered to a Stop. The blood

and his fingers opened. The little .slowed to a trickle in his arteries and

white cubes spun and whirled on the
polished top. They came to rest,

One was a five, the other a six.

Adams raised his eyes to Sutton
and there was nothing in them. No
triumph. Absolutely nothing.

“Your turn,” he said.

Perfect, thought Sutton, nothing
less than perfect. It bas to be two
sixes.

veins, and he was, not breathing. He
felt the energy system take over, the
other body that drew raw energy
from anything that could be tapped.

His mind reached out and took
‘the dice and shook them inside the
prison of his fist. He brought his
hand down with a swooping gesture
and let his fingers uncurl. The dice
came dancing out.
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They were dancing in his brain,’

too, as well as on the table top and
he saw them, or sensed them, or was
aware of them, as if they were a
part of him, Aware of the sides that
had the six black dots and the sides
with all the other numbers.

But they were slippery to handle,
hard to make go the way he wanted
them to go. For a fearful, agonizing
second, it seemed almost as if the
spinning cubes had minds and per-
sonalities that were their véry own.

One of them was a six and the
other still was rolling. The six was
coming up and it toppled for a mo-
ment, threatening to fall back.

A push, thought Sutton. Just a lit-
tle push. But with brain power in-
stead of muscular.

The six came up 2nd the two dice
lay there, both of them showing sixes.

Sutton drew in a sobbing breath
and his heart beat once again and the
blood pumped through the veins.

The two men stood in silence for
a2 moment, staring at one another
across the table top.

Adams spoke and his voice was
quiet; one could not have guessed
from his tone what he felt.

“The phone is over there,” he
said.

Sutton bowed, ever so slightly, and

felt foolish doing it, like a character

out of some incredibly old and bad
piece of romantic fiction.

" “Destiny,” he said, “still is work-
ing for me. When it comes to the
pinch, destiny is there.”

“Your hour will

start,” said
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Adams, “‘as soon as you fnish phon-
ing.”

He turned smartly and walked
back to the patio, very stiff and
straight.

Now that he had won, Sutton sud-
denly was weak, and he walked un-
steadily to the phone. He sat down
before it and took out the directory
that he needed.

INFormation. And the subhead-
ing:. Geography, -historic, North
Amenca .

E FOUND the number and
+dialed it and the screen lit up.

The information robot said: Can
I be of service, sir?”’

“Yes,” said Sutton. I would like
to know where Wisconsin was.”

“Where are youw now, sir?”

“I am at the residence of Mr.
Christopher Adams.”

“The Mr. Adams who is with the
Depattment of Galactic Investnga
tion?"”

“The same.” .

“Then,” the robot said, “you are
in Wisconsin.”

“Bridgeport?* asked Sutton.

“It was on the Wisconsin River,
on the north bank, a matter of seven
miles above the junction with the
Mississippi.” '

“But those rivers—I've nevet
heard of them.”

“You are near them now, sir. The
Wisconsin flows into the Mississippi
just below the pomt where you are
now.’

Sutton hung up, rose shakily and
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crossed the room, went out on the
patio.
+ Adams was lighting up his pipe.
“Yau got what you wanted?”

Sutton nodded.

“"Get going, then,” said Adams.
“Your hour's already started.” '

Sutton - hesitated.

“What is it, Ash?”

"I wonder,” said Sutton, "I won-
der if you wauld shake my hand.” -

“Why, sure,” said Adams.

He rose ponderously to his feet
and held out his hand. .

“I don’t know which,” said
‘Adams, “'but you are either the great-

"est man or the biggest damn fool .

that I have ever known.”

XXXI
RIDGEPORT dreamed in_ its
fock-hemmed niche alongside

the swiftly flowing river. The sum-
mer sun beat down into the pocket
between the tree-mantled cliffs with
a fierceness .that seemed to squeeze
the last hope of life and energy out
of everything . . . out of the weather-
beaten houses, out of the dust that
lay along the street, out of leaf-wilt-
ed shrub and bush and beaten rows
of flowers. -

The railroad tracks curved around
a bluff and entered the town, then
curved around another bluff and were
gone again. For the short span of this
arc out of somewhere into nowhere,
they shone in the sun with the burn-
ished sharpness of a whetted knife.
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Between the tracks and river, the rail-
road station drowsed, a foursquare
building that had the look of having
hunched its shoulders against sum-
mer sun and winter cold for so many
years that it stood despondent ‘and
cringing, waiting for the next whip-
lash of - weather. )

Sutton stood on the station plat-
form and listened to the river, the
suck and swish of tiny whitlpools
that ran-along the shore,. the gurgle
of water flowing acro¥® a hidden, up-

_ward-canted log, the soft sigh of

watery fingers grasping at the tip of
a downward-drooping branch. And
above it all, cutting through it all,
the real noise of the river.

He lifted his head and squinted
against the sun to follow the mighty
metal span that leaped across the
river from the bluff-top, slanting
down toward the high-graded road-
bed that walked across the gently ris-
ing valley on the other shore.

Man leaped rivers on great spans
of steel and he never heard the talk
of rivers as they rolled down to the
sea. Man leaped seas on wings pow-
ered by smooth, sleek engines, and
the thunder of the sea was a sound
lost in the empty vault of sky. Man
crossed space in metallic cylinders
that twisted time and space and
hurled Man and his miraculous ma-
chines down alleys of ' conjectural
mathematics that were not even
dreamed of in this world of Bridge-
pott, 1977.

Man was in a hurry and he wént
too far, too fast. So far and fast that



he missed many things . . . things
that he should have taken time to
learn as he went along - . . things
that someday in some future age he
would take the time to study. Some-
day Man would come back along the
trail again and learn the things he'd
missed and wonder why he missed
them and think upon the years that
were lost for never knowing them.
Sutton stepped down from the
platform and found a faint footpath
that went doWh to the river. Careful-
ly, he made his way along it, for it
was soft and crumbly and there were
stones that might turn underfoot.

T THE end of the footpath-he

ifound the old man."
The oldster sat perched on a small
boulder planted in the mud and he
held a cane pole slanted riverwise

‘across his knees. An ancient pipe pro-
truded from 1 two-weeks’ growth of
;graying whiskers, and an earthenware
‘jug with a corncob for a cork sat
‘beside him, easy to his hand.

!

Sutton sat down cautiously on the

shelving shore beside the boulder and
‘wondered at the coolness of the shade
from the trees and undergrowth—a

welcome coolness after the fierce
splash of ‘sun upon the village just
a few rods up the bank.

“'Catching anything?" he asked.

“Nope,” said the 6ld man.

He puffed away at his pipe and
Sutton watched in fascinated silence.
One would have sworn, he told him-
self, that the mop of whiskers was
on fire.

“Didn’t catch nothing yesterday,
~either,” the old man added. He took
his pipe out of his mouth with"a
deliberate, considered motion - and
spat neatly into the center of a river
eddy. “Didn’t catch nothing the day
before yesterday.”

“You want to catch something,
don't you?” Sutton asked.

“Nope.” The old man put down a
hand and lifted the jug, worked out
the corncob cork and wiped the jug’s
neck carefully’” with a dirty hand.
“Hawe a snort,” he invited.

Sutton, remembering the dirty
hand, took it, gagging to himself.
Cautiously, he lifted it and tipped it
to his mouth.

The stuff splashed and gurgled
down his throat and it was liquid fire
laced with gall and with a touch of
brimstone to give it something extra.

Sutton snatched the jug away and
held it by the handle, keeping his
mouth Wide open to cool it and air
out the taste. )

The old man took the jug back and
Sutton swabbed at the tears running
down his cheeks.

“Ain’t aged the way she should
be,” the old man apologized. “But I
ain't got the time to fool around with
that.”

He took himself a hooker, wiped
his mouth with the back of his hand
and whooshed out his breath in gusty
satisfaction. He put the jug down
again and worked the cork in tight.

“Stranger, aint you?”’ he asked
Sutton. "Don’t recall seeing you
around.” - :
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UTTON nodded. “Looking for

some people by the name of Sut-
ton. John H. Sutton.”

The old man chuckled. “Old John,
eh? Him and me was kids together.
Sneakiest little rascal that I ever
knew. Ain't worth a tinker's damn,
old John ain’t. Went off to law school
and got him an education. But he
didn’t make a go of it. Roosting out
on a farm up on the ridge, over there
across the river.” He shot a look at
Sutton. “"You ain’t no relative of his,
are you?”

“"Well,” said Sutton, “not exactly.
Not very close, at least.”

"Tomorrow’s the Fourth,” saxd the
old man, “and I recollect the time
that John and me blew up a culvert
in Campbell Hollow, come the
Fourth. Found some dynamite a road
gang had been using for blasting.
John and me, we figured it would
make a bigger bang if we confined
it, sort of. So we put her in the cul-
vert pipe and lit a long fuse. Mister,
it blew that culvert all to hell. I re-
collect our dads like to took the hide
off us for doing it.”

Dead ringer, thought Sutton. John
H. Sutton is just across the river and
tomorrow is the Fourth. July 4, 1977,
that's what the letter said.

And I didn't have to ask. The old
codger unwittingly told me.

The sun was a furnace blast from
the river's surface, but here, under-
neath the trees, one just caught the
edge of the flare of heat. A leaf
floated by and there was a grasshop-
per riding on it. The grasshopper
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tried to jump ashore, but his jump
fell short and the current grabbed and
swallowed him out of sight.

“Never had a chance,” said the
old man, “that hopper didn't. Wick-
edest river in these United States, the
old Wisconsin is. Can't trust her.
Tried to run steamboats on her in
the early days, but they couldn’t do
it, for where there was a channel one
day there'd be a sand bar on the next.
Current shifts the sand something aw-
ful. Government fellow wrote a- re-
port on her once. Said the only way
you could use the Wisconsin for navi-
gation was to lathe and plaster it.”

From far overhead came the rum-
ble of traffic crossing the bridge. A
train came by, chufing and gtinding,
a long freight that dragged itself up
the valley. Long after it had passed,
Sutton heard its whistle hooting.

“Destiny,” said the old man, “sure
wasn’t working worth a hoot for that
hopper, was it?”

UTTON sat upright. “What was

that you said?” '

“Don’t mind me,” the old man
told him. “I go around mumbling to
myself. Sometimes - people hear me;
mostly they don’t.”

“But destiny—you said something
about destiny.”

“Interested in it, lad? Wrote a
story about it once. Didn't amount to
much. Used to mess around some,
writing, in my early days.”

Sutton relaxed and lay back.

A dragonfly skimmed the water’s
surface. Far up the bank, a small fish
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jumped and left a widening circle in
the water. :

“About this fishing,” said Sutton.
"You don't seem to care whether you
catch anything or not.”

“Rather not,” the old man told
him. “"Catch something and you got
to take it off the hook. Then you got
to bait up again and throw the hook
back in the river. Then you got to
clean the fish. It's an awful sight of
work.” He took the pipe out of his
mouth and spat carefully into the
river. "Ever read Thoreau, son?"

Sutton shook his head, trying to re-
member. The name struck a chord of
memory. There had been a fragment
in a book of ancient literature in his
college days. All that was left of what
was believed to have been an exten-
sive amount of writing.

"You ought to,” the old man told
him. “"He had the r.ight idea.”

Sutton rose and dusted off his
trousers.

“Stick around,” the old man said.
“You ain’t bothering me. Hardly
noné at all.”

“Got to be getting along,” said
Sutton.

“"Hunt me up some other time,”
the old man said. "We could talk
some more.”

“"Someday,” Sutton answered po-
litely, "I'll do just that.”

“Care for another snort before you
go?”

“No, thank you,” said Sutton,
backing off. "No, #haok you very
much.”

“Oh, well,” the old man said. He

-,
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bifted the jug and took a long and
gurgling drink.

Sutton climbed the bank to the
blazg of sun again.

“Sure,”
the village, “the Suttons live just
across the river, over in ‘Grant
County. Several ways to get there.
Which one would you like?”

"The longest one,” Sutton told
him. “I'm not in any hurry.”

The moon was coming up when
Sutton climbed the hill to reach the
bridge.

He was in no hurry. He had all
night. Tomorrow was the Fourth.

XXXII

HE land was wild . . . wilder than
afnything Sutton had ever seen on
the seeded, trimmed and watered
parks of his native Earth. The land
tilted upward, as if it rested on a knife
edge, and. it was littered by great
clumps of stone which appeared to
have been flung down in godlike
anger by a giant hand out of forgot-
ten time. Stark bluffs speared erect,
soaring massively, masked by mighty
trees that seemed to have tried, at one
time, to have matched the height and
dignity of the rocky cliffs. Through
the trees, Asher Sutton glimpsed the
break in the cliffs ahead and knew
that he was at the place that old John
Sutton had mentioned in his letter.
The sun was only a couple of
hours high and there still was time.
Thete still would be time, far John
Sutton had talked to the man only a
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couple of hours or so and then had
gone to dinner.

From there on, with the cleft of
the cliff in sight, Sutton took his time.

said the station agent in “He reached the top and found the

boulder that his old ancestor had
spoken of. It was almost designed for

srttmg

He sat upon it and stared across
-the valley, grateful for the shade.

And there was peace, as John Sut-
ton had said there was. Peace and the
quicting majesty of the sceme before
him . .. the strange third-dimensional
quality of the space that hung, as if
alive, above the river valley. Strange-
ness, too, the strangeness of expected

.and unexpected . . . happenings.

He looked at his watch. It was
half-past nine, so he left the boulder
and lay down behind a patch of
brush and waited. Almost as he did,
there was a soft, smooth swish of
motor-noise and a ship came down, a
tiny one-man ship, slanting across the
trees, to land in the pasture just be-
yond the fence.

A man got out and leaned against,
the ship, staring at the sky and trees,
as if satisfying himself that he had
reached his destination.

Sutton chuckled quietly to himself.

Stage setting, he said. Dropping in
unexpectedly and with a crippled
ship . . . no need to explain your
presence. Waiting for 2 man to come
walking up and talk to you. Most
natural thing in all the worlds. You
didn't seek him out; he saw you and
came to you, and of course he talked.

You couldn’t come walking up the



road and turn in at the gate and
knotk at the door and say: "I came to
pick up all the scandal I can about
the Sutton family. I wonder if I
might sit down and talk with you”"

But you could land in a pasture
with a crippled ship and first you'd
talk of corn and pasture, of weather
and of grass, and finally you'd get
around to talking about personal and
family matters.

The man had his wrench out and
was tinkering at the ship.

It must almost be time.

Suttan lifted himself on his arms
and stared through the close-laced
branches of the, hazel brush. ’

John H. Sutton was coming down
the hill, a big-bellied man with a trim
white beard and an old black hat, and
his walk was a waddle with some
swagger still leff in it,

XXXIII

O THIS is failure, Eva Armour

said. This is how failure feels.
Dry in the throat and heavy in the
heart and tired in the brain.

1 am bitter, she told herself, and T
have a right to be. Although I am so
tired with trying and with failure
that the knife edge of bxttemess is
dulled.

“The psych tracer in Adams of-
fice has stopped,” Herkimer had said,
and then the plate had gone dead as
he cut the visor,

There was no trace of Sutton, The
tracer had stopped.

That meant that Sutton was dead.

He could not be dead, for histori-
cally he had written a baok and he
had not yet written it.

But history was something that you
couldn't trust. It was put together
wrong, or copied wrong, or misin-
terpreted, or improved upon by a man
with a misplaced imagination. Truth
was so hard to keep, myth and fable
so easy to breathe into a life that was
more acceptable than truth.

Half the history of Sutton, Eva
knew, must be sheer legend. And yet
there were certain truths that must be
truths indeed.

Someone had written a book and
it would have had to be Sutton. No
one else could break the language in
which his notes were written, and the
words themselves breathed the very
sincerity of the man himself.

Sutton had died, but not on Earth
nor in Earth's solar system and not a
youth of sixty. He had died on a
planet circling some far star and he
had not died for ‘many, many years.

These were-truths that could not
well be twisted. These were truths
that had to stand until they were 1 dis-
proved.

And yet the tracer had stopped.

Eva got up from her chair and
walked across.the room to the win-
dow that looked out on the land-
scaped grounds of the Orion Arms.
Fireflies were dotting the bushes with
their brief, cold. flame and the late
moon was coming up behind a cloud
that looked like a gentle hill,

So much work, she thought. So
many years of planning. Androids
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who had worn no mark upon their
forehead and who had been formed
to look exactly like the humans they
replaced. And other androids who
had marks upon their forehgads, but
who had not been the androids made
in the laboratories of the eightieth
century. Elaborate networks of espi-
onage, waiting for the day Sutton
would come home. Years of puzzling
over the records of the past, trying to
separate the truth from the half-truth
and the downright error.

Years of watching and of waiting,
parrying the counter-espionage of the
Revisionists, laying the groundwork
for the day of action. And being care-
ful . . . always careful. For the
eightieth century must not know,
must not even guess.

But there had been unseen factors..

ORGAN had come back and
warned Adams that Sutton must
be killed.

Two humans had been planted on
Benton’s forfeited asteroid.

Although those two factors could
not account entirely for what had
happened. There was another factor
somewhere.

She stood at the window, looking
out at the rising moon, and her brows
knit into crinkling lines of thought.
But she was too tired. No thought
would come.

Except defeat.

Defeat would explain it all.

Sutton might be dead and that
would be defeat, utter and complete.
Victory for an officialdom that was at
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once too timid and too vicious to take
any active part in the struggle for the
book. An officialdom that sought to
keep the status quo, willing to wipe
out centuries of thought to maintain
its grip on the galaxy.

Such a defeat, she knew, would be
even worse than a defeat by the Re-
visionists. If the Revisionists won,
there still would be a book; there still
would be the teaching of Man's own
déstiny. And that, she told herself,
was better than ne inkling of destiny
at all.

Behind her, ‘the visiphone purred,
and she spun around, hurried ‘across
the room.:

A robot said: “"Mr. Sutton called.
He asked about Wisconsin.”
“Wisconsin ?”

“It's an old plac¢ name,” the robot
explained. “He asked about a place
called Bridgeport, Wisconsin.”

“As if he were going there?”

“It would appear so.”

“Quick,” said Eva. “Where is this
Bndgeport’ ’

“Five or six miles away,” said the
robot, "“and at least four thousand
years.”

She caught her breath. “In time,”
she said.

"Yes, miss, in time.”

“Tell me exactly,” Eva told him.

The robot shook his head. I don’t
know. I couldn’t catch it. His mind
was all roiled up. He'd just come
through 2 trying experience.”

"Then you can’t help.”

"I wouldn’t bother if I were you,”
the robot told her. “He struck me as

a man who knew what he was doing.
He'll come’out all right.”

“You're sure of that?”

“I would like to be,” the robot
admitted reluctantly.

XXXIV

DRY stick cracked under Sut-
- ton's feet and the man with the

wrench slowly turned around. A
swift, smooth smile spread upon his
face in widening crinkles to hide the
amazement that glittered in his eyes.
" "Good afternoon,” said, Sutton.

John H. Sutton was a stout speck
that had almost climbed the hill. The
sun had passed its zenith’ and was
swinging toward the west. Down in
the river valley, a half-dozen crows
were cawing; it was as if the sound
came from underneath their feet.

The man held out his hand. "Mr.
Sutton, isn’t it?"" he asked. "The Mr.
Sutton of the eightieth century?”

“"Drop the wrench,” said Sutton.

The man pretended not to hear
him. “My name is Dean,” he said.
“Arnold Dean. I'm from the eighty- .
fourth.”

“Drop the wrench,” said Sutton.

Dean dropped it. Sutton hooked it
along the ground with a toe until it
was out of reach.

*“That is better,” he said. “Now,
let’s sit down and talk.”

Dean gestured with a thumb. “The
old man will be coming back. He will

get to wondering and he will come

back. He had a lot of questions he
forgot to ask.”™ X
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"Not for a while,” Sutton told
him. “Not until he’s eaten and had
an after-dinner nap.”

Dean grunted and eased himself to
a sitting position, his back against the
ship. “Random factors,” he said.
“That's what balls up the detail.
You're a random factor, Sutton. It
wasn't planned this way.”

Sutton sat down easily and picked
up the wrench, He weighed it in his
hand. Blood, he thought, looking at
the wrench. You’'ll have blood upon
one end before the day is out.

“Tell me,”. said Dean. “Now that
you are here, what do you plan to
do?”

“Easy,” said Sutton. “You're going
to talk to me. You're going to tell me
something that I need to know.”

“Gladly,” Dean agreed. -

“You said you came from the
eighty-fourth. What year?”

“Eighty-three  eighty-six,”  said
Dean. "But if I were you, I'd go 2
little past that. You'd find more to
interest you.”

“But you figure I'll never get even
as far as that,” said Sutton. "You
think that you will win.”

“Of course I do,” said Dean.

Sutton dug into the grou’nd with
‘he wrench. “A while ago, I found a
man who died very shortly after. He
recognized me and he made a sign
with his fingers.” ~

Dean spat upon the ground. “An-
Iroid. They worship you, Sutton.
They made a religion out of you. Be-
:ause, you see, you gave them hope to
ling to. You gave them something
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that made them, in one way, the
equal of Man.,”

“I take it,” Sutton said, “you don’t
believe a thing I wrote.”

“Should 1?”

“I do,” said Sutton.

EAN said nothing,

“You have taken the thing I
wrote,” said Sutton evenly, “and you
are trying to use it to fashion one
more rung in the ladder of Man’s
vanity: You have missed the point en-
tirely. You have no sense of destiny
because you gave destiny no chance
whatever.” . .

And he felt foolish even as he said
it, for it sounded so much like preach-
ing. So much like what the men of
old had said of faith when faith was
just a word, before it had become a
force to really reckon with.

“I won't lecture you,” he said,
angry at the smooth way Dean had
put him on the defensive. "I won’t
preach at you. You either accept des-
tiny or you ignore it. So far as I'm
concerned I'll not raise a hand to con-
vince any single man. The book I
wrote tells you what I know. You can

take it or you can'leave it . . . it's all
the same to me.”
“Sutton,” said Dean, “you’re bat-

ting your head against a stone wall.
You haven’t got a chance. You're
fighting humankind. The whole
human race against you . . . and
nothing’s ever stood against the hu-
man race. All you have is a pack of
measly androids and a few renegade
humans . . . the kind of humans that



used to swarm to the old cult-wor-
ships.”

“The empire is built on androids
and robots,” Sutton told him. "They
can throw you out any time they
want to. Without them you couldn’t
hold a single foot of ground outside
the solar system.”

*“They will stick with us in the em-
pire,” Dean retorted, very confident.
“They may fight us on this business
of destiny, but they'll stay with us be-
cause they can't get along without us.
They can’t reproduce, you know. And
they can’t make themselves. They
have to have humans to keep their
race going, to replace the ones who
get knocked off.”

He chuckled. “Until. one android .

can create ahother android, they will
stick with.us and they will work with
us. If they didn't, they would be
comm1ttmg racial suicide.”

"What I can’t understand,” said
Sutton, "is how you know which ones
are fighting you and which are stick-
ing with you."”

“That,” said Dean, "'is the hell of
it ... we don’t. If we did, we'd make
short work of this lousy war. The
android who fought you yesterday
may shine your shoes tomorrow, and
how are you to know? The answer is,
you don t."

HE PICKED up 2 tiny stone and
flicked it out on the pasture
grass. .

“Sutton,” he said, “it’s enough to
drive you nuts. No battles, really.
Just guerrilla skirmishes here and
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there, when one small task force sent
out to do a time-fixing job is am-
bushed by another task force sent out
by the other side to intercept them.”

“Like I intercepted you,” said Sut-
ton. )

“Huh . ..” said Dean, and then he
brightened. “"Why, sure. Like you
intercepted me.”

One moment Dean was sitting
with his back against the machine,
talking as if he meant td keep on talk-
ing . . . and in the next moment his
body was a fluid streak of motion,
jackknifing up and forward in a
lunge toward the wrench that Sutton

-held.

Sutton moved instinctively, toes
tightening against the ground, leg
muscles flexing to_drive his body
aside, hand starting to jerk the
wrench away.

But Dean had the advantage of a
full secénd’s start.

Sutton felt the wrench ripped from
his grip, saw the flash of it in. the
sun as Dean swung it sharply for the
blow.

Dean's lips were moving. Even as
he tried to throw up his arms to
shield his head, Sutton read the
words the other’s lips were ironically
forming:

“So you thought the blood on the
wrench would be mine!”

Then pain exploded inside Sut-
ton’s head and he fell through dark-
ness.

—CLIFFORD D. SIMAK

'‘CONCLUDED NEXT MONTH
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TIME QUARRY

BY CLIFFORD D. SIMAK

Conclusion of a 3-port serial

The war in time needed bigger battalions
to decide victory—but those battalions
all had to be composed of one man!

Hiustrated by DAVID STONE

SYNOPSIS

In the 801h century, Man rules
the galaxy, but even with the aid of
billions of robots and androids—
synthetic bumans—his numbers are
too small for more than a tenuons
bold won all the stars and their
planetary systems. All change, all
danger of any sort, is a potential
threat to the empire. One possible
danger spot is 61 Cygni, umap-
proachable becanse a shield of force
keeps Earth ships away.

Asher Sutton, agent of the De-
partment of Galactic Investigation,
is the only man who bhas ever
landed on a Cygnian world. That
twas 20 years before the story opens.
Now he returns to Earth . . . in a
ihip that cannot fly, with no food,
aiv, or water aboard. His chief,
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Chyisiopher Adams, is warned of
Sutton's return by a man who clainis
to come from the futuve, and who
advises Adams to have Sutton
killed.

Sutton escapes assassination, but
finds himself the center of a war in
time, originating several centuries
in bis future, but spreading through
all ages of buman existence. The
war 15 being founght over the inter-
pretation of a book Suttonr appar-
ently will write at some future date,
for on thwo occasions he discovers
copies of bis wnwritten book on
men who bave come back lo the
past.

Sutton's book will state, when e
writes it, that the inhabitants of 61
Cygni are symbiotic abstractions—
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not buman, not even beings in ony
sense of the word. They form mu-
tually beneficial partnerships with
all individual life when it comes
into existence, and stay with it until
it dies. In truth, they are destiny,
the unspoken voice that attempls to
guide every living thing in a path
which will help to attain the great-
est possible fulfilment. The symbi-
otic abstractions attain @ semblance
of life in this relationship, while
the unsuspecting host gains destiny.
Sution’s premise is clear and un-
mistakable . . . all forms of life
have destiny, not just humanity.

To inform the intelligent, think-
ing beings of the galaxy, Sutton
was returned 1o life after his crash
on 61 Cygni, twenty years before,
given a secondary body that lives
on pure energy, that can manipulate
objects with mental energy, and kill
by the force of hate alone, and he
was sent back to Earth as ambassa-
dor.

But it is Suttow’s premise that
has cansed the war in time. Prime
opponents are the Revisionists, who

want to interpret Sutton’s book as

meaning that only humans are ben-
eficiaries of destiny. Against them
ave the androids, who are buman in
all respects but one . . . their in-
ability to reproduce biologically.
In a girl named Eva Armounr and
an android named Herkimer, Sut-
ton finds two friends. Another
friend he could have connted on,
Buster, bis old family robot, has
homesteaded a planet on the outer
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rinr of the galaxy. Before going,
Buster left a trunk for Sutton.
Among the junk in the trunk, Sut-
ton finds a queer wrench and an
unopened letter, 6,000 years old.

Opening the letter, Sutton finds
that it was written by a Jobn H.
Sutton, who tells of enconntering a
man who apparently had come in a
ship from the future. After talking
to the man, Jobn H. returns a few
honrs later to the scene, but finds
the ship and the man gone. On the
grass lies a bloodstained 1wrench, ap-
parently the very wrench which Sut-
ton had found in the trunk. A few
days later, the letter relates, a man
comes o the Sutton farm looking
for work. He stays there for ten:
years and at the time of the writing,
Jobn H. feels certain that be is the
man from the future, somehow ma-
rooned in the 20th century. Fearful
of ridicule if be told the story dur-
ing bis lifetime, Jobn H. Sutton has
left the letter 1o be opened after his
death. Somehow it never was,

Because of the danger to Sutton
on Earth, Herkimer and Eva Ar-
mour kidnap Sutton 1o an asteroid,
where they plan that he will write
his book. There, howerer, they find
two men who turn out to be agents
of the Revisionists. They offer Sut-
ton any price be may ask if be will
wrile the book so it will ap pear that
only bumans are the beneficiaries of
destiny. When be refuses, they kifl
him.

Just as his buman body is killed,
bowever, he manages to switch to
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bhis second, alien body, which oper-
ates on pure energy. He destroys the
two Revisionists and takes their
time ship.

Determined 1o prevent lhe at-
tempt of the human race to seize
destiny as its own, Sutton decides to

return to the 20th century, to the .

time and place wheve John H. Sut-
ton bhad met the man from the fu-
ture. There, in that incident of
6,000 years before, he feels cevtain,
lies the key to the entire situation.

Returning, he witnesses from the
edge of a woods the meeting be-
tween the man from the fulure and
Sutton’s remote ancestor. When
Jobn H. leaves, Sutton approaches
the ship. The man from the future
is holding a wrench and Sutton
forces him to drop it. But in the
ensuing fight, the man regains the
wrench and strikes at Sution’s head.
Even as the wrench descends upon
his skall, Sutton realizes that not
the man from the future, but be
bimself will be marooned in the
20th century.

CONCLUSION
XXXV

RICKED!
Tricked by a smooth char-
acter from 500 years ahead

in time.

Tricked by a letter from 6,000
years out of the past.

Tricked, groaned Sutton, by my
own muddle-headedness.

TIME QUARRY

He sat up and held his head in
his hands and felt the westering
Sun against his back, heard the
squalling of a catbird in the black-
berry patch and the sound of the
wind as it ran along the corn rows.

Tricked and trapped, he said
through his teeth.

He took his hands from his head
and there in the trampled grass lay
the wrench with the blood on it.
Sutton spread out this fingers and
blood was on them, too . .. warm
and sticky blood. Gingetly he
touched his head with a cautious
hand and his hair was wet and
matted down,

Pattern, he said wviciously. It all
runs in 2 pattern.

Here 1 am and there is the
wrench and just beyond the fence
is the field of corn that is better
than knee high on this splendid
afternoon of July 4, 1977.

The ship from the future is gone
and in another hour or so John H.
Sutton Will come waddling down
the hill to ask the questions that he
forgot to ask before. And ten years
from aow he will write a letter and
in it he will record his suspicions
about me and I will be in the farm
yard at that very moment pumping
a drink.

Sutton staggered to his feet and
stood in the empty afternoon, with
the sweep of sky above the horizon
of the ridge and the panorama of
the winding river far down the
slope below.

He touched the wrench with his
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toe and thought: I could break the
pattern. I could take the wrench
and then John H. would never find
it, and, with one thing in the pat-
tern changed, the end might not be
the same.

I read the letter wrong, he
thought. I always figured it would
be the other man, not me. It never
once occurred to me that it was my
blood upon the wrench and that I
would be the one who would steal
the clothes off the line.

And yet he realized there were
certain things that didn’t track. He
still had his clothes and there would
be no need to steal. His ship still
was resting on_the river’s bottom
and there was no need to stay in
the past.

Yet it had happened once before,
for if it had not happened, why had
there been the letter? The letter
had made him come here and the
letter had been written because he
had come, so he must have come
before. And in that other ‘time he'd
stayed . . . and stayed only because
he could not get away. This time he
would go back; this time he need
not stay.

A second chance, he thought. -
" clearing an opening to the entrance

I've been given another chance.
Yet that wasn't right, for if there
had been a second time, old John

H. would have known about. it. .
And there couldn't be a second ..

There had been only one time
that this had happened, and this,
of course, was it.

Something will stop me, he told
himself. Something will not let me
go back. Somehow I will be forced
to steal the clothes and in the end
I'll walk to that farmhouse up there
and ask if they need a hand for the
harvest. ‘

For the pattern was set. It bad to
be set.

Sutton touched the wrench with
his toe again, pondering.

Then he turned and went down
the hill. Glancing over his shoulder
as he plunged into the woods, he
saw old John H. coming down the
hill.

XXXVI

OR three days Sutton toiled

to free the ship from the tons

of sand that the treacherous,

swift-running river currents had

mounded over it. And he admitted,

when three days were gone, that it

was a hopeless task, for the current

piled up the sand as fast as he
could clear it.

After that, he concentrated on

lock and when another day went by
with many cave-ins, he accom-
plished his purpose.

Wearily he braced himself

time, for this was the very day that 4>against the metal of the ship.
John H. had talked to the man out,{- A gamble, he told himself. But I

of the future,
Sutton shook his head.

"+ will have to gamble.

For there was no possibility of
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wrenching the ship free by using
the engines. The tubes, he knew,
were packed with sand and any at-
tempt to use the rockets would sim-
ply mean that he and the ship and
a good portion of the landscape
would evaporate in a flashing puff
of atomic fury.

He had lifted a ship from a
Cygnian planet and driven it across
eleven years of space by the power
of mind alone. He had rolled two
sixes.

Pethaps, he told himself. Per-
haps . . .

There were tons of sand and he
was deathly tired, tired despite the
smooth, efficient functioning of his
non-human system of metabolism.

I rolled two sixes, he said. Surely
that was harder than the task I must
do now. Although that called for
deftness and this will call for power

. and suppose, just suppose I
haven't got the strength.

For it would take strength to
lift this buried mass of metal out of
the mound of sand. Not the
strength of muscles, but the
strength of mind. _

Of course, he told himself, if he
could not lift the ship, he still could
use the time-mover, shift the ship,
lying where it was, forward 6,000
years. Although there were hazards
he did not like to think about. For
in shifting the ship through time,
he would be exposing it to every
threat and vagary of the river
through the whole 6,000 years.

He put his hand up to his throat,
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feeling for the key chain that hung
around his aeck.

There was no chain!

Mind dulled by sudden terror,
he stood frozen for 2 moment.

Pockets, he thought, but his
hands fumbled with a dread cer-
tainty that there was no hope. For
he never put the keys of the ship in
his pockets . . . always on their
chain around his neck where they
would be safe.

He searched, feverishly at first,
then with a grim, cold thorough-
ness.

His pockets held no keys.

The chain broke, he thought in
frantic desperation. The chain
broke and it fell inside my clothes.
He patted himself, carefully, from
head to foot, and it was not there.
He took off his shirt, gently, cau-
tiously, feeling for the missing
keys. He tossed the shirt aside, and
sitting -down, pulled off his trous-

ers, searching in their folds, turn-

ing them inside out.

There were no keys.

On hands and knees, he searched
the sands of the river bed, fum-
bling in the dim light that filtered
through the rushing water.

An hour later he gave up.

-The shifting, water-driven sand
already had closed the trench he
had dug to the lock, and now there
was ‘no point of getting to the
lock,. for he could not open it
when he got there.

His shirt and trousers had van-
ished with the current,



Wearily, beaten, he turned to-
ward the shore, forcing his way
through the stubborn water. His
head broke into open air and the
first stars of evening were shining
in the east.

On shore he sat down with his

back against a tree. He took one
breath and then another, willed the
first heartbeat, then the second and
a third . . . nursed the human
metabolism back into action once
again,
" The river gurgled at him, deep
laughter on its tongue. In the
wooded valley a whippoorwill be-
gan its sadistic suggestion. Fireflies
danced through the blackness of
the bushes.

A mosquito stung him and he
slapped at it savagely.

A place to sleep, he thought. A
hay-loft in a barn, perhaps. And
pilfered food from a farmer’s gar-
den to fill his empty belly, Then
clothes.

At least he knew where he'd get
the clothes.

XXXVII

UNDAYS were lonely.
During the rest of the
week there was work—phys-
ical labor—for a man to do, the
endless, trudging round of work
that is necessary to extract a living
from the soil. Land to plow, craps
to be put in and tended ‘and
finally harvested, wood to clt,
fences to be built anod mended,

machines to be repaired—things
that must be done with bone and
muscle, with calloused hand and
aching back and the hot Sun on
one’s neck or the whiplash of
windy cold biting at one’s bones.

For six days a farmer labored
and the labor was a thing that
dulled one to the aching empti-
ness of memory, and, at night,
when work was done, sleep was
swift and merciful. There were
times when the work, not only for
its sedative effect, but of its very
self became a thing of interest and
of satisfaction. The straight line
of new-set fence posts became a
minor triumph when one glanced
back along their length. The har-
vest field with its dust upon one’s
shoes and its smell of Sun on
golden straw and the clacking of
the binder as it went its rounds
became a full-breasted symbolism
of plenty and contentment. And
there were moments when the
pink blush of apple blossoms shin-
ing through the silver rain of
spring became. a wild and pagan
paean of the resurrection of the
Earth from the frosts of winter.

For six days a man would labor
and would not have time to think;
on the seventh day he rested and
braced himself for the' loneliness
and the thoughts of desperation
that idleness would bring.

Not a loneliness for a people
or a world or a way of life, for
this world was kindlier and closer
to Earth and life and safer—much
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safer—than the world ‘one had
left behind. But a nagging loneli-
ness, an accusing Joneliness that
talked of a job that waited, a
piece of work that now might
wait forever, a task that must be
done, but now never might be
done.

At first there had been hope.

Surely, Sutton thought, they will
look for me. Surely they will find
a way to reach me,

The thought was a comfort that
he hugged close against himself,
a péace of mind that he could not
bring himself to analyze too close-
ly. For he realized, even as he
coddled it, that it was unrealistic,
that it might not survive too close
a scrutiny, that it was fashioned of
faith and of wishful thinking and
that for all its wealth of comfort
it might be a fragile bauble.

HE past cannot be changed, he

argued with himself, not in
its entirety. It can be altered—
subtly. It can be twisted and it
can be dented and it can be
whittled down, but by and large
it stands. And that is why I'm
here and will have to stay until
old John H. writes the letter to
himself. For the past is in the
letter—the letter brought me here
and it will keep me here until it's
finally written. Up to that point
the pattern must necessarily hold,
for up to that point in time the
past, so far as I and my relation
with it are concerned, is 2 known
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and a revealed past. But the mo-
ment the letter is written, it be-
comes an unknown past; it tends
to the speculative and there is no
known pattern. After the letter is
written, so far as I'm concerned,
anything can happen.

Although he admitted, even as
he thought it, that his premise was
fallacious, Known or not, revealed
or unrevealed, the past would
form a pattern. For the past had
happened. He was living in a time
that already had been set and
molded.

Even in that thought there was
2 hope, however. Even in the un-
knownness of the past and the
knowledge that what had happened
was a thing that stood unchanged,
there must be hope. For some-
where, somewhen he had written
a book. The book existed and
therefore had happened, "although,
of course, it had not happened
yet. But he had seen two copies
of the book and that meant that
in some future age the book was
a factor in the pattern of the past.

Sometime, said Sutton, they
will find me. Sometime before it
is too late.

They will hunt for me and find
me. They will have to find me.

They? he asked himself, finally
honest with himself,

Herkimer, an android.

Eva Armour, a woman.

‘They . . . two people.

But not those two alone. Sure-
ly not those two alone. Back of
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them, like a shadowy army, all the
other androids and all the robots
that Man had ever fashioned. And
here and there a human who saw
the rightness of the proposition
that Man could not, by mere self-
assertion, be a special being; un-
derstanding that it was to his
greater glory to take his place
among the other things of life, as
a simple thing of life, as a form of
life that could lead and teach and
be a friend, rather than a power-
hungry creature that conquered
and ruled and stood as one apart.

They would look for him, of
course, but where?

With all of time and all of
space to search in, how would
they know when and where to
look?

HE robot at the information

center, he remembered, could
tell them that he had inquired
about an ancient ,town called
Bridgeport, Wisconsin. And that
would tell them where. But no one
could tell them when.

For no one knew about. the
letter . . . absolutely no one. He
remembered how the dried and
flaky mucilage had showered down
across his hands in a white and
aged powder when his thumb
nail had cracked loose the flap of
the envelope. No one, ce;tajuly,
had seen the contents of that
latter since the day it had been
written until he, himself, had
opened it.

1n4

He realized now that he should
have gotten word to someone . .
word of where and when he was
going and what he meant to do.
But he had been so confident and
it had seemed such a simple thing,
such a splendid plan.

A splendid plan in the very
directness of its action . ., to in-
tercept the Revisionist, to knock
him out and take his ship and go
forward into time to take his place.
It could have been arranged, of
that he was certain. There would
have been an android somewhere
to help fashion his disguise. There
would have been papers in the
ship and androids from the future
to brief him on the things that he
would have had to know.

A splendid plan . . . except it
hada’t worked.

I could have told the informa-
tion robot, Sutton told himself.
He certainly was one of us. He
would have passed the word along.

He sat with his back against the
tree and stared out across the river
valley, hazy with the blue of the
Indian summer. In the field below
him the corn stood in brown and
golden shocks, like a village of
wigwams that clustered tight and
warm against the sure knowledge
of the winter's coming. To the
west the bluffs of the Mississippi
were a purple cloud that crouched
close against the land. To the north
the golden land swept up in low
hill rising on low hill until it
reached a misty point where,
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somewhere, land stopped and sky
began, although one counld not find
the definite dividing point, no
clear-cut pencil mark that held the
two apart.

A field mouse came out of 2
corn shock and looked at Sutton
for a moment with its beady eyes,
then squeaked in sudden fright
and whisked into the shock again,
its tail looped above its back in
frantic alarm, "

Simple folk, thought Sutton.
The little, simple, furry folk. They
would be with me, too, if they
could only know. The bluejay and
the field mouse, the owl and hawk
and squirrel. A brotherhood, he
thought . . . the brothechood of
life.

E HEARD the mouse rustling
in the shock and he tried to
imagine what life as a mouse might
mean. Fear first of all, of course,
the ever-present, quivering, over-
riding fear of other life, of owl
and hawk, of mink and fox and
skunk. And the fear of Man, he
added. All things fear Man. Man
has caused all things to fear him.
Then there would be hunger, or
at least the dread and threat of
hunger. And the urge to repro-
duce. There would be the urgency
and the happiness of life, the
thrill of swiftly moving feet and
the*sleek contentment of the well-
filled belly and the sweetness of
sleep . . . and what else? What
else might fill.a mouse’s life?

TIME QUARRY

He crouched in a place of safely
and listened and knew that all was
well. All was safe and there were
food and shelter against the com-
ing cold. For he knew about the
cold, not so much from the expe-
rience of other winters as from

. an instinct handed down: through

many generations of shivering in
the cold and dying of winter
famine.

To his ears came the soft
rustlings in the corn shock as
others of his kind moved softly
on their business. He smelled the
sweetness of the Sun-cured grass
that had been brought in to fash-
jon nests for warm and easy sleep-
ing. And he smelled, as well, the
grains of corn and the succulent
weed seeds that would keep their
bellies full. ,

All is well, he thought. All is
as it should be. But one must keep
watch, one must never lower one’s
guard, for security is a thing that
can be swept away in a single in-
stant. And we are so soft . . . we
are so soft and frail, and we make
good eating. A paw-step in the
dark can spell swift and sure dis-
aster. A whir of wings is the song
of death. '

He closed his eyes and tucked
his feet beneath him and wrapped
his tail around him. . ..

Sutton sat with his back against
the tree and suddenly, without
knowing how or when he had be-
come so, he was rigid with the
knowledge of what had happened.
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- He had closed his eyes and
tucked his feet beneath him and
wrapped his tail about him and he
had known the simple fears and
the artless, ambitionless content-
ment of another life . . . of a life
that hid in a corn shock from the
paw-steps and the wings, that slept
in Sun-scented grass and felt a
vague but vital happiness in the
sure and fundamental knowledge
of food and warmth and shelter,

E HAD not felt it merely, or

known it alone . . . he had
been the little creature, he had
been the mouse that the corn shock
sheltered; and at the one and the
same time he had been Asher Sut-
ton, sitting with his back against
a straight-trunked shellbark hick-
ory tree, gazing out across the
autumn-painted valley.

There were two of us, said
Sutton, I, myself, and I, the mouse.
There were two of us at once, each
with his separate identity. The
mouse, the real mouse, did not
know it, for if he had known or
guessed, I would have known as
well, for I was as much the mouse
as I was myself. ]

He sat quiet and still, not a
muscle moving, wonder gnawing
at him. Wonder and a fear, a fear
of a dormant alienness that lay
within his brain, .

He had brought a ship from
Cygni, he had returned from death,
he had rolled a six,

Now this!
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A man is born and he has a
body and a mind that have many
functions, some of them complex,
and it takes him years to learn
those functions, more years to
master them. Months before one
takes a toddling step, months more
before one shapes a word, years
before thought and logic become
polished tools . . . and sometimes,
said Sutton, sometimes they never
do.

Even then there is a certain
guidance, the guidance of expe-
rienced mentors . . . parents at
first and teachers after that and
the doctors and the churches and
all the men of science and the
people that one meets. All the peo-
ple, all the contacts, all the forces
that operate to shape one into a
social being capable of using the
talents that he holds for the good
of himself and the society which
guides him and holds him to its
path.

Heritage, too, thought Sutton
. . . the inbred knowledge and the
will to do and think certain things
in a certain way. The tradition of.
what other men have done and
the precepts that have been fash-
ioned from the wisdom of the
ages.

The normal human has one
body and one mind, and Lord
knows, Sutton thought, that is
enough for any man to get along
with, But I, to all intent, have
what amounts to a second body
and perhaps even a second mind,
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but for that second body I have
no mentors and I have no heritage.
I do not know how to use it yet;
I'm just taking my first toddling
step. I am finding out, slowly, one
by one, the things that I may do.
Later on, if I live long enough,
I may even learn to do them well.
But there are mistakes that one
will make. A child will stumble
when it walks at first, and its
words, to begin with, are only the
approximation of words, and it
does not know enough not to burn
its finger with matches it has
lighted.
“Johnny,” he
talk to me.”
“Yes, Ash?"
“Is there more, Johnny?”
“Wait and see,” said Johnny.
“T cannot tell you. You must wait
and see.”

said. “'Johnny,

XXX VIIT

HE android investigator

said: "We checked Bridge-

port back to the year
2,000 and we are convinced noth-
ing happened there. It was a small
village and it lay off the main
trunk of world -happenings.”

“It wouldn’t have to be a big
thing,” Eva Armour told him. “It
could have been a little thing. Just
some slight clue. A word out of
the context of the future, perhaps.
A word that Sutton might have
dropped in some unguarded mo-
ment and someone else picked up
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and used. Within a few years a
word like that would become a
part of the dialect of that com-

munity.”
“We checked for the little
things, miss,” the investigator

said. “"We checked for any change,
any hint that might point to Sut-
ton having been in that commun-
ity. We used approved methods
and we covered the field. But we
found nothing, absolutely noth-
ing. The place is barren of any
leads at all.”

“He must have gone there,”
said Eva. “The robot at the in-
formation center talked to him. He
asked about Bridgeport. It indi-
cates that he had some interest in
the place.”

“But jt didnt necessarily indi-
caté that he was going there,”
Herkimer pointed out.

"He went some place,” said
Eva. "Where did he go?”

“We threw in as large a force
of investigators as was possible
without arousing suspicion, both
locally and in the future,” the in-
vestigator told them. “Our men
practically fell over one - another.
We sent them out as book sales-
men-and scissor grinders and un-
employed laborers looking for
work. We canvassed every home
for forty miles around, frst at
twenty-year intervals, then, when
wellfound nothing, at' ten, and
fitaMly at five. If there had been
any word ot any rumor, we would
have run across it.”
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"Back to the year 2,000, you
say?” asked Herkimer. “"Why not
to 1999 or 1950 or even 18002”

“We had to set an arbitrary
date somewhere,” the investigator

told him.
“The Sutton family lived in
that locality,” said Eva. "I suppose

you myestxgated them just a bit
more closely.”

“"We had men working on the
Sutton farm off and on,” said the
investigator. "“As often as the
family was in need of any help
on the farm, one of our men
showed up to get himself the job.
When the family needed no help,
we had men on other farms near-
by. One of our men bought a tract
of timber in that locality and spent
ten years at woodcutting . . . he
could have stretched it out much
longer, but we were afraid some-
one would get suspicious.

“We did this from the year
2,000 up to 3150, when the last
of the family moved from the
area.”

VA looked at Herkimer. "The
famxly has been checked all
the way?"” she asked.

Herkimer nodded. Rnght to the
day that Asher left for Cygni.
There’s nothing that would help
us.

Eva said, "It seems so hopelgss.
He is somewhere. Something ha -
pened to him. The future,: per-
haps

“That's what I was thinking,”
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Herkimer told her. “The Revi-
sionists may have intercepted him.
They may be holding him.”

“They couldn’t hold him . . .
not Asher Sutton,” Eva said.
“They couldn’t hold him if he
kaew all his powers.”

“But he doesn’t know them,”
Herkimer reminded her. “"And we
couldn’t tel him about them or
draw them to his attention. He
had to find them for himself. He
had to be put under pressure and
suddenly discover them by natural
reaction. He couldn’t be taught
them; he had to evolve into
them.”

“We did so well,” said Eva.
“"We seemed to be doing so well.
We forced Morgan into ill-con-
sidered action by conditioning
Benton into challenging Sutton,
the one quick way to get rid of
Asher when Adams failed to fall
in with the plan to kill him. And
that Benton incident put Asher on
his guard without our having to
tell him that he should be careful.

And now,” she said. “And
now. ., ,.”

“"The book was written,” Het-
kimer told her.

“But it doesn’t have to be,” said

Eva. "You and I may be no more
than puppets in some probability
world that will pinch out tomor-
row.”

“We'll cover all key points in
the future,” Herkimer promised
her. “We'll redouble our espion-
age of the Revisionists, check back
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on every task force of the past.
Maybe we'll learn something.”

“It's the random factors,” Eva
said. "You can't be sure, ever. All
of time and space for them to
happen in. How can we know
where to look or turn? Do we
have to fight our way through
every possible happening to get
the thing we want?”

"You forget one factor,”
mer said calmly.

"One factor?”

“Yes, Sutton himself. Sutton is
somewhere and I have great faith
in him. In him and his destiny.
For, you see, he listens closely to
his destiny and that will pay off
in the end.”

Eva walked to the window.

Ash, she thought. Ash, my love,
you simply have to be all right.
You must know what you're do-
ing. You must come back to us
and you must write the book
and.

Not for me alone, she thought.
Not for me alone, for I, least of
all of them, have a claim on you.
But the galaxy has a claim on you,
and maybe someday the universe.
The little striving lives are wait-
ing for your words and the hope
and dignity they spell. And most
of all the dignity. Dignity ahead
of hope. The dignity of equality

. the dignity of the knowledge
that all life is on an equal basis
. that life is all that matters
. that life is the badge of a
preater brotherhood than anything

Herki-
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the mind of Man has ever spelled
out in all jts theorizing.

And I, she thought, have no
right to think the way I do, to feel
the way I do.

But I cdn't help it, Ash. I can’t

help but love you.

Someday, she thought, and knew
it for a hopeless wish.

She stood straight and lonely
and the tears moved slowly down
her cheeks, and she did not raise
her hand to brush them off.

Dreams, she thought. Broken
dreams are bad enough. But the
dream that has no hope . . . the
dream that is doomed long before
it's broken . . . that's the worst of
all,

XXXIX

(%9 OU are a strange man,
William Jones,” John
H. Sutton told him.

"And a good one, too. I've never
had a better hired hand in all the
years I've farmed. None of the
others would stay more than a
year or two, always running off,
al'wa"ys going somewhere.”

“I have no place to go,” said
Asher Sutton. “There’s no place I
want to go. This is as good as
any.”

And it was ‘better, he told him-
self, ‘than he had thought it
w uld be, for here were peace and
sécurity and living close to nature
that no man of his own age ever
had experienced.
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The two men leaned on the pas-
ture bars and watched the twink-
ling of the house and auto lights
from across the river. In the dark-
ness on the slope below them, the
cattle, turned out after milking,
moved about with quiet,
sounds, cropping a last few mouth-
fuls of grass before settling down
to sleep. A breeze with a touch of
coolness in it drifted up the slope
and it was fine and soothing after
a day of heat,

"We always get a cool night
breeze,” said old John H. "No
matter how hot the day may be,
we have easy sleeping.”

He sighed. "I wonder some-
times,” he said, "how well con-
tented a man should let himself
become. I wonder if it may not be
a sign of—well, almost sinfulness.
For Man is not by nature a con-
tented animal. He is restless and
unhappy and it's that same un-
happiness that has driven him, like
a lash across his back, to his great
accomplishments.” .

“Contentedness,” said  Asher
Sutton, “‘is an indication of com-
plete adjustment to one’s particu-
lar environment. It is a thing that
is not often found . . . that is too
seldom found. Someday Man, and
other creatures as well, will know
how to achieve it and there will be
peace and happiness in all the gal-
axy.”

John H. chuckled. “You take
in a lot of territory, William.”

“I was taking the long-range
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view,” said Sutton. “"Someday Man
will be going to the stars.”

John H. nodded. “Yes, I sup-
pose he will. But he will go too
soon. Before Man goes to the stars,
he should learn how to live on
Earth.”

He yawned and said: "I think
I will turn in. Getting old, you
know, and I need my rest.”

“I'm going to walk around a
bit,”” said Sutton.

"You do a lot of walking, Wil-
liam.”

“After dark,” said Sutton, “the
land is different than it is in day-
light. It smells different. Sweet
and fresh and clean, as if it were
just washed. You hear things in
the quietness you do not hear in
daylight. You walk and you are
alone with the land and the land
belongs to you.”

‘OHN H. wagged his head. “It’s
not the land that’s different,

William. It is you. Sometimes I
think you see and hear things that
the rest of us do not know. Al-
most, William. . . .” he hesitated,
then added bruptly, “almost as if
you did not quite beleng.”

“Sometimes 1 think I don’t.”

"Remember this,” John H. told
him. "You are one of us . . . one
of the family, seems like. Let me
see, how many years now?”

"“Ten,” said Sutton.

“That's right. I can usually re-
call the day you came, but some-
times I forget. Sometimes it seems
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that you were always here. Some-
times I catch myself thinking
you're a Sutton.”

He hacked and cleared his
throat, spitting in the dust. ™I
borrowed your typewriter the
other day, William. I had a letter
I had to write. It was an impor-
tant letter and I wanted it done
properly.”

“It’s all right,” said Sutton. “I'm
glad it was some use to you.”

“Getting any writing done these
days, William?”

""No,” said Suttop, “I gave up.
I couldn’t do it. I lost my notes,

you see. I had it all figured out,

and I had it down on paper, and
I thought maybe I could remem-
ber it, but I found I couldn’t. It's
no use trying.”

John H.'s voice was a soft, low
sound in the darkness. “You in
any kind of trouble, William?”

“No," said Sutton. “Not exactly
trouble.”

“Anything I can do to help?”

“Not a thing,” said Sutton.

“Let me know .if there is,” in-
sisted the old man. “We'd do any-
thing for you.”

“Someday 1 may go away,” said
Sutton. “"Maybe suddenly. If I do,
I wish you would forget me, for-
get 1 was ever here.”

“That's what you wish, lad?”

“Yes, it is,” said Sutton.

“We can't forget you, William.
We never could do that. But we
won't talk about you. If someone
comes and asks about you, we'll
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act as if you never had been here.”

He paused. “Is that the way you
want it, William?"

"Yes,” said Sutton. “If you
don’t mind, that’s the way I want
it.”

They stood silent for a moment,
facing one another in the dark.
Then the old man turned around
aod clumped toward the lighted
windows of the house and.Sutton,
turning, too, leaned his arms on
the pasture bars and stared across
the river where the faery lights
were blinking in a land of never-
never.

TEN years, thought Sutton, and
the letter's written. Ten years
and the conditions of the past are
met. Now the past can get along
without me, for I was only stay-
ing so that John H. could write
the letter . . . so that he could
write it and I could find it in an
old trunk 6,000 years from now
and read it on a nameless asteroid
1 won by killing a man in a place
of synthetic dreams that will be
called the Zag House.

The Zag House will be over
there across the river, he thought,
far up the plain above the ancient
town of Prairie du Chien; and the
University of North America, with
its towers of beauty, will be set
on the hills there to the north,
and Adams’ house will be near the
confluence of the Wisconsin and
Mississippi Rivers. Great ships will
climb into the sky from the Iowa



prairies and head out for the stars
that even now are twinkling over-
head . . . and other stars that no
man’s eye can see unaided.

Far across the river, he thought,
that's where the Zag House will
be. And that is where someday,
6,000 years from now, I will meet
a little girl in a checkered apron.
Like in a story, he thought. Boy
meets girl and the boy is tow-
headed with a cowlick and he's
barefooted and the girl twists her
apron in her little hands and tells
him what her name is. . .

He .straightened and gnpped the
top bar of the pasture gate.

“Eva,” he said hopelessly,
“where are you?”

Her hair was copper and her
eyes . . what color were her eyes?
I have studied you for twenty
years, she had said, and he had
wanted to kiss her for it, not be-
lieving the words she spoke, but
ready to believe the unspoken
word of her proud face and lovely
body.

Somewhere she still -existed,
somewhere in time and space.
Somewhere she might be thinking
of him as even now he thought of
her. If he tried hard enough, he
might contact her. Might drive his
hunger for her through the folds
of space and time and let her
know that he still remembered,
still .wanted her, that somehow,
sometime he would come back to
her.

But even as he thought of it, he
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knew that it was unreal, that he
floundered in the grasp of forgot-
ten time as a man may flounder in
a running sea. It was not he who
would reach out for her, for he
could not, but she or Herkimer or
someone else might reach out to
him . . . if anyone ever did.

Ten years, he thought, and they
seem to have forgotten me. Is it
because they cannot find me, or,
having found me, cannot reach
me? Or is it for a purpose, and if
that is it, what can the purpose be?

There had been times when he
had felt that he was being
watched, that nasty touch of cold
between the shoulder blades. And
there had been the time when
someone had run from him when
he had been in the woods, late of
a summer evening, hunting for the
fence-jumping, cross-eyed heifer
that was forever getting lost.

He turned from the pasture bars
and through the barnyard, making
his way in the darkness as a man
will walk in a well-remembered
room. From the barn came the
scent of freshly mown hay, and in
the row of chicken coops one of
the young birds was cheeping
sleepily.

VEN as he walked, his mind
flicked out and touched the
disturbed chicken’s mind.
Fluttering dread of an unknown
thing . . . there had been a sound
coming on the edge of sleep. And
a sound was danger . . . a signal of
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an unknown danger. Sound and
nowhere to go. Darkness and
sound. Apprehension,

Sutton pulled back his mind
and walked on. Not much stability
in a chicken, he thought. A cow
was contented and its thought and
purpose as slow-moving as its feed-
ing. A dog was alive and friendly,
and a cat, no matter how well
tamed it might be, still walked the
jungle’s edge.

I know them all, he thought. I
have been each one of them. And
there are some that are not quite
pleasant, A rat, for example, or a
weasel or a bass lying in wait be-
neath the lily pads. But the skunk

. the skunk was a pleasant fel-
low. One could enjoy living as-a
skunk.

Curiosity or practice? Perhaps
curiosity, he admitted, the human
penchant for prying into things
that were hung -with signs: No
Trespassing. Keep ©Out. Private.
Do Not Disturb. But practice as
well, learning one of the tools of
the second body. Learning how to
move into another mind and share
its every shade of intellectual and
emotional reactions.

But there was a line . . . a line
he had never crossed, either
through innate decency or a fear
of being found out. He could not
decide quite which.

The road was a dusty strip of
white that ran along the ridge,
twisting between the deep bowls
of darkness where the land fell
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away into deep hollows. Sutton
walked slowly, footfalls muffled by
the dust. The land was black and
the road was white and the stars
were large and soft in the summer
night. So different, Sutton thought,
from the winter stars. In the win-
ter the stars retreated high into the
sky and glowed with a hard and
steely light.

Peace and quiet, he told himself.
In this corner of the ancient Earth
there is peace and quiet, unbroken
by the turbulence of twentieth cen-
tury living.

From a land like this came the
steady men, the men who in a few
more | generations would ride the
ships out to the stars. Here, in the
quiet corners of the world, were
built the stamina and courage, the
depth of character and the deep
convictions that would take the en-
gines that more brilliant, less stable
men had dreamed, and drive them
to the farthest rims of the galaxy,
there to hold key. worlds for the
glory and the profit of the race.

The profit, Sutton said. The
glory gets dimmed by proﬂt some-
how.

Ten years, he thought, and the
involuntary compact with time has
been consummated . . . each condi-
tion filled. I am free to go.

But there was no place to go and
no way to get there.

I would like to stay, said Sutton
It is pleasant here.

“Johnny,” he said.
what are we going to do?”

“Johnny,



H\E FELT the stir in his mind,
the old canine stir, the wag-
ging tail, the comfort of blankets
tucked about a child in his bed.
“It's all right, Ash,” said

Johnny. “Everything’s all right.
You needed these ten years.”

“"You've stayed with me,
Johnny.”

“I am’ you,” said Johnny. “I
came when you were born. I'll stay
until you die.”

"And then?”

“You'll ‘not need me, Ash. I'll
go to something or someone else.
None walks-alone.”

- None walks alone, said Sutton,
and he said it like a prayer.

And he was not alone.

Someone walked beside him, and
where he’d come from, and how
long he’d been there, Sutton did
not know.

"This_is a splendid walk,” said
the man, whose face was hidden in
darkness. Do you take it often?”

“Almost every aight,” said Sut-
-ton’s tongue, and his brain warned:
Steady! Steady!

“It's so quiet,” said the man.
""So quiet and alone. It is good for
thinking. A man could do a lot of
thinking, walking nights out here.”

Sutton did not answer.

They plodded along, side by
side, and even while he fought to
keep relaxed, Sutton felt his body
tensing.

“You've been doing a lot of
thinking, Sutton,” said the man.
“Ten whole years of thinking.”
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“You should know,” said Sut-
ton. "“You've been watching me.”

"We've watched,” admitted the
man. “And our machines have
watched. We got you down on
tape and we know a ot about you.
A whole lot more than we did ten
years ago.”

“Ten years ago,” said Sutton,
“'you sent two men to buy me off.”

“I know,” replied the man. “We
have often wondered what became
of them.”

“That's an easy one,”
said. “I killed them.”

“They had a proposition,”

“I you can call it that. They
offered me a planet.”

“I knew at the time it wouldn’t
work,” the man declared. "I told
Trevor that it wouldn't work.”

“I suppose you have another
proposition?*”  Sutton asked. “A
slightly higher price?”

“Not exactly,” said the man.
“We thought this time we'd cut
out the bargaining and just let you
name your price.”

“I'l think about it,” Sutton told
him. “I'm not too sure I can think
up a price.”

“As you wish, Sutton,” said the
man. “"We'll be waiting . . . and
watching. Just give us the sign
when you've made up your mind.”

“A sign?"

“Sure. Just write us a aote.
We'll be looking over your shoul-
der. Or just say . . . 'Well, I've
made up my mind." We'll be lis-
tening and we'll hear.”

Sutton
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“Simple,”  Sutton
“Nothing to it."”

“"We make it easy for you,” said
the man. “Good evening, Mr. Sut-
ton.” :

Sutton did not see him do it, but
sensed that he had touched his hat

. .if he wore a hat. Then he was
gone, turning off the road and
going down across the pasture,
walking in the dark, heading for
the woods that sloped to the river
bluffs.

replied.

UTTON stood in the dusty

road and listened to him go—

the soft swish of dew-laden grass

brushing on his shoes, the muted
pad of his feet in the pasture.

Contact at last! After ten years,
contact with the people from an-
other time. But the wrong people.
Not his people. )

The Revisionists had been watch-
ing him, even as he had sensed
them watching. Watching and
waiting, waiting for ten years. But,
of course, not ten years of their
time, just ten years of his. Ma-
chines and watchers would have
been sprinkled through those ten
years, so that the job could have
been done in a year or a month, or
even in a week, if they had wanted
to throw enough men and mate-
rials into the effort.

But why wait ten years? To
soften him up, to make him ready
to jump at anything they offered?

To soften him up? He grinned
wiryly in the dark,
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Then suddenly the picture came
to him and he stood there stupidly,
wondering why he hadn’t thought
of it much sooner.

They hadn’t waited to soften
him up . . . they had waited for
old John H. to write the letter.
For they knew about the letter.
They had studied old John H. and
they knew he'd write a letter. They
had him down on tape and they
knew him inside out and they had
figured to an eyelash the way his
mind would work.

The letter was the key to the
whole thing. The letter was the
Jure that had been used to suck
Asher Sutton back into this time.
They had lured him, ther sealed
him off and kept him, kept him as
surely as if they'd had him in a
cage. They had studied him and
they knew him and they had him
figured out. They knew what he
would do as surely as they had
known what old John H. would
do.

His mind flicked out and probed .
cautjously at the brain of the man
striding down the hill.

Chickens and cats and dogs and
meadow mice—and not one of
them suspected, not one of: them
had known that -another mind than
theirs had occupied their brain.

But the brain of a2 man might be
a different matter. Highly trained
and sensitive, it might detect: out-
side interference, might sense, if it
did not actually know, the invasion
of itself.
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The girl won't wait. I've been
away too long. Her affections are
less than skin deep and she has no
morals, absolutely none, and U'm
the one to know. I've been on this
damn patrol too long. She will be
tired of waiting . . . she was tired
of wditing when 1 was gone three
bours. To bell with bher . . . I can
get another one. But not like her

. not exactly like ber. There
isn’t another one anywhere quite
like ber. :

Whoever said this Sutton guy
would be an easy one to crack was
crazy as a loon. God, after len
years in a dump like this, I'd fall
on someone’s neck and kiss ‘em if
they came back from my own time.
Anyone at dll . . . friend or foe, it
would make no difference. But
what does Sutton do? Not a damn
word., Not a single syllable of snr-
prise in any word be spoke. When
I first spoke to him, he didn’t even
break his stride, kept right on
walking as if he knew I'd been
there all the time. Cripes, | could
use a drink. Nerve-wracking work.

Wish I conld forget that girl.
Wish she would be waiting for
me, but 1 know she won't. Wish. ..

UTTON snapped back his
mind, stood quietly in the
road.

And inside himself he felt the
shiver of triumph, the swift back-
wash of relief and triumph. They
didn’t know. In all their ten years
of watching, they had seen no more
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than the superficial things, They
had him down on tape, but they
didn’t know all that went on with-
in his mind.

A human mind, perhaps. But
not his mind. A human mind they
might be able to strip as bare as a
sickled field, might dissect it and
analyze it and read the story in it.
But his mind told them only what
it wished to tell them, only enough
so that there would be no suspicion
that he was holding back. Ten
years ago Adams' gang had tried
to tap his mind and had not even
dented it.

The Revisionists had watched
ten years and they knew each -mo-
tion that he made, many of the
things that he had thought.

But they did not know that he
could go to live within the mind
of a mouse or 2 catfish or a man.

For if they had known, they
would have set up  certain safe-
guards, would have been on the
alert against him.

And they weren't. No more
alert than the mouse had been.

He glanced back the road to
where the Sutton farmhouse stood
upon the hill. For a moment he
thought that he could see it, a
darker mass against the darkness of
the sky, but that, he knew, was no
more than pure imagination. He
knew it was there and he had
formed a mental image.

One by one, he checked the
items in his room. The books, the
few scribbled papers, the razor.
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There was nothing there, he
knew, that he could not leave be-
hind. Not a thing that would
arouse suspicion. Nothing that
could be fastened on in some later
day and turped into a weapon to
be used against him.,

He had been prepared against
this day, knowing that some day it
would come—that some day Her-
kimer or the Revisionists of, an
agent from the government would
step from behind a tree and walk
along beside him.

Knowing? Well, not exactly.
Hoping. And ready for the hope.

Long years ago his futile attempt
to write the book of destiny with-
out his notes had gone up in
smoke. All that remained wds a
heap of paper ash, mixed these
many years with the soil. Bleached
away by the rains, gone as chemical
elements into a head of wheat or
an ear of corn.

He was ready. Packed and
ready. His mind had been packed
and ready, he knew now, for these
many years.

Softly he stepped off the road
and went down across the pasture,

following the man who walked to-

ward the river bluffs. His mind
flicked out and tracked him through
the darkness, using his thoughts to
track him as a héund would use
his nose to track a fox.

E OVERHAULED him scant
minutes after he had entered
the fringe of trees and after that
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kept a few. paces behind him, walk-
ing carefully to guard against the
suddenly snapping twig, the swish
of swaying bushes that could have
warned his quarry.

The ship lay within a deep ra-
vine and at a hail it lighted up and
a port swung open. Another man
stood in the port and stared into
the night.

“That you, Gus?". he called.

The other swore at him. ““Who
else do you think would be floun-
dering around in these woods at
the dead of night?”

“1 got to worrying,” said the
man in the port. “You were gone
longer than 1 thought you would
be. Just getting ready to set out
and hunt for you.”

“You're always worrying,” Gus
growled at him. “Between you and
this outlandish ancient world, I'm
fed up. Trevor can find someone
else to do this kind of work from
here on out.”

He scrambled up the steps into
the ship. "Get going,” he told the
other man tersely, "We're getting
out of here.” )

He turned to shut the port, but
Sutton already had it closed.

Gus took two steps backward,
brought up against an anchored
chair and stood there, grinning.

“Look at what we got,” he said.
“Hey,. Pinky, look at what fol-
lowed me back home.”

Sutton smiled at them grimly.
“If you gentlemen have no objec-
tion, I'll hitch a ride with you.”
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“And if we ‘have objections?”
Pinky asked.

“I'm riding this ship,” Sutton
told him. "With you or without
you. Take your choice.”

“This is Sutton,” Gus told
Pinky. "The Mr. Sutton. Trevor
will be glad to see you, Sutton.”

Trevor . . . Trevor. That was
three times he had heard the name,
and somewhere else he had heard
it once before. He stood with his
back against the closed port and
his mind returned to another ship
and another two men.

“Trevor,” Case had said, or had
it been Pringle who had said it?
“Trevor? Why, Trevor is the head
of the corporation.”

“I've been looking forward, all
these years,” Sutton told them, “to
meeting Mr. Trevor. He and I will
have a lot to talk about.”

"Get her going, Pinky,” Gus
said. “And send ahead a message.
Trevor will want to break out the
guard of honor for us, We're
bringing Asher Sutton back.”

XL

REVOR picked up a paper

clip and flipped it at an ink

well on the desk. The clip
landed in the ink.

“Getting pretty good,” said
Trevor: "Hit it seven times out of
every ten. Used to be I missed it
séven’times out of every ten.”

He looked at Sutton, studying
him.

“You look like an ordinary
man,” he said. *'I should be able to
talk with you and make you under-
stand.”

“I haven't any horns,” said Sut-
ton, “if that is what you mean.”

“Nor,” said Trevor, “any halo,
either, so far as I'm concerned.”

He flipped another paper clip
and it missed the ink well.

“Seven out of ten,” said Trevor,

He flipped another one.

“Sutton,” said ‘Trevor, ‘‘you
know a great deal about destiny.
Have you ever thought of it in
terms of manifest destiny?”

Sutton shrugged. “You're using
an antiquated term. Pure and sim-
ple propaganda of the nineteenth
century. There was a certain nation
that wore that one threadbare.”

“Propaganda?” Trevor repeated.
“Let’s call it psychology. You say
a thing so often and so well that
after a time everyone believes it.
Even, finally, yourself.”

"This manifest destiny,” said
Sutton. “For the human race, I
presume?”

"Naturally,” said Trevor. “After
all, we're the animals that would
know how to use it to the best
advantage.”

“You pass up 2 point,” declared
Sutton. "The humans don’t need -
it. They already think they are
great and right and holy. Certainly
you don’t need to propagandize
them.”

“In the short view, you are
right,” agreed Trevor. “But in the
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short view only.” He stabbed a
sudden finger at Sutton. "Once we
have the galaxy in hand, what do
we do then?”

“Why,” said Sutton and stopped.
“Why, I suppose . . .”

“That'’s exactly it,” said Trevor.
“You don't know where you're
going. Nor does the human race.”

“And manifest destiny?” asked
Sutton. “If we had manifest des-
tiny, it would be different?”

Trevor's words were scarcely
more than a whisper. “There are

other galaxies, Sutton. Greater
even than this one. Many other
galaxies.”

Good Lord! thought Sutton.

He stacted to speak and then
closed his mouth and sat stiffly in
his chair.

Trevor's whisper speared at him
from across the desk.

“'Staggers you, doesn’t it?” he
demanded.

Sutton tried to speak aloud, but
his voice came out a whisper, too.

“You're mad, Trevor. Absolute-

ly mad.”
“"The long-range view,” said
Trevor. "That is what we need.

The absolutely unshakable belief
in human destiny, the positive and
all-inclusive conviction that Man
is meant not only to take over this
galaxy alone, but all the galaxies,
the entire universe.”

XJOU should live long
enough,” said Sutton, sud-
den mockery rising to his tongue.
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“1 won’t see it, of course,” ad-
mitted Trevor. “"And neither will
you. Nor will our children’s chil-
dren or their children for many
generations.”

“It will take a million years,”
Sutton told him.

“More than a million years,”
Trevor answered calmly. "“You
have no idea, no conception of the
scope of the universe. In a million

‘years we'll just be getting a good

start. . . .

“Then, why, for the love of
heaven, do you and I sit here and
quibble about it?”

“Logic,” said Trevor.

“There is no real logic,” Sutton
declared, "in planning a million
years ahead. A man can plan his
own lifetime, if he wishes, and
there is-some logic in that. Or the
life of his children and there still
would be some logic in it . . . and
maybe in the life of his grand-
children. But beyond that there can
be no logic.”

* “Sutton,” asked Trevor, "did
you ever hear of a corporation?”

"“Why, yes, of course, but..."

"A corporation could plan for a
million years,” said Trevor. "It
could plan very logically.”

“A corporation is not a man,”
said Sutton. "It is not an entity.”

“But it is,”” insisted Trevor. “An
entity composed of men and created
by men to carry out their wishes. It
is a living, operative comcept that
is handed down from one genera-
tion to anotber to carry out a plan



too vast to be accomplished in the
lifetime of one man alone.”

“Your corporation publishes
books, too, doesn’t it?” asked Sut-
ton.

Trevor stared at him. “"Who told
you that?” he snapped. '

“A couple of men by the name
of Case and Pringle. They tried to
buy my book for your. corpora-
tion.”

"Case and Pringle ate out on a
mission,”” Trevor said. "I had ex-
pected them back . . .”

“They won't be coming back.”

“You killed them,” Trevor said,
flatly.

“They tried to kill me first. I'm
awfully hard to kill.”

“That would have been against
my orders, Sutton. I do oot want
you killed.”

“They were on their own,” said
Sutton. “They were going to sell
my carcass to Morgan.”

There was no way of telling,
Sutton thought, how you hit this
man. There was no difference of
expression in his eyes, no faintest
flicker of change across his face.

“I  appreciate your killing
them,” said Trevor. “'It saves me
the bother.”

He flicked a clip at the ink well
and it was a hit.

“It’s logical,” he continued, as
though Sutton had not spoken,
“that a corporation should plan a
million years ahead. It provides a
framework within which a certain
project may be carried forward

-him.

without interruption, although the
personnel in charge should change
from time to time.”

"Wait a minute,”” Sutton told
him. "Is there a corporation or are
you just posing fables?”

1 HERE is a corporation,”

Trevor told him, “and I am
the man who heads it. Varied in-
terests pooling their resources . . .
and there will be more and more
of them as time goes on. As soon
as we can show something tangi-
ble.”

“By tangible, you mean destiny
for the human race, for the human
race alone?”

Trevor. nodded. “Then we'll
have something to talk about. A
commodity to sell. Something to
back up our sales talk.”

Sutton shook his head. "I can't
see what you expect to gain.”

“Three things,” Trevor told
“"Wealth and power and
knowledge. The wealth and power
and knowledge of the universe.
For Man alone, you understand.
For a single race. For people like
you and me. And of the three
items, knowledge perhaps would
be the pgreatest prize of all, for
knowledge, added to and com-
pounded, correlated and coordi-
nated, would lead to even greater

wealth and power . . . and to
greater knowledge.”
“It is madness,” said Sutton.

“You and I, Trevor, will be drift-
ing dust, and not only ourselves,
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but the very era in which we live
out this moment will be forgotten
before the job is done.”

“Remember the corporation.”

“I'm remembering the corpora-
tion,” Sutton said, "but I can’t
help but think in terms of people.
You and I and the other people
like us.”

“Let’s think in terms of people,
then,” said Trevor, smoothly.
“One day the life that runs in you
will run in the brain and blood
and muscle of a man who shall be
part owner of the universe. There
will be trillions upon trillions of
life-forms to serve him, there will
be wealth that he cannot count,
there will be knowledge of which
you and I cannot even dream.”

Sutton sat quletly, taut in his
chair.

“You're the only man,” said
Trevor, "who is standing in the
way. You're the man who is block-
ing the project for a million years.”

“You need destiny, said Sutton,

“and destmy is not mine to give
away.’

"You are a human being, Sut-
ton,” Trevor told him, talking
evenly. “You are a man. It is the
people of your own race that I'm
talking to you about.”

“"Destiny,” said Sutton, “be-
longs to everything that lives. Not
to Man alone, but to every form of
life.”

“It needn’t,” Trevor contra-
dicted. "You are the only man
who knows. You are the man who
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can tell the facts. You can make
it a manifest destiny for the human
race instead of a personal destiny
for every crawling, cackling, sniv-
eling thing that has the gift of
life.”

Sutton didn’t answer.

"One word from you,” said
Trevor, “and the thing is done.”

"It can't be done,” said Sutton.
“This scheme of yours—think of
the sheer time, the thousands of
years, even at the rate of speed of
the star-ships of today, to cross in-
tergalactic space. Only from this
galaxy to the next . . . not from
this to the outermost galaxy.”

REVOR sighed. "You forget
what I said about the com-
pounding of knowledge. Two and
two won't make four, my friend. It
will make much more than four. In

- some instances thousands of times

more than four.”

Sutton shook his head, wearily.

But Trevor was right, he knew.
Knowledge and technique would
pyramid exactly as he said. Even,
once Man thad the time to do it,
the knowledge in a smgle gala.xy
alone . . .

“One word from you, said
Trevor, “and the war is at an end.
One word and the security of the
human race is guaranteed forever.
For all the face will need is the
knowledge that you can give, it.”

"It wouldn’t be the truth.”

“That,” replied Trevor, “doesn’t
have a thing to do with it.”
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“You don’t need manifest des-
tiny,” said Sutton, “to carry out
your project.”

“We have to have the human
race behind us. We have to have
something that is big enough to
capture their imagination. Some-
thing important enough to make
them pay attention. And manifest
destiny—manifest destiny as it ap-
plies to the universe—is the thing
to turn the trick."”

“Thirty years ago,” said Sutton,
“I might have thrown in with
you.” :
“And now?" asked Trevor.

Sutton shook his thead. “Not
now. I know more than 1 did
thirty years ago. Thirty years ago
I was a human, Trevor. I'm not too
sure I'm entirely human any
longer.”

"1 hadn’t mentioned the matter
of reward,” said Trevor. "“That
goes without saying.”

“No, thanks,” said Sutton. “I'd
like to keep on living.”

Trevor flipped a clip at the ink
well and it missed.

“You're slipping,” Sutton said.
"“Your percentage is way off.”

Trevor picked up another clip.

“All right,” he said. "Go ahead
and have your fun. There’s a war
on and we'll win that war. It's a
hellish way to fight, but we're
- doing it the best we can. No war
~-anywhkre, no surface indication of
war, for'you understand the galaxy
is in utter and absolute peace un-
der the rule of benevolent Earth-
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men. We can win without you,’
Sutton, but it would be easier with
you.”

“You're pgoing to turn me
loose?”" Sutton asked.

“"Why, sure,” Trevor told him.
"Go on out and beat your head
against a stone wall a little longer.
In the end, you'll get tired of it.
Eventually you'll give up out of
sheer exhaustion. You'll come
back then and give us the thing we
want.” :

Sutton rose to his feet,

He stood for a moment, inde-
cisive.

“What are you waiting or?”
asked Trevor.

“One thing has me puzzled,”
Sutton answered. “The book,
somehow, somewhere, already has
been written. It has been a fact for
almost five hundred years. How
are you going to change that? If
I write it now the way you want it
written, it will change the human
setup . . ."”

Trgvor laughed. "We got that
one all figured out. Let us say that
finally, after all of these years, the
original of your manuscript is dis-
covered. It can be readily and in-
disputably identified by certain
characteristics which you will very
carefully incorporate into it when
you write it. It will be found and
proclaimed, and what is more,
proven . . . and the human race
will have its destiny.

"We'll explain the past unpleas-
antness by very convincing histori-
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cal evidence of earlier tampering
with the manuscript. Even your
friends, the androids, will have to
believe what we say, once we get
through with it.”

"Clever,” Sutton admitted.

“I think so, too,” said Trevor.

“Too bad you won't have a
chance to try it,” Sutton said.

XLI

T THE building’s entrance
Aa man was waiting for him.

He raised his hand in what
might have been a brief salute.

“Just 2 minute, Mr. Sutton.”

"Yes, what is it?"

“There'll be a few of us follow-
ing you, sir. Orders, you know.”

“But. . .."”

“Nothing personal, sir. We
won't interfere with anything you
want to do. Just guarding you,
sir.”

“"Guarding me?”

“Certainly, sir. Morgan's crowd,
you know, Can't let them kill you
off.” .

“You can’t know,” Sutton told
him, “how deeply I appreciate your
interest.”

“It's nothing, sir,” the man told

_him. “Just part of the day's work.
Glad ¢o do it. Don’t mention it at
all.”

He stepped back again and Sut-
ton wheeled and walked down the
steps and followed the cinder walk
that flanked the avenue,

The Sun was near to setting.
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Looking back over his shoulder,
he saw the ¢all, straight lines of
the gigantic office building in
which he had talked to Trevor out-
lined against the brightness of the -
western sky. But of anyone who
might be following him he did not
see a sign.

He thad no place to go. He had
no idea where to go. But he real-
ized that he couldn’t stand around
feeling lost. He'd walk, he told
himself, and think, and wait for
whatever was going to happen
next to happen.

He met other walkers and a few
of them stared at him curiously and.
now, for the first time, Sukon real-
ized that he still wore the clothing
of a twentieth-century farm hand
. . . blue denim overalls and cot-
ton shirt, with heavy, serviceable
farm shoes on his feet.

But here, he knew, even such
an outlandish costume would not
arouse undue suspicion. For on
Earth, with its visiting dignitaries
from far solar systems, with its
Babel of races employed in the
different  governmental  depart-
ments, with its exchange students,
its diplomats and legislators rep-
resenting backwoods planets, how
a man dressed would arouse but
slight curiosity.

By morning, he told himself,
he’d have to find some hiding
place, some retreat where he could
relax and figure out some of the
angles in this world of five hun-
dred years ahead.



Either that or locate an android
he could trust to put him in touch
with the android organization . . .
for although he had never been
told so, he had no doubt there was
an android organization. There
would have to be to fight 2 war
in time.

E TURNED off the path that

flanked the roadway and took
another one, a faint footpath that
led out across marshy land toward
a range of low hills.

Suddenly now he realized that
he was hungry and that he should
have dropped into one of the
shops in the office building for a
bite of food. And then he remem-
bered that he had no money with
which to pay for food. A few
twentieth-century dollars were in
his pockets, but they would be
worthless here as a medium of ex-
change, although quite possibly
they might be collectors’ items.
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Short hours ago, hc thought,
he had walked a dusty hilltop road
in the twentieth century, scuffing
the white dust with his shoes . . .
and some of the white dust, he
saw, still clung to the leather.
Even as the memory of that hilltop
road still clung to his memory.
Memory and dust, he thought,
link us to the past.

He reached the hills and began
to climb them and the night was
sweet with the smell of pine.

He came to the top of a slight
rise and stood there for a moment,
looking out across the velvety soft-
ness of the night. Soméwhere, near
at hand, a cricket was tentatively
tuning up his fiddle, and from the
marsh came the muted sound of
frogs. In the darkness just ahead
of him, a stream was splashing
along its rocky bed and it talked
as it went along, talked to the
trees and its grassy banks and the
nodding flowers above them.
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"I would like to stop,” it said.
"I would like to stop and talk with
you. But I can’t, you sec. I must
hurry on. 1 have some plice I
must go. I can’t waste a minute. [
must hurry on.”

Like Muan, thought Sutton. For
Man is driven like the stream. Man
is driven by circumstance and
aecessity and the bright-cyed am-

never reached its mark. A charg-
ing body slammed into his knees
and drove them inward under him.
Arms wrapped themselves around
his legs and he staggered, falling
on his face.

He sat up and somewhere off
to the right he heard the soft
snickering of rapidly firing guns
and caught, out of the tail of his

bition of other restless men who
will not let them be.

He did not hear a sound, but
he felt the great hand close upon
his arm and yank him off the path.
Twisting, he sought to free him-
self of the grasp, and saw the dark
blur of the man who had grabbed
him. He balled his fist and swung
it and it was a sledge-hammer
slamming at the dark head, but it
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eyes, their bright flicker in the
night.

Then a hand came out of no-
where and cupped itself around
his mouth and nose.

“Sleeping powder!” he thought.
“Must hold my breath ,

And even as he thought it, the
dark figures in the wpods, the
cheeping frogs and the snarling of
the guns fused into silence.
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XLl

SUTTON opened his eyes to
strangeness and lay quietly
on the bed. A breeze came
through an open window and the

room, decorated with fantastic
life-murals, was splashed with
brilliant sunlight. The breeze

brought in the scent of blooming
flowers and in a tree outside a
bird was chirping contentedly.

Slowly Sutton let his senses
reach out and gather in the facts
of the room, the facts of strange-
ness . . . the unfamiliar furniture,
the contour of the room itself, the
green and purple monkeys that
chased one another along the wavy
vine that ran around the border of
the walls.

Quietly his mind moved back
along the track of time to his final
conscious moment, There had been
guns flickering in the night and
there had been 2 hand that reached
out and cupped his nose.

Drugged, Sutton told himself.
Drugged and dragged away.

Before that there had been a
cricket and the frogs singing in
the marsh and the talking brook
that babbled down the hill, hurry-
ing to get wherever it was going.

And before that a man had sat
across a desk from him and told
him about. a. corporation and a
dream and a plan the corporation
held.

Fantastic, Sutton thought. And
in the bright light of the room,
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the very idea was one of utter
fantasy . . . that Man should go
out, not only to the stars, but to
the other galaxies, and plan a
million years ahead.

But there was greatness in it, a
very human greatness. There had
been a time when it had been fan-
tasy to think that Man could ever
lift himself from the bosom of
the planet of his birth. And an-
other time when it had been fan-
tasy to think that Man would go
beyond the solar system, out into
the dread reaches of nothingness
that stretched between the stars.
And through time itself. . . .

But there had been strength in
Trevor, and conviction as well as
strength. A man who knew where
he was going and why he was go-
ing and what it took to get there.

Manifest destiny, Trevor had
said. That is what it takes. That
is what it needs.

Man would be almost a god.
The concepts of life and thought
that had been born on the Earth
would be the basic concepts of the
entire universe, of the fragile
bubble of space and time that
bobbed along on a sea of mystery
beyond which no mind could pene-
trate. And yet, by the time that
Man got where he was headed for,
he might well be able to penetrate
that, too.

A- MIRROR stood in one corner
of the room and in it he

saw the reflection of the lower
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half of his body, lying on the bed,
naked except for a pair of shorts.
He wiggled his toes and watched
them in the glass.

And you're the only one who is
stopping us, Trevor had told him.
You're the one man standing in
the way of Man. You're the stum-
bling block. You are keeping men
from being gods.

But all men did not think as
Trevor did. All men were not
tangled in the blind chauvinism of
the human race.

Always there are men who know
that humanity is a single race, men
who refuse to exploit other forms

of life. Teachers. Missionaries.
Vegetarians. Ordinary feeling hu-
man beings.

Even in his time, there had been
men who treated androids sympa-
thetically and Sutton had been one
of them, though he knew now that
it was the sympathy of the master
for the underdog. The androids
had not misunderstood; they knew
it wasn’t equality that was offered
or would be granted, that sym-
pathy could turn to savage re-
prisal if they acted as equals. Occa-
sionally one would, swaggering
and belligerent in the way of the
frightened and insecure, and his
ghastly fate served as example to
others who might, as the saying
went, get out of hand.

For the human race, thought
Sutton, cannot even for a moment
forget that it is human, cannot
achieve the greatness of humility
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that will unquestioningly accord
equality. Even while the humane
argue for the equality of androids,
they cannot help but patronize the
very ones that they would make
equal.

What was it Herkimer had
said? Equality not by edict, not
by human tolerance. But that was
the only way the human race -
would ever accord equality . . .
by edict, by dispensation, a ges-
ture of tolerance where there was
none, actually.

ND yet, thought Sutton, there
is Eva Armour.

There may be others like her.
Somewhere, working with the and-
roids even now, there may be
others like her,

He swung his feet out of bed
and sat on the bed’s edge. A pair
of slippers stood on the floor and
he worked his feet into them, stood
up and walked to the mirror.

A strange face stared back at
him, a2 face he'd never seen be-
fore, and for a moment muddy
panic surged within his brain.

Then, sudden suspicion blos-
soming, his hand went up to his
forehead and rubbed at the smudge
that was there, set obliquely
across his brow.

Bending low, with his face
close to the mirror, he verified the
thought.

The smudge upon his brow was
an android identification mark! An
identification key and number!
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ITH his fingers he carefully

explored his face, located
the plastic coatings of flesh that
had changed its contours until he
was unrecognizable.

He turned around, made his
way back to the bed, sat down
upon it cautiously and gripped the
edge of the mattress with his
hands.

Disguised, he - told himself.
Made into an android. Kidnaped
a human and an android when he
woke.

The door clicked and Herkimer
said: “"Good morning, sir. I trust
that you are comfortable.”

Sutton jerked erect. “So it was
you,” he said.

Herkimer nodded happily. “At
your service, sir. Is there anything
you wish?"’

“You didn’t have to knock me
out,” said Sutton. "This is the
second time. I'm getting tired of
it.”

“We had to work fast, sir,” said
Herkimer. “We couldn’t have you
messing up things, stumbling
around and asking questions and
wanting .to know what it was all
dbout. We just drugged you and
hauled you off. It was, believe me,
sir, much simpler that way.”

“There was some shooting,”
Sutton said. “I heard the guns.”

“It seems,” Herkimer told him,
“that there were a few Revisionists
lurking "about, and it gets a little
complicated, sir, when one tries to
explain during a fight.”
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“You tangle with those Revi-
sionists ?"'

“Well, to tell the truth,” said
Herkimer, ''some of them were so
rash as to draw their guns. It was
most unwise of them, sir. They
got the worst of it.”

“It won't do us a bit of good,”
said Sutton, “if the idea was to
get me out of the clutches of Trev-
or’s mob. Trevor will have a psych
tracer on me. He knows where I
am and this place will be watched
three deep.”

Herkimer grinned. "It is, sir.
His men are practically bumping
into one another all around the
place.”

“Then why this get-up?” Sut-
ton demanded angrily. “"Why
disguise me?”

“Well, sir,” explained Herki-
mer, "it’s like this. We figured no
human in his right mind ever
would want to be taken for an
android. So we turned you into
one. They'll be looking for a hu-
man. It would never occur to them
to take a second look at an android
when they were looking for a hu-
man.”

Sutton grunted.
said. "I hope it doesn't. . . .

."Oh, they'll get onto it after a
while, sir,” Herkimer admitted,
cheerfully. “But it will give us
some time. Time to work out some
plans.”

He moved swiftly around the
room, opening chest drawers and
taking out clothing.

“Smart,” he
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“It's very nice, sir,” he said, “"to
have you back again. We tried to
find you, but it was no dice. We
figured the Revisionists had you
cooped up somewhere, so we re-
doubled our security here and kept
a close watch on everything that
happened. For the past five weeks
we've known every move that
Trevor and his gang has made.”

“Five weeks!” gasped Sutton.
"Did you say five weeks?”

“Certainly, sir. Five weeks. You
disappeared just seven weeks ago.”

“By my calendar,” said Sutton,
“it was ten years.”

Herkimer wagged his head sage-
ly, unstartled. "Time is the
funaiest thing, sir. There’s just no
way to make subjective and objec-
tive time come out right.”

He laid clothing on the bed. “If
you'll get into these, sir, we'll go
down for breakfast. Eva is waiting
—and will be glad to see you.”

XLIII

REVOR missed with three
clips in a row. He flung
the rest of them down on

the desk.

“You're sure of this?” he asked
the man across the desk.

The man nodded, tight-lipped.

"It might be android propa-
ganda, you know,” said Trevor.
“"They're clever. That’s a thing you
never must forget. An android, for
all his bowing and his scraping, is

just as smart as we are.”
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“Do you.realize what it means?”
the man demanded. “It means. ...”

“I can tell you what it means,”
said Trevor. “From now on we
can’t be sure which of us are hu-
man. There'll be no sure way of
knowing who’s a2 human and who's
an android. You could be an an-
droid. I could be. . . .”

“Exactly,” said the man.

“That's why Sutton was so smug
yesterday afternoon,” said Trevor.
“He sat there, where you are sit-
ting, and I had the impression that
he was laughing at me all the
time. . . .”

“I don’t think Sutton knows,”
said the man. “It's an android
secret. Only a few of them know
it. They certainly wouldn't take a
chance on any human knowing it.”

“Not even Sutton?”

“Not even Sutton,”
man.

“Cradle,” said Trevor. "Nice
sense of fitness they have.”

"You're going to do something
about it, certainly,” said the man
impatiently.

Trevor put his elbows on the
desk and matched fingertips.

“Of course I am,” he said. “Do
you think I'd ever sit back and not
do something?”

said the

XLIV

VA ARMOUR rose from
E the table on the patio and
held out both her hands in
greeting. Sutton pulled her close to



him, planted a kiss on her up-
turned lips.

“That,” he said, "is for the mil-
lion times I have thought of you.”

She laughed at him, suddenly
gay and happy.

“Now, Ash, a million times?"

“Tangled -time,” said Herkimer.
“"He's been away ten years.”

“Oh,” said Eva. 'Oh, Ash, how
horrible!”

He grinned at her. “Not too
horrible. I had ten years of rest.
Ten years of peace and quiet.
Working on a farm, you know. It
was a little rough at first, but I was
actually sorry when I had to leave.
Except that it meant coming back
to you."”

He held 2 chair for her, took

one himself between her and
Herkimer.
They ate . . . ham and eggs,

toast and marmalade, strong, black
coffee. It was pleasant on the patio.
In the trees above them birds
quarreled amiably. In the clover at
the edge of the bricks and stones
that formed the paving, bees hum-
med among-the blossoms.

“"How ‘do you like my place,
Ash?” asked Eva.

“It's wonderful,” he said, and
then, as if the two ideas might be
connected in some way, he added,
"I saw Trevor yesterday. He took
me to thé mountain top and
showed 'me ‘the universe.”

Eva dréw in her breath sharply,
and Sutton looked up quickly from
his plate. Herkimer was waiting
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with drawn face, with fork poised
in mid-air, halfway to his mouth.

“What's the matter with you
two?” Sutton asked, offended.
“Don’t you trust me?”

And even as he, asked the ques-
tion, he answered it himself. Of
course they wouldn’t trust him. He
was human and he could betray
his own beliefs. He could twist
destiny so that it was a thing for
the human race alone. And there
was no way in which they could
be sure that he would not do this.
Why should they trust a man who
still felt uncomfortable and patron-
izing eating with an android? For
he did, even now, though he was
ashamed and blamed a lifetime of
conditioning.

“Ash,” said Eva, “you refused

to. . ..”
“I left Trevor with an idea that
I would be back to talk it over.
Nothing that I said or did. He just
believes I will. Told me to go out
and beat my head against the wall
some more."”

“You have thought about it,
sir?” asked Herkimer. ’

Sutton shook his head. ‘"No.
Not too much. I haven't sat down
and 'mulled it over, if that is what
you mean. It would have its points
if I were merely human. Some-
times I frankly wonder how much
of the human there may be left in
me,”

“"How much of it do you know,
Ash?” Eva asked, speaking softly.
Her eyes questioned him.
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UTTON scrubbed 2 hand

across his forehead. “Most *of
it, I think. I know about the war in
time and how and why it's being
fought. I know about myself. I
have two bodies and two minds, or
at least substitute bodies and
minds. I know some of the things
that I can do. There may be other
abilities I do not know about. One
grows into them. Each new thing
comes hard.”

“"We couldn’t tell you,” Eva
said. "It would have been so sim-
ple if we could have told you. To
start with, you would not have be-
lieved the things we told you.
And, when dealing with time, one
interferes as little as possible. Just
enough to turn an event in the
right direction.

“I tried to warn you. Remember,
Ash? As near as I could come to
warning.”

He nodded. “After I killed Ben-
ton in the Zag Hause. You told
m: you had studied me for twenty
years.”

“And, remember, I was the little
girl in the checkered apron.”

He looked at her in surprise.
“You knew about that? It wasn’t
just part of the Zag dream?”

“Identification planted by sug-
gestion,” said Herkimer. “So that
you could identify Eva as a friend,
as someone you had known before
and who was close to you. So that
you would accept her and whatever
help she was allowed to offer.”

"But it was a dream.”
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“"A Zag dream,” said Herkimer.
“The Zag is one of us. His race
would benefit 'if destiny can stand
for everyone and not the human
race alone.”

UTTON said: “Trevor is too

confident. Not just pretending

to be confident, but really confi-

dent. I keep coming back to that

remark he made. Go out, he said,
and butt your head some more.”

“He's counting on you as a
human being,” Eva said.

Sutton shook his head. "I can't
think that’s it. He must have some
scheme up his sleeve, some
maneuver that we won't be able to
check.”

Herkimer spoke slowly. “I don’t
like that, sir. The war's not going
too well as it is. If we had to win,
we'd be lost right now.”

“If we bad to win? I don’t un-
derstand . . .”

“We don’t have to win, sir,”
said Herkimer. "All we have to
do is fight a holding action, pre-
vent the Revisionists from destroy-
ing the book as you will write it.
From the very first we have not
tried to change a single entry.
We've tried to keep them from
being changed.”

Sutton nodded. “On his part,
Trevor has to win decisively. He
must smash the original text, either
prevent it from being written as I
mean to write it or discredit it so
thoroughly that not even an android
will believe it.”
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“"You're right, sir,” Herkimer
told him. "Unless he can do that,
the humans cannot claim destiny
for their own, cannot make other

life believe that destiny is reserved

for the human race alone.”

“And that is all he wants,” said
Eva. "Not the destiny itself, for no
human can have the faith in destiny
that say, for example, an android
can. To Trevor it is merely a mat-
ter of propaganda . . . to make the
human race believe so completely
that it is destined that it will not
rest until it holds the universe.”

“So long,” said Herkimer, “as
we can keep him from doing that,
we can state that we are winning.
But the issue is so finely balanced
that a new approach by either side
would score heavily. A new wea-
pon could be a factor that would
mean victory or defeat.”

“I have a weapon,” Sutton said.
“A made-to-order weapon that
would beat them . . . but there's

no way that it can be used.”

Neither of them asked the ques-
tion, but he saw it on their faces
and he answered it.

“There's only one such weapon.
Only one gun. You can't fight a
war with just one gun.”

Feet pounded around the corner
of the house. When they turned,
they saw an android running to-
ward them across the patio. Dust
stained his clothing and his face
was red from running. He came to
a stop and faced them, clutching at
the table’s edge.
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“They tried to kill me,” he
panted, the words coming out
in gushes. “The place is sur-
rounded ., . ."

"Andrew, you fool,” snapped
Herkimer. “"What do you mean by
rupning m like this? ’I‘hey will
know . . .

“"They've found out about the
Cradle,” Andrew gasped. "They
know. . . .” :

Herkimer came erect in one swift
motion. The chair on which he had
been sitting tlpped over with the
violence of his rising and his face
was suddenly so white that the
identification tattoo on his fore-

head stood out with startling
clearness.
"They know where . . .2"

NDREW shook his head. “Not

where. They just found out
about it. Just now, We still have
time . . .”

“We'll call in all the ships,” said
Herkimer. “"We'll have to pull all
the guards off the crisis points . «

“But you cant,” cried Eva.
“That's exactly what they would
would want you to do. That is all
that is stopping them . . .”

“We have to,” Herkimer said
grimly. “There's no choxce If they
destroy the Cradle .

“Herkimer,” said Eva, and there
was a deadly calm in her unhurried
words. “The mark!”

Andrew swung around toward
her, then took a backward step.
Herkimer's hand flashed under-

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION



neath his coat and Andrew turned
to run, heading for the low wall
that rimmed the patio.

The knife in Herkimer's hand
flashed in the Sun and was sud-
denly a spinning wheel that tracked
the running android. It caught him
before he reached the wall and he
went down into a2 heap of huddled
clothing.

The knife, Sutton saw, was neatly
buried in his neck.

XLV

(44 AVE you noticed, sir,”
said Herkimer, “how
the little things, the

inconsequential, trivial factors come
to play so big a part in any hap-
pening?”

He touched the huddled body
with his foot.

“Perfect,” he said. “Absolutely
perfect. Except that before report-
ing to us, he should have smeared
some lacquer over his identification
mark. Many androids do it in an
attempt to hide the mark, but it's
seldlom much of a success. After
only a short time, the mark shows
through.”

“But lacquer?” asked Sutton.

“A little code we have,” said
Herkimer. "A very simple thing.
It's the recognition sign for an
agent reporting. A password, as it
were. It takes a moment only. Some
lacquer on your finger and a smear
across your forehead.”

“So simple a thing,” said Eva,

TIME QUARRY

“that no one, absolutely no one,
would ever notice it.”

Sutton nodded. “'One of Trevor's
men?”

Herkimer nodded. “Impersonat-
ing one of our men. Sent to smoke
us out. Sent to start us running,
panicked to save the Cradle.”

"This Cradle. . . .”

“But it means,” said Eva, “that
Trevor knows about it. He doesn’t
know where it is, but he knows
about it. And he’ll hunt until he
finds it and then. . .."”

Herkimer's gesture stopped her.

“What is wrong?” asked Sutton.

For there was something wrong,
something that was terribly wrong.
The whole atmosphere of the place
had grown harsh. The friendliness
was gone . . . the trust and friend-
liness and the oneness of their pur-
pose. Shattered by an android who
had run across the patio and talked
about a thing that he called a Cra-
dle and died, seconds later, with a
knife blade through his throat.

Instinctively Sutton’s mind
reached out for Herkimer and then
he drew it back. It was not an
ability, he told himself, that one
used upon a friend. It was an abil-
ity that one must keep in trust, not
to be used curiously or idly, but
only where the end result would
justify its use.

“What's gone sour?” he -asked.
“What is the matter?”

“Sit,” said Herkimer, “‘you are a
human being and this is an android
matter.”
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For a moment Sutton stood stiff
and straight, his mind absorbing
the shock of the words that Herki-
mer had spoken, the black fury
boiling ice cold inside his body.

Then, deliberately, as if he had
planned to do it, as if it was an
action he had decided upon after
long consideration, he made a tight
fist and swung his arm.

It was a vicious blow, with all
his weight and all his strength and
anger back of it, and Herkimer
went down like an ox beneath a
hammer.

“Ash!" cried Eva.

She clutched at his arm, but he
shook her off,
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ERKIMER was sitting up, his
hands covering his face, blood
dripping down between his fingers.
Sutton spoke to him. "I have not
sold destiny, nor do I intend to
sell it. Although, God knows, if I
did, it would be no more than the
lot of you deserve.”
““Ash,” said Eva softly. "Ash,
we must be sure.”
"How can I make you sure?” he
asked. "I can only tell you.”
"They are your people, Ash,”
she said. "“Your race. Their great-
ness is your greatness, too. You

~can’t blame Herkimer for think-

ing.

Tine.y'l.'e your people, too,” said
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Sutton. "The taint that applies to
me applies to you as well.”

She shook her head.

“I'm a special case,” she said. "1
was orphaned when 1 was only a
few weceks old. The family androids
took me over. They raised me.
Herkimer was one of them. I'm
much more an android, Ash, than
I am a human being.”

Herkimer was still sitting on the
grass, beside the sprawled, dead
body of Trevor's agent. He did
not take his hands from his face.
He made no sign that he was going
to. The blood still dripped down
between his finger and trickled
down his arms.

Sutton said to Eva: "It was very
nice to see you again. And thank
you for the breakfast.”

He turned on his heel and
walked away, across the patio and
over the low wall and out into the
path that led down to the road.

He heard Eva cry out for him to
stop, but he pretended not to hear
her.

I was raised by androids, she had
said. And he had been raised by
Buster, a robot, not even an an-
droid. By Buster, who had taught
him how to fight when the kid
down the road had given him a
licking. Buster, who had whaled
him good and proper for cating
green apples. By Buster, who had
gone out, five hundred yecars be-
fore, to homestead a planet.

Sutton walked with the icy fury
still running in his blood. They

TIME QUARRY
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dida’t trust me, he said. They
thought I might sell out. After all
the years of waiting, after all the
years of planning and of thinking.
“Johnny,” he said.
"What is it, Ash?”
“What's going on,
What about all this?”
“You're a stinker, Ash,”
“"To hell with you,” said Sutton.
“You and all the rest of them.”
Trevor's men, he knew, must be
around the house, watching and
“waiting. He expected to be stopped.
‘But he wasn't stopped. He didn't
see a spul.

Johnny?

XLVI

UTTON stepped into the

visor booth and closed the
S door behind him. From the
rack along the wall, he took out
the directory and hunted up the
number. He dialed and snapped the
toggle and there was a robot on
the screen.

“Information,” said the robot,
his eyes seeking out the forehead
of the man who called. Since it was
an android, he dropped the cus-
tomary “sir.”

“Information.
can I do for you?”

“Is there any possibility,” asked
Sutton, ‘‘that this cal could be
tapped ?”’

“None,” said the robot. "' Abso-
lutely none. You see . . .”

“I want to see the homestead
filings for the year 7990.”

Records.  What
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“Earth filings?”
Sutton nodded.

“Just a moment,” said the
_ robot.
Sutton waited, watching the

robot select the proper spool and
mount it on the viewer.

“They are arranged alphabetical-
ly,” said the robot. "What name
did you wish?”

“The name begins with °S’,”
said Sutton. “Let me see the ‘S’s.”

The unwinding spool was a blur
on the screen. It slowed momen-
tarily at the "M"s, spun to the
“P"s, then went more slowly.

The “'S” list dragged by.

“Toward the end,” said Sutton,
and, finally, “Hold it.”

For there was the entry that he
sought.

Sutton, Buster . . .

He read the planet description
three times to make sure he had it
firmly in his mind.

“That's all,”” he said. “Thank
you very much.”

The robot grumbled at him and
shut off the screen.

Outside again, Sutton ambled
easily across the foyer of the office
building he had selected to place
his call. On the road outside, he
walked up the road, branched off
onto a- path and found a bench
with a pleasant view.

He sat down on the bench and
forced himself to relax.

He was being watched, he knew.
Kept under observation, for by
this time, certainly, Trevor would
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know that the android who had
walked out of Eva Armour’s house
was actually Asher Sutton. The
psych tracer long ago would have
told the story, would have traced
his movements and pin-pointed
him for Trevor's men to watch.

Take it easy, he told himself.
Dawdle. Loaf. Act as if you didn't
have a thing to do, as if you
didn’t have 2 thought in mind.

You can't fool them, but you
can at least catch them unguarded
when you have to move.

And there were many things to
do, many things left to think
about, although he was satisfied
that the course of action he had
planned was the course to take.

He took them up, step by step,
checking them over for any chance
of slip-up.

IRST, back to Eva’s house to

get the manuscript notes he
had left on the hunting asteroid,
notes that either Eva or Herkimer
must have kept through all the
years . . . or was it only weeks?

That would be a ticklish and em-
barrassing business at the best. But
they were his notes, he told him-
self. They were his to claim. He
had no commitments in this con-
flict.

I have come to get my notes. 1
suppose you still have them some-
where.”

Or—"'Remember the attache case
T had? I wonder if you took care of
it for me.”

TIME QUARRY

Or—"I'm going on a trip. I'd
appreciate my notes if you can lay
your hands on them.”

Or—

But it was no use. However he
might say it, whatever he .might
do, the first step would be to re-
claim the notes.

Dawdle up till then, he told

himself. Work your way back to-

ward the house until it's almost
dark. Then get the notes and after
that move fast~—so fast that
Trevor's gang can't catch up with
you.

Second was the ship, the ship
that he must steal.

He had spotted it earlier in the
day while loafing at the area space-
port. Sleek and small, it would be
a fast job, and the stiff, military
bearing of the officer who had been
directing the provisioning and re-
fueling had been the final tip-off
that it was the ship he wanted.

Loafing outside the barrier fence,
playing the part of an idly curious,
no-good android, he had carefully
entered the officer’s mind. Ten min-
utes later, he was on his way, with
the information that he needed.

The ship did carry a time-warp
unit, )

It was not taking off until the
next morning.

It would be guarded during the
night. ,

Without a doubt, Sutton told
himself, one of Trevor’s ships, one
of the fighting warships of ¢he Re-
visionists,
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It would take necve, he knew, to
steal the ship. Nerve and fast foot-
work and a 'readiness and the
ability to kill.

Saunter out onto the held, as if
he were waiting for an incoming
ship, mingling with the crowd.
Slip out of the crowd and walk
across the field, acting_as if he had
a right to be there. Not run . . .
walk. Run only if someone chal-
lenged him and made the chal-
lenge stick. Run then. Fight. Kill,
if necessary. But get the ship.

Get the ship and pile on the
speed to the limit of endurance,
heading in a direction away from
his destination, driving the ship
" with everything that was in it.

Two years out, or sooner if nec-
essary, he would throw in the time
unit, roll himself and the ship a
couple of centuries into the past.

Once in the past, he would have
to ditch the motors, for undoubted-
ly they would have built-in recog-
nition signals which could be
traced. Unship them and let them
travel in the direction he had been

going.-

HEN take over the empty hull

with his non-human body,
swing around and head toward
Buster’s planet, still piling on the
speed, building it up to that fan-
tastic figure that was necessary to
jump great interstellar spaces.
“:Vaguely he wondered how his
body, how the drive of his energy-
intake body, would compare with
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the actual motors in the long haul.
Better, he decided. Better than the
motors. Faster and stronger.

But it would take years—many
years of time, for Buster was far
out,

He listed the moves:

Unshipping the engines would
throw off pursuit. The pursuers
would follow the recognition-sig-
nals in the motors, would spend
long days in overhauling them be-
fore they discovered their mistake.

Check.

The time roll would unhook the
contact of Trevor's psych tracers,
for they could not operate through
time.

Check.

By the time other tracers could
be set in other times to find him,
he would be so far out that the
tracers would go insane trying to
catch up on the time-lag of his
whereabouts—if, in fact, they could
ever find it in the vastness of the
outer reaches of the galaxy.

Check. R

If it works, he thought. If it only
works. If there isn't some sort of
slip-up, some kind of unseen factor.

A squirrel skipped across the
grass, sat up on its haunches and
took a long look at him. Then, de-
ciding that he was not dangerous,
it started a busy search in the grass
for imaginary buried treasure.

Cut loose, thought Sutton. Cut
loose from everything that holds
me, Cut loose and get the job
done, Forget Trevor and his Re-
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visionists, forget Herkimer and the
androids. Forget Eva. Get the book
written,

Trevor wants to buy me. Eva
wants to use me; I'm nothing to
her as a man. And the androids
do not trust me. And Morgan, if
he had the chance, would kill me.

The androids do not trust me.

That's foolish, he told himself.

«Childish.

And yet they did not trust him.
You ate a human, Eva had told
him. The humans are your people.
I'm much more an android, Ash,
than I am a human being.

He shook his head, bewildered
by the situation.

There was one thing that stood
out clearly. One thing he had to do.
One obligation that was his and
one that must be fulfilled or all
else would be with utterly no
meaning.

There is a thing called destiny.

The knowledge of that destiny
has been granted me. Not as a hu-
man being, not as a member of the
human race, but as an instrument
to transmit that knowledge to all
other thinking life.

I must write a book to do it. -

I must make that book as clear
and forceful and as honest as I
can.

Having done that, I shall have
discharged my responsibility.

Having done that, it does not
matter what may happen to me,

Having done that, there is no
further claim upon me.

TIME QUARRY

A footstep sounded on the path
back of the bench and Sutton
turned arofind.

“"Mr. Sutton, isn't it?” said the
man.

Sutton nodded.

“Sit down, Trevor,” he said.

“T've been expecting you.”

XLVII

¥4 OU didn't stay long
with your friends,” said
Trevor.

Sutton shook his head. “We had
a disagreement.”

“Something about this Cradle
business?"”

“You might call it that,” said
Sutton. "It goes a good deal
deeper. The fundamental prejudices
rooted between androids and hu-
mans.” :

“Herkimer killed an android
who brought him a message about
the Cradle,” Trevor said.

“He thought it was someone that
you sent. Someone masquerading as
an android. That is why he killed
him.”

Trevor pursed his mouth sanc-
timoniously. “Too bad,” he said.
“Too bad. Mind telling me how
he recognized the . . . might we
call it the deception?”

*“That is something,” Sutton said,
“that you will have to figure out
without my help.”

Trevor labored at -ad;mg un-
concerned. “The main point is,” he
said, “that it didn’t work.,”



“You mean the androids didn’t
run helter-skelter for the Cradle
and show you where it* was.”

Trevor nodded. “There was an-
other angle to it, too. They might
have pulled some of their guards
off the crisis points. That would
have helped us some.”

"Double-basreled,” said Sutton.
“Very shrewd.”

"Oh, most gssuredly,” agreed
Trevor. “Nothing like getting the
other fellow square behind the
eight-ball.”

He squinted at Sutton’s face.

“Since when,” he asked, “and
why did you desert the human
race?”

Sutton put his hand up to his
face, felt the resilience of the plas-
tic that had remodeled his features
into those of another person.

“It was Herkimer's idea,” he
declared. "He thought it would
make me hard to spot. You
wouldn’t be looking for an an-
droid, you know.”

Trevor nodded agreement. “It
might have helped,” he said. "It
would have fooled us for a while,
but when you walked away and the
tracer followed you, we knew who
you were.”

The squirrel came hopping across
the grass and looked them over.

“Sutton,” Trevor asked, “how
much do you know about this Cra-
dle business?”

“Nothing,” Sutton replied.
“They told me I was a human and
it was an android matter.”

"You can see from that how
important it must be.”’

“I think I can,” said Sutton.

“You can guess, just from the
name, what it might be.”

“That's not too hard to do.”

“Because we needed a greater
force of humans,” said Trevor, “we
made the first androids a thousand
years ago. We needed them to fill
out the too-thin ranks of Maankind.
We made them as close to humans
as we could. They could do every-
thing the humans could except one
thing."”

“"They can’t reproduce,” said
Sutton. "I wonder, Trevor, assum-
ing it had been possible, whether
we would have given that power to
them, too. If we had, they would
thave been true humans. There
would have been no difference
whatever between men whose an-
cestors were made in a laboratory
and those whose ancestors stemmed
back to the primal ocean. The an-
droids would have been a self-con-
tinuing race, and they wouldn't
thave been androids. They would
have been humans. We would have
been adding to our population by
biological as well as chemical
means.”

€7 DON'T know,” said Trevor.

“Honestly, 1 don’t. Of course,
the wonder is that we could make
them at all, that we could produce
life in the laboratory. Think of the

. sheer intellectual ability and the

technical skill that went into it.
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For centuries men had tried to find
out what life was, had run down
one blind alley after another, get-
ting nowhere near the secret at all.
Failing in a scientific answer, many
of them turned back to a divine
source, to a mythical answer, to the
belief that it was a matter of su-
pernatural intervention. The idea is
perfectly expressed by du Nouy,
who wrote back in the twentieth
century.” .

"We gave the androids one thing
we do not have ourselves,” said
Sutton, calmly. '

Trevor stared at him, suddenly
hard, suddenly suspicious.

"You. . . .”

“"We gave them inferiority,” said
Sutton. "We made them less than
human and that gave them a reason
to fight us. We denied them some-
thing they haye to fight to get . . .
equality. We furnished them with a
motive Man lost long ago, though
he still has a need to feel superior
to other humans for some arbitrary
and unimportant difference. Once
it was religion, nationality, the
color of the skin. Now it's the abil-
ity to reproduce.”

“They're equal now,” said
Trevor, bitterly. "The androids
have been reproducing themselves

. chemically, not biologically,
for a long time now.”

"We should have expected it,”
said Sutton.

“I suppose we should have,”
Trevor admitted. “We gave them
the same brains we have ourselves.

TIME QUARRY

We gave them—or we tried to give
them—a human perspective.”

“And we put a mark upon their
foreheads.”

TREVOR made an angry motion
with his hand. “That little mat-
ter is being taken care of now.
When the androids make another
android, they don’t bother to put
2 mark upon his head.”

Sutton started as the thunder hit
him . . . thunder that rolled and
rumbled in his brain, a growing,
painful, roaring thunder that shut
out everything.

He had said a weapon. He had
said there was a weapon . . .

“They could make themselves
better than they were originally,”
continued Trevor. “They could im-
prove upon the model. They could
build a super-race, a mutant race,
call it what you will , . .”

Only one weapon, Sutton had
said. And you can't fight with just
one cannon.

Sutton put a hand up to his fore-
head, rubbed hard against his brow.

“"Sure,” said Trevor. "You can
go nuts thinking about it. I have.
You can conjure up all sorts of
possibilities. They could push us
out. The new pushing out the old.”

*“The race would be human still,"”
said Sutton,

“"We built slowly, Sutton. The
old race. The biological race. We
came up from the dawn of Man,
We came up from chipped flints
and fist axe, from the cave and the
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treetop nest. We've built too slowly
and painfully and bloodily to have
our heritage taken from us by
something to which that slowness
and the pain and blood would
mean not a thing at all.”

One gun, Sutton thought. But
he had been wrong. There were a
thousand guns, a million guns,
to save destiny for all life that was
or would be. Now or a million-
billion years from now.

“1 suppose,” he said, shakily,
“that you feel I should throw in
with you.”

“I want you,” said Trevor, “to
find out for me where the Cradle
is. You could get the androids to
tell you.”

"So you can smash it.”

“So I can save humanity. The
old humanity. The real humanity.™

“You feel that all humans
should stick together now."”

“If you have a streak of human
in you, you will be with us now.”

“There was a time,” said Sut-
ton, “back on Earth, before men
went to the stars, when the human
race was the most important thing
the mind of Man could know.
That isn’t true any longer, Trevor.
There are other races just as great.
Either actually or potentially.”

“Each race,” answered Trevor,
“is loyal to its own. The human
race must be loyal unto itself.”

“I am going to be traitor, 1 may
be wrong, but I still think that
destiny is greater than humanity.”

“You refuse to help us?”
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"Not only that,” said Sutton. "I
am going to fight you. If you want
to kill me, Trevor, now's the time
to do it. Because if you don't do
it now, it will be too late.”

“I wouldn't kill you for all the
worlds,” Trevor assured him cold-
ly. “I need the words you wrote.
Despite you and the androids, Sut-
ton, we'll read them the way we
want them read. And so will all
the other slimy, crawling things
you admire so much. There’s noth-
ing in the whole universe that can
stand before the human race, that
can match the human race. . . .”

Sutton saw loathing on his face.

“I'm leaving you to yourself,
Sutton,” Trevor told him. “Your
name will go down as the blackest
blot in all of human history. The
syllables of your name will be 2

“sound that the last human will

gag upon if he tries to speak it.
Sutton will become a common
noun with which one man will
insult another. . ..”

Trevor stood up and started to
walk away and then turned back.
His voice was not much more than
a whisper, but it cut into Sutton’s
brain like a whetted kaife.

“Go and wash your face,” he
said. “Wash off the plastic and
the mark. But you'll never be hu-
man again, Sutton. You'll never
dare to call yourself a man again.”

He turned on his heel and
walked away. Staring at his back,
Suttoh seemed to hear the sound
of a slamming door.
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XLVIII

HERE was one lamp light-

ed in a corner of the room.

The attache case lay on a
table underneath the lamp and
Eva Armour was standing beside
a chair, as if she had been expect-
ing him.

“You came back,” said Eva, “to
get your notes. I have them ready
for you.” _

He stood just inside the door
and shook his head.

“Not yet,” he said. “Later I
will need the notes. Not right
now.”

And there it was, he thought,
the thing he had worried about
that afternoon, the thing that he
had tried to put in words.

“I told you about a weapon at
breakfast this morning,” he went
on. “"You must remember what I
said about it. I said there was only
one weapon. I said you can’t fight
a war with just one gun.”

Eva nodded, her lovely face
drawn in the lamplight. "I remem-
ber, Ash.”

*There are a million of them,”
said Ash. “As many as you want.
There's no limit to the number
there can be.”

He moved slowly across the
room until he stood face to face
with her.

“I am on your side,” he told
her, simply. "I saw Trevor this
afternoon. He cursed me for all
humanity.”

TIME QUARRY

- Slowly she put up 2 hand and
he felt it slide across his face, the
palm cool and smooth. Her fn-
gers closed in his hair apd she
shook his head gently, tenderly.

“Ash,” she said, “you washed
the plastic off your face. You are
Ash again” . ;

He nodded. "I wanted to be
human again.”

“Trevor told you about the
Cradle, Ash?"

“I'd guessed some of it,” Sutton
said. "He told me the rest. About
the androids that wear no mark.”

“"We use them as spies,” she
said, as if it were quite a natural
thing to say. “We even have some
of them in Trevor's headquarters..
He thinks that they are human.”

“"Herkimer?” he asked.

“He isn't here, Ash. He would-
n't be here, after what happened
out on the patio.”

“Of course,” said Sutton. “Of
course he wouldn’t. Eva, we hu-
mans are such heels.”

“Sit down,"” she told him. ‘"That
chair over there. You talk so oddly
that you scare me.”

He sat down.

"Tell me what bappened,” she
demanded.

He didn't tell her. He said: "I
thought of Herkimer this after-
noon., When Trevor was talking
with me. I hit Herkimer this morn-
ing and 1 would hit him tomorrow
morning if he said the same thing
to me. It's something in the hu-
man blood, Eva. We fought our
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way up. With fist, axe and club
and gun and atom bomb and....”

“Shut up,” cried Eva. “"Keep
still, can’t you?”

He looked up at her in aston-
ishment.

“Human, you say,” she said
harshly. “And what is Herkimer
if he iso’t human? He s 2 human,
made by humans. A robot can
make another robot and they're
still robots, aren’t they? A human
makes another human and both
of them are humans.”

UTTON mumbled, confused.
"“Trevor is afraid the androids

will take over. That there will be .

no more humans. No more orig-
inal, biological humans. . . .”

“Ash,” she said, “you are both-
ering yourself over something that
there is no reason to fight. The
Cradle will solve the secret of
biological reproduction. Not for
centuries, of course, but ultimately.
What's the use of agonizing over
a difference that eventually won't
exist?”

He shook his head. "I guess
there is no use. It keeps stirring
around in my head, though, accus-
ing me of treason. Once it was so
clear and simple. I would write a
book and the galaxy would read
it and accept it and everything
would be just fine.”

“It still can be that way,” she
said. -“After a while, after a long
while. When Man stops believing
that racial loyalty means the right
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to subjugate all other life. It will
come, Ash, and humanity will be
greater for it, allied to everything
that lives, not an arrogant and
fearful master.”

“Herkimer said one weapon
would do it,” Sutton said. “One
weapon would be the balance that
was needed, Eva, the androids have
gone a long way in their research,
haven't they? Chemical, I mean.
The study of the human body.
They would have to, to do what
they have done.”

She nodded.
Ash.”

“They have a scanner . . . a
machine that could take a person
apart, molecule by molecule, re-
cord it almost atom for atom.
Make a blueprint for another
body.” '

“"We've done that,” said Eva.
"We've duplicated men in Trev-
or’s organization. Kidnaped them
and blueprinted them and made a
duplicate . . . sent him back the
duplicate and placed the other un-
der benevolent detention. It's only
been through tricks like that that
we've been able to hold our own
at all.”

“You could duplicate me?”
asked Sutton.

“Certainly, Ash, but. . . .”

“A different face, of course,”
said Sutton. "'But a duplicate brain
and , . . well, a few other things.”

Eva nodded. "Your special abil-
ities.”

“I can get into another mind,”

"A long way,
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said Sutton. "Not mere telepathy,
but the actual power to be another
person, to be that other mind, to
see and know and feel the same
things that the other mind may
see or know or feel. I don't know
how it's done, but it must be
something inherent in the brain
structure. If you duplicated my
brain, the ability should go along
with the duplication. Not all of
the duplicates would have it, may-
be, not all of them could use it,
but some of them could.”

She gasped. “Ash, that would

mean. . . .”

€XJOU would know every-

thing,” said Sutton, “that
Trevor thinks. Every word and
thought that passes through his
mind. Because one of you would
be Trevor. And the same with
every other person who has any-
thing to do with the war in time.
You would know as soon as they
know what they're going to do.
You could plan to meet any threat
they might be considering. You
could block them at everything
they tried.”

“It would be stalemate,” Eva
said, "and that is exactly what we
want. A strategy of stalemate, Ash.
They wouldn’t know how they
were beifig blocked and many
times they would not know who
was blocking them. It would seem
to them that luck was permanent-
ly against them . . . that destiny
was against them.”
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“Trevor himself gave me the
idea,” Sutton said. “He told me
to go out and butt my head against
a wall some more. He told me
that finally I would get tired of
doing it He said that after a
while I would give up.”

“Ten years,” said Eva. "Ten
years should do the job. But if ten
won't, why, then, 2 hundred. Or a
thousand, if it must take that long.
We have all the time there is.”

“Finally,” said Sutton, “they
would give up. Literally throw up
their hands and quit. It would be
such a futile thing. Never win-
ning. Always fighting hard and
never winning.”

They sat in the room with its
one little oasis of light that stood
guard against the darkness that
pressed in upon them, and there
was no triumph in them, for this
was not a thing of triumph. This
was a matter of necessity, not one
of conquest. This was Man fight-
ing himself, and winning and los-
ing at the same time.

“You can arrange this scanning
soon?"’ asked Sutton.

“Tomorrow, Ash.” She looked
at him queerly. “Whats your
hurry?”

“I am leaving,” Sutton said.
“Running away to a refuge that I
thought of. That is, if you'll lend
me a ship.”

"Any ship you want.”

“It would be more convenient
that way,” he told her. "Other-
wise, I'd have to steal one.”
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She did not ask the question

that he had expected and he went
n: "I have to write the book.”

“There are plenty of places,
Ash, where you could write the
book. Safe places. Places that could
be arranged to be foolproof safe.”

He shook his head. “There’s an
old robot. He's the only folks I
have. When I was on Cygni, he
went out to one of the star sys-
tems at the very edge and filed on
a homestead. I am going there.”

"I understand,” she said, speak-
ing very softly.

“There's just one thing,” said
Sutton. "I keep remembering a
little girl who came and spoke to
me when I was fishing. I know
that she was a person conditioned
in my mind. I know she was put
there for a purpose, but it makes
no difference. 1 keep thinking of
her.”

He looked at Eva and saw how
the lamplight turned her hair into
a copper glory.

“I don’t know if I am still
allowed to love,” said Sutton. *I
can’t tell you for sure if I will
always' be allowed to love you,
Eva. But I wish you would g0 with
me out to Buster's planet

“I can't,” she cried. "Don't ask
me to.”

“But I must. I've suffered
encugh alone. I deserve you,
don’t I?”

‘Her eyes were misty in the
lamplight. “Perhaps  sometime,

Ash, if you still want me. But
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there’s this war that must not be
lost. . . .”

. Sutton said, simply: “I'll al-
ways want you, Eva. The war can’t
be lost any more.”

She was against him, her lips
to his, her words muffled and hun-
gry. "I want to. Oh, I want to.”

XLIX

UTTON floated in a sea of

light and from far away he

heard the humming of the
machines at work, little busy ma-
chines that were dissecting him
with their tiny fingers of probing
light and clicking shutters and the
sensitive paper that ran like a
streak of burnished silver through
the holders. Dissecting and weigh-
ing, probing and measuring .
missing nothing, adding nothmg
A faithful record not of himself
alone, but of every particle of him,
of every cell and molecule, of
every branching nerve and muscle
fiber.

And from somewhere else, also
far away, from a place beyond the
sea of light that held him, a voice
said one word and kept repeating
it:

Traitor.

Traitor.

Traitor.

One word without an exclama-
tion point. A voice that had no
emphasis. One flat word.

First there had been one voice
crying it and then another joined
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and then there was a2 crowd and
finally it was a roaring mob and
the sound and word built up uatil
it was a world of voices that were
crying out the word. Crying out
the word until there was no longer
any meaning in it, until it had lost
its meaning and become a sound
being senselessly repeated.

Sutton tried to answer and there
was no answer nof any way to
answer. He had no voice, for he
had no lips or tongue or throat.
He was an entity that floated in
the sea of light and the word kept
on, never changing . . . never
stopping.

But back of the word, a back-
ground to the word, there were
other words unspoken.

We are the ones who clicked
the flints together and built the
first fire of Man's own making.
We are the ones who drove the
beasts out of the caves and took
them for ourselves, in which to
shape the first pattern of a human
civilization. We are the ones who
painted the colorful bison on the
hidden walls, working in the light
of mud lamps with moss for wicks
and animal fat for oil. We are the
ones who tilled the soil and tamed
the seed to grow beneath our hand.
We are the ones who built great
cities that our own kind might
live together and accomplish the
greatness that a handful could not
even try. We are the ones who
dreamed of stars—and broke the
atom to the harness of our minds.

TIME QUARRY

It is our heritage you spend. It

" is our traditions that you give away

to things that we have made, that
we have fashioned with the deft-
ness of our hands and the sharp-
ness of our minds.

The machines clicked on and

the voice kept on with the one
word it was saying.
_ But there was another voice,
deep within the undefinable being
that was Asher Sutton, a faint
voice. . . .

It said no word, for there was
no word that could frame the
thought it formed. It made him
kin to something far greater than
a race of thinking, brawling, am-
bitious primates. It made him kin
to all life . . . a/l life.

Sutton answered it. ""Thank you,
Johany. Thank you very much.”

And he was astonished that he
could answer Johnny when he
could not answer all the others.

The machines went on with
their clicking.

L

ERKIMER stood alone in
the darkness underneath
the trees and watched the

two of them walk across the held
toward the ship.

She should have stayed,  he
thought. He would have  gone
without her. He would not have
guessed the real reason why -she
should have stayed. No more than
he guesses even now that we sent



Buster out to the Tower stars
many years ago to establish refuge
for him—well knowing that the
day might come when he would
need that refuge.

She had told him at first that
she couldn’t go with him. She
should have stuck it out, thought
Herkimer. But she is too human.
That is the trouble with all of us,
—we are too human.

Out on the tiny field, fire flick-
ered in the mouths of the tubes
and the silvery ship lurched down
the launching ramp. Gathering
speed, it slammed along the up-
curve and hurled itself into the
sky, a breath of fire that blazed
against the night,
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Herkimer stood with tilted head
and watched it until it was a tiny
pinpoint of light that was fleeing
spaceward.

He lifted a hand hesitantly, half
doubting the fitness of a parting
gesture.,

“"Good-by, Ash,” he said un-
derneath his breath. “Good-by,
Ash. God bless- you, Eva.”

Standing there, he had a hope-

ful thought.

Perhaps, he told himself, Sutton
never will learn she is an android
woman. But he knew then that
Eva would tell the truth and that
it would not change Sutton’s love
for her.

—CLIFFORD D. SIMAK
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